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Chapter 1


I tap my pen on the counter and scan my comic book store to make sure there aren’t any customers needing anything. The main sales floor isn’t large, but we have several side rooms and the largest is bustling. I’ve spent most of the night sitting on a stool behind the counter, bored out of my mind. Usually I text my wife during my downtime late at night, but my wife, Mindy, is staying at her sister’s tonight helping with wedding planning. They are probably busy so I don’t want to bother them. At 39, her sister is younger than she is, and getting married in a couple of weeks — for the fifth time. Her fiancé seems like a good egg, so I hope this one sticks. Everyone deserves some happiness in life. 
When I was a kid, it was my dream to own a comic book store when I grew up, and sure, I’m living the dream, but it isn’t turning out like I pictured. First off, I’m not getting wealthy. In my head, when I was younger, I always assumed people who owned any type of store were rich, but apparently that’s not how it goes in the comic store business. I make a decent income, but I won’t be retiring at age 50, that’s for certain. Another thing I didn’t anticipate when I was a kid was that to make money, you need to offer a variety of options. We provide gaming rooms people can use because it gets them in the door, and then they stay and buy our products. We also have an area of computers that people can rent by the hour for LAN parties — or hell, just to do their homework if they want. 
A couple of months ago I hired Josh, a punk guy in his early 20s with no real life ambition yet, but he’s a wiz with computers and keeps them updated and running smoothly for me. Josh enjoys working Friday nights, so he’s the only other employee here with me. We stay open late on Fridays for a trading card game tournament and it’s after midnight already. I always let Josh go home before me. No point in making us both wait for the games to finish. 
Josh comes out of the computer room, closes the door behind him, and locks it with his key. He’s lanky and slightly unkempt, but not enough to bug the customers. He saunters over to me, coming around to the back of the counter, and opens the drawer under the cash register to grab his paycheck. 
“Eli, I’m heading out. I’ve got a hot date with a sleek pink-haired pixie.”
I smile at him, knowing he probably doesn’t have a date unless the pixie is in an online multiplayer game. But it’s possible, who knows? He wasn’t eager to leave tonight though, so it can’t be that hot. 
“Have a good night, Josh. I’ll see you on Monday.”
Josh salutes me on his way out the door, and the bells on the handle jingle as the door bounces a few times before settling closed. I got a great deal on an old building that used to be a small theater. It was sectioned off into various areas before I bought it, and it suits my needs perfectly. The ornate molding on the walls creates a creepy effect if I dim all the lights, and sometimes a shiver runs down my spine. In the dark, the store is the type of old building ghosts would haunt.
I mentally cheer when I can tell the tournament is almost over. A few people start leaving, and it’s a chorus of goodbyes since I know everyone’s name by heart. It’s the same group of people who show up week after week: mostly guys in their 40s, like me, who played the game when they were teenagers. 
I tap my pen on the counter again, wishing the last players would hurry up and leave when the pen jumps out of my hand and does a spinning flip, arching over my shoulder and landing on the floor behind me. I couldn’t have recreated that if I tried. Hopefully the security camera caught it so I can watch the action again later. Snorting in amusement, I lean down to pick it up as the bells on the door jingle and I fumble with the pen as it rolls further out of my reach. I almost have to get on my hands and knees to retrieve it from under the counter. 
When I straighten up, my heart stops and my breath catches in my throat. Holy fuck. Right In front of me is the backside of a woman browsing a shelf of board games, and I swear it’s the ghost of my wife’s past because the outfit she has on is almost identical to my favorite thing my wife used to wear when I met her 23 years ago. 
She’s wearing a short, ruffled black skirt and a long-sleeved black top. The deep purple corset with lace ties in the back is the part I remember best. My fingers itch to pull the ribbons loose, remembering how I always felt like I was unwrapping Mindy when I took it off her. The woman’s black hair is in a topknot and I see streaks of purple in it. Tall black motorcycle boots with zippers up the side complete the outfit.
My body responds as if she were my partner, and my cock grows hard in my jeans. Oh shit, that’s just what I need. I’m getting horny over a customer. It’s possible she’s picking someone up for the tournament, but I don’t want to bug her and make assumptions. My brain is playing tricks on me and still thinks it’s Mindy, but I know it can’t be. For one thing, Mindy doesn’t have black hair. She has beautiful chestnut curls, and this lady’s hair is an updo but I can tell her hair is straight. Mindy hasn’t colored her hair black since we went through our goth phase a decade and a half ago. That was long before the kids were born, and I prefer her natural color now. 
