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Emily

Emily was so lost in thought over the two-hour conference call she had to take this morning while also being the only one running her store that she didn’t notice Rue approaching her. This was quite a feat, as Rue never left her apartment without being incredibly noticeable. With streaks of neon green running through her dark hair, a midriff-baring top that exposed her perfectly flat tummy and dangling belly-button ring, and fishnet-covered legs extending from an almost criminally short leather skirt, Rue was the dictionary definition of a HIGH CONCEPT employee.

In other words, the exact opposite of Emily, who most of their customers seemed surprised to learn was the manager of the counterculture clothing and music store.

That they dressed so differently meant nothing, though. Inside, the two women--the early 30s, conservatively-dressed and quiet Emily and the early 20s, loud and sexy goth Rue--had more in common than not. Discovering this had led Emily down a path she’d only dreamed of before.

“Hey there, sexy,” Rue said, holding a tray with a slice of pizza and a drink. “Mind if I sit with you?”

Emily looked up from her tray of chicken nuggets and smiled when she saw her employee. She felt the usual confusing mix of admiration for Rue’s bold and stunning beauty and a simultaneous jealousy that she’d never look like that if she tried. She nodded toward the seat on the other side of her table. All around them in the food court, shoppers and mall employees ate and chatted and planned out the rest of their days.

“You’re here early,” Emily said. Rue wasn’t scheduled for another three hours.

“Yeah,” Rue said, sitting down. “My grandmother’s birthday is next week and I need to buy her something. No idea what, yet, so I’m gonna have to look around for awhile. How’s work been today?”

Emily sighed. “The usual. Or, how it’s been lately, I guess I should say. Now we have to email our sales hourly instead of just at the end of the day.”

Rue winced. Neither of them were fans of Edward, the district manager who’d taken over their area a few weeks ago. Their last boss, Cynthia, had been laid back and interested in developing her people. Edward was only interested in sales and micromanagement.

“He can’t wait until the next morning to see the daily sales reports like a normal person?” Rue asked.

“He said it’s so he can offer us suggestions to increase sales in case we’re lagging behind our plan,” Emily explained. “If I’m not at work, you guys can just text me the numbers each hour and I’ll email Edward.”

“I wish you didn’t try to do it all sometimes,” Rue said after finishing a bite of pizza. “Like, this morning, you could’ve had me there while you took that conference call.”

“I’d love to be able to do that,” Emily said. “Unfortunately, you know how payroll’s been lately. It was pushing it to have Daphne come in for a mid-shift today just so I could have lunch.”

“Is work the only thing that’s bothering you?” Rue asked.

“What do you mean? How do you know something’s bothering me?”

Rue shot her a “please, girl” look. “Is something going on with your Dom?”

Emily sighed, shooting Rue a “how did you know?” look, but said, “Things with my husband are fine.”

“Why don’t I believe you?”

There was no point in denying Rue’s suspicions, or in moving on to another topic of conversation. As submissive as Emily knew Rue was in the bedroom, she was doggedly aggressive when it came to her platonic relationships. It was one of the things Emily liked about her assistant manager and friend, but it made it difficult to keep a necessary boss-employee distance.

Truth be told, though, the two of them had crossed that line a long time ago, back when they started opening up about each other’s bedroom activities.

When they realized exactly how much they had in common.

Of course, back then, Emily had trouble verbalizing the things she had in common with Rue. That Rue didn’t, that Rue was almost embarrassingly open about her sex life, had opened doors for Emily and her husband (her Dom) that Emily probably and sadly would never have opened on her own.

Emily took a big drink from her Pepsi and said, “I used my safeword for the first time last night.”

“Oh, shit,” Rue said. “Was he too rough? I know you’d said anal is still a problem for you. Was it that?”

At one point in time, Emily’s face would’ve turned a bright shade of red when discussing anal sex with anyone, much less her employee while they sat in a busy mall food court. Now, she took the question in stride and shook her head.

“No,” Emily said. “It wasn’t anything he did. It was all me.”

“Interesting,” Rue said. “Well, I’m all ears…”

---

Scene Night, as Emily and her husband Robert called it, happened once a week and was sacrosanct. They both had it on their Google Calendars, they both turned off their cellphones as soon as they were home, and they both took it as seriously as Emily had taken going to church when she was in her teens.

They usually had sex on multiple days most weeks, and often this would involve bondage and spanking, degradation and knife play, and sometimes non-Scene Night sessions would also include full-on BDSM scenes.

But Scene Night itself was Important. With a capital “I.” They hadn’t missed one since they implemented the idea, not even when she was on her period and not even when he had the flu. Sure, things like that meant they had to get creative, and sometimes that meant shortening the session or lowering expectations, but nothing had ever stopped them from seeing a Scene Night through.

Until last night.

Emily just wasn’t feeling it, although at first she didn’t know why, and she knew she should have told Robert. But there had been other moments since they started down their BDSM journey, and even moments during other Scene Nights, when she hadn’t felt like proceeding due to a headache or an upset stomach or stress over her dad’s cancer diagnosis, and she’d very quickly gotten past those hesitations, knowing that once she was tied up or flogged or insulted by words out of Robert’s filthy mouth and imagination, she’d feel better.

Plus, she very much did not want to disappoint her husband.

Her Dom.

So last night, she stripped for him, like she always did, seductively discarding the lace bra and panties she’d put on less than a half-hour earlier after showering. She stood there, perfectly still, perfectly obedient, until he visually inspected her with those intense green eyes of his, which trailed down her body so slowly and so powerfully it almost felt like he was touching her from the chair he sat in. She didn’t move until he told her it was time to lie on their bed.

