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Chapter 1


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. 
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Having Nate in the room makes me want to mentally fuck Emily up more than ever before. I want her to be a drooling mess when I’m done with her, and I want him to think about what I could do to him if he let me. Emily doesn’t know it, but I’m going to let her come. She’s going to have to beg and plead first, and hopefully I can watch Nate as she does it. 
My instinct at the coffee shop was correct. Nate is responding to my control over Emily. She probably assumes he’s finding this hot because he’s watching her get fucked, and that is part of it. But whenever I command Emily to do something, Nate gets a look in his eyes — a yearning. I need to make this a show he’s going to be fantasizing about for days. 
Emily is panting on all fours in front of me and my cock aches for me to ram it back into her, but I want Nate to participate more than he’s done so far.
“Nate.” My voice is sharp and commanding, and his eyes fly up to meet mine.
“Yes?” He’s hesitant, as if he’s unsure why I’m talking to him suddenly, and I hope that’s true. I want him on an emotional rollercoaster of neediness and desire. 
“Do you think I should let this little fucktoy come?”
 Nate hesitates before he answers. “Yes?” 
“Oh, I don’t know. You seem uncertain about that.”
I yank on Emily’s hair, forcing her head up. “Fucktoy, did that sound like he thought I should allow you to come?”
“No…” Emily’s reply is almost a sob.
“Okay. Let’s try this again then, shall we?” I let go of Emily’s hair and her head hangs down towards the bed. “Nate, do you think this fucktoy deserves to come? Your answer determines her fate.”
Nate drops his gaze from mine and almost whispers, “No.”
Emily’s head whips up as if she’s surprised, and I laugh and slap her ass, causing her to jump. “Well, now, guess your husband doesn’t think you deserve an orgasm. Let’s see what other hole I want to use before I ask him again.”
Emily groans and lowers her upper body towards the bed, forcing her ass cheeks to spread open wider, tempting me. But I have other plans for her.
“Doll, get on your knees on the floor. It’s time for you to show your husband how deep you can take my cock.”
I watch Nate as Emily crawls off the bed and kneels before me. She’s flushed and her skin glows in the soft light. One of my favorite things about her is how she’s soft and squishy in all the right places, and I could lose myself in her breasts. I’m not sure she realizes how fabulous her tits are. I could devour those firm, soft globes and I have future plans for pushing them together and rubbing my shaft between them until I splash on her face. But that isn’t for today.
Nate shifts closer to the end of the bed as if seeking a better view, and I fight the urge to call him a good boy. Nate surprised me when he said ‘no’ to Emily coming. I enjoy that type of power play with two subs, and if Nate embraces what he and I both already know he’s feeling deep down, this could be a really fun dynamic. 
When Emily opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue, I almost groan. My desire to control them both intoxicates me, and I might not last as long as I hoped, but I want to get Nate stroking again at least one more time.
I glance down at my eager submissive and the thirst in her eyes decides how I want this to end. She won’t have to beg after all if she’s a good girl. “Doll, I’m going to use your mouth until I come. If you swallow every single drop without losing any of it, I will let you come afterwards. Deal?”
She nods, keeping her tongue out.
I turn my head towards Nate. “Do you think that seems fair? Fucktoys deserve a chance to orgasm, right?”
He squeaks out a, “Yes,” and I grin at him, grab the base of my shaft, and bring the tip towards Emily’s waiting mouth.
[image: image-placeholder]Nate
As Aiden’s thick rod presses into Emily’s mouth, I’m shocked at how turned on I am. I assumed I’d be a casual observer, like watching porn, but Aiden talking to me and making me a part of the process thrills me unexpectedly. What neither of them knows is that I’ve already seen how deep Emily can take his cock, but having a close-up view is more arousing than peeping through a window. 
Aiden slips his cock all the way down Emily’s throat until her nose is in his pubic hair and I see her throat working before he withdraws and she gasps for breath. The room spins as a punch of longing hits my gut. I don’t know what I’m even longing for, but seeing my wife suck another man’s cock is amazingly hot.
Aiden fucks Emily’s mouth with long, slow movements. He doesn’t force himself down her throat as far as he did with that first thrust, but since he’s so thick, she has to work to take most of him in. I’ve been rock hard this entire time and my cock twitches in my shorts. I can’t resist the urge and I reach down to stroke myself.
With my first rub, Aiden moans loudly and I realize he’s staring at me and not Emily. He and I lock eyes as I rub, and he speeds up the fucking of Emily’s mouth while she gurgles happily around his cock. When he slowly runs his hands over his chest and arms, I get the mental image of me doing that to him instead and I fight the urge to reach out. 
I thought I should imagine myself in Aiden’s place, but a vision of me on my knees with Aiden fucking my face pops into my head and I flush. I wish I dared take my cock out of my shorts and stroke until I come at the same time he does. We didn’t discuss that beforehand, and I have the urge to ask for permission, which is odd. I don’t want to do anything to ruin what’s happening, so I stay silent. 
Aiden closes his eyes, puts his hands in Emily’s hair, forcing her to hold still as he presses harshly against her mouth. He groans out loudly as he comes, and his buttocks flex as he twitches against her lips. Emily is making excited noises around his cock, and I can tell she’s loving the rough treatment. When Aiden finishes unloading down Emily’s throat, he opens his eyes and looks at me again. He’s still inside her mouth and I can tell she’s swirling her tongue around him and I see her throat swallowing.
“Did my little fucktoy lose any of my cum?”
I glance at Emily’s mouth and down her chest before answering. “No, she swallowed it all.”
“Good girls deserve a treat.”
Aiden brushes the side of Emily’s cheek softly with his fingers as he pulls out from her mouth. “Lie on your back and spread your legs, Doll.”
