

Chapter 1

The coffee didn’t just spill—it performed, a slow cascade of dark, fragrant disaster that seemed to relish every moment of its descent. Greg could only stare, his feet rooted to the polished floor of Professor Malik Reynolds’ office, as the steaming liquid splashed against Naomi’s blouse with an almost musical splatter. The pristine white fabric, already strained to its limits by the generous swell of her tits, instantly turned translucent, revealing the intricate lace of her bra beneath. The dark stain spread like a blooming flower, the wetness making the thin cotton cling to every curve, every contour, until the pale outline of her nipples—tight and pebbled from the sudden heat—stood out like bold punctuation marks against the delicate lace. Naomi didn’t jump back or shriek like a normal person. Instead, she just tilted her head back, her glossy lips parting in a breathy, theatrical little gasp, as if the coffee’s warmth was a lover’s kiss. A rivulet of the liquid traced a slow, teasing path down the deep valley between her breasts, disappearing into the shadowed cleavage where the fabric clung like a second skin, highlighting the heavy, soft weight of her tits in a way that made Greg’s mouth go dry.

“Oh shit,” Malik Reynolds rumbled from behind his massive mahogany desk, the word dragging out with a low, rich timbre that was equal parts amusement and mild exasperation. He was the kind of man who made even a curse sound like a caress. His fingers, long and dark against the blotter, twitched toward the box of tissues, but Naomi was quicker—of course she was. With a smirk that could only be described as feline, she leaned over the desk, her ass brushing against Malik’s thigh with a deliberate, lingering pressure that sent a visible jolt up his leg. The movement was a masterclass in provocation: her spine arched, her blouse gaped open at the neckline, and Greg caught a flash of the dark, dusky circles of her areolas, the full swell of her tits threatening to spill free from the lace cups. The whole pose was so perfectly, so casually obscene that Greg felt a hot, shameful throb in his slacks, his cock stirring to life with a mind of its own.

He shouldn’t be here. Every rational brain cell was screaming at him to turn around, to march back to the faculty parking lot and pretend he’d never followed his wife into this den of leather-bound books and unspoken sin. But Naomi had “forgotten” her notes—those precious, probably non-existent notes—in Malik’s office, and Greg, ever the devoted husband, had trotted after her like a loyal puppy. Now, watching her drape herself over the desk like a gift, her back arched just so, her ass pressing into Malik’s thigh as if it belonged there, Greg’s pulse hammered so loudly in his throat he was sure they could both hear it. The air in the office was a heady cocktail: the sweet, floral notes of Naomi’s perfume mingling with the faint, earthy musk of her arousal, layered over the deeper scents of old wood, expensive cologne, and the lingering ghost of male sweat from countless late nights and—if the rumors were true—countless conquests.

Malik’s office was a temple to masculine academia and barely restrained carnality. The mahogany desk gleamed under the soft glow of a brass lamp, its surface cluttered with papers and a single, suggestive-looking fountain pen. Leather chairs, deep and worn, invited long conversations and longer silences. The air was thick with tension, the kind that made Greg’s skin prickle and his thoughts spiral into dangerous territory. He could almost smell the history of this room: the sweat of students who’d come for extra credit and left with extra something else, the faint, ghostly perfume of other women who’d leaned over this very desk. It was a space that whispered of sex as casually as it did of scholarship, and right now, it was staging a private show for an audience of one unwilling, utterly captivated husband.

Naomi straightened slowly, pressing a wad of tissues to her chest with a show of clumsy innocence that didn’t fool anyone. She dabbed at the wet fabric, but the motion only made her nipple harder, the peak jutting against the thin cotton like a tiny, insistent demand. Her breath hitched—a soft, audible hitch—when Malik’s fingers brushed against her hip as he reached over to steal a tissue for himself, his touch light but deliberate, a spark of contact that made her eyelids flutter. “You’re a mess,” Malik murmured, his voice a low, amused drawl that coiled around Greg’s spine like smoke. “Didn’t you hear me say careful?” The words were a tease, a dare, and the way his dark eyes flicked from Naomi to Greg and back again made it clear this was a performance with a very specific audience.

