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Dedication


Emily’s Secret Dom: For all the secret doms out there. Keep thrilling your subs.

[image: image-placeholder]Mastering Emily: For Rose’s Secret Dom. She begged adorably for me to use this space to tell you how much you mean to her. Whatever you’re doing, keep at it. You thrill her.

[image: image-placeholder]Controlling Emily: To Syd, whose guidance made this a much better book than it might have otherwise been.




Chapter 1 - Emily's Secret Dom


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 of Emily’s Secret Dom






Chapter 7 - Mastering Emily


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.
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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.




Chapter 8


Emily
Last month, when I told Aiden I wanted to meet in real life, I woke up the next morning with butterflies in my stomach. Aiden was usually awake by the time I got up every morning, so that day I rushed to my computer to log into the game. I slumped into my chair with a sigh when I didn’t see him. He somehow should have known I was desperate to talk to him that morning and been waiting. I shot a message to him on the app we use for communication outside of the game.
Sir, I need to talk with you when you have a moment.
I expected a quick reply, so I busied myself with light housework while I waited. When Aiden hadn’t answered two hours later, I was a jumble of nerves and found myself pacing around the house. This was the first time he hadn’t gotten back to me within half an hour when he wasn’t at work. And maybe he’d spoiled me, but I couldn’t help feeling like he wasn’t answering on purpose. He said he would train me, so maybe this was to teach me patience.
My mind briefly flashed on the idea that he could be on a lunch date with another girl, and I muttered under my breath about how it would have been nice if he told me he was dating. She’s probably younger than me, and prettier. Aiden struck me as the type who might go for a girl in her 20s if she was hot for older men.
My thoughts swirled for a moment about this imaginary girl and how I was going to overthrow the competition. I stopped pacing and chuckled. I needed to calm the fuck down. Who knew if he was on a date? There were easily a hundred things he could do that didn’t involve another woman. I had bigger problems to worry about anyway, like what I should do about the online game.
Once Aiden and I reduced our playtime, I stepped down as recruitment officer. The guild leader wasn’t happy, but I never felt like logging in anymore. Whenever I was online and talking to Aiden, my head spun and my brain went fuzzy. It’s impossible to play a cleric on a raid effectively if you’re mentally a pile of mush. The time for a hiatus from the game had come, and I needed to post on the forums about my break, but the guilt of leaving sucked. Well-geared clerics don’t grow on trees and my absence would hurt the guild.
I stewed about my goodbye post until my phone app dinged with a message. When I saw Aiden’s name, I became lightheaded and breathless.
Busy morning, Doll. What’s up?
A delicious thrill ran down my back whenever he called me Doll, but it wasn’t a conversation to have when he’s busy.
Uh, nothing that can’t wait, Sir. I’ll talk to you later.
I assumed the conversation was over and contemplated my house. What should I do this afternoon? Even my craft projects held no appeal for me anymore. Other than crafts and my online game, what did I do with my free time before Aiden? My phone beeped again with another incoming message.
No, tell your Sir what you wanted to say. NOW.
Oh, shit. We’d already kicked off this conversation on the wrong foot, so I quickly started typing.
Sir, I have some information I withheld from you about my location.
His reply didn’t take long.
I’m waiting…
Sir, when you told me what city you live in, I knew it was about a 30-minute drive from my house.
The app showed me Aiden was typing and it seemed like he’d been typing for a long time, so it surprised me when his message was brief.
Interesting. What are you saying?
I paused and took a deep breath. My hands shook with my next text.
Sir, I want to meet you in person.
Good girl. When I get home, let’s talk about the details.
I squealed and wanted to do a happy dance around my living room, but remembered to respond to him first and said I would talk to him later. When he said goodbye to me, I was flushed and turned on. I spun in place with my arms flung out. The room revolved a little, causing me to stumble. I sat down on an ottoman in the living room and put my head between my knees. I took several calming, deep breaths.
Holy fuck, was I really going to do this?
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It was only two days ago that Emily said Aiden’s name while we made love, but I’ve become paralyzed with fear that she will leave me. The logical part of my brain asked me if I wanted to be married to someone who cheated online and was doing… whatever they were doing. Could someone call it BDSM if it’s just online? How that worked was beyond me, but there was a difference in Emily since meeting Aiden. Also, if she said his name during sex, she had grown attached to him.
I became sick to my stomach most days when I thought about Emily, and I needed to confront her and talk with her. Was it too late for marriage counseling? If we went to therapy, I’d have to admit what I’ve been doing when she’s at work and I was too disgusted with myself to tell anyone.
Every time Emily worked, I snooped on her computer. I found out that she and Aiden used their guild’s communication app to talk about non-game stuff. The computer desktop version synced with her phone and all the messages between them showed up when I logged in. Another stupid move on her part was not using a different four-digit PIN to open the program. She used the same one we jointly used for most anything that required a code, despite how security experts said never to do that.
So far, all I’d seen was a bunch of sexting and Aiden commanding her to do random shit. The day I saw him tell her to kneel for him and she posted a picture of her doing it, my head spun and my cock stiffened. I ended up masturbating to the picture of her kneeling. The self-loathing and waves of shame when I came hard didn’t deter me from checking the app again. 
Most days when I logged into the app, they shared new pictures. Aiden’s cock was bigger than mine, but not enough for me to feel inadequate. The petty part of me wished his cock was smaller, but I don’t know that it would even matter. She fell for this guy without even touching his cock in real life.
The humiliation on the days I masturbated to the pictures of Aiden’s cock was the worst. I’ve never admitted to anyone, but I had a crush on a guy friend in high school and we shared a weird drunken night together where we sucked each other off. Neither of us spoke about it again and we drifted apart as friends, but occasionally over the years I’ve thought about him and beat off to the memory of that night. Emily wouldn’t care since she’s admitted she’s on the bisexual spectrum, but I’ve never had the guts to tell her about my past. The thought of Emily and Aiden together tormented me because it sickened me, and yet it turned me on.
When Emily went to work that night and I opened the app, it wasn’t only sexting and pictures. My eyes widened and I had to look away from the screen for a moment when I saw them talking about meeting in person… tomorrow. I had a brief insane thought that maybe I read it wrong, but when I turned back to the monitor, it was there in black and white.
Aiden said he’d leave his door unlocked and gave Emily instructions to come inside when she arrived. He wanted her to take off all her clothes and set them on a side table. Then he told her to go to the living room and stand in a display position, naked, so he could “inspect” her. Inspect her? What in the hell does that even mean? He included a picture from a BDSM website of the position he wanted her to stand in so she could practice.
My cock sprung to life, hard as a rock, when I thought about Aiden fucking Emily in real life. I slid it out of my pants and rubbed it while I kept repeating in my head that I couldn’t believe she would cheat on me. The idea had me stroking harder and faster. I had seen enough pictures of Aiden naked to have a good mental image of him plowing into Emily. When I thought about Emily being inspected and then Aiden forcing her on her knees while he shoved his cock down her throat, I moaned and climaxed hard. Four shots of cum hit my shirt before I was done.
I milked the last bit of cum out while I finished reading their messages. They ended with Aiden giving Emily his address and they agreed on a meeting time. My head still spun from the orgasm, and my hands shook when I pulled my phone out to enter the address into my GPS mapping program. I was breathless and my fingers tingled when I realized they were meeting during my lunch break.
Was she really going to do this?




