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Chapter 1







Emily
“No.”
A wave of fury washes over me and I stare Nate down. “Just—No.” I can’t believe he even asked me this. I get home, all happy that Nate and Aiden were bonding over dinner and now Nate wants to be Aiden’s submissive too?
Nate turns to me, incredulous. “Can you say no?”
I want to snap at him, “Of course I can motherfucking say no, this wasn’t part of the agreement,” but I hold my tongue. My chest tightens and my mind races, searching for answers. I don’t understand what the fuck could have happened while I was gone, but all I can think is that Aiden is MY dom. Do I have to share everything with Nate? Can’t I have this one thing of my own? Fuck, everything was going so well. Last Saturday was fun, and Nate asked to do it again so he obviously enjoyed himself.
I’d barely walked in the door from work when Nate rushed towards me, vibrating with excitement — or what seemed like it, but now I’m wondering if it was just him being all horny for Aiden. We came out to the living room to talk, and as soon as I sat down on the couch, nausea rolled over me. Fuckity, fuck, fuck, fuck. 
Work sucked, and I wanted to be home having dinner with my men. If I had been there, this wouldn’t have happened. I’m confused at how they got to this point, but Nate is pacing around the living room, getting more worked up by the minute. 
“Nate, we need to talk about this. You don’t realize what you’re asking.”
I try to keep my voice soothing because he really doesn’t. He can’t know what it’s like to be a sub for Aiden. Is my wonderful husband even submissive? The tightness in my chest travels upwards and the dull throb in my head tells me a nasty headache is coming on. After the research I’d done, I understand there are all kinds of dom-sub relationships, but I can only imagine Aiden would want sexual control with Nate. Does he grasp what that entails… wait, is my husband bisexual?
Nate continues his circles around the living room and huffs at me, “Emily, I know more about BDSM than you did when you cheated with him.”
I flinch at his comment and spots flash in front of my eyes. Is he going to bring that up every time we argue? It’s true, I fucked up big time, but we were working past that and moving in the right direction. He’s fighting dirty, and it pisses me off.
I snap at him, “Nate, you don’t understand the first thing about being a submissive. There is so much you don’t know.”
That gets him to stop pacing, and his reply is snide. “Yeah, well, guess what? Aiden seems to be an excellent teacher. Don’t you think so?”
The throb in my head intensifies and I’m done with this conversation. I can’t think clearly with a pounding headache and Nate is so angry I don’t see how anything we say is going to be constructive.
I sigh loudly. “Nate, I can’t do this tonight. I’m exhausted. I’m going to sleep in the spare room and we can talk more tomorrow.”
“Fine.” 
Nate’s sullen tone doesn’t make me feel any better, and when I walk past him, he looks miserable. My heart aches and I want to wrap my arms around him and tell him we’ll work this out. But I don’t see a way through right now, and I need to lie down.
I take nothing upstairs with me other than my cell phone, and I strip down to just my panties before sliding into bed. The moonlight shines through a crack in the curtains, creating a glow on the ceiling, and I stare at it. Deep down I recognize I’m being selfish, but his request surprised me and I blew up. I close my eyes, hoping that a good sleep will fix everything. 
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Nate
When Emily goes upstairs, I stare at her retreating back, dumbfounded. I never expected her reaction. She should be the first person who would understand the need to submit to someone and feel their control. And dismissing my wants without a discussion and just saying no… my shoulders drop and I’m dizzy so I sit down on the couch. If this is the way she’s going to be, this might be the end of our marriage. Everything can’t always be about Emily. She has to understand I have desires and needs too. Sighing, I get ready to sleep alone in our bed and hope she’s more open to the idea in the morning. 
I don't sleep well and I’m still resentful when I wake up and grumble to myself in the shower. If she won’t let me explore this part of me, do I even want to do couples counseling with her? The fact that I can’t answer the question scares me. Emily is the love of my life and we’ve been through a lot together in the last couple of months, but that might not be enough. 
When I get out of the shower, Emily is in the bedroom waiting for her turn. Why does she need to be clean this early? Is she seeing Aiden today? My pulse speeds up and I glare at her when she walks past me. I bet she’s planning on seeing Aiden because what Emily wants, Emily gets.
As I dress for work I notice her phone laying on the bed. I can still hear the water running so I feel like I have a second, and I irrationally snatch her phone and try to turn the screen on. It asks for a four-digit code and with only a moment's hesitation, I type in the same numbers she seems to use for everything and snort when it works. I look at her contact history and pull Aiden’s name up and dig my phone out of my trousers so I can put his number into it. I make sure her phone is back exactly where it was and finish getting ready for work.
Not waiting around to say goodbye, I rush out the door and sit in the parking lot at work when I’m ten minutes early. My hands shake as I pick up my phone and message Aiden.
This is Nate. Emily came home last night and said I couldn’t be your sub.
I don’t know what I expect from Aiden, but I have to tell him what is going on before Emily sees him today. When he replies immediately, my pulse speeds up as I read it. 
