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Jessa slid off my lap, tugging her shirt closed but leaving the bottom buttons open. Her stomach showed pale in the dim light. Tess leaned against the workbench, hoodie half-zipped, hair sticking damp against her cheeks. She still looked like she was about to laugh at something in her head only.
Lena stubbed her cigarette out in the empty bottle on the counter and crossed the room. She stopped right in front of me, arms folded tight under her chest. “You’re still here,” she said.
I looked up at her. “Where else would I be?”
Her eyes narrowed. “That’s not an answer.”
Jessa brushed past, grabbed the cup from Lena’s hand, and drained it. She licked the foam from her upper lip slow, watching Lena the whole time. “Don’t push him off yet. He hasn’t even had breakfast.”
Tess barked a laugh, then pressed her sleeve to her mouth. “I could make something. You keep cereal here, right?” She opened the cupboard without waiting, pulled down a box, shook it. Nearly empty. She set it down and looked back at me. “You starve yourself in here?”
I shrugged. “Coffee’s enough most days.”
Lena’s hand shot out, flat against my chest. Her palm was cold. “That won’t keep you ready for us. For when we need you.”
Jessa snorted. “He’s been ready just fine, far as I can see..”
Lena didn’t move her hand. Her eyes stayed on mine. “Don’t make me waste my time, okay?” she said low and ominously.
A tension settled in heavily between us, her body weight pinning me to the stool but without force. Tess finally broke it by tossing the cereal box back onto the counter and climbing up herself. She crossed her bare legs and leaned on her knees. “Then feed him. You’re the one acting like you’re in charge.”
Jessa smirked. “She thinks she is.”
Lena turned her head slow toward them. “You want him weak?”
“Maybe I want him busy,” Jessa said, her grin sharp.
I stood up before it twisted further. The stool scraped the concrete. “I’ll cook,” I said.
TI moved past, into the back room, opened the small fridge. Not much, eggs, half a loaf of bread, milk just inside date. I cracked four into the pan, the sizzle filling the silence. The odor was good, mixing with the lingering sweat and smoke.
Tess hopped down, padded in barefoot. She leaned her hip against the counter, arms crossed under the loose hoodie. “You act like this is so normal.”
I flipped the eggs. “I don’t know what normal is anymore, so yeah, no.”
She smiled faintly, head tilted, eyes low. “Neither do we, tell you the truth. Out here.”
Behind us, Jessa’s voice: “Then stop pretending you do, poser.”
Lena stayed by the doorway, arms folded, silent. But her eyes stayed on me the whole time, as though measuring.
I slid the eggs onto three chipped plates, one after another, then dropped two slices of toast beside them. The toaster rattled when I pushed the lever down again. The whole shop smelled of grease, smoke, and fried yolk now.
Tess pulled one of the plates toward herself without asking, sat right on the counter, and ate with her fingers. She chewed with her head tilted, eyes never leaving me. Yellow ran across her thumb. She licked it off slow.
Jessa wandered in and grabbed the second plate, didn’t sit, just stood with one hip against the fridge. She scooped up a bite with the edge of toast and swallowed it fast. “Better than I expected,” she said, mouth half-full. “Guess you’re useful for something besides holding tools.”
I pushed the last plate toward Lena. She didn’t move at first, then took it with both hands. She ate neat, small bites, chewing slow. Her eyes stayed fixed on me the whole time, like she was seeing if I’d look away.
I sat on the edge of the sink, wiped my hands on a rag. The pan smoked behind me, handle still warm.
Tess tapped the plate with her fingernail. “You always this quiet though?”
“Sometimes.”
“Sometimes,” she repeated. She smirked, then held out her last piece of toast. “Here. Feed you.”
I didn’t move.
She pushed it closer to my mouth. “C’mon.”
I leaned forward, bit off half. She grinned wide, finished the rest herself.
Jessa tossed her plate onto the counter, clattering loud. “Don’t spoil him,” she said. She licked the salt from her fingers, then wiped them on my shirt like it was a towel. “He’s not a guest.”
Lena’s plate was already clean. She set it down gentle, wiped her fingers on a napkin, then spoke low. “He’s not a guest. He’s not a host. He’s just here. And as long as we’re here, he follows our rules.”
Tess hopped down, bare feet smacking the floor. “You said rules last night. Same rules now?”
“Same rules,” Lena said.
Jessa rolled her eyes. “You sound like a cop.”
“Better than sounding like a child,” Lena said back, flat.
Jessa’s jaw tightened, but she didn’t answer. She grabbed the empty beer bottle from the counter, spun it once in her hand, and set it down hard.
The room went quiet except for the hum of the fridge.
I rinsed the plates, let the hot water run over my hands. My fingers tingled. When I turned back, all three were still watching me.
Tess leaned her chin on her fist, grin soft but eyes sharp. Jessa’s arms were crossed now, shirt still open enough to show. Lena stood dead still, posture straight, her gaze heavy.
Tess slid off the counter, crossed the room, and took the rag from my hand. She tossed it aside, then stepped between me and the sink, her body pressed close. Her breath smelled faintly of egg and smoke.
“You’re still hungry,” she said, her voice low.
She tugged at my shirt collar with two fingers, pulling me down just enough to brush her mouth against mine. Quick, not soft. Her hand slid up to the back of my neck.
Jessa scoffed behind us. “So much for rules.”
Tess didn’t look back. She pressed harder into me, mouth open now, teeth on my lower lip.
Jessa came fast across the room and shoved Tess off me with her hip. Tess stumbled, laughed, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and leaned against the fridge.
“He’s not yours,” Jessa said, planting herself in front of me, her blouse still hanging open. She grabbed my jaw in one hand, forced me to look at her. “He doesn’t pick. We pick.”
Lena didn’t move. She just watched, arms folded, her face unreadable.
Jessa kissed me hard, biting, her tongue pushing deep. She pulled back with a wet sound, eyes locked on mine, then turned slowly toward Tess. “See?”