Chapter 9


Emily 
I was an emotional wreck on that first visit with Aiden. He messaged me the night before and told me to strip naked when I got to his apartment. I didn’t knock, but called out when I walked in.
“I’m here, Sir, and doing what you instructed.”
I got no response and I didn’t expect one. A table next to the door held mail and keys and I was shaking like a leaf as I removed my clothes. The sundress I wore slid off easily, which saved some hassle. My hands trembled badly, and I had problems folding the dress, but eventually got it halfway decent and laid it on the small table. He said his living room was through the entryway to the right, and my bare feet were silent on the carpet.
His apartment wasn’t fancy, but the complex he lived in was well-maintained for an older building. The duplex had a second floor, and was an enormous apartment for one guy. Did he have a roommate? I knew so little I know about Aiden, which made what I was doing sound stupid. How could I only know a person for a couple of weeks and yet be this addicted to him and the control he offered? I should have realized that as soon as I found out he lived close, a meeting in person was inevitable.
Aiden wasn’t in the living room and I stood in the middle, attempting the pose in the picture he sent me. I stood there with my legs spread and my hands raised, touching the back of my head. He wanted to inspect me, and the pose was for that purpose. The room wasn’t cool, but my body continued to tremble and my nipples puckered. With no no visible clock, I didn’t know how much time passed. It felt like a couple of minutes before he entered the room.
Aiden was more attractive in person than in his pictures. I would estimate he was in his early 50s, with short silver hair and a clean-shaven jaw. His chin had a tiny dimple in it that I wanted to kiss. He was about six feet tall, and only wore black basketball shorts. He had a tiny bit of a belly, but otherwise was in good shape for a guy his age. I wouldn’t toss him out of bed for eating cookies, that’s for sure.
“Hello, Emily.”
A tingle ran down my spine when he said my name, and I shook harder. He circled me slowly and visually inspected every inch of my body while I yearned for his approval. Never one to work out much, I was soft but still on the slender side of average, with generously sized breasts that age hadn’t taken a toll on yet. I joked with Nate that he had a few more years to enjoy them being perky, but he swore he would love them well into old age, no matter what. According to him, there were no bad boobies.
The longer Aiden didn’t speak, the more nervous I became. I attempted to hold back my trembling, and my teeth almost chattered. No one had ever examined me so thoroughly. I flushed and was desperate to squirm or hide under a blanket. Aiden said the purpose of the inspection was to inspect what was his, what he owned. He needed to make sure I took care of myself and it reminded me I gave myself to him completely.
This was worse than baring my soul during our online chats, especially because I tried to not fidget. He didn’t specifically say I’d get punished if I moved, but he wanted me in this pose, so changing positions without permission seemed unwise. When the room spun, I gasped and inhaled sharply, not realizing I’d been holding my breath.
Aiden cried out when I wobbled. “Oh, shit. Emily!”
He scooped me up, carried me over to the couch, sitting down with me cuddled in his lap.
“Oh, you poor thing. You’re shivering.”
He pulled me into him and I laid my head on his shoulder with a sigh. When he kissed my forehead as if I was a child and rubbed my arm soothingly, I tucked my head down and smiled. This wasn’t how I envisioned being in his arms for the first time, but seeing this side of Aiden was reassuring. Online he was always so forceful with me. I thought I wanted that, but meeting someone for the first time while also being naked was a bit much.
After a few minutes, the shaking stopped. I relaxed and noticed more things about Aiden. A faint whiff of leather surrounded him as if he recently wore a leather jacket, and it was pleasant. Bringing my hand up to touch the dimple in his chin, I could tell he shaved recently. My pussy pulsed with the thought that he might have shaved just for me.
He smiled down at me and pretended to bite my finger. I giggled and moved my hand to his neck, lightly stroking it. His skin was soft, like he just got out of the shower and dried off, though there was no moisture on his skin.
Seeing that I felt better, Aiden spoke.
“Emily, I’m really sorry. I didn’t realize you were so nervous. You only seemed excited.”
I murmured, “I’m okay,” and he held me tighter.
“No, I’m supposed to take care of you. Don’t make excuses for my mistakes.”
I poked him in the gut. “Hey, everyone makes mistakes sometimes.”
Aiden gave a wry grin before he replied. “Yes, ten minutes with me and you almost pass out. I’m clearly not perfect.”
I tipped my head up, hoping for a kiss, and stated, “Neither am I, Sir. We can be imperfect together.”
When he looked down at me and could tell how serious I was, he claimed what I offered and kissed me softly. What started out as simple exploration turned heated quickly. He tasted like cinnamon, and I brought my arms around his neck to push myself deeper into the kiss. Our tongues dueled and my pussy became wet when his cock hardened under his shorts. He broke off the kiss right as I thought to shift and straddle him so I could grind against him.
“Okay, enough of that. Time to teach you to be a real sub.”
He forced me off his lap and slapped my ass when I stood up. His grin and twinkle in his eye told me he enjoyed joking around with me.
I gave him a jaunty, half-mocking, “Yes, Sir,” and the grin turned fierce.
“Doll, don’t tempt me. You reminded me you’re just learning so we’re going to take this slow.”
My brain buzzed at his words. It tempted me to push him and see what would happen if we sped up the training, but the sane part of me recognized caution was smart. Plus, my wet pussy was down for whatever happened, and as long as today ended with his cock inside of me, I’d be ecstatic.
“So, Doll, kneel for me.”
My pulse sped up and I became breathless in a good way while I sank to my knees in front of him and rested my hands lightly on my thighs. I kept my eyes downcast, wishing I had the guts to peek up at him, but I wanted to prove that I was worthy of training.
Aiden moved in front of me. His shorts slid to the floor and he kicked them aside.
He hoarsely stated, “Doll, I want you to show me how well you can suck cock.”
I glanced up at his words and he moved forward. His thick, erect cock jutted towards my face. I didn’t respond verbally, but opened my mouth to signal my willingness to serve. He slipped the tip of his cock between my lips and I had to open my mouth further when he pushed in. His groans as my lips clamped around his shaft made me wetter. I reached a hand up to help guide his cock and he didn’t complain. He let his hands drop from his rod and rest against the sides of his legs while he concentrated on moving his hips to fuck my mouth.
His saltiness on my tongue had me humming around his cock in approval. He was quite the mouthful since he’s thicker than Nate, but I could take Aiden in fully. He started out slow, but once he realized I could take his full length, he sped up until he fucked me at a brisk pace.
He moaned every time my lips reached the base of his shaft, and since he didn’t tell me to rub my clit, the sense of being used solely for his pleasure was erotic. My inner thigh was damp and my pussy ached for his cock. I hoped he planned to fuck me soon. As I imagined his cock sliding into my wet hole, I became disoriented by the realization that he might come in my mouth without fucking me. It was his choice, not mine. I felt an odd fluttery feeling in my belly and my thoughts went fuzzy. I forgot what I was doing and when he shoved his cock into my mouth again, I made a small choking sound and my gag reflex kicked in.
Fuck. That cleared the fog from my brain, and I concentrated on my task. I’m supposed to prove I can give amazing blowjobs. My slight gagging noise spurred Aiden on to plow into my mouth faster. He moved his hands to the back of my head to force me to hold him deep in my throat for a few seconds before letting me breathe. I stroked him with my hand and played with his balls. When they tightened against my fingers and his member throbbed in my mouth, I knew he was close to his climax. I sucked harder, hoping he’d come and not caring any longer if it meant I didn’t get his cock inside me, but he pulled out with a loud groan.
“Good girl,” he panted while he patted me on the head. “Now stand up.”
I tried to rise gracefully, but stumbled, and Aiden gripped my arm to help me. He put his hand on my elbow and led me towards the hallway to what I assumed was a bedroom.
Halfway down the hall, I heard him mumble, “fuck it,” right before he shoved my shoulder blades towards the wall. I caught myself with my hands and leaned in close to the wall. He spread my legs and used his hands to wedge my pussy open as he thrusted his cock inside of me. Once he was fully in, he rammed against me hard, forcing my breasts to squish against the wall. He grabbed both of my wrists, bringing my arms above my head, and secured them both with one hand. The other newly freed hand pressed against my shoulder, pinning me as he fucked me roughly.
“Oh, my god,” I moaned out as my body ignited. I panted and started grinding my ass and cunt against him, desperate to feel his shaft as deep as he could go. I was barely coherent, and all I knew was that I needed to come. Every thrust into me sent tingles of delight throughout my entire body.
Aiden’s harsh demand cut through the silence as our bodies slapped together. “Do you like it hard like this, slut?”
Oh god, no one has ever called me a slut before in person and it was so goddamn arousing. I moaned out, “Yes, Sir.”
Aiden gave several sharp thrusts and replied, “Good, slut.”
He hammered into me and groaned while I chanted out, “fuck me” repeatedly. 
This was better than I thought it would be. Being shoved up against the wall and used hit a good kink and I could feel my orgasm getting close. As Aiden slammed into me, my nipples scraped against the textured plaster on the wall and the pleasure shot straight to my clit. My body quivered as I spiraled higher and higher.
My moan intensified to a sharp peak as my pussy spasmed and clenched. I trembled and rocked as my entire body shuddered and I came so hard I saw stars. He continued to fuck me, and it seemed like the climax was never-ending as I road the waves of ecstasy.
As I finally came down from my peak, Aiden growled and load after load of his hot cum spurted inside me, coating the walls of my pussy. He flexed and shuddered before pulling out and leaned against me.
Holy fuck, that was amazing. I wanted to tell him how fabulous it was, but no words formed. Aiden and I stumbled together down the hall and he led me into a bedroom with a king-sized bed and we collapsed on top of the comforter together.
Expecting to be done, I pulled myself up towards the pillows on my stomach and squeaked in surprise when he grabbed my hips and flipped me over.
“I’m not done with you yet, slut.” He growled.
My mind was a puddle, but I didn’t complain as he pushed open my legs and bent his head down to taste me. His tongue on my sensitive bud made me gasp and arch my back, driving his tongue further between my pussy lips. He continued to lick and suck, swirling his tongue around my clit while I moaned and thrashed under him. When he pressed a finger inside of me, I practically screamed out as I quickly peaked.
“Oh, my god!”
My body spasmed and a splash of wetness leaked from my pussy as Aiden furiously licked to clean me up. As the tension drained from my body, he crawled up the bed and pulled me into his embrace. Before I closed my eyes and fell asleep, he questioned me. “How long before you have to go home?”
Oh fuck. I woke up at the mention of home. “Uh, what time is it?”
When he told me the time, I relaxed again. There was at least another hour before I had to leave. I mumbled how long I had as my eyes drifted shut. I heard him pressing buttons on an alarm clock, and my last thought before I passed out was how nice it was for him to think about that and that it was about time someone licked my pussy. 
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I got to Aiden’s apartment complex about 10 minutes before Emily did. I drove around the block once, getting the lay of the land before I parked down the street where I could get a clear visual of anyone who walked up to his front door. His unit was conveniently in a secluded part of the complex and I scrunched down in my seat in case Emily passed by the car and noticed me. Luckily, our car is generic and we continually lose it in parking lots because it looked the same as everyone else’s.
When Emily arrived, she parked in a visitor parking spot, and I could tell she was nervous when she got out of her car. She glanced around the parking lot and picked at her beautiful pink sundress. God, I always loved that dress on her. It left her shoulders bare and always made me want to kiss her neck and nibble my way down her arm. Why did she have to wear that dress today? I fixated on her choice of clothing for a moment, as if it really mattered. Her wearing my favorite dress somehow compounded the cheating in my mind. It’s became even more personal.
She entered the apartment, and I waited in the car for exactly seven minutes before getting out. It was the longest seven minutes of my life. I vacillated between feeling anguished and horny, as I imagined Aiden fucking Emily as soon as she opened the front door. I reminded myself that Aiden wanted her to strip and go to the living room in his message. That would take a few minutes.
When I figured Emily had enough time to go to the living room and get into position, I strolled across the parking lot with a confidence I didn’t feel since I didn’t want to look suspicious. Instead of walking to his front door, I cut around the building and once I’m out of view from the street, I slowed down and skulked.
I crept up to a window and at first I saw nothing except a plain living room with no people, but then I realized Emily and Aiden were on the couch. She was in his arms being held tenderly while he stroked her arm. Oh, fuck. I didn’t expect a loving scene.
My throat tightened up, and spots flashed before my eyes as I became dizzy and nauseated. When my lungs constricted and it got harder to breathe, I knew I needed to get out of there immediately. I couldn’t risk passing out on his lawn. I stumbled to my car, not caring who saw me this time, and sat in the driver’s seat, gripped the wheel and stared out at nothing. My thoughts spun as I totally focused inward, not paying attention to my surroundings.
I had no words to process how I was feeling, and I sat in the car for another ten minutes before I had the mental energy to drive back to work.
What in the hell was I going to do now?




