

Her Turn to Lead

Ivy Moans

J&A Publishing

[image: ]


Copyright © 2025 Ivy Moans

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

ISBN-13: 9781234567890
ISBN-10: 1477123456

Cover design by: Ivy Moans
Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309
Printed in the United States of America


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Books In This Series

Freeibie


Chapter 1

It starts with a moan, low and throaty. My own. Even now, alone on the couch, I’m startled by how easy it is to make myself shudder. It takes so little—just a flash of memory, a slide of a fingertip along the inside of my wrist, the knowledge of what’s coming.

Our apartment is glass and shadow at this hour: late afternoon blurs the city into gold and blue, and the light hits the kitchen like a stage. Nate is humming something from a Spotify playlist, chopping onions with his back to me. His reflection moves in the window, ghostlike and doubled.

I should be helping, but I’m scrolling. My tablet glows in my lap, feeding me a carousel of male torsos and practiced smirks and “6’2” because apparently that matters.” It does matter, if you’re me. It matters because Nate is six foot two, and I like the way he looks at me from up there, the way he can pin me with nothing but a glance. It matters because I want something familiar and strange at the same time.

The app’s called Discreet. Its logo is a demure pair of lips, and I swipe through messages with the guilty glee of a child digging into forbidden Halloween candy. I’m searching for men—actual men, not boys or flakes—who will do more than pose in gym mirrors. But also, if I’m being honest, men who will play the game the way I want it played this time.

The smell of browning meat crawls into the living room. I can hear the sizzle, the wooden spoon clacking against the skillet.

I can see his shoulders flex as he lifts the pan, tattoos shifting under the plain white tee he always ruins when cooking. He’s careful, though. Always careful. We used to joke about his obsession with control, but lately, it’s not so much a joke.

A new match pings on the tablet. I swipe it open. Dark hair, unreadable eyes, a two-day stubble. I barely glanced at the name. My brain overlays it with all the others: the personal trainer, the finance guy, the tattoo artist who turned out to be afraid of his own shadow. All of them, in their way, a blur of muscle and anticipation and a slightly desperate, competitive edge. All of them eager to get picked. None of them remotely like Nate.

I set the tablet on my knee and exhale. I can feel my pulse in my neck, a little jumpy. It’s not nerves, exactly. I’ve been down this road before, and nothing about it is new. But there’s a sharpness tonight, a clarity that wasn’t there the last time I dipped into the pool.

Last time. My cheeks go warm. That night comes back with embarrassing force: the way Nate had watched from the armchair, fingers digging into his thigh, barely blinking as the stranger’s mouth opened over my nipple. The stranger’s name—I’ve already lost it—wasn’t important, but the feeling was. Exhilaration mixed with a mortifying sense of performance. Like I was the lead in a one-woman show, and my audience was my husband. And even as the stranger’s cock pushed inside, Nate’s eyes never left mine.

I scroll, scroll, scroll. Every profile blurs into the next. I’m searching for a trigger, an ignition. Instead, I find a mirror. My reflection in the tablet’s black edge, eyes hungry and wild, mouth parted in the way Nate says is my tell.

He says it as if it’s adorable. Sometimes I hate how well he knows me.

He’s finished cooking, and I hear the thump of the skillet on the stove, the scrape of the oven mitt. His footsteps are confident but soft—Nate could sneak up on a cat burglar. He peers around the island, his blue eyes sharp in the late sun. “You’re deep in thought over there. Trouble at work?”

“No,” I say, and I try for casual, but it’s clear I’m lying. Nate’s always been able to read me, but lately he’s been trying less to analyze and more to savor. He leans his elbows on the counter and just watches me, letting me fill the silence. I wonder if he knows exactly what’s on my screen.

“Food’s ready in five,” he says. “Or we could—” He waggles his brows. “Order in and do something more interesting?”

I laugh, and the sound is a little too loud, a little too eager. He grins, but there’s a question in it.

I tap the tablet screen dark and set it aside, then stretch my legs out along the couch. My skin tingles where my jeans brush my thighs. It feels like anticipation, like I’m seconds from blurting out something I can’t take back. I run a finger around my wedding band, slow, deliberate. The gold is warm on my skin.

This is what I remember best from our last experiment: the after, when I climbed off that stranger and Nate kissed me so hard I tasted blood. He pushed me onto the bed and fucked me as if he was the one trying to leave a mark, as if he could overwrite every memory with sheer force of will. I’d never felt more wanted in my life, but also never more confused about what I wanted.

That’s the part I keep coming back to. The thrill wasn’t just in being watched, or being shared. It was the look in Nate’s eyes—a mix of pride and ownership and some darker thing that I haven’t named yet. It made me want to push further, to see how deep the hole goes.

The city is humming, the end-of-day rush just a layer beneath the glass. Our apartment is on the 23rd floor, high enough to feel insulated but low enough that if you listen, really listen, you can hear people living. I close my eyes and let it sink in: the distant siren, the elevator’s soft ding, the drone of someone’s TV a few doors down. And underneath it all, the sound of Nate’s humming as he pours two glasses of wine. I know he’s pouring me one, no matter what I said.

I open my eyes. The tablet is blinking with another new message, and I can feel my nipples tighten under my t-shirt, a traitorous echo of last time. My fingers itch to respond, but I don’t want to get sucked into a chat session before dinner. Or maybe I do, but I’m trying to pretend I have boundaries.

The kitchen is brighter now, as if the sun itself is daring me to make a move. Nate stands there, a hand resting on the hip of his jeans. He looks like he stepped out of an ad for domesticated alpha males. I almost laugh, but I hold his gaze.

“What are you thinking about?” he asks, voice lower, serious now.

I consider telling him the truth. I want to do it again, but differently. The last time, I realized I was just an actor in his fantasy, and this time, I want to be the one in charge. That I want to pick the guy, set the rules, maybe even make him watch from another room.

But I say, “I’m thinking about dessert.”

He smiles, slow and dangerously. “You always get what you want, Lee.”

“Not always,” I say, and there’s an edge I can’t hide.

He leans forward, elbows still braced on the marble. “So, what do you want?”

You. And someone else. And for it to be real this time.

I toy with the frayed hem of my shirt. “I want something… different.” I wait for him to push, but he just watches, patient as ever. I wonder if he’s remembering last time too, the way he fucked me after, the way I clung to his shoulders.

I realize my hand has drifted between my legs, just resting there. Casual, but not. Nate’s pupils dilate, and I see the shift in him, the way he clocks my body before my words.

“Dinner’s going to burn,” I say, not moving.

He doesn’t move either. “It’s worth it.”

I lick my lips. The taste is coppery, electric.

This is how it always goes: a slow, circling build, a game of chicken to see who will break first. Sometimes I wonder if our whole marriage is an experiment in brinkmanship.

I pick up the tablet, thumb hovering over the message. “Can I show you something?” I ask.

He nods instantly interested and crosses the space between us in three long steps. He settles next to me, our knees touching, his body heat a living thing. I flip the tablet around and show him the profile.

He whistles, impressed. “He looks intense.”

“He messaged me three times,” I say, trying not to sound flattered. “I think he really wants in.”

Nate looks at the profile, then at me. “You want him?”

I pause, then nod. “Yeah. I think I do.”

He leans back, eyes never leaving mine. “Then set it up. Whatever you want. I’m in.”

The words hit me with a jolt, and for a second, I’m not sure if I’m scared or turned on. Probably both. My pulse hammers, and I bite the inside of my cheek.

The sun is down now, and the city outside glows with a million tiny lights. Nate takes my hand and squeezes it, and for the first time all day, I feel like I’m the one in control.

I close the app, set the tablet aside, and pull Nate onto the couch with me. His lips find mine, hungry and hot, and I taste the future—sharp and unfamiliar, but so fucking alive.

Somewhere in the kitchen, the timer goes off, shrill and insistent. I ignore it. We both do.

#

I let Nate kiss me until my head spins. He’s always been an expert at this—knowing exactly when to go soft, when to bite, when to press his tongue just far enough that I gasp. But tonight, I don’t want to surrender. I want to keep my footing, my voice. I want to savor the heat without drowning in it.

He tastes like Cabernet and hunger.

I pull back, grinning, and immediately Nate looks for my eyes, as if he’s afraid he overstepped. I love that about him, the way he checks in without ever saying a word. I brush his jaw with my thumb, and he closes his eyes, exhaling hard.

“That timer’s still going,” I say, teasing. “We’re going to get evicted for setting off the smoke alarm again.”

He laughs, but his hand is already on my thigh, possessive. “It’ll keep.” Still, he gets up, reluctantly, and pads barefoot to the kitchen. I hear the oven door squeak, then the clatter of potholders. He’s muttering to himself—fuck, fuck, fuck—and I picture him flustered, apron less, shirt riding up as he moves.

It gives me time to gather my thoughts.