She let him tie her up. He told her what he was going to do and asked for her consent, like he always did, and she consented enthusiastically. Despite her misgivings, it’s not like she didn’t want him to manhandle her and fuck her senseless. He seemed to hesitate before strapping each of her limbs to the bedposts, as if he sensed something was amiss.

She began struggling against the nylon straps holding her to the bed as Robert shrugged off the robe he’d been wearing. He looked worriedly at the strap holding her left wrist.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, his deep voice barely above a whisper.

“Nothing,” she lied.

“Tell me,” he demanded, leaving her no choice.

She was crying when she said, “Trombone.”

---

Rue’s laughter broke Emily out of the almost trance-like state she’d been in as she recounted the story. “Wait a minute… your safeword is ‘Trombone?’”

“Shut up,” Emily said, but she smiled. “We figured it was something that wouldn’t come up even in casual conversation, much less during sex.”

“I suppose,” Rue said, still laughing.

“What’s yours, then?” Emily asked.

Rue shrugged. “I keep it simple: red. Although I’ve said ‘green’ way more than ‘red.’”

“Of course you have,” Emily said. “You’re kind of a slut, Rue.”

“Why, thank you,” Rue said. She picked up the crust from her pizza, looked at it for a moment, and set it back on the paper plate. “Anyway, what happened after you safeworded?”

---

Robert’s face was an amalgam of many different emotions: a little bit of disappointment, a fair amount of confusion, and a whole heck of a lot of concern. Emily had never used her safeword before, even during times Robert had told her he was sure she would. No matter how rough he’d been, no matter how degrading he could be, she’d never before felt the need to revoke consent.

He immediately got to work undoing the nylon straps restraining Emily’s wrists and ankles and retrieved her robe before putting his own back on. She sat up in the bed and hugged her knees to herself, wanting to say something but not knowing what.

“Here,” Robert said, handing her a can of Cherry 7-Up. It was her favorite soft drink, and one she had chosen to only drink during aftercare. “Do you need some fruit?”

She shook her head, tearing up at her husband’s sweetness. They hadn’t done anything that she required aftercare for, but the idea that he so quickly dropped everything and was ready to provide it spoke volumes. She popped open the tab of her drink and took a sip.

“I’m sorry,” she said finally.

“It’s okay,” he said, moving to sit beside her. He put his arm around her and pulled her close, kissing her forehead. “I knew something was wrong when we were starting but didn’t know what.”

“That’s the thing,” she said. “I’m not sure, either.”

He shrugged. “You’re just not in the mood. It happens.”

She shook her head. “I don’t think that’s it. Or, at least… that’s not it entirely.”

“What do you mean?”

“I was definitely in the mood for sex,” she said. “I just wasn’t in the mood to be… tied down.”

“Oh,” he said. “You know we never have to do anything you don’t want to do.”

“I know,” she said, and that was true. Their current dynamic, wherein he savagely and thoroughly dominated every aspect of their sex life, had been very much her idea.

“I know Scene Night is important,” he said, “but we can always just have vanilla sex if that’s what you’re in the mood for.”

Emily bit her lower lip and whispered, “I wasn’t in the mood for vanilla sex, either.”

“Oh,” he said. “Then I’m confused. If you didn’t want to have vanilla sex and didn’t want to have kinky sex, then… what?”

“I think…” Emily said, but hesitated before completing her thought. “I think I just didn’t want to be the one who was tied down.”

---

“Oh,” Rue said. “Very interesting.”

Emily laughed and said, “Well, I’m glad you find my existential sex crisis ‘interesting.’”

“You’re a switch,” Rue said.

Emily had already arrived at that conclusion, but hearing someone else say it, especially someone who she felt so connected to, really drove the point home. And it made sense--in most of her previous relationships, Emily had very clearly been the dominant one. She’d never practiced full-fledged BDSM with anyone but her husband, but she recognized that, with most of her boyfriends in her 20s, she’d definitely led the way in the bedroom.

“How did Robert react when you told him that?” Rue asked.

“He… didn’t, really,” Emily said. “He just got quiet and we eventually started talking about something else. Some drama at his work. Then we watched a comedy special on Netflix and went to sleep.”

“You definitely need to talk to him more about it,” Rue said. “And you never know, he might be a switch, too.”

“I doubt that,” Emily said. “He is really into his Dominant role. You have no idea.”

Rue raised her eyebrow. “Your husband is kinda turning me on, Em.”

“Watch it,” Emily snapped in a tone she hoped was more playful than harsh. “I know you’re into the whole poly thing, but I don’t share.”

“I was joking,” Rue said. “Sorta. Anyway, I still think you need to talk to him about it. Especially if you’re not going to be happy being a sub all the time. You’ll need to work something out so both of your needs are being met.”

“I just wish I knew what happened,” Emily said. “This was such a sudden change, and I don’t think it was just a one-time thing. The more I’ve thought about it today, the more I realize I want to try Dominating at times.”

“Could be Edward,” Rue said.

“What do you mean?”

“We’ve talked about the paradox of submission before,” Rue said. “That’s what I call it, at least. How some people are tough and in charge--you might say dominant--in their day-to-day lives but enjoy giving all that up in the bedroom with a partner they trust.”

Emily nodded. “I’ve thought of it like a… release valve.”

“Exactly,” Rue said. “Maybe it’s just my personal experience, but most subs I’ve known are like that. Totally submissive in the bedroom but you’d never know it if you saw them out and about, or at work, et cetera. Being submissive with their sex partner allows them to kind of get away from the demands of having to be the boss all the time.”

“Which explains why I felt the need to start being more submissive with Robert after you helped me see what I wanted,” Emily said. “At the time, Cynthia was really hands-off on helping me be a store manager. Maybe too hands-off.”

