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Preface


I wrote Emily’s Secret Dom, Book 1 of Illicit Desires, in the summer of 2021 during my 8th month of publishing. At that point, I had never written a story over 9,000 words. I didn’t know that I was starting a novel. My plan was to write three books that were filthy BDSM sex between Emily and Aiden. In book three, Nate was going to admit he knew about it and let it continue because he found it hot… The End. 
A friend convinced me that this story was crying to be MMF, and even when I continued with it, I didn’t know it would be nine books. I figured five books, six tops. I was such a new writer, I just didn’t know what I was doing. Once I actually sat down and plotted out the rest of the series, I realized how big it really was.
The joke I like to make is that mistakes were made with this series. I would have never written a novel like this in parts, nor did it really fit with what I was writing on Lacey. As I’ve learned more about my writing style and the direction I’m taking, I started the pen name April Cross. She’s my erotic romance pen name, and I’m adding her name to the series. 
I’d never wish away how this story came to be, even with the multiple parts, because I’ve learned so much from this experience. I also found an amazing voice actor for the audiobooks that I may not have found if I had done it as one novel. 
So I really appreciate all of you who have been along with me on this journey, and hang with me; the good stuff is coming, I promise. 
Lacey (and now also April) 




Chapter 1


Emily
I’m so focused on painting the finishing touches on my latest creation that I don’t hear Nate come into the house.  
His casual, “Hey,” from the doorway to my craft room startles me and I almost drop my paintbrush.
Despite the near accident, I’m not angry. My heart races while I grin at him.
“Holy heck, don’t sneak up on me like that.”
Nate moves behind me and kisses my neck. “I’m sorry, love. What’re you making?”
Nate was outside working on our lawn and garden. He smells wonderful: a little freshly cut grass, a little sweat, and all man. He leans over my shoulder and I inhale softly, enjoying his scent and the closeness. 
“It’s another clay fairy garden. See?”
I set the paintbrush down and turn the painted house around so he can see the little fairy door on the front side. It’s finished, but the paint is still wet so I can’t pick it up. 
“Wow, you’re really getting good at those.”
The praise warms me, and I turn my head for a quick kiss. “It’s good you like them since we’re going to end up with a ton. They’re really fun to make.”
“We’ll find a spot for them, or we can buy a special shelf.”
God, I love my husband. I’m so fucking lucky he didn’t demand a divorce when he found out I cheated with Aiden. Since I’m stiff from painting, I roll my shoulders under his hands to loosen them. I didn’t realize how long I’d been focused on my project. Wait, what time is it? 
My eyes widen and my heart rate increases even more. “Oh shit, are we late?”
We’re meeting up with Aiden today and if we’re not there on time, we get punished. Not that I don’t enjoy the punishment. I’ve been purposely tardy a few times in the last month just to get spanked. It’s not fear making my heart patter. 
Nate laughs. “Not late yet, but I need to take a quick shower before we can go.”
“Okay, love. You shower and I’ll clean up.”
“Sounds good.” 
We blow each other kisses and he leaves the room while I put the craft supplies away. It’s been two months since Nate began his training with Aiden and it’s amazing how much has changed. A small part of me wondered whether I would still be attracted to Nate once I saw him submit to Aiden, but watching Aiden take control over us both is so fucking hot. I’ve also gotten more chances to experiment with being domme, with and without Aiden. 
The nights that Aiden is with us are the best, though. It’s a head rush when Aiden doms me and tells me what to make Nate do, and then I control Nate like he’s my sexy little puppet. The mixed sense of power with being both a sub and domme at the same time makes me instantly wet. I want to demand Nate service me with his head between my legs, while begging for Aiden’s cock. My pussy twinges at the thought. Okay, so that happened on more than one occasion. What can I say? I’m just a slut for Aiden’s cock. 
When I’m done putting away my craft supplies, I hear the shower shut off so I know Nate will be ready in a few minutes. I hurry into our walk-in closet and remove my clothes. Aiden told me to wear the leather body harness I recently purchased. I’m naked and as I slide it on and adjust the straps at my shoulders, a tremor of desire ripples down my spine. 
I don’t know what Aiden has planned for us, but as I tighten the studded black straps, I instantly become submissive. The harness circles my breasts and waist, forming a V between my legs and running along my pussy and then up my back. It’s as if I’m bound, and I know from experience that if Aiden tugs on the leather between my legs, he can edge me and turn me into a crazed fucktoy who will do anything he asks. 
I’m struggling to tighten the straps on my side when Nate comes into the closet, fully clothed and ready to go.
He whistles at me. “I love that on you. Here, let me help.”
Nate pretends to help me tighten the straps, but I can tell he really only wants an excuse to fondle my breasts. He tweaks my nipples gently, and I can’t stop myself from moaning and swaying towards him. I feel myself growing wet. Ugh. We really don’t have time for this.
I swat his hands away from my breasts. “Hey, focus. We need to leave.”
Nate gives me a playful, “Yes, Mistress,” and finishes strapping me in. Lust simmers inside me at his words. Ohhhh, he’s playing with fire, and he knows he is. It’s easy for Nate to trigger my domme the more I explore that side of me, but Aiden can turn me into a mindless doll with a snap of his fingers. What Aiden wants, Aiden gets, and him requesting this body harness tells me he’s going to turn me into a submissive mess tonight. 
Nate grabs our overnight bag while I slip on a long, cotton sundress to cover the harness. I don’t wear anything else under the dress since there’s no point. Everything but the harness is coming off as soon as we get there. We’ve taken to spending the night with Aiden whenever we all play together, so I put a change of clothes and panties in the overnight bag. Sometimes Aiden comes to our house, but tonight he said he wanted us to come to him. He needed time to set something up.
My entire body tingles in anticipation as we get into the car. What does he have planned?
[image: image-placeholder]Aiden
It’s five minutes past the time I told Emily and Nate to be here, which suits me perfectly. It’s going to be easier to fuck them up if I start with punishment. When they let themselves in the house, I wait in the living room for them. Their instructions were to come into the house and strip before joining me. They’re whispering and by the amount of fumbling and cries of “ouch” I’m hearing from Emily, it seems like they’re rushing. They have to know they’re already late. It’s pointless for them to hurry now, but knowing they’re working themselves up turns me on. I’ve been hard most of the day while setting up the living room and imagining how tonight will go. 