I can feel the conversation about to break the surface. My hands are sweating, and I wipe them on my jeans, embarrassed even though I know what we’re about to do is what we both want.

He does, balancing two plates. With flushed cheeks and mussed hair, he looked out of breath. He sets everything on the coffee table. “Dinner is served,” he says, and bows. A bead of sauce clings to his lower lip.

I lean forward and lick it off, just to watch him freeze. He doesn’t move, doesn’t breathe. For a moment, I feel like I have the entire world wrapped around my tongue.

We eat without talking, shoveling food between kisses, wine sloshing dangerously close to the edge of our glasses. There’s a lazy intimacy in it, but also a tension—I can feel Nate waiting for me to say something, to clarify what exactly I want from tonight. I want to drag it out, to watch him squirm. But I also want to get the words out before I lose my nerve.

He finishes first, sets his plate aside, and runs a finger along the back of my hand. “You’re miles away,” he says, voice thick.

“Not really,” I say. “Just thinking.”

“About him?” He nods at the tablet.

I shake my head. “About us.”

He seems relieved, and slides closer, his hand resting on my bare knee. I let him, but I don’t let him steer.

“I’ve been thinking about last time,” I start, careful. “And what I liked. What I didn’t like.”

He tenses, just a fraction. I can see the worry flicker in his eyes.

“It wasn’t bad,” I clarify. “Not even close. But it felt like… like I was onstage. Like I was doing it for you.”

He tries to protest, but I cut him off with a look. “It’s not a complaint,” I say. “Just an observation. And this time, I want to try something different.”

He relaxes a little, but there’s still a line in his brow. “What do you want to do?”

I sit up straighter, shoulders squared. My heart pounds, but I keep my voice steady. “I want to be in control,” I say. “All the way. I want to pick the guy, set the rules, decide what happens and when. I want you to watch, but only on my terms. If I say stop, we stop. If I want you to join, you join. But it’s all mine, Nate. I want to own it this time.”

The words hang in the air, sharp and impossible to take back. I expect Nate to laugh, or maybe challenge me. But he doesn’t. He just stares, pupils blown wide, breath shallow. His hand trembles on my knee.

He swallows. “Okay,” he says, and his voice is so rough I barely recognize it. “Whatever you want, Lee. I mean it.”

There’s a power in that, a rush I wasn’t expecting. I feel taller, brighter. “You’re sure?” I press. “I mean, really sure.”

He nods so fast it’s almost funny. “Fuck yes. You know how hot it is, watching you take over?”

I grin, feeling a thrill in my chest. “Good. Because that’s what I want. I want you to see me, Nate. All of me. Not just what you want.”

He’s silent for a beat, then leans in, voice barely more than a growl. “I want all of you, always. Even the parts you try to hide.”

I push him back onto the couch, straddling his lap. He lets me, arms going limp at his sides. He’s hard already, pressing up through the fabric of his jeans. I run my hands over his chest, feeling his heart kick beneath my palms.

“Do you trust me?” I ask, lowering my mouth to his ear.

He shudders. “You know I do.”

“Then let me lead.” I bite his lobe, and he gasps.

For the next few minutes, I push him. I run my nails down his arms, pin his wrists above his head. I make him beg for every touch, every inch of friction. He groans, hips bucking, but I hold him in place, watching his face as he fights not to come too soon.

He’s never looked more beautiful to me.

When I finally let him go, he’s breathless, sweat slick on his forehead. I lean down and kiss him, slow and deep, tasting salt and surrender.

He looks at me, eyes glassy, and says, “I’m yours, Lee. Always.”

It should sound cheesy, but it doesn’t. It feels true.

I smile, knowing I have him exactly where I want him.

“Remember that,” I whisper. “Because next time, I will not be gentle.”

He laughs, shaky, and pulls me close. “Promise?”

I promise.

I don’t give Nate time to recover from my last words. I drag my nails down his chest, over his stomach, and then hook my fingers in his belt loops, yanking him forward so he nearly loses his balance. There’s a heat in me, a sureness I’ve only ever faked before. Now it feels real. Like I’ve stepped into the body of a woman I’ve always envied—some movie villainess with a black dress and a bloodred smile.

I slide off his lap and kneel between his knees, cupping his cock through the rough denim. He’s already hard, straining, and the knowledge that I’ve done this—made him need it so badly he’s shaking—makes me bolder. I press my lips to the outline and watch his eyes flutter shut, a moan slipping out like he’s forgotten how to keep it in.

“Take these off,” I say, voice flat, a command.

He fumbles with the button, hands clumsy, and I watch him struggle. I let him, just to see what he’ll do. He looks at me with almost pleading desperation, and I nod. He strips, cock bobbing, flushed and angry, wet at the tip. I want to taste him, but not yet.

I stand, peel off my own jeans—slowly, letting him watch. My thighs are damp with want, but I ignore it. He reaches for me, but I step back and shake my head.

“Sit,” I say, and he does, hands gripping his knees like a scolded schoolboy.

I sink onto his lap, facing him, pinning his wrists above his head with both hands. He tries to kiss me, but I dodge, nipping his jaw instead. He gasps, hips rolling up, desperate for friction.

“Not yet,” I say. “You’re not allowed to come until I say.”

His pupils go wide, and he nods. I can see his pulse thudding in his throat.

I grind against him, slow and mean, just enough to keep him begging. His cock is trapped between our stomachs, slick and hot, and I move my hips so it slides along the length of me, catching on the damp cotton of my panties. I can feel him twitch every time I lift, every time I pull away.

He tries to grab my ass, to steer me, but I tighten my grip on his wrists. “I said don’t move.”

He freezes, surrendering completely.

I lower my mouth to his ear, letting my breath tickle him. “Tonight is just a preview,” I whisper. “If you can’t follow orders, you don’t get the real thing.”

He whimpers. He’s never made a sound like that before. I love it.

I let go of his wrists, and he keeps them in place, obedient. I reward him by raking my nails down his back, then sliding my hand between us to cup his balls, rolling them gently. He’s so fucking sensitive right now, it almost breaks him.

“Beg for it,” I say.

He does, voice hoarse. “Please, Lee. Please fuck me. Please.”

I line him up and push down, inch by inch, just enough to feel the stretch but not enough to let him all the way in. I hold it there, clenching, making him groan. He tries to move his hips, but I slap his thigh, sharp.

“I said wait.”

He’s panting now, sweat beading on his lip.

I slide off, letting his cock slap against his stomach, then do it again, and again, teasing him with every stroke. My clit is throbbing, and I want so badly to grind down and finish myself off, but I won’t let myself—not yet. This is his. All his.

When I can see he’s right at the edge, shaking and nearly in tears, I slam down, taking him all the way. He lets out a shout, raw and ragged, and I clamp a hand over his mouth to muffle it.

“Come for me,” I say, looking him dead in the eye.

He does, hips bucking, cock pulsing deep inside. His whole body arches, and I hold him there, feeling every spasm, every tremor. It’s the most intense orgasm I’ve ever seen him have, and I ride it out, savoring the loss of control on his face.

When he’s done, I pull off, stand, and smooth my shirt. He’s slumped on the couch, breathless, eyes closed, a stupidly blissful smile on his face.

I look down at him, hands on my hips. “That’s just a taste of what’s coming,” I say.

He laughs, dazed, and reaches for me, but I stay just out of reach. He knows not to push.

My body is buzzing, unsatisfied but not frustrated. I like this—being in control, denying myself until it’s the right time.

I grab the wine glass and take a long drink, then settle in next to him, resting my head on his shoulder. He wraps an arm around me, and we sit there, quiet, the city alive outside our window.

I think about what’s next, about the stranger on the app and the rules I’ll set, and I feel powerful. For the first time, I don’t just want it. I’m ready to take it.

And I know from the look on Nate’s face, he can’t wait to watch.


Chapter 2

My office is a fishbowl of glass and chrome, soaked in the morning light that makes everything look suspiciously honest. It’s Saturday, so the streets below are slow, almost tranquil, but I’m sitting at my desk like the world is on fire. In a way, it is.

The Discreet app asks for my username. My hands tremble on the tablet, but only a little—barely enough to slosh the dregs of my coffee. I type “ControlFreak32” and stare at it for a full minute before hitting save. It’s only funny because it’s true.

The profile photo is next. I scroll through the camera roll, skipping anything with Nate in the frame, anything from holidays or family events, anything that hints at my real life. I settle on a candid from last summer—bare shoulders, hair in a messy bun, my expression somewhere between coy and clinical. Alluring, but not desperate. I sent it up.

Then the bio. I draft, delete, rewrite. Every word is a battleground. “Seeking a confident, respectful, drama-free man to join me and my husband for mutually pleasurable exploration. I’m selective, serious, and direct about boundaries. Experience with couples is a plus.” I reread it three times. There’s a phrase I hate—“exploration”—but I can’t find a better euphemism that doesn’t sound like a punchline. I leave it in, then tag the account with the interests and location.