Tess grinned. “Then share.”
She pushed off the fridge and slipped behind Jessa, her arms circling my waist, her bare thigh brushing the side of my leg. Her hands slid under my shirt, fingers tracing my ribs. I sucked in a breath through my teeth.
Jessa’s mouth was still on mine, hot and wet. Tess pressed her cheek against mine from the side, lips grazing my ear. “He likes it,” she whispered. “You can tell.”
Lena finally moved. She stepped in close, pulled Jessa back by the shoulder, firm, no struggle. She planted herself directly in front of me. Her voice was calm, flat. “He does nothing until I say, though.”
Jessa bristled, mouth open like she was about to snap back, but Lena’s stare froze her. Tess’s hands stilled under my shirt.
Lena turned her eyes on me. “Sit.”
I sat on the nearest chair without thinking. The wood was cold under my thighs. My shirt was half-off, my breath sharp.
Tess perched on the edge of the table beside me, her leg brushing mine. Jessa crossed her arms, chest heaving, still glaring at Lena.
Lena leaned over me, palms flat on the table on either side of my chair, her face inches from mine. Her breath was steady. “You follow, or we leave. Decide now.”
Tess’s thigh pressed harder against mine. Jessa’s nails dug into her own arms.
I swallowed once, slow. “I’ll follow.”
Lena straightened, nodded once, then peeled her shirt off in one motion. She didn’t pause, didn’t look at the others. Her bra came off next, straps sliding down her arms, nipples already hard from the cool air. She stood tall, her gaze fixed on me like she was waiting for me to flinch.
I didn’t move.
Jessa broke first. She tore her own blouse open, buttons scattering across the floor. She yanked it off and kicked it aside, breasts bare, flushed from the heat of the stove. Her eyes locked on Lena’s, defiant.
Tess laughed, soft and sharp. She pulled the hoodie over her head, hair falling wild, no bra, her nipples tight. She didn’t bother with the jeans, she shoved them down, panties with them, and climbed onto the table. Plates clattered, one sliding off and smashing on the floor.
She spread her legs, knees bent, toes curled on the wood. “Then eat,” she said, eyes on me, grin wide.
Jessa pushed her aside with her hip, planting one knee on the table too. “He eats me first.” She grabbed the back of my head, fingers digging into my hair.
Lena didn’t stop them. She just nodded once. “Show us.”
The chair scraped as I stood. Jessa dropped back, laying herself out across the table, one hand in her hair, the other pulling me down between her thighs. Her skin was warm, slick already, the smell sharp and sweet. She arched as soon as my mouth touched her, a moan low in her throat.
Tess sat beside her, one hand on my shoulder, the other slipping between her own legs. Her nails grazed my skin as she rocked against her palm.
Lena circled behind me, slow, deliberate. Her hand pressed between my shoulder blades, forcing me lower, deeper. “Don’t stop,” she said, voice calm.
Jessa writhed under me, her thighs clamping against my ears. She grabbed my hair and pulled, hard. Her back arched off the table, breath ragged, chest heaving.
Tess leaned in and kissed her mouth, muffling her moans. Their tongues tangled right above me, wet and messy. Jessa’s hand slid from my hair to Tess’s cheek, pulling her closer.
Lena’s hand slipped down my back, under my waistband, gripping me tight. She bent low, her mouth by my ear. “Good,” she whispered. “Obedient,” she groaned. Her breath was steady while mine was rough and uneven.
Jessa gasped, loud, nails clawing the wood, legs shaking against me. She pushed Tess away, head thrown back, mouth open wide. Tess laughed, eyes locked on me, fingers still moving fast between her thighs.
Lena pulled my head up by the hair, made me look. “Now her,” she said, nodding at Tess.
Tess slid flat onto the table, legs wide, one foot knocking the last plate to the floor. She bit her lip hard, her chest rising quick. “Come on,” she whispered, almost begging.
I leaned in again.
I lowered my mouth to Tess, her thighs trembling the instant I touched her. She grabbed fistfuls of her own shirt bunched at her stomach, twisting the fabric until her knuckles went white. Her hips jerked against my tongue, shallow, impatient.
Lena’s hand was still in my hair. She pressed me harder into Tess, her voice cutting through the sound of Tess’s breathless moans. “Slower,” she ordered.
I obeyed, dragging it out, steady, deliberate. Tess groaned, her legs kicking against the edge of the table, one heel smacking the wood. “Please,” she muttered, grinding down against me.
Jessa’s hand shot to Tess’s breast, kneading rough, her own thighs pressed tight together as she watched. She leaned down and bit Tess’s neck hard enough to leave a mark. Tess cried out, arching, then collapsed back, gasping.
Lena pulled me up by the chin. Tess reached for me, whining, but Lena pushed her shoulder down flat to the table. “Not yet,” Lena said to her.
Jessa glared. “You’re killing her.”
“She’ll live,” Lena said, flat and cold.
I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, chest heaving. Jessa was still kneeling on the table, her hair falling across her face, lips wet. Her eyes cut between me and Lena like she was daring one of us to give in.
Lena’s grip shifted to my jaw, turning my head toward Jessa. “Now her,” she said.
Jessa didn’t wait. She pulled me down on top of her, spreading herself wide across the table, pulling my face into her with both hands. Her thighs clamped my ears, wet heat drenching my mouth. She rolled her hips like she wanted to smother me, her nails scraping across my scalp.
Tess lifted herself onto one elbow, watching with wide eyes, chest flushed. She reached down between her legs again, fingers moving fast, her breath sharp and ragged.
Lena stayed behind me, one hand pressed to the back of my neck, controlling the rhythm. “Don’t let her run you,” she whispered, her breath calm against my ear.
But Jessa wasn’t calm. She bucked hard against me, moaning loud, her head thrown back, hair plastered to her temples with sweat. She slapped the table once, hard, then again. “Don’t stop!”
Tess leaned over and kissed her, tongue pushing deep, their moans muffled together. Jessa clawed at Tess’s arm without breaking the kiss, hips still grinding into me.
