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Chap­ter 1






Aiden

As I walk into work on Mon­day, I wave hello to the bar­tender and head to the back of­fice. It’s go­ing to be dif­fi­cult to con­cen­trate to­day. Since I left their house on Sat­ur­day, all I’ve been think­ing about has been Emily and Nate. I haven’t had two subs in sev­eral years, and I’ve only played with a wife and hus­band duo twice. I’m in­tox­i­cated by the thought of hav­ing them both on their knees for me soon, but this isn’t just about them pleas­ing me. It’s im­por­tant to make this a pos­i­tive ex­pe­ri­ence for ev­ery­one, and hope­fully now with their im­proved com­mu­ni­ca­tion, it will bring them closer as a cou­ple.

I love Emily, more than I thought pos­si­ble in the brief time I’ve known her, but I won’t let my­self get car­ried away since she ul­ti­mately be­longs with Nate. Now about Nate…

I sigh as I take off my leather jacket and hang it on the hook be­hind my of­fice door, along with my mo­tor­cy­cle hel­met. It’s a nice day out, so I rode my bike to work. Switch­ing my com­puter on, I scan my emails for any­thing im­por­tant—mainly look­ing for emails from Zane, my boss and best friend.

I’m the man­ager of a small, suc­cess­ful bar; I met the owner, Zane, in col­lege when I went back to school as a non-tra­di­tional stu­dent in my late 30s to get a busi­ness de­gree. It’s an un­likely friend­ship with Zane be­cause he’s younger than I am. He was this punk-ass kid straight out of high school who didn’t know jack shit about him­self or un­der­stand his darker de­sires. He re­minded me of my­self at his age and I could tell he was go­ing to get into trou­ble and pos­si­bly hurt some­one. I took him un­der my wing and helped him un­der­stand he could con­trol his sadis­tic side.

Af­ter he grad­u­ated, his grand­mother passed away and left him enough money to fol­low his dream of own­ing a bar. He hired me as the man­ager since I’d been a bar­tender most of my adult life, and then he opened a sec­ond bar that he man­ages him­self. I’m more than an em­ployee, and I’ve been work­ing with Zane for about eight years now. My job is stress­ful some­times, but one bar­tender man­ages three nights a week, in­clud­ing week­ends, so I have Fri­day and Sat­ur­day nights free, plus a ro­tat­ing day dur­ing the week. I oc­ca­sion­ally have to work week­ends if it’s a ma­jor drink­ing hol­i­day, or we have a big event planned, but I love this sched­ule. I en­joy work­ing four tens, and not hav­ing to man­age on the busiest nights of the week. It pays to be Zane’s best friend. I could ask for any­thing and I think he’d make it hap­pen.

Rub­bing the back of my neck, I delete a few emails be­fore my thoughts drift back to Nate. What am I go­ing to do with him? He’s barely tapped into his sub­mis­sive side, but at least he’s ad­mit­ting to it now. Di­rect­ing them both on Sat­ur­day was erotic as all fuck and ev­ery time I rem­i­nisce about Emily on all fours suck­ing on Nate’s cock, I get hard and want to stroke. I long to dom­i­nate Nate, but I’m also un­cer­tain of the best path to take with him.

The high I got from con­trol­ling them both had me close to los­ing my re­straint, though it’s not some­thing I’d ad­mit to them. I told them we’d take it slow last Sat­ur­day, but I wanted to edge them both for hours un­til they were a quiv­er­ing mess. I hun­gered for to­tal sub­mis­sion, and it was dif­fi­cult to stay lev­el­headed and make sure this first time was all fun and games.

Know­ing that Nate en­joyed be­ing slapped adds an­other layer to my con­fu­sion. Emily doesn’t en­joy much pain, but Nate might ask for it some­day and I’ll have to know what I’m will­ing to do to help him ex­plore that side of him­self. I can give more, but would Emily be able to han­dle see­ing it? This is all the stuff we must work out to­gether.

What­ever hap­pens, those two have to keep the lines of com­mu­ni­ca­tion open and dis­cuss their prob­lems. No mat­ter how well Sat­ur­day went, I can’t have a mar­ried cou­ple as my subs if it’s go­ing to de­stroy their mar­riage. I didn’t guard my heart against Emily, and my at­trac­tion to Nate could prove dif­fi­cult as well if shit blows up be­tween them.

Re­al­iz­ing I’m chew­ing on the end of my pen, I smile rue­fully and get back to scan­ning my emails. I have over nine hours left of this shift and some­how I’m go­ing to have to fo­cus. I won­der what Emily and Nate are do­ing right now.

[image: image-placeholder]












Nate

When I get home from work on Mon­day, Emily has din­ner al­most ready and we ex­change a brief kiss in greet­ing. Does she work any­more? It’s be­gin­ning to feel like she’s home more of­ten than not. As I put my lunch con­tain­ers in the sink, I turn and watch her test the done­ness of the chicken breasts she’s bak­ing. She has to bend over slightly to re­move the dish from the oven, and I ad­mire the stretch of her yoga pants across her curvy ass. Her panty lines are vis­i­ble through the fab­ric and my fin­gers itch to rub her pussy and see if I can get her so wet it seeps through the two thin lay­ers. It’s prob­a­bly not the best idea while she’s work­ing around a hot stove and try­ing to cook.

Sigh­ing, I lean against the counter and ad­just my stiff­en­ing junk. All I can think about is sink­ing into her wet folds and the cute lit­tle moans she makes when­ever I hit just the right spot. I need some­thing to dis­tract me.

I al­most groan, but cover it up with a cough be­fore speak­ing. “You didn’t work tonight?”

She’s hold­ing a spat­ula and her back is to­wards me. She pauses with the uten­sil in the air as if she’s think­ing about how to re­spond. “Work changed my hours.”

Hmm… did work change them, or did she? “What shift do you have now?”

She’s ef­fi­cient as she por­tions out the chicken onto plates and gives each one a scoop of steamed broc­coli from a pot on the stove­top. I grin at her, even though she can’t see it, when she takes the time to ar­range the flo­rets in an at­trac­tive pile next to the chicken be­fore an­swer­ing. “They want me to work two eight-hour shifts per week.”

Six­teen hours is less than what she was work­ing be­fore, but she only does it to feed her craft­ing ad­dic­tion and get the dis­count on sup­plies. “Will that be enough money for you?”

She turns, hold­ing both plates, and her eyes glim­mer. “I’m not ex­actly craft­ing as much any­more. It’ll be more than enough.”

Heat ra­di­ates through my chest and the men­tal im­age of her and Aiden, naked and sweaty with their limbs tan­gled up. I spied on them fuck­ing of­ten enough to know ex­actly how that looks.

Keep­ing my tone light, I razz her. “No, you’re got more ful­fill­ing du­ties.”

Her sil­very laugh rings out. “Af­ter din­ner, I might need an­other hard task to work on. Do you have any­thing hard enough to keep me en­ter­tained?”

She raises an eye­brow and glances at the bulge in my trousers be­fore turn­ing and head­ing into the din­ing room. She sways her hips pur­pose­fully, and a warmth rushes through me. There’s no doubt­ing what she means. Oh, I’ve got some­thing hard for her all right.

“How fast can you eat din­ner?” I joke loudly.

A hint of amuse­ment is in her voice when she calls from the din­ing room. “Bring us some wa­ter and get your ass out here. If you’re a good boy, I’ll let you have me for dessert.”

My pulse speeds up. I’ll be the best boy there is. I’m des­per­ate to plunge into her tight­ness and hear her moans as I fill her up. How did I not re­al­ize I craved sub­mis­sion? It’s crys­tal clear to me now, but I should have known be­fore my mid-40s. Her hap­pi­ness has al­ways been my top pri­or­ity through­out our mar­riage, and I’d do what­ever she asked of me sex­u­ally.

I get ex­treme sat­is­fac­tion from pleas­ing her, even though she re­cently ac­cused me of not go­ing down on her for years. I thought she didn’t like it, but watch­ing Aiden lick her pussy was an eye-open­ing ex­pe­ri­ence. She was moan­ing louder than she ever did for me, so he might be more adept at it than I ever was. Fuck, I’ve got to stop think­ing about sex or I’m go­ing to be beg­ging be­fore we’re done with din­ner.

I fill two glasses of wa­ter and join her at the ta­ble. Her chicken is al­ready miss­ing a siz­able chunk and she’s chew­ing faster than nor­mal.

“Sit.” She waves her fork with a piece of chicken on it. “Eat.”

I put the glasses down and slide into my chair, fight­ing the urge to say, ‘Yes, Mis­tress.’

Aiden said we could do what­ever we want on our own time, but this is un­charted ter­ri­tory and I plan to fol­low her lead. Which right now in­cludes me eat­ing, since it seems like Im­pa­tient Emily is driv­ing the bus.

I grab my fork and knife and I’m about to hack my chicken to bits so I can eat it fast, and pause.

Wait…

Us­ing ex­treme care, I slowly cut a piece of chicken and avoid her gaze. I bring it to my mouth and close my eyes while chew­ing thor­oughly.

“Mmm,” I moan in ex­ag­ger­a­tion. “This is de­li­cious. I’m go­ing to sa­vor ev­ery sin­gle bite.”

When her sil­ver­ware hits the plate, I peek at her. She’s flushed, and her eyes glint with de­ter­mi­na­tion. She’s so freak­ing beau­ti­ful. My cock pulses from a shiver of lust. The first time she went domme we were also eat­ing din­ner and Emily was mag­nif­i­cent that night. It is one of my top sex­ual ex­pe­ri­ences and it brought us to where we are now with Aiden.

