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Preface

This story isn’t here to be polite. It’s pure smut—raw, intimate, and told in first person for your immersive pleasure. Every touch, every whisper, every wicked fantasy is crafted to make you feel as if they were your own. 




Dim the lights and lose yourself in me. 




Content information: BDSM, F/M/M Threesome, and plenty of dirty talking 




Everyone in this story is a consenting adult—because nothing turns the heat up like a clear, eager yes. 








Chapter One: You Were Right, But I Won’t Say It




The wine was sharp on my tongue, too bitter, but I didn’t care. I swallowed it down, welcoming the burning at the back my throat—anything to drown out the simmering humiliation twisting in my stomach.

I hated to admit it, but my brother had been right.

I could still hear my brother’s voice in my head—low, serious, warning me, “That guy’s an asshole. You’re too good for him.”

Ethan had always been my protector, the overbearing older brother who never let me forget it. I spent years waiting for the moment I could finally step out of his shadow, to be seen as more than just Ethan’s little sister.

I thought that moment would arrive when he graduated high school. I dreamed of freedom—making my own choices without my parents or teachers constantly comparing me to their golden boy, their all-star son. But then I got the scholarship, and my parents were over the moon that I’d be attending the same college as him. More years of being his little sister. More years of his overprotectiveness dictating my life.

I wanted to show everyone that I could make my own decisions. That I could handle myself.

And I had chosen Jake—the smooth, charming, experienced college guy who made me feel like I was more than just a tagalong to my brother’s life.

But I had made a mistake.

The memory hit me like a punch to the gut. I could still see it, still feel it—the moment I walked into his apartment, all excited, thinking I’d surprise him. I’d worn an outfit he always said he liked. I had even stopped by his favorite bakery, grabbed some of his favorite pastries, because I was that kind of girlfriend—the kind who paid attention, who cared.

I had wanted to see him, touch him, feel his arms around me, be with him.

Instead, I walked into the sound of her moaning.

The realization hit me slowly, like my brain was struggling to process what my eyes were witnessing.

Strawberry-blonde hair, flowing down bare back as she straddled him, their bodies fitting together like they were made for each other. His hands gripping her hips, his mouth on her throat, groaning like he couldn’t get enough.

The bag of pastries had slipped from my fingers, hitting the floor with a dull thud.

And then he had turned.

He hadn’t even looked guilty.

Not at first. There was this flicker of something—annoyance? —before his expression smoothed into a mask of indifference.

“Oh,” he had said, like I was just an unexpected guest.

Oh.

And then, she had turned, too—fucking Miranda, one of the girls from his Econ class. She had smirked at me, smug and unbothered, before curling her fingers into his hair, as if she wanted me to see what they were doing.

I had never felt so small in my life.

Even now, days later, the embarrassment burned under my skin.

I had spent months with him. Giving him my time, my body, my trust. And the whole time, he had probably been sleeping with other girls, laughing behind my back.

And the worst part? It all went down right before my birthday.

I took another sip, gripping the glass tighter.

“Okay,” my best friend’s voice cut through my spiraling thoughts. “I swear to God. If you sit here any longer, moping on your birthday, I’m going to throw this wine directly in your face.”

I shot her a glare over the rim of my glass. “I’m not moping.”

Sienna snorted. “Oh, really? Because from over here, you look like you’re five seconds away from writing bad poetry in your notes app.”

I sighed and sank back into the couch. She wasn’t wrong.

Sienna had been my ride-or-die since freshman year. She had this effortless confidence that got her into VIP sections, free drinks, and out of trouble before it even started.

She didn’t do heartbreak.

And she sure as hell wasn’t letting me wallow in one.

She studied me for a moment, then asked, “Have you even told Ethan what happened?”

I groaned, pressing my fingers into my temples. “No. And I’m not going to.”

Sienna blinked. “Are you out of your mind? Why not?”

“I don’t need him going all big-brother on me and getting into a fight right before graduation,” I muttered. “Plus, if Ethan found out, Liam and Troy would jump in and beat Jake’s ass too.” 


Sienna glared at me. “Yeah, I am not really seeing a problem. Fuck Jake.”

I sighed again, taking another sip of wine. Liam and Troy had been Ethan’s best friends since middle school. They were practically family, and if Ethan was the overprotective older brother, they were the muscle.

Jake wouldn’t stand a chance. And as much as I wanted to see him pummeled into the ground, I couldn’t let my brother, or his friends get dragged into trouble because of him.

Sienna smirked. “Well, I guess that means we have to handle your revenge in a different way.”

I rubbed at my temple. “Yeah okay, I am not even sure how I’m supposed to feel right now, let alone think of getting back at him.”

“You’re supposed to feel done with him.” She scooted closer, nudging my thigh. “And you’re supposed to be ready to move on.”

I let out a dry laugh. “That easy, huh?”

“Not easy. But necessary.” She grabbed the bottle of wine from the table, refilling my glass before topping off her own. “Do you know what the perfect revenge is?”

I raised an eyebrow. “Please, enlighten me, oh grand master of relationships.”

Sienna’s grin was wicked. “Fucking someone better.”

I choked on my sip of wine, coughing as I set my glass down. “Jesus, Sienna.”

She just laughed, unfazed. “I’m serious, babe. There is no better way to exorcise an ex than a mind-blowing, toe-curling, body-wrecking fuck.” Leaning in closer, her voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. “And I know just the place.”

A slow, nervous heat curled in my stomach. “Where?”

Sienna’s grin widened. “Club Temptation.”

I frowned. “Sounds like a sleazy strip club.”

She rolled her eyes. “It’s not a strip club. It’s a social sex club.”

I stared at her, wide-eyed. “A what?”

“You heard me.” She tossed back the last of her wine and set the glass down like she was sealing a deal. “It’s classy, exclusive, and the best part? Everyone there is horny and dtf.”

I hesitated, picking at the seam of my leggings. “I don’t know…”

Sienna wasn’t having it. “Babe. It’s your twenty-first birthday. You’re officially in your wild era.”

I let out a nervous laugh. “I don’t think I have a wild era.”

Sienna smirked. “Well, I do. And I’m about to drag you into it. I’ve been there plenty of times, its completely legit.”

I hesitated, picking at the seam of my leggings. “I’ve never— I mean, I don’t do one-night stands.”

“Exactly! That’s what makes this so perfect.” She turned to face me. “No messy expectations. No awkward morning after. You don’t even bring him back here. Just a hot stranger and an empty room—or maybe not so empty.”

My heart raced at the thought. A complete stranger. Someone who didn’t know me, who didn’t know my brother.

No strings attached. No pressure. Just touch, sensation, and release

“I don’t know if I can just… walk into a sex club and do that.”

Sienna smirked at me. “Oh, honey. You don’t have to do anything. Just walk in with me and let the night unfold.”

I bit my lip, memories of my ex flooding back. The way he had touched her. The way she had moaned for him like he belonged to her—like he had never been mine.

Fuck that.

I exhaled sharply. “Okay.”

Sienna’s eyes lit up. “Fuck yes.”

I grabbed the bottle and took a long swig straight from it. “But I’m not making any promises.”

She laughed, standing up and grabbing my hand, pulling me toward my bedroom. “Trust me. Once we get there, you won’t need to.”


Chapter Two: Not a Good Girl Anymore




The Uber door slams shut behind me, and the warm, sticky night air wraps around me, thick with the sounds of the city. Neon lights flash overhead, casting a rhythmic dance of red and blue across the sidewalk. The line outside Club Temptation winds down the block, buzzing with the anxious energy of the crowd eager to get in.

I run my fingers over the borrowed dress, its silky black fabric hugging my curves in a way that feels both sexy and a little naughty. Of course, it’s one of Sienna’s. Strappy, short, and barely-there, it’s a dress made to turn heads. With heels that make my legs look longer than they really are and a bold coat of deep red lipstick, I actually feel like the kind of girl who is supposed to be there.

“Damn, babe,” Sienna whistles, looking me up and down. "If your ex could see you now, he'd be begging."

I roll my eyes, but a smile tugs at my lips. “That’s the idea, right?”

“Exactly. Now, let's get inside before some other chick steals our spotlight."

Sienna grabs my wrist and cuts through the crowd to the VIP entrance, skipping the line entirely. The bouncer— The bouncer—a massive guy with tattoos spilling over the edges of his black, stretched-out T-shirt—leans against the wall, his eyes scanning us with a familiar glint of amusement. A knowing smile spreads across his face. “Back again so soon, Sienna?”