Lena’s hand tightened on me again. “Pull back,” she ordered.
Jessa screamed through clenched teeth when I did, her body trembling, unfinished. She shoved me off with both hands, glaring at Lena. “You don’t get to decide for me!”
Lena stared her down, unblinking. “Yes, I do.”
The kitchen reeked of sweat and wet skin. Tess’s chest was heaving, her shirt twisted around her ribs. Jessa’s legs dangled off the table, trembling, her lips wet, eyes furious.
Lena turned her gaze on me again. “And you do what I say. Always.”
Jessa sat up fast, hair sticking to her cheeks, eyes blazing. “You think you can keep me waiting?” she snapped, her voice sharp.
Lena didn’t flinch. She stepped closer, hand flat on Jessa’s sternum, pushing her gently but firmly back down against the table. “Yes.”
Jessa shoved her hand away and tried to slide off the edge, but Lena grabbed her by the wrist and twisted it just enough to freeze her. “Not until I say.”
Tess laughed low, breathless, still sprawled beside them. “She’s making you squirm.”
“Shut up,” Jessa hissed, straining against Lena’s grip.
Lena bent low over her, their faces inches apart. “You want him so bad?” Her voice was flat, deliberate. “Then you’ll wait your turn. He doesn’t move until I let him.”
Jessa’s chest rose and fell, fast and uneven. Her eyes flicked to me, pleading for a second, then back to Lena, furious again.
Lena let go of her wrist and stood straight. “Hands off,” she ordered, her voice cutting through the room.
Jessa froze, fists clenched tight in her lap.
Tess slid off the table, tugged her shirt down around her thighs, and leaned against me with a sly grin. “I don’t mind waiting,” she murmured, her hand trailing across my stomach. “It just makes it better later.”
Jessa glared at her, eyes wet, mouth trembling like she wanted to spit something but couldn’t.
Lena turned her attention back to me, her voice calm again. “Stand up.”
I stood. My legs were shaky, my jaw tight. Lena brushed past me, her body grazing mine, and pulled the chair into the center of the room. She turned it toward the table and tapped the seat. “Sit.”
I dropped into it. The wood creaked under my weight.
Lena circled behind me, her hand sliding across my shoulders before resting heavy on the back of my neck. “You don’t touch either of them,” she said. “Not unless I say.”
Jessa let out a bitter laugh, loud and sharp. “You really get off on this, don’t you?”
“Yes,” Lena said without hesitation. “Because you break the fastest.”
Jessa’s jaw snapped shut. Her chest heaved.
Tess tilted her head, watching. “She’s right,” she said softly. “You hate waiting more than anyone.”
Jessa shot her a look sharp enough to cut, then snapped her gaze back to Lena. “You think you can keep this up forever?”
Lena leaned over me, her lips brushing my ear. “Long enough to teach her where she belongs.”
Her hand tightened on my shoulder, keeping me pinned in place while Jessa squirmed on the edge of the table, thighs pressed together, face flushed and furious.
Lena smiled faintly for the first time that night. “And when I finally let her have you,” she said, loud enough for both of them to hear, “she’ll be begging.”
Tess slid closer, her bare legs brushing mine, her fingers curling under the edge of my shirt. She leaned over, lips brushing my ear. “She can wait. I don’t care.”
Jessa’s nails dug into the wood of the table. “Don’t you dare, ”
Lena cut her off with a single look. “Quiet.”
Jessa bit down on her lip, hard enough her teeth left marks.
Tess climbed onto my lap without hesitation, straddling me in the chair. Her skin was warm, thighs slick against my jeans. She rocked once, slow, her breath hot on my neck.
I gripped the edge of the seat, knuckles white, but didn’t move my hands to her. Lena’s fingers tightened on the back of my neck. “Good,” she murmured, just for me. “You’re learning.”
Jessa’s chest heaved, her body rigid, legs clamped tight together on the table. She stared, her face twisted between fury and need.
Tess licked the corner of my mouth, her tongue wet, teasing. She ground harder against me, her nipples brushing my chest through the thin cotton of her shirt. She moaned softly, exaggerated, eyes locked on Jessa. “He feels so good,” she said, loud enough for her to hear.
Jessa shoved herself up on her elbows, teeth bared. “You bitch.”
Tess laughed, breathless, her hips rolling steady against mine. “Then get up here and take him.”
Lena’s hand shot out and pressed Jessa’s shoulder back down. “Not yet.”
Jessa slammed her fist into the table, the sound echoing off the cabin walls. Her eyes were wild, mouth open like she was about to scream. Instead she twisted, laying flat again, panting hard, fighting herself.
Tess leaned back on my lap, head tilted, hair spilling across her shoulders. Her shirt slipped higher, stomach bare, the hem brushing just under her breasts. She grabbed my hand, placed it over her chest, and pressed it down hard.
Lena didn’t stop me.
Jessa made a choked sound in her throat, half anger, half arousal. She twisted again, one hand between her thighs, squeezing herself through her panties. “Fuck this,” she muttered, but she didn’t get off the table.
Tess’s breath caught when I pinched her nipple between my fingers. Her back arched, her hips slammed down harder into me. “Yes,” she gasped, loud, deliberate.
Lena leaned closer to Jessa, her voice low but firm. “Watch. Every second.”
Jessa’s eyes filled, wet and furious. She dragged her hand under her panties, moaning sharp into her palm as she glared at Tess riding me.
Lena’s lips brushed my ear again. “This is control. This is mine.”
Her hand tightened on my shoulder until it hurt, but I didn’t move.
Tess cried out, hips jerking fast, nails scratching my chest. Her eyes fluttered shut, her mouth open wide. She came hard, trembling against me, her whole body shuddering.
Jessa sobbed once, loud and raw, her own fingers working desperate between her thighs, eyes locked on us.
Lena finally eased her grip on me and whispered, calm as ever, “Now she breaks.”