Chapter 10


Emily
Over the last month of visiting Aiden twice a week, Nate’s and my sex life has oddly improved and I can now appreciate Nate’s softness. I don’t need to be fucked roughly all the time, and Aiden is fulfilling that need. The slow, sensual sex with Nate is great again. 
The other change is that Nate wants sex more often, and I haven’t figured out why. It’s almost like he smells sex on me, despite me taking a shower every time I come home from Aiden’s. Invariably, those are the nights he wants sex. The first time I went along with him out of guilt, assuming I wouldn’t enjoy it. I had already come super hard earlier with Aiden, so the second powerful orgasm of the day left me speechless for a few minutes. 
While I lay there panting and unable to speak, I glanced over at Nate and the smug expression on his face spoke volumes. He was quite pleased with himself. When he approached me again a few days later, I eagerly followed him into the bedroom. I’m not one to turn down multiple orgasms, even if they are several hours apart.
Which brings us to today, another Saturday morning where we wake up, he gets his weekly blowjob, and now he’s making me breakfast. The last few weekends he’s made me a special breakfast and last night on the way home from work, he stopped at the store to pick up supplies and told me it was for a surprise. 
He makes me sit in the chair with my back towards the kitchen and doesn’t let me turn around to watch. My stomach rumbles from the smell of bacon, which tells me breakfast is going to be delicious. I don’t care what else he serves, bacon will elevate it to amazing. 
I tease him a little. “I know you’re making bacon, you can’t hide it.”
Nate laughs before replying. “Yes, but you don’t know what else.”
“Does it matter? Let me watch. You know I love watching you cook in your bacon apron.” 
I gave him an apron as a joke Christmas gift several years ago, along with other nicer presents. It’s green and patterned with tiny cartoon strips of bacon, and it ended up being one of his most used gifts. It saved him from many painful chest grease splatters while frying bacon for me while he had no shirt on. 
He only replies with an “uh-huh,” and I pout for a moment before realizing it’s pointless since my back is to him and he can’t see me being cute. I tilt my head to the side and slowly attempt to peek over my shoulder at him without him noticing.
 “Emily.” His low, dominant tone stops me. 
“Fine! I’m just curious.” 
His joking tone returns. “Babe, just sit there and be a good girl.” 
Obviously my attempts to be adorable and sassy aren’t working, but his use of ‘good girl’ gives me an unexpected flush. Guess Aiden’s training also works when other people say it as well. This is the first time Nate has called me a good girl since I started my affair. He only used to do it when he was teasing me, and life hasn’t been too merry around our house in a long time. I’ve been enjoying the return of my happy-go-lucky husband these last few weeks, along with the revitalization of our sex life.
When he sets a plate in front of me with eggs Benedict and bacon, I clap and bounce with giddiness in my chair before leaning in to sniff appreciatively.
“You know the way to my heart.” I beam a smile at him as he sits down with his own plate and we both dig in.
I chew in silence as he chatters about his plans for the day. He wants to build me a flower bed for another variety of rose I want, and he’s talking about dimensions and other plants to put next to the roses. The contrast between now and a few months ago hits me. This is the man I fell in love with. He has a zest for life and is talkative and planning for the future.
I can’t help but wonder if he’d been like this a few months ago, would I have said no to Aiden? I can’t wish away everything that has happened with Aiden. It’s been an amazing experience and I’ve grown to love him, but the dual life is taxing. The problem is that I can’t stop with him. I’m so addicted to the man it’s pathetic and if Nate ever finds out, I don’t know what I would do. 
Before this, I didn’t know it was possible for me to love two people at the same time, but loving both of them somehow makes what I’m doing okay in my mind. I might have had some initial guilt, but once genuine feelings developed with Aiden, the continual tightness in my chest whenever I thought about what I was doing eased. What’s that saying? You can’t pick who you love? I didn’t choose to love two men, though I know I also didn’t guard against it. 
The main issue is that I didn’t understand the connection between a dominant and a submissive back then. Since I was new to BDSM, I’d never experienced such a strong, instantaneous bond with someone. I didn’t know it could lead to love. Aiden and I haven’t said we loved each other, and the one time I tried to tell him he cut me off and told me not to say what I was about to say yet. He told me that too many times submissives say, “I love you,” but don’t recognize the difference between love and the dominant and submissive bond because of the intense emotions that come out in play. 
I appreciated how he didn’t tell me I couldn’t love him, but that instead he only wanted me to wait to make sure. By now I’m positive, but I’m following orders to give it more time. Next time I express my feelings, I don’t want my Sir to stop me. Saying you love someone should have the proper weight when it’s spoken and I’ll know when the time is right.
But none of this helps me with Nate, and like this morning, I’m torn by the duality of everything. When I blow out my birthday candles this year, my wish is going to be that I can somehow keep them both. 
[image: image-placeholder]Nate
I need to get over the sense of illicitness whenever I make love with Emily on the days she’s been with Aiden. It seems dirty to get aroused and come while watching them fuck, and then not be able to keep my hands off her later that night. Being the one racked with guilt while making love with my adulterous wife is laughable.  
What’s even more ludicrous is that her cheating revived our relationship. Emily’s increased sexual confidence is alluring, and she has an inner glow that was missing for a long time. She’s like the cat that ate the canary and is content and happy. She reminds me of the younger Emily who drew me in with her joyous, infectious giggle and sparkling eyes. Emily is an introvert and had zero clue how many guys were interested in her, but I was the lucky one she clicked with. 
I want to dote on this new Emily and please her. She mentioned a rose variety called Love & Peace that she admired for its multicolored yellow and pink petals, and my brain immediately started plotting where to put in another flower bed. The last few Saturdays I’ve started making her special breakfasts, as well. I know part of me probably wants to remind her how wonderful I am, but this urge to satisfy her every desire is hard to ignore.
Today I made her eggs Benedict with a side of bacon, and she’s especially adorable as she grins at me while I talk about my Saturday plans. She’s mostly silent and at one point seems lost in thought, and I can’t help but wonder if she’s daydreaming about Aiden. Gazing at a distracted Emily, my head aches and my heart pounds. My eyes grow wet and my throat thickens, but luckily she doesn’t notice any of this. I look away and blink rapidly to avoid crying, and realize that I can’t continue like this much longer. She’s going to need to make a choice.