Emily doesn’t waste any time and climbs on the bed, as eager as she was to get on her knees before. When she spreads her legs, her swollen pussy is on full display and it makes me want to taste her instead of Aiden. But again, I stay silent.
She is back far enough that her head is on a pillow and Aiden has to crawl on the bed to get to her pussy. She moans out as he leans in and uses his hands to spread her folds so he can get to her clit. I can’t see what’s happening because Aiden’s head is in the way, but I can tell when he finds the hard nub based on her loud gasp and the way her hips buck against him. 
He’s not hesitant as he eats her out, licking and savoring her. He’s a noisy eater and the slurping noises and her little murmurs of delight make my head swim. As Emily gets louder and thrashes about, Aiden inserts two fingers inside of her and continues to suck on her clit while finger fucking. 
I need to come just as badly as she does and suddenly I get the terrible realization that I’m not comfortable coming while this is going on because I don’t feel like I have permission. My choices are to stroke and just do it, ask if I can, or to not touch myself at all. I can’t bring myself to do it without asking, but I’m frozen and can’t ask. I ache as Emily tips over the edge and screams out as she comes. The bed vibrates as she violently shakes from the force of her orgasm, and knowing it was a strong one makes my neediness worse.  
Aiden crawls up onto the bed beside her and flops on his side facing me, pulling her to him and spooning her. I’m in shock and don’t know what to do, but the intimacy of them spooning makes me stand up.
My voice is hoarse when I speak. “Thank you for letting me watch.”
Emily murmurs, “I love you,” towards me, but she’s too far gone to say much else. 
Aiden smiles, his face shiny with my wife’s juices, and he winks at me. “You’re welcome.”
I want to flee the room, but I force myself to walk slowly so it doesn’t appear that I’m running away. I forgo the master bathroom and take the stairs up to the mother-in-law apartment and sit on the closed toilet lid in the bathroom there. My heart is beating fast and I’m breathless. I need to come. 
I pull my cock out of my shorts, pull a couple of tissues from a box on the counter, and picture Aiden’s face as he fucked Emily’s mouth. Within a few strokes, I groan and come so hard into the tissues that I almost black out. I grip the edge of the vanity next to me, reeling. Holy fuck. 
I’m not sure how long I sit there, but eventually my heart rate slows down. I’m not ready to leave the bathroom yet, and my thoughts swirl. I toss the tissues in the trash, knowing that Emily is the one who empties it. A part of me wants her to know how affected I was. I’m half ashamed at how hard I came thinking of Aiden, and half wanting more. What is happening to me? 




Chapter 2


Emily
The next day, after Nate got back from church on Sunday, we ended up in bed. He was an enthusiastic lover, so I know everything is fine between us. I was afraid he’d regret what happened or be upset. But he acted like his normal self all day and I have no reason to suspect he’s harboring issues.
On Monday morning, I’m cranky as soon as I roll out of bed and I don’t know why. After such a great weekend, I should be on cloud nine. I cuss under my breath as I climb the stairs as annoyance washes over me. Even though I work part time and could clean most any day, I try to keep myself to a chore chart so I don’t slack off. Every other Monday I go to the top floor and clean the mother-in-law apartment. I like to keep it dusted and ready for company for the rare times we have any. It takes less than a half an hour to spruce it up, and I open the windows while I’m tidying up to let in the fresh air so the room doesn’t get stale. 
When I go into the bathroom to wipe down the counters, the trash has two pieces of tissue in it and a flash of anger hits me — now I have to empty this trash!! But then I pause. Wait, when and why was Nate up here using this bathroom? We don’t have ghosts  — that I know of — so it had to be Nate. 
I’m pondering that mystery when I realize I forgot to open the windows. Shit! I hurry over to the windows and crack them open to let the warm breeze blow in, and I try some deep breaths to ease my irritation at life. Sitting down on the bed, I close my eyes and try to clear my mind of everything that’s bugging me. 
I can’t figure out what my problem is. Saturday was a smashing success and Nate is good. He didn’t say anything about watching Aiden fuck me, but it was clear he found the afternoon arousing. I was out of it after my orgasm, so I barely remember Nate leaving the room, but he must have come up here and jerked off in place of our normal Saturday night sex. 
My crankiness drains away and a thrill runs down my spine when I picture Nate up here jerking off, daydreaming about Aiden using me. Shit, that’s hot. I still wish I could have seen him come, but maybe if there IS a next time, he’ll do it in front of me.
I can’t shake the idea that Nate was up here wanking, and I lie back on the back and slip a hand down the front of my sweatpants and underneath my panties. I moan out softly as I press a finger between my soft folds and caress circles around my clit. Since I want to air out the room for a bit, I have some time to kill up here. I keep myself busy, using my fingers to drain away every ounce of stress. 
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It’s hard to concentrate at work on Monday. I just keep replaying the visual of Aiden and Emily on Saturday in my head and I’m sporting a hard-on that I’ve been trying to hide behind my desk all morning. Luckily, I don’t have any meetings today so I can hide out in my office.
When Emily and I ended up in the bedroom on Sunday, I tried to imagine I was Aiden fucking her, and it worked well enough that I came super hard. The problem is that I might want more. I would have liked to have been free enough on Saturday to pull my rod out and stroke it. There were moments that Emily could have sucked on my cock while Aiden fucked her, but isn’t that a threesome at that point? Do I even want that — does Emily want that? 
I’m a ball of nerves and I keep making careless mistakes as I enter numbers into the database at work. At one point I wonder if I’m going to need to double check all this work again tomorrow. My head better be on straight by tomorrow, but it’s possible I’ll be mulling this over all week. 