I’ll talk to her today. Don’t text me again until I tell you it’s OK to.
Uh… is he angry at me? I want to ask him if he is, but that seems needy and he just told me not to text him. I’m disturbed as I walk into work and when a coworker has to say hello twice before I respond, I can tell this is going to be a long day.
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Aiden
I set the phone down after telling Nate not to text me. Jesus Christ. Emily blurts out whatever pops into her head sometimes, but I’m curious about what happened last night between them. Texting Emily, I tell her I’m coming over today and emphasize that it’s just to talk. She replies with, “Yes, Sir,” and I wonder if she knows Nate messaged me. 
This wondering-what-they-are-saying-to-each-other crap annoys me and I stomp around my apartment while I get ready to leave. Recalling the day when I first met Nate at the cafe and how I wondered if I had just met my kryptonite couple… it’s possible I really did. This is exactly why I don’t get involved with couples that often. The open communication needed for a BDSM relationship to work smoothly isn’t easy, and it sounds like Emily and Nate need to sit down and talk.
On the drive to their house, I contemplate breaking it off with both of them. I don’t need this shit in my life. But I realize I actually half WANT this shit in my life. Last Saturday was fabulous. Am I willing to give that up? I’m so close to having them both on their knees for me and the rush I get around Emily is addictive so it would be difficult to break it off. I can easily see the same thing happening with Nate, and I crave it. My cock stiffens at the fantasy of commanding both of them to play together, and I smirk and tell my junk to relax because he’s not getting that today.
But one thing I won’t do is talk to them behind each other’s backs. They have to communicate with each other, or this won’t work and I’ll have to move on, no matter how much it hurts. 





Chapter 2







Emily
When Aiden gets to the house and is barely through the door when he tells me that Nate texted him this morning, I’m cranky all over again. I felt a bit better today, but not now. Heat flashes through my body and my jaw clenches. It’s a good thing Nate is at work. It wouldn’t be pretty if he was in the same room as me. I bring Aiden into the kitchen and we sit down to talk. He’s watching me, so I take a few deep breaths to calm down a little.
When he asks me, “Did you guys fight?” I want to snicker, but hold it in. 
“Yeah, we did.” 
I don’t elaborate, but as the scene from last night replays in my head, I keep going back to how forlorn Nate was as I left the room. I scrub a hand over my face and pinch the bridge of my nose as a knot forms in my stomach. Shit, I was such a bitch last night. 
Nate stayed with me after I blatantly cheated on him, and he’s been trying to give me the freedom to express myself. So why wouldn’t I do the same for him? But does Aiden even want this?
“Um… Sir?”
Aiden’s lip twitches when I call him Sir, and the knot in my stomach eases as a tingle of desire spreads through me. Does he have to be so dang sexy? Even when I’m angry and had a horrible night, I still hunger for him. 
“Yes, Doll?”
“Would you even want us both as your sub?”
There, I said it. I’m uncertain what I wish to happen, but if he has no interest, there is no point in worrying about it.
Aiden takes a moment to reply and I can tell he’s considering it. “It’s tough to suppress desires. If he needs this, do you really want to say no?” 
He’s right. Once I realized I was submissive, I wouldn’t have been able to lock it away again. It would have led to Nate and me splitting up. I can’t expect him to either. But Aiden didn’t answer my question. I open my mouth to point that out, but he continues.
“I’d like to see if we could make this work instead of you guys fighting.”
“Yeah…” There’s nothing else to say to him because trying would be better than arguing about it for days or weeks, and ultimately I just want Nate to be happy. But I’m still torn.
Exhaling loudly, I tell him, “I need to think about it.” 
Aiden stands up and I’m surprised. He hasn’t been here that long. “Talk to Nate and let me know how it goes. I don’t want to come over again until you have things settled with him.”
Oh fuck, now I don’t get to see him until Nate and I figure this out? A part of me was hoping we would talk and then he would fuck me hard so I could forget all my troubles.
When he kisses my forehead, and says, “I’ll talk to you later, Doll,” I sigh unhappily. 
I walk him to the door and wave goodbye to him from the porch before he drives off. After I go back into the house, I lean against the closed door and hold in my tears. Ugh, this sucks.
I work a mid-shift today and decide, “fuck ‘em,” and call in sick. Telling myself I need a mental health day, I try to not feel guilty. Since I’m not the closer, they don’t need me there as a keyholder and they’ll be fine without me tonight. I yawn and decide I deserve a nap.
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Aiden
Turning on my favorite 80s music station, I tap my fingers on the steering wheel to “Don’t Stop Believin’” by Journey and smile. I really hope Emily considers Nate’s needs before she says no. Singing, I try to avoid ruminating over worst-case scenarios. I need to believe she’s going to do the right thing since I’m not ready to make a choice if she refuses to let him explore his submissive side. 
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Nate
When I get home, I’m surprised to see Emily’s car in the garage. She’s supposed to be working for another hour. I find her in the office playing a computer game.