“Miss me?” Sienna winks. A flicker of curiosity tightens in my chest. How well does she know this place?

His chuckle is deep, his eyes gleaming with something teasing. "You practically live here. I should be charging you rent."

"Only if room service is included." She tilts her head, a wicked grin spreading across her face. I wonder just how many nights she’s spent here. Or what kind of trouble she’s gotten into.

He lets out a laugh but doesn't make a move to cut us off. Instead, he shoots me a look, sizing me up from head to toe with an unmistakable curiosity. "New friend?"


"My date this evening." Sienna hugs her arm around my shoulder.


He nods in approval, stepping aside with a self-satisfied smile. "Well then, darling, try not to break too many hearts." 

I barely manage a polite smile before Sienna pulls me through the entrance, into another world.

As soon as I step inside, Club Temptation wraps around me.

The air is thick, heavy with sweat, expensive cologne, and something deeper, more intoxicating—the unmistakable aroma of desire. The bass thumps through my body, slow and deliberate, a rhythm that invites hips to sway and hands to explore.

At the center of it all, the dance floor is alive, a sea of bodies moving together, grinding in sync with the music. Above, crimson and violet lights flicker and dance across the room, casting everything in a sultry, shadowy glow.

Surrounding the dance floor, plush lounge seating curves along the perimeter, low leather couches and velvet chairs filled with couples, threesomes—more—entwined, teasing, lost in their own little worlds. Some are whispering, some laughing, while others seem completely oblivious to the eyes on them.

Off to the side, the bar stretches out, sleek and inviting, backlit with a seductive red glow. The bartenders glide effortlessly, mixing drinks for the glistening, half-dressed patrons who are already lost in the night.

Beyond the crowd, my eyes catch a glimpse of a dimly lit hallway, partially hidden in the shadows. People slip in and out, their movements purposeful, almost eager. I have no idea what lies beyond that door. But judging by the dazed, blissed-out looks on the faces of those who come back, it’s more than just another lounge.

Sienna leans in, her lips brushing against my ear. "Alright, rule number one—no real names. If someone asks, be whoever you want to be. Rule number two—never go anywhere alone. I’m your wingwoman, and I’ll rescue you from any creeps. Rule number three—don’t start anything you’re not ready to finish."

I swallow hard and nod. The rules make sense—just like any other night out with Sienna. Except this very much wasn’t just any other night.

“This way,” Sienna calls over the music, guiding me toward a sleek locker room. We stash our phones and coats in the provided lockers—discretion is key here, it seems—and make our way to the bar.

Sienna signals to the bartender, a pretty blonde with messy hair and a wicked smile, from behind the counter. They exchange friendly smiles. I see how the bartender's eyes pause on Sienna before shifting to me, interest flickering on her face.

"Well, well hey Sienna," the bartender drawls, eyes flicking between us with curiosity. "Who’s your gorgeous friend?"

Sienna leans back against the counter, a smile spreading across her face. "Just a birthday girl looking for a good time."

The bartender’s gaze lands on me, slow and deliberate. "Lucky I am here tonight, then. Happy birthday." Her smile widens as she reaches for a bottle. "Your drinks are on the house tonight."

She pours two shots and slides them down the bar, her hand brushing against mine as she leans in just enough for the air between us to crackle with energy. "Let’s kick things off with these. Celebrate properly now!"

I hesitate for just a moment before clinking my glass against Sienna’s. The liquor burns as it goes down, but that warmth lingers, easing the tightness in my chest.

Sienna doesn’t let me dwell on it. Before I can even set the glass down, she snatches my wrist and pulls me toward the dance floor.

“Wait, Sienna—”

She spins around, laughing.  "We’ll drink more later! Right now, it's time to dance!" Her voice barely cuts through the deep thrum of the music.

Before I can protest, I’m pulled into the thrumming heartbeat of the club. The heat and movement wrap around me, bodies swaying in slow, fluid waves. The dance floor is a different kind of wild—not chaotic, not reckless, but purposeful. Every touch, every movement feels intentional, teasing the edge of something wicked.

The music wraps around me like a warm embrace, sinking into my skin and washing away the last remnants of doubt. I close my eyes and let it pull me under—allowing it to erase the memory of Jake, the image of him tangled up with someone else, the humiliation that still stings beneath the surface.

Fuck him.

I don’t just hear the music; I feel it, a steady pulse that resonates deep in my bones, urging my body to move. I simply let go.

It doesn’t take long before someone finds me.

Tall, handsome, confident. A strong grip on my waist, fingers splaying over my hip. He matches my rhythm like he’s been waiting for me all night.

I glance toward Sienna, searching for her in the crowd. I spot her easily—lost in the embrace of both a man and a woman, their bodies swaying together in a slow, teasing rhythm. She laughs, tilting her head back, but even as she does, her sharp gaze darts to me.

The moment our eyes lock, she takes in my dance partner with a slow, knowing once-over. Then, with a playful smirk, she lifts her hand and gives me an exaggerated thumbs-up.

Go for it.

His lips graze my ear, his voice as smooth as silk. "Should I ask for your name, or just call you Kitten?"

A shiver runs down my spine. I don’t think twice. "Kitten works. What should I call you?"

His grip tightens just a bit, a smirk playing on his lips. "Daddy."

A laugh escapes me before I can hold it back. It’s absurd—so ridiculously cheesy—but somehow, in this moment, under these lights, it doesn’t feel so bad.

I turn in his embrace, my breath hitching as his hands slide over my waist, pulling me closer. My pulse pounds in my ears, a dizzying mix of nerves and something darker, something exciting.

I’ve never done this before—never let a stranger touch me like this, never given in so easily. A one-night stand was already pushing my boundaries, but here? In a place like this? The thought both unsettles and excites me.

His lips find their way to my jaw, then drift lower, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin of my throat. I shudder, gripping his shoulders as his hands explore, fingertips tracing the bare skin of my thighs. The heat between us coils tighter, sharper.

He shifts, pulling me closer, the undeniable hardness of his body pressing against me. A sound escapes my lips before I can catch it.

His smirk brushes against my skin. "You sound even better than I imagined, Kitten."

The way he says it sends a thrill through my stomach, anticipation buzzing just beneath the surface. His hands slide higher, gripping my hips as he guides me against him, ensuring I feel every bit of him. I gasp, my fingers tangling in his hair as his mouth captures mine, deep and consuming.

I barely notice we’re moving until the cool leather of a couch meets my back. Somewhere in the haze of it all, I wonder if he’s planning to take me right here. The thought should shock me—but it doesn’t. Not in this moment. Not with the way he touches me, as if he’s already decided I’m his for the night. Heat flares between us.

My skin tingles, my mind blissfully empty.

For the first time since Jake, I’m not lost in thought—I’m just feeling. Then, suddenly— A firm grip yanks at my arm, pulling me away.

The spell is broken.

Sienna’s voice cuts through the moment, urgent in my ear. “Your brother is here.”


Chapter Three: Big Brother Wouldn’t Approve




Sienna’s grip tightens around my wrist as she yanks me away from the guy I’d just been kissing. I’m gasping for air, my lips still tingling and swollen from that intoxicating moment. My body is buzzing, still caught up in the heat of it all.

“Sorry, handsome,” Sienna calls back, throwing him a cheeky wink. “Birthday girl’s gotta bounce.”

He looks utterly confused, watching as I stumble after her, dazed. I barely manage to shoot him an apologetic glance before she drags me deeper into the crowd.

"What the hell, Sienna?" I hiss, shaking her off as soon as we’re clear the far side of the dance floor.

“I swear I just saw Etha “I swear I just spotted Ethan,” she says.

I blink. “What?” The words barely register before a wave of panic slams into me. “Why the hell would my brother be here?”

“Probably for the same reason we are, but honestly, I don’t care. The important thing is we need to get you out of here before he sees you,” she replies, scanning the room.

My heart races as I turn, peering through the shifting crowd. And there he is. Ethan. Standing by the bar, drink in hand, his head tilted slightly as he listens to someone.

But… he’s not looking for me. He’s not storming through the club, demanding answers. He’s just… here. The realization hits me like a bucket of cold water. Of course he wouldn’t be searching for me—he has no clue I’m around. He’s just out enjoying himself, just like I am.

Still, I can’t risk him spotting me.