I’m not sure I’ve ever felt con­tent­ment like I did on Sat­ur­day when Aiden in­structed Emily to com­mand me to do things. I’ve had this hid­den sub­mis­sive side of me and I’m fi­nally free, so if domme Emily comes out more of­ten, I’ll be a happy man.

I metic­u­lously cut an­other piece of chicken and lower my eyes to hide their shine. I want to grin but it will ruin the ef­fect. My cock strains against my trousers from a flood of de­sire. I’m prac­ti­cally vi­brat­ing and des­per­ate to rub against her to ease the ache grow­ing be­tween my legs. My move­ments are steady as I chew and swal­low de­lib­er­ately be­fore tak­ing a long sip of wa­ter.

“Nate,” Emily snaps, and I bite down on my smile. Rais­ing my eyes to her, I try not to squirm in my seat as I blink at her. “Yes, Emily?”

If I’m in­no­cent and cute, will she go hard or soft on me? Her lips part and she’s breath­ing heav­ily, but she doesn’t speak for a mo­ment. A flut­ter­ing sen­sa­tion builds in my chest the longer I wait.

She leans back in her chair, gives me a coy smile, and slides her knees apart. My mouth goes dry as I watch one of her hands slide in­side the front of her yoga pants. I can tell when she reaches her clit be­cause she moans softly, and my cock jerks in re­sponse. Oh fuck.

I reach for my glass, and drain it in one huge gulp. The ta­ble is in the way of see­ing ev­ery­thing she’s do­ing, but her fore­arm ro­tates while she ca­resses her­self. I’m mes­mer­ized and can’t look away.

Lick­ing her lips, she purrs at me. “So Nate… are you fin­ished eat­ing and ready to fuck me, or shall I come with­out you tonight?”

I point­edly place my fork and knife next to each other on the right of my plate to show I’m done, and raise an eye­brow in chal­lenge. The next move is hers.
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Emily

I hold in a laugh as Nate puts his sil­ver­ware down. Early in our mar­riage we had an ar­gu­ment on proper ta­ble eti­quette be­cause he was do­ing it wrong and claimed he wasn’t. It turned into one of those stupid things that be­come a big­ger de­bate than it should, and I got way too much sat­is­fac­tion from be­ing cor­rect af­ter he did an on­line search. Now he does it oc­ca­sion­ally to make me laugh, know­ing that I’ll no­tice. Not that I care about eti­quette–it was more about be­ing right, so he heck­les me and calls me un­civ­i­lized when I don’t place my sil­ver­ware cor­rectly when I’m fin­ished.

Nate’s lit­tle game has my brain whirring with con­fu­sion, and the back of my neck prick­les. He’s will­fully bait­ing me, and I’m not sure I en­joy be­ing ma­nip­u­lated. Part of me wants to deny him sat­is­fac­tion, but the need for his cock is win­ning out. Press­ing a fin­ger in­side my pussy, I fin­ger fuck my­self for a mo­ment while a low sim­mer of lust burns in my core. His shaft would do a far su­pe­rior job of bring­ing me to or­gasm than my hand. I’m go­ing to take what I want tonight, even though it re­wards his naughty be­hav­ior. I’ll fig­ure out what to do about my bad boy af­ter I use him. He bet­ter hope I let him come once I do.

Pulling my hand out, I stand up and give him my best no-non­sense voice. “Go take off your trousers and sit on the couch. I’ll be there in a minute to ride you, so be ready for me.”

I don’t wait for him to move, and head into our bed­room. It only takes a few sec­onds to strip off my clothes, but I pause and count to 10. The en­tire point of com­ing in here was to make him feel con­trolled and won­der what I’m do­ing.

Is this why Aiden leaves me alone in a room and doesn’t say when he’s re­turn­ing? I never con­sid­ered it from the dom’s side, and when he tells me to kneel and wait for him, it turns me into a quiv­er­ing mess. The longer he takes, the deeper into sub­mis­sion I get. It’s quite ef­fec­tive.

Hmm… I perch on the edge of the bed, get­ting more turned on as I imag­ine Nate wait­ing for me. Shit, I should have told him he can’t touch him­self. Jump­ing up, I rush out of the bed­room, but slow my walk right be­fore he can see me.

Nate is sit­ting calmly on the couch with his palms on ei­ther side of his thighs, flat against the cush­ions. My de­sire to fuck him rises a notch, and my pussy floods with ea­ger­ness. He says noth­ing, but his glazed ex­pres­sion speaks for him. Oh, yeah, he’s men­tally fucked al­ready.

The best thing about him be­ing all subby is that he did it to him­self. Be­ing domme is in­cred­i­bly en­light­en­ing on how Aiden con­trols me. Nate wants to be dom­i­nated, so I barely have to do any­thing and he’s half­way in sub­space al­ready. Fuck, does he even know what sub­space is? I need to talk to Aiden about train­ing Nate, but the­o­ret­i­cally if I treat Nate like Aiden did to me when I started out, it should be fine… right?

I stride to­wards the couch and stand in front of Nate. He’s naked, but I didn’t tell him to re­move all his clothes. Is he try­ing to piss me off? Wet­ness drips down my leg and I quickly sift through my op­tions. He de­serves a spank­ing, but I re­ally want to fuck him and get my or­gasm. A buzz in my brain re­minds me I’m in charge. He’s not the one who de­cides what hap­pens.

“Put your hands straight up in the air,” I com­mand, and get a nice thrill when he obeys.

A sense of free­dom wells up in­side me and I want to laugh at the sheer joy. He’s so fucked now that I un­der­stand my power. I could keep him sub­mis­sive for an en­tire week and make him eat my pussy daily with­out touch­ing him­self, and he’d prob­a­bly thank me ev­ery time. We should have ex­plored this in the bed­room be­fore now, but I was too busy wish­ing he would dom­i­nate me to con­sider that I might en­joy be­ing the one in con­trol.

I strad­dle him and use my hand to guide his cock to my ea­ger pussy. As I press down, I groan in plea­sure, and he shud­ders when my silky cave walls mas­sage his full length. His hands are still in the air. If I never told him to put them down, would he do it on his own?

I don’t know my lim­its yet, and I’m strug­gling to find the bal­ance be­tween fun and harsh domme. It doesn’t help that ev­ery time I give him a com­mand, some­thing pings my brain and I want to dom­i­nate him even more. I shouldn’t leave his hands in the air, though.

“Hold on to my waist, and don’t you dare come be­fore me.”

“No, Mis­tress,” he whis­pers and grasps me firmly as I roll my hips.

Plea­sure surges through my core. Ohhh, god, this re­ally won’t take much time. I bounce er­rat­i­cally and smile when he moans. My breasts sway with my move­ment, and re­mind me to de­mand at­ten­tion.

“Nate, suck my nip­ple. If you please me, I’ll let you come.”

A burst of lust zips through me as his tongue swirls around my nip­ple. I grope my other breast and pull at the stiff peak as I grind against his cock. The closer I get to my or­gasm, the less in­clined I am to care about whether he comes.

“Nate… my toy…”

He mum­bles around my nip­ple. “Hmm?”

“Look at me.”

He doesn’t re­move his mouth, but tips his head up so he gazes up­wards while still suck­ing on my breast. Shit, that’s hot. I shimmy my hips faster as his eyes cloud with lust.

“Nate, you’re go­ing to have to beg if you want to come.”

“Now?” I can barely un­der­stand him since his mouth is full of my tit.

Plea­sure rip­ples through my pussy and I gasp out, “No, af­ter I come.”

He closes his eyes and says some­thing that sounds like, “What­ever you want.”

I want to agree with him and tell him that tonight it IS what­ever I want, but I stay silent since I’m un­cer­tain how far to push him. If I keep go­ing domme around him, I’m go­ing to re­quire more train­ing. Is that even what I want? This is all too new for me to know and I lose con­trol too eas­ily. The fact I slapped him in the face last time proves it.

When he switches his mouth to my other nip­ple, my brain fi­nally switches off and I ride him faster, as pings of de­light zip through me. With each bounce against him, I moan as his cock brushes against the mag­i­cal spot deep in­side me. My body tight­ens and I’m inch­ing closer to­wards my or­gasm.

I’m des­per­ate to come, and I shove a hand be­tween us so I can fon­dle my clit. My fin­gers brush my swollen bun­dle of nerves right when he uses his teeth lightly on my nip­ple. My or­gasm rips through me, and I con­vulse around him while I scream out from the force of the cli­max.

He stops suck­ing on my nip­ple and my tits bounce as I ride him ag­gres­sively. The waves of plea­sure wash over me, and I’m spaced out from bliss. Nate comes with a groan and un­loads his hot seed deep in my pussy, and I ro­tate my hips, try­ing to force it all out of him. He’s pant­ing and shud­der­ing, and the im­pulse to claim him hits me.

Lean­ing for­ward, I whis­per in his ear, “Mine,” and he mur­murs, “Yes.”

Slow­ing my move­ment, I rest my fore­head against his. Our chests heave and we’re both sweaty. The room smells of sex, and god knows what con­di­tion the couch will be in when we get up, but a deep con­tent­ment stirs with me. I might not know what I’m do­ing, but I’m more ful­filled than usual. I move off him and drag him down onto the couch cush­ions to spoon me and snug­gle.