Chapter 11


Emily
Saturday night, Nate and I snuggle on the couch to watch Deadpool for what’s got to be the 11th time when he pauses the movie and studies me. Uh, what’s this? When does he interrupt a movie? He’s the type who will get up and go to the bathroom and leave a show running, which prompts me to grab the remote and hit pause because I don’t want him to miss anything. Though the 11th time through any movie, I’d probably let it run. So him pausing it is even more odd.
Nate is staring at the wall next to the TV and doesn’t speak for a moment. I want to ask him what’s up, but hold back. If this were Aiden on the couch with me, I wouldn’t hesitate to ask what was wrong, but something is off with Nate and I wait for him to speak.
“Emily, we need to talk.”
As soon as he speaks, my stomach drops and I have difficulty breathing. Oh fuck, he knows. The room spins for a moment and there’s a sour taste in my mouth. Maybe I’m wrong and it’s something else?
“I know about Aiden.”
I close my eyes, flop back on the couch, and an unexpected release of tension washes over me. I don’t know how he found out, but I know something is about to change.
“You must decide, Emily. Which one of us do you want?”
Nate’s voice is sad when he asks, as if he knows the choice won’t be him. His tone, more than anything else, punches me in the gut. What the fuck have I been doing? I love this man deeply, and his obvious hurt devastates me. My hands curl and my fingernails cut into my palms. I want to ball up and cry that it’s come to this, but I still can’t make a choice. I love them both and want things to stay the same. When I don’t immediately respond, Nate tries again.
“Emily, I need to know.”
I keep my eyes closed for a moment and rub the middle of my forehead. When I glance at Nate, he’s looking at me, and I open my mouth to answer him, but shut it again. I’m at a loss for words. How do you tell your husband that you also love another man?
The sinking feeling in my stomach doesn’t go away, and a flood of guilt hits me. I need to tell him the truth, and find out if what I truly want is possible.
“Nate, I can’t make a choice. Can I have you both?”
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I finally get up the guts to confront Emily and her response sucker punches me in the gut. Can she have us both? My mind races through several scenarios with that idea. I’m uneasy with anything my mind conjures up and flustered at the thought of either decision. If I say no, will she choose him? If she’s at the point where she can’t decide, haven’t I already lost her? I don’t know if she’ll ever be happy with me again if I say no.
The unbidden thought of the multiple orgasms I’ve had jerking off to Emily and Aiden together makes my head spin. My cheeks burn and I can’t look at Emily. I angle my body away from her as I think. Could an open relationship like this work? Would I even still find it hot if you remove the cheating aspect? There are too many unknown factors, and I don’t want to admit how turned on this makes me.
But Emily is expecting an answer. My stomach aches and I’m flushed when I turn to her and respond.
“I’m willing to try.”
The End of Mastering Emily