By the time the profile is live, my jaw aches from clenching. I lean back and let my head thump softly against the glass. The city glows blue and white all around me, reflecting a dozen versions of my face. Everyone looks more anxious than the last.

Within five minutes, the notifications start. The app is a casino—endless spinning, bells and badges and the next hit always waiting. I scroll through the first round of messages. It’s exactly what I expected: a deluge of gym rats, finance bros, and men who think a blurry dick pic is a flex.

I swipe left on anything that feels like a dare. Too forward, too scripted, too pretty. I’m looking for something different. Not better, just… less expected.

My criteria, in order of importance:

1. Has done this before, and isn’t coy about it.

2. Respects boundaries—even ridiculous, arbitrary ones.

3. Is willing to be told exactly what to do.

4. Isn’t a close cousin of Nate, in looks or affect.

There’s an entire genre of men who orbit women like me. They want the experience of being a third, but they also want to rewrite the rules halfway through. I can see it in the language: “Can I break you?” “Bet you can’t handle me.” I delete, delete, delete.

Hours pass in fragments. By the end of day one, my shortlist is down to five. Two of them make it to video chat, where I get to watch their eyes dart nervously between the camera and their own reflection. It’s amazing how quickly bravado dies in the harsh light of a live call.

I don’t tell Nate I’m doing this today. Not because it’s a secret—he’ll be thrilled, honestly—but because I want it to be real before I share it. I want to hand him a result, not a process.

On Sunday morning, I take the tablet into bed. Nate is still asleep, back turned, mouth open a little. I scroll through messages, looking for someone who’s interesting but not exhausting. I pause on a profile: “James, 37. Project manager. 6’0”, 190, lean muscle, sleeve tattoo, dry sense of humor.” His first message is a question, not a monologue: “What’s your ideal first meeting?”

I reply: “Coffee. Public. No surprises.”

He answers instantly: “Smart. When are you free?”

We volley back and forth, twenty minutes of banter that never turns crude, never gets clingy. I do my research—reverse image search, LinkedIn, the usual. He’s real. His photos are current, not five years or twenty pounds ago. He’s exactly my type, but not in the way that’s dangerous.

I scheduled coffee for Thursday, neutral territory. I tell him what I’ll be wearing, so there’s no chance for games.

All week, I watch the days tick by in meetings and emails, but my mind is on the coming Thursday. Every hour brings another round of anxiety: What if he ghosts? What if he’s perfect and then ruins it with one dumb comment? What if I ruin it?

By Wednesday night, I hadn’t told Nate. He senses the shift in me—he always does—but he doesn’t push. He gives me space, which is the most erotic thing anyone can do for me.

On Thursday, I wake up at 5:45. I shower, exfoliate, shave everywhere that matters, then spend a solid forty minutes debating which bra to wear under a crisp white shirt. I go with the black lace. Obvious, but not desperate.

I take a cab to the café, then loop the block twice before going in. I check every reflection to make sure I’m not red-faced or sweaty. When I step inside, the blast of espresso and burnt milk is comforting, almost grounding.

He’s there. At the corner table, facing the door. He stands when I approach—a move so rare it nearly short-circuits me—and waits for me to sit first.

“Hi, Lena,” he says, and his voice is exactly what I expected. Calm, a little dry, not eager.

I shook his hand. He doesn’t linger or squeeze too hard. Points right off the bat.

We talk. Small stuff at first. His job is exactly as boring as it sounds, but he makes it sound like an adventure. He asks about my work, but doesn’t pry into Nate. I appreciate that more than I can say.

After twenty minutes, I test him. “So, why couples?”

He sips his coffee, shrugs. “I like the rules. No one’s pretending. It’s transactional, but in a good way. I enjoy watching people get what they want.”

I raise an eyebrow. “Most men want to be the star.”

He smiles, all teeth. “That’s why most men are boring.”

We talk about logistics. Safe words, expectations, what turns us on and what’s strictly off-limits. He tells me he’s been the third for three other couples, that every experience is different. He’s never had a couple where the woman was in charge.

“You sure you’re up for it?” I ask.

He leans in, lowers his voice. “I wouldn’t have come if I weren’t.”

We finish our drinks. I feel a buzz—not from caffeine, but from the pure, unfiltered potential of it.

He stands to leave, and I do too. We walk out together, shoulders brushing but not touching.

At the corner, I stop. “Tomorrow. 8 p.m. I’ll text you the address. Don’t be early.”

He grins, and I see the tiniest flicker of nerves. “Yes, ma’am.”

He walks off, hands in his pockets. I watch him go until he’s swallowed up by the city.

When I finally turn to head home, I realize my hands are shaking again, but not with fear this time.

I can’t wait until tomorrow.

#

The next day, I’m at the café ten minutes early. The patio is glassed in, warm and bright even in late October. I take the table by the corner window, where I can see everyone who comes in. It’s a risk—someone from work might see me here, or worse, one of Nate’s friends—but risk is the spice right now.

I’m sipping my Americano when James arrives. He’s not late. In fact, he’s so precisely on time it’s a little unsettling. Maybe it’s his project manager energy. He’s tall but not overwhelming, body language controlled, zero trace of predatory swagger. He clocks me, hesitates a half-second, then walks over, weaving through the crowded tables with a kind of loose certainty.

He’s wearing a dark henley, sleeves pushed up to show the full ink of his right arm: an abstract sleeve, mostly black with geometric bursts of red. He looks like a man who plays guitar badly and reads a lot. His face is sharper in real life, jawline like a sketchbook line, eyes somewhere between slate and gray. I take it all in as he approaches.

“Lena,” he says, and gives me a nod like we’re old colleagues about to share a secret.

“James.” I motion to the chair, and he sits, careful not to sprawl. There’s an easy restraint to the way he moves. I notice his hands: neat nails, no rings, a tiny burn mark on his thumb.

He orders a black coffee and nothing else. I appreciate the lack of fuss.

We talk about the weather, then work, which is a flex for both of us—making sure the other is employed, has a life, isn’t a disaster. He tells me about his job in the way people do when they’re trying not to sound self-important. I tell him about the boutique marketing firm and the chaos of ad deadlines. He laughs at the right places.

I can feel the eyes of the barista, a college kid with a man bun and an unfortunate mustache, but I tune him out. My focus is on James: how he answers questions, how he watches me when I talk. He’s good at listening, and not in that fake, therapist way. More like he’s cataloging me.

I decided to cut to the chase. “So. Why this?” I ask, voice low.

He doesn’t miss a beat. “Normal dating is tedious. I’m not looking for a relationship. I like the intensity couples bring.” He gives a small smile. “Plus, I’m a middle child. I’m good at being in the middle.”

I laugh, despite myself. “You’re not nervous?”

He shrugs. “Not really. Maybe a little. It’s not every day I get an interview for this position.”

He’s direct, which I like. But not reckless. I sense a current beneath his calm.

I lean forward, my voice serious. “Let’s get specific. I need to be completely in control. My husband will be there, but this night is about my pleasure, my rules. I need you to respect that, even if it feels… staged. Can you?”

He holds my gaze, with no trace of mockery. “Absolutely. That’s what I want, actually.” He pauses, then adds, “And if it isn’t what I want, I say so. I’m not shy.”

The bluntness makes my pulse jump. “I’ll be honest—last time, I felt like a prop in someone else’s fantasy. I don’t want that again.”

“I wouldn’t either,” he says. “That’s not why I’m here.”

“Why are you here, then?” I push.

He thinks about it, looks away, then back. “Because I enjoy seeing what happens when you give up control. Not my control. Yours.” He holds up a hand, like a disclaimer. “I mean, if you want it. If it’s not just an act.”

I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from grinning. “I want it. More than you probably think.”

He sits back, lets the moment stretch, then: “Good. I can work with that.”

We outline the terms. No strings, no drama, no post-game texts unless all parties agree. Everything was discussed in advance. I tell him what I’m into, what’s off-limits, what turns me on. He listens, asks clarifying questions, but doesn’t over-share. I can tell he’s done this before—there’s no breathless curiosity, no jockeying for the starring role.

He asks about Nate, and I give a sanitized version: supportive, a little competitive, likes to watch. “He’s not threatened by you,” I add.

James snorts, then covers it with a sip of coffee. “Noted.”

There’s a charge in the air, but it’s not sexual, not yet. More like a negotiation, both of us setting boundaries, circling the perimeter to see where the edges are.

At one point, I ask: “You ever had a woman set all the rules?”

He grins. “Not until now.”

“Does that bother you?”

“Not at all. Honestly, it’s hot.”

I let myself relax a little, body sinking into the chair. I feel taller, sharper. The last vestiges of self-doubt slough off like old skin.

We’re almost done. I suggest a time—Friday night, 8 p.m.—and he accepts without hesitation.