“Right,” Rue agreed. “And now Edward… he won’t leave you alone. Constant email demands for responses about inane shit. Incessant and ever-changing suggestions on where to move a t-shirt display. Late night texts, phone calls, the list goes on and on. It’s like he thinks he owns you. Like he’s your… work Dom or something.”

Emily suppressed an involuntary shiver over the thought of her boorish district manager being her any kind of Dom.

“But I don’t think I want to give up being Robert’s sub,” Emily said.

“Not saying you have to,” Rue said. “That’s the beauty of being a switch. You just, again, need to talk to Robert about it, see what he says. He might enjoy, you know, switching things up every now and then.”

Emily groaned over Rue’s bad pun, but Rue laughed again, thinking herself hilarious.

“And, you know, if Robert doesn’t want to play sub for you, I wouldn’t mind giving it a shot,” Rue said, blowing a kiss to Emily.

That was wrong for all sorts of reasons, but Emily’s pussy must have missed that memo, given how much it tingled at the idea. Shocked, Emily looked at her friend and realized Rue still had the ability to make her face turn red.

---

It wasn’t so much the suggestion that Rue could be her sub that kept her turned on for the rest of the afternoon, although, even though Emily had never been sexually attracted to other women in general, she couldn’t help but think some time under the sheets with Rue would be fun. But, no. It was really just the suggestion that someone could be her sub.

Even if that someone wasn’t her husband.

She tried to not let herself entertain those kinds of thoughts. Of course she’d never cheat on Robert, who had more than sexually satisfied her even before they started practicing kink. If he wasn’t okay with her showing off her Dominant side during a session every now and then, she’d just have to let that part of herself go. She loved her husband more than she loved any sexual craving she might have.

End of story.

On the drive home, she thought about how she’d bring up the idea to Robert. And she knew just the way to butter him up for it.

She changed into his favorite bedtime outfit of hers--a red, lacy negligee and simple black, leather collar--and sat in the chair he usually sat in when he was inspecting her. She heard him come in the front door and throw his keys on the table in the living room. Her heart began beating rapidly when she heard him coming up the stairs, his footsteps getting closer and closer.

His eyes widened when he saw her sitting there. “Well, hey there,” he said, breaking out into a smile.

She was about to make him smile even more. “Sit on the bed,” she said, trying, and not quite successfully, to make her voice sound more authoritative. Less shaky.

He laughed and said, “Yes, ma’am.”

Emily felt a chill go up and down her spine at that. He’d said it jokingly and quite unlike the way she said “Yes, Sir,” to him, but it was something. Maybe this would all work out the way she wanted after all.

She stood and walked slowly, agonizingly, over to him. He looked up at her, anticipation and confusion battling it out in his pretty green eyes. She put her hands on his shoulders and shoved him onto his back, eliciting a gasp from both of them.

Like neither one could believe she’d just done it.

“What are you doing?” he asked, raising his upper body.

“Down,” she demanded, putting a hand on his chest. It took him a moment, but he did as she said.

She put both hands on his knees and spread his legs, dropping to her knees between them. She unbuckled his belt and tugged slowly at his khakis and underwear.

“How was work?” she asked, as if her husband’s large and erect penis hadn’t just popped out from its confines.

Robert laughed again and said, “Really?”

“Really,” she said, wrapping her fingers around his shaft. She’d always found it to be touching whenever he started out a session by asking about her day as he took her clothes off, so she hoped he’d feel the same. Robert was the founder of a fairly successful tech startup, and his days ranged from completely boring to utterly insane.

“It was okay,” he said. “No major catastrophes for once. Definitely more boring than what’s happening right now.”

“I should hope so,” she said, sticking out her tongue to tentatively lick at the underside of his cock’s head. She giggled when he gasped.

“Keep going,” she said, lightly running her fingers up and down his cock. “Tell me anything you want about your day.”

“If you insist,” he said, and it was his turn for his voice to shake. “When I got to the office, I had a message from Byers--that one client I told you we needed to land. Turns out they like our proposal so I think--holy fuck!”

Emily had just slipped the head of his cock across her lips, her tongue swirling around on the part where the shaft meets the head.

“I can’t…” he said.

She pulled her mouth away from him, causing him to raise his hips to try to get his cock back inside. “You better,” she said. “Or I’ll stop.”

“Oh my God,” he said. “Okay, okay… um, I had lunch with Nadine to talk about her… oooohhh… her possibly moving over to… um… marketing…”

Emily pulled her mouth away again. “Nadine… is that the hot blonde?” she asked, her voice dripping with a not-entirely made-up jealousy.

“Babygirl,” Robert said as she started sucking him again, “you know you have nothing to worry about. You’re the only hot blonde I concern myself with.”

“I know,” Emily said, backing away for just a moment but stroking him now. “Sometimes I just feel the need to remind you that… you’re mine.”

She said that last part in the way she’d heard him say it about her, mentally fueling the sentiment with all the implied ownership she could muster. She hoped he got the message as she started sucking him again, her saliva coating his cock as she picked up the pace with her stroking.

After a moment of this, Robert reached down and grabbed both sides of her head and started pumping up into her mouth. It was how he always face-fucked her, especially during scenes, and it was so familiar and so comforting to her that she almost forgot what she was doing.

She stopped sucking, stopped stroking, and pulled her head away from his grasp. “No!” she said forcefully. “That’s not what we’re doing here.”

He raised his head to look at her in shock.

“Now,” she said, quieter, “do I have your consent to suck your cock and swallow your cum?”

Robert swallowed hard, looking nervous. “Yes,” he said.

She would have preferred a “ma’am” at the end of this reply, but she decided to take what she could get. “Tell me about how you finished… your day,” she said and went back to sucking his cock.