Both of them scurry into the living room but pause at the entryway, as if they’re shocked. Zane, the owner of the bar I work at, recently gave me a raise and a bonus. I put the extra money to good use and bought a Saint Andrew’s cross and a spanking bench. My living room is now a makeshift dungeon. 
“Um… Sir?”
Emily’s voice is soft, and I study both of them without speaking. Emily is gorgeous in the leather harness. Her nipples are hard pebbles just begging to be smacked — because come to find out, Emily has a tiny streak of pain slut in her after all. I could get lost in her breasts if I let myself, and the leather straps emphasize her curves. 
Nate is fully naked, like I requested, and his cock is already standing to attention. He’s been working out more often recently, and his abs have a sexy definition. He doesn’t know it yet, but I also bought him a toy with my bonus… but that’s for another day. I can see the lust in their eyes as they look at me. My bewitching submissives are already turned on. 
“You’re late.”
It’s time to show them no mercy, and Emily’s eyes widen at my tone. 
Nate is the first one to speak. “I’m sorry, Sir.”
I’m always amused at the differences between Emily and Nate. Emily usually gives excuses, while Nate only apologizes. This is going to be fun.
“Doll, what do you have to say to your Sir?”
She glances down at the floor before speaking. “Sir, we got stuck in traffic. It wasn’t our fault.”
“Wrong answer.”
She makes a face and when it looks like she’s going to speak, I hold my hand up. “Doll, what have I told you about leaving a few minutes early in case there is traffic?”
I don’t really care that they’re late. This is all just to mess with them. 
“You said to plan to be here ten minutes early so that we won’t be late so often.”
Her voice is quiet and I can tell she’s reciting my instructions from memory. 
“And did you do that?”
She looks down. “No…”
Sighing dramatically, I turned to Nate. “Do you think I should punish you two?”
Emily gives a tiny squawk, which I ignore, while Nate answers, “Whatever you want, Sir.”
This is the part I love the most. Nate is such a good boy, and the more Emily plays with her switchy side, the more of a brat she becomes. Nate fulfills my need for total submission, while Emily gives my brat tamer something to conquer. They really are the perfect pair for me. 
“Emily, come here.”
There’s fire in her gaze and her stride is defiant. 
“Kneel for your Sir.”
She hesitates for a split second before gracefully dropping to her knees in front of me. I’m wearing a t-shirt and sweatpants. My cock throbs and strains against the fabric as I imagine face fucking her as punishment. I’ve got other plans for her. There’s a new spanking bench that needs its first naughty submissive on it. 
I tip her chin up towards me. “Doll, you were late and you’re going to get punished. Understand?”
A shiver runs through her while a tiny smile tugs on the corners of her lips. “I’m sorry we were late, Sir.”
Her tone of voice was not contrite when she said, “Sir.” Bratty Emily needs a spanking. 
“Doll, you don’t sound like you’re sorry… yet. Get up on the bench.”
She glances at the bench, and I can tell she’s apprehensive when she doesn’t move.
“Now, Emily. Don’t make me say it again.”
She swears under her breath as she stands up and moves to the bench. The one I bought is fairly simple. It has a padded knee rest and then a padded platform for her to bend over. I measured and adjusted it to be the perfect height for me to fuck her from behind after I spank her. Something tells me Emily is going to be using the bench often. 
“Nate, my good boy. Come over to the Saint Andrew’s cross. You’re going to watch from here.”
Nate obeys immediately, and a surge of power in my brain causes my cock to twitch. I feel myself letting go and my surroundings fade as I become hyper-focused on Nate and Emily. A Saint Andrew’s Cross always brings out my sadistic side, and as I strap Nate to the cross, I imagine using a flogger on his backside. We’ve gotten together without Emily a few times in the last month while Emily was at work, but Nate has yet to ask for more pain. I still sense that in him, so it’s only a matter of time. I hope he does soon. 
It only takes a few minutes to strap Nate’s wrists and ankles to the cross. He’s got a glazed look and I can tell that he’s heading towards subspace just from being restrained. 
I stroke his cock slowly and whisper into his ear. “If Emily apologizes and means it, I’ll let her come over here and suck you off.”
His cock jumps in my hand and leaks some pre-cum. I stroke the moisture into his velvety skin before moving back to Emily. 
“Well Doll, this is what’s going to happen.” I love telling them I’m going to do something. It always works them up more. “I’m going to spank your ass five times per cheek and then you’re going to apologize. If I think you truly sound apologetic, I’ll let you suck on Nate’s cock.”
Emily doesn’t respond and braces herself on the bench. Her hands clench the edges of the platform. She’s tense and ready for her spanking. 
I stand back and study the scene. Nate is staring at Emily with a yearning in his eyes. I hope he’s imagining it’s him about to be spanked. He’s such a good boy, he hardly ever does anything that requires discipline. With the new bratty Emily emerging, I’m expecting him to become a brat once he realizes he craves punishment. He’s going to want what I’m doing to Emily. I’ll be ready for him. 
I love the studded harness on Emily. We need to get Nate something similar. My pets both deserve sexy outfits. 
When I move close to Emily and caress her ass, she jumps. Yeah, my sassy girl wasn’t expecting softness.
“I want you to count out after every spank.”
Her, “Yes, Sir,” is quiet, and it makes me smirk. She’ll be singing loudly soon. 
Emily and Nate were so focused on the Saint Andrew’s cross and the bench, I don’t think they noticed the new wooden paddle sitting on the coffee table. I pick it up and Emily looks over her shoulder to see what I’m doing a moment before I give her a light test spank with the paddle. I almost smile at her gasp. Yeah, she didn’t see the paddle. 
“Ohhh, one.”
I give her other ass cheek a soft spank.
“Two.”
She wiggles her ass and repositions herself on the bench before I spank her a little harder.
“Three.”
Another thud on her ass, but this time she gasps. 
“Four.”