He slides his hands around my waist and I lift one up to my mouth and kiss it. “I love you, Nate.”

His lips brush against my shoul­der. “I love you too.”

Drift­ing in a sea of sat­is­fac­tion, I grin when his breath­ing evens out. I’ll nap here for a few min­utes be­fore tak­ing a shower.

My eyes close for a mo­ment be­fore snap­ping open. Wait, he came with­out beg­ging!

I fight the urge to jos­tle him awake and de­mand an apol­ogy. Ugh. I stew for a minute un­til I gig­gle and force my­self to re­lax again. Clos­ing my eyes, I sink fur­ther into the cush­ions. I think I’ll let it slide… this once.













Chap­ter 2






Aiden

I’ve barely opened my eyes on Tues­day and I al­ready have a text from Emily. My heart gives a happy burst be­fore I even read it. When­ever she sends me mes­sages in the morn­ing, it al­ways bright­ens my day be­cause that means she’s think­ing of me.

Sir, I went domme again last night. I think he was a brat on pur­pose, hop­ing to trig­ger me to pun­ish him. 

I laugh aloud as I type back to her. She’s so adorably in­no­cent some­times. Nate’s just start­ing to ex­plore this side of him­self, so he prob­a­bly did try to trig­ger her. She yearns to be my fuck­toy, so she should un­der­stand.

Are you OK with that?

I should get out of bed, but I don’t move and wait for her to type back.

I don’t know. I think so, but I’m afraid to lose con­trol be­cause I might smack him again.

Sigh­ing, I con­sider what to tell her. Those two re­ally should talk about this, be­cause if my sus­pi­cions are cor­rect and Nate likes rough­ness, she might be wor­ry­ing for no rea­son. But they should fig­ure out their bound­aries, and if she doesn’t want to do that, she has to learn to rein in her im­pulses.

Doll, I’ll help you. Don’t stress about it to­day. No one learns to be a good domme in a week and you’ll make mis­takes. We’ll work through them.

Rolling on my side, I con­tem­plate my life. How did I get here? The on­line game Emily and I met in was one I played off and on for years, and I took it up again shortly be­fore join­ing the guild Emily was in. And now a few short months later, I’ve got a mostly trained sub who is a bud­ding switch and needs help learn­ing what this means for her, and an­other sub to train.

I’m turn­ing 54 this year, and when I was younger I al­ways as­sumed I’d be mar­ried with sev­eral kids by now, but my life didn’t ex­actly go as I planned. I’ve had sev­eral se­ri­ous re­la­tion­ships, but I didn’t find the women through the BDSM com­mu­nity and my de­sires to have a sub­mis­sive caused prob­lems. The first time, I told my­self I could do vanilla with only oc­ca­sion­ally ty­ing up my girl­friend and thrilling her. But the longer we were to­gether, the more I strug­gled. We even­tu­ally broke up and I thought I had learned my les­son.

My next re­la­tion­ship was an open one and I had a sub­mis­sive as well, but that even­tu­ally caused is­sues and ended us. The last woman didn’t un­der­stand that even though I’m bi­sex­ual, it doesn’t mean I would cheat on her to be with an­other man. She’s a good per­son and I don’t judge her for feel­ing that way. I’ve learned that bi­sex­u­al­ity con­fuses plenty of peo­ple. We’re still friends, but we weren’t right for each other. I can’t live my life apol­o­giz­ing be­cause I also find men sex­u­ally at­trac­tive, nor do I want to lie about that side of my­self. I’m too damn old for games.

Re­al­iz­ing it’s been awhile since I last mes­saged Emily and she hasn’t re­sponded, I pick up my phone to ask if she’s OK right when it dings with a text from her.

Thank you, Sir. When do I get to see you again?

God, I love it when she asks to see me.

I’m off work to­mor­row, but I have plans in the morn­ing. Are you free in the af­ter­noon?

She re­sponds quickly this time.

No, fuck­ing work changed my sched­ule. Maybe you and Nate should get to­gether to­mor­row evening and talk.

A rush of lust heads straight to my cock at the thought of be­ing alone with Nate. The next time I see him, I’m not sure how much talk­ing I’m go­ing to want to do.

Doll, we should dis­cuss this. He needs train­ing.

I’m un­cer­tain how she’s go­ing to re­act, and a ball of dread lodges in my stom­ach.

I un­der­stand, Sir. It would be good for him to be on his knees for you.

Damn, Emily re­ally has taken well to her train­ing, but it’s more than her be­ing a good sub. I love that she’s will­ing to em­brace this for Nate, de­spite her mis­giv­ings. She doesn’t un­der­stand how rare of a woman she is, but I also haven’t told her I loved her. She doesn’t know she owns the heart of two men.

I day­dream about Nate on his knees for a few min­utes, and it trig­gers my dom side. A rush of power fills me, and I’m ea­ger to start his train­ing. I hope he’s free to­mor­row night.

Wish­ing Emily a good morn­ing, I force my­self out of bed so I can shower and start my day. I’ll wait un­til I know it’s close to Nate’s lunchtime be­fore I text him. I don’t want to dis­tract him too much from work, but if he has dif­fi­culty con­cen­trat­ing this af­ter­noon, I’ll be pleased.
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Nate

Shortly be­fore lunch, I get a text from Aiden.

Are you free to­mor­row night for train­ing at my house?

My mouth goes dry and my hands shake as I type.

Yes.

Holy fuck, what is he plan­ning? I al­ready know Emily works to­mor­row night, but I mes­sage her to make sure she’s fine with me go­ing over there, and she replies with a wink­ing emoji and tells me to be a good boy for our dom. I’m not sure which mes­sage fucked me up more; Aiden want­ing to train me, or Emily call­ing him our dom.

Aiden fur­ther com­pounds my men­tal con­fu­sion with his next mes­sage.

Good boy. I ex­pect you at 6:30.

When he gives me his ad­dress, I wince and tug at my col­lar. I swear the tem­per­a­ture in my of­fice rose a few de­grees, but I’m sure it’s only me and it didn’t re­ally get warmer. Fuck, I should tell Aiden and Emily I know where he lives, and how I felt when I watched them.

Tap­ping my pen on my desk, I rub the back of my neck with my other hand. I’m not ready to ad­mit how turned on I got by her cheat­ing. I’ve barely come to terms with my sub­mis­sive side and ev­ery­thing is go­ing so great right now. What if they get pissed at me for keep­ing it a se­cret?

I’m in a dither the rest of the af­ter­noon and I’m glad it’s a light work day. We wrapped up a mas­sive project last Fri­day, and ev­ery­one is act­ing like we’re on va­ca­tion. My boss told me to ex­pect news next week about an ex­ten­sive project and I re­ally hope it doesn’t re­quire me to travel. It’s been a while since they’ve sent me to an­other site, so I know it’s com­ing soon. I can’t com­plain since this is my job and why they pay me the big bucks. With Aiden start­ing my train­ing, ex­cit­ing things are hap­pen­ing at home, and ev­ery­thing I wished for is com­ing true, so I don’t want to leave now. I sigh, know­ing if my boss asks me to go, I’ll have to.

Shit, I’ve got to con­cen­trate. There’s a re­port that has to be fin­ished for a meet­ing to­mor­row so I pull it up and try to fo­cus.… Is my train­ing go­ing to be like Emily’s? I’m turned on al­ready, and think­ing about all the filthy things Aiden might make me do isn’t help­ing. Emily bet­ter be ready for a horny hus­band tonight.
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Emily

Work is chaotic on Wednes­day. Some­how the in­ven­tory didn’t get cat­a­loged prop­erly, and I re­ally don’t even know how that hap­pened. We have scan­ners that prac­ti­cally do it for us, so how did ev­ery­thing get so messed up? I have to hand-count stock on the floor to check it against in­ven­tory num­bers, al­most like a mini au­dit. I want to blame our backup sys­tem for the fail­ure be­cause I can’t imag­ine ev­ery­one wasn’t scan­ning in codes for an en­tire day. But it’s up­per man­age­ment’s prob­lem to fig­ure out what hap­pened. I only have to help clean up the re­sult­ing is­sues. We’re a small craft store us­ing old equip­ment, and maybe this will fi­nally get the own­ers to spring for the up­grades we’ve been ask­ing for.

I barely got any sleep last night and I’m so damn tired, it’s dif­fi­cult to see straight. Nate pounced on me as soon as he got home from work, and know­ing that the thought of train­ing turned him on revved my en­gine as well. He didn’t even try to make me lead, and he en­thu­si­as­ti­cally fucked me on var­i­ous sur­faces around the house. We took breaks, but I think I had five or­gasms last night… I don’t even re­mem­ber. He kept go­ing down on me, like he was in a pussy-eat­ing com­pe­ti­tion.

So I might be ex­hausted, but I’m not com­plain­ing. What­ever prompted last night, I wish it would hap­pen more of­ten. It’s pos­si­ble he’s tak­ing it to heart that I was an­gry about the lack of him din­ing at the Y. If so, good, though I also know I could have com­mu­ni­cated to him three years ago about how I wanted it. I mean, clearly he doesn’t hate it like I thought he did. My sore pussy to­day is proof. Be­tween the or­gasms and the pound­ing I got, I’m glad I’m not see­ing Aiden to­day. A day of rest will do me good.