“Oh, God,” he moaned. “I had… meetings, um, for most of the… ooooh… afternoon. The interview I had scheduled for… um, four o’clock canceled so I… I spent the last hour reading that new, um, leadership, um, book I got last… fuck.”

Robert’s recounting of his work day’s climax coincided with his climax-climax. He erupted into Emily’s mouth, shooting stream after stream of hot, sticky cum across her tongue and down her throat while his hips shook violently. She had trouble swallowing it all, as she often did, but she was determined and managed to do it.

Breathing heavily, his hips still twitching a little, Robert said, “My God, babygirl, what got into you?”

“A little bit of you it seems,” she said, giggling.

He raised up onto his elbows and glared at her. “Wait, you swallowed it?”

She nodded proudly. “Every last drop.”

“You’re supposed to let me see,” he said. “That’s the rule.”

“We’re playing by my rules today,” she said.

He raised an eyebrow. “You’ve never been this bratty before.”

“I’m not being a brat,” she said, standing up and patting him on his knees. “I told you last night… I want to be in charge sometimes.”

“Oh,” he said. “This again.”

“Excuse me,” she snapped. “Don’t be so dismissive. Can we just talk about it for a bit?”

“I suppose,” he said, standing up and pulling his pants back on. She tried to ignore the dismissiveness still apparent in his voice.

They sat in bed and talked about it. She reiterated her need to be more dominant at times, and he reiterated his refusal to act submissive for her. She asked him if he enjoyed letting her push him down and give him a blowjob without his help and he admitted he did, but said that anything bordering on bondage, subservience, or loss of control--all things she loved when acting submissively--were out of the question.

“I’m guessing you’ll never let me peg you, either,” she said jokingly.

“Uh, no,” he said, and it seemed like he wasn’t sure that she was joking.

“Rue said she’d be my sub if I wanted to try it out,” Emily said.

Robert cocked his head. She knew he was about to object, but the exact way in which he did surprised her.

“But you don’t even like girls,” he said.

Emily raised an eyebrow. “So… what if I found a male sub?” She could hardly believe she’d even voiced the question, but she’d never kept anything back from Robert and the fact that he didn’t immediately throw a fit about the idea of Rue being her sub in the first place emboldened her.

“I don’t know,” he said after a moment’s thought. “I mean… I’m sure I wouldn’t want you having sex with another man.”

An idea that had never occurred to her now did so. “But what if I just found someone to… play with? You know, tie up, maybe slap around a bit. Call names?”

“I think I’d be okay with that,” Robert said. “As long as you didn’t have sex. You know, sometimes when we’re going through a scene, the sex is secondary. The bondage, the spanking, the humiliation… I get as much out of those as when we actually have sex. Could be the same for you.”

“Could be,” Emily said.

“I would like to be there to make sure you didn’t get hurt.”

The thought of her husband watching while she had her way with a submissive man, even if fucking was off the table, made her shiver. If Robert kept talking like that he was going to have to fuck her in a few minutes.

Emily slumped back against the bed’s headboard. “Where would one even start to look for someone like that? What, do you take out a classified ad saying ‘Committed wife seeks submissive boytoy for BDSM play--no fucking allowed, though!’?”

“There’s a BDSM dungeon in that big sex club downtown,” Robert said. “Might be able to find someone that way.”

“I don’t know,” she said. “I’ve heard some scary stuff about the guy that runs that place. Not sure I want to get involved with all that.”

“Okay, then,” Robert said. “Maybe your friend Rue could suggest someone. That is, if she’s not hellbent on having you for herself.” He gave her a playfully suspicious look.

“I’m sure she’s not,” Emily said. “I mean, I’m sure she’d jump at the chance but she also wouldn’t be heartbroken if I tell her I’m not interested. That girl gets around; she has no shortage of play partners.”

---

“I can’t believe you told your sexy, dominating Dom of a husband I’m a slut,” Rue said, playfully slapping Emily on the shoulder when she told Rue about her conversation the next day. They were at work, speaking quietly because a few customers were milling about the store. Most of the customers weren’t paying attention to them, but one guy--a cute, lean guy with dirty blond hair, kept glancing in their direction. Emily didn’t think he could hear what she and Rue were saying, but he sure seemed interested in the two of them. “I mean, I am, but you don’t need to tell that BDSM god that!”

“I didn’t say you were a slut,” Emily insisted. “And lay off the compliments about my husband. I don’t share, remember?”

“No, but it sounds like Robert is willing to,” Rue said. “So this is your lucky day, because I know just the guy!”

“Guy?” Emily asked. “Are you rescinding your offer to be my sub then?”

“Never,” Rue said. “But I know you’re as straight as your husband is dominant. I’m not offended, really. Not much, anyway.”

“I mean… it’s also not a good idea because I’m your boss.”

Rue rolled her eyes. “It wouldn’t be the first time I’ve fucked my boss,” she said. “But, I get it. Good thing for you I thought ahead. Hey, Alex!”

The cute guy with dirty blond hair immediately turned and came over to them. Emily watched him approach with red face and mouth agape. Rue had always been brazen, but this was a little over the top.

“Emily, this is Alex,” Rue said, seeming pleased with herself. “Alex, Emily.”

“Hi,” Alex said softly.

“Um, Rue, what is this?” Emily said, not taking her eyes off of Alex.

“This… is a guy,” Rue said slowly, as if to a five-year-old. “A guy who is as submissive as me--and you, on the days you feel like being submissive. A guy who is looking for his next Domme.”

“My husband said no sex allowed,” Emily quickly blurted out, loud enough that some of the other customers turned in her direction.

“That’s fine,” Rue said. “Alex prefers being caged anyway, right Alex?”