I pause my spanking and run my fingers over her pussy lips, pushing aside the leather strap. She’s soaking wet and she moans as I brush my fingers over her swollen clit. Knowing she’s turned on clicks something in my brain and I sink further into my dominance. 
Standing back, I spank her harder. 
“Five — fuck.”
Another whack. 
“Six — oh fuck,” she whimpers.
Each time the paddle hits her ass, her soft flesh jiggles and makes me want to fuck her in that position. I light into her ass for seven and eight, and she’s moaning continuously. 
For the next one she groans, “Nine — oh god,” and I give her one final hard spank. 
“Ten!” she cries out while her entire body shakes. Her ass is a bright pink and I have to stop myself from biting it lightly. It looks so tempting.
“Now apologize to your Sir.”
She immediately spews out with, “Oh god, I’m so sorry. I was a brat. We were late, I’m so sorry. We messed up and didn’t leave on time. It was my fault. I’m so, so, so sorry.”
Yeah, the spanking worked like I knew it would. I’ve tamed the brat. I pull my sweatpants down and step out of them before removing my t-shirt. Dropping it to the floor, I move it aside with my foot. My cock is hard and I’m ready to fuck someone.
Standing behind Emily, I grip my cock and trace along the leather strap covering her pussy. Nate’s watching us intently, and I smile at him.
“Nate, do you think Emily sounded sorry? I’d like to fuck her, but I’m not sure she’s sorry enough to deserve my cock.”
Nate licks his lips and clears his throat before answering.
“She sounded sorry to me, Sir.”
I pull upward on the leather strap between her legs, letting the harness dig into the tender flesh of her pussy. She moans and shimmies her hips, causing the leather to scrape against her. She’s so beautiful when she’s at my mercy and desperate.
“Doll, you’re in luck. Your husband thinks you deserve my cock.”
She releases a loud breath and relaxes against the bench. My fucktoy has apologized and now she gets her reward. Pushing aside the leather, I lodge the tip of my cock against her opening and tease her without pressing in. When the head of my cock is nice and wet, I sink into her silky heat. 
She moans deep in her throat, and the need to hear her scream makes me pull out before slamming into her roughly. Her body welcomes me and her hips rise as I fuck her with deep, steady strokes. Her pussy clenches and ripples around me, and I grit my teeth to hold back from coming. 
“Ohhh god, fuck me harder — harder!” 
I increase the speed and hammer into her as the pleasure builds. She’s so fucking wet and tight. I fight the rush building inside me and focus on making her come before I lose myself in her softness.
Grabbing onto her hips, I pull her back towards me, slapping her wet skin against me and driving my cock in as deep as it can go. She finally tips over the edge and screams out in pleasure. I keep fucking her through her orgasm. Her cave walls ripple around me as she writhes and whimpers with each powerful thrust. 
My balls tighten and I fight for control. When I’m moments from coming, I pull out and move around the bench and stand in front of her face. Her body goes limp but she lifts her head up as I stroke my cock inches from her.
“Open your mouth.”
She tips her head back further, opens her mouth, and closes her eyes. I’m tempted to fuck her mouth, but it’s too late. Her obedience is my undoing. Every muscle tenses, and my cock pulses. I explode with a growl of pleasure. One spurt hits close to her mouth, but then the next three go wide and hit her cheeks. She keeps her mouth open and I slide my cock between her lips.
“Clean up your Sir.”
My voice is rough and I’m reeling a little from the intense orgasm. She swirls her tongue around my shaft gently, cleaning her juices off my cock. When I get too sensitive, I pull out. 
“Good girl.”
Reaching down, I wipe the splatters of cum off her face with my fingers. She finally opens her eyes and smiles at me. 
“Thank you for your cum, Sir.”
I gaze down at her with love. She really is a good sub, and I like her newfound brattiness. I enjoy taming her. 
“Doll, it’s Nate’s turn now. I want you to kneel in front of him and make him come. He’s been patient and deserves a treat.”
Emily scrambles off the bench and moves in front of Nate. She kneels down and runs her hands up the inside of his thighs. Nate jerks against the binds and I almost laugh. Yeah, that’s just like Emily to torture him a little. 
My cum still coats my fingers. I move over to Nate, and bring my fingers to his mouth. 
“I’ve got a treat for you as well.”
He opens his mouth without me telling him to, and I slide my fingers in one at a time. He runs his tongue around each digit, and I can tell the moment that Emily starts sucking on him because he groans. When he’s done cleaning me, he closes his eyes as the pleasure overwhelms him. I step back and lean against the spanking bench so I can enjoy the show. 
Emily is throwing herself on his cock enthusiastically, and she’s making a mess. I smile at the scene. It has to be on purpose. She’s letting saliva drip down, and she’s using her hands to smear excess wetness down his shaft and around his balls. Nate thrashes against the binds and pumps his hips towards Emily’s eager mouth. 
“Take him all the way in, Doll. I want him to blow his load deep in your throat.”
She gives a happy little hum and sinks her lips all the way to the base of Nate’s cock. Nate’s groan of, “Oh, god,” tells me he loves it. Emily works her throat around his cock and Nate cries out with his orgasm. His entire body spasms and Emily happily sucks on him until he’s done shaking.
“Good girl. Good boy. Now clean him up, like the little cum-addicted slut you are.”
She licks him clean before wiping the drool and cum off her face. She sits back on her heels and looks at me expectantly. It’s been a long day and now that I’ve come, I just want to cuddle with them both. A nap will do us all good and then I can make my subs play together while I watch. I tell Emily to undo Nate’s ankle straps while I free his wrists. Nate sways a little, and I can tell he’s still dazed.
“Doll, help Nate to the bedroom. I’ll be there in a minute. Take off your harness before getting into bed.”
“Yes, Sir.”
I smile at her obedient tone. They’re about to leave the living room and I call out to them.
“Tell me, you two… who owns you?”
They both reply, “You do, Sir.”
“Good little subs. Now get into bed.”
I get a perverse pleasure from making them say I own them because Nate admitted to me that he tells Emily she owns him when she goes domme. I assured him he can be owned by both of us. They have a life that doesn’t include me. I don’t expect them to serve me when I’m not around. A pang of yearning hits me and I push it aside. 