"I’ll run interference. You just head for the exit." Sienna is already on the move, weaving through the crowd with ease before grabbing onto Ethan’s arm, her smile bright and inviting. I watch as she starts chatting, gesturing animatedly, keeping his attention completely on her.

I keep my head down, making my way across the dance floor, aiming for the coatroom. If I can just grab my phone and slip out of here, I can pretend none of this ever happened. No reckless decisions. No close calls. Just a stupid idea I left behind before it got out of hand.

But just as I take another step, Ethan shifts—his head turning, his gaze sweeping dangerously close to where I stand.

Shit.

There’s no way I can make it to the front exit without him spotting me. Not unless I want to explain why I’m here, dressed like this, in a place like this. I pivot on my heel, my heart racing, and dash toward the back hallways, desperate to disappear.

And run straight into a wall of muscle.

A startled yelp escapes me as strong hands grip my arms, steadying me before I can stumble back. The warmth of his touch seeps through my skin, unyielding.

I look up—and my stomach drops.

Liam.

One of Ethan’s best friends.

Tall and broad-shouldered, he looks effortlessly put together even in a place like this. The black button-down he’s wearing stretches across his chest, the sleeves rolled up just enough to reveal his strong, defined forearms. Dark slacks fit snugly against his hips, and his sharp jawline is dusted with stubble. But it’s his eyes—those dark, piercing eyes—that lock onto me, holding me in place.

His brows furrow, his expression somewhere between concerned and suspicious. "What the hell are you doing here?"

My throat goes dry. "Liam, please," I whisper, clutching at his arm. "You have to help me. Ethan can’t know I was here."

Liam exhales sharply, rubbing a hand down his face. "Jesus Christ." He takes another glance around, his expression tightening. "You picked one hell of a place to be caught, princess."

Before I can reply, he grabs my wrist and starts leading me down the hall.

I stumble, my heels clicking against the sleek floors as I try to keep up. "Liam! Where are we headed?"

"Somewhere Ethan won't find you," he mutters, pulling me deeper into the back hallways of the club.

As we walk the atmosphere shifts. The lighting dims, casting deep, flickering shadows all around. The muffled sounds of the club fade away, replaced by something entirely different.

Low moans. Whispered filth. The unmistakable sound of skin meeting skin.

The lights are low, and the walls are lined with doors glowing softly in red and blue, some slightly ajar, hinting at the mysteries within. Rooms pulse with life, shadows dancing behind sheer curtains, half-hidden figures lost in their own world of pleasure.

As we pass one, I catch a glimpse of a couple, their bodies entwined on a chaise, completely absorbed in their moment, oblivious to the world beyond their pleasure.

My cheeks heat, my steps faltering. "Shit," I murmur under my breath.

I swallow hard, forcing myself to look straight ahead. Liam seems unfazed; I guess he’s been here before. I barely have time to process that thought before another familiar face comes into view.

Troy.

Ethan’s other best friend.

Leaning casually against the wall.

He looks like he belongs here—commanding, comfortable. He wears a navy dress shirt, the top few buttons undone, revealing a hint of a toned chest. His brown hair is perfectly tousled, his dark eyes sharp and unreadable. The woman standing next to him is stunning, her red-painted nails trailing lazily over his forearm as he speaks to her in a smooth, low voice.

But the second he spots me, the amusement in his eyes vanishes.

“What the—?” Troy straightens, his gaze darting between me and Liam. "What the hell is going on?"

Liam doesn’t answer. Instead, he yanks open the nearest door, and before I can even protest, he gives me a gentle push inside, his broad frame blocking the entrance. Troy follows us in, his confusion shifting to something deeper as he takes in the scene around us. The door clicks shut behind us, muffling the sounds from the hallway.

The room is drenched in a soft, flickering light that casts deep shadows over its daring décor. A large bed dominates one wall, its black satin sheets and wedge pillows arranged with intention. The air is thick with a heady mix—anticipation, temptation, and a lingering hint of perfume and leather.

The walls are adorned with restraints—neatly coiled ropes, leather cuffs, and shiny handcuffs—all displayed like pieces of art. Sensory toys fill the space, some soft and inviting, while others promise a sharper thrill. Feathers, blindfolds, and delicate teasers rest on a sleek black table, and in the corner, a sturdy-looking chair stands, its built-in restraints leaving little to the imagination.

I swallow hard. This just got a whole lot more complicated.

"Alright," Liam exhales, crossing his arms as he locks eyes with me, his dark gaze sharp and unwavering. "Start talking."

I take a deep breath, already dreading this conversation. No matter what I say, it’s bound to get back to Ethan. "Sienna brought me here for my birthday—to have a little fun. What are you guys doing here?"

Liam raises an eyebrow. "We're adults doing adult things. Places like this aren’t really meant for kids like you."

I roll my eyes. "Hello? Birthday? I’m twenty-one. Legally and most definitely an adult." I settle myself on the edge of the bed, crossing my arms.

Troy snorts. "Yeah, but you’re still Ethan’s little sister."

"Younger," I correct.

Troy blinks. "What?"

"Younger sister. You guys are only four years older than me." I shoot them both a pointed look, my glare sharpening.

"Yeah, and that argument’s going to hold up real well if Ethan finds you here," Liam mutters, rubbing his temple. "Jake isn’t here too, is he?"

I stiffen slightly before shaking my head. "We broke up."

Liam’s expression darkens. "He dumped you?"

"I dumped him," I correct, my voice clipped, not wanting to dig into the details.

Troy frowns. "Why? You were totally into that guy."

The words get stuck in my throat. "He... I..." The humiliation rushes back, sharp and stinging. I drop my gaze to my lap, my fingers curling into the sheets.

"Hey," Liam’s voice softens. He reaches forward, tilting my chin up with his fingers, forcing me to meet his gaze. "What happened?"

I swallow hard. "I caught him with another girl."

A heavy silence hangs between us until Troy breaks it with a low curse. "That cheating bastard. I knew it. Ethan had him figured out."

"Yeah, well, I know that now," I snap, blinking back the sting of tears.

Liam studies me, his expression unreadable. "I’m guessing this wasn’t just a birthday adventure, was it?"

I hesitate, then shake my head. "No."

I hate this. Hate the way I feel exposed under their scrutiny. "Can you please not tell Ethan?"

Troy barks out a laugh. "What? No way. We’re going to beat the shit out of that fucker."

"It’s none of his damn business." My voice is firmer now, but the pout in my tone betrays my frustration.

"Troy, stop," Liam cuts in, his voice steady, but there's something deeper there now. Something quieter, darker. His gaze sweeps over me, slow and assessing, lingering just a moment too long before locking onto mine. "So, your boyfriend cheats on you, and your first instinct is to come to a sex club for revenge? Do you even know what goes on here? What kind of guys come here?"

I glance around again, but this time, I see it differently. The neatly coiled ropes, the gleaming cuffs hanging like ornaments, the toys that range from delicate silk to unforgiving leather—all of it.

And the men standing in front of me—they aren’t just Ethan’s best friends anymore. Not in here. Not with the way Liam’s fingers flex at his sides, or the way Troy leans in just slightly, his smirk no longer just amused, but interested.

Heat licks up my spine at the realization, my pulse skipping. A wicked idea starts forming in my head.

I try to keep my voice steady. "Yeah, I know now. But it's what you guys are looking for. Why you're hear. Is it so weird that it's what I want to—" I exhale sharply, letting frustration and adrenaline blend into something bolder.

“You have no idea what you really want,” Liam says.

"I wanted to get a little revenge sex and let loose. And you know what? I’m not leaving until I get it." My heart pounds, but I push forward, tipping my chin up in challenge. “You’re going to tell Ethan everything anyway, right? So, I might as well have fun.”

Troy lets out a chuckle, his gaze dragging down my body.. "Wow. Now we’re really not going to let you out of here with that attitude."

His tone is teasing, but there’s an undercurrent that makes my stomach tighten.

"And dressed like that?" He tilts his head, the lazy smirk still playing at his lips. "I don't remember you ever being this much trouble."

The air between us shifts. My skin tingles, my heartbeat hammering as my gaze flicks between them.

I was supposed to find a stranger tonight—someone to lose myself in, to erase the memory of Jake with a night of reckless, mind-blowing sex. But suddenly, another idea sparks to life, wicked and tempting.

Why not Liam and Troy?

They were here, in this club, looking for the same thing I was. Why not with me?

It could be our little secret.