I usually go home for lunch, but I don’t want to today because I’m so turned on, I might bend Emily over an armchair and rail her until she’s seeing stars. She’d love that, but then she’d have questions about what got into me and I’m not ready to talk about my thoughts yet. I know I’ll have to come to terms with everything and talk to her soon, but I need more time to digest what I want to say since I don’t even know what I want. I’m conflicted, confused, and needy for something that I don’t understand.
Opting to eat my lunch in the car, I drive around to a secluded section of the parking lot where no one will see me. I take a few bites of a sandwich I bought out of the vending machine in the break room but then set it down on the dashboard. I’m too worked up to eat, and I need to do something about my horniness. Not wanting to spend the rest of the workday turned on, I unzip my trousers and ease my twitching cock out. Trying to stroke slowly, I envision Emily’s lips around Aiden’s shaft and I can’t hold back. I grab some tissues from a travel pack. I don’t want my work clothes to get messy. 
My heart rate speeds up as I rub my member, caressing all the way from the tip to the base. My balls tighten and ripples of pleasure spasm through me as I moan loudly and grip the base of my shaft tightly for a moment before letting go and furiously pulling and yanking on my cock in a frenzy. I imagine a naked Emily kneeling on the floor, eyes sparkling with excitement, with her mouth open, waiting for Aiden to milk out his cum onto her waiting tongue. My dream Emily slips a hand between her legs and plays with a nipple with the other hand. I groan as I explode and convulse while my orgasm rips through me. Shocks of pleasure wash over me, and I close my eyes and let myself drift in a sexual haze before cleaning up and heading back into work. 
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I’m a little unsettled on Monday and unsure what to do about Nate. In the past, whenever I was in a relationship that turned into a threesome with the husband and wife, the husband was very much a willing participant and vocal about wanting to take part. Nate running off on Saturday right after Emily’s orgasm, and his hesitancy with stroking himself in front of me, makes me think he might take a step back if I try to force him to embrace this before he’s ready.
If I push Nate too hard, it will fuck up what I’ve got going on with Emily. But I also know that he won’t be able to make the first move. This is a unique situation for me, and I have to tread carefully because I don’t want to scare him off. Every submissive is different and I have to figure out the right approach, but getting involved with a guy who is only just learning he’s submissive isn’t something I’ve done before.
I’m looking forward to my next encounter with him. Nate’s a riddle I’m excited to solve.




Chapter 3


Emily
Before Nate leaves for work on Wednesday, I let him know that Aiden is coming over shortly. He gives me an odd look and I can’t decipher what it means. But when he kisses me goodbye like usual and tells me to have a fun time, I don’t dwell on trying to figure him out. Aiden only has a couple of free hours before an appointment, so he won’t still be at the house when Nate comes home for lunch. Someday I hope it won’t matter what time Aiden leaves, but I’m hesitant to have him stay long until Nate and I discuss what happened on Saturday. 
I’m so turned on picturing Aiden here at the house, my pussy practically drips. The newness of the dynamic turns me on more than I imagined it would, and I can’t believe how fucking lucky I am that Nate is letting me have both of them. My heart warms and I vow once more to make sure Nate knows how much I love and appreciate him. It’s a rare husband who would be okay with his wife having another man come to their house to fuck her. 
I need to get dressed, and knowing Aiden doesn’t want me to wear panties, I slip on a light blue sundress with nothing on underneath, choosing to go braless as well. Trying to keep my mind occupied, I wander into the living room and sit on the couch. I add a few rows to a blanket I’m crocheting, but my trembling hands make it difficult. I’ve almost given up when the doorbell rings. 
He’s here! My heart rate increases as the chime echoes through the house. When I jump up from the couch, I almost trip over my feet in my rush to get to the door. Aiden is on the stoop, grinning at me when I yank open the door. That adorable dimple in his chin makes me want to gobble him up, and I fight the urge to pull him inside and throw myself on him. I don’t know what he plans for today, but I need something inside me as soon as possible.  
“Hi, Doll. Nice dress.”
I flush at the compliment, but don’t have time to respond. He strides in, kicks the door closed behind him, and crushes me against the closest wall. A surge of lust blasts from my pussy as he ravages my mouth, forcing my lips to part. I wrap my arms around his neck as our tongues duel, and moan when his hand skims up the back of my leg underneath my dress to grip my bare ass.
He breaks off the kiss, nibbles down the front of my neck, and murmurs “Good girl,” at me. I assume it’s because I’m not wearing panties, but if I’m honest with myself, it doesn’t matter why he said it. Every time I hear it now, a soft tingle runs through my body and I’m immediately wet. 
He squeezes my breasts and teases my nipples through my thin dress. I was expecting sex, but I assumed we’d exchange small talk before he manhandled me. It amplified the difference between Nate and Aiden since I couldn’t imagine Nate ever being commanding and taking what he wanted as soon as he walked in.
I gasp when he pinches my nipples hard. I arch my back, press against him, and ache for him to slide his cock inside me. My body is on fire and I quiver in anticipation of what’s coming next, moaning out, “I need you, Sir,” as he continues to play with my breasts.
Aiden stops tweaking my nipples and pulls my sundress off over my head. His smoldering gaze sweeps the length of my body and I shiver.
“Let’s go to the bedroom. I have a mind to fuck you in your bed while your husband isn’t here.”
Oh fuck, that’s hot. My mind short circuits, and I’m unable to respond. He grabs my hand, walking fast and dragging me towards the bedroom. I do a little half skip to catch up so I don’t fall flat on my face.
When we enter the bedroom, he pushes me onto the bed. I lie on my back, propping myself up on my elbows to get a better view while he strips. A gush of wetness leaks from my pussy as he disrobes, and I imagine caressing his chest. His cock is hard and thick, and in the dim lighting I can tell it’s shiny with pre-cum already.