But I know it can’t be. Mindy hasn’t fit into that outfit for years. Heck, I don’t even know if she still has it. Last time I saw it was maybe five years ago when she pulled it out and got all nostalgic over wishing she could wear it again. Three kids and 20-odd years makes that impossible. This last year, getting healthy has been the focus for the two of us and we’ve both lost significant weight, but I don’t think Mindy is small enough yet to wear those clothes again. 
Mindy will never believe some woman showed up looking like she did years ago. I wish I could pull out my phone and take a picture, but that would be creepy. I shift on my stool, trying to rearrange my junk without touching myself like a perv. The longer I look at the woman, the more I notice subtle differences between her and my vision of younger Mindy. This woman’s lush curves strain the fabric of the outfit in the most perfect way. Mindy had a small frame until she had children and gained weight. 
I love my wife’s body though, and there’s nothing wrong with more to hold on to and cuddle with. Snuggling with Mindy and resting my head on her squishy belly while she runs her fingers through my hair is absolute heaven. I’ve joked with her that I don’t want her to get too thin because I adore her softness. She always laughs and assures me that won’t happen. We enjoy taco Tuesdays and pizza Fridays too much for either of us to be as thin as our old selves ever again. 
The thoughts of my wife from the past war with the woman in front of me. She’s browsing the shelves, but every movement reminds me of Mindy, and I’m getting an odd sense of déjà vu. The room grows hot and the crazy thought pops into my head that I need to go into the stockroom and stroke one out before I leave for the night. I don’t know the last time I masturbated at work, but tonight it’s happening. Since Mindy is gone, there is no point in rushing home for anything. I’ve had a fantasy of fucking a customer at my store, and this woman’s reminder of Mindy from the past has created a need inside of me. 
After the store closes, I’ll go into the back room and picture Mindy as a customer. Maybe she’ll even be wearing that old outfit of hers. I’ll push Fantasy Mindy up against the wall and fuck her hard until she screams out my name. I’ve asked Mindy to come in and roleplay like she’s a customer in the past, but she only laughs and says she’d rather stay home, naked in our soft bed, and wait for me to get off work. Fuck, I need to stop thinking about this until the shop is empty. 
I try to shake off the lust raging through my system, but when the goth woman bends over at the waist to look at something on a lower shelf, I almost groan. Her ass is directly in my line of sight, as if it was planned. My cock throbs in my pants and I haven’t been this turned on in years. We had our three kids later in life, so they’re still pretty young — the oldest is six — and that doesn’t leave much time for sex anymore. We’ve hit a bit of a dry patch lately, and I’d hoped getting into shape would revitalize our love life, but so far it hasn’t. 
The last of the tournament players finally pack up and the winners stop at the front desk for their reward booster packs. A few guys pause and murmur among each other, staring at the curvy figure of the goth woman. She doesn’t acknowledge any of them and when I hear a comment about the hot woman that’s loud enough to reach her ears, I’m sharp when I tell people it’s time to go. They head out the door with a chorus of “Goodbye, Eli,” but the woman doesn’t leave with them. 
What’s going on here? My cock keeps getting ideas that it shouldn’t be having and now it looks like I’ll have to talk to her since she’s still browsing the shelves. I need her to go so that I can lock up and continue my fantasy of fucking my 20-year-old wife. 
“Uh, I’m sorry, but the shop is closing. Can I help you find something really quick?”
The woman finally turns towards me and the room spins while my heart pounds. 
Uh… what the fuck? It IS Mindy.
She walks up to the counter, smiles at me through her heavy makeup and purrs, “I don’t know. I seem to have an itch that needs to be scratched. Can you help me?”
I feel my mouth drop open and my mind drains of all thoughts while my cock strains against my pants. 
She leans an elbow on the countertop and runs a black-painted fingernail up the back of my hand.
“Is there a problem? Aren’t you supposed to always satisfy the customer?” She pauses for a moment, and her tongue slips out of her mouth. She licks her lips and continues. “My name’s Cassara. What’s yours?”
A flush of warmth from my groin travels up my body. Cassara is the name she used when we used to vampire LARP. She’s still running her finger along my skin, and I capture her hand. I hold her hand up, and use my other hand to rub circles on her palm, knowing whenever I do that it always turns her on. I stare into her eyes, watching them glaze over with longing as I caress her. 
I have the most amazing wife in the world. She did this all for me. She must have been over at her sister’s coloring her hair and getting dressed up tonight. I hadn’t realized she’d lost this much weight because we mostly lounge around in loose clothes that are too big for us now, but she still has her curves and is smoking hot. 