Sienna’s voice echoes in my head: If you start something, make sure you want to finish it.

I tip my head, my lips curving into something playful, something daring. “I’m trouble,” I tease, “What are you going to do about it?”

Silence. Neither of them moves. Neither of them looks away.

I lean back onto the bed, letting my legs dangle over the edge, my fingers splayed against the soft sheets as I recline just enough for them to get a good look. My dress rides up a little, my body on display in a way that challenges them to look, to make a move.

I can see their reactions—the way Liam’s jaw tightens, his fists clenching as if he’s trying to hold back. And Troy’s smirk deepens, his gaze slowly roaming over me, indulgent, like he’s already undressing me in his mind.

The reckless thrill of it rushes through me, setting every nerve alight.

“This is a bad idea,” Liam says, his voice rough, but his expression tells a different story.

Maybe this is a bad idea. Maybe I should walk away before this becomes something I can’t take back. But the thought of fucking my brother’s two best friends—the two men who have always been off-limits, who have always treated me like their best friend’s kid sister—is very enticing.

I can’t stop remembering how often I would steal glances at them growing up, watching them. How I’d eavesdrop when they talked about their conquests, imagining what it would be like to be on the receiving end of that attention. And now, for the first time, I have it.

This is something I definitely want to start—and finish.

I push myself up from the bed, rising slowly and deliberately, my fingers gliding over the hem of my dress, letting it ride a little higher as I take a step toward Liam

"I'm a big girl now Liam," I let my voice drop, smooth as silk. "How about—for tonight—you just forget I’m Ethan’s sister?"

Troy chuckles, shaking his head. "Oh, this is adorable. She really thinks she knows what she’s getting into."

I shift closer to him, letting my fingers trail up the front of his shirt, feeling the steady, solid heat beneath the fabric. I hold his gaze, steady and unflinching.

"And you think I don’t?"

His smirk widens, his hand wrapping around my wrist, halting my touch. "I think you’re playing with fire, baby girl. And I don’t think you’ve ever been burned the way we’d burn you."

"Come on, I like it hot," I murmur, my heart beating faster. I lean up and kiss Troy, and he doesn’t stop me. His lips taste like whiskey and temptation. When he pulls back, his smirk is gone, replaced by something darker. His eyes dart to Liam.

I turn my attention to Liam. His jaw tightens, but I see it now—the way his eyes flicker, how his body betrays him. His slacks do little to hide the evidence.

I take a slow step closer. "Are you going to tell me to stop?"

Liam doesn’t budge. His hands twitch, fingers flexing as if he’s battling the urge to grab me. And that’s exactly what I want.

Troy shifts next to me, his voice low. "Oh, sweetheart, you really have no idea what you’re asking for."

I can’t help but smirk, taking a step back, my lips curling with a challenge. "Fine," I say, voice light, flippant, even though my pulse pounds. "If you two won’t, I’ll just go find someone who isn’t afraid to touch me."

The moment my fingers brush the doorknob, Liam springs into action.

Fast.

Before I can react, he grips my wrist and throws me back onto the bed. The air is knocked from my lungs as I land against the satin sheets. My pulse hammers, heat coiling deep in my stomach. Liam towers over me, solid and imposing, his eyes dark and intense —hungry.

Troy lets out a low whistle, his gaze darting between us before landing on the wall. "Well, would you look at that, Liam," he says, casually picking up a pair of handcuffs from their hook, the metal glinting in the soft light. He twirls them between his fingers, a smirk spreading across his face. "She’s ready to play. I think we should let her."

Liam exhales, slow and deliberate, his gaze pinned to me. "Fine," he growls. "The princess wants to act like an adult? We’ll treat her like one."

I should be nervous, but I’m not. The slow, wicked thrill shivers down my spine, anticipation crackling through me like a live wire. The thought of being at their mercy, of them finally breaking this barrier with me, is more intoxicating than I ever dreamed.

Liam’s grip tightens, his fingers pressing into my skin just enough to remind me who’s in charge now. The warning in his eyes sends a rush of heat straight between my thighs, a dark promise wrapped in restraint.

Before I can even think, he moves.

With a sharp tug, he flips me onto my stomach, his strength, effortless. A gasp slips from my lips as my cheek meets the cool satin sheets. My heart races in my ears as he pins me down, his body a solid, unyielding weight pressing against mine.

I hardly get a moment to catch my breath before I feel Troy’s hands on me—rough yet precise, pulling my wrists behind my back. The sharp click of metal breaks the tense silence as the handcuffs snap around my wrists.

Liam’s breath is hot against my ear, his voice a low growl. "Lets see if this is really what you wanted."

I thought I had them where I wanted.

Scratch that—they definitely had me.


Chapter Four: Make me Beg




The cold metal of the handcuffs bites into my wrists as I lie stretched across the bed, my pulse pounding in my ears. My breath comes in uneven waves, anticipation curling hot and low in my stomach. Liam’s grip is firm where he holds me in place, his fingers pressing into my skin just enough to remind me I’m theirs now.

"Such a shame," Liam murmurs, his voice smooth, almost amused. "You were always the good girl. What would your brother think?"

I shift, my body already aching for more than just words. "He doesn’t have to know."

Troy hums softly next to me, his fingers lazily tracing patterns along the back of my thighs. "That’s true," he says thoughtfully. "And you can still back out. Anytime you want."

I lock eyes with him, my gaze filled with a reckless defiance. "Or you could just leave me here," I reply, my voice dripping with challenge. "For the next guy to find."

Liam’s voice drops, carrying a dark warning. "Oh, princess. That’s not how this works."

Without another word, he yanks my dress up over my hips, exposing my skin to the cool air. Before I can react, his palm lands sharply against my bare skin. The sudden sting makes me gasp, a mix of pleasure and pain swirling together, sending my nerves into a frenzy. 


"Where did you get such dirty ideas from?" he murmurs, his fingers tracing the heated outline of his handprint, his touch both soothing and teasing.

I bite my lip, trying to suppress the reaction he’s hoping for, but my body has other plans, the ache spreading low and deep.

Another sharp smack, this one harder, sends a fresh wave of heat coursing through me. My legs twitch, my breath hitching as the line between pain and pleasure blurs even more.

"You’re going to be begging us to fuck you before we’re done," Liam promises, his voice thick with certainty.

A breathless, defiant laugh escapes me, my chin tilting in challenge. "Like hell I will."

Liam doesn’t miss a beat. Another harsh spank lands, his fingers tightening their grip on me, making me feel owned, controlled, completely at their mercy. 


"I’ll take that bet." Troy says

In an instant, Troy lifts me, flipping me onto my back, the world spinning around me. His hands are already gripping the waistband of my panties, dragging them down my thighs with agonizing slowness. Every inch of exposed skin feels like an invitation, the cool air against my damp heat only tightening the coil of anticipation.

Troy spreads my legs wide, his hands strong on my thighs, holding me open as both he and Liam take in the sight before them. A dark, unspoken heat flickers between them, their gazes heavy and hungry. My skin ignites under their scrutiny, my stomach twisting with a mix of embarrassment and arousal. I bite my lip, feeling the vulnerability of the moment wash over me, sending a fresh wave of heat coursing through my body.

Troy lets out a low, appreciative hum. "Damn. And that asshole Jake had this and still cheated?" His fingers trace along my inner thigh, teasing but not giving me what I need. "What a fucking idiot."

Liam’s jaw tightens, his fingers flexing at his sides as his gaze devours me. "His loss. Our gain."

And then, Troy's mouth is on me.

A sharp cry escapes my lips as Troy’s tongue flicks over my clit, slow and devastating. His grip tightens on my thighs, keeping me spread and at his mercy. His tongue moves in deliberate strokes, circling, teasing, dipping lower with every pass until my breath turns into nothing but ragged gasps. His mouth is hot, slick, and unyielding, working me with a skill that leaves my body trembling beneath him.

I shift against the bed, feeling the cuffs tugging at my wrists, the cold metal biting into my skin. The pressure builds, sending a dull ache through my arms, a constant reminder that I’m completely at their mercy. I can already tell there will be marks on my wrists in the morning.

I can’t stop my hips from bucking, seeking more, needing more. But Troy holds me down, his fingers pressing into my thighs, his tongue flicking in between my folds with maddening precision. He knows exactly how to unravel me, how to push me to the very edge and then pull away just as I’m about to fall.