I’ve had too many failed relationships. I’m probably going to be alone for the rest of my life. As long as I have a submissive to play with, I’ll be fine. 
I’m just their dom. I won’t let the D/s bond get confused with actual feelings. That isn’t in the cards for us. Though it’s getting harder to say goodbye to them when we play. I’ve grown very attached to Nate, and I already know I love Emily. But this works out for everyone, and they belong to each other. They’re obviously talking and communicating better, and I’m glad I had a small part in making that happen. 
I force myself to concentrate on getting food and head into the kitchen. I grab three bottles of water and their preferred snacks. Nate likes almonds and Emily always asks for little packages of cheese and crackers. I take an extra pack of crackers for myself. 
When I get to the bedroom, they’re under the covers and snuggling. Nate is in the center of the bed, so I climb in behind him. I pass out the water and snacks, making sure to open the packet for Nate before handing it to him. He always fumbles with the wrapper and needs help opening it after an orgasm. We eat and drink in silence. I can tell they’re both drained and sleepy. 
I let my dom voice drop. “Pass me your bottles and the wrappers.”
They hand them over and I set them on the nightstand. We all snuggle in together. As I spoon Nate, my soft cock fits against his ass and he wiggles against me. I kiss his shoulder and smile to myself. Oh, Nate. You’ll get that soon. But not today. 
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When I wake up the next morning, I’m alone in bed. I find Emily and Aiden at the kitchen table eating cereal. This is normal for us, and I don’t ask permission before getting a bowl and spoon out. It’s Sunday, so we can’t dawdle long. I have to take my mom to church.
“Morning.” I yawn as I sit down.
They both smile at me and Emily’s, “Good morning,” is soft, while Aiden’s, “Good morning, Nate,” sends a shiver down my spine and my cock throbs. Yeah, down boy. We don’t have time.
I’m groggy and Emily and Aiden debate what the best type of dog is to have as a pet. It seems like they were talking about this before I walked in. I listen with half an ear while I pour the Honey Bunches of Oats into my bowl and reach for the milk. How much sleep did we get? We napped for a bit and then when we woke up, Aiden conducted the Emily and Nate Show while he made us fuck in a variety of positions. I swear he was just making up half the positions he told us to do. No way are those real sex positions. 
Emily’s voice breaks through my thoughts. “Nate, which do you think is better?”
“Sorry.” I yawn again. “What are my choices?”
She giggles and looks at me with love. “French bulldog or golden retriever.”
“Ooh, tough one.” I think about it for a moment. My family had a golden retriever mix growing up so they have a soft spot in my heart. “Golden retriever.”
Emily snorts. “Figured you’d be on his side. That’s fine, I’ll just take my French bulldog and live by myself. I don’t need you two!”
I imagine living with Aiden and waking up every day with him and a golden retriever in the bed with us. I like the thought more than I want to admit. My body grows uncomfortably warm, and when I glance at him, he’s looking at me with a soft smile. Emily is just joking around. There’s no way she’d know what direction my thoughts took from her simple jest.
I feel like I need to respond, so I tease her back. “You’re not getting rid of me that easily. Besides, the golden retriever and French bulldog can be best friends.”
She laughs. “Fair enough.”
To change the conversation, I peek at my phone. “We need to get going. You know how my mom gets if she doesn’t get to church early enough to get her favorite pew.”
She sighs. “Yeah, and I need to get ready for work.”
I speed eat my cereal while Emily cleans up her breakfast dishes. As we’re getting ready to leave, Aiden and I sit on the couch in the living room and talk while Emily is in the bathroom. I rest my palms on my thigh and Aiden reaches over and plays with my fingers while he talks.
“Emily says she has to work next Saturday. Do you want to come over for more one-on-one training?”
A zip of energy heads straight to my cock. I shift positions to give my growing shaft more room in my pants, and he moves his hand. Did he notice? I try to keep my voice neutral when I respond.
“That sounds good to me.”
Good is an understatement. Every time I’m with Aiden, I want something more but I can’t figure out what it is. I keep hoping he’ll do something and I’ll immediately understand it’s the missing piece. I’m curious to try anal with him, but I don’t think that’s what is missing… or hell, maybe it is. How would I know?
It’s a sunny day and light shines through the blinds and illuminates the spanking bench. I study it for a moment.
“Are you going to leave the bench and cross in your living room?”
Aiden laughs as if I said something funny. “Yeah, no one comes over except you guys. I can leave it out.”
That seems risky to me. “What if someone sees it through the window?”
Aiden looks behind him and peers out the window. “Only the gardener comes around the side, so unless he’s a Peeping Tom, I think I’m safe.”
My stomach burns with disgust at myself when I think about how many times I was the one peeping in the window to watch Emily and Aiden. Shit, I should have admitted to them ages ago that I watched them but it’s too late now. I don’t want to ruin what we’ve got going on. This is a secret I’ll have to take to my grave.
When Emily joins us, Aiden kisses us both goodbye. His lips are firm and smooth. I want to melt into his embrace and continue kissing him, but we don’t have time. I really am running late for church.
In the car, I make sure Emily’s okay with me seeing Aiden alone next weekend. I’ve done it before, but I always want to check.
“Love, Aiden invited me over next Saturday while you’re at work. Do you mind if I go?”
She rests her hand on my thigh and gives it a squeeze. “Nah, you have fun. You know I see him sometimes when you’re at work.”
That’s true, she does. Her comment makes me feel better. This time she can be the one at work and all horny thinking about what we’re doing.
After I drop her off, I’m whistling as I head towards my mother’s house. It’s a gorgeous day, and there’s a definite pep in my step. My mother will probably think I got lucky this morning. How tightly would she clutch her pearls if I told her about Aiden? Yeah, it’s best to keep this to myself.




Chapter 2


Emily
When Nate gets home from work on Tuesday, I’m in the craft room working on another fairy house. He says nothing when he walks into the room and immediately bends over me to give me a toe-curling kiss. 
“Mmmm,” I drop my tools on the table. I moan against his mouth as he swivels my chair so I’m facing him. Desire simmers in my gut as he drops to his knees and pushes my legs apart so he can get close to me. When he pulls up my shirt and kisses my stomach, my pulse quickens. Oh, hello. My panties grow wet at his obvious hunger. I don’t know what got into him, but I’m loving it.