Jessa shot upright like she couldn’t hold it anymore. Her panties were already shoved halfway down, her hair sticking to her temples, eyes glassy and wild. She slid off the table in one fast move and pushed Tess aside hard enough that she nearly toppled.
“Fuck waiting,” Jessa growled.
She grabbed my face with both hands and kissed me rough, wet, teeth clashing against mine. Her tongue shoved deep, desperate. She straddled me before Lena could react, grinding down on me so hard the chair legs scraped across the floor.
Tess stumbled back, laughing breathlessly, one hand still between her legs. “Knew it.”
Lena’s hand clamped on Jessa’s shoulder, but Jessa twisted free, locking her arms around my neck, her thighs gripping my hips. “He’s mine right now,” she said, breath ragged.
Her bare heat rubbed against me through my jeans, soaking through the denim. She rocked harder, grinding with raw need. Her nipples dragged across my chest, slick from sweat.
Lena tried again to pull her back, but Jessa snapped her head around, teeth bared. “Touch me again and I’ll bite you.”
Tess let out a shriek of laughter, leaning against the counter to watch. She looked at me, eyes wide, biting her lip. “You’re in trouble now.”
Jessa’s nails raked down my back, sharp and fast. She pressed her forehead to mine, panting hot into my mouth. “You’re not hers,” she hissed. “You’re not anyone’s.”
Her hips slammed against me again, the sound of skin on fabric sharp in the silence. The chair creaked, my grip tightening on her thighs without thinking.
Lena’s voice was steel, cutting through the heat. “Off him. Now.”
Jessa ignored her, grinding harder, her eyes locked on mine. “Don’t listen. Don’t you dare listen.”
Tess slid closer, reaching out to stroke Jessa’s side, but Jessa slapped her hand away without even looking. “Back off. He’s mine.”
I tried to breathe, chest heaving under her weight, the smell of sweat and sex thick in the room. Jessa kissed me again, open-mouthed, sloppy, gasping into me.
Lena moved fast then. She grabbed Jessa’s hair in both hands and yanked her head back, forcing her mouth off mine. Jessa screamed, half pain, half fury, her hands clawing at Lena’s wrists.
But even then she didn’t climb down. She writhed against me, grinding harder, her breath sharp, her body shaking.
Lena’s face was inches from hers. “You don’t get to choose when.”
Jessa’s answer was a guttural moan, loud and raw, her whole body jerking against me. She buried her face in my neck, trembling, refusing to let go.
Tess was doubled over laughing, tears streaking her cheeks. “Oh my god, she actually broke first.”
Lena finally released her, letting her collapse forward against me, spent but still clinging tight.
Lena’s eyes met mine, cold and sharp. “This won’t happen again.”
Jessa still clung to me, her breath hot against my neck, her hips twitching even as the last of her tremors shook through her. She was a mess, sweat, spit, her hair tangled and sticking to her cheeks. She whispered against my ear, voice hoarse. “See? Mine.”
Lena didn’t wait. She yanked Jessa off my lap in one violent pull, dragging her down to the floor by her wrist. Jessa screamed, flailing, but Lena shoved her onto her knees, one hand clamped in her hair.
“You think you’re stronger than me?” Lena hissed, jerking her head back so hard her throat stretched bare. “You embarrass yourself. You embarrass us.”
Jessa spat, breathless. “Fuck you.”
Lena slammed her face against the wooden seat of the chair, not enough to break skin, just hard enough to stun her. Jessa gasped, knees scraping on the floor, arms thrashing against Lena’s grip.
Tess froze, laughter gone, eyes wide as she leaned against the counter. “Lena, ”
“Shut up,” Lena snapped, eyes blazing.
Jessa tried to twist free, her nails scraping the floor. “You don’t own me!”
“You’re weak,” Lena growled, tightening her hold until Jessa cried out. “You break the rules and you think that makes you strong? It makes you pathetic.”
I started to rise, but Lena’s eyes cut to me sharp as glass. “Sit down.”
I froze.
Jessa’s face was pressed into the wood, her breaths loud and ragged, her body trembling. She thrashed once more, then sagged, her resistance breaking.
Lena leaned close to her ear, voice low but sharp enough to slice. “Say it.”
Jessa whimpered, shaking her head.
Lena yanked her hair again, harder. “Say it.”
“I, ” Jessa gasped, her voice broken. “I’ll wait.”
“Louder.”
“I’ll wait!”
The sound echoed through the cabin. Tess’s hand covered her mouth, eyes darting between them.
Lena finally released her, shoving her down onto her hands. Jessa coughed, wiping spit from her mouth, her chest heaving as she glared up at Lena with wet, furious eyes.
Lena stood tall, breathing steady, shirtless, her nipples still hard, her chest rising slow. She pointed at the floor beside her. “Stay there.”
Jessa hesitated, shaking, then dropped back onto her knees, hair falling over her face.
Lena turned to me, her voice calm again. “She forgot the rules. She won’t forget again.”
Tess slid slowly off the counter, her expression caught between awe and fear. She whispered under her breath, but I heard it anyway. “Holy shit.”
Lena looked back at Jessa, then at Tess. “You too. Don’t ever test me.”
Tess nodded fast, arms crossed tight over her chest.
The room smelled like sweat and tension, every breath loud. Jessa knelt, trembling, her body slick and broken down. Lena stood above her, calm, sharp, unshaken.
Then Lena’s eyes cut back to me. “You. Upstairs. Now.”
Lena didn’t wait for me to move. She grabbed my wrist in one hard jerk and pulled me out of the chair. Her grip was iron, cutting circulation, and I stumbled after her, boots heavy on the stairs. Behind us, Tess and Jessa stayed silent, their breathing the only sound under the creak of the wood.
The upstairs hallway was narrow, the carpet worn thin. Lena shoved me into the first room on the left, slammed the door, and threw the lock. The air smelled of dust and old sheets. A single lamp glowed on the nightstand, yellow and dim.
“Clothes off,” she ordered. Her voice was sharp, no hesitation.
