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Chapter 1


Aiden
It’s been almost a week since that horrible day in my kitchen when I told Emily and Nate to leave. I’ve been walking around work like a zombie, and my coworkers are starting to give me the side-eye. I’m usually better at hiding my emotions, but every time I pass a mirror, my reflection tells me what everyone else is seeing—exhaustion, and a haunted look. This breakup differs from any other I’ve gone through. Nothing prepared me for this kind of pain. 
As I walk into work, I plaster on a smile and hope it looks realistic. I just need to get through today and then I have two days off. I can do this.
The bartender gives me a tentative hello. I’m not faking my issues as well as I need to. Giving him a jaunty salute, I beeline for my office. I’ll just hide in here all night and pretend I’m number crunching.
While I turn my computer on, I’m distracted by thoughts of the confrontation with Emily and Nate. Could I have done things differently? I’m just their dom. No matter my own emotions, their relationship together is far more important than anything I feel.
My chest tightens with annoyance as I replay the event in my mind. The more I think about it, the hotter my face gets and my breath quickens. Why weren’t they talking things through, and why was Nate hiding that he knew about Emily cheating from the beginning?
I’m jolted out of my reverie when the phone on my desk starts to ring. I answer it and hear Zane, my boss’s voice, on the other end. “Okay, you want to tell me what’s wrong? I’ve had three people text me, saying they’re concerned about you.”
Yeah, I knew I wasn’t hiding it. I work with some really great people. I should have realized they would eventually contact Zane. Since I don’t know what to say, I stall for time to think.
“I’m fine. I’m just tired. The two days off will do me some good.”
“Hmm.” Zane sounds skeptical. “No, man, really. What’s going on? You’ve helped me with tons of shit in my life. Is Emily giving you trouble?”
Zane is much more than just my boss, he’s also a fabulous friend. I don’t know why I feel the need to keep secrets from him. Nothing bad would happen if I told him, and it might make me feel better.
I take a deep breath before spilling my guts. “It’s trouble with Emily and Nate. I broke it off with them.”
“Oh, shit,” Zane says sympathetically. “I’m sorry. There’s no fixing it?”
I sigh heavily, tears stinging my eyes. “I don’t think so.”
Zane listens quietly as I tell him the entire story of last weekend and what happened in the kitchen. As I tell him, I can feel the anger coming back. My hands ball into fists and heat radiates from my skull, hot and feverish. My reaction to the situation might seem lame to an outsider, but communication was always the most important agreement from them. They’d assured me they were talking, but obviously they hadn’t kept up their part of the bargain.
“So, what are you going to do?”
Zane’s unexpected question catches me off guard, and my heart rate speeds up. What can I really do?
“I don’t know. Get over them? Do I have a choice? They’re married, and I was just their dom.”
His reply of, “I suppose,” sounds doubtful again.
I don’t want him worrying about me, so I brush the issue aside. “The two days off will help. I just need some time to think.”
I know Zane well enough that when he replies, I can tell he wants to say more, but he’s reining it in. “Okay, but if you need more time off, just let me know. I can ask Dave to step in for a bit. He’d love a chance to fill your shoes.”
More tears prickle behind my eyes from Zane’s kindness, and I’m quick to reassure him. “Nah, I’ll be fine after the two days.”
I need to get off the phone before I end up blubbering like a baby. Emily and Nate have a firmer hold on my heart than I realized. I’ve never broken down publicly over a relationship before.
Zane and I say our goodbyes and he tells me the offer of time off is always open, and I thank him before hanging up.
Sighing, I set the phone down. I’m just tired since I haven’t been sleeping well. Once I get a few nights of good sleep under my belt, I’ll be fine.
I keep repeating that to myself for the rest of my work shift, hoping it’s true.
[image: image-placeholder]Nate
It’s been two long weeks of not sleeping in the same bed as Emily. My loving wife has turned into a cold mistress—distant eyes and a sharp voice that’s like daggers tearing through my heart every time we speak. The messed up part about it is the more uncaring she is to me, the more I want to sink to my knees and beg for forgiveness. I’d promise her the moon if it would fix what I did.
I really fucked up bad. I should have told Aiden and Emily that I knew they were cheating all along. But the confession isn’t just about knowing—it’s that I liked it. I don’t want to be like my friend at the gym who calls himself a cuck and seems proud of it. Whenever I peered through the window and watched Emily and Aiden together, my heart ached with shame and hurt, yet I can’t deny the tingling arousal. Hell, I masturbated over her cheating. Even now, the thought still turns me on.
It’s the second Sunday since the breakup and I’m taking my mom to church again. I’ve been trying to act normal around her, but last week she was giving me sidelong glances on the drive home. Ugh, I need to pull my shit together this week and act like everything is perfect. I’m not ready to admit that my marriage is possibly ending, since I haven’t given up hope yet that Emily and I can work things out.
My mom is having one of her rare good days, and she’s chatty and happy all the way to church. I can’t concentrate on anything she’s saying and a couple of times she has to repeat a question. Fuck, I’m not doing too great on holding my shit together here.
As we slip into our normal pew at church, my shoulders tighten from anxiety. I focus my breathing and hope to find some solace in the moment. No serenity comes. Usually I can find inner peace, but not today. The organ music reverberates throughout the sanctuary as people sing off-key and congregants shuffle their feet. Worry and uncertainty gnaw at me until the service is finally over. I let out a deep sigh of relief as we leave. I’m not fit company for anyone today.
Mom is quiet on the drive home, and she doesn’t say much until I’ve got her settled into her recliner with water and a snack of Goldfish crackers. At least I did one thing right today and took her to church. I can feel good about being a dutiful son.
Right before I go to say goodbye, she gives me a long look and points to the recliner that used to be my dad’s favorite chair.
“Sit with me for a moment.”
Shit. She’s going to ask me what’s wrong. I don’t want to talk to her about my problems, so I make an excuse. “Sorry, mom, I really need to get home.”
Before I can say much else, her voice turns firm. “Nathaniel, you sit your butt down. We need to talk.”
There’s no arguing with her when she takes that tone. I plop my ass on the chair. She sips her water while she studies me. Since my dad died, she seemed like she was on the decline, but today, her eyes are as sharp as ever.