Naomi laughed, a rich, throaty sound that bubbled up from her chest and made Greg’s stomach clench with a mixture of jealousy and raw, aching need. “Oh, please. Like you didn’t enjoy the show,” she purred, tilting her head so that her hair—a cascade of dark curls—fell over one shoulder, exposing the elegant line of her neck. She was playing a game, and she was winning, every gesture a calculated stroke of seduction.

Greg’s face burned with a heat that had nothing to do with the room’s temperature. He should have left. He should have coughed, made an excuse, walked out that door and waited in the hallway like a good little cuckold. But his feet were cemented to the floor, his eyes glued to the scene unfolding before him. He couldn’t even pretend he hadn’t noticed the way Naomi’s voice dropped an octave when she spoke to Malik, the way her hands lingered on his when she handed him the tissues, the way her fingers traced a slow, suggestive circle on the back of his hand before pulling away. It was like watching a car crash in slow motion, except the collision was all pleasure and no pain, and he was desperate to see the twisted metal.

“Greg,” Naomi said, her voice suddenly dripping with a honeyed, fake innocence that was almost comical. She turned to face him, her hips swaying in a way that made her skirt ride up just a fraction, revealing another inch of thigh. “Why don’t you go wait in the hallway? I’ll be out in a minute.” The dismissal was a velvet glove over a steel fist, and Greg opened his mouth to protest—No, I’ll stay, I’ll help clean this up, I’m not going anywhere—but Malik cut him off with a slow, deliberate shake of his head, a gesture that held the weight of a command.

“Nah,” Malik said, his dark eyes gleaming with something between mischief and pure, unadulterated lust as they flicked between Greg and Naomi. “He can stay. Might as well get a good look while he’s here.” The words were a challenge, an invitation, and Greg felt a shiver race down his spine as the professor leaned back in his chair, his fingers steepled under his chin like a villain in a very sexy, very inappropriate movie.

Naomi’s smirk deepened, carving dimples into her cheeks. “Oh? You offering a private tour, Malik?” She took a step closer to the desk, her hips leading the way, every movement a liquid roll of seduction. Her fingers trailed along the edge of the mahogany, leaving a faint, smudged trail of coffee and perfume.

Malik’s gaze didn’t waver. “Only if you’re interested in showing him,” he said, his voice dropping to a gravelly purr that seemed to vibrate in Greg’s very core. “But I’m not a patient man, Naomi. If you want to give your husband a demonstration, you’d better get started.”

Naomi’s breath hitched again, a sharp, audible intake that made her chest rise and fall dramatically. “You’re impossible,” she whispered, but the word was a caress, not a complaint. She didn’t move away. Instead, she leaned in even further, her tits pressing against the cool wood of the desk, the damp fabric of her blouse squishing slightly with the pressure. The motion made the blouse ride up at the back, exposing a sliver of smooth, golden skin just above the waistband of her skirt, the faintest hint of her hipbone peeking out like a secret. “Fine,” she said, her voice dropping to a sultry purr that was meant for Malik but echoed in Greg’s ears like a siren song. “But if Greg’s staying, he gets to watch everything.” She drew out the last word, letting it hang in the air, a promise and a threat.

Malik’s gaze darkened, his pupils blowing wide as his eyes raked over her like she was a feast he’d been denied for far too long. “Everything?” he echoed, the single word heavy with implication.

Naomi’s fingers curled into the edge of the desk, her knuckles whitening as if she were holding herself back from launching at him. “Everything,” she breathed, the word barely a whisper, her body practically vibrating with anticipation.