I started with my shirt. She stepped closer, ripped it the rest of the way down my arms, tossed it behind her. My jeans followed, unbuttoned and shoved to the floor.
She circled me once, eyes hard, fingers trailing across my back, my chest, down my stomach. “You let her break,” she said, voice low. “You let her take control.”
“I didn’t, ”
Her slap cracked across my face before I finished. My head snapped sideways, my cheek stung hot.
“Don’t argue.”
I clenched my jaw. She pressed her forehead to mine, her breath steady, controlled. “You belong to us, but you answer to me. Only me. Do you understand?”
“Yes.” My voice was tight, rough.
Her hand slipped to my throat, squeezing just enough to steal my breath. “Say it again.”
“Yes.”
She shoved me back onto the bed. The springs groaned under the impact. She climbed on top, straddling me, her jeans still on, button tight against my stomach. She ground down hard, her weight pinning me flat.
“You wait until I say. You touch when I say. You come when I say.” Her nails dug into my chest, leaving red lines. “Not before.”
I nodded. Her hand snapped across my face again. “Words.”
“Yes.”
She ripped her jeans open, shoved them down her thighs, panties soaked. She positioned herself over me, teeth bared, eyes blazing. “Then take it.”
She sank down onto me in one hard stroke, no hesitation. Her heat wrapped tight, her breath caught for half a second, then steadied. She rocked once, twice, setting her own pace, slow and deliberate, grinding deep.
I gripped the sheets, knuckles white, every muscle straining. She slapped my hands off, grabbed my wrists, and pinned them above my head. “No. Stay still.”
Her hips ground against me, steady, brutal rhythm. She never looked away, her eyes fixed on mine, sweat streaking down between her breasts.
Every thrust was control, every breath measured. She leaned close, lips at my ear. “You’re mine before you’re theirs.”
Her nails dug deeper, her pace rougher. The bedframe rattled against the wall. My breath broke into sharp gasps.
She whispered one last command, voice hard and final. “Don’t finish until I tell you.”
Lena’s pace picked up, her hips grinding harder, faster, each thrust deeper than the last. Her nails carved red lines down my chest, sweat dripping from her collarbones onto my skin. I could feel myself climbing, every muscle tight, ready to break.
She saw it. She felt it. Her eyes narrowed, a cruel little smile tugging at her lips.
“You’re close,” she whispered, voice steady, unshaken. “Too close.”
Her hips slammed down once more, then she pulled off me in a single brutal motion, leaving me throbbing, slick, pulsing against the air.
I groaned, twisting, my fists clenching tight in the sheets. “Lena, ”
She slapped her hand across my mouth, silencing me. Her other hand slid down between her own legs, working herself fast, grinding her hips into her palm while she stared straight into my eyes.
Her breath hitched, her body shook, and she came hard, knees pressed tight against my sides, thighs quivering, sweat running down her stomach. She moaned sharp through clenched teeth, then collapsed forward onto me, her body heavy, her chest slick against mine.
I was still rock hard, desperate, my breath ragged against her ear. I shifted under her, trying to press up into her again.
She shoved me back flat, pinning me with her forearm across my throat. “No,” she hissed. Her eyes burned into mine, sharp and unyielding. “Not until I say. You don’t come unless I let you.”
I groaned again, my hips jerking against nothing, the frustration burning through me. She leaned close, lips brushing my ear. “This is the lesson. You wait. You suffer. You serve.”
She climbed off, tugging her jeans back up, zipping them slow while keeping her eyes on me. My cock still stood hard against my stomach, every vein taut, every nerve screaming. She didn’t touch it.
Lena buttoned her jeans, pulled her shirt over her shoulders, and smoothed her hair back into place like nothing had happened. She didn’t look flushed anymore, just calm, collected, her breathing steady.
“You’re finished when I’m finished,” she said, adjusting her bra strap. “Not before.”
I sat up, sweat dripping down my chest, fists clenched in the sheets. My body was shaking with need, every muscle begging for release.
She leaned down, kissed my forehead, soft but deliberate. “Next time, maybe.”
Then she turned, unlocked the door, and walked out.
I sat there alone, throbbing, panting, the bed soaked with sweat, my body screaming at me to finish. But I didn’t. Couldn’t. Not after her warning.
Downstairs I heard Tess laughing again, Jessa’s voice sharp and restless. The creak of the floorboards told me they were waiting.
And Lena wanted me desperate when I went back down.
The door clicked shut behind Lena. My chest heaved, my cock still hard, aching, every nerve screaming. I sat there for a long second, trying to steady my breathing, fists clenched in the sheets.
The floor creaked outside. Then a soft knock, too light to be Lena.
The door cracked open. Tess slipped inside barefoot, hoodie gone, shirt hanging loose off one shoulder. She shut the door behind her quick and leaned back against it, grinning like she’d just stolen something.
“She left you like that, didn’t she?” Her eyes dropped straight to my cock, swollen and flushed against my stomach.
I didn’t answer.
She padded across the room slow, bare thighs brushing together, the hem of her shirt barely covering her ass. She climbed onto the bed before I could move, crawling over me, hair falling into my face. Her breath was sweet, quick, hungry.
“She makes you wait,” Tess whispered, her lips brushing my jaw. “But I don’t.”
Her hand slid down my stomach, fingers wrapping around me tight. I gasped, hips jerking up into her fist. The relief was instant, sharp, almost painful.
“See?” she teased, stroking slow, her grin wide. “You don’t need her permission.”
“Stop,” I muttered, but my voice cracked.
She laughed low, biting my earlobe. “You don’t mean that.”
Her strokes quickened, her thighs spreading over mine as she ground down against my hip. Her breath turned ragged, her chest pressing tight to me. “Come on,” she whispered, hot and desperate. “Just break her rule. She won’t know.”
I groaned, my whole body on fire, every muscle begging to give in.
But the door creaked open again.
Tess froze, hand still locked around me.