“Are you and Emily fighting?”
I want to say that someone has to talk to me to fight with me, but I keep that thought to myself.
“Yes.”
She settles back in her chair, looking pleased with herself. “I thought so. You’ve got that hangdog look your father always got when we fought. He should have dragged me to bed and settled our differences there. It would have made life easier.”
My mom’s words make me choke on nothing. I cough a few times before I catch my breath and croak out, “I don’t think that would work with Emily.”
Mom pops a cracker into her mouth and grins at me as she chews. “No, you’re right. Emily seems to wear the pants in the family.”
My head spins at how my mom is speaking. Am I living in the Twilight Zone? Is she losing it? I’ve never heard my mom speak about sexual matters so bluntly. My face scrunches up. Wait, she thinks Emily wears the pants?
She laughs at my expression. “Nate, I’m joking—mostly.”
My mom doesn’t do much these days except go to church and play bingo. What are the ladies at the bingo parlor teaching her? Is she picking this up from a TV show?
I’m on edge and can’t sit still. This conversation is bizarre, and doesn’t seem like my mother. My stomach muscles tense, and I stand up, desperate to get out of the room.
“I need something to drink.”
As I head to the kitchen, I swear I hear her mumble something about me needing more than just a drink. What has gotten into her?
I stand at the sink and take a huge gulp of water, and drain my glass before refilling it. How much should I reveal? I study the tile on the countertop my father installed before he got sick. They had a long and successful marriage. Hell, maybe mom would have some good advice.
Within a few moments, my head is clearer and I’m back in the recliner with my glass of water. Fuck it, I’m going to tell her part of it, but not everything.
I face my mom squarely. “Do you know what an open marriage is?”
I’m assuming she knows, but I’m not so sure of anything right now regarding her.
“Yep,” she replies, but doesn’t elaborate.
“Emily and I tried it, and it didn’t work. We might get a divorce.”
She stares at me for a moment. “Emily can’t handle you liking guys too, or are you gay?”
My mind screeches to a halt like a record scratch. Um, what? She thinks this started with me wanting to be with a guy? Confusion and disbelief war inside me, and I want to blurt out Emily cheated on me.
I don’t reply, and she continues. “Don’t look so shocked. Your uncle Pete liked the men. No matter how much our father tried to beat it out of him.”
What is this? Fucked up family confessional time? I’m not in the right headspace to process everything she’s telling me, and my thoughts are a swirl of confusion. Her brother Pete died when I was a kid, and suddenly I’m not so sure I know how he died. All I heard was that he was sick for a long time, but nobody talked about it much.
My mom’s words snap me back to attention. “So, which is it?”
“Neither.”
“No? Interesting.” She takes a sip of her water and chews on another cracker, clearly waiting for me to continue.
I’ve never seen my mother act this way, and a small part of me feels the need to share everything with her. As we sit there, not speaking, the grandfather clock against the wall slowly measures out each second, as if it’s counting down the moments left in our lives. I’m all she has since dad died. The clock was always comforting in years past, but today it’s like a signal reminding me I should tell her something because she might not be around too much longer.
I finally can’t take it anymore and I blurt it all out. “Emily wanted an open marriage, so we gave it a go. Then I got involved as well. It was all of us together.”
My mom doesn’t look shocked, but I can’t tell what she’s thinking. Though she’s the one who thought I was possibly gay, so it’s no wonder she isn’t surprised.
Her voice is quiet. “So what happened?”
Oh God, what DID happen? I struggle to figure out what to tell her. How do I admit this is all my fault?
I take another sip of water and guilt washes over me. “I was an idiot and lied about something, and ruined it all.”
She snorts. “If you lied, you WERE an idiot. So go fix it.”
Yeah, I don’t think that’s going to work. I don’t bother arguing with her. “I can try.”
She smiles at me, as if we settled the matter. “Can you bring me my knitting basket before you go? I suppose I should stop knitting baby stuff for you and Emily until I hear otherwise. I’ll make some hats for the homeless shelter.”
I cough to hide a bark of laughter. What the fuck? We aren’t even trying to get pregnant. I hope she’s joking.
I get up, bring her the knitting supplies, and refill her water before bending down to give her a kiss on the cheek. “Mom, I’ll call you in a few days. I love you.”
She sounds satisfied with herself when she says, “I love you too.” She probably thinks she weaseled some great mystery out of me.
Right before I open the front door, she calls out. “What’s his name, anyway?”
My mouth drops open in surprise, but I hide it when I turn to look at her.
“Aiden.”
“Aiden...” She mulls it over like she’s thinking about something. “Do you love him?”
My heart constricts. Damn, she’s playing hardball today. “Yes.”
Her smile is sad. “Life’s too short, my dear boy. Make it work. I’d like to meet this Aiden.”
My pulse races and my palms grow clammy as I stammer, “Okay,” and practically stumble out of the house.
I sit in my car, trembling in shock from what just happened. Did someone body snatch my church-going mother? Hot tears burn my eyes, yet I laugh out loud. Shit, Emily is going to crack up when she hears about this.
Oh.
My stomach roils. I won’t be telling Emily because we’re not speaking. Well, fuck.
[image: image-placeholder]Emily
I get home from work on Monday after what has been the shittiest two weeks of my life, and Nate’s car is in the driveway, so I know he’s home already. Excitement stirs in my stomach before I remember it doesn’t matter. We’re not speaking to each other because he’s yet to explain why he didn’t tell us he knew about the cheating all along.
I huff out a sigh and trudge inside. As I enter the kitchen, my heart skips a beat when I see Nate. His toned body is exposed by a pair of low-slung sweatpants that hug his muscular thighs nicely. Droplets of water glisten in his damp hair, as if recently showered. He’s facing away from me with a dishtowel slung over one shoulder, vigorously stirring something in a bowl.
My pussy hums alive. I want to rush to him, wrap my arms around his waist, and kiss him until we both forget we’re fighting. I love him so damn much that it’s almost a physical pain to stay away from him. The way my body is reacting to him reminds me I haven’t gone without sex for this long since meeting Aiden. Someone needs to remind my pussy that we’re unhappy.
I’m an odd mix of horny and upset, and the conflicting feelings make me sound angry when I speak. “Are you ready to talk to me yet?”