Chapter 12 - Controlling Emily


Emily
Last night Nate told me he’ll try an open relationship to let me stay with Aiden, and my head is still spinning when I wake up the next morning, but remembering the conversation floods me with warmth and devotion to my husband. God, I really love him and I want to make things right. 
We barely talked after the decision and went to bed early, each of us with our own thoughts. I’m not sure how this will work. He didn’t say how he found out about Aiden, so he might not know how often I visit him. There are so many details Nate and I need to discuss, but my mind blanked when he agreed. Later, when the shock wore off, tons of questions popped up and sleep eluded me. 
When Nate gets up early on Sunday to take his mom to church, I pretend to be asleep. I’m not ready to talk to him yet. I need more time to think about what to say. My stomach is tense when he leaves the bedroom and I’m hoping when we have our discussion later, he’ll ask questions I can specifically answer without volunteering too much other information. 
A few minutes later, the faint grind of the automatic garage door tells me Nate left. I relax in bed, breathing easier, and pick up my phone, intending to message Aiden to give him the exciting news. I pause before opening the app. Shit, what if Aiden doesn’t think this is good? Some guys like to cuckold other men, and I don’t know what motivated Aiden to start our relationship. Will he still want me if we’re not a secret?
I stew over what to do and the longer I waver between my choices, the worse it gets. My heart races and my palms are sweaty when I decide to go for it. I can’t handle worrying about Aiden on top of my upcoming conversation with Nate. Plus, if Aiden breaks it off with me now that he’s not cuckolding my husband, it will change everything. I wipe my hands on the sheets and type out my message.
Sir, I have something to tell you. 
After hitting send, I don’t wait for a reply and continue on.
Nate found out about us and agreed I can keep seeing you. Does this change anything?
I squirm after I finish the text and toss my cellphone across the bed like it’s a hot potato so I can’t stare at the app to see if Aiden is responding. There’s no turning back now. A pit in my stomach opens up and I practice deep breathing with my eyes closed to calm myself. I inhale to the count of four, and then exhale for four. I’m about to repeat it, but jolt when a muffled ping indicates I have a text. Oh fuck, that was fast. 
I sit up and reach for the phone. Aiden’s message pops up when I swipe the screen on.
Well, Doll, this seems like a good deal. Don’t you think?
Squealing at his response, I giggle at myself and reply with, “Yes, Sir,” while warmth floods my body. I set the phone next to me and flop on my back to stare at the ceiling. My thoughts race and it’s all a jumble in my head, but the tingle from my pussy is obvious. Running my hand up under my nightgown, I tease my nipples while contemplating this new reality. How crazy would it be if I could one day openly tell Nate I was in love with both of them and he’d be okay with it? 
Oooh, or what if I someday fucked them at the same time? My head whirls faster at the thought of both of them at my breasts. It’s only a fantasy, but what woman wouldn’t want to be the meat in that sandwich when she loves two men?  
Using both hands to pull on my nipples, I imagine my fingers are their mouths. I snake one hand down my stomach, imagining Aiden kissing down the length of me. When I spread my legs and run my fingertips over my pussy, I’m dripping wet. Rubbing soft circles around my clit, my loud moans fill the room and I wish Aiden’s tongue was swirling between my folds instead.
I need more, so I reach into my nightstand and pull out my newest vibrator. It’s slender with a slight curve that reminds me of Aiden’s cock. I press the button on and cycle through the vibration selections until I find my favorite alternating long and short buzz. Sliding it in, I giggle when the tip hits a sensitive part, causing pleasure to rocket through my core — yeah, not the same as any cock.  
When my second hand joins the first one between my legs, I spear the vibrating toy in and out of my twat, while using the fingers of the other hand to massage my swollen clit. Playing with myself feels better than usual this morning, and the two-man daydream really revs my engine. When the idea of Aiden’s cock in my ass and Nate fucking my pussy pops into my head, I buck against the vibrator to force it further inside. Double stuffing was never a big fantasy of mine. It sounded too complicated and messy. But now that I have two men in my life, the idea of both of them inside me at the same time gives me a naughty zing. 
I continue to imagine both of them pressing inside me and the speed of my fingers picks up. I’m furiously rubbing my clit and edging close to my orgasm. It’s impossible to think, and all I can do is pump the toy into my pussy and fuck myself hard. I tense up as the ecstasy coils through my body. When the release finally comes, I cry out and convulse while a current of energy emanates from my core all the way to my toes and fingertips. Waves of pleasure wash over me and I ride the vibrator until I come down from the peak and my pussy is too sensitive to continue. 
All my tension drains and I pull out the toy and drop it on Nate’s side of the bed. My brain is fuzzy from how hard I came, and my shitty night of sleep catches up to me as I yawn and tuck the surrounding covers underneath my sides like a cocoon. I should get up and clean the vibrator and put it away, but my groggy brain decides I’ll do it after a catnap. 
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I’m too distracted this morning to enjoy church. I’m not religious in the slightest, but I normally find peace as I relax and clear my mind. After I explained what I do to get through the service, Emily started to joke and call it my weekly meditation, and she’s not wrong. I like singing the hymns, but otherwise I use the time to commune with my inner self instead of God. 
Today I can’t stop thinking about Emily and wondering how her continuing to fuck Aiden will work. I have some pretty strict requests in mind that I’m not sure she’ll like. This won’t be an Emily free-for-all sex party with her just coming and going as she pleases. I’m still her husband and I want her dedicated to our marriage and not using this as a slow transition to leave me. 
A little devil pops up on my shoulder and whispers in my ear. But what if she likes Aiden better? My stomach clenches and I’m sick at the thought. If that were the case, she wouldn’t have asked to have us both, right? I hold firm to my conviction that she would have said she wanted a divorce if she really wanted to be with Aiden, and I brush aside the devil whenever he tries to say otherwise. I wish I could find my normal peace and relaxation. Being in church is only making me think more about the unusual arrangement I agreed to. I can never tell my mother. She’d probably send a clergy member to my house to discuss our life choices. 
Halfway through the service, my mom leans over and whispers in my ear. 
“Nate, I’m not feeling well. Let’s go.”
She didn’t have to say it twice. I slip our hymnals into the storage pocket on the pew in front of us, and my mother and I slink out of the chapel as quietly as we can. As I drive, my mom rattles on about her indigestion causing her lack of sleep. When we get to her house, I help her inside and see that she’s settled into her favorite recliner with a snack and some juice before heading out. She’s already nodding off when I close the front door. It hurts to watch her age, but I’m grateful for all this time I’ve had with her after my dad passed. At some point I’m going to need to look at assisted living facilities for her, but thankfully we’re not there yet. 
The drive home is a blur as I focus on my problem with Emily. She won’t  be expecting me back this early and my chest tightens when I realize she could be on the phone making plans with Aiden. My stomach churns the entire drive, and when I pull into the garage, I have to sit in the car for a few minutes because I’m dizzy. I try the deep breathing exercises that Emily taught me to calm myself; Inhaling for the count of four, exhaling for four, and then repeating.
Once I have the spinning under control, I enter the house as quietly as I can. I have an odd desire to catch her in the act of whatever she’s doing and hope she didn’t hear the garage door open. She’s not in the office and when I peek into the bedroom, she’s a tight little ball, all snuggly in the comforter, on her side of the bed. The immediate surge of relief makes my knees weak. God, I thought she was rushing off to talk to Aiden and instead she fell back asleep. 
As I go to leave, I spot her vibrator on my side. Oh, fuck. Was she having phone sex and fucked herself into a stupor? I stumble into the living room and collapse on the couch. I can’t get the picture of her vibrator out of my mind and my cock hardens as I imagine her sliding it into her tight pussy while panting in Aiden’s ear. Rubbing myself through my church slacks,  I can tell I need more than pressure through cloth.
I’m throbbing as I pull my rod out, and it’s already glistening with pre-cum. I use the moisture as lubrication and hum from the pleasure as I stroke myself. A wave of self-loathing washes over me as I continue to imagine Emily using her toy with Aiden, and instead of turning me off, I rub harder. Fuck, why is thinking of them together so hot? 
The image of Aiden’s cock pops into my head once again, and I realize I want to watch him press into her pussy in real life. I know exactly how it looks as her cave entrance stretches and molds around the tip of a cock, but I hunger for a closeup view of seeing that from another angle. I want Emily on her hands and knees while Aiden fucks her from behind so I can move in front of her and watch the expressions change on her face while he plows into her. That’s a view I’ve never seen, and imagining her bliss skyrockets me over the edge.  
I climax so hard I see stars as cum splatters on my dark blue dress shirt. Tingles of pleasure course through me as I milk the last few drops from my cock. This outfit will need a good washing, so I don’t worry about getting stains all over my pants. I’m shivering as I come down from the intense peak and I slip my softening member back into the slacks before stretching out on my side on the cushions. Snagging a blanket from the back of the couch, I lump it up and tuck it under my head as a pillow. I yawn and my eyes drift closed as I think about the upcoming conversation with Emily. I’m sure the talk will go better if I catch a quick catnap.
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I sit on the sofa in my living room and stare at my phone in shock after Emily’s text message that her husband knows, and my chest feels lighter. I’m instantly hard and throbbing. Whenever I chat with Emily, I’m aroused and firm, but this is different. I’m energized, and I pull my cock from my sweatpants so I can rub it slowly while my thoughts race about the future. Emily is an amazing sub, eager to learn and wanting to please, but sneaking around behind her husband’s back never felt right. Don’t get me wrong, I’m no saint and I’ve had plenty of one-night stands with married women, but I’ve never taken on a sub whose spouse didn’t agree beforehand.
It’s cliche, but there’s something about Emily that’s unique. I’ve never fallen this completely for any of my past subs, but she hooked me before she ever called me Sir. The weeks we spent getting to know each other online, I could tell she was smart, funny, thoughtful, and had zero clue she was submissive. My dominant side reacted to her during our first conversation, but I held myself in check. I enjoyed the flirting, and since she was married I expected nothing else. The night her little elf offered herself to me in the online game rocked my world and I gave in to temptation. 
Getting to know the real life Emily has been a rollercoaster. She’s so sweet and giving, but I have to keep reminding myself she’s not mine beyond her submission and our short afternoons together. The day she almost told me she loved me, I felt like I had won the lottery but later that night realized it was a trick prize I can’t cash in. I’ve had to erect an emotional barrier between us because I couldn’t be all in while she was sneaking around on her husband. This could end at any moment if he found out, and while Emily is brilliant, I’ve also noticed she is a little careless and easily distracted. She didn’t say how Nate found out, but it wouldn’t surprise me if she accidentally left evidence out for him to find.
I continue to rub myself with long caresses, firmly gripping the base and teasing myself all the way to the tip. A tingling pleasure runs through me as I envision it’s Emily going down on me instead of my hand. I pause and swirl my fingertips on the underside of the head, as Emily likes to do with her tongue because she knows it drives me wild. Since this is her first BDSM relationship, I’m positive she isn’t fully aware of the power she has over me yet, and her willing submission makes me ache. I groan and speed up my stroking as I imagine how she looks on her knees while I use her mouth.
Unbidden, the thought of Nate pops into my head. Emily showed me family photos of them and he’s an attractive guy. With one of my past subs, we made videos for her husband, and knowing he was watching me fuck his wife, or her on her knees sucking my cock, gave the encounter an extra zing. I liked to put on a show for him, and I always came harder imagining his reaction. 
Would Nate ever want that? I moan as I imagine Nate watching a video of me fucking Emily. I’m spurred to greater heights and I reach down with my other hand and massage my balls while still focusing on my shaft with the first. The pressure mounts and I’m lost in my fantasy of Nate and Emily when I finally erupt. I shudder from the intense bliss as cum spurts onto my shirt. I milk my rod gently and drift in a pleasant sexual daze. 
This new development of Nate knowing about us has me excited about the future. So many things could go wrong — I’ve been down this road before — but I can’t stop the blossoming hope that maybe this time everything might be okay. 