“What are you doing at home?” My tone is accusatory to my ears. Shit, I didn’t mean to sound that way.
She glances up at me with unreadable eyes. “I took a mental health day.”
I turn and leave the room without speaking to her. Sure would be nice if I could just call in sick whenever I wanted as well. I recognize I’m being petty, but I’m hungry and tired, which is a bad combo. I pull lasagna from the freezer and, as I pop it into the oven, I’m cranky again. How hard is it to put a frozen meal in the oven? She could at least make dinner if she was staying home. 
Knowing the lasagna is going to take an hour to bake, I change out of my work clothes, set an alarm, and snuggle into bed for a nap. When the buzzer goes off, I’m groggy and blink. Is it morning already?
It takes a few moments for my brain to warm up, but when it does, I remember I put lasagna in. I find Emily out in the kitchen dishing us both a plate. 
“Oh, hi,” I blurt out and stare at the floor, not wanting to meet her eyes. If she’s still angry, I’ll take my plate to the living room and eat alone and watch a show.
Her voice is soft when she replies, “Hi,” in response.
Since she doesn’t sound irritated, that gives me the courage to glance at her. She’s studying me and I can’t tell if that’s good or bad.
She asks, “Do you want to eat in the dining room?” 
“Oh, sure.”
Does she want to talk to me? My muscles tense and my pulse speeds up. I don’t want to fight again tonight, but we need to discuss what happened and where to go from here.
We settle in at the table and eat in silence for a bit and I relax, half relieved, and yet knowing it would be better to get the conversation over with. We’re almost finished with dinner when I get the guts to bring it up.
“Emily, we really should talk.”
She mutters under her breath, “Yeah, I know.”
I wanted to pick my words carefully, but now that the moment is here, I can’t remember anything I wanted to say and burst out with, “You can’t just say no to me.”
She studies me, pensively. “So you’re saying I have no choice and you’re going to do whatever you want?”
Fuck, that’s not what I’m saying. “No…”
“Nate, that isn’t how this works. You can ask for something and I might not want it.”
I want to tell her that the street runs both ways, but the difference is that I said yes when she asked if she could have us both when I didn’t have to. It probably would have ruined us if I hadn’t, but I made the choice. Is she TRYING to ruin us? 
“Nate.” Her voice is sharp. “Look at me.”
A punch of desire hits me and I almost laugh at myself. Now is not supposed to be a funny moment but my immediate response to her command is telling. I lift my eyes to hers. Her face is strained, and I can tell she’s getting worked up again. Fuck, we’re going to end up fighting. I say nothing and wait for her to speak again.
“Nate, you don’t know what you’re asking for.”
I tap my foot and narrow my eyes at her. She keeps repeating the same argument and I’m getting sick of going in circles. I’m not a fucking child. 
I don’t hide my annoyance. “How do you know?”
Her eyes widen with a hard glint, and her voice is steely. “So you think you understand what it is to be a submissive?”
My cock stiffens from her tone, and my stomach flutters. Uh, what’s happening here? 
I lower my eyes and reply in a low voice. “Not fully, but I want it.”
She laughs harshly. “You want to suck his cock?”
A neediness spreads through me. “Yes, I do.”
“What if he wants to fuck you in the ass? Are you going to say, ‘Yes, sir’ and bend over?”
She’s being deliberately crude and she’s trying to turn me off, but it’s doing the opposite. My cock pulses and instead of imagining Aiden fucking my ass, I picture Emily with a strap-on. 
“Yes, I would.”
I dare to peek at her again. She’s sitting straight up in her chair, flushed, and her eyes are blazing. She looks like an angry goddess and I want to worship her. 
She pushes back her chair, and when she rises, she seems taller than usual. I tilt my head way back to meet her gaze, and she radiates an aura of power.
My mind buzzes, and the room spins. My cock throbs and I want whatever is about to happen.
“Nate, stand up and strip.” 
The command in her voice has me immediately obeying. I get out of my chair and remove my clothes as fast as I can. My cock stands to attention, and I’m willing to do whatever Emily wants.
She steps forward and grasps my shaft, squeezing painfully. I wince, but a thrill runs through me at the same time.
“You’re going to be my fucktoy tonight and we’ll see if you really want this.”
A rush of pleasure ripples through me and my cock pulses in her hand. 
I don’t know where submissive Emily went, but I’m 100 percent down for the change. 
I moan out, “Yes, Mistress,” as she jerks my shaft.
“Mmm, then you’re coming with me.”
She keeps a firm grip on my cock and leads me towards the bedroom.





Chapter 3







Emily
As soon as we get into the bedroom, I drop my hand from his cock and pull off my clothes. I want him to know what he’s getting into and he’s going to do exactly what I tell him to, or else he’s going to get punished. I’ve never felt this whirring in my brain before, like a soft static. It’s making me want to fuck around with Nate and see exactly how far he’ll take this.