Greg’s hands fisted at his sides, the nails digging into his palms. He should be outraged. He should be storming out, demanding answers, making her stop—but the way Malik’s eyes devoured her, the way Naomi’s pupils dilated until her eyes were almost black, the way her fingers trembled just slightly against the wood, all of it short-circuited his anger and rewired it into something far more primal. His cock was a steel rod in his slacks, throbbing in time with his racing heart.

“Alright,” Malik said, his voice rough, a rumble that seemed to come from deep in his chest. He straightened in his chair, a king on his throne. “But if he can’t handle it, he’s out. I don’t do half-measures.” His gaze flicked to Greg, a brief, assessing look that felt like a brand.

Naomi’s gaze followed, her lips parting as she turned her head just enough to lock eyes with her husband. “Oh, he’ll handle it,” she purred, her voice laced with a confidence that made Greg’s knees weak. “Won’t you, baby?”

Greg couldn’t speak. He could only nod, a jerky, desperate motion, his throat too tight for words. And just like that, the game began.

Greg’s cock ached with a ferocity that bordered on pain, the head pressing insistently against the front of his slacks. He should look away. He should leave. But he couldn’t tear his eyes from the scene, from the way Naomi’s fingers traced the edge of Malik’s desk like a lover’s body, the way her hips swayed as she stepped even closer, the way her breath came in short, sharp gasps that made her chest heave. She was a masterpiece of wanton need, and he was her captive audience.

Malik reached out, his movements slow and deliberate, and hooked a single finger under the hem of Naomi’s blouse. “Let’s see what you’re working with,” he murmured, his voice low, dangerous, a predator’s purr. He tugged gently, and Naomi didn’t just allow it—she assisted, lifting her arms over her head in a graceful, surrendering arc. The blouse slid up, exposing the smooth, taut skin of her stomach, the curve of her waist, and finally the dark lace of her bra, which cupped her tits like a lover’s hands. Malik’s fingers traced the edge of the fabric, his touch feather-light, teasing, circling the swell of her breasts without quite touching the aching peaks. “Such a good girl,” he murmured, his voice dropping to a growl. “Always so eager to show off.”

Greg’s breath hitched as Malik’s fingers abandoned the blouse and hooked into the waistband of Naomi’s skirt. With a deliberate, almost lazy motion, he tugged it down, the fabric sliding over her hips to pool at her feet. The dark lace of her panties was revealed, a tiny scrap of nothing that did little to hide the smooth, plump mound beneath. Naomi’s hips bucked slightly, a reflexive plea, as Malik’s fingers traced the edge of the panties, his touch sending visible shivers cascading down her spine. “You like that, don’t you?” he murmured, his voice rough with desire. “You like the way I touch you—right here, with your husband watching.”

Naomi’s breath came in short, sharp gasps that were almost sobs of pleasure. “Yes,” she whispered, the word a prayer. “God, yes.”

Malik’s fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties, and with a wicked grin, he pulled them down just enough to reveal the smooth, glistening skin of her pussy, the dark, trimmed curls that framed her entrance like a secret garden. Greg’s cock throbbed painfully, leaking a bead of moisture against his boxers, as he watched Malik’s fingers trace the outer edges of her folds, the touch light, teasing, maddening. “Such a pretty little pussy,” Malik murmured, his voice a rough caress. “All wet for me already. I can see it glistening. Does your husband make you this wet, Naomi, or is it just for me?”

Naomi’s breath caught, her fingers curling into the desk until her knuckles were bone-white. “Please,” she whispered, the word cracking with need. “Please, Malik, don’t tease.”

Malik chuckled, a dark, rich sound. “But teasing is half the fun.” Nevertheless, his fingers dipped between her folds, the touch sending a violent shudder through her body. She moaned, a low, guttural sound that seemed to come from her very core, as he traced the slick, swollen lips, circling her clit with a feather-light touch before sliding lower, gathering her arousal on his fingertips. “You’re so ready for me,” he observed, his voice thick with satisfaction. “I could just…” He pressed one finger inside her, a slow, deliberate invasion that made Naomi cry out, her back arching, her tits thrusting forward against the lace of her bra.