I lick my lips and bite the lower one, hoping he tells me to suck his cock. But it doesn’t seem like that’s going to happen as he climbs up on the bed between my legs, forcing them open. He hooks his hands underneath my thighs and drags me towards him. I throw my arms above my head and leave them there as I gasp from the unexpected movement that brings my pussy close enough to him that he’s able to let go of my legs, grab his shaft, and trace the head up and down my slit. I keep my knees bent, and my feet flat against the bed, knowing I can press against him easier this way.
“Oooooh.” I moan out long and loud when he finally presses his cock inside me. He pauses once he’s fully sheathed, letting my body adjust. I buck my hips, trying to get him to move and he fucks me slowly to start. I close my eyes, lightheaded, as ecstasy washes over me.
“We have some rules today, Doll.”
What’s this? Aiden sounds entirely too unaffected, as if he’s sitting down and casually talking to friends.
I open my eyes to look at him, and stammer out, “Rules, Sir?” trying to not sound breathless.
He grins at me, the dimple on his chin deepening. “Yes, Doll. If you say ‘oh, my god,’ more than ten times, you aren’t allowed to come today.”
He gives a hard, deep whack against my pussy after his announcement and I moan out, “Oh, my god,” without thinking. Aiden chuckles at me.
“One.”
What the fuck sort of game is this? It’s not like I have to be quiet. No one’s home. Aiden plows into me faster, and my toes curl from the intense spikes of bliss. He shifts positions, pushing one of my knees up to my chest and letting my calf rest on his shoulder, and I gasp out another “Oh, my god.”.
“Two.”
Shiiit. I’m not sure I can stop myself from saying it. If I don’t come fast today, I’ll ruin my chance to come at all. 
“Why, Sir?” I whimper out, trying to clear my head enough so I don’t involuntarily keep spewing out the words I shouldn’t.
Aiden slows down his thrusts again, and I want to weep from the exquisite torture, but I’m not able to lose myself for fear of what will happen.
“Why?” Speeding up, he jackhammers into my pussy and I hold my breath, trying to not moan. “Because I can.”
Knowing he’s just toying with me for no good reason and just doing it for control makes my head swim. My brain lets go of the struggle. My mind clears of all thoughts while my eyelids flutter. Relaxation slips over my body and it feels like I’m floating.
“Yes, Sir,” I mumble, not caring anymore. He can do whatever he wants to me since every movement and touch is amazing.
Aiden pulls my other leg up towards my chest and his cock thrusts in at a new angle and the pleasure makes me moan out, “Oh, my god,” twice in a row.
“That’s four.” Aiden’s voice finally sounds strained and not as relaxed.
When he adjusts his position again and hits the magical spot deep inside my pussy, I give a tiny squeal. He groans in response, which makes me moan out the fifth, “Oh, my god.”
Aiden doesn’t count this one down and rams against me roughly, grinding so hard with each inward thrust, it feels as if he’s trying to force his balls into my cunt along with his shaft. I’m beyond knowing what I’m doing and from a distance I hear him count.
“That’s seven… that’s eight.”
I don’t remember hearing him say six. Pressure mounts in my belly, and the muscles of my cave walls quiver as I edge towards my orgasm. He lowers my legs, and I spread them as wide as I can with my knees bent outward while he leans into me and kisses me deeply. I moan into his mouth as our tongues entwine and each flick of his tongue shoots tingles straight to my pussy.
He nibbles on my neck and playfully bites his way down to my breast, sucking a plump nipple into his mouth. He flicks at the stiff peak with his tongue and I groan out what I hoped was nonsense.
“That’s nine, Doll. Seems like someone doesn’t want to come tonight.”
Aiden’s voice has a playful lilt, but I know he’s not joking. He’s toyed with me and orgasm control in the past, and if he says he’s not letting me come, he sticks to it. Knowing I’m so close to being denied almost tips me over the edge. My toes curl again and I clench the bedsheets in desperate claws.
He stops moving inside me. “Maybe I should stop now?”
What? “No, please — no,” I gasp out and thrash against him.
“Emily, look at me,” he commands harshly.
His use of my first name in a stern tone forces me to meet his eyes, but it’s hard to focus. I need to come.
“Beg.”
Fuuuuck. He knows I can barely think when he’s screwing me, and begging is ten times harder when you can’t form complete thoughts. But I have to try.
“Please, sir. Can I please come? Oh, god, please?”
Too late, I realize that I might have said something too close to the forbidden words and hold my breath, waiting for his reply.
He grins and laughs indulgently. “Not good enough. Try again.”
I rock against him, hoping he’ll just start fucking me, but he’s immobile and it’s like pressing against a mountain. I get slight relief from forcing his shaft to rub against my inner walls, but it barely scratches the itch. Losing all inhibitions in my need to come, I gush out a tumble of words.
“Please, oh god. If you let me come, I won’t wear panties for a week and send you pictures of my pussy every day and I’ll get a Brazilian wax. I’ll dress up in a maid’s outfit and clean your apartment, or come over in a sexy schoolgirl outfit and you can spank me with a ruler for being naughty. I’ll come over every morning for a week, give you a blowjob, and then leave. Just please, please, please, please, please, let me come!”
At the end of my pleas, Aiden pumps his hips against me a few times and I moan out, thinking he’s going to let me come. Until he pauses again.
“The blowjob offer is quite nice.”
He gives a few experimental thrusts, as if he’s considering what he wants to do.
“And I do have a thing for women dressed as naughty schoolgirls.”
He rams against me harder.
“One last question, Doll. If you answer it correctly, you can come.”
Before he asks, he fucks me hard and fast with an audible wet slapping noise each time he bangs against my pussy. My core quivers with pulses of electricity. I tip my head back and flex my hips, meeting him thrust for thrust.