The in­ven­tory mess has me cranky, and be­ing tired is a bad combo. As the clock creeps closer to Nate’s sched­uled train­ing, the more mixed emo­tions crop up. I keep push­ing aside a tiny part of my brain that com­plains that Aiden is my dom. Nate wants to ex­plore this, and I agreed to it. I’m sure once I get a good night’s sleep, my dis­po­si­tion will im­prove. Sigh­ing, I check the clock again. Ugh, there’s still four more hours of this shit.













Chap­ter 3






Aiden

I’m turned on and aching for Nate when he knocks on the door. I con­sid­ered tex­ting him and telling him to come in and strip like I did for Emily that first day she came over, but I sense Nate needs more time be­fore I toss him into the deep end. Plus, that day didn’t go too well for Emily at first, so my meth­ods aren’t al­ways the best.

Some Doms have a dif­fi­cult time ad­mit­ting they make mis­takes, but over the years I’ve learned it’s best to be hon­est. No one is per­fect, which is why safe­words are so im­por­tant. Nate al­ready picked out ‘pineap­ple’ as his, but part of his train­ing to­day will be dis­cussing why he should freely use it. One of my male subs in the past had a dif­fi­cult time us­ing his be­cause he wanted to be a strong man who could take what­ever I dished out. That kind of shit think­ing can get peo­ple hurt in BDSM play, and I don’t know Nate well enough yet to say how he’s go­ing to re­act in the mo­ment.

When I open the door, Nate’s flushed and al­ready has a slightly dazed, ex­cited look, and my body re­acts to him. I want to tell him to kneel in the en­try­way, but I hold my­self in check.

“Good evening, Nate.”

There’s a hint of steel in my voice and his eyes widen at my pow­er­ful tone. He’s adorable and on a nor­mal day, his re­ac­tion would make me smile. But to­day, my need to turn him into a pud­dle of de­sire over­rides any soft side of my per­son­al­ity.

“Fol­low me.”

I don’t wait to make sure he fol­lows, and head to­wards the liv­ing room. His soft, “Yes, Sir,” from be­hind me makes me smile, and I’m glad he can’t see it. Each time he calls me Sir, he is trans­fer­ring power to me, and the trust in me isn’t some­thing I take lightly. I want him to go home tonight blissed out of his mind with zero doubt that he wants to be my sub.

When we get into my sparsely fur­nished liv­ing room, I turn to him. “Nate, I want you to do some­thing for me.”

He stops a few feet away, and gazes at me with a lust­ful long­ing. I’ve seen this face of his be­fore on the day he watched me fuck­ing Emily and forc­ing her to her knees. I knew he was re­act­ing to my dom­i­na­tion over her, as he’s re­act­ing to mine over him now, des­per­ate to be told what to do.

“Stand in front of me.”

He moves for­ward as if in a trance. He’s not quite in sub­space, but close. I want him un­der my con­trol, but I don’t want him com­pletely zoned out… at least not yet. He’s still very much a new­comer to BDSM, no mat­ter how much he’s read about it. I have to be cau­tious with him.

Reach­ing out, I pick up his hand and place it against the bulge in my bas­ket­ball shorts. He can eas­ily feel my hard­ness, and I’m cu­ri­ous what he’ll do. Is he go­ing to ask for per­mis­sion or will he stroke with­out ask­ing?

When he ex­plores the length of me through the thin fab­ric, I hold in a groan. Fuck, I re­ally need him on his knees, but I want him to un­der­stand this isn’t all about my plea­sure and he can ex­pect some as well.

He’s wear­ing jeans, and as I trace the out­line of his cock, squeez­ing lightly, he moans. He’s rock hard for me al­ready.

I’m done wait­ing. “Nate, get down on your knees.”

Yearn­ing flashes in his eyes as he sinks down quickly, whis­per­ing, “Yes, Sir.”

I ruf­fle his hair and rub his neck, while I hold back from say­ing, “Good boy.” He seems like he will re­spond to praise, but I want to save that till af­ter he re­ally pleases me. If I teach him and con­di­tion him prop­erly, he’ll grow des­per­ate to hear it. Based on his re­ac­tion to me ev­ery time we’re to­gether, I can tell he’s go­ing to be an ex­cel­lent stu­dent.

My voice is firm. “Why are you on your knees, Nate?”

He low­ers his gaze, as if he’s un­able to look at me as he ad­mits the rea­son. “Be­cause you told me to, Sir. I think you’re go­ing to use my mouth.”

The move­ment of his hand on his jeans pings my brain with a de­li­cious sense of power be­cause I don’t think he even re­al­izes he’s rub­bing him­self. Nor­mally I wouldn’t let a sub get away with that with­out ask­ing for per­mis­sion, but he’s so far gone al­ready and I re­lax my im­pulse to de­cide ev­ery move­ment he makes tonight.

“Do you want my cock in your mouth?”

This time he peers up, lock­ing eyes with mine, and his ut­ter sub­mis­sion is un­mis­tak­able. “Yes, Sir.”

My cock throbs at the lust em­a­nat­ing from him. He may not know ex­actly what he’s of­fer­ing, but he is do­ing it will­ingly and he’ll learn what it means to serve me.

As I pull down my shorts, they fall to the floor, and my cock bounces in front of his face. I’m go­ing to keep him in his clothes to­day so that when he goes home, he un­der­stands I’m the one in com­mand. As I wrap my fin­gers around my shaft and stroke, his eyes fo­cus. He ze­ros in on my hand and fol­lows my ev­ery move­ment. A thrill runs through me, know­ing he’s wait­ing for me to fuck his throat.

“When did you first see my cock?” I ask him, even though I know the an­swer.

He hes­i­tates for a split sec­ond. “The day I watched you fuck­ing Emily.”

Mak­ing him talk is a way for me to test how far gone he is. Even though it took him a mo­ment to think of the words, he can still speak. I also want him think­ing about Emily and that day when she didn’t spill a sin­gle drop of my cum. She swal­lowed it down like a good girl. Ev­ery sub is dif­fer­ent, but I’ll use Emily to help teach Nate how a good sub re­acts around their Dom.

I study him for a mo­ment, gaug­ing if he’s ready for the next step. When his mouth falls open half­way with­out me telling him to, I know it’s time.

“Nate, open your mouth.”

He opens his mouth wider and sticks his tongue out, sur­pris­ing me. Has he ever done this be­fore, or is he mim­ick­ing Emily? Re­ceiv­ing a blowjob from a man is al­ways an in­ter­est­ing ex­pe­ri­ence. Maybe it’s be­cause the guy knows what it feels like; what you can and can’t take. It’s eas­ier for me to be rough with a guy.

Slap­ping my cock against his tongue, I an­gle it and slide it be­tween his greedy lips. As his mouth closes around me, he hums and sucks like I gave him his fa­vorite candy. The wet­ness of his mouth is heav­enly and I don’t even try to hold in my moans as I sink deeper into his throat. Some­times a new sub is hes­i­tant, but ei­ther he’s got ex­pe­ri­ence with suck­ing cocks or he’s been think­ing about this for a while be­cause he throws him­self onto my dick with en­thu­si­asm. He seems to know ex­actly what he wants to do to please me.

My hands drop to my sides while he works over my cock. He’s not as gen­tle as Emily, gob­bling at me and try­ing to get me off as quickly as pos­si­ble and I con­sider telling him to slow down and en­joy the ex­pe­ri­ence. When a tremor of bliss runs through me, all thoughts of pro­long­ing the blowjob leaves my head.

“That’s good, Nate. Take your Sir deep in your mouth.”

Emily hasn’t seen Nate suck cock be­fore, and his de­vo­tion to his task is com­mend­able. I’m go­ing to have fun get­ting them both on their knees while I take turns us­ing their mouths. I’ll make it a com­pe­ti­tion to see who can get me off the fastest.

Nate chooses that mo­ment to in­crease his slurp­ing and suc­tion on my shaft, and I shiver from the plea­sure. Slip­ping my hand around the back of his neck, I press down gen­tly. It’s enough to make his lips sink to the bot­tom of my shaft, and he makes a happy lit­tle gur­gle. His tight throat is mak­ing my cock pul­sate and I al­most lose my­self in the eu­pho­ria un­til I re­al­ize he hasn’t come back up and still has his lips locked around the base.

“Nate, breathe.”

His head pops back up and my cock springs free, spray­ing his face with pre-cum.

He mur­murs, “Want more, want to make Sir come.”

The glazed look in his eyes tells me he’s reached the point in sub­mis­sion I wanted him to get to to­day. He re­ally is a good boy, but I’ve been imag­in­ing this mo­ment since that first day I thought about him on his knees. I refuse to let his ea­ger­ness de­rail me, no mat­ter how amaz­ing his lips feel around on my cock.

I thrust back into his mouth, harsher this time, and he grabs my legs to steady him­self. His moans vi­brate against my shaft, send­ing waves of plea­sure through me.

“Mmmm… that’s it, Nate. You’re do­ing so well.”

He al­most purrs at the praise and my cock throbs even harder. He’s thirsty for me to fill his throat full of cum.

I can’t help teas­ing him. “Maybe next time I’ll let you come.”

He’s to­tally in sub­mis­sion and I don’t think he even thought about com­ing as he fix­ated on pleas­ing me. I’m go­ing to send him home with in­struc­tions to stroke him­self while think­ing about suck­ing my thick cock. He’ll get an earth-shat­ter­ing or­gasm from re­mem­ber­ing ev­ery­thing he did tonight.