Nate looks over his shoulder, his eyes filled with uncertainty. He shakes his head slowly. “No.”
I can’t suppress my exasperation. My teeth are clenched as I fight to contain the anger bubbling up inside me. I want to yell at him, but instead, I bite my tongue and stomp my foot. Scorching heat burns my cheeks. “We can’t keep doing this. Don’t you think it’s time you told me why?”
He sets down the mixing spoon in a controlled motion before turning to face me with an expression that seems chiseled out of stone. “I don’t know,” he says with cold detachment.
His answer infuriates me further, and my entire body flushes. He motherfucking knows why and just doesn’t want to talk to me. An angry sob breaks free from me as I rush out of the kitchen and head straight upstairs to the spare room where I’ve been sleeping since the fight.
Why won’t he talk to me? I almost don’t care about the reason—it’s more about his lack of communication. Flopping on the bed, I hug a pillow and bury my face in it. I want so badly to call out to Nate and apologize and make up. But that still doesn’t fix things with Aiden. I love them both, and now I’m losing them. Jesus, this blows.
And why does he have to be so damn sexy when I’m angry at him? I take a few deep breaths. I need to be Zen Emily again or I’m going to end up on blood pressure medication at this rate.
Once my heart calms down, my thoughts drift back to how sexy Nate looked in the kitchen. A rush of heat courses through my veins and my pussy gives a little buzz. Yeah, I love sweatpants on guys. I could easily tug them down and get to his cock. My nipples harden and I snort. God dammit, I’m supposed to be sad, not turned on and fantasizing about fucking him.
I punch the bed to release some pent-up aggression before rising to remove my work clothes. As I strip naked, I shiver as the cool air coming through an open window brushes my skin. All my nerve endings hum with pleasure, and I give in to my urges. I don’t bother putting clothes on and lie down on the bed, spreading my legs. This feels so wrong to do while I’m upset, but maybe if I can make myself come, it will help?
I dive my fingers between my legs, working circles around my aching clit as I move my other hand to tease my nipple. I moan with pleasure as my mind wanders to the last time Nate, Aiden, and I were together. Aiden strapped Nate to the St. Andrew’s cross, and I was on the spanking bench. I tingle with excitement as I relive the evening in my mind. Aiden knew exactly how to drive me crazy. My thighs quiver with delight as I imagine him spanking me and pulling on the leather strap of my bodysuit, making it dig into my pussy. God, that’s a glorious memory.
My clit swells as my hand moves faster and faster while I continue to daydream about Aiden controlling Nate and me. I slip a finger inside myself and moan as the Aiden in my head tells Nate to lick my pussy. I imagine I can feel Nate’s firm tongue swirling around my clit. Hot waves of pleasure ripple through me. My leg muscles tense and I put my feet flat on the bed so I can finger fuck myself harder. I whimper loudly as I imagine my fingers are Nate’s tongue moving in and out. I need to come so badly.
Tugging on my nipples, I moan as I think of Aiden’s mouth at my breast. He’s sucking and pulling, and pleasure swirls in my gut. The bliss builds in layers. It’s not enough. I need to feel something new.
Without thinking, I give my breast a sharp slap like Aiden has done to me before. Pain shoots through me and electrifies my body. Every nerve in my pussy ignites and I’m on the brink of an explosion.
I speed up the movement of my hand and just when I think I’m going to come, the memory of Nate’s sad face in the kitchen intrudes on the fantasy, and I deflate. 
God damn it! I can’t come while things aren’t settled between us. I’m breathless and my body cries out from the stolen orgasm when I pull my hand out from between my legs. There’s no way I’ll come now. Fuckity, fuck, fuck, fuck.
I kick my heels in frustration as I study the ceiling and seek inner peace. I shouldn’t have even started touching myself. This was such a bad idea. My heart still aches from what’s going on, and now I’m crazy horny on top of being sad.
Sighing, I snuggle into my pillow and close my eyes. Maybe I need a nap. I’m sure everything will be better tomorrow.
It can’t be much worse.




Chapter 2


Aiden
I’m a fucking mess. I spent my two days off with my head in several pints of mint chocolate chip ice cream, hoping to forget Emily and Nate exist. Ice cream can’t fix my life. All it did was make me sick from too much sugar. 
Even though I told Zane I didn’t need more time, by Monday morning I admit defeat and call him. I hold in my tears, but I can detect a quiver in my voice when I ask for the week off.
“Don’t worry about work,” he says gently. “Take all the time you need.”
His words make me cry silently, and I tell him, “Thank you,” quickly so I can hang up before he knows how upset I am. I’m so damn lucky to have Zane as a friend.
I mope around my apartment most of the day, uninterested in doing anything. How does one get over two people? Now that I don’t have work to think about for a week, my brain plays back a slideshow of my times with Emily and Nate. It was a fun ride while it lasted. I’ve never had a sub like Emily, and I loved her switchy side that was coming out.
Nate was the icing on the cake. That last night with him was more intimate than I’ve ever felt with another man. Which shouldn’t surprise me since I fell in love with him.
The air conditioner kicks on in the background, breaking the silence. I curl up on the couch and try not to think of them, but it’s impossible. One of my favorite memories is the first time we were all together. Nate hadn’t admitted he wanted more yet, but I could tell he wanted to be on his knees for me. Emily was sucking my cock beautifully, but it was Nate I was watching.
As I daydream, my cock stiffens and I don’t stop myself from running my hand down my bare stomach and stroking my shaft through my shorts. It’s been so long since I’ve wanted to touch myself that the stimulation is electric. The pleasure builds as I continue to daydream about other times I was with Nate and Emily. I recall Emily’s lips engulfing my cock while Nate was sucking on my balls. God, that was another great night.
It almost feels wrong to get turned on by thoughts of them since we’re not together, but it also feels so right. These memories are all that I have left of the relationship, so I might as well enjoy myself.
I moan and caress my shaft quicker. My legs tremble and I arch my back and thrust into my fist, imagining that I’m fucking Emily’s wet pussy. I can feel her tight walls around me as I hammer into her, making her moans of delight and Nate’s groans of approval fill my mind.