Greg’s breath hitched as Malik added a second finger, curling them inside her with a practiced, knowing motion that made Naomi’s knees buckle. “God, Malik,” she whispered, her voice a wrecked, desperate thing. “God, please, right there.”

Malik’s fingers curled deeper, stroking that hidden, spongy spot that made her see stars. “You like that, don’t you?” he growled, his voice a dark, possessive rumble. “You like my fingers inside you, stretching you, while your husband watches you fall apart. Tell me, Naomi. Tell me who you belong to right now.”

Naomi’s breath came in short, sharp gasps, her hips rocking against his hand, riding his fingers with an abandon that was both beautiful and obscene. “Yes,” she whispered, the word a chant. “God, yes. I’m yours, Malik. Right now, I’m yours.”

Greg’s cock ached, a relentless, throbbing demand that he ignored with heroic effort. He should look away. He should leave. But he couldn’t tear his eyes from the way Naomi’s fingers scrabbled at the desk, the way her breath came in ragged, uneven bursts, the way her pussy glistened with her arousal, a slick, wet sound filling the room as Malik’s fingers plunged in and out. The professor’s thumb found her clit, rubbing slow, deliberate circles, and Naomi shattered, a scream tearing from her throat as her body convulsed, her inner walls clamping down on Malik’s fingers in a pulsing, rhythmic grip.

Malik worked her through it, his touch gentling as she rode out the waves, his eyes never leaving her face. “Such a good girl,” he praised, his voice a warm, approving rumble. “Always so responsive. Now, let’s see if your husband can handle the next lesson.”

And as Malik’s fingers slipped from her, glistening with her release, as Naomi slumped against the desk, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps, her body still trembling with aftershocks, Greg knew one thing with absolute, bone-deep certainty:

He was fucked—and he couldn’t wait to see what happened next.




Chapter 2

The air in Greg’s office was thick with the scent of jasmine and something darker—something musky, like sweat and expensive cologne, a heady perfume that clung to the back of his throat and made his head swim. Malik Reynolds stood by the window, his broad frame silhouetted against the late-afternoon light pouring through the dusty blinds, his fingers steepled beneath his chin as if he were contemplating the secrets of the universe rather than the very earthy, very naughty things he’d been murmuring to Naomi for the past hour. Greg had been watching the clock tick with agonizing slowness, every minute stretching like taffy, his ears straining for every syllable that filtered through the thin wall between their offices. He had just finished his meeting with Naomi, and the way his dark eyes lingered on her as she left—lingering on the swell of her hips, the way her pencil skirt rode up just enough to hint at the lacy edge of her panties—had left Greg’s pulse hammering in his throat like a trapped bird. The woman moved like a cat, all sly curves and knowing glances, and she’d been shooting Greg smug little smiles all week as if she knew exactly what he’d be doing right now: huddled at his desk, pretending to grade essays, his face flushed and his trousers unbearably tight.

He had spent the last hour pretending to grade papers in his own cramped office, a stack of freshmen essays on the desk in front of him that he hadn’t read a single word of, his ear practically fused to the wall, listening to the low, honeyed hum of Naomi’s voice as she and Malik discussed academic topics—topics that involved a lot of leaning, a lot of breathing, and a lot of the way Malik’s deep voice rumbled when he said things like, “You know, Naomi… I’ve always found that Black women have a particular way of taking a man’s cock that white men just… don’t understand.” The words had hit Greg like a punch to the gut, and he’d felt his own cock twitch in his slacks before he even fully processed what he’d heard. Malik had this way of speaking that made everything sound like a sensual promise, a slow, deliberate drawl that wrapped around syllables and squeezed, and every time he’d heard Naomi’s breathy little laugh in response, Greg’s imagination had run wild with images of what might be happening on the other side of that door.