He pulls away a lit­tle, enough that he can grab my cock and stroke while he sucks on the tip. My legs trem­ble and if he keeps do­ing that, I’m go­ing to blow my load in his throat… but I have other plans.

I with­draw my cock from him, and he sways for­ward, des­per­ate to get me back into his mouth so he can please me.

I or­der, “Lean back, eyes closed, mouth open,” in a steely voice.

He obeys, be­cause that’s all he can do now. I can tell he’s in sub­space and sur­ren­dered to me, wait­ing to do what­ever I tell him.

I want to claim him and make him mine. Fuck­ing his mouth won’t be enough. My fin­gers stroke the length of my cock, and I tense up as the plea­sure builds.

Groan­ing, I ex­plode, spray­ing cum all over his face. He doesn’t flinch or move, and gives me a dopey, charm­ing smile as I milk ev­ery last drop of cum over his lips and cheeks. He wanted his Sir to come, and he got it in the most sub way pos­si­ble.

“Who owns you?” I ask, shiv­er­ing slightly at the af­ter­shock of the or­gasm.

“You, Sir.”

I pat his head and guide his mouth back over my cock so that he can lick it clean.

“Good boy,” I say at last, giv­ing him the praise he hungers for.
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Nate

Aiden’s “Good boy” echoes in my head, but I’m in a bub­ble of fuzzy con­tent­ment. My cock aches and the ra­tio­nal part of my brain un­der­stands he’s not go­ing to let me come, but I don’t care. I’ve been fan­ta­siz­ing about suck­ing him off for weeks and it fi­nally hap­pened. Will Emily want to hear about what we did tonight? I’d like to share it with her, so I hope she does.

Aiden puts his shorts back on and helps me up to the couch. He has me stretch out on cush­ions with my head in his lap. As he strokes my hair, it re­minds me of Emily and how she some­times does this, and I’m soothed by his fin­gers on my scalp. He calls me a good boy again and it makes my head spin. Clos­ing my eyes, I drift for a bit, en­joy­ing how safe I feel with him.

I’m not sure how much time passes. My eyes are still closed, and when I hear him on the phone, it sounds far away, de­spite my head still be­ing in his lap.

“Hey Doll, I don’t think Nate should drive home tonight. Do you want to come over and spend the night with us?”

Oh, hey, he’s invit­ing Emily. I give a dopey grin at no one, as a flame of ex­cite­ment sput­ters to life in my stom­ach. A part of me knows I’m pretty men­tally zoned out, and the other part of my brain finds it hi­lar­i­ous. Will I al­ways re­act this way? I’m happy with no cares in the world, so I’m fine if ev­ery ses­sion with Aiden ends like this.

Some­thing tick­les my face, and I brush it off and stare at my hand for a mo­ment be­fore re­al­iz­ing it’s cum. Oh yeah, he came on my face. I lick my fin­gers clean, and Aiden watches me while he wraps up his con­ver­sa­tion with Emily. Some of the cum is crusted and I don’t bother with it. Oh, well, I’ll wash my face later.

“We’ll see you soon. I’ll un­lock the front door for you.”

Aiden dis­con­nects the call and af­fec­tion­ately ruf­fles my hair as he sighs, “What am I go­ing to do with you? You’re in no shape for the safe­word talk I wanted to have.”

Why does he need to talk to me about safe­words? I al­ready have one… my mind blanks. Wait, what is it? My chest tin­gles and my heart pal­pi­tates. Am I go­ing crazy? I’m about to ask Aiden what my safe­word is, but ‘pineap­ple’ pops into my head. Ohhhh, right… pineap­ple. OK, ev­ery­thing is go­ing to be fine.

Breath­ing out, my chest loosens and gid­di­ness washes over me. I get an in­ap­pro­pri­ate urge to laugh at my­self, but hold it in. This is so stupid. I feel as if I’m drunk, or is this what they call slaphappy? My anx­i­ety about tonight had my stom­ach tied up in knots all day. I didn’t know what to ex­pect, but it was more fun than I imag­ined it would be.

I drift some more and when Aiden lifts my head, I mewl out in com­plaint. He’s gen­tle as he eases out from un­der me. “Sorry, Nate. I’m go­ing to get us wa­ter and a snack. Stay here.”

I give him a soft, “OK, Sir,” and float in my happy place un­til he tucks a bot­tle of wa­ter and a travel pack of al­monds un­der my arm.

“Drink… eat,” he com­mands.

He al­ready thought­fully loos­ened the cap for me, and I sit up and take a swig while he set­tles onto the couch again. I try to open the packet of al­monds, and when he sees me strug­gle, he takes them from me and rips the bag open be­fore hand­ing it back. Toss­ing some al­monds in my mouth, I chew me­chan­i­cally and take more sips from my bot­tle. The food and wa­ter re­freshes me and my brain kicks in a lit­tle more and I think about the blowjob. Was I any good?

Damn, I was en­joy­ing not think­ing and be­ing happy and fuzzy, but now I keep eval­u­at­ing my tech­nique. What if he didn’t like it? It’s been years since the night with my guy friend from high school, and suck­ing one cock doesn’t ex­actly give some­one mas­ter-level skill.

I peek at him and he’s study­ing me in­tently. He’s prob­a­bly try­ing to de­cide how fucked up he made me. I give him a tiny smile. “Thank you, Sir. The wa­ter helps.”

His ex­pres­sion re­laxes. “Good.”

“So Emily is com­ing over and we’re sleep­ing here?”

He takes a sip of his wa­ter and rolls his neck, as if he’s try­ing to work out a kink. “Yes. You shouldn’t drive tonight, so this seems eas­i­est. She’ll be here shortly.”

My stom­ach flut­ters and I’m dis­ori­ented. We live 30 min­utes away, did I blank out for a while? It hasn’t been that long since he came all over my face, right? My heart rate in­creases and I tense. I hope I don’t throw up.

“Nate. Look at me.”

Aiden’s dom­i­nat­ing tone pierces my panic, and I raise my eyes to his.

“You’re go­ing to be fine. Tonight was great. You were a good boy, and I came hard. Are you OK?”

Am I fine? My anx­i­ety eases a lit­tle, and I nod at him.

He looks me over for a mo­ment be­fore con­tin­u­ing. “I want you to re­lax. Do you need me to do a count­down again?”

Ohhh, that count­down he did for me the night I pan­icked at din­ner was nice, but I am feel­ing bet­ter. “No, I’m good.”

He sur­prises me when he leans over and gen­tly brushes his lips against mine. A tin­gle runs straight to my cock and I feel my­self stiff­en­ing again. Hell, I didn’t even no­tice when I stopped be­ing hard.

Aiden’s eyes sparkle. “Yeah, you’re good.”

My re­ac­tion to him flus­ters me. My throat is dry again, and I take a gulp of wa­ter. I want to ask him if it re­ally was good for him, but a sud­den shy­ness over­whelms me. I bite the in­side of my cheek and look down at the car­pet.

Aiden cov­ers my hand with his, squeezes, and doesn’t move his hand away. “What do you want to say?”

I shift against the cush­ions. Why can’t Emily get here and dis­tract him?

“Say it, Nate.” Aiden’s voice lost the dom­i­nant tone it usu­ally has, and he sounds like a nor­mal guy want­ing a nor­mal con­ver­sa­tion. I’m not sure I’ve ever heard him talk like this.

Shit, I might as well say it. I swal­low and go for it. “Was I any good?”

He stills, as if I sur­prised him and he an­swers af­ter a brief hes­i­ta­tion in the same light voice. “You were won­der­ful.”

A bright­ness en­ters my chest, and I raise my eyes from the floor to look at him.

He grins, and looks like he’s about to say some­thing, but a change comes over him and his face hard­ens.

When he speaks, his dom voice is back. “Did you hear that, Doll? Your hus­band is amaz­ing at suck­ing cock. Should we have a com­pe­ti­tion?”

Oh, fuck. I swing my head to­wards the en­try­way to the liv­ing room where Emily stands, hold­ing an overnight bag. Her eyes are wide and she ob­vi­ously heard part of the con­ver­sa­tion. How long has she been here?
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Emily

I’m not ex­actly sure why I snuck up on the guys, but I wanted to see what they were do­ing when they thought they were alone. I didn’t ex­pect an in­ti­mate scene that al­most seemed… lov­ing? What the hell is go­ing on?

I flush when Aiden jokes about want­ing a cock­suck­ing com­pe­ti­tion, but when nei­ther of them laugh a rock forms in my stom­ach. Shit, I think he meant it. Aiden stands up and moves to the cen­ter of the room. He’s wear­ing the shorts I love on him be­cause their soft tex­ture is nice to rub against, and they’re easy to pull down. I have the urge to grum­ble be­cause he’s MY dom and he’s wear­ing those shorts, but this is stupid.

“Emily, get on your knees in front of me,” Aiden com­mands, but I hold my ground as my body thrums with re­bel­lion.

I’m not hav­ing a com­pe­ti­tion with my hus­band, but the urge to obey him is hard to re­sist. Fuck, I want him to call me a good girl.

“Emily, don’t make me say it again.”

Nate’s head tilts to the side as he watches me, and there are splat­ters of some­thing all over his face. It only takes me a mo­ment to fig­ure out what it is. A sud­den flush of warmth spreads from my pussy out­wards, and my heart pounds. Je­sus Christ, that’s hot. I can’t be­lieve Aiden blew his load all over Nate, but I can pic­ture it clearly in my mind. My panties be­come wet, and my pussy throbs.