Meanwhile, Liam isn’t just watching. He grips the neckline of my dress and yanks it down, exposing my breasts to the cool air. His hands are firm as they glide over my skin, his thumbs teasing my nipples, rolling them between his fingers. He has two small clamps in his hand.

Liam gives a sly smirk. "Let’s see how you handle this."

Suddenly, I feel a sharp pinch. Cold metal clamps grip my sensitive peaks, the pressure sending a thrilling jolt straight to my core. I can’t help but whimper, as I feel the jolt of pain and pleasure all the way down to my pussy.

He lifts the delicate chain connecting the clamps, pulling it slowly and deliberately just as Troy’s tongue glides over me again. My body arches instinctively, a desperate, needy sound escaping my lips.

Troy hums against me, his grip tightening. "She’s close."

And then, just like that, he pulls away.

A frustrated whimper slips from me as my body aches, throbbing for that sweet release.

Liam gives the chain another tug, and I can't help but gasp. "Not yet," he says, a hint of dark amusement in his voice. "You’re not ready to beg."

Troy's mouth finds its way back to me, pushing me to the brink, his tongue sending me into a frenzy—only to pull away just when I need him most. My body is alive with need, every nerve ending screaming for more.

I shake my head, determined not to give in. But the pressure builds again, relentless and unbearable.

Troy teases me, his tongue dancing over my clit, giving just enough to keep me on edge. Every time I get close, he stops, leaving me gasping, writhing, desperate for more.

Liam leans in closer, his breath warm against my ear. "All you have to do is ask."

I can’t take it anymore.

"Please," I breathe, my voice barely a whisper.

Liam tugs the chain again, harder this time. "Louder."

"Please," I whimper, my back arching. "Let me come."

Troy groans in approval, his hands tightening on my thighs. "That’s a good girl."

He dives in with renewed vigor, moving his tongue through my folds and over my clit with quick precision. And then—bliss.

I come hard, my body breaking apart beneath them, my cries swallowed by the heavy air surrounding us.

Liam gently pulls away the clamps, his fingers gliding over my nipples, while Troy showers my thighs with soft kisses, whispering sweet nothings against my heated skin.

I can barely catch Liam’s voice, laced with a playful edge. "I told you you'd be begging." 
 

I lift my head, my breath still shaky. "Are you going to fuck me now?" My voice is soft, teasing, I give them my best doe eyes. Looking up at them with feigned innocence.

For a brief moment, they both seem conflicted, as if they suddenly remember that I’m the little sister of their best friend. But as they gaze down at me, all wrecked and eager, I can see that fleeting thought slip away.


Chapter Five: Breaking the Good Girl




Troy lifts me with ease, manhandling me into position as if I weigh nothing. He bends me over one of the firm pillows, my body sinking into its shape, arching my back just enough to get the perfect position.

Every nerve is still humming, sending sharp electric pulses from my clit to my nipples. My thighs tremble, slick with evidence of just how much I want this. Anticipation coils hot in my belly, twisting tighter as I test the cuffs again, feeling the cool bite of metal against my wrists, my hands still bound firmly behind me.

I should feel helpless.

But all I feel is wanting.

A sharp tug in my hair pulls my head up, making me gasp. Troy kneels in front of me, his grip firm in my hair, keeping me exactly where he wants me. My breath hitches as I take him in—his cock already free, thick, hard, the tip beading with a glistening drop of precum.

His smirk is wicked, his tone light but edged with something darker. "Go on, a big girl like you should know how to suck a cock."

I swallow, my mouth already watering.

Troy chuckles, tilting his head. "Come on, I know you want it."

Fuck yes, I do.

I part my lips wide, my tongue sliding out just a little to invite him in. I lift my head as much as I can, silently begging.

Troy chuckles, clearly pleased by my eagerness. “That’s it… good girl,” he says teasingly. “You want my cock in your pretty little mouth?”

A whimper escapes me as I nod, cheeks burning both from arousal and the shameless truth in his words. I do want it.

Troy guides the broad head of his cock to my lips, rubbing it slowly back and forth over my tongue. The taste of his salty precum makes me moan. He only allows the tip in at first, teasing me, sliding just an inch past my lips and then pulling back out. I try to chase him with my mouth, but he grips my hair, holding me in place.

“You want more?” he asks, voice full of playful taunt. He lightly taps the head against my tongue. “Look at you, you’re practically begging for it.”

“Yes,” I manage to gasp, the word garbled with need as I crane my neck. “Please… I want it, Troy.”

His eyes spark at my pleading. “Hmm, I love hearing you beg.” He finally thrusts forward, sliding deeper into my open mouth. My lips stretch around his girth, and a muffled groan vibrates in my throat as he sinks in. I taste every throbbing inch as he pushes slowly until he nudges the back of my throat.

“Take it all, sweetheart,” Troy murmurs, his tone dripping with satisfaction. He holds there a moment, enjoying the way my throat constricts around him, then withdraws a few inches only to slide back in, starting a shallow rhythm. “Such a good girl… sucking my cock so beautifully.”

I’m already lightheaded with arousal, my focus narrowing to the hot weight of Troy’s shaft gliding in and out of my mouth. Spit pools at the corners of my lips, dripping down my chin  as he begins to fuck my face a little faster.

My wrist strain against the cuffs, I want to use my hands to steady myself or touch him. But instead, I just relax my throat and surrender to his pace, letting him use my mouth as he pleases.

Behind me, I feel the mattress dip and Liam’s strong hands slide around my hips and thighs. A shiver of anticipation races down my spine. I swear I can feel his gaze rake over my exposed, helpless form. His palms grip my hips firmly, fingers digging in with possessive pressure.

“I’ve wanted to do this for a long time,” Liam growls in a low, rough voice right by my ear. I moan around Troy’s cock at Liam’s confession, my body reacting to the hunger in his tone.

God, knowing he’s wanted this too only makes me ache more.

Liam sits back on his knees between my spread legs. I hear him unwrapping what I can only assume is a condom. My pussy clench in anticipation; not knowing how big he is. My heart pounds—half craving, half a hint of nervousness about how roughly he might take me. I bite back a whine, still muffled by Troy cock in my mouth, as I feel the blunt tip of Liam’s cock brush against my soaked entrance.

“You ready for me, sweetheart?” Liam rasps. He already knows the answer—my body is practically begging, hips tilting back of their own accord.

I hum desperately around the flesh in my throat, hoping he understands it as yes, please, yes.

Troy pulls back just enough for me to gasp in a breath. “Sounds like she’s more than ready,” Troy chuckles, looking down at me with heat in his eyes. He strokes a thumb over my lower lip, wiping away drool. “Isn’t that, right? You want Liam to fuck that sweet pussy of yours?”

“Yes,” I pant eagerly, voice hoarse and lips tingling. “I want it so bad… please, Liam.” The words spill out before I can feel embarrassed. I’m past shame.

Liam answers not with words but with action. He grips my cuffed wrists briefly to pin them against the small of my back, pressing me down onto the wedge pillow. In one swift motion, he plunges forward, burying his cock balls-deep into my slick cunt.

I cry out, the sound strangled as Troy simultaneously pushes back into my throat. The sudden fullness at both ends is intense—almost too much—and utterly perfect. My back arches and my fingers curl helplessly against my palms as I adjust to Liam’s thick length stretching me.

A mix of pain and pleasure sparks through me; he continues to go in rough and deep without hesitation, but my body yields to him and I just want more.

“Fuck, so tight,” Liam hisses through clenched teeth. His nails bite into my hips as he holds himself fully inside me for a moment. “God, I knew you’d feel amazing.”

Troy groans above me, his cock throbbing on my tongue at the sight in front of him. “Look at that,” he says in a husky, teasing tone, brushing sweaty strands of hair off my forehead so he can see my face. “You’re so full now, baby. One cock in your pretty mouth and another in your little pussy… this what you wanted?”

I can’t answer with Troy filling my mouth, but my muffled moan and the way my eyes roll back must speak for me. It is exactly what I didn’t even know I needed.

The fullness, the way they’re taking me, using me for their pleasure—it’s overwhelming in the best way. I feel desired and utterly satisfied in a way I never did with my ex.

Liam doesn’t wait any longer. He pulls almost all the way out, then slams back into me, setting a hard, pounding rhythm. Each powerful thrust forces a shockwave of pleasure through me. The wedge pillow angles my hips such that he hits deep, rubbing deliciously against my G-spot and sending sparks dancing behind my eyelids.