Greg’s cock had been hard since the moment Malik walked in, and it had only gotten worse as the minutes dragged on. He’d shifted in his chair a dozen times, the leather creaking under him, and at one point he’d even unbuttoned his pants under the desk just to relieve the pressure, his fingers itching to wrap around himself but holding back out of some misguided sense of propriety. He was a wreck, a mess of arousal and jealousy and a strange, sharp thrill that made his skin feel too tight.

Now, as the clock ticked toward five and the building began to empty out for the evening, Naomi finally stood, the soft rustle of her clothes carrying through the wall. Greg heard the click of her heels on the floor, the casual way she smoothed her skirt over her hips, and he could picture the satisfied little smirk on her face as she did it. “Well, Malik,” she purred, her voice dripping with that just-fucked satisfaction that Greg hated and loved in equal measure because it meant she’d been thoroughly, joyfully ravished by someone who wasn’t him, “I think we’ve covered everything.”

Malik’s dark eyes flicked up—Greg knew this even though he couldn’t see it, could just feel the weight of that gaze through the drywall—slow and deliberate, lingering on her cleavage before meeting her gaze. “Are you sure?” he murmured, and the question was a lazy stroke of velvet, so full of innuendo that Greg shivered. “Because I was under the impression we hadn’t quite… finished discussing the cultural implications of interracial dynamics in academia.” The words were laced with amusement, a private joke that only the two of them were in on, and Greg’s cock gave a needy little throb against his thigh.

Naomi’s lips curled into a smirk—he could hear it in her voice, that teasing lilt—and she practically oozed satisfaction. “Oh, we’re far from finished, Professor Reynolds.” She stepped closer, her hips swaying just enough to make Greg’s jaw clench with the phantom image of her moving toward Malik with that feline grace, all warm curves and dark, knowing eyes. “But I don’t want to keep you from your other commitments.”

Malik chuckled, low and knowing, the sound rumbling through the wall like distant thunder. “And what commitments would those be?” The question was a dare, a tease, and Greg could barely breathe.

Naomi’s fingers traced the rim of his desk—Greg heard the soft tap-tap-tap of her nails against the wood, a rhythm that had his pulse spiking—and she let out a breathy little laugh. “Oh, you know. Personal ones.” The word was loaded, a promise wrapped in a smirk.

Then the door clicked shut with a soft thud. The lock engaged with a metallic snick that echoed in Greg’s ears like a gunshot.

Greg’s breath hitched. His entire body went rigid, every nerve ending suddenly on high alert. He had heard the rumors—whispers in the faculty lounge, the way grad students giggled behind their hands when Naomi walked by, the way Malik’s colleagues deliberately left the door open when she was in his office, as if to ward off the inevitable. But hearing and knowing were two different things. And now, with the door locked and the late-afternoon sun casting long shadows across his desk, he was about to find out just how much truth there was in all those salacious stories.

—

The sounds started almost immediately, and Greg was frozen in place, his chair creaking as he shifted his weight, his hands gripping the edge of his desk so hard his knuckles went white. There was a thud—the unmistakable sound of Naomi’s body being pressed up against the door, the wood shuddering from the impact. Then a gasp, breathless and surprised, followed by a wet smack that made Greg’s eyes widen. “Fuck, you’re always so wet for me,” Malik growled, his voice rough with need and something else, something that sounded an awful lot like adoration wrapped up in raw, masculine hunger. Greg could picture it: Malik’s large hand splayed across the curve of Naomi’s ass, the way her skirt would be bunched up around her waist, her skin already glistening with the evidence of her arousal. Another smack, and Naomi let out a high, breathy moan that seemed to vibrate through the wall and straight into Greg’s chest.

Greg’s cock ached with a fierce, almost painful intensity. His hand slipped under his desk, fingers curling around his shaft through the fabric of his slacks, but he didn’t dare stroke himself—not yet. Not until he heard more. Not until he’d soaked up every filthy, perfect detail.