“No prep work?” I ask, teasing. “Don’t need to psych yourself up?”

He leans in, a challenge in his voice. “I’m ready whenever you are.”

The moment hangs there, stretched thin, and I realize I’m grinning for real now.

We pay separately—another point for him—and walk out together into the churn of pedestrians and traffic. There’s a brief, awkward moment where we almost hug, but we shake hands. His grip is firm, but not macho.

“See you tomorrow night,” I say.

“Looking forward to it,” he answers, voice even.

He walks away first, and I watch him for a moment. I can tell he will not text tonight. He’s playing the game exactly the way I want him to.

On the train home, I replay the conversation. My skin is hot under my coat, but not from embarrassment. I feel like I’m wearing new armor.

When I walk in, Nate is stretched out on the couch, watching a documentary about coral reefs and drinking club soda with lime. He sits up, searching my face for clues.

“How was it?” he asks, tone casual.

I toss my bag on the chair, slip out of my shoes. “Better than I hoped,” I admit.

He grins. “Told you. You always get what you want.”

I sit on the edge of the couch, close enough to feel his knee against mine. “Not always. But tomorrow night, I will.”

He kisses my shoulder, lets his lips linger on the bare skin just above my shirt.

I close my eyes, already picturing tomorrow—already planning every second.

I’m not afraid anymore. I can’t wait.

#

I take Friday off. I tell my boss I have a dental emergency, but the only thing getting drilled today is my fantasy of total, surgical control.

By noon, the apartment is a surgical theater. I start by stripping the bed. The old sheets go in a trash bag—I want nothing to do with memory tonight. I walk three blocks to a boutique that smells like amber and ozone, where I splurge on the most decadent silk sheets I can find: deep burgundy, the color of arterial blood and desperate sex. The clerk asks if it’s a gift. I say, “Yes. For my husband.” The lie leaves a metallic taste.

Back home, I pull the sheets out, the fabric so soft it seems to slip through itself. I make the bed twice, smoothing every wrinkle with the flat of my palm. The rest of the room gets a transformation. I dim the overheads, light two pillar candles on the dresser, and string a set of battery-powered lanterns along the window ledge. They glow amber, warming the walls and making my skin look expensive in the mirror.

I queue up a playlist of heavy, sexual, bass-driven tracks—songs that don’t sound like fucking, but make you want to. I test the volume until the subwoofer vibrates in my chest. There’s a physical comfort in it, a sense of being insulated from the outside world. I want to feel like I’m in a den or a cage.

The kitchen gets minimal attention; I’m not planning to eat tonight. I arrange a few bottles of wine and a tray of perfectly aligned glasses. Every detail, from the angle of the couch to the scent diffused in the air (clove and cedar), is measured and controlled. By 3 p.m., the place is ready for a magazine shoot—or an interrogation.

I texted James the address. He responds with a thumbs up, no flourish. Perfect.

For the first time in a week, I let myself think about how I want tonight to go. Not the logistics, but the feeling. I imagine myself in the center of the bed, silk clinging to my skin, eyes locked with Nate as he watches. I want him to see the transformation, to witness the woman he’s always wanted and feared at the same time. I want to look back at him and know I’ve won.

The afternoon drags. I wear dark purple, almost black nail polish. I take a hot shower, being careful shaving. I pick out lingerie: nothing with lace, nothing frilly. Just a slick, midnight blue slip and matching thong, both almost sheer.

By the time Nate gets home, I’ve been pacing the apartment in bare feet for an hour. He steps through the door, and I’m waiting for him in the living room, lit by the faint gold of dusk and the track lighting I spent fifteen minutes positioning. I’m wearing a slip, my hair up, lips painted the color of spilled wine.

He stops dead, keys dangling from his fingers. “Holy fuck,” he says.

I don’t move. “You’re early.”

He sets the keys down, eyes scanning the room like he’s seeing it for the first time. “What is all this?”

“Preparation,” I say, and beckon him over with a single finger.

He comes to me, but doesn’t reach. He’s waiting for a cue.

I take his face in my hands, kissing him hard. He tastes of city air and the sweetness of anticipation. I let my hands roam, digging into his hair, scratching lightly at his scalp. He shudders.

Without a word, I unbuttoned his shirt. He’s still wearing the undershirt, which I yank upward so it rides up his torso. I push him down onto the couch, then climb into his lap, knees digging into the cushion on either side. He groans low in his throat as I grind against him, silk slip teasing the rough denim of his jeans.

Grabbing his wrists, I pin them behind his head, stopping him from touching me. He’s strong, but he doesn’t resist. He lets me have my way, and that makes me want to destroy him.

“Tonight is mine,” I whisper into his ear.

He nods, breath hot against my neck. “Yours. Always.”

“Tomorrow,” I say, dragging my nails down his jaw, “you’re going to watch me fuck someone else. You’re going to see exactly what I want, and you won’t do a thing to stop it.”

He squirms under me, cock straining against his jeans. “You think that’s punishment?”

“I think you like to watch. But tonight, you’re not allowed to come until I say so.” I punctuate it by squeezing his wrists harder. He moans, and the sound goes straight to my cunt.

He watches as I make a show of undressing him, one button at a time, and slide off his lap. I leave him in his briefs, the outline of his erection obvious and obscene. I palm it, stroking lightly, then pull away.

He whimpers. Actually whimpers.

I push him back onto the couch, climb on top, and grind down, my slip bunched up around my hips. Every movement is deliberate. I roll my hips, just enough pressure to make him gasp, then pull away. He tries to chase, but I pin his thighs with my knees.

I reach behind his head, grab a pillow, and shove it between his teeth. “Bite,” I order.

He does.

I take his cock out, stroke it slowly, letting pre-cum smear along my palm. I hover over him, so close he can feel my breath, but don’t let him inside. He looks up at me, eyes pleading, and I shake my head.

“Not yet,” I murmur. “You don’t get to finish until I’m done with you.”

I jerk him off slowly, then fast, then slow again, watching the tension build and break on his face. Each time he gets close, I stop, slap his cock lightly, then start again. He’s trembling now, with a sheen of sweat on his chest.

I whisper everything I want into his ear: how tomorrow he’ll see me spread wide for someone new, how he’ll have to watch, powerless, as I use another man. I tell him how it feels to be full, to be in charge, to own every gasp and moan.

He’s nearly in tears by the fifth round of edging. I almost feel bad. Almost.

When I finally let him in, it’s only after I’ve wrung every drop of control from him. I ride him slow at first, then faster, never breaking eye contact. His hands are still behind his head, fists clenched.

He begs. “Please, Lee. Please let me.”

“Not yet,” I say, even though I’m close myself.

I grind down hard, slip clinging to my nipples, thighs shaking with the effort. I can feel him swelling inside me, desperate to finish, but I hold back, counting the beats of his pulse against my clit.

When I’m sure he’s about to break, I slam down and whisper, “Now.”

He comes so hard he nearly blacks out, vision gone glassy, body stiff as a plank. I milk him for every pulse, savoring the sensation of power, of being the reason he loses control.

I pull off, leave him panting on the couch, and go to the bathroom to clean up. With wild hair and swollen lips, my eyes shine in the mirror. I want to come, but I don’t let myself. Not tonight. I want to be starving for it tomorrow.

When I come back, he’s still slumped on the couch, cock softening, skin flushed. He reaches for me, but I dodge, letting my slip fall back into place.

“Tomorrow night,” I say, “you’ll watch me take exactly what I want.”

He nods, still catching his breath.

I sleep alone that night, stretched across the new sheets, naked and unsated. I want to be hungry when James arrives, want to make him work for it. I want Nate to see it all, to know exactly what he’s unleashed.

In the dark, I picture myself at the center of everything; the men orbiting around me, powerless to do anything but watch as I burn.

Tomorrow can’t come fast enough.


Chapter 3

It’s a waiting game, the last hour before the doorbell. I go over the checklist in my head, reciting it like a prayer or a confession: Sheets—check. Candles—check. Lingerie smooth, no lines or loose threads. I have brushed my teeth twice, shaved every inch I can plausibly reach. The playlist is set to a low purr, bass vibrating the floor just enough to be felt in the soles.

Nate is pacing, which he never does. He tries to play it cool—stretches, checks his phone, pretends to watch something on TV—but every time he thinks I’m not looking, he glances at the clock. It’s not nerves, exactly. More like readiness. He is wound so tight I can almost see the tension in his shoulders, the cords of his neck flexing with every swallow. I wonder if he’ll explode or melt when the moment comes.

I check myself in the mirror one last time. My hair is up, fastened with a single gold clip. My makeup is heavier than usual—cat eyes, lips a shade between bruised and bitten. The slip clings in all the right places, the dark blue nearly black in this light. I have painted my nails obsidian, and every finger feels like a weapon.