Nate appears dazed and a warmth of love for him floods me while my fingers tingle with the need to stroke his cock and see if I can make him mindless like Aiden so masterfully does to me. I don’t know what I’m doing, but I desperately want to hear him beg. When he called me Mistress, it felt right. Tonight, I AM his Mistress and he’s going to see exactly what serving ME would be like. 
“Nate, my pet?” I purposely keep my voice light and airy.
“Yes?” he stammers out.
Oh no, that won’t do at all. Thinking back on my training with Aiden, I almost smile, but I’m able to contain it. 
“No, that isn’t how you address me. You will say, ‘Yes, Mistress.’ Got it?”
He only hesitates for a moment before replying, “Yes, Mistress.”
I walk over to him and lovingly cup his chin, forcing him to look directly at me when I say, “Good boy.”
His eyes widen slightly and a thrill of power engulfs me. It’s pretty fucking amazing to know he’s standing there waiting for me to tell him what to do, and that if I trained him, eventually he’d do anything to hear me call him a Good boy.
And I know exactly what I’m going to do and my wet pussy approves. 
I slink onto the center of the bed, roll onto my back, and tuck a pillow under my head. When I’m comfortable, I draw my knees up, placing my feet flat on the mattress and spread my legs. Nate is at the end of the bed with a very graphic view, and my wetness drips down my crack. I slide a hand between my legs, moaning softly as my fingers slip between my soft folds to caress my clit. 
I’m already more turned on than usual and I close my eyes, lost in the inferno of need my fingers create as they glide across my sensitive bundle of nerves. A slight shuffling sound at the end of the bed makes me open my eyes. Nate has moved a foot closer to the bed until he’s touching the mattress and he’s rubbing his cock. I allow myself to grin this time. Oh, this is going to be fun.
“Nate.” My voice is pointed, and he pauses mid stroke. “Did I say you could touch yourself?”
He’s tentative with his reply. “No…” 
I sigh dramatically, more elated by his response than anything else.
“No… what? Say it the correct way, or I’m going to have to punish you.”
I hear the intake of breath when I mention punishment, and the buzz in my head gets louder. Oh, it seems like someone likes the idea of discipline. Maybe my pet wants to edge tonight and not come? When Aiden was training me to edge, it was rough at first, but I’ve grown to enjoy it. I don’t think I’ve ever purposely had sex with Nate with the intention of not letting him come, but that might be just the thing he needs to find out if he really wants to be a submissive to Aiden. You can bet your ass that Aiden will enjoy making Nate a drooling pile of need and forcing him to continually stroke for hours without coming.
When Nate whispers, “No, Mistress,” I’m so engrossed in my fantasy of denial that I almost forget what he was responding to. Oh yeah, my plan. 
Brazenly, I tell him, “Stop touching yourself and crawl between my legs. Your days of not licking my pussy are over.”
He doesn’t protest and climbs onto the bed, straight for my pussy. I play with his hair and when he latches his lips onto my clit, I arch up against him, pressing his face against my pussy, and gasp. God, now this is more like it. Tendrils of bliss zing from my core as he laves my swollen bean. When he slides two fingers inside me, I moan and buck against his mouth.
He speeds up his movements, and it’s been so long since he’s eaten me out, I forgot how fantastic he is at it and I momentarily wonder why I didn’t ask him to go down on me all these years. Looks like now I have a way to make it happen. I chuckle softly, but it turns into a groan when he curls his fingers and massages my cave wall.
I’m hyper focused on his every moment as he strokes deep inside me while he licks my clit. I clench my fists into the bedsheets and writhe against his face as the pleasure builds. When I finally tip over the abyss, I cry out as the waves of rapture crash into me. He doesn’t stop his attention on my pussy and the orgasm seems never ending.
When I finally come down from the peak, I nudge his head away. He grins up at me, his face glistening with my juices.
“Good boy,” I murmur and I can tell he wants the praise when he beams at me.
Now that I’ve come, I’m feeling less inclined to edge him tonight. If he becomes Aiden’s submissive, there will be enough of that in his future. But that doesn’t mean tonight won’t be about MY pleasure.
I purr at him, “Nate, come up here and suck on my nipples.”
“Yes, Mistress,” he chips happily and climbs out from between my legs.
When he immediately scoots up next to me and takes a nipple in his mouth, I want to giggle at how he reminds me of a trained puppy, all eager to please. I run my fingers through his hair and moan as he swirls his tongue around the tip. He uses a hand to play with the other nipple, and my pussy throbs from pleasure.
Deciding it’s time for my second orgasm, I push him away from me and onto his back. Mounting him, I put a hand on his chest and guide his cock to my wet entrance. I consider teasing him, but I’m too impatient. Pressing down with one swift motion, we both groan out as he stretches and fills me.