Lena stood in the doorway, arms crossed, her face cold, unreadable. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”
Tess didn’t let go. She looked over her shoulder, eyes blazing. “Giving him what you won’t.”
Lena stepped in, shut the door behind her, and locked it. Her voice was low, sharp. “You want to challenge me now too?”
Tess smirked, squeezing me harder, her hand sliding faster. “Maybe he doesn’t need you as much as you think.”
I groaned, trembling under her, my body seconds from breaking.
Lena crossed the room slow, eyes never leaving us. She stopped at the edge of the bed, leaned down, and wrapped her hand around Tess’s wrist.
“Let go,” Lena said.
Tess squeezed tighter. “Make me.”
The tension crackled, thick and dangerous. My cock throbbed in Tess’s grip, Lena’s nails digging into her skin.
“Do you want him to finish?” Lena asked, her voice razor-sharp.
Tess leaned close to my ear, whispering hot. “Yes.”
Lena’s hand tightened on her wrist. “Too bad.”
She ripped Tess’s hand off me in one violent jerk. I cried out, half in pain, half in need.
Tess laughed, wild, breathless, her hair sticking to her face. “He wanted it.”
Lena’s eyes cut to me. “Did you?”
Lena’s eyes stayed locked on me, her grip still crushing Tess’s wrist. “Did you want it?”
My throat was dry, chest heaving. I tried to swallow, but nothing moved. Tess leaned down, her lips brushing my ear, whispering hot. “Say no. Say she’s wrong.”
But the words ripped out of me anyway. “Yes.”
Lena’s mouth curved into the faintest smile. Tess froze, her breath caught, her body stiff against me.
“Yes, what?” Lena pressed.
I clenched my fists against the sheets. “Yes, I wanted it.”
Tess jerked against Lena’s grip, glaring at me like I’d betrayed her. “You’re supposed to want me. Not her rules. Me.”
Lena yanked her back by the wrist, twisting until Tess gasped. “And he does. But on my terms.”
She shoved Tess off the bed, hard enough that she stumbled and hit the floor with her knees. Tess’s hoodie sleeve smeared across the wood as she caught herself, hair wild, eyes wet and furious.
Lena climbed onto the bed, straddling me again, her weight pressing me into the mattress. She ran her hand down my chest, slow, steady, nails dragging red trails into my skin. “Good boy,” she said, soft but sharp. “You told the truth.”
Tess shot to her feet, fists clenched. “You’re breaking him.”
“No,” Lena said, not looking away from me. “I’m building him.”
I groaned under her weight, cock still aching, harder than before, the need almost unbearable. Lena gripped me with one hand, tight, firm, but didn’t stroke. She just held me there, her thumb brushing the tip, making my whole body jerk.
Tess’s voice cracked. “Let him finish. He needs it.”
Lena’s eyes cut to her. “He doesn’t need release. He needs discipline.”
Tess stepped closer, her bare feet slapping the floor. “You can’t keep him like this forever. He’ll break.”
“Then he breaks for me,” Lena said. Her hand squeezed harder, just short of pain.
I groaned again, my hips jerking helplessly. Tess let out a frustrated sob and turned away, pacing the room, muttering under her breath.
Lena leaned low over me, her lips brushing my ear. “You’ll remember this the next time you think about coming without permission.” She let go of me suddenly, leaving me throbbing, desperate, leaking across my stomach.
She climbed off the bed, pulled her shirt back into place, and walked to the door. She looked back once, her eyes hard. “Stay there. Don’t touch yourself.”
The door clicked shut behind her.
I lay there wrecked, trembling, fists tight in the sheets. My cock pulsed with every heartbeat, my body screaming for release.
Tess turned back from the corner, eyes shining with tears, her chest rising sharp. “She’s killing you,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “And you’re letting her.”
Tess stood frozen for a beat after Lena left, her fists tight at her sides, her chest rising fast. Then she moved, slow, quiet, crossing the floor until she was at the edge of the bed.
Her eyes locked on mine, sharp and wet. “Don’t listen to her,” she whispered.
I shook my head, breath ragged. “She said, ”
“I don’t care what she said.” Tess climbed onto the mattress on her knees, hair falling wild around her face. She crawled over me, pressing her palms flat against my chest. “You need this.”
Her hand slid down, brushing across my stomach, wrapping tight around me again. The relief was instant, sharp, almost unbearable. I groaned, hips jerking up into her grip.
“See?” she whispered, her mouth brushing mine. “She doesn’t own you. Not if you don’t let her.”
I clenched the sheets, my whole body trembling under her. “Tess, ”
Her lips crashed against mine, messy and wet, her tongue pushing deep. She stroked me harder, her thighs pressing against my sides, her breath hot and frantic.
“You’re mine right now,” she muttered against my mouth, her fist pumping faster, slick sounds filling the room. “She can’t stop us. She’s not here.”
I groaned again, my body on fire, my cock throbbing in her hand, seconds from spilling. Every muscle screamed to give in.
Tess bit my lip, hard enough to sting. “Come for me,” she demanded. “Do it. Forget her. Just me.”
My hips bucked up into her fist, heat boiling up through my stomach. I was right at the edge, her grip relentless, her body pressing me down.
Then the floorboard outside creaked.
Tess froze, her eyes wide, her hand still locked around me. We both stared at the door, breathless, hearts pounding.
The knob rattled once. Then silence.
Tess let out a shaky laugh, forehead pressed to mine. “She didn’t hear,” she whispered, almost giddy. “We’re fine.”
She stroked me again, faster, desperate, her lips dragging down my throat. “Come for me,” she begged, her voice breaking now. “Please. I need it.”
I groaned, head thrown back, sweat soaking the pillow. Every nerve screamed to let go. But Lena’s voice still echoed in my head: Don’t touch yourself. Don’t finish until I say.
Tess rocked against me, her own breath sharp, her hand slick and ruthless. “Don’t hold back,” she moaned, pressing her forehead to my chest. “Don’t you dare hold back.”