Chapter 13


Nate
My nap on the couch was longer than I intended, and I get up, stretch, and tiptoe into the bedroom to change out of my soiled trousers. Thinking Emily might still be asleep, I’m as quiet as possible when I open the door so I don’t disturb her. The bed is empty, so I stop being careful and switch on the overhead light. I change out of my dirty church clothes, putting on jeans and a t-shirt, and go search for her. I’m refreshed after masturbating and the nap, and I’m ready to face a conversation with her head on. It’s time to explain my requirements and see if she can live with them. But what happens if she refuses? 
I assume she’s in the office, and I pause in the hallway when I exit the bedroom and rub my forearms. My throat is dry and uncomfortable, and I opt to get some water before confronting her. I’m looking down at the floor as I walk, and already the tension is mounting in my shoulders. My relaxation from the nap was short-lived. God, I hope she agrees to my requests.
I don’t notice her sitting at the kitchen table until I open the cupboard for a glass, and jump when she greets me.
“Hey, Nate.” Her voice is subdued, and worry lines mar her forehead. I immediately want to rush over to her, engulf her in my arms, and take all her stress away, but we need to have a conversation first. 
“Nate, I think we should talk.”
Oh, thank God. My breath comes out with a whoosh when I answer. “Yes.”
I fill my glass with water, and noticing she doesn’t have a beverage, I bring her some as well. I sit down across from her and we sip in silence for a moment while looking at each other. 
We finally both speak at the same time.
“I have some demands.”
“How’s this going to work?”
I laugh, and she does her adorable giggle. I can see the stress on her face drain away when we both start off with a lighthearted attitude from stumbling over each other. 
Emily takes on a flirty tone and her eyes twinkle when she says, “Oh, demands?” Her sexy demeanor helps calm me and some of my tension loosens as my shoulders relax. Maybe this won’t go badly after all?  
I hate disappointing her, and if she reacts negatively once I explain my needs, I don’t know what will happen. But I have to say it. I take a deep breath and press on. 
“Yes, demands. I want to know every time you go over to his house. If I’m at work, text me.”
Emily smiles and replies, “Okay.”
“And I want you back by the time I get home. I want us to still have dinner together.”
“Okay.”
“And no weekend visits.”
“Yep, understood.” She grins after that one. 
“And no bringing him to our house.”
“Okay.”
“And you’re married to me, not him. I want to come first.”
She nods eagerly, while saying, “Of course.”
Emily’s pleasant manner seems suspicious. Why is she happy-go-lucky and easily agreeing to everything? I pause while I mull over her attitude and she presses me.
“You have more?” 
She’s so damn cute sitting there, smiling, and waiting for me to give her more rules, but I’ve been avoiding the big one. 
“And I want to meet him.”
Her eyes widen, and she hesitates briefly before she responds. “You do?”
My heart pounds and a fluttery emptiness yawns in my stomach. I realize I shouldn’t have prohibited them meeting here, or on the weekends. I WANT to see them together. I’ve been secretly watching them for weeks and I don’t want to stop.
I grow hard at the thought of watching them fucking in person, and I’m glad the table hides my jeans. My reaction makes me meaner than I intend. 
“Yes, I want to meet the man you’ve been cheating on me with.”
Emily jerks as if I smacked her and the smile fades. Her voice is soft when she answers. “Okay — yes.”
Wanting to soften the blow and bring back the happy Emily, I continue on.
“But I’ve changed my mind about no weekends and will allow him to come here. After I meet him, I think it’ll be fine.”
“Oh.” She doesn’t seem to know what to say, and I can’t handle the distance between us anymore. I push my chair away from the table without standing up.
I’m gentle when I say, “Emily, come over here and get in my lap.”
Whenever she’s upset, she likes to sit on me and cuddle. She jumps up quickly and climbs into my lap, leaning her shoulder against my chest. She presses her butt against my hard-on, and her legs dangle to the side. She wiggles a little as she settles in and I almost groan. I’m pretty sure she knows exactly what she’s doing. I bring my arms around her and she sighs.
She’s quiet for a few minutes and I relax with her, trying to ignore how good her ass feels. When she sniffles, I realize she’s crying. 
“Nate, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean for any of this to happen. I love you so much.”
Pulling her closer to me, I rock her gently, and give her little kisses on her head. I wasn’t expecting an apology today, and now that I have one, I’m conflicted. I want to accept that she’s sorry and move on, but I’m still unsettled and can’t.
“I know, Emily. But it’s going to take time.”
I don’t clarify, and she kisses my neck. 
“I’ll talk to Aiden. I’m sure he’ll agree to meet.”
I want to tell her that if he doesn’t, I won’t allow the arrangement, but I bite my tongue and stay silent. I’ll cross that bridge if he declines the invite. When the conversation started, I wanted to make love to happy and teasing Emily, but vulnerable and loving Emily intensifies the urge. When she shifts in my lap again, this time I’m not able to hold back a tiny growl and I wonder if she ever sits in Aiden’s lap and does this to him. 
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When I climbed into Nate’s lap, his erection surprised me. What was he thinking about that caused it? His listing of the rules made me wet, and I’m sure he didn’t notice he was turning me on. He could have bent over me over the table and had his way with me by the time he finished, but he’s clueless. I’m wearing sweatpants and an oversized t-shirt, and I can feel his hardness through the fleece. I wiggle against him to tempt him, but he doesn’t take the bait. He’s being so loving and as soon as I relax, I’m overwhelmed by what I’ve done to him. 
I don’t know what the fuck I was thinking when I started up with Aiden. Looking back on it, it seems like temporary insanity. But it’s too late now since my feelings for him have deepened and I can’t wish any of this away. I just hope we can somehow make it work. I’m amazingly lucky that Nate is letting me explore this with Aiden, and I vow to myself that I’ll follow Nate’s rules and pay attention to his emotional needs and communicate better. 
Thinking about the hurt I’m causing Nate makes me cry, and I can’t hold back my sniffles. I try to apologize, knowing that whatever I say will never be enough. I’m going to have to just show him in little ways every day how much he still means to me.
His cock feels so good against my ass, and I’m an odd mixture of horny and upset. I want Nate to fuck me to prove that he still wants me, but that isn’t his way. I shift against him again, yearning for the closeness that comes with him buried inside me. When he growls, I smile against his chest. 
I kiss his neck some more and nibble on his earlobe, my breath tickling him, and whisper, “Take me to the bedroom.”
He lowers his head and brushes his lips against mine before giving me a teasing, “Maybe.”
I shift my butt against him, making me needier, and kiss him hard. “You sure about that maybe?”
Nate bucks up and forces me to stand, and I giggle, assuming I am about to get what I want. He stands up too, but instead of grabbing my hand to lead me out of the kitchen, he pushes me against the counter, bends me over it, and dry humps me. Well now… this is a delightful surprise.  I whimper and press back against him, wishing the barrier of clothing would magically poof into nothingness.
He doesn’t spend too long tormenting me before he stops. “Yes, let’s go to the bedroom.”
My heart skips a beat, and I smile at him and lead the way. I’m a quivering bundle of desire by the time we get in the room, and I pull off my shirt and turn towards him, pressing my breasts together and playing with my nipples while he strips. When he’s naked, he pushes me back onto the bed and I laugh when I bounce a little. I hadn’t removed my sweatpants yet, and I intend to do so and then crawl up to the pillows, but he hooks his fingers in the waistband and pulls them off, taking my panties down at the same time. 
I’ve still got my socks on, and today I wore a brand new black and white striped pair that has a panda face on the toes. He hasn’t seen them before and he lifts up one foot to examine it closer and I wiggle my toes at him.  He laughs as he removes them. When he tries to tickle both my bare feet at the same time, I squeal and move them away from his hand, which conveniently spreads my legs for him. 
He curves his hands behind my knees and drags me towards the end of the bed until my ass is at the edge, and I gasp when he presses my thighs open as far as they will go. Holy shit, this is hot. It’s been a while since he fucked me like this, and as I glance up at the overhead light, I realize it’s on and I’m spread out in all my glory. I flush at how wanton I probably look, and close my eyes in embarrassment. 
Nate fingers me, and I sigh as he glides around my clit in soft circles. Fuuuuck, this is perfect. I’m still tender from coming earlier when I played hard with my sex toy and Nate’s softness is a welcome relief. Since my eyes are closed, I don’t realize that Nate dropped to his knees until his breath is on my inner thigh. Oh fuck. Is he really doing this? Last time I thought he was going to, he didn’t, so I tell myself to calm down. When he spreads my pussy lips and dips his head forward, I gasp out, “Oh, god Nate, please.”
He gives me his corny, favorite line from The Princess Bride, “As you wish,” and I don’t have time to laugh like I normally do because I’m too busy gasping from his tongue flicking against my clit. When he increases pressure and does a few long licks up my entire slit, I writhe and toss my head. Shit, I’ve missed this. Caressing my breasts while he licks my pussy, I gently tweak my nipples and press my snatch up towards his face, trying to grind against him. 
I squeal out when he presses a few fingers inside me and continues to flick at my pearl with his tongue. My legs quiver and the mounting ecstasy from my core tells me I’m going to come soon. 
I’m breathing harshly and when he stops and pulls away, I cry out. “Oh, god, don’t stop.”
Nate only laughs softly as he grabs under my thighs to hold my legs up and fits the tip of his cock against my slippery entrance. He almost purrs as he presses in. 
“Oooh!” I’m very vocal as my pussy stretches and molds against him and I chant for him to fuck me. He pauses at my words and I realize that is something I’m more likely to say to Aiden, but I’m beyond caring. When Nate speeds up and pounds into me roughly, I know my request for him to fuck me worked, and I’m edging closer to my orgasm with every thrust. 
I try to open my eyes and the harsh light glares at me, so I squeeze them closed as pleasure washes over me. Nate presses my knees up towards my chest, and the sensation of his cock rubbing deep inside me at a different angle forces my climax.
I buck and cry out as I splinter and waves of rapture wash over me. I’m barely coherent as Nate jackhammers into me and roars with his own release. My brain is mush and I’m shuddering with aftershocks as he pulls out of me and gently lets my legs down so my feet are on the floor.
He shuts off the overhead light before climbing on the bed. “Come up here, Emily.”
I grumble and roll over so I can crawl up beside him. He’s on his back and I collapse next to him, face down, with my head on his chest and one of his arms underneath me and wrapped around me. He smells like sex, a comforting combo of my scent and his, and I nuzzle against him and slide an arm across his stomach, feeling protected and safe as he rubs my back. 
I was wide awake before sex, but I think he fucked me senseless because all I want to do now is nap. I yawn and murmur, “I love you,” and he replies, “I love you too,” and hugs me.
My last thought as I drift off to sleep is, “Yeah, this is the good stuff.”