When I picture Nate on his knees waiting to serve us, I come hard and fast with a pulsating wave of pleasure as cum spurts onto my shorts and across my stomach. I gasp, still ensnared in the fantasy of us together as we find our bliss.
The rapture crests and recedes, leaving me limp as my breathing slows. In its wake, I’m struck by an unbearable loneliness, like a pit in my stomach that threatens to engulf me. Lying there, surrounded by emptiness, I realize what I’m missing out on—the closeness and the connection with another human being.
I don’t realize I’m crying until I feel tears dripping from my chin and landing on my chest. Grabbing a tissue from the table next to the couch, I wipe away the tears before cleaning the cum off my stomach. The reality of my situation hits me like a truck and leaves me hollow.
I’m all alone and missing the two people I love. Nothing feels right without them.
[image: image-placeholder]Nate
Emily doesn’t work on Tuesdays and she’s in the kitchen making herself dinner when I get home. We’ve been eating separately and I don’t want to get in her way. I’ll make food when she’s finished. She’s got earbuds in, and I assume she’s listening to music. She doesn’t hear me, so I pause in the doorway and watch her for a moment.
She’s wearing a T-shirt and black yoga pants, and the way they stretch across her ass reminds me of all the times we fucked in the kitchen. My cock pulses in response. Shit, I can’t be getting turned on right now. She’s angry at me, and this is a quick road to nowhere that ends with me sad wanking while thinking of sinking into her wetness.
When she bends over to get a bowl out of a lower cabinet and sways her hips in time to the music, I almost groan. Before the blowup, I could have walked behind her and surprised her by rubbing my hand over her ass while she was bent over like that. Now all I can do is watch and ache. Yeah, this is torture.
I leave the kitchen before she realizes I’m there and head to the bedroom to change into my customary sweatpants that I wear after work.  As I remove my clothes, I let them fall to the floor in a messy pile at the end of the bed. I’ll pick them up later, or maybe not—this is the level of care I have for anything right now. Life sucks.
I’m naked and I’m about to put on shorts when the image of Emily bent over pops into my head again. My cock pulses, begging me to stroke it. Fine, sad wanking it is. I can’t feel any worse after an orgasm than I do right now.
I lie down on the bed and imagine my hand is Emily’s mouth. I keep my strokes slow at first, but as soon as my mind adds Aiden in the room directing Emily on how to suck me, I speed the movement up. Tingles run up and down my body as the pleasure builds.
I didn’t know I’d fall in love with a guy while still loving Emily, and the sexual satisfaction I felt with Aiden that last night surprised me. Groaning, I remember how it felt to have Aiden’s cock sliding into me, igniting my body with a firestorm of pleasure until my eyes rolled back into my head. I ache to feel Emily’s warm wetness surrounding me while Aiden grasped my hips and sank his cock into my ass.
The pleasure intensifies with every passing second, my thighs quivering uncontrollably. I’m aching to come when a sound startles me. My eyes snap open while my hand freezes against my shaft, and I look towards the bedroom doorway.
[image: image-placeholder]Emily
Since I couldn’t orgasm last night, my body is still humming with arousal the next day. I had hoped that a satisfying orgasm would give me several days of not wanting to rub against the nearest cock, but no such luck. Now it’s only made things worse and I can’t stop thinking about fucking Nate and Aiden at the same time. My mind has fixated on the one thing out of my reach and can’t seem to let it go.
I’m listening to music through my earbuds and making dinner. I don’t know why the fuck I’m making twice as much food as I’ll eat—well, okay, I know. Nate is going to be home soon, and the plan is to offer him dinner. We need to talk, and maybe if I fill his belly with tasty food, it’ll break down the fortress he’s built around himself. Not that I think it’s actually going to work, so I don’t know why I’m going through the effort. But I’ve got to do something, since waiting for him to open up is getting me nowhere.
Part of dinner includes a salad kit I bought at the store. I’m swaying to the music as I grab a bowl from the lower cupboard and dump the lettuce in it. How do I even start the conversation? Every time I attempt to talk to him, I can hear how accusatory I sound. If I were him, I wouldn’t want to open up and talk about my feelings.
I’m stewing over how to word things as I rip open the packet of dressing. Thick, creamy ranch squirts out and splats onto my shirt. I groan and look down at the white stripe running down my front. I instinctively swipe at it with my finger to clean up the mess, but just end up smearing it worse. Snorting, I lick my finger before using a wet paper towel to dab at my shirt.
Well, shit. This isn’t working. I’m just making more of a mess. Since Nate isn’t home yet, I’ll sneak into our bedroom and grab a clean shirt. I still need to cut up the cold deli chicken to go on the salad, but it’ll be fine if I’m not totally finished when he gets home. He won’t get pissy if he has to wait five minutes for a dinner he’s not expecting.
I abandon the salad and head to the bedroom. My mind is elsewhere—contemplating how to start the conversation with Nate—until I step into the room and notice a heap of clothes near the foot of the bed.
And then I hear a familiar low moan.
What the—Nate is naked and stretched out on our bed, rubbing himself. His eyes are closed and his head’s tipped back as he moves his hips in time with his strokes. The look of raw pleasure on his face is unmistakable. He’s home? And masturbating?
His hand moves faster and my pussy clenches in response as I watch him getting close to coming. I swallow hard and stand still, feeling like a voyeur in my own bedroom. I should leave, but I’m transfixed at the glistening moisture on his cock. Mmm, saliva pools in my mouth. I think that’s pre-cum and not lube.
His fingers slide along his length and I imagine it’s me stroking him. The rhythmic slapping sound and his heavy breathing are the only things that I can hear, and I’m fascinated to be an observer. I’ve never watched him stroke when he wasn’t aware I was in the room.
Wait, he’s not too upset to masturbate? He’s the one not talking to me, and now he’s finding the release that I can’t. Anger begins to simmer in my stomach. His pleasure enrages me, and I feel an intense need to punish him for getting off while I’m still unsatisfied.
I take a deep breath, telling myself to step away before I do something crazy. But it’s too late—the energy building in my brain is taking control of my body. I need to stop him, but how?
I zero in on his slippers next to the pile of clothes on the floor and snatch one up. He’s so far gone, he doesn’t even hear me rustling around. You know what? Fuck him.