More smacks, each one punctuated by a giggling little moan from Naomi, and then the unmistakable squelch of her pussy being worked open by Malik’s fingers, the wet, rhythmic sound of it filling the air. “You like that, don’t you?” Malik rumbled, his voice dark with amusement, like he was enjoying some private joke at the world’s expense. “You like being used by a real man?” There was a possessive, wicked edge to the words, and Greg felt a shiver race down his spine, his own inadequacies suddenly very, very apparent and yet somehow delicious rather than crushing.

“Y-yeah,” Naomi whimpered, her voice trembling with pleasure, each syllable drawn out like melting chocolate. “Fuck, Malik, please—” The plea was desperate and wanton, and Greg’s breath caught in his throat. He’d never heard her sound like that, not with him, not ever. It was intoxicating.

The desk creaked—Greg could hear the scrape of it against the floor—as she was flipped onto it, her skirt hitched up around her waist, and then came the sound of fabric rustling and something being swept aside, probably Malik’s pants being undone with practiced ease. Greg could picture it all with perfect clarity: the way her thick, beautiful thighs would be spread wide, her ass in the air, her tits bouncing with every movement as Malik positioned himself behind her. The slap of skin on skin started up a moment later, a rhythmic, driving tempo that seemed to match the pounding of Greg’s heart. There was the grunt of Malik’s effort with each deep thrust, a low, masculine sound that made Greg’s toes curl in his shoes, and the wet, sloppy sounds of her getting fucked—of Malik’s thick cock sliding into her again and again, her arousal making each stroke slick and noisy.

“You’re so tight,” Malik groaned, the words strained with pleasure, as if she were squeezing him with every inch of her. “Like you were made for this cock.” There was genuine wonder in his tone, and Greg felt his face burn with a mix of shame and overwhelming desire.

“I was,” Naomi panted, her voice high and breathless, each word a moan in its own right. “For your cock.” The claim was a knife to Greg’s gut, but it also sent a jolt of pure, electric arousal straight to his already throbbing dick. He whimpered under his breath, his hand pressing down on his lap to keep from coming right then and there.

Greg’s breath came in ragged gasps. He was so hard, his cock leaking onto his palm through the fabric, a dark stain spreading across his boxers, but he didn’t dare make a sound. Not yet. Not until he’d heard everything, until he’d committed every moan, every dirty word, to memory. He wanted to be invisible, a ghost in the room, absorbing all of it like a sponge.

Then—a gasp, sharp and needy, so close he could almost feel Naomi’s breath on his own skin—followed by a thud as her body hit the floor, the sound of her knees meeting the hardwood with a soft, submissive impact. “Get on your knees,” Malik ordered, his voice leaving no room for argument, a dominant edge that made Greg’s heart stutter. There was a pause, a rustle of movement, and then the wet, unmistakable sound of Naomi’s mouth opening.

Greg could hear the way Naomi obeyed, the way her breath hitched as she took Malik’s cock into her mouth, a soft, eager mmph that sent shivers down his spine. The slurping sounds started up, wet and obscene, and then she moaned around him, a low, humming vibration that seemed to echo through the wall. Malik’s fingers must have tangled in her hair, because Greg heard him grunt, the sound of a man guiding a woman’s head, and Naomi’s muffled moans grew more desperate.

“That’s it,” Malik groaned, his voice strained with pleasure, the words a low growl of approval. “Take it like a good girl. That’s my fucking good girl.” Each word was a caress and a command, and Greg’s cock twitched so hard he had to bite his lip to keep from crying out. He wanted to be there. He wanted to watch. But more than that, he wanted to be part of it, to be in that room, on his own knees, his own mouth open and waiting for whatever Malik would give him.

The thought was filthy. Wrong. Utterly, blissfully inappropriate.