Five minutes before the hour, I line up three wine glasses, rinsing each under cold water so they glisten. I stand them at parade rest, perfect triangles on the counter. So that I can see the bedroom from the entry, I open the door between the living room and hall. I want the first impression to be indelible.

At precisely eight, the doorbell rings. Not early. Not late. I let it buzz twice before I open.

James stands in the hallway, hands at his sides, a half-smile that’s neither shy nor smug. He’s taller than I remember from the café, but that might be the boots—black, clean, a little worn at the edges. The jeans are dark, fitted, but not sprayed on. The shirt is charcoal, sleeves rolled to the forearms, top two buttons left open. There’s a hint of something underneath—maybe a thread of ink, collarbone to sternum.

I feel the urge to say, “Right on time,” but bite it back. Instead, I just step aside. “Come in.”

He glances past me, scans the apartment with the swift, cataloging gaze of someone who works in logistics. I wonder how many tiny details he clocks in the first ten seconds—the candles, the glassware, the absence of clutter. He doesn’t stare, but he doesn’t play coy, either. He walks in, sets his bag discreetly by the door, and stands in the center of the living room, hands loose, waiting.

Nate is on the far side of the room, leaning on the edge of the couch. He looks at me for a cue. I give him a tiny nod. He straightens, squares his shoulders, and walks over, offering a hand.

“James, right?” Nate’s voice is steady, but I catch the telltale flick of his jaw, the way he flexes his fingers after the handshake.

“Yeah. Good to see you, Nate.” There’s a firmness to James’s tone that I respect. He doesn’t dominate the space, but he isn’t deferential, either. There is no whiff of “alpha,” no hint of challenge. It’s all business.

I watch them size each other up, two animals in a neutral zone. I almost laugh. If I weren’t in the room, they’d probably bond over craft beers and end up swapping recipes. But I am in the room, and I set the rules.

For a moment, we stand in a triangle—me, James, and Nate, the geometry of anticipation. There’s no small talk. I decided to dispense with the entire prelude and move directly to act one.

“Follow me,” I say, and head down the hall. Neither man hesitates. I hear two sets of footsteps, one a touch heavier than the other.

The bedroom is perfect. With promise, the new sheets shimmer, catching the candlelight. The air is warm, thick with the scent of clove and a trace of my perfume. I have placed the candles so that the only shadows are the ones I want. The playlist thrums in the background, steady as a second heartbeat.

I walk to the far side of the bed, then turn and face both men. Nate stands at attention, his eyes locked on my face. James is more relaxed, hands still at his sides, but his pupils are wide, the whites almost gone.

I gesture to the bed. “James, sit. Top corner, by the pillows.”

He complies without a word, perching on the edge, spine straight. His jeans stretch over his thighs, and I see the tension in his jaw. He is waiting, not with resignation, but with a kind of earned patience.

“Nate, other side. Same position.”

Nate obeys, his body language a mirror image. For the first time tonight, I am the center of their world. I can feel it in the way the air shifts, how their breathing syncs to my movements.

I stand at the foot of the bed, letting them see me. Really see me. The slip rides high on my thighs; the fabric is so thin it’s practically illegal. My nipples are already hard, poking through the silk. I don’t hide it. I want them both to want.

“Tonight,” I say, “you both follow my rules.”

I let the sentence hang, watching it land on their bodies. James’s hands curl, then uncurl. Nate licks his lips, a nervous tic he can’t suppress.

“You watch. You wait. You touch only when I say.” My voice is low, but it carries.

Both men nod, almost in unison.

I approach the bed, standing between them, close enough to touch but not touching. I look at James first, then Nate. I want to make it clear: I see both of you. I want both of you.

“Is that clear?” I ask, my gaze hard on James.

“Crystal,” he says, and there’s a hint of heat in his voice.

I pivot to Nate. “And you?”

He answers, voice rough: “Yes, Lee.”

“Good.” I smile, slow and wicked. “Then let’s begin.”

The anticipation is so thick, it feels like a storm about to break. I am the conductor, and they are the symphony, waiting for my cue.

“Hands on the bed,” I say.

They obey, palms flat, muscles tense.

“Don’t move until I tell you.”

Two men, obedient. I have never felt more in control, more desired, more utterly alive.

I stand at the foot of the bed, savoring the power, and wait for the perfect moment to start the actual show.

I let the silence work on them. The only sounds are the slow pulse of the music and the faint, uneven breathing of the two men on my bed. I can almost feel the charge as it arcs from one body to the other, crackling in the air between them.

I start with my fingers on the slip, at the hem. My goal is to draw out every microsecond of attention, not rush it. I step between them, close enough that each man could touch me if he leaned in, but they both stay obedient, hands flat on the mattress as instructed.

My knees brush the edge of the bed. I focus on James first, letting him see my eyes as I run my nails up the length of my thigh, slow enough that he tracks the movement like a cat watching a red dot. He’s so locked in, I doubt he’s aware of anything but the drag of silk over my skin and the dark promise underneath.

I move to Nate, shift my gaze deliberately, and watch his reaction. He is biting the inside of his lip, jaw clenched, blue eyes wide and ravenous. He’s seen me strip before, countless times, but never like this—never with another man close enough to taste the heat rolling off my body.

The slip has tiny buttons at the shoulder, nearly invisible. I unfasten the first one, then the second, letting the fabric gap just enough to tease the shadow of cleavage. My heart is racing, but I keep my face neutral, clinical, like a surgeon peeling back the first layer of skin.

“Eyes up,” I say, and both men obey.

I unfasten the next button, then the next, until the top of the slip drapes off my collarbones, threatening to fall but not quite ready to surrender. I slide a hand beneath the neckline, fingers skimming the edge of my bra. The lace is navy, almost black; the cups sheer enough that you can see the perfect outline of my nipples underneath. I pinch the strap and let it snap back into place, the tiny sound impossibly loud in the stillness.

James inhales, sharp and involuntarily. I look him dead in the eye, and he doesn’t flinch.

I step out of the slip, letting it pool at my feet. I stand before them in bra and thong, heels still on. The candlelight throws golden licks across my skin, and I am suddenly aware of how naked I am, how absolutely exposed. I love it.

I turn, letting them see the curve of my ass, the long stretch of thigh above the stocking line. Slowly and deliberately, I bend to pick up and fold the slip. I want them to know nothing about tonight is careless.

When I face them again, both men are visibly affected. James sits ramrod straight, hands pressed so hard into the mattress his knuckles are white. There’s a bulge at his crotch, pressing against the dark denim, straining for release. Nate is fidgeting, feet flexing and un-flexing, his cock tenting the thin fabric of his boxers. I feel a jolt of satisfaction. Good boys.

I cross to the bed and crawl up between them, moving slowly, savoring the way their heads pivot to follow my every shift. I settle on my knees, one thigh brushing against each man’s leg.

“Remember the rules,” I say, soft but iron-edged. “Look as much as you want. But if you touch, it’s because I allow it.”

They nod in perfect synchronization.

I lean in toward James first. I can smell his cologne—a woodsy, peppery note that’s unfamiliar but not unpleasant. With lips inches from his ear, I bring my face close. “You want to touch me, don’t you?”

He nods, throat working to find words.

“Say it.”

“I want to touch you,” he whispers. There is nothing theatrical in his voice, just pure, channeled want.

I pull back, gratified, and turn to Nate. His hands are gripping the mattress, muscles standing out like ropes.

“You too?”

He nods, unable to speak, but his gaze is molten. He’s desperate for this, for me, and for the permission to show it.

“Patience,” I say, savoring the word.

I sit back on my heels and run both hands over my body, down my ribcage, over the gentle curve of my belly, then up to cup my breasts. I squeeze them together, arching my back so the lace strains against my skin, nipples pressing even harder at the thin fabric. Both men watch, unmoving, barely breathing.

James breaks first. He shifts, ever so slightly, his hand twitching on the bedspread. I see it, and so does Nate. The tension goes up a notch.

I look at James, raising one eyebrow in warning. “Did I say you could move?”

He flushes, and for a second I see a crack in his composure. “No, ma’am,” he says, voice small.

I lean in, one hand on his shoulder, the other pinning his wrist flat against the mattress. “Then don’t.”

He swallows, and the heat of his embarrassment radiates up my arm.

I turn to Nate, whose eyes are glued to the tableau, the power struggle, the thrill of seeing another man disciplined for breaking my rules. His own hands haven’t moved an inch, but he’s practically vibrating with the need to touch, to be touched, to have my approval.

“Good boy,” I say to him, and his cock jumps in response.

I let the moment stretch, savoring the throb of my pulse, the ache building between my thighs.

I stand up, roll my shoulders, and step back off the bed. “Take off your shirts,” I instruct.