“Emily, who owns you?”
My breath catches and I can’t answer and can only groan. Aiden tries again.
“Tell me who owns you, Emily — NOW.”
My head clears for a brief moment and I lock eyes with him. He looks feral and wild, and the truth settles over me.
“You do,” I whisper.
Aiden closes his eyes, growls out, and savagely plunges as deep as he can, repeatedly knocking against me so hard my breasts jiggle and bounce. The pleasure-pain of his thrusts sweeps me over the peak. I chant out, “Oh, my god,” as I explode with a spine-tingling scream. The waves of pleasure wash over me and I continue to cry out in a crescendo, and Aiden’s roar joins me as he explodes.
His hot cum coats my tunnel as he continues to fuck it back up into me as my walls clench and milk his cock for every drop. He shivers, and I moan softly as he slows down until he eventually stops. He slumps against me with his cock still buried inside me, twitching.
I’m still floating in a happy and relaxed place when he rolls off me. The cool air hits my sweat-dampened skin and the temperature difference pushes me slightly back towards consciousness.
“Holy fuck, Aiden.”
He’s on his side next to me and I turn towards him. He looks exhausted, but he’s grinning at me and snuggles close to kiss my nose. From the pile of clothes by the bed, his phone chirps at him, and he groans.
“I’ve got to get cleaned up and go, Doll. I’m glad I set an alarm.”
He climbs off the bed, and I direct him to where the towels are in the bathroom in case he wants to shower. I hear the water running a few moments later and knowing there is a guy in my shower who just fucked me in my bed  — and it’s not my husband — is surreal.
I drift between awake and asleep, but Aiden coming back in to get dressed wakes me up fully. He comes to the side of the bed and I flip over so he can lean down and kiss me goodbye. When he straightens up, he smiles at me with a wicked glint in his eyes.
“What time are you coming over tomorrow for that blowjob?”
Oooh, shit. My eyes widen and I stare at him.
He laughs at me. “I’ll text you later and ask again. Bye, Doll!”
When he leaves the room, I close my eyes. What the fuck did I just agree to, and how am I going to explain it to Nate?
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Double checking the numbers I just typed into the database at work, I sigh when I have to correct a couple of mistakes. I don’t know how to make myself less distracted when I know Aiden and Emily are together, but I can’t keep doing this. One of these days, I’m going to fuck up royally. I love my job and I can’t risk losing it. I need to focus on work and not think about Aiden bending Emily over the couch. Not that I have any idea what they are doing. That’s what’s killing me.
My stomach muscles tense and my chest burns the more I think about them together, and I force myself to unclench my jaw. I keep repeating to myself that it doesn’t matter and I agreed to this, but somehow watching them together in our house made everything worse. 
The real fucked up part is that I don’t want them to stop. I just want to be there right now with them, watching, or — I don’t know what else I want, but the desire to be at home and a part of whatever is going on is driving me nuts. This is for Emily and I can’t keep butting in… can I?  
Aiden works at night. If I said they could only play when I was there, that would limit their time to weekends only unless he had the night off. That doesn’t sit right with me either. Shit, I don’t know what I want, but I’m not ready to face Emily at lunch and see her freshly fucked and relaxed after a romp with Aiden. I text her that I’m working through lunch and all I get in response is an “oh, okay” back. I imagine her half passed out and floating in subspace when she responds and my gut clenches again.
Work is a blur, and I’m an odd mix of horny and angry all day. I want to go home and make love to Emily with long, deep strokes until she cries out my name instead of Aiden’s. On the drive home, I calm myself down by singing along to some Ed Sheeran songs. I don’t remember loading them into my music player, so it must have been Emily’s doing, but the songs are catchy and they help ease my anxiety.
When I get home, the house smells like lasagna. If Emily took the time to make lasagna, she must have a guilty conscience. She only makes it as an apology meal. I eye her suspiciously as I enter the kitchen, but she appears to be in a good mood and is smiling. Her eyes light up when she approaches me and gives me a kiss. 
“Hey, love. I had free time today since I don’t work today, so I made your favorite.”
I mumble that it smells good while I unpack my lunch supplies and shrug out of my jacket. She fondles my ass as she walks past me and the sexual zing puts my cock at half mast. Dammit, I had just gotten my cock and head calmed down on the drive, but her sexiness and playful mood gets me considering my original plan of fucking her thoroughly until her head spins. 
Emily’s cutesy voice breaks my train of thought. “Do you want to watch a show with dinner, or should we eat in the dining room?” 
“Oh, uh…” Food was the last thing on my mind, so I can’t decide.
“Oooh, maybe we should eat by candlelight tonight at the dining table?”
Now I really am suspicious. Cute and romantic Emily? Something is going on. But I’ll play along with the game until she reveals her hand.
“Sure, Doll. Let me go get out of these work clothes.”
I take two steps and freeze. Did I just call her Doll? I pivot and look at Emily and she’s standing still, looking at me with wide eyes.
I blush and fumble on my words while a sinking feeling settles in my lower half. “Uh, shit — sorry.”
It only takes a few seconds for Emily to recover and she giggles. “Fuck, that works when you say it, too.”
“Oh, huh.” I don’t know how else to respond, so I beeline out of the kitchen before I stick my foot further into my mouth.
I change out of my work clothes and my shaft is now standing at attention and ready for action after calling her Aiden’s pet name. Everything about this situation seems so wrong to my brain, but my cock doesn’t care. Is this what being a cuckold is? One time I overheard locker room jokes at the local gym about some guy named Brent who enjoyed being cucked. Brent was one of the guys in the group and he joined in with the fun and teased himself as well, but I always felt bad for him. I’d never want my friends to know that I get uncontrollably turned on when my wife fucks a guy behind my back. All those weeks of wanking it in the bushes outside Aiden’s apartment or in the car after watching them fills me with self loathing and I try to not think about it. 