Every time Liam drives forward into my pussy, the force pushes me further onto Troy’s cock. Troy holds my head in both hands now, guiding me as he begins to fuck my mouth in time with Liam’s thrusts.

The coordination has me dizzy.

Thrust.

Liam buries himself to the hilt, and at the same moment Troy’s cock plunges into my throat, making me choke around him.

Pull back.

Liam withdraws, and I gasp around Troy as he slides out just enough to let me breathe. The two of them develop a relentless rhythm, effectively sandwiching me between their bodies.

I can barely catch my breath, and I love it. Drool spills from my lips around Troy’s shaft as he pumps in and out. Tears prick the corners of my eyes each time he nudges deep and triggers my throat reflex, but I find myself relaxing, surrendering further.

The lewd, wet sounds of him pistoning into my mouth mix with the slap of Liam’s hips against my ass and the obscene squelch of my soaked pussy being taken hard. The room is filled with our ragged breathing, my muffled moans, and their low grunts of pleasure.

“Such a good little slut, taking both of us like this,” Liam growls behind me, voice thick with lust.

His normally controlled tone is unraveling; I can tell fucking me is driving him wild. He punctuates the words with an especially rough thrust, making me yelp around the cock in my mouth. The word "slut" makes my walls clench around him.

Troy laughs breathlessly, still playful even as his abs tense with restraint. “Careful, Liam, you’ll make her choke saying things like that.”

He eases his length out a few inches, letting me cough and suck in air. My chest heaves, breasts jiggling from the force of Liam’s thrusts. Troy gazes down adoringly at the messy sight of me. I know my mascara is smudged, saliva slick on my chin, cheeks flushed—then he gently pushes back in, sliding along my tongue slowly to let me recover for a beat.

I swirl my tongue around Troy’s shaft, sucking greedily as he allows me a little control. Above me, Troy curses under his breath, his playful facade slipping for a moment as pleasure hits him.

“Fuck, that tongue... You love sucking my cock, don’t you?” he whispers, teasing back in his voice.

I hollow my cheeks in response, sucking harder as much as I can while Liam continues to pound me from behind. My muffled mmhmm vibrates along Troy’s length. He chuckles and slides in deep again, cutting off my sound as he fills my throat once more.

I am lost in a haze of sensation. Every inch of me is burning and pleasured. Liam’s cock drives into me relentlessly, the ridge of his head stroking my inner walls in just the right way to build a coil of heat in my lower belly. His fingers dig into my hips so hard I’m sure I’ll have bruises tomorrow, but I welcome it—each rough touch only heightens my arousal.

Troy’s cock on my tongue is equally intoxicating; the musky taste of him, the way he stretches my lips, how his groans intensify whenever I moan around him. I feel utterly used by them. They are taking what they want from my body yet showering me with filthy praises that make me feel like a goddess.

No one has ever made me feel like this—so wanted, so thoroughly satisfied.

Liam’s rhythm grows erratic; I can tell he’s getting close to losing himself. His pelvis smacks against my ass with wet, heavy slaps, and his breathing is ragged.

“Fuck… gonna make you cum so hard,” he groans.

One of his hands slides from my hip around to my front, finding my clit without warning. I jolt and nearly scream around Troy’s cock as Liam begins rubbing tight, furious circles on my swollen clit while still hammering me from behind.

White-hot pleasure sears through me. My whole-body tenses, every muscle coiling. I wasn’t expecting to cum so fast—Liam’s touch is skilled and merciless, driving me up fast. Troy feels the vibrations of my moans intensify and pulls out of my mouth to let me cry out freely. The moment his cock leaves my lips, I wail, “Oh god! Liam, I— I’m gonna—!”

“Do it,” Liam growls possessively, rubbing my clit harder and pounding into me with deep, precise strokes. “Cum for me. Cum all over my cock. That’s it… good girl.”

Troy is stroking himself in front of my face now as he watches me come undone, his eyes filled with lust and admiration. “So, fucking hot,” he pants. “Let go, baby.”

Their words, the relentless fucking, the feeling of being filled so completely—it all crashes over me at once. The coil in my belly snaps.

I scream as the pleasure detonates through my body. My pussy clenches violently around Liam’s cock, spasming in waves. Heat blooms from my core and radiates outward; my vision goes hazy.

I’m vaguely aware of Liam cursing, fighting to keep moving inside my pussy, and of Troy groaning “Oh fuck, that’s sexy,” as I thrash in ecstasy. My hips buck, grinding against Liam’s pelvis, prolonging the intense pulses of release.

“There you go… fuck yes,” Liam snarls, holding me tight as I convulse around him. He doesn’t stop thrusting, riding me through every moment of my climax. The overstimulation makes me sob with pleasure. It’s overwhelming, my mind blank except for the sheer bliss ripping through me.

As the shockwaves finally start to subside, my body goes limp, slumping into the pillows. I’m panting, sweat-soaked, utterly wrecked in the best way. Liam slows his movements, eventually stilling deep inside me. My pussy is still fluttering around him, aftershocks making me shiver. Troy gently caresses my face, his cock resting against my cheek as I catch my breath.

Liam leans over my back, and I feel the scrape of his teeth and then a soft kiss at the juncture of my neck and shoulder. A shudder runs through me.

Liam slowly pulls out of me, making us both groan at the sensitivity. I already miss the feeling of him inside, but I know this isn’t over. My heart leaps as I realize they’re not done with me yet. Troy withdraws from the front as well and stands, his cock still hard and glistening with my saliva. He peels of his shirt and lies back on the bed, a devilish grin on his face. Troy lies back on the bed beside us, a devilish grin on his face. His muscular chest rises and falls rapidly; he looks as desperate for release as I feel. He slides on a condom.

Liam who I realize as shed his clothing now as well, hauls me up. I devour him with my eyes. My legs are unsteady, and I feel deliciously used, but I’ll gladly continue.

“Your turn to be on top, gorgeous,” Troy says, eyes roaming over my bare chest. He reaches for me, tugging me toward him.

Liam assists, guiding me over Troy. Troy’s hands gripping my cuffed wrist, and together they position me until I’m straddling Troy. My back is to Troy’s front, and I’m facing Liam, who steps back to sit in the chair, stroking himself slowly as he watches.

Troy’s cock is prodding at my entrance from below, and I’m still so wet that I know it’ll slide right in. I sink down gradually, moaning as I feel Troy’s thick length split me open once more. He fills me deeply, stretching me. My sensitive walls, still quivering from orgasm, clamp around him and we both gasp.

“Holy shit,” Troy groans, fingers digging into my hips from behind. “You’re so tight… I can feel how hard you came, you’re squeezing me.” His voice has lost some of its playful composure; he sounds almost in awe.

I plant my knees wide on either side of his hips and begin to ride him, slowly at first. Not having my hands free means I have to use my thighs to lift and drop myself on his cock, and it sends delicious friction right where I need it. Troy groans appreciatively, meeting my movements with upward thrusts of his own.

Behind me, Troy trails one hand up my back, then tangles it in my hair. He gently tugs my head back, with one hand still guiding me by my wrist. “How does it feel? Riding my cock while Liam watches you?”

I whimper, rolling my hips in slow circles. “Feels… so good,” I manage, voice a breathy whisper. I open my eyes meeting Liams hot gaze as he leans back in the chair.

His eyes are glued to where Troy and I are joined, watching his friend’s cock disappear into me over and over. Liam’s hand strokes languidly along his own rigid length as he watches.

“You look amazing like that,” Liam says, voice dark and hungry. “Bouncing on his cock… your tits bobbing with every move.” His free hand runs over his mouth, like he’s trying to restrain himself from jumping back in. “Fuck, I could watch you all day.”

His words send a rush of excitement through me, and I ride Troy a little faster, making sure to put on a show. I arch my back and leaning back angling so that Troy’s cock hits that sweet spot deep inside. Sparks of pleasure shoot through me, and I moan.

Troy’s hands come around to my front; one palm cups and squeezes my breast, fingers pinching my nipple lightly, while the other drifts down to brush over where I’m joined with him. He finds my swollen clit and teases it with feather-light touches as I ride him. I cry out, hips jerking.

The tease is agonizing—I need more pressure, but he’s purposefully giving just a light flicker, keeping me on edge.

“You want more?” Troy says. “Beg for it.” He stills his hips beneath me without warning and eases up the circling finger on my clit, holding me in a frustrating limbo.

I whine, trying to rock myself on him, but he’s strong and stills my hips with his other hand.