I teetered right there, hanging on the edge, my body convulsing with the effort of restraint.
Tess squeezed harder, her eyes wild, her voice raw. “Come for me now, or she wins.”
Tess’s hand pumped faster, slick and relentless, her breath hot against my neck. “Don’t fight it,” she begged, her voice breaking. “Come for me, please. I need you to.”
I groaned, my hips jerking against her grip, every nerve screaming to give in. My cock throbbed hard in her hand, seconds from spilling. My vision blurred, my body tensed.
But I clenched my jaw and held.
Her lips dragged down my throat, teeth scraping. “You’re shaking,” she whispered. “You can’t keep it in forever. Let it go.”
I forced my hands into the sheets, knuckles white, my whole body trembling with restraint. “I… can’t.”
Her head snapped up, eyes wide and desperate. “You won’t.”
I opened my mouth to answer, then the door swung open.
Lena stepped inside, calm, silent, her eyes like knives. She took in the scene at a glance, me trembling on the bed, Tess straddling me, her hand wrapped tight around my cock.
Tess froze, her entire body stiffening.
Lena shut the door behind her with a click. She crossed the room slow, each step deliberate. Her voice was low, steady, terrifying. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”
Tess scrambled off me like she’d been burned, wiping her hand against the sheet. “I, he wanted it, ”
Lena’s hand shot out, gripping Tess’s chin, forcing her face up. “Don’t you lie to me.”
Tess whimpered, eyes darting to me for backup.
Lena looked at me next, her grip still crushing Tess’s jaw. “Did you come?”
My breath caught. “No.”
Her eyes narrowed. “Did you want to?”
I hesitated, then nodded once. “Yes.”
Lena’s smile was cold, sharp. She shoved Tess down onto the floor, hard, then turned back to me. “Good boy. You held.”
Tess scrambled to her knees, hair wild around her face, tears streaking her cheeks. “He’s breaking, Lena! He’s going to snap if you keep, ”
Lena cut her off with a slap, sharp across her cheek. Tess gasped, clutching her face, eyes wide with shock.
“You don’t get to touch him without permission,” Lena hissed. “You don’t get to decide what he needs. I decide.”
Tess’s lip trembled, her body shaking, but she didn’t argue.
Lena turned back to me, her voice softening just slightly. “And you. You did exactly what I told you. You stayed strong.” Her hand brushed my jaw, firm but almost tender. “You’re mine, and you proved it.”
I groaned, my cock still aching, dripping onto my stomach. Every muscle in my body screamed for release.
Lena kissed my forehead once, then straightened. “You’ll get what you want,” she promised, her voice low, dark. “But not tonight.”
She turned to Tess, her eyes cold again. “As for you, we’ll deal with your punishment downstairs.”
Tess whimpered, her body curling in on itself, but she didn’t resist when Lena yanked her up by the wrist and dragged her toward the door.
The last thing I saw was Tess’s wide, tear-filled eyes staring back at me as the door shut behind them.
The stairs groaned under Lena’s boots as she pulled Tess down by the wrist. I followed because I didn’t dare stay behind. My cock still throbbed in my jeans, every step a reminder of what I hadn’t been allowed.
The living room was dim, one lamp on the far wall, the couch pushed crooked from earlier chaos. Jessa sat cross-legged on the cushion, shirt still open, her hair a mess. She looked up the moment we came down, her eyes widening.
“What now?” she asked, her voice sharp, defensive.
Lena shoved Tess forward. Tess stumbled to her knees on the rug, her shirt slipping off one shoulder, tears streaking her cheeks. “She thought she could sneak behind me,” Lena said. Her voice was calm, terrifying. “So she gets corrected.”
Jessa smirked, trying to hide her nerves. “About time.”
Tess whipped her head toward her, eyes blazing. “Shut the fuck up!”
Lena’s hand cracked across Tess’s face before the words finished. Tess gasped, falling forward onto her palms.
“No,” Lena said, crouching down low beside her, fingers twisted in her hair, yanking her head back so her throat arched. “You don’t get to speak unless I allow it.”
Tess whimpered, her body trembling.
Jessa shifted on the couch, her smirk slipping. She hugged her knees, watching close, eyes flicking between them.
Lena looked back at me. “Sit.”
I dropped into the chair by the wall, my cock straining, painful, every nerve screaming for touch.
Lena shoved Tess down flat on her stomach, pinning her with one hand between her shoulder blades. “You want to use him without permission?” Her tone stayed flat, deliberate. “Then you get used yourself.”
Tess squirmed, her cheek pressed into the rug, her ass raised. She gasped when Lena yanked her panties down to her knees in one swift pull.
Jessa’s eyes widened. She licked her lips, but her arms stayed crossed.
Lena raised her hand and brought it down hard on Tess’s ass. The crack echoed through the room. Tess yelped, her legs kicking, but Lena pinned her tighter.
Again. Again. The sound sharp, flesh reddening under Lena’s strikes. Tess whimpered, sobbed, her hands clawing at the carpet.
“You count,” Lena ordered.
“One,” Tess choked, voice raw.
The next slap landed harder. “Two!”
I shifted in the chair, groaning low, my cock twitching, desperate.
Lena didn’t stop until Tess had counted to ten, her voice shaking, her ass glowing red. Then Lena gripped her hair again, hauling her up to her knees. Tess’s face was wet, her eyes glassy, her lips trembling.
“Now,” Lena said, shoving her forward toward me, “apologize.”
Tess crawled the short distance, her palms dragging across the rug. She collapsed at my feet, head pressed against my thigh, her voice muffled and broken. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have touched you.”
My body burned, every part of me begging to give in, but I sat frozen, denied.
Lena stood tall over us both, her eyes cold. “And you’ll remember why you wait.”
Tess stayed on her knees in front of me, her cheek pressed against my thigh, her body trembling from the spanking. Her breath was hot through my jeans, her voice hoarse and broken. “I’m sorry. I won’t touch you again without her say.”