My rage gets the better of me. I felt guilty for masturbating last night, and it ruined my orgasm. If I can’t come, then neither can he. I take aim and throw the slipper at Nate. It strikes his chest with a soft thud. His eyes fly open in shock, and his hand pauses mid-stroke.
For a second I’m motionless and can’t think, until a surge of adrenaline kicks in. I square my shoulders with determination and lift my chin.
“Why are you touching yourself?” I ask, in what I hope is an authoritative tone.
Nate looks stunned, and he takes a few moments to compose himself before he speaks.
“I—I don’t know,” he stammers out, and his answer sends a shock wave of fury through my body.
“You don’t know,” I repeat, anger lacing my voice, as my hands shake uncontrollably. Him and that fucking ‘I don’t know’ bullshit. I clench my fists in an effort to keep my temper in check. “That answer isn’t good enough.”
He licks his lips before meeting my gaze. “Because I can’t help it,” he whispers, his cheeks blazing red with embarrassment. It’s a fragile plea of desperation, begging me to understand.
He continues to look at me, an intensity brimming behind his gaze that makes my breath catch. I study him for a moment, getting more angry with each passing second until I’m practically vibrating. My heart pounds and I’m flushed, but the angrier I get, the more Nate’s eyes glaze over with lust. I realize then that he’s still hard and his cock twitches.
Something inside me snaps.
A strange feeling blooms in my chest. I don’t recognize it at first, but then it comes to me—it’s lust mixed with a need to make him pay for all my suffering in the last two weeks. This might not be the first time he jacked off. He might be polishing his pole and living the high life every night while I’m miserable.
But as fucked up as my emotions are, there’s also a craving for my gorgeous man who is so willing to submit himself to me, even if he only does it briefly in this moment.
I peel off my shirt, toss it to the floor, and take a step closer. He glances at my chest and my nipples harden into painful peaks.
“Nate, look at me.”
He does as I command, and his eyes reflect the same desire that rages inside me.
I speak in a deep and sultry tone. “I’m going to fuck you, and you better not even think about coming before I do. Got it?”
“Yes,” he practically moans, and his cock sways again, teasing me.
Oh yeah, I’m going to take what I want. I’m so pissed at him, he better hope he can come fast. If he doesn’t blow his load when I orgasm, I’m going to climb off of him and leave him aching. Tonight is for me. This is more than just sex. This is my need to dominate him. If he won’t talk to me, he doesn’t deserve to come.
With that thought, I eagerly pull off my yoga pants and panties. I’m desperate to feel him slide inside me, and wetness leaks down my inner thigh as I climb onto the bed and straddle him. Without hesitation, I impale myself on his cock. Pleasure overwhelms me as I sink onto his hardness, and I gasp in delight as I stretch and mold around his shaft. Fuck, I’ve missed this. It’s almost like my pussy forgot how good he feels inside me.
When Nate moves his hands up to my hips to control my movements, I become irrationally pissed off. He doesn’t understand this is about my pleasure.
“Stop.” My voice is harsh, and he stares at me in surprise as I continue. “You’re my fucktoy tonight. You’re going to just lie there. Don’t you dare move.”
He responds with a hungry nod as I rotate my hips faster. I bounce and grind into him, savoring the exhilaration of taking what I want. My mind spins with pleasure and I let out a groan. Resting my hands on his chest, I use the leverage to fuck him with wild abandon. Each movement brings me closer to an exquisite explosion.
He’s still beneath me, doing exactly what I asked of him—being a good boy and enjoying every second—and that only turns me on further. I shiver in delight when his cock throbs inside me. His eyes are hooded with desire, but also something else… surrender.
I move faster, pushing into him with more and more intensity. My skin is slick with sweat as I ride him, and he grasps the sheets for purchase. He’s not fighting me—he’s loving this. He closes his eyes and his chest heaves while his legs thrash. A pained expression crosses his face, and I can tell he’s focused on making sure he doesn’t come.
The power inside me shimmers and expands until it’s an all-encompassing dominance. He’s mine. I don’t know why I ever thought about giving this up.
I’m slamming against him at a frenzied pace as the pleasure overwhelms me. My movements become erratic as I seek my bliss. I thought I wanted any cock, but in reality, it was his cock I needed. We fit together and it feels perfect.
When I move one hand between my legs to brush my clit, the added sensation shoots me over the edge. I cry out in euphoria as I continue to ride him to prolong my orgasm. I’m so lost in the pleasure that I almost don’t notice he’s coming.
His groans echo off the walls, and his body tenses with pleasure as he arches up into me. His hands dig into the sheets, and his pained expression melts away as I feel him shudder and spasm inside me. A satisfied ache replaces my earlier urge to make him suffer. He needed this just as much as I did.
I slow down until I’m rocking against him gently as we both come down from our high. His eyes are still closed and I’m not sure if it’s because he’s blissed out, or if he doesn’t want to break the spell and come back to reality. Either way, I feel the same way he does, and I ride him for longer than I would have otherwise.
When I can tell he’s too sensitive, I roll off of him. We lie side by side, panting while we catch our breath. Nate is the first one to break the silence.
“That… was intense.”
I laugh softly, relief flooding through me. I turn my head to look at him and find his gaze focused on me, his eyes full of something else—something that makes my heart skip a beat. He’s looking at me with love.
The powerful urge to dominate him evaporates, leaving me on the brink of tears. Fuck, I love this man. All of our problems melt away as I nestle my head into his chest and let out a sigh as his muscular arms encircle me. His gentle caresses fill me with a safe warmth that I’ve been missing for weeks. I feel like nothing else matters, and we savor our moment together.
His voice is deep and a little uncomfortable when he speaks. “I didn’t tell you because I was embarrassed,” he confesses.
What? I pull back so I can look into his face. His cheeks are flushed from more than just sex. He’s having a hard time making eye contact with me, but he seems to be trying his best.
I need to understand, and ask, “What do you mean?”
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Emily looks confused, and a rush of love and fear swirls inside me. I want to explain myself better, but I’m not sure I can.
“I was embarrassed because watching you with him turned me on,” I finally say, my voice shaking slightly.
Her eyes widen. “You were turned on seeing me with another man, or were you jealous?”