I realize he’s not going to give me what I want until I do as he says.

The realization that he’s teasing me, making me beg for release with Liam watching, makes a fresh wave of arousal flood me. I’m no longer above begging at this point—hell, I want them to know how desperate I am for it.

“Please, Troy,” I pant, my eyes pleading even though Liam is the one who can see them. “Please, I need it… need you to fuck me harder. Make me cum again... please.”

Troy hums as if considering it, his tone wicked. “Hmm, I don’t know. What do you think, Liam? Has she been good enough to deserve more?”

Liam’s eyes flash. He rises from the chair and comes closer, standing at the edge of the bed to loom over us. I lean forward so his cock is inches from my face as he looks down at me with a smirk.

“She did cum so nicely on my cock earlier,” he says, brushing the tip of his length over my bottom lip teasingly. “And she asked so sweetly just now.”

I flick my tongue out to taste Liam’s tip, moaning at the salty evidence of his arousal. My own need is consuming me; being teased like this is sweet torture.

“I’ll be so good, I promise,” I breathe, not sure whom I’m even promising—both of them, I suppose. “I want it so bad. I want to cum for you again… please…”

Liam’s hand fists in my hair, not hard, just enough to tilt my face up toward him. He gazes into my eyes, and I see lust and affection swirling in his dark stare. “You want to cum again, princess?”

“Yes, sir,” I reply automatically, the honorific slipping out in my haze. The corner of Liam’s mouth twitches in satisfaction at the title, and Troy lets out a low groan behind me—he apparently enjoyed hearing it too.

“Then cum for us,” Liam says. “Ride Troy’s cock and cum. Now.” The command in his tone sends a thrill straight to my core.

Troy doesn’t make me beg further. With a growl, he snaps his hips up, resuming his thrusts into me. At the same time, he applies firm pressure to my clit with his fingertips, rubbing exactly how I need.

A cry bursts from my lips. I cling to the momentum, meeting his thrusts with frantic bounces. The sound of our flesh meeting is loud and wet; I can feel how soaked I am as I slam down on him over and over.

Liam keeps his grip in my hair, watching intently. His other hand strokes his cock right in front of my face. I can hear how slick it is from my juices and his own leaking arousal.

The sight is filthy and hot—Liam towering over me, pleasuring himself while commanding me to perform. “That’s it,” he groans. “Fuck him. Fuck yourself on him until you explode.”

His words spur me on. Troy’s free hand is back on my breast, squeezing and playing with my nipple, sending jolts through me. I grind my clit harder onto his fingers on each downstroke. The tension in me builds rapidly.

“Oh god, I’m close,” I gasp. My nails dig into the palms of my hands. I throw my head back, lost in pleasure.

“Do it, beautiful. I want to feel you cum on my cock.” Troy growls. His voice, strained with his own impending climax.

Liam’s fist tightens in my hair almost painfully as he sees my face contort with pleasure. “Cum, now,” he orders again, his tone rough. “Show us who owns this pussy.”

That does it. His possessive, dirty words send me careening over the edge. With a strangled scream, I cum hard around Troy’s cock. My entire body quakes as pleasure crashes through me like a tsunami. I convulse, thighs shaking, and I feel myself gush as I climax—wetness flooding around Troy’s shaft.

“Jesus, fuck!” Troy curses, as my orgasm drenches him. His hips jerk erratically, and I realize he’s holding back from cumming himself. The fact that he hasn’t exploded yet is mind-blowing.

Liam groans at the sight, pumping his cock faster as he watches me unravel again. My vision blurs as tears of overwhelming bliss leak out. I sob with ecstasy, riding out every wave as Troy continues to thrust slowly, working me through it, his fingers never leaving my oversensitive clit.

It’s almost too much; my swollen flesh throbs, my nerves on fire. I wail and collapse back against Troy, who finally relents and stops torturing my clit, wrapping his arm around my waist to hold my trembling body.

I’m a panting, boneless mess between them, utterly spent. A faint sheen of sweat covers my skin. I can feel Troy’s heart pounding against my back and his cock still hard inside me, twitching with need. Liam’s chest is heaving as well, his arousal still not sated.

Liam grabs my hair, leaning down to plant a fierce, possessive kiss on my parted lips. I moan softly into his mouth, tasting myself on his tongue as he kisses me deeply. When he pulls back, he cups my cheek.

“You did so well,” he praises in a low rumble.

Troy nuzzles the back of my neck, his hand stroking up and down my stomach soothingly. “Fucking incredible,” he murmurs, pressing a kiss just below my ear. I can hear the strain in his voice; he’s holding back his own release fiercely. “But we’re not done with you yet.”

A thrill pulses through me at that promise. Slowly, Troy lifts me off his lap; his cock slips out of me, slick with my juices. He lays me down on the bed for a moment, and my limbs feel like jelly. My chest rises and falls as I attempt to catch my breath.

Liam moves first. He unclasps the handcuffs from around my wrists, finally freeing my arms completely. The ache in my shoulders eases. He rubs my wrists gently, checking for any soreness, and kisses each red mark from the cuffs.

“You okay?” Liam asks softly, just for a moment slipping out of the rough dom role he’d been playing.

I smile up at him, utterly blissed-out. “Never better,” I whisper, and I mean it. My body is singing with pleasure. The two of them have not only used me, but they’ve also cared for my pleasure every step of the way. I’ve never felt so good.

Troy slides off the bed and kneels on the floor, tugging my leg playfully. “C’mere, gorgeous,” he says, excitement dancing in his eyes. “On your knees. We want you between us.”

My pulse quickens anew. Though I’m exhausted in the best way, I eagerly slide off the bed and onto the floor on wobbly legs. Liam joins us, standing next to Troy. They both loom over me as I kneel between them.

Two men with cocks hard and slick just for me. And the way they look at me now? Like they finally see me. Not Ethan’s little sister. Not off-limits. Just a woman, their woman, kneeling before them.

My mouth waters at the sight of them—thick, glistening, aching for me. I run my tongue along my lips, relishing the newfound freedom of my hands. They might have owned me before, but now? Now, I get to own them.

Slowly, I tilt my head back, wiping away the faint trace of a tear from my cheek, my lips curling into a lazy, sultry smile. My mascara is smudged, my hair deliciously ruined, my body covered in sweat—and judging by the way they’re looking at me, I’ve never been sexier to them.

Without waiting, I reach out with both hands. I wrap one hand around Liam’s slick, stiff cock and the other around Troy’s. They both groan in unison, and I feel a thrill of delight at being able to touch them at last. Their cocks are hot and hard under my fingers. I give a few experimental pumps, enjoying how even that slight touch makes them throb and leak.

“You look so fucking hot on your knees, stroking our cocks,” Troy says, voice thick with lust. He places a hand on my head, not forcing, just resting there like he’s readying himself for more.

Liam inhales sharply as I give him a tighter squeeze. “You like having both of us in your hands, huh?” he rasps. His dominant demeanor cracks a bit as I run my thumb over his sensitive tip.

I bite my lip and nod, maintaining eye contact with Liam as I lean forward and lick a bold stripe up Troy’s length. Then I turn and do the same to Liam, tongue swirling around his swollen head, tasting myself on him. They both curse under their breaths, their thighs tensing on either side of me.

“You taste so good,” I say, then open my mouth wide and take Liam’s cock between my lips while still pumping Troy in my fist. I bob my head, sucking Liam eagerly, my tongue licking the underside of his shaft. The moan he lets out is primal, and he tangles his fingers in my hair, guiding me deeper.

After a moment, I switch, turning to engulf Troy’s cock into my warm mouth, giving Liam a chance to be in my hand. Troy lets out a shuddering groan, his playful composure completely unraveling.

“Fuck, yes... just like that,” he gasps as I take him deep. I relax my throat, determined to give him the same treatment he gave me. With a sudden lunge, I push my head down, swallowing Troy as far as I can until my nose nearly meets his abdomen. I hold there, throat constricting around him.

“Holy—!” Troy chokes out and swiftly pulls back, not wanting to cum too soon. I giggle, a line of saliva connecting my lips to his tip as I release him for a moment. He’s grinning down at me, eyes wild. “You’re gonna make me lose it, woman.”

“That’s the idea,” I say with a wink, stroking him faster now with my slick hand while turning back to Liam.