Lena stood over us, calm, steady. She reached down, hooked a finger under Tess’s chin, and lifted her head until she was staring up at me. “Good. You learn.”
Then Lena’s eyes slid to me. “And you?”
My throat tightened. “I didn’t, ”
She cut me off with a sharp look. “Don’t explain. Answer.”
I swallowed hard. “Yes. I held.”
Her mouth curved into that faint, dangerous smile. She stepped closer, between Tess and me, her body blocking my view of the girl still kneeling at my feet. She leaned down, her face inches from mine, her breath steady. “But do you still want it?”
The answer tore out of me before I could stop it. “Yes.”
Lena’s hand slid down my chest, fingers dragging slow, then wrapping around me through my jeans. My body jerked, a groan tearing from my throat. I was rock hard, throbbing, seconds from breaking.
Her grip tightened. She stroked once, just once, and stopped. My hips bucked up helplessly.
Jessa shifted on the couch, eyes wide, lips parted. She bit her knuckle, watching, silent for once.
“You see?” Lena said, her hand still firm but unmoving. “This is what obedience looks like. He’s begging without words, but he waits because I told him to.”
Tess whimpered behind her, still kneeling, her voice small. “He can’t take it.”
“Yes, he can,” Lena said, her eyes still locked on mine. “Because he belongs to me.”
Her thumb pressed against the head of my cock through the denim, making me jolt, my breath tearing ragged from my chest. She held it there, cruel, steady, until my vision blurred.
Then she pulled her hand away, smooth and slow, leaving me throbbing, soaked with precome.
I groaned, slumping back in the chair, every muscle quivering, my fists clenched tight in the armrests.
Lena straightened, her voice cool, sharp. “And you won’t touch yourself tonight. You’ll sleep like this. Hard. Desperate. Reminded of who owns your body.”
Jessa let out a shaky laugh, half disbelieving, half aroused. “You’re actually torturing him.”
Lena turned her head, eyes cutting to her. “Would you like to be next?”
Jessa froze, lips clamped shut.
Lena looked back down at me, brushing her fingers once across my jaw. “Good boy,” she murmured. Then she stepped away, dragging Tess up by the wrist. “You’ll both remember.”
She shoved Tess onto the couch beside Jessa, leaving them tangled together, flushed and silent.
I sat there in the chair, cock aching, dripping, my chest heaving. Denied again, my whole body felt like it might split open.
Lena stood at the center of the room, calm, untouched, her eyes sweeping over all of us. “And tomorrow,” she said, her voice flat, final, “we start again.”
Lena stood in the middle of the room, her gaze sweeping over us like she was considering pieces on a board. Tess slumped on the couch beside Jessa, her ass still red, eyes glassy from punishment. Jessa sat stiff, arms crossed, lips tight but her chest rising sharp.
Lena pointed at them. “Kiss.”
Both froze.
“You heard me,” Lena said, her voice steady. “Kiss each other. Now.”
Tess hesitated, then leaned in, her lips brushing Jessa’s. Jessa flinched, tried to pull back, but Lena’s hand shot out and gripped her jaw. “Deeper.”
The kiss turned rough, needy, Tess pushing, Jessa resisting then giving in, their mouths wet and messy against each other.
My cock throbbed painfully, pressed hard against my jeans, every nerve burning.
Lena watched them for a long beat, then nodded. “Good. Now touch.”
Tess slid her hand under Jessa’s shirt, fingers trembling, cupping her breast. Jessa gasped into her mouth, her body jerking, but she didn’t stop. Her hand found Tess’s thigh, pushing the hem of her shirt higher, slipping between her legs.
Their moans tangled together, breath hot, bodies pressing close. The sound made my vision blur, my stomach twist tight, my cock leak through the denim.
Lena turned her head toward me. “You don’t move. You don’t touch. You watch.”
I groaned, fists clenching on the chair arms, my hips twitching helplessly.
The girls writhed together on the couch, Tess on top of Jessa now, grinding down, their shirts riding up, skin bare, wet heat spreading between them. Their moans filled the room, sharp and desperate.
Finally Lena stepped over to me, her hand sliding down to my crotch, gripping me through the jeans. I gasped, bucking against her palm.
“You’ve waited,” she whispered, her breath brushing my ear. “You’ve obeyed. So now…”
She unzipped me slow, deliberate, pulling me free, slick and swollen, veins straining. Her hand wrapped around me tight, pumping once, twice, cruelly slow.
The sight of Tess and Jessa devouring each other on the couch burned in my skull. Their hips rocked hard, Jessa’s nails digging into Tess’s back, Tess’s moans sharp and frantic.
“Look at them,” Lena ordered, stroking me faster now. “They’re yours because I allow it.”
My breath broke into gasps, my whole body trembling. I was seconds from spilling.
Lena’s hand tightened, twisting at the tip, dragging a raw groan from my throat. “Come,” she commanded, her voice low and sharp. “Now. For me.”
The word shattered me. Heat tore through my stomach, my body convulsed, and I came hard, thick ropes spilling across my chest, my stomach, Lena’s hand. The release was violent, endless, my vision white, my muscles seizing with each pulse.
Tess and Jessa both froze mid-grind, their heads snapping toward me. They watched, wide-eyed, lips swollen and wet, as I collapsed back in the chair, cock still twitching in Lena’s fist.
Lena milked every drop from me, her grip unrelenting, until I sagged limp and shaking. She finally let go, wiping her hand down my stomach, smearing me with the mess.
She leaned close, kissed my jaw, and whispered in my ear, steady as ever. “Never forget who let you.”
The room stank of sex and sweat, bodies tangled on the couch, my chest still sticky where Lena had smeared me. Tess curled into Jessa’s side, both of them quiet now, glassy-eyed and spent. Lena stood over us, calm, composed, her shirt straightened like nothing had happened. She glanced toward the stairs, then back at me, her eyes sharp.
“Tomorrow,” she said, voice low but final, “we see how far you’ll really go.”
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