The sudden urge for this to be the best sex of her life hits me. She went through a ton of effort to do this and is fulfilling one of my fantasies. Now it’s my turn to make her glad she did. The thought brings me back in control and while the lust haze is still present, I’m focused on my wife and her pleasure. 
I lift her hand to my mouth and kiss her soft skin, telling her, “Cassara is the perfect name for such a beautiful woman.”
She grins at me when I call her Cassara and I can tell she’s pleased that I’m willing to play along.
“So Cassara, about this itch. Why don’t you come into the back room with me and show me where it is so I can help?”
She giggles, and it warms my heart. I love her laugh, and some nights I spam her instant messenger with cute pet pictures and happy babies just to keep her giggling. 
I move around the counter and walk over to double check that everyone is out of the gaming room. Cassara waits for me as I lock the front door and turn off the open sign. I hold out my hand to her and she slides her palm against mine. Little pings of pleasure run up my arm from her touch. This is the same woman I’ve been sleeping next to for years, but adding in a little roleplay makes the slightest touch more arousing.
I say, “Come with me,” and lead her to the back of the shop.




Chapter 2


As we enter the stockroom, she pauses. “You never told me your name. Maybe I shouldn’t be back here with a strange man?”
Turning to face her, I try to hide my smile. “I’m so sorry. Your beauty distracted me. I’m Jules.”
Of course, that’s my vampire name from years ago. Her eyes twinkle. “Well, Jules. Let me get more comfortable and I’ll show you exactly where the itch is.”
Our banter would sound totally stupid to anyone overhearing us, but in the moment, it’s fucking hot. I want to rip off her clothes, bend her over the closest surface, and hammer away at her pussy. But I need to keep my calm and make sure she gets a fabulous orgasm before I come. 
In my workplace fantasy, it was always me using the customer with no regard for her pleasure, but doing this with my wife is better than anything I had in my head and I don’t want to simply use her. She needs to be fully satisfied and limp like a dishrag when I’m done with her. Years from now, I want her to remember how awesome tonight was. 
Cassara bends over to unzip her boots and I admire the way her breasts overflow the top of her corset. She kicks the boots aside and pulls off her socks. Her toes match her black-painted fingernails and I admire the delicate arches of her feet. I’ve kissed those toes and the arches a thousand times as I lifted them up to my shoulders before thrusting into her, but the black polish brings back memories of the past, when I explored her body for the first time. She didn’t need to remove the socks, but she did it for me because she knows I love her tiny, sexy feet. 
She pauses for a minute and we lock eyes before she reaches behind her to undo the button and small zipper on her skirt. I hold back a groan. This just turned into a nice striptease. I lean against the old ticket counter from when this was a theater and enjoy the show. 
When the skirt drops to the floor, my mouth goes dry and a sexual tingle runs through me. She’s wearing black satin and lace panties, and my cock throbs in response. God, my wife is so fucking gorgeous and sexy. I yearn to fill my hands and mouth with her delectable body, but I want her to be in control for the moment until I take it away from her. She’s enjoying her effect on me, and she’s flushed and breathing hard so I know it’s making her hot.
I reach down and stroke myself through my jeans to show her how much I’m appreciating everything she’s doing. Her eyes follow my hand for a moment as she steps out of the skirt and pushes it to the side with her foot. When I realize she’s about to reach behind her and undo the corset, I spring into action. Oh hell no, that’s my job.
“Stop,” I growl at her. 
When she halts with her hands at her back, I tell her. “Turn around.”
Her lips part and her eyes widen as she silently faces the wall. The satin and lace of her panties stretch across her full ass and when I press up against her, I caress each cheek and lean down to nibble on her neck. She tips her head to the side and moans. “God, Jules, that feels good.”
I move my mouth up and tug at an earlobe as she giggles. I know it’s a sensitive spot that both tickles and turns her on. When I whisper in her ear, “Spread your legs a little,” she immediately complies and I get a nice ping of pleasure from her obeying my command. In the past, she and I have experimented with BDSM since I enjoying being in control during sex, but it was never anything we did seriously. In the last few years, we’ve been too busy to explore much in the bedroom, but tonight, my almost overwhelming desire to fuck her roughly tells me we need to make more time. This is exactly what’s been missing lately. 
Running my hand between her legs from behind, I caress her pussy through the fabric of her panties. She groans and leans back against me. The delicate panties are already wet, and I press firmly against them, straining the material as I rub her.
I bite her neck softly and ask, “Cassara, how do you want me to fuck you?”