I grab his hands and place them on my hips as I rotate and grind against his shaft. I’m making a mess of him, and the sound of our wet bodies slapping together fills the room. God, this is so fucking amazing and my mind races with all the things I could make him do. The idea of spending hours toying with him and making him pleasure me with my favorite vibrator, and then his cock again when he’s able, appeals in a way it never has before. The intense rush of being in control is euphoric. When I look deep into Nate’s eyes and they shine with lust and adoration, I feel like a goddess. I bounce against him as the rapture mounts and I can tell I’m going to come quickly.
Just when I’m about to tip over the edge, Nate groans out, “Oh, god, I’m going to come!”
I snap to attention. “You better not. You didn’t ask for permission.”
Nate whimpers, “I can’t hold back,” and when he doesn’t call me Mistress and thinks he’s going to come without asking, the pleasure in my core turns to anger.
When his cock pulses inside of me and he groans, I know I need to stop him from coming or I won’t get my second orgasm while riding him. I lash out at him, “Oh, no, you don’t,” and smack him hard across his cheek.
Oh fuck, what did I just do? Our eyes latch on to each other and grow round.
My mind blanks and I pound against him in a frenzy, seeking release. When Nate closes his eyes and erupts, he jerks underneath me, unloading his hot, sticky cum deep inside my pussy. The room spins and stars explode behind my eyes as I peak again and cry out with the force of my orgasm. Waves of delight wash over me and I ride Nate as my pussy clenches and milks every last drop from him.
As I come down, I wince because my twice-orgasmed bits are too sensitive now and I roll over next to him onto my back. The sound of heavy panting from both of us as we try to catch our breath causes reality to come crashing down on me. I don’t know what happened. I’ve never hit him before, or even wanted to. What am I going to say to him? “Sorry” seems pathetic, and he’s going to hate me.
My stomach clenches in disgust at myself and I want to pull the covers over my head and hide, but I need to apologize. I turn on my side and cautiously raise my eyes to his face. Nate has a soft smile and appears blissed out. He looks more content than I’ve seen him in a long time.
Holy shit, he liked that? What do I do now?
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Nate
I’m floating in a warm, comfortable bubble and roll over towards Emily. I’m not sure I’ve ever loved her more than I do in this moment. She’s not a violent person, so for her to give me the roughness I didn’t even know I needed was amazing. She’s staring up at the ceiling and I have an overwhelming desire to hear her say she loves me. I cuddle up against her and drape my arm across her waist. She shifts and pulls her arm out from between us so I can rest my head against her breast while she rubs my back. I’m completely spent and happy.
I kiss the side of her breast and my voice is rough when I whisper, “I love you, Emily.”
When she kisses the top of my head and croons that she loves me too, my heart skips a beat and I can’t help but wonder if this will change her mind about me being Aiden’s sub. 





Chapter 4







Aiden
It’s barely 8 a.m. when my phone chirps at me with a text message. This is usually the time I’m just rolling out of bed, but I overdid it playing basketball yesterday and woke up with a horrible leg cramp. When I had to get up and walk it off and realized my alarm would go off in 30 minutes, I said fuck it, and stayed up. I usually play basketball weekly with the same group of friends, but the closer I get to 50, the more I seem to have assorted aches and pains after a game. Getting old sucks and yet I’m happier at this age than I was in my 30s.
I smile when I see the message is from Emily, but her words quickly twist it into a frown.
Sir, I fucked up and I need to talk to you.
Huh. I scratch my chin. I’m curious, but I figure this is about her and Nate fighting. Do I want to get into this so early in the morning, or should I have some coffee first? I head to the kitchen and start my coffee brewing, but I’m too intrigued not to find out what’s going on, so I reply to her.
I’m a little busy right now, Doll. Give me a hint, what’s up?
I’m not really busy, but I want to see what she’ll say. This really better not be about them fighting. They need to work out their issues together.
I went domme and slapped Nate.
What’s this? Maybe she slapped him without going domme. I think everyone has the potential to be a switch. I hadn’t felt it from Emily yet, but it’s always possible. Rolling my shoulders in the hopes of loosening the tight muscles, I think about Emily’s journey. She and I have been so focused on her training, she might not have had the freedom to explore that side of herself yet. I decide to respond to her now instead of making her wait.
How do you know you went domme? What did it feel like?
My coffee finishes before her next reply comes in and I sit down at my kitchen table and sip while I read her long block of text.
I don’t know. It was strange. I had a rush of power and I wanted to play and tease him all night. I was super focused on him, but I wanted to control what he did and said. He called me Mistress, so I made him continue with that and I wanted to edge him, but I ended up not. Then I forced him to eat my pussy, and then rode him. He was going to come without permission, so I smacked him. Then we both came.
My cock springs to life when she said she forced him to eat her pussy. Well, well, well, now isn’t that interesting? Everything she described sounds like she went domme - controlling him, making him do what she said, and the night getting out of hand for an inexperienced domme. It looks like I have a switch on my hands. I text her and tell her to not stress about it and just make sure Nate is OK with what happened. I sip my coffee and contemplate this new discovery. There are so many fun things I could do with her and Nate, and my cock throbs at the thought of making her command him. Oh, yeah, this is going to be interesting.