I glance to­wards Aiden and he’s em­a­nat­ing an aura of power. My re­fusal to obey his first com­mand ob­vi­ously amped up his dom side. I get lost in his gaze and drop the overnight bag to the floor as I walk for­ward and sink to my knees in front of him. I wore my fa­vorite yoga pants and tank top, know­ing that I was prob­a­bly go­ing to end up on my knees, and I wanted to be com­fort­able.

He ca­resses my cheek. “Good girl. Don’t you feel bet­ter obey­ing your Sir?”

“Yes, Sir.” I ex­pel my words with a throaty whis­per as I sink into sub­mis­sion.

It doesn’t mat­ter if he turns this into a com­pe­ti­tion as long as we please him. It would amuse me if he comes all over Nate again, but he’d prob­a­bly make me lick it off. An in­tense de­sire to do ex­actly that hits me. I’ve learned I have a degra­da­tion kink and lick­ing my Dom’s cum off my hus­band’s face af­ter we both suck him off is pretty damn filthy.

“Nate, kneel next to Emily.”

When Nate im­me­di­ately does his bid­ding, I squirm, em­bar­rassed that I showed Nate I wasn’t al­ways a good sub. I’m prob­a­bly 95% sub­mis­sive, but I oc­ca­sion­ally balk at what Aiden wants. He never asks me to do any­thing I won’t do, and when­ever I’m be­ing bad, it’s usu­ally me goad­ing him to pun­ish me. I love it when Aiden gets growly and harsh with me, and it usu­ally ends in a glo­ri­ously rough fuck­ing. So, yeah… I might have in­cen­tive to not be a good girl ALL the time.

“Open your mouths and stick out your tongues. Who­ever makes me come gets a re­ward.”

Ohhh, I like his re­wards. They’re al­ways sex­ual, and some of my best or­gasms were treats he of­fered like this. Nate and I both do as Aiden re­quests while Aiden re­moves his shorts. He drops them on the floor and pushes them to the side with his foot and stands in front of me, aim­ing the tip of his cock to­wards my mouth.

“OK, Doll. Show your dear hus­band the best you can do.”

Nate’s al­ready watched Aiden fuck my throat, but I toss my­self onto his cock and wrap my lips around his thick­ness, and suck. He moans as soon as I take him in fully.

“Hands be­hind your back,” he barks when I make a move to touch him.

I clasp my hands be­hind me and bob on his shaft. Aiden seems to ap­pre­ci­ate sloppy blowjobs, so I make sure my mouth is nice and wet as I swirl my tongue along the un­der­side. Hol­low­ing my cheeks, I try to cre­ate as much suc­tion as I can, while still tak­ing him in deep. He groans loudly, and my pussy tin­gles in re­sponse.

When Aiden moves his hands to the back of my head and presses gen­tly, I re­lax so he can deepthroat me eas­ier, forc­ing the head of his cock down as far as he can go. My vi­sion films with lust and a del­uge of wet­ness hits my panties. Fu­u­u­uck, this is so hot. He knows how much I can take, and I trust him not to hurt me. I want him to use me un­til he blows his load, and not let Nate get an­other taste of him. Saliva drips down my chin onto my tank top and I hum around his shaft. If I suck vig­or­ously enough, he’ll stay buried.

“Such a good girl,” Aiden croons at me, and it makes me want to please him even more.

He slides his fin­gers in my hair, grasp­ing my head and hold­ing me still so he can fuck my mouth faster. I don’t have time to swal­low be­tween each thrust, so my tank top sticks to my skin as saliva streams out all over me and drips onto the car­pet. I glance out of the cor­ner of my eye at Nate and he’s star­ing hun­grily at Aiden’s shiny cock.

I’m too fo­cused on Nate, and Aiden eas­ily pulls out of my mouth. Shit, I wasn’t suck­ing strong enough. I know it doesn’t ac­tu­ally work that way, but subby me al­ways thinks I can make it so he can’t pull out if I cre­ate enough force with my suc­tion.

I watch, fas­ci­nated, as Aiden eases into Nate’s mouth. My clit throbs and I wish I could rub my­self while watch­ing my men to­gether. I didn’t ex­pect to be so turned on by my hus­band suck­ing some­one’s cock, but this isn’t just any­body. Lov­ing them both changes things.

Aiden picks up speed and groans when Nate works his shaft with his tongue and shakes his head to cre­ate side­ways fric­tion. Aiden isn’t be­ing gen­tle and I can’t pull my eyes away. When Aiden closes his eyes, I can tell he’s get­ting close to com­ing. I want to grum­ble that I warmed him up and de­serve his cum, but when Aiden slides his hands around Nate’s head and drills into his mouth, I de­cide to stay quiet. Nate can take this one.

Nate’s clearly rel­ish­ing ev­ery sec­ond as Aiden fucks his mouth harder than he’s ever fucked mine. I watch my hus­band close his eyes in bliss, to­tally sur­ren­der­ing to Aiden’s face­fuck­ing. Since the guys are too busy to pay at­ten­tion to me, I slide my hand down the front of my yoga pants and panties and rub my clit. I gasp at the con­tact and it alerts Aiden to what I’m do­ing. He yanks him­self out of Nate’s mouth au­di­bly, and Nate whim­pers like some­one took away his toy.

“Emily, stop.” This time I obey him with­out ques­tion.

I’m vi­brat­ing with lust, as Aiden sits on the couch and spreads his legs. He pats the cush­ion next to him. “Doll, crawl to me and get up on the couch. Do you want a throat full of cum?”

He doesn’t have to tell me twice and with an ea­ger, “Yes, Sir,” I crawl to him and climb up. Ly­ing on my side, I put my mouth over his cock and he holds him­self steady by the base as I slide my lips down the length of him. Mmmm, this is what I wanted, and he said I’m the one who gets his cum.

“Nate, now you crawl over here and lick my balls.”

What’s this? I pause my suck­ing and turn my head to watch Nate on all fours. Aiden presses gen­tly on the back of my head and I give his cock all my at­ten­tion again while Nate moves be­tween his legs and laps at his balls. Ev­ery time I press down to the base of his shaft, I al­most touch Nate’s face and my long, loose hair gets in Nate’s way.

Aiden no­tices what’s go­ing on and he gath­ers my hair in a pony­tail in his fist, al­low­ing him to con­trol my move­ment with it. I can see what Nate is do­ing, and I’m sur­prised when he gen­tly sucks Aiden’s balls all the way into his mouth. Je­sus Christ this is crazy hot, and my pussy clenches, re­mind­ing me she wants at­ten­tion.

Aiden groans, and his thigh mus­cles quiver. “You two are such a good cock­suck­ing team.”

I thrill from the praise, and when Nate hums with Aiden’s balls still in his mouth, Aiden moans loudly and cries out as the first splash of his cum hits the back of my throat. I slurp en­thu­si­as­ti­cally and press my mouth down to his base as his cock pul­sates as he un­loads ev­ery­thing he’s got.

I keep lick­ing and suck­ing, clean­ing him un­til he growls, “That’s enough.”

He re­leases my hair and I ease off while Nate sits back onto his heels. I’m in a warm, fuzzy sub­space and I’ll do what­ever Aiden wants. The far­away look in Nate’s eyes makes me think he’s feel­ing the same way, and an un­ex­pected rush of kin­ship for my hus­band slips over me. I un­der­stand how he’s feel­ing, and we both want to make Aiden happy.

Aiden strokes my head and smiles at us both. “It’s time to move to the bed­room and I’ll let my pets play to­gether.”

A spike of plea­sure zips through me. I hope this in­volves Nate’s cock in­side of me.













Chap­ter 4






Aiden

Emily perks up and her eyes sparkle when I men­tion the bed­room, and it makes me want to laugh. Those two gave me a won­der­ful or­gasm, so it’s time to re­ward them. Stand­ing up, I help Nate to his feet while Emily climbs off the couch. I hold out a hand to each of them, and when they slide their palms into mine, I lead them to the bed­room. The hall­way isn’t wide enough for all three of us, so Nate trails be­hind, still hold­ing my hand.

When we get into the bed­room, I be­come the di­rec­tor of the show. “I want you to re­move each other’s clothes, and make it good. You’re al­lowed to stroke and kiss.”

I keep a wooden chair in my bed­room so when my back is bug­ging me I have the op­tion of sit­ting to tie my shoes. Drag­ging it to the cen­ter of the room, I sit down as Emily and Nate paw at each other. I had en­vi­sioned a sen­sual strip­tease, and they’re go­ing faster than I would like, but they’re ea­ger to get their plea­sure so I don’t tell them to slow down. My two good lit­tle subs de­serve an or­gasm.

They’re kiss­ing each other’s ex­posed skin and run­ning their hands up and down each other’s bod­ies. Emily oc­ca­sion­ally gig­gles when Nate touches a tick­lish spot, and they both are en­joy­ing them­selves which makes my heart sing with hap­pi­ness. I wanted this to bring them closer to­gether, and it seems to be work­ing.

When they’re naked, they turn to­wards me and I ad­mire them as a pair. Emily’s soft curves and lush wom­anly fig­ure al­ways makes my mouth wa­ter. I love the soft­ness of her belly, and I hope she isn’t self-con­scious about it like so many other women in their 30s.

Nate’s cock juts straight out, and he’s ob­vi­ously ready for ac­tion. He’s lean, and has nice mus­cle def­i­ni­tion, prob­a­bly from all the land­scap­ing he does around their house. Their yard is im­pres­sive, and Emily men­tioned Nate is the one who cares for it.