“Oh,” she peeps out in a small voice, and just that one word tells me she’s reached the point where she’s sexually dazed and not able to think. 
She sighs as she answers. “Bent over the table, please.”
I smile, knowing she can’t see it, and slip my finger underneath the edge of her panties so I can fondle her. 
“Too bad, sluts don’t get to decide. I want you against the wall.” 
I make sure my fingers are slick with her wetness before I caress her clit in circles. She rewards me with a moan and I bite down harder on her neck. She gasps as my teeth dig in deep enough to brand her. If she goes over to her sister’s house tomorrow, I want her squirming and hiding the mark to avoid having to endure a day’s worth of her sister’s teasing comments.
Kissing my way up to her ear again, I nibble on her earlobe and she shivers while I rub gentle circles against her swollen bean. My cock is rock hard and I’m close to losing control, so I remove my fingers from her pussy and take a step back so I can unwrap my present.
I croon at her, trying to contrast my harsh bite with softness to make her head spin. “Cassara, you’re so pretty, all wrapped up like a gift. The perfect little slut who walked into my store and offered herself to me in this gorgeous package.”
When I brush my fingers against the bare skin at the back of her neck, tracing the collar of her shirt, she responds with a soft murmur. I know my wife, and I’m not sure she’s capable of speech right now. Her sighs and shivering tell me she’ll do whatever I ask of her. Shit, it’s been far too long since we’ve done anything like this.
Taking a calming, deep breath, I focus on the stays of her corset. I pluck at the bow at the bottom edge, untying it slowly, loosening the ribbons, freeing one side as I move up her back. When it’s undone, I drop the corset on top of her discarded skirt and turn her around to face me. 
Her lips are parted and she’s breathing heavily, so I cup her cheek and brush my thumb along her red-stained bottom lip. She used to wear black lipstick, but I think I prefer this dark red color. 
I love her so much and want to make sure she’s okay since I haven’t seen her this worked up in quite some time. 
“You doing okay, Cassara?”
She gives me a dreamy smile. “Yes, Jules. I’m fine.”
I flash her my best wicked grin. “That’s good, since I’m about to fuck you up.”
Pressing her back against the wall, I pin both of her wrists above her head and swoop down to ravage her mouth. When she parts her lips for me, I slip my tongue between them. Just as I expected, she tastes of her favorite cinnamon gum. I’ve grown to love that flavor. We deepen the kiss and she arches against me, moaning against my mouth. I take my time, exploring her lips. When I finally fuck her, I want her to come so hard she sees stars, so I need to bring her to the edge first.
I grind against her as we continue our kiss. When we break apart, I groan because I’m too close to losing control again. I want to be inside her, feeling her silky folds caressing the length of my shaft, but it’s not time yet. 
Letting go of her wrists, I quickly remove her shirt, pulling it up over her head and tossing it on the growing pile of clothes. My shirt also joins it so I can feel her bare skin against my chest. She has a matching satin and lace bra on, and while I would love to admire her in it, I need those plump nipples in my mouth.
I press in close as I snake my hands behind her back, expertly unhook her bra, and let it drop on top of her corset. Her unbound breasts are heavy and full, and her pert nipples beg to be sucked. I wouldn’t trade her body for her younger self. As she’s aged, her boobs grew larger, and even more so since we had kids. They now overfill my palms and I love to play with them. Leaning down, I take a dusty rose nipple into my mouth and she sighs as I suck gently, swirling my tongue around the areola but always focusing back on the stiff peak. She weaves her hands in my hair while I switch breasts, making sure the other one doesn’t feel left out. 
I continue to suck on her nipples, alternating every few moments until she’s pushing against me and moving her hips as if her pussy demands attention. Dropping to my knees, I slowly peel her panties down her legs and lift one of her feet up, forcing her knee to bend, and kissing the top of her foot as I slide the panties off. I do the same with the other and when both her feet are back on the floor, I start at her knee and kiss my way up her inner thighs. 
She can tell she’s enjoying what I’m doing, and she closes her eyes and spreads her legs as I get closer to her pussy. Using both hands, I spread her nether lips and lean in for a taste. She moans as my tongue finds her clit. I’m not sure how much longer I can wait. My cock is painfully hard and it’s leaking pre-cum. My jeans are going to be a mess at this rate, but I need a little more time to get Mindy to the brink. 
I stop licking for a moment. “Is this where the itch is?”
“Oh, god, yes,” she moans as I lean back in and eagerly lick her clit. When I slide a finger inside of her and massage against her cave wall, she gasps louder.
