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Dedication


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.




Chapter 1


Emily
Aiden plunges his thick, meaty cock into my sopping wet hole so forcefully it feels as if he’s ripping me in two. The intense pain along with the pleasure has me begging for more. He’s tied my legs to the bed, wide open, so I can’t do anything but lie there while he fucks me. My hands are free and I can touch him, but when I hit a sensitive spot on his neck, he pins my wrists with his hands. My eyelids flutter as I try to stay focused, and I fight to keep them open so I can watch his expression as he comes inside of me, but it’s a losing battle. 
Aiden growls. “Emily, look at me.”
I force my eyes open wider and Aiden has a feral look as he fucks me hard.
“Can your husband make you feel this way?”
Oh, god. I hate it when he asks me about Nate, but I thrill whenever he makes me compare them. It’s immoral and he knows it makes me come harder.
I pant out, “No. No one can but you, Sir.” 
“That’s… right...” Aiden punctuates both words with sharp thrusts into me while I moan louder.
The room spins as I edge closer to my orgasm. I can’t hold it back much longer, but Aiden hasn’t said I can come yet. He only has several firm rules, and the main one is that good girls don’t come without permission. But the pleasure is too intense. I need permission now.
“Oh, my god. I’m going to come! Can I please come, Sir?”
Aiden gives a raw, harsh laugh, taunting me, “No, not yet,” and reaches his hand between us to rub my clit while still slamming into me. Within a few seconds of him caressing my hard bean, I can’t stop myself from coming. I scream out, convulsing against his hand and cock, while shocks of delight ripple through my body in waves. I ride the orgasm while Aiden grunts on top of me and comes with a roar, painting my cave walls with ropes of his warm, sticky cum. We’re both panting as he relaxes his body into mine. He rolls to my side to snuggle close. I’m barely coherent, and still buzzing from the orgasm.
He whispers in my ear, his breath tickling me. “You know you’re going to be punished for that.”
A rush of excitement hits me from his words. So far, I’ve enjoyed the punishments, and that orgasm was worth it. As I relax and drift, I think about how crazy it is that it’s only been a month since I told Aiden we should meet in real life. A month of meeting Aiden in secret at his apartment twice a week and having dirty, wild sex behind my husband’s back.
[image: image-placeholder]Nate
I walk back to my car after watching Emily and Aiden fuck. Today Aiden had the bedroom window open, and I could hear them through the screen. Aiden’s bedroom is on the ground floor in a quiet complex of duplexes and his apartment is on the edge of the property. It’s isolated and I can creep around the side of his apartment without anyone noticing me. If the blinds aren’t closed, a person can see most of the bottom floor. Aiden rarely closes the blinds all the way.
The stain on my crotch is testament to how amazingly hot it was to peek in and watch Aiden fuck Emily hard. Her cries of ecstasy were more than I could take and I furiously rubbed myself to completion when she came.
I sit in my car for almost 10 minutes. I’m in no shape to drive yet. My cheeks burn and I’m shaking, while self-loathing and disgust wash over me. How did my life get to this point?
When the shaking dies down to a soft tremble, I sigh and start the car. I need to get back to work. Emily thinks I’m working longer hours, when in reality I told my boss I have mental health appointments. He’s letting me take longer lunches and working later to make up the time difference. I tell myself ‘never again’ as I drive off, but I know I’ll be back. I say I’m going to stop every time and I never do.




Chapter 2


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?
[image: image-placeholder]Nate
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 3


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 4


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. 
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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 5


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
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Want a bonus Emily and Aiden short?
Join my newsletter and get a free bonus short of a training session where Aiden shows Emily the joys of public sex. 
Get the bonus story “Dear Dom, Thank You for Railing me Behind the Dumpster. I Loved It” at 
https://lacey-cross.com/masteringemily






Controlling Emily Excerpt


Dear Reader,
Please enjoy an excerpt from chapter 1 of Controlling Emily, the next book in the Illicit Desires series.
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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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If you enjoyed this, you can get Controlling Emily at https://mybook.to/ControllingEmily or buy the Illicit Desires Bundle Volume 1 to get the first 3 books together at http://mybook.to/illicitdesires1
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