Alex nodded. “That’s right. I live to serve, sex or no sex.”

“He’s such a sweetheart,” Rue said. “We used to date. Well, fuck, anyway. But we were both too submissive to be compatible. The boy eats pussy like it’s ice cream, though, let me tell you.”

Alex’s face turned red and he looked down at his feet. Holy fuck he was adorable. “Awww, thank you, Rue,” he said.

“So, what do you think?” Rue asked.

Emily blinked at Rue. “You want me to tell you what I think… about you offering up your ex-boyfriend to be my sub? Even though I’ve only briefly discussed having a sub with my husband in the first place?”

“You need a sub,” Rue said. “Robert seems at least tentatively okay with that, assuming you agree to his terms. Alex needs a Domme, and he’s agreeable to your husband’s terms. Seems like a no-brainer.”

“This is crazy,” Emily said, looking at Alex. He was pretty much the opposite of her husband’s tall, dark, and domineering look but he was handsome and fit and had the most gentle eyes she’d ever seen in a man.

“Because you’re actually considering it?” Rue asked, barely able to contain her glee.

Emily sighed. No use hiding it from Rue, who seemed to be able to read her like a book. “Yes. Because I’m actually considering it.”

---

Emily got Alex’s number and told him she might--and she stressed the word might--be in touch. She tried to get through the rest of her work day without thinking too much about it but had trouble. Rue’s meddling, while outrageous and presumptive, might have produced a way for her to explore her dominant side that was almost too good to be true. Alex seemed like a nice, respectful man and Rue certainly seemed to think very highly of him. The fact that he liked to wear a cock cage meant penetrative sex was out of the question.

The only thing Rue wondered about was Alex’s fabled pussy-licking skills and whether or not that would cross the “no-sex” line Robert had drawn…

Emily got more and more excited about the idea as the day went on and decided she couldn’t wait to talk to Robert about it. She texted him and asked him to call her if he wasn’t busy.

“So, you think this guy is safe?” he asked when she told him everything.

“I do,” she said. “I don’t think Rue would set us up with someone dangerous, and besides… my big, strong hubby will be there just in case, right?”

“Right,” Robert said.

“I can’t believe I’m even considering this,” Emily said. “And I can’t believe you’re okay with it.”

“I want you to be happy,” Robert said. “If you can safely explore something I can’t provide for you, I think we should try it. I’m not saying I won’t be jealous, and I do reserve the right to call the whole thing off at any time.”

“Of course,” Emily said, but this perfectly reasonable request sent shockwaves of fear through her. Now that this was out in the open, now that it was close enough to make a reality, she desperately didn’t want anything to derail it.

“We need to get to know him a little bit first,” Robert said. “Why don’t you invite him to dinner tomorrow night? We’ll see if we all hit it off and then go from there.”

“Sounds good,” she said, putting her phone on speaker so she could continue to talk to her husband while texting Alex at the same time.

Holy fuck, Emily… anxious much? she thought, stifling a nervous laugh.

---

Alex replied to Emily’s text so fast she could hardly believe he’d had time to read it. She and Robert took him out to dinner the following evening and then a few days later he came over to their house to watch a movie. The two men formed a quick friendship and had a lot in common. Alex was a graphic designer and ran a creative agency that he’d founded, so he was very much like Robert in their work life. And it seemed like the two of them could talk football for hours on end if they weren’t stopped, so much so that Emily grew bored until she managed to bring their attention back to her.

Robert and Emily were convinced they were comfortable enough with Alex for Emily to try out an evening of play with him, and Alex seemed eager to get started, too. They set up a day for their first session, and Emily had more and more trouble sleeping as the day grew closer.

The night before, she and Robert had vanilla sex and had some nice cuddling time afterward.

“Are you sure about this?” Robert asked her.

She smiled at him as she rubbed her hand absent-mindedly through his chest hair. “I feel like I should be the one asking you.”

“He seems like a nice guy,” Robert said. “I doubt he’d try to test my limits--our limits--and I trust you. And I’ll be here to make sure you’re safe.”

“And you’re sure you don’t mind us doing this here?” she asked. “We could always get a hotel room so it’s not in, you know, our bed.”

“You’re not going to be fucking the guy,” Robert reminded her. “And I’d rather it be on my home turf, you know?”

“Just can’t give up that much control, huh?” she asked, nudging him in the ribs.

“You got me,” he said. “Can you do me a favor and wear your collar? I know you won’t be the sub in this scenario, but I’d still like to be reminded that--”

“That I belong to you?” Emily asked, finishing his sentence.

“Something like that,” he said.

“I love you, and I’ll always belong to you,” Emily said. “No matter what happens, that’ll never change.”


Robert

The big night was finally here and Robert was nervous as hell. He’d tried maintaining a sense of calm and confidence for Emily’s sake, but the truth was, he was scared to death. And more than a little hurt that he couldn’t give her everything she needed. Part of him almost said yes when she told him she wanted him to be submissive for her, but he felt like that would make him into something he wasn’t, which wasn’t fair to either one of them. He wished it weren’t the case, but he had a visceral revulsion to the idea of being submissive. He admired Emily’s flexibility in that regard.

Soon another man would be the center of her world for the first time since they started dating. Sure, they weren’t going to be fucking, but she would surely get some amount of sexual satisfaction out of whatever it was they did. Otherwise, what was the point? And he’d be allowed to touch her, and her him, and, because of Robert’s insistence that he be there for it all, he was going to have to endure seeing that.

Seeing another man’s hands on his wife’s body for the first time ever.

Seeing his wife look at another man with desire in her eyes.

Seeing another man meet her needs in ways Robert simply couldn’t.