Emily’s chest heaves, and I’m dis­tracted by her rosy nip­ples for a mo­ment. I’d love to suck on them, but she’s get­ting a des­per­ate look so I de­cide to put her out of her mis­ery.

“Emily, lie down in the cen­ter of the bed on your back. It’s time for Nate to fuck you.”

She grins, “Yes, Sir,” and climbs onto the bed, rolling onto her back. When she bends her knees and spreads her legs, she gives us a clear view of her swollen, wet pussy and I want to whis­tle in ap­pre­ci­a­tion.

I con­tem­plate Nate for a mo­ment, and an idea pops into my head. “Nate, what do you think is Emily’s big­gest com­plaint about you in the bed­room?”
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Nate

I stare dumb­founded at Aiden, but can’t main­tain eye con­tact with him. What the fuck? Heat rushes from my core up my neck, and into my face while I cringe in hu­mil­i­a­tion.

Emily squeaks and props up onto her el­bows so she can look at us. Was she talk­ing about me be­hind my back and say­ing I sucked? Am I bad in bed? Wouldn’t I know by now?

My arms drop to my side as my face burns. My throat is too dry to form the words so I shake my head, no, to­wards Aiden.

Out of the cor­ner of my eye, Aiden nods to­wards Emily. “Do you want to tell him Doll, or shall I?”

Oh, fuck. I’m al­ready naked, but I feel like Aiden can see straight through me. I want to flee, but I can’t move. Why is he do­ing this?

Emily whim­pers, and Aiden con­tin­ues. “Looks like I get to be the bearer of bad tid­ings. Nate, you don’t fuck her hard enough. She doesn’t like how gen­tle you are all the time.”

A squeez­ing sen­sa­tion in my chest makes me a lit­tle dizzy.

“Emily, tell Nate the truth. Is he too gen­tle with you?”

Her soft, “Yes,” is like a knife to my gut.

Aiden’s voice is firm and con­trolled. “Nate, it’s not the end of the world. I’m go­ing to teach you to fuck Emily ex­actly how she likes it.”

A rush of lust zings through me at his words, and my cock pul­sates. I didn’t like the hu­mil­i­a­tion, but as soon as he flipped it around to him con­trol­ling me, it turned me on. Should I find this hot?

Think­ing about fuck­ing Emily while he tells me what to do has my cock twitch­ing as a thrill rushes from my head to my toes. Emily moans as if she’s an­tic­i­pat­ing what Aiden is go­ing to or­der me to do, and I’m des­per­ate to crawl be­tween her legs and lose my­self in­side her.

Aiden hooks an arm be­hind him, around the chair, and leans back. “Do what I say, Nate, and ev­ery­thing will be fine. Now get on the bed and fuck your wife.”

I ea­gerly turn to­wards Emily and re­al­ize her hand is be­tween her legs and she’s rub­bing her clit. I groan as I get on the bed and cover her. Since Aiden told me to fuck her, I don’t wait for fur­ther in­struc­tions and slide my cock be­tween her wet folds. We both moan as I sink down and stop, fully en­sheathed in her warm, tight, cave. Emily rocks against me, try­ing to get me to thrust, and I grit my teeth from the plea­sure.

“Now Nate,” Aiden’s voice rings out. “I want to see you pound against that pussy as hard and fast as you can. Make her scream, and don’t even think about com­ing with­out per­mis­sion.”

Emily’s eyes lock onto mine, and I can tell she’s al­most out of it. I’m so des­per­ate to come, I’m afraid I’m go­ing to lose it the mo­ment I move. Can I do this? She gives me a soft smile and mouths, “I love you,” and my cock throbs in re­sponse.

Aiden bites out, “Nate…” and I don’t wait for him to say any­thing else.

“Un­der­stood, Sir. I’ll fuck her hard, and no com­ing.” God, I hope my body co­op­er­ates.

I pull out of Emily and slam back into her as roughly as I can. She cries out, “Fu­u­u­u­uck, yes,” and thrashes un­der­neath me as I jack­ham­mer into her, try­ing to bury my­self as deep as I can.

The plea­sure threat­ens to con­sume me, and I try to think of some­thing else to stop me from com­ing. I stare at the wooden head­board and re­mem­ber the last time I saw it. They don’t know that I spied out­side the win­dow watch­ing Aiden fuck Emily, and now it’s me in the bed with her. I groan and al­most lose it again. Shit. I try to fo­cus on Emily and stop think­ing about how fucked up and hot it was to watch her cheat.

Emily grips my shoul­ders and pushes against me with ev­ery thrust. Each whack against her pussy makes her mag­nif­i­cent tits bounce—god, I love her tits—and if Aiden wasn’t con­trol­ling the show, I’d slow down and bury my face in them and in­hale her unique scent that al­ways re­laxes me. But I’m Aiden’s sub and I want to do as he com­mands, so I keep fuck­ing her vig­or­ously.

Aiden voices en­cour­age­ment but I barely hear his dirty coax­ing. I’m fo­cused only on Emily and us­ing her re­sponses as a guide. She’s moan­ing and cry­ing out in ec­stasy with ev­ery sharp plunge, and know­ing she’s en­joy­ing this drives me closer to com­ing. Her tight pussy is like a vise and I wish I could sa­vor it, but the need to make her happy, while also pleas­ing Aiden, is more im­por­tant than my or­gasm.

When she chants, “Fuck me harder,” I light into her pussy, drilling with ev­ery­thing I’ve got. She screams out my name when she comes, and I al­most cli­max with her.

Fu­u­uck, I barely stop my­self in time, and her pussy clenches as I fight for con­trol. I keep a steady pace while she rides out her or­gasm, and I watch her face con­tort in rap­ture.

I al­most don’t re­al­ize Aiden is talk­ing to me when he says, “Isn’t she lovely when she comes?” and it takes a mo­ment for his words to reg­is­ter.

I’m un­cer­tain whether he ex­pects an an­swer, but it makes me in­spect her. Emily is flushed, and beau­ti­ful. She’s re­lax­ing as she comes down from the peak, and she’s lost in sub­space.

“Yes, she is,” I pant out and gri­mace from the painful plea­sure of hold­ing back my or­gasm. Each pump into her wet pussy is ex­quis­ite tor­ture and I’m reel­ing to­wards ec­stasy.

“Good boy… now come for your Sir.”

As soon as he tells me to come, a mas­sive surge of bliss hits me and I cry out as my or­gasm slaps me in the face while stars flicker in my pe­riph­eral vi­sion. I un­load ropes of cum and paint her cave walls with the strong­est or­gasm I’ve ever had. My en­tire body tin­gles as plea­sure rip­ples through me and I keep fuck­ing her un­til she’s quiv­er­ing and whim­per­ing.

Know­ing she’s prob­a­bly sore and sen­si­tive, I with­draw and col­lapse on the bed next to her, and watch Aiden climb up against her the other side.

“Nate, look at me,” he de­mands.

I’m stunned and shak­ing, and have a dif­fi­cult time meet­ing his gaze.

“Nate, that was per­fect. You’re such a good boy.”

I flush from the com­pli­ment while I’m flooded with mixed emo­tions. That was so amaz­ing, but I don’t like think­ing I might have hurt Emily with how rough I was.

Aiden snug­gles up to Emily and reaches across her to rub my cheek. “Re­lax, Nate. Stop think­ing and en­joy the mo­ment. Look how happy she is.”

Glanc­ing at her, I see she has her eyes closed and the cor­ners of her mouth are turned up. She’s glow­ing from within, ra­di­at­ing sat­is­fac­tion. Aiden’s right, she loved it rough.

Aiden ca­resses my arm and shoul­der while I cud­dle against Emily and re­lax. Sigh­ing, I close my eyes and drift.
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Emily

I’m fuzzy brained, and snip­pets of emo­tions float through me. I’m a kalei­do­scope of thoughts and feel­ings and it’s dif­fi­cult to grasp onto one to ex­am­ine it. Tonight was in­cred­i­ble. Who knew Nate could fuck me that hard?

My eyes are heavy and I don’t think I can open them, but when Aiden pets my cheek, I mur­mur, “Thank you,” in his gen­eral di­rec­tion.

“You’re wel­come, Doll,” he whis­pers, and love for both my men warms me. How did I get so lucky?


The End
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This is not the end for Emily, Nate, and Aiden. This sup­posed “four-book” se­ries has grown to nine. So stay tuned for more.

***
Want a free bonus short about Emily and Aiden?
Join my news­let­ter and get the erotic short
“BDSM Ad­ven­tures: A Spank­ing, a Wooden Spoon, and Lick­ing It Clean.”
Find it at https://lacey-cross.com/il­lic­it­de­sires



 









In­ter­ested in Au­dio­books?


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






If you like my style of BDSM writ­ing, I also have a se­ries of short BDSM sto­ries. It’s my BDSM Cou­ples at Play se­ries and it’s sto­ries from the woman’s point of view while her dom does what he can to ful­fill a filthy fan­tasy of hers. Each one is a dif­fer­ent cou­ple and can be read in any or­der. Here’s an ex­cerpt for you.
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Chap­ter 1



The room has a warm glow from the soft can­dle­light as I walk in. I’d been wait­ing down­stairs, like my Mas­ter in­structed, for the past 15 min­utes. Not able to sit still, I kept recheck­ing my long, chest­nut brown hair in the mir­ror. I wanted to look per­fect tonight for my Mas­ter. I’d worn his fa­vorite light blue cot­ton sum­mer dress with noth­ing else but a pair of panties, know­ing as I se­lected my out­fit that I wouldn’t keep it on long.