When my phone rings I grin when I see it’s Emily.
“Yes, Emily?”
“Uh Sir, sorry to call you but I’m freaking out a little here. He seemed to like it.”
She seems confused, and I’m careful not to sound amused by her plight. Years of experience makes this seem like no big deal to me, but I know things are scary when you’re new to them.
“Have you guys talked about any of this?”
Her voice is contrite. “No, we tried to talk and then he pissed me off and I went domme.”
I could just imagine angry Emily, and she’s making it difficult not to laugh. I bet Nate loved every minute of it.
“Sir…” She pauses before continuing. “I think I want to try this.”
A strong pulse runs through my cock at her words and I’m ecstatic she came to this decision on her own without me pressing for it. This was the outcome I wanted, but it needed to be her choice.
“Why don’t I come over on Saturday and we can talk about it together?”
Her breath blows out into the phone like she was holding it in. “Oh, please? That would help.”
“I’ll come over at 10, but you have to talk to him and tell him you want to try this, OK?”
She rushes out eagerly, “Yes. Yes, of course. I’ll talk to him.”
I say goodbye to her and reiterate I’ll be there at 10 on Saturday but think of one last thing.
“Oh, and Doll?”
“Yes?”
“Tell Nate to think of a safe word.”
When she peeps out a small, “Oh,” I disconnect the call with a smile. 
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Nate
The day after Emily fucked me senseless, I’m happy and beaming at work. So much so that a close friend jokes that I must have gotten laid the night before. I wiggle my brows at him and smile secretively, which makes him laugh. I get a nice illicit zing from knowing we had kinkier than our standard vanilla sex. No one I know would ever guess that I crave being dominated in the bedroom. I’m eager to get home tonight to Emily and I check our joint calendar to see what shift she works. Excited butterflies swirl in my stomach when it says she only has four hours on mid-shift, so she’ll be home around 6 p.m. 
The day drags by and I keep watching the clock. When it’s finally quitting time, I stop at the store to buy some chicken and corn chowder for dinner. I swing through the bakery aisle to nab a loaf of Emily’s favorite French bread to go with it and select a bottle of Merlot from the liquor department. 
When Emily gets home, the soup is ready and I’m pouring her a glass of wine.
As she comes into the kitchen and sees the spread, she exclaims, “Wow, hi!” and kisses me on the cheek she slapped last night. 
I feel myself blushing when I remember how hard I came from her slap. Why was that so hot? I’ve tried to not focus on that aspect too much today and just let myself enjoy the overall naughtiness of the experience. But liking it when she struck me seems wrong. When my cock hardens, I focus on Emily and ask her how her day was to divert my attention elsewhere.
She shrugs. “Eh, it was stock day, and you know that always sucks.”
I’ve heard her grumble about everything she has to do when new product comes in, but even knowing she might be tired and grumpy doesn’t make my cock less interested. Distracting him didn’t work. He’s now fully hard in my jeans from being close to her.
Emily selects a thick slice of buttered bread and leans against the counter, munching on it. “Want to watch a show tonight while we eat?” 
She sounds hopeful and I imagine kneeling on the floor between her legs, kissing up her inside thigh while she runs her hands through my hair and keeps her eyes focused on the TV. 
My vivid fantasy has me tripping over my tongue. “Uh, ye—yes, sure.”
“God, that sounds good. I’m going to change and then we can eat.”
When she leaves the kitchen, I tell myself to get a grip. She’s grumpy tonight so she probably isn’t in the mood.
She comes back in soft cotton shorts and an adorable t-shirt with a panda on the front. I can tell she isn’t wearing a bra underneath, and I have to hold back a groan.
She seems oblivious to my desire, and we carry the soup and bread out to the living room. She sets up our TV trays while I go back to the kitchen for the wine. It doesn’t take long and we’re snug on the couch, eating and picking a show to stream since we recently finished the series we were watching together.
As I play with the streaming app and list our choices, she’s quiet and doesn’t respond. I glance at her, assuming she doesn’t like any of the series I mentioned. 
“No? Not that one? We have more options.” 
I fiddle with the remote some more and pull up another page of shows we bookmarked for later.
“No, it’s not that.”
“Oh?” I peek back over at her. “What’s wrong?”
She reaches over and slides her hand into the one of mine closest to her, which luckily wasn’t the one holding the remote. The warmth of her palm makes my cock twitch, as if he’s reminding me he’s still there.
“Nate?”
Her voice sounds serious, which confuses me. “Yes?”
“Let’s try what you want with Aiden.”
I wasn’t expecting that, and time slows to a standstill. The room becomes silent for a moment and I’m stunned. 
Suddenly, all my senses switch on and everything crashes back into me with a whoosh. The furnace blows louder through the register and the aroma of the chowder is distinctive, which makes my stomach growl in response.
I don’t know what to say, but there’s a lightness in my chest and I want to scoop her up into a big hug. Instead, I beam at her and bring the back of her hand to my mouth and kiss it. 