His stomach churned at the thought, his heart threatened to pound right out of his chest, and his dick… well, his dick got hard whenever he thought about all of the above.

What the fuck was wrong with him?

He sat in the living room, waiting for Emily to finish in the shower and for Alex to arrive. The doorbell rang just as she walked into the room, wearing her silk robe. Robert couldn’t tell what she wore--if anything--underneath. Around her neck, as he’d requested, was the collar he’d given her when they first started their kinky dynamic.

He sat there, frozen, while she looked at him. She was silent, but he could tell what she was asking him with her eyes.

“Yeah, I’ll get it,” he said, forcing himself out of the chair.

Robert opened the door and Alex stood there. His sandy hair was styled differently than when they’d last seen him, which is to say it was styled at all, since he seemed to like to wear it shaggy. He was freshly shaven and dressed in a button-up shirt and new jeans. He carried a black satchel.

“Come in,” Robert said, stepping to the side.

Alex stepped inside and Robert closed the door behind him.

“Hi,” Emily said, her voice dripping with a sweetness Robert was used to being for his ears only.

“Hello,” Alex said quietly. He seemed more nervous than Emily did.

“You want something to drink?” Robert asked.

“Maybe some water,” Alex said.

“I’d like some, too, honey,” Emily said.

“I’ll be right back,” Robert said, leaving the room to get water. He was glad Alex didn’t ask for alcohol, because he had no intention of letting anyone get drunk or even tipsy tonight.

When he came back with a couple of glasses of water, Emily and Alex were sitting on the couch. Alex had his satchel open and was handing Emily some sort of paperwork.

“What’s that?” Robert asked.

“Oh, just my latest STI test results,” Alex said. “I always get tested before starting to play with a new partner.”

“But you guys aren’t going to have sex,” Robert said.

“He’s just being courteous,” Emily said. “I appreciate you doing your due diligence, Alex. I’m afraid I haven’t been tested, though.”

Alex shrugged. “I just did it because that’s my routine. Like Robert said, we’re not having sex anyway. And besides, from what you and Rue have told me, you two have been monogamous for, what, eight years now? Even if we were having sex, you seem pretty safe to me.”

Emily put her hand on Alex’s knee, sending a little stab of jealousy through Robert’s chest which he told himself he needed to get over immediately. “Yeah, we’re safe as safe can be. But, again, the point is moot.”

“Right,” Alex said.

“So, should we get started?” Robert said, immediately regretting it. For one thing, it wasn’t his place to initiate anything and for another, he wasn’t at all sure he wanted anything to start, despite all the buildup.

“Let’s,” Emily said, standing up and holding her hand out to Alex. She led him past her husband to the bedroom.

Having second thoughts about wanting to watch, Robert finally turned and followed them.

“Have a seat, honey,” Emily said, nodding toward the chair he normally sat in when she stripped for him. “And enjoy the show.”

Robert sat down and watched. Emily had her back to him, with Alex standing in front of her.

“Take off my robe,” Emily said, her voice strong and clear.

“Yes, Mistress,” Alex said.

“Oh, I like that,” Emily said as Alex pulled at her robe’s belt. “We didn’t talk about what you’d call me, but… let’s keep that up.”

“Whatever you want, Mistress,” Alex said.

Robert watched, wide-eyed, as the robe fell off of his wife, showing him what she was wearing underneath.

Which was nothing. Emily’s back and ass were on full display for Robert, which meant her full breasts, her well-trimmed pubic hair, and her pussy…

His wife was standing in front of another man, in their bedroom, and she was completely nude.

Robert felt like crying. Why, then, was his cock as hard as it was when he was balls deep inside his wife?

“Do you like my breasts, Alex?” Emily asked.

Robert looked over Emily’s shoulder, where he could make out Alex’s head nodding almost imperceptibly.

“Then why haven’t you said so?” Emily snapped, her voice suddenly loud and harsh enough to make both Robert and Alex jump. “You worthless piece of shit!”

Robert tried not to laugh at Emily’s attempt at degradation. It sounded awkward, but of course it would. He knew it wasn’t easy to talk to someone like that, especially if you didn’t mean it.

“Your breasts are incredible, Mistress,” Alex said. “I’m sorry I didn’t compliment them more quickly, but I was just taken aback by your beauty.”

“Oh, good answer, my good boy,” Emily said, stroking Alex’s cheek. “Would you like to touch them?”

“May I?” Alex asked.

Robert started to answer but then shut down the impulse to do so. Alex wasn’t asking him, after all, and even though the thought of the other man touching his wife’s breasts was more than a little upsetting, it wasn’t crossing any lines that he’d established.

Emily seemed to hesitate in her reply, almost as if waiting for Robert to object. When no objection was forthcoming, she said, “Yes, you may. Careful with the nipples, though. I don’t like them handled too roughly.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Alex said.

Emily’s body still blocked most of Alex from Robert’s view, but what the other man was doing was hardly a mystery. Emily tilted her head back so she was looking up at the ceiling and moaned, her body shifting ever so slightly as Alex massaged her tits.

“That’s nice,” Emily said. “Sometimes my husband is a bit too rough with them, but you’re applying just the… right… amount… of… pressure…ooooh!”

Robert shifted uncomfortably in his seat. He had no idea she would so openly compare him with her new boytoy, or that he was “too rough” with her nipples. Sure, she squealed sometimes when he squeezed them, but she always said she liked a bit of pain. His mind reeled at seeing this new side of his wife.

“I think it’s time for you to get more comfortable, Alex,” Emily said. “You can take off your clothes now.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Alex said. “Thank you.”