He murmurs, “I need you,” against the sensitive skin of my belly as lust burns through my brain.
As I look down at him between my legs, a sense of power overwhelms me. I enjoy him kneeling for me, but this won’t do at all. I want to ride him.
I untangle his arms from around me and press my foot against his chest to propel my office chair away from him. He captures my foot and admires my pretty, red toenail polish for a moment before kissing the top of each toe. My feet are ticklish, and a shiver of delight runs through me. My pussy clenches with need, and I pull my foot out of his hand.
I give him my best no-nonsense voice. “We’re going to the bedroom… now.”
He grins and follows me out of the office. When he tries to tickle my sides, I giggle and sprint towards the bedroom. He gives chase, and we’re both breathless and laughing. We tumble onto the bed, tearing at each other’s clothes, while kissing deeply and trying to keep our tongues in each other’s mouth. I don’t know the last time he’s been this turned on when he got home from work, but I hope this side comes out more often.
We only get my pants off and his cock out before he’s underneath me. I’m poised with his shaft in my hand and holding the tip against my wet slit. We both moan as I press down. Once he’s buried to the hilt, I take total control by grabbing his hands and pinning his wrists to the bed.
I’m like a madwoman. I rock my hips back and forth with no consideration for him. He may have started this, but I’m going to take my pleasure from him. As I slam against him, I grind my pussy on his cock. He’s my slut tonight.
Pleasure builds in my core, and I’m fucking him so hard the headboard rattles. “Do you like being my fucktoy?”
“Yes… god, yes,” he moans, and writhes underneath me. “Use me.”
Oh, I’m going to use you all right. I’m flushed and panting as I keep him trapped underneath me. Tension coils low in my belly as I spiral towards my orgasm. He tries to flex his hips up towards me, but my frantic pace makes it pointless. He has to just lie there and get fucked.
When I finally come, I explode and stars flash along the sides of my vision. I throw my head back and cry out from the rush of delight. I continue to ride him through my orgasm. He’s moaning and thrashing so I can tell he’s going to come soon. I watch his face as it contorts with pleasure. When he focuses on me, his eyes bore into mine.
“Slap me,” he pleads, his voice a desperate mewl.
What? My mind blanks for a moment, and he continues to beg.
“Smack me hard, like you did that one time. Please? I need it.”
I can’t hit him. I felt horrible last time. Why is he asking this of me? I feel a rush of anger and I bounce furiously on his cock.
“No.” I don’t hide the annoyance in my voice. “Come for me, you little slut.”
He cries out, “Oh fuuuuck!” as he shudders with his orgasm and coats my core with his warm seed. I slow down my movements. When I can tell he’s unloaded everything into me, I climb off of him and lie on my back, staring at the ceiling.
What fucked up shit was that? He can’t just ask me to smack him without a discussion first. Hasn’t he learned anything from Aiden? The first time it happened was a horrible mistake. I didn’t expect him to ask for it again.
I roll onto my side, intending to talk to him about this. His eyes are closed, and he’s smiling slightly. His chest rises and falls at an even pace. What the fuck? He’s asleep already?
I can’t give him what he wants. I don’t enjoy losing control and hurting him. We obviously need to talk, but now isn’t the time. He looks so peaceful and happy. My anger drains, and I snuggle against him and yawn. Yeah, we can talk about it tomorrow.
***

The rest of the week is busy, and I never have time to bring up the smacking conversation. Nate is being all mysterious and weird about this upcoming Saturday with Aiden, and I see him researching stuff on the computer but he closes the browser window whenever I’m around. Whatever dude, it’s not like I care what kinky shit you’re looking at. Plus, I could just check his history later if I cared that much. I doubt he deletes it.
When Saturday rolls around, I drop Nate off at Aiden’s house before going to work. He said Aiden would bring him home later. I’m grumpy at work, and I tell my coworkers I didn’t get enough sleep. I’m actually cranky because I want to be at Aiden’s house with Nate, but I know they need this time alone. A part of me doesn’t like sharing Aiden. Even though I know it’s wrong, I still consider him MY dom. The real problem is that I love two men, and I’m afraid I’m going to lose one of them. What if they spend time together and find out they don’t mesh well and Nate wants to stop everything we’re doing? If I’m around, they’re less likely to have conflict or I can head off any disagreements and smooth everything over.
This shouldn’t be affecting me, but my stomach is in knots. Work is busy so that isn’t helping. What are they even doing together? Neither of them invited me over to Aiden’s tonight once work was done, so does that mean Nate is going to be home by the time I get off work? Why didn’t I ask when he’d be home? I think Aiden is right and our communication sucks.
Since Nate was extra horny this week, he probably was thinking about whatever is happening right now. Does Aiden have Nate strapped to the Saint Andrew’s cross? Is he going to paddle Nate’s ass? I’m an odd mix of turned on and jealous. I just want to be there with them.
Fuck, I need to concentrate on work. This is going nowhere and I’m just making everything worse. I plaster a smile on my face and head to the front of the store to take my turn at the register.
[image: image-placeholder]Aiden
Two weeks ago I questioned Nate about his sexual history with guys. He said he’s only had oral sex once. At least he has some experience, and he’s not walking into this surprised that he finds guys attractive. I’m definitely too damn old to play with someone who feels ashamed about being bisexual. Nate seems to have come to terms with it. He said he never really admitted it to anyone, but deep down he knew. Emily is taking this gracefully as well. I haven’t sensed that she’s upset that her husband likes to suck cock, and she gets more horny when she watches Nate deep throating me. I think this is going to work.
On Tuesday, I texted Nate and told him I planned to fuck his ass on Saturday. I wanted him to be thinking about it for days and working himself up. I don’t know if I actually will. It was mainly to see his reaction. His quick reply of, “Yes, Sir,” pleased me, but this isn’t a step I take lightly with a sub who has never had anal sex before. I enjoy fucking my sub’s ass occasionally, especially with a guy, since it usually gets them to a deeper level of submission. Plus, it feels fantastic for both of us. But it has to be the right time, and I’ll evaluate that as the night progresses.