Nate rips his tee over his head, tossing it aside. James is slower, more deliberate, unbuttoning his shirt with trembling fingers. I watched the reveal: pale chest, lean muscle, the sleeve tattoo I glimpsed in the café now fully exposed. It’s beautiful, dark lines and red angles wrapping his arm and shoulder.

I circle the bed, let my fingers trail over Nate’s chest, then over James’s. Their skin is hot to the touch. I can feel the power in each man, the way they’re holding themselves back, denying the urge to just grab and devour me.

I step between them again, and this time, I lean forward, pressing my breasts into James’s face, letting the scent and warmth overwhelm him. I feel his breath, hot and desperate, through the thin lace. But he doesn’t move his hands. He’s learned.

I straighten and turn to Nate, giving him the same. His eyes close, and he inhales deeply, savoring the closeness, the scent of my skin. He shudders, and I know he’s holding back a moan.

“Look at me,” I say, and both men obey.

“This is my game,” I remind them. “I call the shots.”

They nod, eyes locked on me.

I smile, all teeth, and slide a hand between my thighs, pressing just hard enough to make myself gasp. Both men watch, mesmerized.

For a moment, I let them see me unravel, just a little. Then, I pull my hand away and bring my finger to my lips, sucking the tip clean. I make a show of it, moaning softly, and the men nearly break.

James can’t help himself—his hand leaves the mattress, just a fraction, reaching for my thigh.

I catch his wrist hard and lock eyes with him. “No,” I say, firm. “Not yet.”

He pulls back, shame and arousal mingling on his face. “Sorry.”

“Don’t be,” I whisper, and plant a kiss on his cheek, close to his mouth but not there.

I do the same to Nate, who is panting now, sweat gleaming on his forehead.

I step back, taking in the scene: both men shirtless, hard and wanting, totally at my mercy.

I have never felt so alive.

“Hands behind your backs,” I say.

They obey, no hesitation.

I stand there, half-naked and electric, knowing I am the center of gravity in this room. The world outside might as well not exist.

I look from one man to the other, and for a moment, let myself imagine what comes next.

I’m ready.

For a long moment, I just stand there, letting them stew. I can see the yearning in their eyes, the question hanging unspoken in the air: What next?

I give them the answer.

“James. Nate. Get on your knees. At the edge of the bed, facing me.”

They move at the same time, knees sinking into the mattress, arms still locked behind their backs. Their bodies are so different—James, all muscle and ink and measured self-control; Nate, familiar and feral, his skin peppered with the goosebumps of anticipation. The sight of them side by side, stripped of any pretense, is almost enough to make me forget my script.

But I don’t. I approach, planting one knee between each man’s spread legs. I stand above them, letting the power differential settle over the room like a fog. I run my fingers through their hair, slowly, alternating, letting each man feel the same weighted pause before my touch.

“Hands in your laps,” I say, and they both obey.

I take James’s hand first. His fingers are strong, calloused, with the palm warm and dry. I place it on my thigh, right at the edge of the stocking line, then guide it upward, over the curve of my hip, then down again. “Gentle,” I instruct, and he listens. I can feel the tension in him, the effort it takes not to squeeze, not to clutch.

I do the same with Nate, placing his hand on my other thigh, tracing the same path. He is less hesitant, more sure of my body, but I make him match the same deliberate pace. For a few seconds, I am held in the balance—one hand from each man moving up and down, alternating, never overlapping. It’s like they’re playing an instrument, and I’m the song.

“Now both at once,” I say, and let go.

They coordinate instinctively, four hands moving in sync. I guide them with a glance, a tilt of my head, a sharp inhale when someone strays too close to forbidden territory. I savor the sensation—so many points of contact, all devoted to me, all utterly under my command.

“Go slower,” I tell James, as he speeds up. “I want to feel every inch.”

He obeys, stroking my thigh with a feather-light touch, his eyes never leaving my face.

“Nate, harder.” I want to feel the grip, the press of his fingers just shy of a bruise. He ramps up the pressure, digging in just enough to make my pulse jump.

“That’s perfect,” I say, and watch them glow with the praise.

I step back, shake out my hair, and climb up onto the bed, kneeling between them.

“Hands behind your backs again,” I order. They do it, quick and eagerly.

I face James first, tilting his chin up with my thumb. “Kiss me,” I say.

He does, at first tentative, then bolder as he senses I won’t pull away. His lips are soft, his tongue gentle, exploring the line of my jaw, the shell of my ear, the hollow at the base of my throat. He stops, waiting for a cue.

I turn to Nate. “Your turn.”

He dives in, urgent and greedy, biting my neck just hard enough to send a flash of heat through my whole body. I let him for a few seconds, then push him back.

“Good boys,” I say again, and both men preen under the compliment.

I hook my thumbs into the band of my thong, peel it down, and let it slide to the floor. The air on my bare skin is sharp, electric.

“Now, use your hands. Both of you. Everywhere.”

There’s no hesitation. Four hands attack my body, kneading and stroking, mapping every inch with absolute devotion. James’s hands roam up my ribs, cup my breasts, thumbs circling the stiff peaks of my nipples. Nate works my hips, my ass, pulling me closer until I am straddling his thigh, grinding down, lost in the friction.

I am burning up, but I keep my wits. I want more.

I take James’s hand, guide it between my legs. His fingers are hot, shaking with anticipation. I show him exactly where to touch, exactly how to press. “Right there,” I moan, and he keeps the rhythm, steady and slow, the way I like it.

“Nate,” I say, “mouth.”

He gets it. He dives for my breasts, latching on to a nipple and sucking, then biting, then sucking again. The stimulation is overwhelming, and I am rocking against James’s hand, fucking myself on his fingers while Nate’s mouth drives me wild.

I close my eyes, let the pleasure crest, but I don’t let go. Not yet.

“James. Nate. Stop.”

They freeze.

I slide off the bed, legs shaking, and lie back, arms stretched above my head. I am open, on display, and both men are staring like I am the sun and they are dying to burn.

“James. I want your mouth. But listen to me. Exactly the way I tell you.”

He nods and crawls onto the bed, settling between my thighs. I rest a hand in his hair, grip tight, and pull him to me.

“Start slow,” I say. “Small circles. No tongue yet.”

He obeys, lips tracing feather-light circles around my clit, teasing but not quite touching. I shudder, the anticipation as sharp as a blade.

“Now tongue. Gentle.”

He flicks, light and tentative, waiting for feedback. I give it, with a moan and a tighter grip on his hair.

“Faster. More pressure.”

He ramps up, and the sensation explodes through me, electric and precise. I arch my back, pull him closer, grind against his mouth until I am whimpering, desperate for release.

“Nate,” I gasp. “Come here.”

He does, kneeling by my head, stroking my cheek with trembling fingers. I grab his wrist and suck two of his fingers into my mouth, biting down, tasting the salt of his skin. He moans, and the sound vibrates through my bones.

“Don’t stop, James,” I say, voice shaking. “You’re doing so fucking good.”

I feel the orgasm building, slow at first, then roaring up, a freight train of sensation. I keep my eyes open, locked on Nate’s, never breaking contact even as my body convulses, muscles clenching around James’s tongue.

When I come, it’s with a cry, guttural and raw. My hands twist in both men’s hair, anchoring me to the moment. I ride the wave until it breaks, then collapse, breathless, between them.

The room is spinning. My heart is a drum. I look at Nate, see the pride and awe in his face. I look at James, his lips slick with my arousal, eyes glazed but triumphant.

I pull both men to me, one on each side, and hold them close.

For a moment, none of us speaks. There’s just the sound of the playlist, the heavy breathing, the candles guttering against the dark.

I am at the center of their universe. And I never want to give that up.

“Good boys,” I whisper, and this time, they both laugh.

It is a sound of surrender, of victory, of belonging.

And it is finally mine.


Chapter 4

I take longer than it should to recover, sprawled between two men with my pulse thudding in my ears. The room smells like sex and candle wax; the playlist ticks down to a remix with the exact BPM of my aftershocks. Nate lies on his side, blue eyes fixed on me, half a grin etched into the sweat on his face. James wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, glancing at me for a cue. He’s still kneeling, waiting.

I don’t rush to fill the silence. I want them to stew.

After a long minute, I sit up, breasts heaving, thighs sticky, and hook a finger at James. “Lie back,” I tell him. My voice is lower than I expect—a command, not a question. “Dead center.”

He obeys, drifting, a study in tension and compliance. The silk sheets ripple beneath him, so bright and lush they make his skin look pale, almost luminous. I catch a whiff of his aftershave and underneath it, the tang of my arousal. He props his head on the pillows, arms loose by his sides, cock already stiffening again. I make him wait, taking inventory of his entire body: the red streaks I left on his chest, the slow rise and fall of his stomach, the precise quiver in his thigh as he tries not to squirm. He’s perfect.

Nate, meanwhile, is caught somewhere between pride and hunger. He sits on the edge of the mattress, elbows on his knees, watching me with the look of a man at both a poker table and a firing squad.