“Thank you, my love.”
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Emily
Nate is all in a dither on Saturday morning before Aiden comes over and it’s cute. Last night when I told him he needed to pick a safe word, he quickly spat out the word ‘pineapple,’ and I laughed. With how fast he came up with it, I suspected he’d been thinking about needing one. We should have had one the other day, but we weren’t prepared for what happened the night I slapped him. 
We’re in the living room when the doorbell rings, and Nate jumps up off the couch. 
“I’ll get it.”
I smile indulgently at his retreating backside. Ever since I went domme the other night, I’ve had the same feeling lurking in the back of my consciousness around Nate. I’m assuming if Aiden makes me his mindless fucktoy, I’ll flip back to my normal subby self. 
Nate and Aiden come into the living room together and Nate sits on the couch next to me while Aiden takes the rocking chair across from us. 
Aiden immediately speaks. “We need to discuss how this will work.”
Oh shit, he’s not wasting any time. Nate and I both nod our heads at him, and my pussy clenches as a gush of wetness hits my panties. The immediate ache between my legs has me thinking about my double stuff fantasy and imagining both of them fucking me. Now isn’t the time for my slutty self to be daydreaming. Tilting my head, I stretch my neck, trying to clear the sexual fantasy and pay attention.
“When you are with me, you are both my submissives and I’m in control. What you do in your free time is your own business, OK?”
I quietly say, “Yes, Sir,” and Nate echoes me. 
I squirm a little on the couch, trying to ease the itch from my pussy. I think he just gave me permission to domme Nate. When I peek over at Nate, he’s got a soft smile on his face. Yeah, he’s enjoying this.
Aiden looks at Nate. “Did you choose a safe word?”
“It’s pineapple.”
Aiden nods, all business, and I wish I was sitting in his lap, rubbing against his cock through his jeans. I didn’t expect to get this turned on by watching Nate be submissive to Aiden, but it’s hot with both of us under Aiden’s control and my response removes any lingering doubts about whether I will like this.
“We’re going to take this slow and see how it goes. If anyone is uncomfortable, we need to communicate and talk it through. I don’t want my phone blowing up every night because we’re not being open with each other.”
I catch Nate flinching out of the corner of my eye. Yeah, he’s the guilty party on that one.
“Do you both agree?”
When we nod, Aiden smiles. “No, I want to hear you say it.”
Nate blurts out a, “Yes,” while I calmly say, “Yes, Sir.”
Knowing what is about to happen, I school my face to not show my glee.
Aiden’s voice is patient when he instructs Nate. “Nate, you chose to call me Sir, so I want you to use it when we’re together.”
Nate peeps out a small, “Oh… yes, Sir.” I almost giggle at how much he’s mimicking my submissive side. It’s charming to see him like this.
“Well, now… you two ready to begin?”
Nate and I glance at each other, wide eyed. Are we ready for this? My pussy thrums again and the flush on Nate’s face can’t hide his excitement.
“I’m ready, Sir,” I call out in a clear voice.
Aiden leans back in the rocking chair. “Emily, I want you to strip and show Nate the display pose for inspection.”
I jump up, eager to do his bidding. Shedding my clothes as quickly as I can, I toss them into a pile on the floor and stand with my back to the couch.
“Good, girl.” Aiden stands up and circles me. “Emily, I want you to command Nate to do the same thing.”
Huh, what’s this? Nate’s sharp inhale of breath makes me wish I was facing him so I could see his expression, but I hold my position steady.
“Uh, Nate. Stand up and do this pose.”
It seems stupid to be directing Nate while Aiden is right here to do it himself, but when the sound of clothing rustles behind me and I know that he’s removing them because I told him to, a tiny flicker of power wells up inside me. Nate brushes my elbow as he moves next to me, and with a side eye, I can see him getting into the correct stance.
Aiden circles us both. “Good girl… Good boy.”
I get the familiar ping of pleasure to my brain, knowing that I satisfied him. I’m needy with desire and moisture runs down my inner thigh. Aiden never said what he was planning, but I hope it includes me having an orgasm. A tiny part of me doesn’t care if Nate gets one. I’d find it amusing if his edging training starts today, but Aiden said we’re taking things slow, so I doubt he’d do that.
Aiden sits down in the rocking chair again and folds his hands on his stomach. “Emily, make Nate sit on the couch so you can kneel between his knees and suck his cock. I want to enjoy watching my subs play together.”
When I turn towards Nate and drop my hands from my head, Nate’s eyes glaze with lust as he meets my mine. I almost feel sorry for him. He’s getting a double dose of control for his first session with Aiden. But then I realize the rush I’m getting from doing what Aiden wants is intoxicating for me as well. I’m Aiden’s puppet, and he’s toying with both of us.
The need to do well and receive a “Good girl” again makes my voice firm. “Nate, sit on the couch and spread your knees.”