But being at work today while Emily and Aiden played without me? I couldn’t concentrate on anything else. Ugh, I know I need to talk to Emily about this. I sigh, resolved, and head to the dining room. While I changed, she’d dimmed the lights, lit some candles, and turned on some relaxing instrumental music. 
I’ve been on such a rollercoaster of emotions all day, so I can’t imagine any of this means anything good. She wouldn’t go to all this trouble unless she was trying to break something to me gently. The crazy thought enters my head that maybe she wants a divorce, but I shake it away. She wouldn’t be in such a good mood if she was about to spring that on me — would she?
Emily enters the room from the kitchen and has two plates of lasagna in her hands. She smiles when she sees me. 
“Good timing. The food is ready.” 
I’m quiet as I sit down, and she sets a plate in front of me and takes the seat next to me. She gives my thigh a squeeze under the table, and my cock jerks a little to remind me he’s still there, like I could forget. I take a few bites, chewing methodically, but the food is sawdust in my mouth. I have to talk to her. 
Setting the fork down, I look at her. “Did Aiden come over today?”
She hesitates briefly with her filled fork in the air, but recovers quickly, saying, “Yes,” before sticking the tines between her lips. I stare at her, not speaking, until she’s done chewing. 
She shifts in her chair, as if she’s trying to get comfortable, and chirps out a defensive, “What?”
It’s now or never. My stomach is in knots, but we promised to communicate. 
My voice is soft when I tell her, “I didn’t like it.”
“What?” This time she’s startled, and her shoulders droop as if she had worked herself up for some big fight and I took the wind out of her sails. Her voice is tiny and hesitant. “You want me to stop seeing Aiden?”  
Oh, fuck. I am going about this all wrong. “No, love. That’s not what I’m saying. I didn’t like it because I had to work.”
It’s lame, but I can’t bring myself to say exactly what I mean. I’m hoping she reads between the lines. She sets her fork down, and I can tell she’s mulling over what I said. 
“You wanted to watch again?”
My breath whooshes out and I didn’t realize I had been holding it in. “Yes. I was a little jealous.” 
There. I said it. 
I wait for her to make the next move. I can see her brain churning for a moment, and then she gets out of her chair and moves to stand next to me. She pushes my dinner plate towards the middle of the table so she can lean her ass on the edge in front of me. I scoot my chair back so she has more room. 
“I love you, Nate. I can talk to Aiden and find out if he enjoyed you watching and would want to do it again. Okay?”
She gives me a deep, sensual kiss until I’m weak in the knees. I don’t tell her what I already know. Aiden enjoyed me watching and he’ll want to do it again.
The longer the kiss lasts, the more I need Emily. She’s wearing a long, soft skirt, and I run my hands underneath it. Her tiny moans drive me wild and when I stand up and push her legs open, her gasp makes my cock throb. 
Suddenly she’s frantic, pawing at the zipper of my trousers. Our lips lock together harshly and the kiss turns into both of us fighting to claim the other’s mouth. She finally reaches the prize as she pushes my trousers and boxers down just far enough for my shaft to spring free.
“Oh, god, fuck me, Nate,” she pants as she rubs me and I fight the urge to come immediately. I’ve been so turned on all day and knowing I might get to see her and Aiden fuck again is more than my poor cock can handle.  
I push her back on the table and pull her skirt up, fingering the fabric of her wet panties. I make the split second decision to not waste my time removing them, and I pull the fabric to the side so I can guide my cock to her tight, wet entrance. 
I groan as I press inside her, the pleasure almost more than I can take, and my heart hammers as I force myself to thrust slowly, despite the frantic tone we started out with. Enjoying every inch of her cave massaging my shaft, her squeals tell me she’s loving it. I don’t speed up and keep the same pace until she’s writhing and bucking underneath me with her climax, which forces my own. I come so hard I see stars as I unload a massive amount of cum and release all the tension I’ve been holding in all day. 
When my cock stops jerking, I collapse into my chair and pull Emily into my lap. I cuddle her against me, and she lays her head on my shoulder.
Her contented sigh warms my heart, just as much as her soft “I love you,” does. Kissing the top of her head, I pull her closer to me and whisper in her ear that I love her, too. All of my earlier issues about Emily and Aiden seem inconsequential in this moment, and I hope I can stay in this happy bubble for a long time. 
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The morning after Emily promised me a daily blow job, I decide to text her and have some fun with it. I don’t really expect her to come over every day, but this is too good of an opportunity for teasing to pass up. I keep my first message short and simple.
Doll, what time can I expect you over for my morning blow job?
I smile to myself as I imagine her reading the message and freaking out. I don’t have to wait long for her reply.
Sorry, Sir. Too busy this morning. Raincheck?
I laugh aloud at the text and decide to skip the typing and just call her. She picks up on the first ring.
“Emily, we need to talk about this.”
She pauses on the line, and I smirk again until she continues and her voice shakes, sounding like she’s scared.
“Uh, yeah, so I didn’t talk to Nate about it.”
The light and fun feeling drops away. I don’t want her to be worried about pissing me off since I didn’t intend to enforce it. 
“Oh, Doll. I was just teasing. Don’t worry about it. When you see me on Thursday, you’ll be getting a nice face fucking to make up for it.”
Her tiny “oh” is so Emily and makes me smile again. Whenever I say something that thrills her, all she can reply with is an “oh.” It’s one of her tells, and it’s how I know when I’ve hit my mark. I start stroking my cock, thinking about how rough I’m going to fuck her face and wishing it was Thursday already. 
“Sir?”