Chapter 14


Emily
When I messaged Aiden to tell him that Nate wants to meet him, Aiden’s reply was enthusiastic and encouraging. He seemed all on board with helping Nate become comfortable with us together, which makes me appreciate Aiden even more. We agreed on a coffee date the following Saturday. I didn’t want to press my luck with Nate, so Aiden and I agreed to wait to see each other again until after Saturday.   
This is the first time we’ve skipped an entire week, and I’m antsy and missing the stress relief from clearing my mind while Aiden controls me. We try to do a few things over text, but it’s not the same anymore. Now that I’ve tasted the thrill I get in real life, anything online pales in comparison. 
I’m still confused over what got Nate so hot when we discussed the rules, but he’s preoccupied this week and I don’t work up the guts to question him about it until Thursday night after dinner. We’re cleaning up the kitchen when I finally broach the subject. It’s super awkward to figure out how to word what I want to ask, so I just blurt it out. 
“Nate, last Sunday when we talked and I sat in your lap, you were… uh… turned on.…”
I trail off and hope he’ll get the gist of where I’m going with this. He pauses while rinsing a plate at the sink, replies, “Yeah, I was,” and continues cleaning dishes. Dammit, he’s not making this easy for me. 
“Um, Nate? What was that about?”
Nate mumbles, but the running faucet garbles his words. All I heard was “hot” and “watching.”
Uh, watching what is hot? I need clarification and I’m trying to be gentle and not get annoyed that he’s being unclear.
“Nate, can you turn that off and look at me?”
He switches the water off and turns around, leaning against the counter. Staring towards the bottom of the stove across the room, he won’t look me in the eye as he fidgets and his face flushes. Is he embarrassed?
I’m getting concerned by his behavior because it’s so unlike him. “Hon, what is going on?” 
He shuffles his feet before answering. “I was thinking about watching you and Aiden together.”
His answer is not what I expected and it stuns me silent for a moment. 
“Like in the same room while we’re fucking?” I’m intentionally crude because I need him to be honest.
He finally looks up at me. “Yes.”
“Oh, okay. That seems fine.” 
I have no idea how to respond to him, and I’m sure I just fucked it up. 
He turns back around and starts rinsing more dishes and I help finish cleaning the kitchen while my brain whirs. Fuck, that’s hot. I don’t want to admit to Nate how on board I am with this idea since he and Aiden haven’t met yet, but suddenly my double-stuffed fantasy seems a lot closer to reality than I thought possible.  
My stomach churns as I think about the upcoming coffee date. I already was a tad nervous, but Nate’s reveal just upped the ante. Shit, this meetup needs to go well.
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When Saturday rolls around, I feel sick from the stress and I’m afraid I’m going to throw up on the drive to the cafe. I know what Aiden looks like, but I need to pretend I know nothing about him. Emily didn’t ask how I found out about them, and I never volunteered the information. If she doesn’t care, I’m not going to admit I was going through her computer. Emily is silent, but she’s twisting her hands in her lap so I can tell she’s anxious too.
The coffee shop is in a busy part of town, but we get lucky and a close parking spot opens up right as we pull into the lot. I turn the car off and we both stare at the building. It’s a beautiful day and the outdoor patio seating area is open, and Aiden sits at a table in the shade, waiting for us.
Emily’s voice is soft when she speaks. “That older guy with the grey hair and the dark blue shirt is Aiden.”
Time to play dumb. “Oh. How old is he?”
“I’m not sure, but I think in his early 50s.”
I don’t ask anything else but we still don’t move.
“Nate, this won’t get any easier the longer we sit here.”
Snorting, I unbuckle my seatbelt. “You’re right. Let’s go.”
As we approach Aiden, I can tell the moment he sees us. He sits up straighter and a wary expression crosses his face as we approach the table. Is he expecting me to blow up at him, or is this how he acts around other guys? I’ve spied on Emily and him through his apartment windows for weeks, so I know he’s kind and gentle, though a strict dom, which seems to thrill her. 
He and I shake hands and introduce ourselves and my palm tingles as he brushes mine. Uh, what was that? I don’t want to think about what just happened, so I shove it to the back of my mind.  I’ll evaluate it another day. Aiden already has coffee but Emily offers to get a drink for me, and I assume it’s an excuse to leave us guys alone for a few minutes. I request a peppermint latte and she scurries off with a relieved look on her face. When I sit down, Aiden and I stare at each other for a few moments.
It wasn’t until I was facing him that I realized I had questions. 
“Did you know she was married?”
Aiden is direct with his answer. “Yes.”
“Did it matter?”
This question makes Aiden pause. “Yes.”
Huh, not what I was expecting. “But you still slept with her.”
“Yes.”
Aiden idly moves his hand up and down his paper mug, as if he’s lost in thought, and suddenly I imagine his fingers stroking his cock. When a tiny thrill shoots to my groin and I feel myself stiffen, I’m uneasy. Uh, what the fuck is going on? There is no doubt that Aiden is a handsome guy. I knew that from his pictures and from seeing him from afar with Emily. But I wasn’t expecting any reaction to him in person. That dimple in his chin is sexy and I understand why Emily finds him attractive. 
Once my body responds to him, I flush and it’s hard to meet his gaze. I stare at the table and rub the back of my neck. Emily needs to get back so she can chat and give me a chance to recover.
Aiden finally speaks more than one word to me. “Not that this probably matters, but I wouldn’t have done anything with her if I had known you guys lived in my state. I’m not comfortable having an in-person sub when the husband doesn’t know.”
That makes me glance up at him, but he’s gazing into the cafe, as if he’s searching for something — probably Emily.
“Then why didn’t you break it off when you found out we were close?”
He turns to me. “It was too late at that point. She has a way of getting under your skin without you realizing it.”
I snort, yeah he’s right. I’m so devoted to Emily, I’m sitting here having coffee with the guy she cheated with and I’m going to let them fuck in my our house. What does this say about me?
My cock hardens painfully at the thought of them screwing in our bed, and I think there has to be something wrong with me. I hate that I find this hot.
Aiden still strokes his cup and he notices me tracking his hand. I dart my eyes away, as if he caught me doing something I shouldn’t and I spot Emily weaving around tables inside and heading our way.
Aiden’s voice is commanding but quiet. “Nate, we could always make the best of this situation and let everyone have some fun.”
I glance at him sharply right when Emily gets to the table, and he’s looking at me with a twinkle in his eye and a slight smile. My heartbeat speeds up and a sudden flush of warmth spreads from my groin. Did he just proposition me? 
Emily shoves my drink in front of me. “Here you go.”
I take it and she sits down, intentionally scooting her chair a little closer to mine than Aiden’s, and I briefly wonder if she’s doing it to pander to me, but I’m too distracted by Aiden to give it much thought. I don’t know what I want anymore, but Aiden’s comment gives me hope that he would be open to me being in the room when they’re together, and I have the sudden resolve to ask Emily to see if he’s willing. 
My head spins while Aiden and Emily chat and make small talk. I respond when appropriate, and the longer we’re at the cafe, the happier Emily becomes: she’s animated, bubbly, and in her element. Every time I peek at Aiden, he’s staring at me intensely and I want to squirm and blush. I’m not normally a shy guy, and rarely blush, so I don’t know why Aiden is bringing this out, but I’m uncomfortable and wish we could leave. I’ve met him and he seems fine. Emily is obviously elated, so I consider this day a success. 
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Nate is not what I expected at all, and when my dom side reacts to him, I’m surprised. That blush of his is so fucking adorable and he’s got an innocent air about him that makes me itch to corrupt him. When they announce it’s time for them to leave, I say goodbye but stay at the cafe. As they head to their car, hand in hand, I can’t help but wonder if I just met my kryptonite couple. 
I’ve never responded to both a husband and a wife and I thought I had a handle on my relationship with Emily. Nate just threw a wrench into the entire plan. I sit back in my chair and drain the last of my drink. 
Intrigued and energized, I contemplate the future. I never considered Nate being a part of anything I do with Emily other than maybe making him some videos, but now I imagine them both on their knees with their mouths open, waiting for me. 
Oh yeah, life just got a hell of a lot more interesting. 