“Oooh, fuck. I’m going to come!” She grinds her pussy against my face and a splash of wetness hits me and I promptly clean it up. She hasn’t come yet, but she’s close enough. I press a second finger inside her wet box and when she squeals and tries to fuck my fingers, I know she’s ready. 
I stand up and kiss her deeply, forcing her to taste herself on my lips while I unbuckle my belt, unzip my jeans, and pull them down with my boxers. There’s no time to remove them or my shoes. I need her right now. 
I reach my hand down between her thighs, give her a final quick rub, and I’m rewarded with a groan. Hooking one of her legs around my hips, I hold on to it and slam my cock into her tight cave.
“Oooooh!” she cries out and shudders underneath me, but still doesn’t come. This feels so fucking amazing and I want to turn into a wild beast, losing myself in her softness until I explode. With every thrust, she whimpers and pushes against me. 
The need to verify she’s mentally gone hits me, and I’m gruff when I command, “Cassara, look at me.” 
“Wha…?” She tries to focus on me, but I see her eyes roll back and I know she’s beyond thought. I force my thumb into her mouth and she sucks on it, swirling her tongue to lick off any of her remaining juices while I speed up my strokes. 
In and out… in and out… I become just as mindless as she is, and all I can think about is shooting my load deep inside her.
My balls tighten and I’m going to come soon, but I need to wait for her. I remove my thumb from her mouth and move my hand to brush against her clit. I’m not gentle this time and as I rub hard circles, she climaxes. 
“Ooooh, my god!” She convulses against me, crying out as her pussy clenches while she grinds against my shaft. 
Knowing she came pushes me over the edge and I make one final plunge and explode. I unload ropes of my cum deep inside her shuddering cave, and she’s moaning and panting from her orgasm. Kissing her passionately, I’m gentle as I press against her, letting her pussy milk the last few drops of cum from me.
My kissing becomes softer while we both come down from our high. When we break apart, I slide my softening cock from her and release the thigh I’ve been holding up. I haphazardly pull up my jeans and boxers, and walk her over to the nearest chair. 
Sitting down, I pull her into my lap, kissing her forehead and letting her lean her head against my shoulder as I wrap my arms around her. My head is reeling and I’m seeing stars. I have to smile at myself because I wanted to do that to her, but it’s taking me a moment to come down from the intense high.
She relaxes against me, and I smile at her smeared lipstick. I’m sure I look a fright in the mirror right now because most of what is missing from her lips is on me.
“Mindy, you are so fucking amazing. Did you know that?”
She giggles and gives an “uh-huh,” and I squeeze her tightly against me, rocking her. We’re both sweaty, and I love the scent of our lovemaking on her skin. 
A thought makes me pause the rocking. “Wait, where are the kids?”
Mindy outright laughs at my question. “They’re with my sister. I got them settled down watching Beauty and the Beast. She’ll call if there are any problems, but otherwise she said to enjoy the night and just come get them early tomorrow morning.”
My cock attempts to spring to life at the thought of the rest of the night alone with my wife. I can’t remember the last time we had this freedom without the kids. I bet by the time we get home, I’ll be ready for round two.
I push her off my lap, slap her ass, and she squeals. “Let’s take my car home. We’ll pick yours up in the morning. I have the urge to get you nice and soapy in the shower, wash that makeup off you, and see how hard you can come a second time.”
She looks over her shoulder at me and wiggles her ass a little. “Yes, Sir.”
My cock stiffens all the way at her, “yes, Sir,” as I’m sure that saucy minx knew it would. She used to call me that whenever she wanted me to fuck her hard.  
I watch her slip her skirt and shirt on, but leave her panties, bra, and corset off. Knowing she’s going to be without panties on the drive home will be agony. Yep, shower sex is happening. I’ll bend her over and really make sure she’s the one seeing stars this time.
I straighten up my clothes as she puts her boots on. I turn off the lights to the stockroom and we leave the building hand in hand. In the parking lot, I fill my lungs with the crisp night air, feeling alive for the first time in months. Mindy smiles at me and deep down, I know this experience has changed something for the better.
The End


[image: image-placeholder]Want read what happens in the shower? 
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Emily's Secret Dom Excerpt


Dear Reader,
If you haven’t read any of my other stories, I’m including chapter 1 of Emily's Secret Dom. It's a BDSM romance on the darker side about a woman who finds an online dom with many twists and turns as the three of them work towards their happily ever after.  Enjoy!

[image: image-placeholder]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. 
End of Chapter 1
If you want to read more, you can find the bundle for books 1-3 at http://mybook.to/illicitdesires1
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