My free hand cups Liam’s heavy balls, massaging gently as I suck him with enthusiasm. His hips jerk, clearly fighting not to thrust and gag me, but I want him to. I gaze up at him, giving a muffled moan around his girth to send vibrations through him. His jaw tightens. “You want my cum, princess? Want it on that pretty face?” he growls out, voice hitching.

I moan an eager yes around him, speeding up the glide of my lips on his shaft. My hand on Troy matches the pace, twisting and pumping his slick length. Both men are breathing hard, their muscles tensing. I can tell they’re on the brink; their cocks are twitching, veins bulging.

Troy’s hand tightens in my hair almost painfully as he steadies me. “Shit—gonna cum,” he warns, half a question, half a groan.

I quickly pull my mouth off Liam with an obscene pop and angle my face upward, still stroking them both firmly. My heart races with anticipation. This is what I want—both of them reaching their peak because of me.

“Do it,” I pant, looking from one to the other. “I want it… want your cum, please…”

That plea pushes them over the edge. Liam is first; he erupts with a deep, guttural moan, hot ropes of cum spurting from his cock onto my face. The first thick stripe lands across my cheek and lips.

The sight of Liam losing control triggers Troy immediately after—he growls my name as his cock throbs in my fist and then I feel the splatter of his hot seed joining Liam’s, painting my skin in white streaks of lust. I gasp, my own arousal reigniting at the decadent feeling of being marked by both of them.

They come undone, groaning and milking their cocks above me, each spurt of warmth landing on my flushed face, my tongue, my tits. I keep my eyes up on them, reveling in their expressions of pleasure: eyes half-closed, lips parted, muscles taut.

I continue gently stroking and milking them through the last pulses of their orgasms until they hiss with oversensitivity. Their hands cover mine to still the motion. We’re all panting, the room filled with the smell of sex and sweat.

I’m absolutely covered in them. Their combined cum is dripping down my face; a strand of it slips to the corner of my lips. Without hesitation, I dart my tongue out and lick it up, humming at the salty taste. I close my eyes and savor it slowly, deliberately swallowing. The low, exhausted groans above me tell me how hot that was for them to witness.

When I open my eyes again, Liam’s and Troy’s faces are filled with awe—and a renewed hunger despite just having come. “Fuck, that’s so hot,” Troy whispers, brushing his thumb gently over my other cheek to collect a drip of cum. He brings it to my lips, and I obediently suck his thumb clean, swirling my tongue around it. He inhales sharply, clearly already considering another round.

Liam sinks to his knees beside me and uses his finger to gather the remaining mess from my face and chest. He offers it to me and I lick his finger greedily, moaning at the decadent act. Liam’s eyes darken as he watches me.

“Such a perfect little cum slut, aren’t you?” he murmurs with a spent chuckle, but there’s affection in his voice as he says it.

Spent and deeply satisfied, I giggle softly and collapse back onto my heels, wiping the last of the moisture from my face. My body is deliciously sore, every muscle loose and sated.


Chapter Six: Clean Get Away




The afterglow envelops me, heavy and warm, like a soft, silken haze. My body feels spent, yet my mind is still racing, replaying every touch, every naughty word, every moment that brought me to this point.

Troy smirks down at me before grabbing a towel from the side table. "You look like you just got thoroughly fucked."

I roll my eyes, but the lazy smile creeping onto my lips gives me away. "Gee, I wonder why."

He chuckles, crouching next to me as he gently wipes my face. "Can’t have you leaving here looking like you’ve been completely ruined," he says, dragging the towel over my chin and cheeks, his thumb delicately smoothing away the smudged mascara under my eyes. "Even though you totally have."

I swat at him weakly. "You're so helpful."

"I try," he says, the teasing edge never leaving his voice.

Liam steps away throwing on cloths, running a hand through his disheveled hair. "I need to figure out how we’re getting out of here without Ethan spotting us."

He doesn’t wait for a response. In one smooth motion, he strides over to the door, cracking it open just enough to peek into the dimly lit hallway. A few seconds tick by, his shoulders tense as he scans the space outside. Then, without saying a word, he slips out, the door clicking shut behind him, leaving me alone with Troy.

That sobers me a little. As much as I’ve been wrapped up in the heat of the moment, Ethan is still here somewhere. The thought of him seeing me like this—walking out of this club, after everything—sends a chill down my spine. If he found out, there would be hell to pay.

Troy finishes dabbing at my skin before tossing the towel aside. "Think you can stand?"

I stretch languidly, my muscles aching in a way that makes me bite my lip. "Not without help."

Troy smirks. "That’s what I like to hear."

Before I can protest, he scoops me up effortlessly, holding me against his chest for a lingering moment, his fingers gripping my thighs just a bit tighter than necessary. "You’re lighter than I expected," Troy murmurs, grinning as he sets me down slowly, deliberately. "Or maybe I’m just that strong."

I roll my eyes, but the flush in my cheeks betrays me. "Oh please, don’t let this inflate your ego any more than it already is."

Troy chuckles, his hand steadying me at my waist. "Too late for that, sweetheart."

We both start to get dressed, and after a few more moments, the door clicks open, and Liam steps back inside.

Liam exhales, but there’s a glimmer of amusement in his eyes. "We don’t have to worry about Ethan."

I raise a brow. "And why’s that?"

Liam’s lips curl into a smirk. "Because he’s preoccupied. With what looks to be your friend, Sienna."

I blink in surprise, then burst into laughter—a genuine, hearty laugh that has Troy joining in. "Oh, that’s perfect. So, if Ethan ever does find out about this, I can just remind him he had his own little fun."

"Exactly," Troy agrees, throwing an arm around my shoulders. "Mutually assured destruction."

Liam shakes his head, but he’s smiling now, just slightly. "Still, that conversation is going to happen eventually."

I frown, glancing between them. "Why? This was just... a one-time thing. Right?"

Troy grins, but there’s something serious beneath it now, something decided. "Not if we have anything to say about it."

Liam steps closer, his fingers lightly tracing down my arm. "We’re not finished with you. Not by a long shot."

My breath hitches, a thrill coursing through me that’s all about excitement, not nerves. I hadn’t anticipated this—didn’t think this night would lead to anything more than a tangled web of pleasure and secrecy.

But I don’t want it to be over either.

Liam gestures toward the door. "Now let’s get out of here before we somehow screw this up."

We slip out of the room, navigating through the dim hallways, past the indulgence of Club Temptation. My heart pounds a little faster as we near the exit, but Ethan never appears.

Somehow, against all odds, we made it out clean.

For now.
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The bass thrummed through my veins, liquid heat pouring into every movement as I rolled my hips, let my hands skim over my own curves, let the music claim me. Here, beneath the flashing lights, surrounded by strangers lost in their own pleasures, I was weightless. No thoughts of Brandon. No bitterness, no hesitation. Just this—pure, reckless abandon. 

Then, I felt it. 

A slow, creeping awareness ghosted over my skin like a whispered secret, sending a shiver down my spine. Someone was watching me. I turned my head, gaze flickering toward the lounge, and the breath left my lungs. 

Him. 

He sat back on a sleek leather couch, legs spread in an easy, unapologetic sprawl, the very picture of casual dominance. Confidence radiated from him—not the kind that needed to be flaunted, but the kind that was simply there, woven into the way he held himself, the way he watched me. 

He was older—maybe early forties—his dark hair kissed with silver at the temples, his sharp jawline softened only slightly by the amused smirk playing at his lips. But it was his eyes that held me captive. 

Dark. Piercing. Knowing.

A slow, simmering heat unfurled in my belly, low and deep, coiling tight as the weight of his gaze burned into me. He made no effort to look away, no attempt to disguise his interest. This wasn’t a fleeting glance, not the kind of look men threw in passing. 

This was something else. 

It was ownership before a single word had been spoken. A silent declaration that, if I let him, he would ruin me in all the ways I wanted. 

I turned back to the dance floor, pretending to focus on the music, on the movement of my body—but I wasn’t dancing for myself anymore. 

I was dancing for him. 

And I could feel his eyes on me, trailing over my curves, branding my skin with the promise of something dark, something delicious. I risked another glance. 

His smirk deepened, amusement flickering across his face, as if he knew. 

Knew how my pulse had quickened. Knew how my thighs had pressed together. Knew exactly what he was doing to me without even touching me. 

A wicked thrill shot through me—electric, undeniable. 

Who was this man? This stranger who could unravel me with just a look? 

I didn’t know. 

But I was suddenly desperate to find out. 
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