Robert’s eyes dropped to the floor. He saw Alex’s shirt fall there, part of it covering Emily’s bare feet. When he shoved down his pants and stepped out of them, he moved to the side so he was more visible to Robert. Robert looked up to see Alex’s semi-erect cock.

“I thought you were going to be caged,” Robert said nervously.

“Oh, I brought it,” Alex said, bending over to pick up his satchel. He pulled out a metal cock cage, fitted with a tiny lock, along with a key on a string. “My previous Dommes have insisted on putting it on me themselves.”

“Can I put it on with you… like that?” Emily asked, pointing to his cock.

Alex smiled. “I’m going to need a minute before you can,” he said. “Is it okay if I close my eyes and not think about your perfect breasts and pretty little pussy, Mistress?”

Emily let out an exaggerated sigh. “I suppose.”

While Alex composed himself, Emily walked over to Robert. He looked at her, mesmerized by the confidence and sexuality she exuded and growing ever more scared of what the rest of the evening would bring.

“Oh my,” she whispered to her husband, looking down at his crotch. “I was going to ask if you were okay, but I see that you’re enjoying this more than I thought you would.”

Ignoring that, he asked, “How ‘bout you? Are you doing okay?”

She glanced over her shoulder and looked at the boytoy. “I am doing great. I am so excited, and I’m so happy you’re here with me for my first time.”

“‘First time’ implies you think there’ll be more times,” Robert said.

“Oh, I hope there will be,” she said, turning back to face Alex. “You good now?”

“I think so, Mistress,” he said, handing Emily the cock cage and the string with the key on it.

“You’re not going to get hard again when I touch it, are you?” she asked, slipping the key string around her neck. Robert stifled a groan at the idea of her touching the other man’s penis, even if it was to lock it up.

“Not if you do it quickly, Mistress,” Alex said. “I’ve had some practice with this.”

“Okay,” she said, kneeling down so her face was only inches away from his cock. Robert gripped the arms of his chair so hard his fingers hurt.

“You’ll need to lube it up a little first,” Alex said. “The shaft and the testicles. There’s some lube in my bag.”

Emily reached inside Alex’s satchel and retrieved a tube of lubricant. She squeezed some onto her hand and began working it into Alex’s genitals. Robert watched with a jealous amazement, not knowing how in the world the other man could hold off his erection.

Especially since Robert’s cock somehow got even more erect than it had been.

Emily slipped the ring part of the cage over the other man’s penis and behind his scrotum, so that it was against his body. Then, she connected the cage to the ring and closed the lock.

“Is that okay?” she asked. “How’d I do?”

“It’s perfect,” Alex said, finally opening his eyes and looking down. “You did great. You’re a really good Domme, Mistress.”

“We’ve barely started, you ignorant slut,” Emily snapped. “So watch it with the fake compliments.”

“They’re not fake, Mistress,” Alex said. “I can sense you’re really good at this.”

“We’ll see,” Emily said. “Bend over.” Without giving Alex time to comply, she snapped harshly, “Now!”

He scrambled to get bent over, resting his upper half on the bed.

On our bed, thought Robert.

Emily walked over to her dresser and opened the bottom drawer. She pulled out a large leather paddle. When had she gotten that?

Without warning, she began spanking Alex with the paddle. Alex cried out, his yelps an equal mixture of pleasure and pain, as Emily relentlessly beat him. She alternated butt cheeks, laughing occasionally as she did so.

There was a glee in her eyes, an almost evil one, that Robert never would’ve imagined seeing there.

Emily, breathing heavily from her exertion, dropped the paddle and said, “Did you like that, slut?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Alex said.

“Your poor ass is soooooo red,” Emily said, rubbing his ass cheeks. “I don’t know whether to say I’m sorry or see if I can make it redder.”

“Whatever you wish, Mistress,” Alex said.

“Fucking right it’s whatever I wish,” Emily said. “You know something, Alex, my husband won’t let me peg him. That’s some bullshit, isn’t it?”

Alex, perhaps acutely aware that Emily’s husband was only a few feet away, replied diplomatically. “If you say so, Mistress.”

“I bet you like being pegged, don’t you?” Emily asked, spreading his cheeks so she could see his asshole.

“It’s one of my favorite things,” Alex said, gasping as Emily’s fingers snaked closer and closer to his hole.

Robert, gripping the arms of his chair again and wishing they’d actually formalized what was meant by “no sex,” wanted to object, but he found he couldn’t. He opened his mouth but no words came out. His cock strained against the inside of his pants and he had to fight the urge to unzip himself and pull it out.

“I almost got a strap-on when I bought the paddle,” Emily said. “I just wasn’t sure it was something you’d like… or something I would be allowed to do… or something I would want to do.”

Oh thank God, Robert thought.

“But now… looking at your tight little hole, in the middle of all this red that I caused,” Emily said, letting a finger touch Alex’s anus, “I can’t imagine not wanting to do this.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Alex said.

“Is that all you can say?” Emily snapped, pulling her hand away from his asshole.

“What… what do you want me to say, Mistress?”

“Beg, you motherfucker,” Emily said. “Beg me to finger your asshole like the stupid little slut you are.”

Fuck, Robert thought. He knew he could stop this, knew maybe he should stop this, but once again he couldn’t vocalize any objections. What’s more, his cock certainly didn’t want him to stop it. His cock wanted him to stroke it while he watched his wife have her way with the boytoy.

“Please, Mistress,” Alex said, his voice sounding whiny and needy like Emily’s did when Robert had her in a similar situation.

“Please what, dear?” Emily prodded.

“Please fuck my ass,” he replied, almost crying now. “I don’t care what you use, I need it.”

“Good boy,” she said. She squeezed some of Alex’s lube onto a couple of the fingers on her right hand--when had she even picked the lube back up? Robert hadn’t noticed--before returning to his asshole.