“Yes?” I try to keep my breath even.
“Um, Nate wasn’t too happy about yesterday.”
I stop rubbing myself and sit up straighter. What’s this?
“How do you mean?”
She sounds uncertain when she replies. “Um, I think he was jealous.” 
I almost laugh at that. Oh, you bet your ass he was jealous. Nate was so turned on watching me with Emily, I figured it was only a matter of time before he asked again.
Curious about what Emily thinks, I question her. “Nate seemed like he wanted more. Do you think he does?”
Emily pauses before answering. “More than watching?”
“Yes.”
I let Emily sit with that thought for a moment and I stroke again, imagining both of them on their knees in front of me. Maybe Emily won’t want to share. That would be amusing. 
“Sir, I don’t know about more, but he wants to watch again. Can he?”
“Doll, do you want him to watch us again?”
My cock quivers in anticipation while we wait for her answer. We both hope she says yes.
She stumbles over her words, changing what she was saying mid thought. “I wouldn’t  — yes.” 
“Good girl.”
I stroke a little faster and struggle to not moan into the phone. Emily drives me wild on a normal day, and knowing I’m going to have Nate in the room again really revs my engine. 
“So Saturday again, Sir?”
I’m almost lost in the sensation of my hand on my cock, thinking about Nate and Emily taking turns sucking on me. 
“Sir?”
Oh, right. She asked a question. 
“Yes. Saturday is fine, Doll.”
 Her sigh of relief speaks volumes about how worked up she was over the conversation. 
“Doll, I’ve got to go, but we can do the same time on Saturday. OK?”
“Yes, sir. Thank you.”
Polite Emily pleases me, and her obedient nature pushes me closer to the brink.
“Oh, one more thing, Doll. Don’t forget, I’m coming over on Thursday for that face fucking. It’s time you learned that mouth of yours is just a hole for me to use.”
Her tiny gasp and small, “oh,” really makes me smile this time, and I hang up without saying anything else.
Emily’s open mouth is what I think of as I speed up my stroking. It doesn’t take long before I’m jerking and spurting cum all over my jeans. Oh yeah, Thursday is going to be fun.




Chapter 4


Nate
When Emily tells me that Aiden is coming over on Thursday, I tell her to invite him for lunch on Wednesday if he’s free, so we can talk. I’m don’t know what I want to accomplish, but the hope is that I can get comfortable with Aiden and maybe I can work peacefully on Thursday without thinking about them in our bed fucking like wild animals. 
Emily said Aiden was fine with me watching again on Saturday, but what if I wanted to do more than watch? If I have a moment to bring it up during lunch, I think talking to them both at the same time would be best. Making Emily the go-between with Aiden won’t work long term, so I need to establish a friendship with him.
I wish I knew what I wanted. Whenever I think about Aiden and Emily, my stomach churns. I’m not sure what would satisfy me. Do I want them to play without me or do I want to make that off limits? Why does being around Aiden make my mouth go dry? I’m sure another meeting won’t clarify everything, but it will be a step in the right direction. 
Aiden works ten-hour shifts and he has a rotating day off every week. He said he could do dinner instead since Wednesday was his night off this week. I don’t believe in divine beings, but Emily seemed tickled that the universe knew he needed the night off. I don’t want to be a downer since she seems so happy, but every time she says it’s fate, I want to argue with her that there’s no such thing. Since I don’t want to fight with her over something stupid, I bite my tongue and wish the dinner was over so that my anxiety would lessen.
For dinner that night, Emily makes salmon and wild rice because it’s easy to make but looks impressive. I’m sick to my stomach by the time Aiden gets to the house, and I’m not sure how much I can eat. Emily asks me to get the door when the doorbell rings, and I want to tell her no. But of course I don’t. 
Aiden smiles at me when I open the door and my heart drops. Oh fuck, he’s handsome. I’m reminded of it every time I see him by the fluttery sensation in my gut. It’s uncommon for me to be this sexually attracted to a man. It’s happened before, but rarely and never when anything might come of it. I stare at him, tongue-tied.
After what seems like an eternity, Aiden asks, “Nate, can I come in?”
I feel my face flush and I hope my tan hides it. “Oh, yeah, of course, please do.” 
I step back so he can talk past me, and the spice of his cologne hits me and makes me want to move closer to him and inhale the scent fully. I want to know how much is him and how much is cologne. He pauses when he’s next to me and doesn’t move. I have a hard time looking him in the eyes, but when I do, he’s studying me. He opens his mouth to say something, but Emily calls from the kitchen. 
“Hey guys, the food is ready.” 
He grins instead and heads towards the kitchen while I follow him. What was he going to say to me?
Emily is all smiles and giggles, clearly enjoying having both her men with her. I keep catching Aiden watching me out of the corner of his eyes and I’m sensing a tension in the air between us. He’s not angry at me, so I don’t know how to interpret what I’m feeling. Emily seems oblivious to it, and just being her normal adorable self. She’s extra handsy with us both and whenever she passes by one of us, she drags her hand along in a soft caress – sometimes across his shoulder, sometimes down my back, but always touching whoever she’s near. 
We help dish up our plates and all go to the dining room. She lowered the lights and lit candles again, and suddenly it feels like I’m on a date with two people. Well, this dinner just got awkward as all fuck. I can’t bring up doing more in the bedroom with them now since she set this up as some romantic dinner threesome. 
I try to avoid both their eyes as I sit down, wishing the floor would open up and swallow me whole. This was a horrible idea, and I consider pleading sick right when Emily’s cell phone rings. 
“Fuck, it’s work. I need to take this.”
Emily takes the phone into the kitchen, which makes everything worse since now I’m alone with Aiden. We take a few bites in silence, but I keep expecting him to say something to me. I feel like he wants to, and the anticipation of waiting for him to say whatever it is makes it so I can’t relax. 