Oh God. I close my eyes briefly before opening them. I have to tell her the truth. “It was both,” I admit with a sigh. “But mostly I was getting excited by your cheating.”
My stomach tightens with shame. She needs to hear this. I rush to add, “I hated it, and yet I loved it. I’m messed up.”
I can tell she’s contemplating everything I said, and my mind spirals. She’s going to hate this side of me. She likes dominant men, and I just admitted to her I might be a cuck. Why did I tell her?
Her gentle laugh breaks me out of my thoughts. She leans in and gives me a peck on the lips. “We’re both messed up, don’t you think?”
Hope blossoms in my heart, and my voice is thick. “But did we ruin our marriage?”
Her fingers caress gentle circles on my chest, and I want to beg her to say she still loves me.
After the longest ten seconds of my life, she sighs. “I don’t know.”
My stomach drops as panic grips me and a tear slides from the corner of my eye. We did fuck it up. She wants a divorce.
I’m bewildered when her lips brush against my chest. What’s going on?
Her voice is soft. “I don’t think we ruined it, but I definitely think we need therapy. Will you go with me?”
The lingering gloom in my brain lifts, and I capture her in a tight embrace. She squeaks, though I can tell it’s out of joy. I kiss her deeply until we’re both breathless.
When we finally stop, she giggles. “So I take it that’s a yes?”
I kiss her all over her face before answering. “That’s a hell yes.”
She laughs again and then sobers a little. “I think Aiden was right. We need to work on our communication.”
A pang hits my heart when she says his name, and I push it aside. We definitely need to communicate better, but tonight isn’t the time to tell her I fell in love with him.
“Yeah, we do.”
She snuggles back into my arms, and I hold her, enjoying the moment until we both fall asleep.





Chapter 3


Nate
The next morning, Emily is still cuddled into my side, sleeping. God, I missed waking up with her. I breathe in her scent and feel at peace. My alarm hasn’t gone off for work yet, and I’m careful not to disturb her as I use my phone to message my boss that I’m sick and staying home.  
As soon as I set my phone down, she stirs and slowly opens her eyes. A small smile plays at the corners of her lips, and my heart skips a beat as she looks up at me. I can see the love emanating from her and I’m overwhelmed with my love for her—and lust. It’s been a long two weeks.
My cock twitches in response to the delicate silk of her skin against mine. With both of us already naked, pushing her onto her back and burying myself deep inside her is a natural instinct.
Her eyes brighten as I bottom out, and she purrs in satisfaction, “This is quite the way to wake up.”
God, she feels so good. I thrust a little harder and she gasps before pushing at my chest. “Hey, wait. Don’t you need to get ready for work?”
Her pussy is so tight and wet, it’s difficult to hold on to the thread of the conversation, but I want to drive her crazy. I don’t respond, and continue stroking in and out quickly.
Her eyelids flutter from pleasure and she moans as she struggles to not get lost in the sensation. “No, really, what about work?”
I keep my thrusting at a steady pace as my pleasure builds. “Nope, I called in sick. I’ve got all day to fuck you.”
She arches against me and her nipples grazing my chest make me lean down and take one into my mouth.
She moans loudly as she pants out, “Since this feels so good, I’ll let you fuck me.”
After watching Aiden control us both, I’ve learned a few tricks. I might not be a dominant man normally, but it might be fun to see what Emily does if I take control.
I pause my strokes long enough to grab her wrists and pin them to the mattress above her head. Her eyes widen, a spark of excitement igniting in their depths. Her breath catches as our gazes lock.
I deepen my voice so I sound commanding. “Let me? If Aiden were here with us, would you be letting him fuck you?”
My heart stops as his name slips from my lips. Shit, why did I say that? There’s an immediate response from Emily. She mewls out and rocks against me, trying to get me to fuck her harder.
My jaw tightens as I hold back the need to get lost in her. I wish Aiden really was here controlling us both, but since he’s not, I’m curious to see how desperate I can make her. I continue to fuck her slowly, making her gasp with every stroke.
Thinking back on how hot it was to watch Emily and Aiden together, I hear myself talking dirtier to her more than I ever have before.
“You loved being Aiden’s little slut, didn’t you?”
She moans, “Yes,” and closes her eyes.
I keep her hands pinned above her head, enjoying being the one with the power. I have no idea what the fuck I’m doing, but I imagine Aiden across the room telling me what to say.
“You loved it so much that you cheated on me with him, didn’t you?”
She whimpers another, “Yes.”
“And now you’re my little whore. Do you like being owned?”
I feel her body tremble under me as her hips jerk. This is exactly what I wanted. Her warm tight walls gripping my cock with each thrust bring me to the brink of pleasure. It’s taking all my control not to come.
She pushes against me, and her voice is a desperate cry. “Oh god. Fuck me, please.”
I smile down at her, and her eyes open wide. My imaginary Aiden whispers in my ear and I feel myself channeling him. I fuck her faster, as waves of ecstasy build.
“I own your pussy, Doll. You belong to me.”
I whack against her, causing her to bounce against the bed with each thrust. Her moans increase in pitch and intensity until she screams out my name as she comes. Her pussy clenches around my cock and I almost come right then, but I want her to get as much pleasure as possible.
I slow down my strokes. When I can tell her climax fades, I release her wrists, finally letting myself get lost in her tight wetness. Now I don’t have to be anyone but myself.
I catch her head in my hands and kiss her softly as we surge together. She wraps her arms and legs around me right before I explode. Pleasure pulses through my body as I fill her. I lose track of everything but the incredible sensations as shudders wrack me from my head to my toes. I’m mindless from the bliss and stay locked against her until my orgasm fades.
After a few minutes, I roll to the side and pull her into my arms. She buries her face into my neck and I cradle her to me, kissing her hair.
I really don’t know what just got into me, and I’m not sure I could do that again. Aiden is the missing piece between us. With him, we both found the fulfillment we needed.
As if she could read my thoughts, she sighs. “I miss Aiden.”
“Me too.” I kiss the top of her head.
She looks up at me, her expression earnest. “Did you fall in love with him?”
I freeze, my mind blank, and she smiles gently. “It’s all right if you say you did. I fell in love with him, too. I love you both.”