He plunks down without hesitation. If Aiden wants a show, I can give him one. Lowering myself to all fours, I wiggle my ass towards Aiden and crawl between Nate’s spread legs. I’m rewarded with the “Good girl” I hoped to hear, and I smile as I prop myself on Nate’s thighs with my forearms and grip his cock between both hands.
His shaft pulses against my palms and when I peer up at his face, I want to call him a ‘Good boy’ myself, but I’m not sure if that’s allowed. I gather a pool of saliva against my tongue and open my mouth over the tip of his cock, letting the wetness drip down onto him.
As I work the moisture into his shaft, he moans and twitches. Knowing that Aiden is watching heightens all my senses and my nipples harden and my breath puffs in excited gasps. When I lower my mouth to the head of his cock, I take in just enough to swirl my tongue around it, slowly stroking the base. Nate’s thigh muscles flex, and I can tell he’s more worked up than usual. A quick look up tells me he’s focused on Aiden. Desire and longing infuse his face and my stomach flutters.
Fuck, that’s hot.
More wetness leaks from my pussy and I imagine Aiden behind me while I suck on Nate. I wiggle my ass towards Aiden some more, in case he notices, and I throw myself into the blowjob. With a firm grip at the base of his shaft, I engulf the entire length of him, sucking and swirling my tongue as I bob my head. Nate’s hands are on the couch next to him and he tries to bring them up to my head. When I pause, about to remove his cock from my mouth and tell him to stop, he drops them back onto the cushion, so I continue with my task.
The room fills with the sound of his groans and the wet sucking of my mouth, so I don’t hear Aiden get out of his chair. I moan loudly when I feel his warmth press against me from behind and the tip of his cock prodding the entrance of my pussy. The brush of his bare skin against my ass tells me he removed his clothes and I didn’t notice. He grabs my hips and slams into me, shoving Nate’s cock further down my throat as Aiden’s thick shaft tunnels its way to my core, stretching me gloriously.
Ooooh, fuck. I gurgle around Nate’s cock, unable to vocalize the moans as Aiden pummels into my sodden hole. This might not be my double stuff fantasy, but it’s fucking amazing and knowing I’m giving pleasure to both men at once is almost more than I can take. The room spirals and a sharp smack to my ass has me crying out. Each deep thrust continues to push Nate’s shaft deeper and deeper down my throat.
Nate’s moans intensify and when his cock pulses, I know he’s close to coming. Aiden grabs a fistful of my hair, pulling my head back and forcing me to release Nate from my mouth.
Aiden pants out, “Tell Nate to come on your face.”
He continues to keep his grasp on my hair and I’m looking straight at my wonderful husband, whose pained expression tells me he’s trying to hold back his orgasm.
“Nate, stroke yourself and coat my face with your cum.”
I can’t believe how slutty this is, having one man plowing me from behind while making my husband blow his load on me. Hot waves build in my core and move outwards to my fingers and toes. A few well-timed spanks from Aiden have me groaning and getting closer and closer to my climax.
Nate tries to stroke himself slowly at first, but within seconds he’s yanking his cock furiously and shuddering. I close my eyes just in time as he moans loudly and splatters my face with his sticky cum. Some lands on my forehead and I don’t want to open my eyes, and it tickles as it slides down my face and nose.
Aiden hammers against me, and each whack against my pussy elicits a nice pleasure-pain zing. When Aiden groans out that we’re such a good girl and boy, I can’t take anymore and erupt.
I cry out, “Oooooh, my god,” as waves of pleasure wash over me and I buck and shudder against Aiden.
Aiden comes with a roar, and he yanks my hair back harder, causing my scalp to tingle, but it also intensifies my continued orgasm. Spikes of rapture rush up and down my body and I milk Aiden’s cock as he fucks his cum back up inside me.
When Aiden finally slows his thrusts, I’m quivering and my mind is fuzzy. He pulls me down to the floor on my side so he can spoon me. The cum has either dripped off my face or it’s drying, so I’m able to open my eyes.
Aiden holds his hand out towards Nate, and Nate slides off the couch, takes his hand and joins us on the floor. Both men cuddle up close to me, Nate in front and Aiden behind, and wrap their arms around me so that they can also embrace each other. I try to catch my breath, but the room keeps spinning and my body occasionally spasms with aftershocks of pleasure.
Nate’s eyes are closed, but he has the contented look of a man well satisfied. When I glance down and see the men have their hands entwined together, I’m bathed in a warm glow. This really is going to work.
The End

[image: image-placeholder]This is not the end for Emily, Nate, and Aiden. This supposed "four-book" series has grown to seven or eight. So stay tuned for more.
***
Want a free bonus short about Emily and Aiden?
Join my newsletter and get the erotic short
“BDSM Adventures: A Spanking, a Wooden Spoon, and Licking It Clean.”
Find it at https://lacey-cross.com/illicitdesires
***
Join my Patreon for access to my erotic shorts, chapter stories as I release them, and more!
https://www.patreon.com/laceycross






Interested in Audiobooks?


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