Chapter 15


Aiden
Emily and I make plans to see each other on Monday. It’s been too long since we were together and the week reinforced that I’m addicted to her. I was tense, jumpy, and craving her attention for the first half of the week. The D/s bond can be powerful with the right sub, and the few times I’ve had a strong connection with one, I end up feeling this way. I’ve reached that point with Emily, and seeing her on Saturday partly calmed me, but my reaction to Nate counteracted any sense of well-being I got from being around her.
On Monday when Emily arrives, I pounce on her as soon as she walks in. I swing the door shut and press her up against the wall. She drops her purse and moans as I ravish her lips, and I run my hands up her short pink skirt. I told her two weeks ago to stop wearing panties whenever she’s around me, and I’m pleased to find she obeyed me. She spreads her legs as my fingers slip between her pussy lips, and she’s wet and ready.
Emily has a kink about being used, and I make sure I don’t take advantage of it. She’s told me before that I can use her more often than I do, but I love making her gasp and pant as she climaxes. But right now, I need her too much and she might not come. She normally has to ask before she hits her peak, but today the rules are different.
“Emily, I’m going to fuck you right here. If you get close, you have permission to come without asking, but don’t wait because I’m going to use you hard and I won’t last long.”
She peeps out a tiny, “Oh,” as I unzip my jeans, pull out my throbbing cock, and ram it into her wet cunt. I hold on to her legs as I pound into her furiously and knock her against the wall. She wraps her arms around my neck and her eyes glaze over while she whimpers, “Oh, my god,” repeatedly. I don’t slow down, and for a few minutes the only sound is a wet slap with each thrust and her vocal cries.
I’m lost in the bliss of her silky folds caressing me. The pressure mounts and I’m about to explode when she cries out my name and comes all over my cock. Her entire body quivers and her cave walls clench around me as I grunt and come so hard my head spins. Holy shit, that was good. I jerk against her a few times, emptying myself fully, as she goes limp in my arms.  
I’m not sure I can make it to the living room while carrying her, so I turn us around and gently lower us to the floor, pulling her into my lap. Her cellphone in her purse gives a muffled ping that she received a text message, but she only murmurs nonsense in response. I’m assuming she’s saying she’ll check it in a bit when she can think again. I relax fully, not caring how uncomfortable the floor is, and she melts into me with a soft murmur of contentment.
I’m not sure how long we lie there, but eventually Emily stirs and gets playful. She brings one of my hands to her mouth and nibbles on my fingers. When I bop her on the nose, she giggles.
I kiss the top of her head and ask, “Hey, you want a cinnamon roll? I made some this morning.”
She’s super cute when she replies sweetly, “Mmmm. Yes, please!”
We climb up from the floor and while I’m getting plates out and reheating the cinnamon rolls in the microwave, Emily checks her text message.
“Oh, it’s from Nate. He’s at home for lunch.”
She perches on the edge of a barstool at the kitchen counter and stares at her phone intently.
“You told him you were coming over, right?”
Last week Emily explained his conditions for her to continue seeing me, so she better have messaged him. I make a mental note to double check every time she comes over. She doesn’t answer me, preoccupied with her phone.
“Emily?” I give her my stern voice to get her attention.
“Hmmm?” She glances up at me. “Oh, yes. I told him.”
I set the plate with a cinnamon roll down on the counter in front of her and put a fork next to it. I lean against the counter and dig into my roll. Goddam, I really know how to make delicious desserts. I take a few bites and realize she’s on her phone again and not touching her roll. It might be time to remind her who is dom here.
“Emily, put your phone down, now.”
She drops her phone quickly and it clatters on the counter. “Yes, Sir.”
“Good girl. Now eat your cinnamon roll.”
She takes a sample and groans around the fork while satisfaction pings my brain. I might have a slight kink about making people dessert and watching them enjoy it, but I’m not sure I’ll ever tell Emily. I might just keep baking desserts and gauge her reactions to figure out her favorites. The cinnamon rolls seem to be a hit.
“Sir?”
I get the familiar buzz whenever she calls me Sir. “Yes, Doll?”
“Um, Nate has a question for us.”
She pauses and takes another bite and I study her while she chews, trying to decide if she’s meaning to be a brat by not saying the entire thought at once. When I raise an eyebrow at her and set my fork down purposefully, her eyes flash with alarm and excitement and she rushes her words.
“Um, Sir — Nate wants to know if he can watch us fuck in our bed at home.”
Well, now. That’s interesting. My cock stirs to life, even though it was just satisfied. “He said just watch?”
“Yes, he said watch.”
I slowly finish my cinnamon roll and don’t respond to Emily. Now I’ll make HER wait.
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Emily doesn’t reply for an agonizing 33 minutes while I sit on the couch and keep checking for messages on my phone. Knowing that she’s probably not answering because Aiden is fucking her brains out doesn’t help. My stomach is in knots and my palms are sweaty. I just need to know!
My lunchbreak is only an hour and I’m going to be late back to work at this rate, but I can’t stop watching my phone. The text finally comes and since I’m already looking at my screen I see the answer immediately from the preview that pops up.
He says yes. How does next Saturday sound?
My heart catches in my throat and my entire body tingles with excitement. Shit, this needs to go well.  
The End of Controlling Emily
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Join my newsletter and get two erotic shorts.
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Owning Emily Excerpt


Dear Reader,
Please enjoy this small tease from chapter 1 of Owning Emily, the next book in the Illicit Desires series.  Owning Emily starts out spicy.
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Emily
“Emily, are you going to show Nate that you’re a good girl and will do as you’re told?” 
I’m naked and on all fours at the end of the bed, as Aiden commanded, and he’s standing behind me. I can only moan in response to his question as his cock slides into my pussy and my cave walls stretch and mold around his thick shaft. I’m overwhelmed by the pleasure and my eyelids flicker, and I fight to keep them open as I gaze straight at Nate. He’s sitting on the bed, leaning against the headboard, watching us. He sat down shortly before Aiden pushed his rod inside me.
As soon as the sexy fun started, Aiden turned into a director as if he were putting on a show for Nate. At first, Nate moved around the room, watching us from different vantage points, but he settled in front of me on the bed once Aiden demanded I get on my knees at the edge. 
At first, I’m concerned because Nate isn’t talking or making any noise. If he were in Aiden’s spot he would tell me how much he loves me or moaning how amazing I feel. So having a sexual experience with him in the room, but silent, worried me. But I can see his rock solid bulge in his shorts and I noticed him stroke himself through the fabric a couple of times. He’s clearly enjoying the Aiden and Emily show, so I stop worrying about him and focus on doing as I’m told.
“Emily — Doll, when I ask a question, I expect a response. Are you going to show your husband that you are a good girl and do exactly as I say?”
Aiden is fucking me slow and steady and my brain is fuzzy. He hits a delightful spot deep inside my pussy, sending ripples of pleasure through my body. I’m breathless as I answer. “Yes, Sir.”
“Good girl.” Aiden ends the affirmation with a hard slam against my ass, and I squeal out from the shock of his roughness and lock eyes with Nate.
Nate’s eyes widen as Aiden fucks me hard, and his hand drifts down to his crotch as he rubs himself, without caring that I can see. He’s got a lust haze in his eyes that makes me think he’s beyond noticing that he’s stroking himself. Having Nate in the room escalates my pleasure. I didn’t know him being here with us would be this hot. I desperately want him to pull down his shorts and free his shaft, but I don’t say it because I can’t form complete sentences. All I can do is hang onto the comforter and groan as Aiden uses me. 
I’m spiraling towards an orgasm and Aiden knows me well enough by now that he can tell. His voice is harsh when he pants out, “Doll, you better ask permission before you come.” 
Shit, I always forget. I never know how he’s going to respond, and it seems about 50/50 on whether he says yes. I gasp out, “Sir, can I come? Please?”
Aiden jackhammers into me and I almost come before he answers. “No, Doll. I haven’t decided if you’re coming today. I might use every hole and if you please me well enough, I might say yes.”
Ooooh, fuck. His filthy words shock me. Nate and I didn’t talk about whether it was okay if I had anal sex with Aiden or not. It’s something Nate and I do on rare occasions and more of a treat. I should have talked to him about it before now. My eyes roll into the back of my head as my body starts quivering, on the brink of my orgasm.
Aiden pulls out, announces, “Oh, no you don’t,” and slaps my ass sharply. The sting stops me from coming and I mewl out in frustration. I love being used and whenever Aiden doesn’t let me come, it’s exquisite torture, but I never considered he would deny me in front of Nate.  
I glance at Nate again, trying to gauge his reaction to all of this. He isn’t stroking any longer, and his hands are on the bed beside him. A soft smile plays at his lips, making me wonder what he’s thinking. 
End of Excerpt
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Interested in Audiobooks?


If you want to check out the audiobooks for the Illicit Desires series, visit
https://lacey-cross.com/audiobooks
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