I move to the foot of the bed, standing above them. I let my hands slide over my hips, down to my thighs, slowly and deliberate. I feel their gazes, twin searchlights burning tracks up and down my body. I relish it.

“Spread your legs,” I tell James. He does, and I climb onto the bed, straddling him at the knees. The sheets are cool on my calves, but his skin radiates heat. My slip is still halfway up my torso, clinging to the swell of my hips. I let it ride high, teasing the outline of my cunt. I see James’s eyes flicker to it, then back to my face, as if he’s afraid to miss my reaction.

“Hands above your head,” I add. He complies, fingers laced behind the pillows. I can see the tendons in his forearms tighten as he resists the urge to grab me.

I look over at Nate, who is now openly stroking himself through the fabric of his boxers, eyes glued to the show. He is so hard it looks painful. I want to make him wait.

I lower myself onto James, one knee at a time, then plant my hands on his chest for balance. Beneath my palm, I can feel his heart hammering. I look down at him, and he meets my gaze, not blinking.

“Do you want me?” I ask, not as a tease, but as an assertion of ownership.

“Yes,” he says, and the word is a surrender.

I reach between us, grasp his cock at the base, and line him up. He’s thick and hot, twitching in my grip. I rub the tip against my clit, just enough friction to make us both gasp. I tease him—up and down, side to side—until he’s whining, barely audible.

I keep my eyes locked on Nate as I sink down, inch by inch, taking James inside me with excruciating slowness. I watch Nate’s pupils dilate, the way his mouth falls open, the way his breathing stutters when I bottom out and grind my hips in a slow circle.

James arches beneath me, fighting to stay still. His hands clench into fists above his head. “Fuck,” he whispers, eyes rolling back. I clamp down, squeezing him, just to hear it again.

I don’t let him thrust. I set the rhythm, slow and controlled, rolling my hips in a way that lets me ride the edge of sensation. With every movement, I can feel both men’s attention on me, like spotlights. I close my eyes for a second, basking in it, then open them again—hungry for the next reaction.

I lean forward, hands braced on James’s chest, and move faster. The friction is perfect, silk sheets shifting underneath, the air heavy and hot. I can feel every vein, every twitch, every ounce of want. I clench around him, and he shudders, mouth open, breath ragged.

I tilt my head and lock eyes with Nate. He is transfixed, hand still wrapped around his cock, thumb stroking the head through the fabric. His chest rises and falls in shallow bursts. He looks at me as if I am both his wife and a stranger, as if he’s seeing me for the first time.

“You like this?” I ask him, voice sharp.

He nods, unable to speak.

“Say it,” I demand.

“I love watching you,” he gasps. “I want to see you come on his cock.”

The words shoot through me, electric.

I redouble my efforts, grinding down harder, letting my nails dig into James’s chest. He moans, the sound vibrating up through my palms, and I relish the control—the knowledge that I am doing this to him, that Nate is forced to watch, powerless.

I ride James with relentless precision, building the pressure in my body, keeping myself just shy of the edge. I want to drag this out, make it last, but the sensation is too much. I lose myself in the rhythm, in the heat, in the way James’s cock fills me and Nate’s eyes consume me. It is everything I imagined, and more.

I let myself go, head thrown back, hair wild. My orgasm crashes through me, hard and bright, and I ride it out, grinding against James until he is shaking, desperate to come.

I slow, just to torment him, then lean down and bite his shoulder. “Not yet,” I whisper, voice ragged. “You don’t get to finish until I say.”

He whimpers, but obeys.

I lift off, slick and trembling, and crawl over to Nate. I kiss him deep and punishing, tasting his need. His cock is leaking, straining against the waistband of his boxers. I palm it, feeling the heat, but don’t let him out.

“Do you want me?” I ask, echoing myself.

“Yes,” he moans, “please.”

“Beg,” I tell him.

He does, and the sound is enough to push me right back to the brink.

I straddle Nate this time, grinding against the fabric, letting the wetness soak through. I watch his face as I ride him, hips moving in the same relentless rhythm. He is undone, completely at my mercy.

I look over at James, still lying on the bed, hard and wanting, eyes glued to my every movement.

“Do you want to watch me fuck my husband?” I ask James.

He nods, jaw slack, sweat glistening on his chest.

I rip Nate’s boxers down, freeing his cock, and sink onto him with a guttural moan. The sensation is distinct, sharper, more desperate. I ride him hard, not caring about noise or neighbors or anything but the animal want in both men’s eyes.

Nate grabs my hips, trying to control the rhythm, but I slap his hands away.

“My turn,” I remind him. “You come when I say.”

He laughs, a wild, broken sound, and surrenders.

I fuck him hard and fast, locking eyes with James the entire time. I want him to see, to know exactly what he’s missing.

When I feel Nate getting close, I slow, teasing him, bringing him to the edge and backing off. He groans, fists clutching the sheets.

I let the moment stretch, savoring the power. Then I slam down, taking him all the way, and whisper, “Now.”

He comes with a shout, hips bucking, hands gripping my ass so hard I think I’ll bruise. I milk him for every drop, then slide off, breathless.

I collapse onto the bed, sandwiched between two men, both ruined and worshipful.

For a while, no one speaks. The only sounds are the soft tick of the playlist, the candles guttering, the pulse in my own ears.

I look at Nate, then at James, and smile.

“I think that’s enough for round one,” I say, and both men laugh.

For the first time in my life, I feel completely, utterly satisfied. And I know—without a doubt—I am in control.

#

I don’t let them touch me for a long time.

After round one, I stretch out on the new sheets, skin hot and shivery, catching my breath. Nate wipes his face on the back of his hand, eyes never leaving me. James props himself up on one elbow, cock resting against his thigh, not soft but not demanding yet. For the first time in years, I don’t feel the need to apologize for taking up space.

“Don’t move,” I tell them both, just to hear the words. It works: they freeze, two bodies aching for instructions. I take a slow drink of water, letting the ice clink against my teeth. I want to see how long I can make them wait.

I sit up, roll my shoulders, and straddle James again. This time I don’t even touch his cock; I grind my slick cunt against his stomach, making a mess on him, teasing the length of him with my thigh but never quite letting him inside. He groans, low and desperate, but doesn’t break formation.

“Nate. Come here,” I say, crooking my finger.

He crosses the room in two strides, standing by the side of the bed, muscles flexed, hard again and leaking. His need is written all over his face, but he doesn’t beg. Not yet.

“Get the lube,” I say. I make it sound like an order, and it is.

Nate doesn’t hesitate. He grabs the bottle from the nightstand—one of those oversized pump dispensers, pale blue with a medical label. His hands are shaking, barely, but I notice. I love it. He stands there, bottle in hand, waiting for the next step. My perfect soldier.

I let James’s cock nestle between my thighs; the head sliding against my clit as I rock back and forth, using him but not letting him in. He is so still beneath me, white-knuckled with restraint. I lean over, hand on his chest, and bite his collarbone, just to mark him.

“Nate, kneel,” I say, and he does, lowering himself until he’s at eye level with my ass.

“Open it,” I command, nodding to the bottle.

He squirts a generous amount into his hand, the slick sound loud in the quiet. The candlelight glints off his forearm, every muscle tensed.

“Start slow,” I say. “I want to feel every second.”

He nods, then spreads my cheeks with his thumbs. The first touch of lube is cold, a shock against my overheated skin. He runs a finger along my crack, then circles my asshole, slow and steady. I shiver, but don’t look away from James’s eyes. He’s watching, transfixed.

Nate works the lube in, gently at first, then with more pressure, one finger then two, scissoring, prepping me for what’s next. The sensation is strange but electric. I clench around him, and he moans, pressing his face close, inhaling like he can’t get enough of the smell.

I keep my gaze on James, watching his reactions. His chest rises and falls faster. His cock twitches, so close to slipping inside me, but he holds still.

“Does it turn you on?” I ask him, voice clinical, “Seeing my husband finger my ass while you wait your turn?”

He nods, lips parted, words gone.

“Good.” I turn back to Nate, who is up to three fingers now, stretching me, opening me. The burn is sweet, a line of fire that makes my whole body tighten.

“Add more,” I say, and he obliges, slicking his cock until it glistens, ready.

I lean forward, palms flat on James’s chest, and lift my hips just enough for Nate to line up. I can feel his cock nudging, probing. He’s trembling—either from the strain or the nerves, I can’t tell.

“Slow,” I remind him. “Just the tip first.”

He pushes in, millimeter by millimeter, stretching me with a pressure so exquisite I almost lose focus. I let my head drop, hair in my eyes, and just breathe through it, savoring the way it hurts and doesn’t, the way it makes me feel so fucking alive.

“Deeper,” I say, and he pushes until the head is inside. I freeze him there, bracing against the urge to clench, forcing myself to relax and open up. My whole body feels like a live wire.