When Nate gets here, he lets himself in and comes to the living room. I didn’t give him any instructions for tonight, but he’s comfortable enough with visiting and he knows I’m usually sitting on the couch waiting. He pauses in the entryway and sets his duffel bag on the floor. Even when he’s not spending the night, he usually brings a change of clothes with him so I’m not surprised that he has a bag.
I hide my smile when I see his outfit. He’s wearing similar clothes to what I usually wear: a t-shirt and basketball shorts. I don’t think he owned any before meeting me because the light moisture-wicking fabric of the shorts fascinated Emily. She commented Nate was more of a sweatpants type of guy. Doesn’t matter to me though, they both come off easily.
He stands there awkwardly after dropping his bag and swings his arms. “Hi.”
Since he doesn’t greet me by calling me ‘Sir’, I silently study him for a minute. I’m intentionally scrutinizing him to put him in the right frame of mind to please me. When he shifts his weight from foot to foot, I finally speak.
“Hello, Nate.”
“Hi, Sir.”
That’s better. I’ve been thinking about fucking Nate all day and I’ve been in a constant state of arousal. Tonight needs to go well so that he has a positive experience and wants more of whatever happens — hopefully my cock in his ass.
“Um, Sir?”
Nate shuffles his feet. He’s being adorably shy. I almost tell him to come sit down so I can put him at ease, but I’m curious about what he wants to say. “Yes?”
“I, uh, prepped before I came over.”
Well now, this is interesting. “You prepped for anal sex?”
I want to hear him say it.
He glances down at the floor and his face goes pink. “Yes.”
“Nate?” I pause until he meets my gaze. “What do you want tonight?”
He doesn’t hesitate. “I want you to do whatever you want to me.”
My cock pulses at his words. It’s enough for now.
“Then take off your clothes and get on the bench. I want to fuck you.”
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Aiden’s tone is caring, but dominant. “Are you ready for this?”
I’m not sure what to expect, but so many people wouldn’t do anal if it didn’t feel good. I’m kneeling on the lower level of the bench with my stomach flat on the padded upper part. Turning my face, I lay my cheek against the padding. “I’m ready.”
Aiden stands behind me and I hear the squirting of a bottle of lube a moment before his finger applies a generous amount to my ass. Oh god, this feels better than me fingering myself this week to work up to this. He works the wetness into me and I groan in pleasure at the unfamiliar sensation. I’m not hating this.
“Nate.” His voice is gravelly. “Ask for it.”
I can’t bring myself to say the words and ask. I want him to just shove it in me. When I hesitate he reaches around and grips my cock, stroking it slowly.
“Be a good boy and ask me to fuck you in the ass.”
My head spins. I want to be his good boy.
My voice is hoarse, and I have to clear my throat before I can speak. “Please, Sir, will you fuck me in the ass?”
Jesus, asking is so damn dirty. This must be what Emily feels like whenever she has to ask him to use her. 
“Good boy. I’ll give you what you want.”
He rubs the tip of his cock along the crack of my ass for a moment before pressing against the entrance. 
He pushes the tip in slowly, and I moan from the painful pleasure as he fills me. His cock is thick and he’s going slow enough that I can feel every inch of him sinking into my ass. He pauses and lets me adjust before he eases his full length inside.
My head rolls back as I moan loudly at how good it feels. Shit, I should have asked Emily to use a strap-on ages ago. The full feeling is a pleasure unlike anything I expected. 
When he moves in and out gently, I hold on to the bench while he fucks me with long strokes. My muscles tense and my ass tightens around his cock, making him catch his breath. When he runs his fingers down my spine, I moan from the pleasure. Everything he’s doing feels like heaven, but I want more. His gentleness is making me crave a hard fucking. I want him to get lost in me.
“Sir? Fuck me harder, please.”
I cry out when he slams his hips forward and deepens his thrusts. My body jerks against the padding and I grip the edges of the bench firmly so I can move my hips and meet his thrusts. The pleasure builds in layers and it’s difficult to think. I can tell Aiden is still holding back, but his strokes are steady and deep. It’s enough this time.
“I’m the first one to fuck your ass. This means you’re mine,” he growls. 
I whimper, “Yes, you own me.”
He stops moving completely, and I press my hips back, trying to get him to fuck me again. Why did he stop?
“Do you want to come?”
I whimper again. “Yes, Sir.”
He pushes his twitching cock further into my ass. “Stroke your cock and be a good boy. Come for your Sir.”
Oooh, yes. Stroke my cock. Be a good boy. Come.
I reach down and jerk my shaft quickly as he starts fucking me again.
“Tell me how much you love my cock in your ass,” he demands.
Before I can answer, he drives deep and I gasp. “Love it. Feels so good. Can’t think.”
“No need to think. Just take my cock and come like a good boy. You know you want to.”
I stroke faster. “Want to come, Sir. Need you to fuck me harder.”
“Beg for it.”
Spikes of pleasure tingle through my body, and I’m reminded of Emily again when I hear myself begging.
“Need you to fuck me hard. Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop. I’m gonna come.”
“Good boy,” he growls as he plows into me. 
The ecstasy builds until I can’t take it anymore. My cock pulses and I explode with an intense orgasm, coating my hand with cum. I cry out and buck my hips, meeting each thrust with a loud grunt. The sounds echo through the apartment and I wonder if someone could have heard me next door.
Aiden continues to fuck me, and my brain is mush. He’s balls deep in my ass when he comes with a groan. He jerks and unloads everything in my ass before slumping against me. 
After a few moments, I feel Aiden easing out of me and I close my eyes as wetness runs out and down my leg. Oh god. That was amazing. 
Aiden rubs my back, and when he speaks his Dom voice is gone. “Are you okay?”
I’m too mentally fucked up to say anything but, “Yes.”
He chuckles. “I think someone needs to lie down after we clean up.”
I don’t argue with him. He’s right. I’m having problems forming complete thoughts, so I drift in a sea of fuzziness while he takes care of me. 
He helps me up and leads me to the bathroom. I lean against the counter as he starts the shower. When the water is warm enough, he surprises me by getting in the shower with me. 