When she admits she loves him, all my tension drains and I pull her closer to me, crushing her to my chest. “Yes, I love him.”
She wiggles in my arms and pushes at me playfully. “Hey, I can’t breathe!”
I loosen my grip, and she rolls over so we can spoon. We hold hands, our fingers twined together, and she plays with my wedding ring.
Her voice is soft. “So, if we both love him, what’re we going to do about it?”
Can we do anything? My brain whirls with vague ideas, but nothing concrete comes to me.
“I don’t know. I don’t know if he would want to be our dom again.”
Being with him but treating him like our dom isn’t enough anymore. I want him to be with us all the time.
She voices my thoughts. “Maybe he’d want to be more than our dom.”
Emily’s words stun me. I never imagined she’d really want that. I proceed carefully, not wanting to seem too eager. “You’d want that?”
She kisses my hand, her breath a soft puff of air. “Yes.”
My love for her almost overwhelms me, and I brush my lips against her shoulder. “I want that too.”
She yawns and wiggles her ass against me. “Then after a nap, we should figure out how to win our man back.”
This is absolutely crazy, and yet it feels right. I kiss her head again. “Yes, Mistress.”
Her soft giggle soothes me, and I’m able to relax and drift off with my arms around her.
[image: image-placeholder]Emily
I wake up before Nate does and the sunlight filtering through the shades matches my mood—the world is bright again. Today is going to be a great day! I slink out of bed as quietly as I can, and pull on some shorts and a tank top. My stomach growls since we missed dinner last night, and I head to the kitchen to find food. Yeah, the salad is long dead.
I pour myself a bowl of granola with milk and take it to the office. It’s time to plan how to win Aiden back, but the first step is to find a local marriage counselor—one that isn’t opposed to a thruple. Just thinking of potentially seeing a counselor with both of them gives me a thrill.
While I’m eating, I search online and find a few excellent possibilities. I bookmark the info in my browser, and move on to looking up information on being a domme. Aiden could help me with my questions, but I’m still uncomfortable with how I feel while I’m domme. I don’t like hurting Nate, but if I don’t get this under control, I’m afraid I will—especially since he keeps begging for it.
An article catches my eye and I start reading about dom drop, which is apparently also known as top drop. Oh shit, I didn’t even think about sub drop issues nor dom drop issues. We might have all been struggling with it and not realizing—well, I assume Aiden would have known, but it still sucks. 
My stomach churns as I think about Aiden. I hope he’s okay, but there’s no way to know unless I can get him to talk to us. He’s talked in the past about his boss, Zane, and how he was a close friend, so maybe Zane helped him if he needed someone. Ugh, I wish we hadn’t broken everything off so abruptly, but it was his decision. I tense up the more concerned I get, and I’m scanning the website for what to do about dom drop when Nate walks in.
He comes over and kisses my head. “How are you feeling?”
I hesitate, wondering what I should say. I decide to go with honesty. “Actually, I was feeling pretty great until I found something online. We need to talk to Aiden.”
Nate reads over my shoulder quietly for a moment. “How are we going to get him to talk to us?”
I glance at the website again. “I think we’ve got the answer right here.”
He massages my shoulders and some of the tension eases from them. Tipping my head up, he leans in and gives me a brief kiss, and I murmur, “It’s time to at least try.”
[image: image-placeholder]Aiden
On Wednesday, I drag myself off the couch and to the gym. No more wallowing in my own pity party; it’s time to detox from the four-day junk food binge. 
I’m sluggish at the gym and exhausted when I make it back home, but I’m feeling better than I have in days. After my shower, I throw a handful of vegetables and some berries into the blender to make a green smoothie. Eating healthy helps lift my mental fog, so doing something beneficial for my body empowers me. I can get through this.
I take my smoothie to the living room to watch a show, but I can’t focus on anything. Emily and Nate keep popping into my head—did they talk it out or are they breaking up? I’m not sure if I’ll ever know unless I reach out again. God, I miss them.
I need to occupy my thoughts so I don’t dwell on the two of them. With a sigh, I set the remote down and stretch out on the couch. A nap will do me good. I can’t think about them if I’m asleep. 
A sound jolts me awake, and I’m disoriented. What time is it? The sunlight peeking in through the window tells me it’s still daytime. My phone vibrates with a message and I realize that’s what woke me up. It’s probably Zane checking on me. 
I pick it up, intending to tell him I went to the gym and that I’m fine, but when I see the message is from Emily, I freeze. My hands start shaking and my heart rate speeds up as I swipe the message open.
Emily: We need to talk. Can you come over on your next day off?
My chest tightens up, and I feel sick. I can’t go through this again. I consider not responding, but I’m not that type of person.
Me: I don’t want to drag this out, I’m sorry. The answer is no.
She replies quickly.
Emily: Please?
Fuck. What should I do? As I’m about to type back and tell her no, again, another text message comes in. This time it’s from Nate.
Nate: I’m concerned about Emily. Can you come over as soon as you can?
That was all I needed to see. My stomach twists in knots as I type back to him. 
Me: I’m on my way.
I’m out the door and in my car in less than ten minutes. I keep a death grip on the steering wheel the entire drive there. With them texting me separately, it seems like they didn’t work out their issues. I hope Emily is okay. I park in front of their house and see another text from Nate.
Nate: The door is unlocked, come in.
Walking into their house when I’m not their dom feels strange. It was uncommon for me to come over without intending to fuck one of them, and my cock gives a little throb like he’s expecting good times. Yeah Buddy, sorry, that’s not happening.
When I close the door behind me, Nate calls from the living room. “We’re in here.”
Creeping down the hallway, my heart pounds. I peek into the kitchen as I pass the doorway. The kitchen is a little messy, but everything else seems normal. My shoulders are tense from anxiety as I approach the living room. If they’re both in there together, that means they’re communicating at least a little. Could they actually be getting along?
When I turn the corner, I’m completely taken aback. Blood rushes to my head and I feel dizzy. They both have on shorts and T-shirts, kneeling with their hands on their knees while they look at the floor.
The sight of them both in supplication knocks the breath out of me, my body reacting quicker than my mind can comprehend. Adrenaline courses through me, but I soon feel a wave of fury. What the fuck do they think they are playing at? This type of shit isn’t funny.