James is still beneath me, staring up at the tableau, his own cock pressed between my thighs, hard and leaking. I want all of it—Nate inside my ass, James inside my cunt, the world narrowed down to this single, impossible moment.

I look back over my shoulder at Nate, meeting his eyes. “You ready?” I ask just to see him nod.

“James,” I say, “now.”

He thrusts up, cock sliding into my cunt, the double sensation almost enough to knock the air out of me. For a second, I see stars, every muscle in my body spasming at the intrusion. It’s too much, too perfect.

“Stop,” I whisper, and they both freeze. I need a second to adjust, to let my mind catch up to what my body is doing. I savor the moment: two men, both inside me, both helpless to do anything but wait for my orders.

“Don’t move until I say,” I tell them, and they nod, sweat beading on their foreheads.

I take a few breaths, rocking just slightly, letting the fullness settle in. The music on the playlist drops to a heavy, pulsing track, bass vibrating the headboard.

When I’m ready, I move, slowly at first, then faster. The sensation is overwhelming—every nerve ending lit up, every inch of me claimed. I ride James, feeling Nate slide deeper with every stroke, the friction building until I’m keening, raw and desperate.

“Harder,” I say, and they oblige, moving in tandem, thrusting into me from both directions. I brace myself on James’s chest, nails digging crescent moons into his skin. I am open, exposed, the center of everything.

I hear myself begging, but it’s not weakness—it’s a weapon. I tell them exactly what I want, exactly how to fuck me, every word a lash and a benediction. They obey, and I am queen.

The orgasm sneaks up, then hits like a fist. I scream, arching off the bed, both men locked inside me. The world goes white, then gold, then back to the red of the silk sheets.

I collapse, trembling, and feel them both slide out, hot and slick and perfect. For a long time, I can’t move.

Nate pulls me into his arms, stroking my back, voice soft in my ear. James props himself up, watching, waiting for a signal.

I look at them both, and for the first time, I feel more than just wanted. I feel necessary.

“Good boys,” I say, and they both smile.

This is mine. All of it.

#

I should be in control of this.

I am in control. The entire night was spent scripting every move, dictating every touch, every gasp, and every inch of skin. I have bent two men to my will and made them worship me.

But now, with both of them inside me, my composure shreds like tissue.

Nate’s cock slides in, slow and thick, filling my ass until I can barely breathe. James’s cock is already buried in my cunt, and for a second I think my body will split in two. The pressure is a star collapsing, an ache so sharp it blanks my mind. All my preparation—every list, every boundary—melts to nothing. I want it, more than I’ve ever wanted anything.

I brace both hands on James’s chest, nails digging crescent moons into his skin, anchoring myself. I reach back with one hand and grab Nate’s thigh, holding him in place, needing him to stay just like this, impaled in me, keeping me open. They both groan in unison, low and reverent, the sound vibrating up my spine.

James looks up at me, eyes wide, almost frightened. He is sweating, hair stuck to his forehead, hands braced on the bedsheets. His self-control is hanging by a thread; I can see him fighting not to thrust, not to lose himself.

I let myself settle, my breathing shallow, clit throbbing with every heartbeat. I force my analytical mind to the front, try to catalog the sensations, make sense of the flood. The burn, the stretch, the way both cocks grind together inside me through the thin wall of flesh. It’s obscene. It’s perfect.

I rock my hips, just a fraction, and feel a jolt all the way to the back of my skull.

“Jesus,” I hiss. It’s not a command; it’s a surrender.

“Too much?” Nate whispers, his voice hoarse.

I shake my head. “Don’t stop. Never.”

James shudders. “Tell me what to do.”

I smile, even as my body trembles. “Deeper, James. But slow. Nate, stay exactly where you are.”

James thrusts up, just a little, his cock pulsing inside me. The friction is blinding. My ass clenches around Nate, and he moans, forehead pressed to my back. He is sweating so hard it drips onto my skin, rolling down the curve of my spine.

I move, setting the tempo—up and down on James’s cock, each bounce driving Nate deeper into my ass. The fullness, the pressure, is a constant white-hot shock. I grit my teeth and keep going, riding the edge of pleasure and pain.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” James groans, his hips bucking despite himself.

“Don’t move unless I say,” I remind him, voice sharp, but I’m losing the edge. I want to let go, to be wrecked.

Nate’s hands are on my waist, holding me steady. He is barely moving, just in small circles, but every shift feels seismic.

I speed up, using both men, slamming myself down on their cocks. The sound is obscene—wet, primal, bodies colliding over and over. I can’t think; I can only feel.

I hear myself talking, not even sure what I’m saying. “More. Harder. Don’t you dare stop.” The words are slurred, half-moan, half-threat. I want them ruined. I want to be ruined.

James is panting, muscles straining, eyes locked on mine. “Please,” he begs, “please let me come.”

I nod, barely able to speak.

Nate digs his fingers into my hips, and I know he’s close, too. The three of us are a single animal, moving in sync, every nerve ending on fire.

The orgasm builds slowly, then slams into me all at once, violent and overwhelming. I scream, actually scream, my body convulsing, muscles milking both cocks as I come. I claw at James, reach back and scratch Nate, desperate for anything to hold on to.

James shouts, hips jerking, cock pulsing deep inside me. I feel the heat, the way his whole body tenses and then shudders in relief.

Nate lasts a few more seconds, then lets go, groaning into my shoulder as he empties himself in my ass. The sensation is blinding—so full, so claimed, so fucking complete.

I collapse forward, face pressed to the sheets, both men still inside me, both utterly spent. I can’t move. I can barely breathe.

We stay like that for a while, bodies tangled, sweat pooling beneath us. The candles have burned low; the room is bathed in soft gold and shadow. The playlist has ended, and all I can hear is the pounding of my heart.

Finally, I roll off, every muscle shaking. I curl up between the two men, limbs entwined, with no sense of where I end and they begin. For the first time all night, no one speaks. There’s no need.

I look at Nate, at James, and realize I have never felt so seen. So known.

Whatever I was before, whatever walls I built, they’re gone now. I am bare, rebuilt, new.

And I wouldn’t trade it for anything.

We lie tangled on the ruined silk sheets; the room cooling down as our sweat dries, the air thick with salt and old candle smoke. My body still hums with aftershocks—tiny, involuntary spasms that make my limbs twitch and my breath catch at odd moments. There’s a soreness, too, deep and satisfying, a bruise blooming on my inner thigh where someone (Nate? James? Both?) gripped me too hard. I savor the ache.

Nate is behind me, an arm wrapped around my waist, his chest pressed to my back, hand curled possessively on my stomach. I feel the stubble on his jaw, the damp of his hair against my shoulder. James is sprawled in front, face in the crook of his elbow, his breathing slow and even. Now and then, his hand finds my calf or my ankle, as if reminding himself that I’m still here, that he’s allowed.

The candles are almost gone, leaving pools of wax on the dresser. The playlist ended somewhere in the middle of the last act; now it’s just the city’s hush, the far-off whoop of a siren, the pulse of blood in my own ears.

I don’t know what I expected to feel in this moment. Victorious? Exposed? Maybe both. There’s a lightness in my chest—an impossible, helium clarity. I did it. I set the rules and enforced them. I took exactly what I wanted.

But underneath is something raw, a vulnerability I can’t dismiss. I remember the way my voice broke when I begged them to fuck me harder, the way I lost my edge and just let go. I didn’t plan that. Do I like it, or need more, or will I regret them seeing me undone?

I turn my head, meet Nate’s eyes. They’re softer than I’ve ever seen, blue gone silver in the low light. He brushes a strand of hair off my face and kisses my temple, slowly and deliberate.

“You okay?” he whispers.

I nod, but it comes out shaky. “Yeah. You?”

He grins, lazy and wide. “Never better.”

I reach back, run my fingers through his hair, savor the feel of him. There’s no resentment, no awkwardness, not even a hint of competition. Just comfort.

James shifts, sits up on one elbow. His eyes are still cloudy, the tattoo on his arm dark against his pale skin. He looks at me, then at Nate, and smiles. Not a smug smile—something more like relief.

“Do you want me to go?” he asks, voice gentle.

I think about it. About how the rules said no sleeping over, no blurred lines. But right now, I don’t want him to leave. I want to float in this strange new peace a little longer.

“Stay,” I say. “If you want.”

James nods, settles back down, and closes his eyes.

Nate squeezes my waist, drawing me closer. “You really are something else, Lee.”

For a second, I want to deflect, to make a joke or brush it off. But I don’t. I just let it settle in, let myself be exactly who I am, here in this bed, with two men who saw all of me and wanted more.

I close my eyes and drift, safe in the glow of the last guttering candle. Outside, the city doesn’t care what happened in this room. But I do. I know I’ll wake up tomorrow changed—maybe not better, maybe not worse, but more.

And that’s all I ever wanted.
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