He takes control of helping me wash up. I’ve only ever showered with women before and having Aiden’s soapy hands on my body is more intimate than his cock in my ass. His strength is such a contrast to Emily, and I let myself ease into his arms and he hugs me while the warm water cascades over us. 
He pulls back so he can look at me. “Tell me you’re okay.”
I search his face, and the lines on his forehead and the concern in his eyes make me smile softly.
“I’m fine. You just fucked me so good I couldn’t think straight.”
He grins, and says, “That’s what I like to hear,” and kisses me. His lips are smooth and firm, and a gentle happiness swirls in my gut. I might be addicted to him.
He ends the kiss, and turns the water off. Within minutes I’m dry, bundled into his bed with him, and munching on almonds. His phone on the nightstand dings and he checks his messages.
“Emily just got home from work and is exhausted. I’m going to tell her I’ll bring you home in the morning.”
I set the empty almond package on the nightstand and snuggle down into the pillow with a yawn. 
“That’s fine.”
It’s odd to be sleeping here without Emily, but as I watch Aiden type out a reply to her an unexpected emotion makes me close my eyes. 
Oh fuck, I love him. 




Chapter 3


Nate
I’m an emotional mess in the morning. How did I let myself fall in love with Aiden? Emily is going to hate me. Oh god, what am I going to say to her? I don’t think I should even tell her. This is going to fuck everything up.  
I barely say anything to Aiden as we eat breakfast. He keeps sneaking looks at me, and I can tell he’s thinking something, but he doesn’t talk so I don’t either. Emily messaged back last night and said she’d pick me up instead of Aiden bringing me home. We’re finishing breakfast when Emily breezes in.
My thoughts are a swirl of disjointed fears, and I barely say hello to her when she leans over and kisses me before giving Aiden a peck on the lips as well. She’s wearing my favorite pink sundress of hers. The one she wore the first time she physically cheated on me with Aiden.
She stands next to Aiden with her hand on his shoulder while he fingers the fabric. “Doll, I love this dress on you. It’s my favorite. You look enchanting this morning.”
My mind freezes for a moment. The room tilts and I get the insane urge to laugh. I feel like we’ve come full circle. We’re all here together, she’s in this dress, and it’s both our favorite. I have an uncomfortable need to spill my guts, and I bark out a loud laugh. They both look at me, startled.
“What’s wrong, love?”
Emily’s concern makes me laugh harder, and I speak without thinking.
“You wore that dress the first time you guys fucked. Of course he likes it.”
The room goes dead silent.
Oh, shit. Did I really just say that? I look from one to the other. Emily’s eyes grow wide, and Aiden has an unreadable expression.
Emily’s voice quivers. “How do you know that?”
“Uh…” 
I close my eyes for a moment before opening then again. I wish I could rewind the last two minutes. Why in the fuck did I say that? I open my mouth, but nothing comes out.
“Wait.” She holds up a hand. “Don’t you dare think about lying to me. Tell the truth.”
Her voice is deadly calm — she’s too controlled — and I can hear the underlying anger. I’m still at a loss for words.
Aiden’s voice is firm. “How did you know, Nate?”
I swallow the lump that formed in my throat. “I was here and saw it.”
Emily sucks in her breath and jerks her head as if I slapped her. “You fucking knew from the beginning?”
“Yes.”
There’s no point in lying now.
Her eyes blaze as she paces around the room. I peek at Aiden and he looks sucker punched.
When he notices me looking at him, he finds his voice. It’s his Dom voice, and a shiver runs down my spine.
“You guys said you were talking things through and communicating.”
Emily’s voice is quiet. “I thought we were.”
Aiden takes a long look at me and then turns to Emily. “Not good enough.”
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When I look at Nate and Emily, a red haze of fury blinds my vision and it feels like someone’s fist is squeezing my heart. I’m done. This is the deal breaker. 
I stand up and clear the table, keeping my back towards them while I try to get my anger under control. When I know I won’t blow up, I face them. Tears roll down Emily’s cheeks and Nate looks like he’s about to cry as well. Watching them both close to losing it is like a knife to my gut. I can’t do this.
“You two need to leave, go home, and talk. We’re done here.”
Emily tries to speak. “But —.”
I interrupt her, and another surge of anger makes my voice harsh. “You two broke the most important requirement of being my subs. We are done. Don’t make me say it again.”
She sputters, “You can’t mean it. There has to be another way.”
I shake my head and leave the kitchen. I go into the bedroom and gather everything they’ve left here over the weeks. It only takes a few minutes and I hear her sobbing while I stuff everything into their duffel bag. I wish I could comfort her, but I can’t. This relationship is over, and I need to take care of my mental health first. They weren’t talking and working things out like they said they were. This was one huge fucking lie right from the beginning. 
When I bring the duffel bag into the kitchen, Nate looks shell-shocked and Emily’s tears have turned into anger. I can tell it’s directed towards Nate.
“Here’s your stuff. It’s time to say goodbye.”
Nate stands up, takes the bag from me, and woodenly says, “Goodbye, Aiden.”
He walks to the front door, and the anger deflates from Emily as she gives me a tearful glance before trailing after him.
She’s shaking and I hesitate for several seconds before I rush to catch up with her. Gripping her upper arm, I stop her from walking out the door while Nate continues out to the car.
I soften my voice. She needs to hear this. “Doll, I’m sorry it ended this way. Do one last thing for me, please. Promise me you won’t drive until you’re sure it’s safe.”
She sniffles and gives me a sad smile. “I promise. I’m sorry too.”
When she leaves, I close the door behind her and lean my forehead against the cool wood. I don’t notice I’m crying for a few moments until wetness hits my chest. I can’t fucking believe Nate kept that secret. What was the point of not telling us he knew from the beginning? 
I’m sick to my stomach and force myself to move to the living room. I sit on the couch and stare at the wall. This is messed up. I was right, and they were my kryptonite couple. It was too good to be true. 
But the really screwed up part about everything is that last night in the shower I realized I loved Nate, as much as I already loved Emily. How in the fuck am I going to get over both of them?
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Nate and I sit in the car, not talking, for a good 15 minutes until I pull myself together enough to drive home safely. I don’t know what to say to him. He might have just ruined our marriage unless he has a really good reason for not admitting he knew.