My voice sounds cold. “You have 10 seconds to explain yourself before I walk out the door.”
They both lift their heads and look at me, and my heart sinks down into my stomach. They have the same expression of sorrow, and my gut unclenches as I feel myself giving in.
There’s no way I’m going to be able to walk away from them.
The End
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Want erotica bonus scenes with Emily, Nate, and Aiden? about Emily and Aiden? 
Find it at 
https://lacey-cross.com/illicitdesires






Next up, Collaring Them


Don’t miss out on the last part. 
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The conclusion to the Illicit Desires Series.  
How does Aiden react to their offer, and what does their happily ever after look like?  
Finish the story with Emily, Nate, and Aiden in this dark romance that traveled a twisted path as three people explored the consequences of opening a marriage and worked towards their unconventional happily ever after. 
Find it at:
https://mybook.to/collaringthem






Surrendering Control Excerpt


This is my newer pen name, so I don’t have a ton of stories released yet. Here’s a sample of my BDSM erotica novella. This is book 1, and the series is expected to be three books.  
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DINA 
We stand there unmoving for a few moments. My stomach does a little flip-flop while I try to figure out how to word what I want to say. 
“Uh, Sawyer…”
“Yes?” He smiles down at me, playing with my fingers.
“I was thinking…” I swallow hard before continuing. “I’m not really interested in dating, but this was fun and if you wanted to do it again, I’d be down for it.”
There, I said it. When he doesn’t immediately reply, I feel my face flush. Oh, shit, he doesn’t want to and he’s trying to figure out how to say no. My stomach burns and I want the pavement to swallow me whole. 
I wish I could take it back. Why did I even say it? I should have asked him out on a date, even if it wouldn’t lead anywhere. He probably doesn’t even want a fuck buddy. I assume he’s the romantic type based on the hand holding and soft kisses. But it’s out there now and I can’t take it back. My heart hammers while I wait for him to turn me down.
“I’d like that, Dina, but I need to be up front about something.”
Fuck, fuck, fuck, is he married? I scan through things someone needs to be up front about. He better not have an STD. We just fucked without a condom and my IUD only protects against unwanted pregnancy. Other than in a relationship, what else is there? A kid? A crazy ex?
I pull my hands from his and laugh nervously. “Okay, tell me.”
He brings a hand to my face and I’m flustered when he cups my cheek tenderly and brushes his thumb across my lips. My body responds to his touch; my nipples harden and my breath catches in my throat. What’s going on here?
He forces my head up, firmer than I would expect after his gentleness all night. The world tilts slightly as I gaze into his blue eyes, mesmerized.
“Dina, I don’t know we’d work out together, even casually.”
A wave of disappointment crashes into me. Well, fuck, I was right. He’s not interested in me even as a quick lay.
“Oh, okay.” My voice is soft, and I try to hide my mortification. It’s time to extract myself from this shitty situation, go home and lick my wounds. I thought we had a great time, but maybe it was more awkward than sexy.
Instead of saying anything else, he leans down and kisses me deeply again, but this time with force behind it. When he crushes me against the car and ravishes my mouth, my head spins and I’m confused, but I match his passion and push my body against his as our tongues dance. The low simmer I’ve had going since we fucked ramps up a few degrees and I’m heading back to boil. My pussy quivers with need, and I obsess about having his cock inside me again.
I can tell he’s hard and as turned on as I am. When I reach between us to rub him through his jeans, he uses both his hands to grab my wrists and pin them against the car on either side of me. I moan into his mouth and arch my body against him, seeking satisfaction even though I know it won’t happen.
Suddenly, he pushes back, releasing me. “Shit,” he swears under his breath.
Wide-eyed and dazed, I stare at him. Why did he say no and then kiss me like that?
“Dina, hand me your phone and I’ll give you my contact information.”
Oooh, he changed his mind! I fumble to get my phone from my pocket. My hands tremble as I unlock the screen and pull up a new contact. I silently hand it to him, but peek at what he’s doing to make sure he’s actually putting in contact information and not looking at anything else.
He types for a moment and then hands it back to me. “Here you go.”
I open my mouth, about to ask him how this will work, but he continues.
“I want you to take a couple of days to think about whether you want to see me again, and text me when you decide.”
Tipping my head at him, I blink a few times while my chest tightens and my stomach flutters. What is he talking about?
I finally get brave and speak. “I don’t understand.”
He smiles at me and kisses my forehead, and I want to melt into him again.
His voice holds a hint of amusement. “Dina, you seem like you’re a very take-charge type of woman.”
I don’t try to convince him otherwise. I like to do what I want when I want.
“And that’s a problem?”
Sawyer quirks an eyebrow at me. “It depends on you. If you want something casual, you have to let me be in control.”
Time stands still for a moment and my brain fogs over. Um, what? This dude didn’t even TRY to take control. What is he talking about?
I pick through my words carefully. “Uh, you seemed fine with what I was doing.”
He grins at me, moves closer, and pushes me against the car door again. This time, instead of capturing my mouth, he kisses my neck. I moan and tip my head to the side, giving him better access, and my pussy throbs. His hot and cold routine turns me on more than I want, and I already know I’m going to contact him.
“Dina, you need to understand something.”
“Yes?” My voice sounds breathy to me.
“You were only in control because I allowed you to be. If you want more, you’re going to surrender that control.”
Oooh, fuck. As soon as he makes his announcement, he bites the skin of my neck hard enough for me to notice, but not enough to hurt or leave a mark. I gasp when it turns into sucking. My head whirls and I buck against him, doing whatever I can to rub against the hardness in his jeans.
He releases the suction on my neck. This time I can tell he left a mark. When he steps back again, he flashes those damn dimples at me.
“I need to feed Daisy, but give it some thought and text me. If I don’t hear from you in two days, I will assume it’s a no.”
I nod, too befuddled to speak, and he grins one last time before heading across the parking lot.
If you want more, you can find it at:
https://mybook.to/assetssurrenderingcon






Like Audiobooks?


The first six books are out on audiobook, and book 7 will be coming soon. Find all my audiobooks at: 
https://lacey-cross.com/audiobooks
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