Tonight is a spe­cial night for us, and when the alarm on my cell phone chirps that it’s time to meet up with Mas­ter, the but­ter­flies swirl gen­tly in my stom­ach while my en­tire body tin­gles in an­tic­i­pa­tion on the short walk down the hall­way. The hard­wood is cool on my bare feet. There is no point in wear­ing shoes, and Mas­ter prefers me bare­foot be­cause he loves ad­mir­ing the lat­est color of pol­ish on my toe­nails.

Mas­ter has a huge house, more space than he needs, and he di­rected me to come to the room he uses for train­ing ses­sions. It doesn’t have much fur­ni­ture, and I usu­ally kneel, naked, in the mid­dle of the room on the wooden pan­els and wait for him. But tonight, I know he’s there wait­ing for me.

When we’re not in play­time, my Mas­ter’s name is Gabe, and I smile softly at him as I step through the door­way. He’s stand­ing next to a square wooden ta­ble with a small or­nate metal box on it. I know what’s in it, and I want to skip up to him with hap­pi­ness and throw my arms around him, but I keep my pace steady. The way he’s po­si­tioned next to it, the ta­ble be­side him re­minds me of an al­tar, and I can’t help but gig­gle at the vi­sion. That re­ally isn’t far off from what is hap­pen­ing, and the en­tire room has the aura of an in­ti­mate wed­ding.

Glid­ing up to him, I stand right in front of him and prac­ti­cally vi­brate with the need to reach for his hand to re­as­sure my­self that this is real. I’ve been his sub­mis­sive for ex­actly a year and we’ve been plan­ning this night for a cou­ple of months. We started with meet­ing up twice per week for a few hours and that has grown to me spend­ing ev­ery week­end at his house. It’s be­gin­ning to feel like my home as well, and he’s joked a few times that I should just move in, so I know we’re head­ing in that di­rec­tion. The longer we’re to­gether, the more my heart knows that it’s not about the house–Gabe is what makes it my home. So tonight is an im­por­tant step for our re­la­tion­ship.

My heart catches in my throat at the ten­der smile in his green eyes. The de­sire to kneel is in­tense, but when I start nat­u­rally low­er­ing my­self un­der­neath his gaze, he stops me with a gen­tle touch un­der my chin.

“Stand. No kneel­ing yet.”

His sim­ple com­mand thrills me, and I sigh when he brushes his lips against mine.

“Are you sure?” he mur­murs against my mouth and a shiver runs down my spine as I breathe out, “Yes.”

I’ve never been more sure of any­thing in my life.

He smiles at me again and com­mands lightly, “Re­move your clothes.”

I whis­per, “Yes, Mas­ter,” and use both arms to pull my dress over my head and let it drop to the floor next to the ta­ble. As I hook my fin­gers into the waist of my white panties and slide them down my legs, I’m shak­ing and un­steady. Mas­ter must have no­ticed be­cause he grips my up­per arm firmly while I step out of the lace fab­ric and lay them on top of my dress.

I’ve been naked of­ten enough that I’m com­fort­able un­der his gaze, but I’m still ner­vous be­cause I don’t know ex­actly what to ex­pect. We’ve been through so much to­gether in the last year while we nav­i­gated a re­la­tion­ship that nei­ther of us ex­pected to be all-con­sum­ing. The in­ten­sity of our con­nec­tion might have taken us by sur­prise, but there was never any doubt in ei­ther of our minds that we be­longed to­gether once we found one an­other. Stand­ing be­fore him, all the grow­ing pains of him train­ing me as a brand new sub­mis­sive don’t mat­ter. I just know I want to please him for­ever.

He trails his hand down my up­per arm, over the curve of my hips, and slips it be­tween my legs, rub­bing my slick folds for a few sec­onds. I’m al­ways wet when I’m near him or think­ing about him, but I’ve been des­per­ate and turned on all day so I’m more wet than usual. I lean into his hand as tiny spikes of plea­sure rip­ple through me as he brushes his fin­gers against my clit.

When he re­moves his hand, I sigh in dis­ap­point­ment, but I can tell he only did it to calm my nerves. He’s done that in the past and it works well. He only has to make my brain a lit­tle fuzzy and I for­get what I’m wor­ry­ing about, or I’m able to re­lax and let go of my stress­ful day.

He picks up the box from the ta­ble and my heart rate speeds up as joy threat­ens to bub­ble over. I hold in a gig­gle, not want­ing to ruin this solemn mo­ment. His eyes twin­kle in the can­dle­light and he holds the box out to me, as if pre­sent­ing me with a gift.

“Open it up, Kit­ten.”

Lift­ing the latch to open the box, I try to hide the shak­ing of my hands. Nes­tled in­side on a piece of blue vel­vet is the col­lar I picked out. The one I’m choos­ing to wear for him and sub­mit with. I wanted some­thing dainty that I could wear daily, and it’s a thin strip of black leather with a hol­low sil­ver heart in the front. He pur­chased an­other thicker, stur­dier one for play, but the one I plan to wear as of­ten as pos­si­ble is more ap­pro­pri­ate for the cer­e­mony tonight.

His voice is gruff when he says, “Lift it out,” and I can tell that he’s hold­ing in emo­tions - ner­vous­ness, ex­cite­ment, all the things I’ve been feel­ing all day too.

As I take the col­lar out of the box, I think about how lucky I am to have found him. Know­ing that he’s as af­fected by the cer­e­mony as I am tells me he’s the per­fect dom for me. He’s amaz­ing and wor­thy of the trust I’ve given him.

He sets the metal box back on the ta­ble and re­moves the col­lar from my hands. Aware­ness prick­les my skin… the mo­ment has fi­nally come.

“You know what this means, Kit­ten? If you put this on, you’re mine.”

My heart flut­ters while I nod, know­ing I was al­ready his long be­fore this mo­ment, but we both wanted the for­mal­ity of the cer­e­mony.

He con­tin­ues, “You give me your body, your mind, your or­gasms… your con­trol.”

My head spins a lit­tle, but I’m able to nod again.

“Turn around and lift your hair.”

I turn and gather my long hair in my hand, bunch­ing it to­gether and lift­ing it to ex­pose the curve of my neck. I’m not able to see what he’s do­ing, but I hear him fid­dling with the col­lar. Sens­ing move­ment, I shiver when his hands brush against my shoul­ders and neck as he slips the col­lar on me.

As the leather set­tles, I re­lease the last of the ten­sion I was hold­ing, and a warm con­tent­ment spreads through­out my body. As he clasps it in place, the re­al­iza­tion of what this means set­tles over me. I’m ac­cept­ing his con­trol over me for as long as I wear this col­lar. My head is swim­ming, but it feels right.

He’s solemn as he speaks. “I claim you now, Angie. You’re mine. No mat­ter what you’re do­ing, no mat­ter what you’re think­ing, your body will al­ways know it be­longs to me.”

A lit­tle tug on my col­lar makes me turn around. Naked ex­cept for the col­lar, I feel glo­ri­ously sexy.

“Tonight is just for us, Kit­ten, but to­mor­row I’ve planned a din­ner party in your honor.”

I gasp and stare at him, dar­ing to hope he means what I think he does. Imag­in­ing him lead­ing me, leashed, down the hall to the din­ing room to a ta­ble of guys causes a brief flash of yearn­ing to stab me in the gut. I told him my slutty din­ner ta­ble fan­tasy months ago, and he told me that some­day he would give me my wish.

His next ques­tion breaks me out of my day­dream. “How do you feel?”

I take a mo­ment to con­sider my re­sponse, and I smile at the first thought that pops into my head.

“I feel… owned.” I don’t need to ex­plain fur­ther. This is ex­actly what he wanted.

He says, “Good girl. I will al­ways pro­tect you, look af­ter you, and love you, as long as you choose to serve.”

He’s right—I am choos­ing this, and know­ing that there is love be­hind ev­ery­thing he does makes it even more spe­cial. I can’t help but lean for­ward and kiss him, de­spite not hav­ing asked for per­mis­sion. He doesn’t stop me, so I know he likes my spon­ta­neous re­sponse.

When the kiss ends, he com­mands, “Now Kit­ten, kneel for me.”

I sink to the ground, happy to serve, and the col­lar makes me want to please him even more. His hand brushes against my col­lar, press­ing it into my skin. My eyes flut­ter and ac­cep­tance washes over me. He re­ally does own me, and this is ex­actly where I want to be.

“Now how do you feel, Kit­ten?”

I love that he’s con­tin­u­ally check­ing up with me. I’m shaken to my core from this en­tire ex­pe­ri­ence, but I know ex­actly what I want to say.

“I wouldn’t be any other place than here on my knees, Mas­ter.”

He tips my chin up and gazes down at me lov­ingly. “You make me happy, Kit­ten. I hope your party to­mor­row is ev­ery­thing you wished for.”

I mur­mur, “I’m sure it will be.” I don’t tell him that even if the party doesn’t go as planned, just the fact that he or­ga­nized it and is will­ing to let me play out my fan­tasy is all that re­ally mat­ters.


End of Ex­cerpt
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If you’re in­ter­ested to read more, you can find the book at:
http://my­book.to/kit­ten­night
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