Emily’s voice rings out clearly from the kitchen. 
“Joel can’t come in? I have company over.”
Oh fuck, her work is calling her in? She’s a key holder for the store, and they always need to have one person there at all times who is a designated key holder. She gets called into work for an emergency sometimes, but rarely.
Emily pokes her head into the dining room. “Fuck, guys, I have to go to work for a couple of hours. Cameron fell down the stairs and broke his arm, and I’m their only option.”
I don’t like her leaving, but Cameron is one of her favorite coworkers. I’ve met the guy several times and he’s always friendly and helpful.
“Is he going to be okay?” I ask as she’s cleaning up her side of the table.
“Yeah, I think so. But he’s in a lot of pain right now and the pain meds make it so he can’t work.” 
I don’t ask her what Joel was doing where he couldn’t come in instead of her. I’ll find out later since I’m sure Aiden has no desire to hear about her coworkers. 
“Are you guys going to be okay finishing dinner without me? I’ll heat my salmon up when I get home.” She’s putting on her coat as she talks.
Do we have any choice? I can’t be rude and kick him out.
I try to reassure her. “Yes, we’ll be fine. Don’t worry.”
She comes over to me and presses a kiss to my forehead. “I’ll see you after closing.”
She turns to Aiden and I wonder how she’s going to say goodbye to him. I’m half hoping she kisses him, but she didn’t kiss me on the lips, so the other half of me doesn’t want her to show him more affection than she did to me.
“Emily.” Aiden’s voice is firm.
“Yes, Sir?”
“I want you to find time to kneel somewhere for three minutes when you are on a break and take a picture. Send it to both me and Nate.”
I stop mid-chew on a piece of salmon and my cock stiffens. OK, that’s hot. Getting turned on throws me into a tailspin and I’m dizzy and taking small breaths.
Emily bends down and kisses Aiden on the forehead and whispers, “Yes, Sir.”
She gives us both a jaunty wave as she heads out, and when the door closes behind her, the house is too quiet. Feeling like I’m short of breath, I take a sip of water to see if it calms me. I don’t know what’s causing this reaction. I’m afraid of what Aiden is going to do now that Emily left, and yet I’m still expecting something and almost longing for whatever it is. The breathless feeling turns to panic, and I’m afraid I’m going to pass out. I can’t seem to take a deep breath. 
“Nate, look at me.” 
Aiden’s commanding tone breaks through the alarm, and I meet his eyes.
“I’m going to count down from ten, and you are going to relax. Okay?”
I can only nod my head.
“Ten. You feel your chest loosening.”
No, no, it’s not. I think to myself that this won’t work. 
“Nine. You take one deep breath.”
My lungs expand, and I can take a deep breath.
“Eight. You feel your butt touching your chair, centering you.”
I notice the chair underneath me. Oh, he’s sort of good at this. 
“Seven. You feel your body relaxing.”
When I do feel a slight relaxation, I almost laugh.
“Six. You take another deep breath.”
I inhale again.
“Five. Your thoughts are calm.”
Peacefulness washes over me. 
“Four. You feel your neck and shoulders relaxing.”
The tension in my shoulders eases and I relax them down, elongating my neck. 
“Three. You can breathe normally now. Nothing is stressing you.”
He’s right. I am breathing normally. About that stress though…
“Two. You are happy, relaxed, and ready to enjoy your evening.”
Dang, I need him around whenever I’m anxious. His countdown worked wonders. 
“One. You say, Thank you, Aiden.”
Oh. I freeze for a moment and my brain has a slight buzz. I hear my response as if from far away.
“Thank you, Sir.”
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When Nate calls me Sir, I get an intense high immediately and I have to fight the urge to call him a good boy. I’m not even sure Nate realizes what he said. He’s relaxed now, and I watch him pick up his fork and start eating again, as if nothing happened. The need to dominate him and give him orders is hard to resist, but I am not the type of guy who would ever start commanding someone without a discussion first, especially since Nate seems unaware of what he did.
I don’t know where to go from here. Tonight just took a turn down an unexpected path and I’m at a loss for how to correct our course. Talking about Emily seems to be the safe route while I gather my thoughts.
“Emily said you wanted to watch on Saturday.”
Nate swallows before he responds. “Yes, if that’s okay with you.”
I’m assuming that Emily already told him I said it was fine, so him asking if it’s okay with me pings my dom side again. If he had tagged on a ‘Sir’ at the end of his comment, it would have been exactly what I expected my submissive to say. 
“Yes, that’s fine.”
Suddenly, I’m not too certain I want to be around Nate without an agreement with him of some sort. He’s triggering me too much and I don’t want to be fighting to control my impulses towards him while I’m mentally compromised from fucking his wife. It’s time to be blunt.
“Nate, do you want more?”
His eyes widen, and he stumbles over his words. “Mo-more?”
Nate lays his fork down on the table and he looks flushed. He glances away from me, not able to maintain eye contact. His reaction solidifies a plan in my head. I lean back in my chair and smile indulgently at him while he studies his fork and fiddles with it. 
“Nate.”
He glances up at me again.
“I know you’ve been thinking about me.”
His sharp inhale tells me all I need to know.
“I know I’ve been making you restless, and making you want more.”
Nate swears softly, “Oh, fuck.” I stop talking and gaze at him silently for a moment, holding his eyes captive until he visibly trembles.
“Do you want me to continue?” 
He’s quiet for a second before replying. 
“Yes, Sir.”
The End


[image: image-placeholder]Want a bonus Emily and Aiden short?
Join my newsletter and get a free bonus short story of a what happens when Emily gets a lesson on edging while Nate is at work. 
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