Alex moaned and twitched, raising his midsection off of the bed as if to hurry Emily’s fingers along to their destination. Robert could only see that his wife’s fingers were between Alex’s reddened ass cheeks and couldn’t tell if she’d already begun fingering the other man. He felt foolish a moment later, when Alex’s squeal, another of those pleasure/pain mixture sounds, made it quite clear what Emily was doing.

“Wish I’d gotten that strap-on now,” Emily said. “But I guess this’ll have to do.”

With her fingers in Alex’s asshole, Emily pressed her crotch against her hand and began moving back and forth, simulating fucking the other man with a strap-on. She seemed to be enjoying it as much as Alex was, if not more, if her moans were any indication.

Robert wasn’t sure how long his wife fucked Alex like that. Time seemed to lose meaning as the painful emptiness he’d been feeling in his chest this whole evening grew so much it almost--almost--matched the intensity of the arousal he was also inexplicably feeling. It went on long enough that Emily began breathing heavily, gasping and sweating and moaning in that way she always did when she was about to…

“Oh, God,” she cried out, shoving her crotch into her hand--into Alex’s backside--so harshly it had to be hurting her wrist. She held herself like that, her finger (fingers?) buried deep inside her new play partner--her new lover--while her body shook through her orgasm.

Robert blinked and felt like throwing up, knowing his wife had just broken his rule. Because what just happened may not have been sex in the traditional sense but it was, most assuredly, sex.

And Robert sensed it was only the beginning. Emily had crossed the line, and there was no going back now.

When she was done, she pulled back, pulled her hand away from Alex’s ass. She looked over to Robert and seemed to have tears in her eyes. She opened her mouth to speak, but Robert stopped her.

“It’s okay,” he whispered, although he doubted the truth of his own words.

Emily walked over to her husband and leaned toward him, putting her hands on his thighs. He tried not to think about where some of her fingers had just been.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I can’t seem to help myself.”

“It’s okay,” he said, convincing himself he wasn’t lying.

“Do you still love me?” she asked.

He smiled at her. “Of course.”

“I want more,” she said, looking back at Alex. “I need you to tell me I can have it.”

“What do you want?” Robert asked. “Say it.”

“Well,” she said, “Rue tells me he eats pussy like it’s ice cream.”

Robert burst out laughing at that, so forcefully Emily had to stand up so their faces wouldn’t collide. She started laughing, too.

Robert stood up and held Emily’s face in his hands. “You can have it. For tonight, at least. We’ll see about the future.”

Emily blinked through the tears that never quite started flowing. “Okay. Thank you.”

She started to turn back to Alex, but Robert stopped her. “Here,” he said, reaching for the buckle of her collar.

Emily clutched the front of the collar and said, “What are you doing?”

“Removing any hesitation you might feel,” he said as he pulled the collar off of her neck. “Now… give that man his ice cream.”

Robert returned to his chair and watched as his wife positioned her new lover on the bed. He watched her tie the nylon straps that had so often restrained her to the bed to Alex’s wrists and ankles. And he watched as she straddled Alex’s face in a reverse cowgirl position so that he could see her pretty face, could see every wave of pleasure as Alex had his ice cream.

And so she could see her husband stroking his cock at the forbidden sight.

After she’d come again, this time thanks to Alex’s expert tongue, she kept riding his face. She pulled the cock cage’s key from around her neck. At first, Robert thought she was just removing it because it had kept bouncing against her breasts as she moved her hips in time to Alex’s licking. But then she bent forward slightly so she could unlock the cage around her lover’s penis.

“What are you doing, Mistress?” Alex asked.

“Taking what I want,” she told him. “Are you okay with that?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied. “But what about…”

“Don’t worry about my husband,” she said. “He seems to be doing just fine.”

Not taking her eyes off of Robert, she began stroking Alex’s cock, which was slippery from the lube she’d put on earlier and his own copious precum. Robert smiled when he realized she was trying to match the pace with which he stroked his own cock.

After a few minutes of this, she lifted herself off of Alex’s face and slid down his chest, grinding on him as she went and smearing her pussy juices onto the other man’s chest and stomach. When her crotch was close enough to Alex’s that the slightest movement would connect their genitals, Emiliy looked at Robert, who was dangerously close to an orgasm.

“Remember,” she mouthed to him. “I love you, and I’ll always belong to you.”

With that, she turned herself around so she faced Alex and slowly lowered herself onto his cock.

“Oh my God,” Emily said as the other man’s cock head disappeared into her pretty little pussy.

This pushed Robert over the edge, and he came with jealousy, arousal, lust, and regret all fighting for his attention. He sat there, with his cum cooling on his pants, as his wife rode her new lover to her third orgasm of the night.

As he watched the action on his own bed, Robert couldn’t help but think that this experimental BDSM playtime had turned into something else altogether. What was happening now was closer to vanilla sex than anything, and he wondered if Emily would ever be happy with just one lover from now on.

They’d have to talk about it, of course, but Robert, whose cock was starting to harden again by the time Emily had her fourth orgasm, thought having a hotwife might not be the worst thing in the world. He’d never thought of himself as a man who’d like to watch his wife with someone else, and he certainly was no cuck, but it seemed Emily wasn’t the only one who’d discovered a new part of herself recently. His wife had switched up more than just their BDSM dynamic… Robert knew their lives would never be the same from now on.

Emily finished Alex off into her mouth just like she had her husband on the day they’d started down this path. This time, though, she let Robert see the cum on her tongue before she swallowed it all.

---

Check out the entire Sterling Wilder catalog, featuring tales of BDSM, cuckold, hotwife, erotic humiliation, and much more, by clicking here.
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