I’m emotionally numb when we walk into the house. He follows me into the kitchen, and I set my purse and keys on the counter before turning to him.
“Why didn’t you tell me?”
His mouth opens and closes twice before he speaks. “I don’t know.”
His reply strips the numbness away. My pulse speeds up and my stomach hardens as the anger returns. “If you don’t know, then I don’t know that I want to be married to you.”
Hurt flashes in his eyes and he whispers, “Fair enough.”
What the fuck? Who says ‘fair enough’ when their wife is threatening divorce? I didn’t know I wanted him to fight for me until his shitty response.
I flatten my lips and glare at him. “I’m moving my stuff upstairs while I think about what I’m going to do. If you ever figure out why you didn’t tell me, you know where to find me.”
I’m shaking and close to losing it as I blindly toss clothes and toiletries into a wicker hamper to take upstairs with me. There’s a pounding in my ears as I navigate the stairs with the cumbersome basket in my arms. I don’t know where Nate went, and I don’t care.
When I get into the room, I drop the basket and sit on the edge of the bed. A wave of exhaustion rolls over me and I lie back and close my eyes. I can’t think anymore. Maybe if I go to sleep, I’ll wake up and realize this was all a bad dream.
One can always hope. 
The End

[image: image-placeholder]This is not the end for Emily, Nate, and Aiden. We have two more parts to go. Stay tuned for more. 
Want a free short about Emily and Aiden? 
Get the erotic short “BDSM Adventures: A Spanking, a Wooden Spoon, and Licking It Clean.” 
Find it at 
https://lacey-cross.com/illicitdesires






Interested in Audiobooks?


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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Shared for the Night Excerpt


Enjoy an excerpt from Shared for the Night. Part of my BDSM Couples at Play series. 
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Chapter 1
I don’t think my roommate knows I fantasize every day about fucking him. It started about a year ago when I unexpectedly walked in on him taking a shower…                                   
That morning, I accidentally slept through my alarm and now I’m running late for work. As I’m rushing around to get ready, I put my earbuds in and I’m rocking out to a tune I don’t even know the name of but is horribly catchy despite being an awful song. If this thing gets stuck in my brain for days I’m going to be pissed, but I can’t stop listening to it. I share an apartment with a guy named Dylan, and it only has one shower. We have a second bathroom, but it’s a half bath with just enough room for a toilet and sink. I have the master bedroom and the bathroom with the shower has two doors, one that connects directly to my room and the other to the hallway. 
I always keep the door to my room shut for obvious reasons, and the loud music thumping in my ears hides the sound of the shower running. Grabbing a towel, I open the door and pause after one step inside the bathroom. The cloudy mirror and moisture in the air clue me in that the shower is in use, and I automatically glance towards it. Dylan’s closed eyes make it so he doesn’t notice he has an audience. My lips part and I almost gasp because, although the glass door is foggy from the steam, he’s clearly stroking his cock. I freeze from the shock of seeing him masturbating while my brain processes what’s happening. 
Holy fuck. Look at the size of that monster. My pussy clenches and a thrill runs straight to my core. I’m mesmerized by his hands slowly gliding up and down his cock… that thick and beautiful, enormous cock. My heart pounds and lust flutters in my gut. I need to get the fuck out of the bathroom before he opens his eyes.
Stepping back gingerly, I try my best to close the door so the click of the latch doesn’t alert him that I was there. I compose myself for a moment outside the bathroom while my brain whirs. I’ve had several boyfriends in the past and even did a threesome with two guys once, and I’ve never seen a cock that large. Dylan is an average guy and there’s no way I could have guessed he hid that anaconda in his trousers. Shit, I better not picture his cock every time I see him now. 
I’m in a daze and perch on the edge of my bed while I wait for Dylan to finish. I’m usually out of the house by this time of morning, so this could be when he’s usually in there and I wouldn’t know. Does he masturbate in the shower often? When he comes, where does it land—his chest, or does he let it spurt onto the wall and then wash it off? 
A daydream of him jerking a fountain of cum all over his chest plays through my mind. My legs fall open and my hand rubs my pussy through my panties. 
Wait, what the fuck am I doing? I pull my hand back and snap my knees closed. Ugh, shit. I need to focus on anything but his cock.
By the time the bathroom is free, I’m horny and extremely late. I rush through the bare minimum of scrubbing I need to be clean and I’m frazzled by the time I get to work. 
I’m a loan processor at a bank and it’s not likely my absence would go unnoticed since the title companies are usually all over me as soon as we open, but I still have a sliver of hope as I slink to the break room to get some caffeine. It’s possible the manager didn’t realize I wasn’t at my desk. 
No such luck. As I’m pouring myself a cup of coffee from the carafe, my boss walks in.
Her voice holds a teasing tone. “Hey Sofia, nice of you to join us.”
I’m rarely late, and my boss is pretty chill about people occasionally slipping up, but today I lost almost a full hour. A flush creeps up my face and I feel the need to apologize. 
“Yeah, shit. I’m really sorry. I slept through my alarm.”
And caught my roommate stroking his massive cock and wasted time fantasizing about fucking him. But we won’t go there. 
Once I’m back at my desk, I’ve barely taken two sips before I’m thinking about Dylan’s cum again and wondering how much he ejaculates. I’m sure his size has nothing to do with the amount, but I’m still curious. Besides, it’s the size of the balls that affects the amount instead of the shaft, right? My sex education in school suddenly seems woefully inadequate. Shouldn’t I know this stuff? 
I spend the entire day obsessing about his cock and imagining his thickness sliding inside me and stretching me out more than any cock ever has before. I keep asking myself over and over how I didn’t know what he was packing, but the rational side of my brain understands there was no way I could have known unless I saw it. It’s almost like a comedy routine in my mind, going round and round, wondering how I didn’t know, and then reminding myself I couldn’t have; like a sexual version of Who’s On First, as I fantasize about Dylan. 
[image: image-placeholder]Find the rest of the story at
http://mybook.to/sharedfornight
Or get the 3-book complete series, Submissive Sharing, at
https://mybook.to/subsharing
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