And yet—

“Fuck,” Malik hissed, his voice tight with the control of a man on the edge, his hips presumably snapping forward as he fucked her face. “I’m gonna come down your throat, Naomi. And you’re gonna swallow every drop.” It wasn’t a request; it was a foregone conclusion, and the possessiveness of it made Greg’s own cock jerk in his grasp.

Greg’s hand flew to his mouth to stifle his groan as Naomi choked, a wet, desperate sound that spoke of her throat working around Malik’s cock, her moans muffled but desperate, utterly undone. “Yes,” she gasped when he finally pulled out, and Greg could hear the wet pop of his cock leaving her lips, “fuck, yes—please, give it to me—” She was begging for it, and Greg felt his own precum drip onto his fingers, his restraint crumbling.

Then—a wet thunk as Malik’s cum hit her cheek, the sound obscenely loud in the silence that followed. “Clean it up,” he ordered, his voice rough with satisfaction, like a man who’d just enjoyed a very fine meal and was expecting his dessert. Greg could picture Naomi’s tongue darting out to lap at the mess, the way her cheeks would flush with pride at being so thoroughly claimed.

Greg’s cock jerked in his hand, a violent spasm that had him seeing stars. He wanted to see. He needed to see. The desire was a physical ache, a hunger that gnawed at his insides and made him feel like he might die if he didn’t get a glimpse of her face, her lips, her skin all glossy and used.

But before he could move—before he could even think about standing up and peeking through the crack in his own door—the handle of his office door turned, and the door swung open with a quiet, almost theatrical creak.

Naomi stood there on the threshold, her lips swollen and pink, smudged just slightly with the evidence of her oral efforts, her blouse slightly askew and untucked from her skirt, her skirt still hiked up around her waist so that the tops of her thighs were bare and gleaming in the low light. Her cheeks were flushed a deep, rosy hue, her eyes dark with satisfaction and just a hint of mischief that made Greg’s stomach flip. She looked like a woman who’d just been thoroughly, joyfully fucked and who was very much aware of the effect she had on the man sitting frozen at his desk.

“Hey, Greg,” she purred, stepping inside and closing the door behind her with a soft click, the lock engaging with a little flick of her wrist. Her voice was all honey and smoke, playful and utterly in control. “Did you hear everything?”

Greg’s face burned so hot he thought his eyebrows might catch fire. He had heard. He had heard every filthy, perfect word, every moan and groan and slick, wet slide of skin. The evidence of just how much he’d heard was painfully obvious in the way his hands were still pressed to his lap, the way his dick was making a tent of his trousers that could be seen from space.

And now, he was harder than he’d ever been in his life.

Naomi smirked, her fingers trailing down her chest—slowly, deliberately—over the curve of her stomach, until she cupped herself between her thighs right there in front of him, her palm pressing against the damp fabric of her skirt. “Mmm,” she hummed, a satisfied little sound that made his throat tighten. “I can smell how much you liked that.” She inhaled theatrically, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment as if savoring the scent of his arousal, and Greg had never felt more exposed in his life.

Greg’s cock throbbed, an insistent, needy pulse that left him breathless. He watched, transfixed, as Naomi dropped to her knees in front of him with the graceful ease of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing, her hands sliding up his thighs in a slow, teasing caress. Her breath was hot against the bulge of his zipper, each exhale a promise of things to come, and he thought he might pass out from sheer, desperate want.

“You want to watch me get fucked, baby?” she whispered, her voice a dark, silken purr that seemed to wrap around his spine and squeeze. Her eyes, those dark, knowing pools, looked up at him from beneath her lashes. “You want to see how good Malik makes me feel? How he fills me up and makes me scream?” She punctuated the question with a little squeeze of his thigh, and Greg’s hips bucked involuntarily.

Greg’s breath hitched so sharply he nearly choked. “Y-yeah,” he managed, the word a strangled, desperate thing. “Yes, I—I want to see.” There was no point in pretending, not with his dick practically doing semaphore and his face the color of a ripe tomato.

Naomi’s lips curled into a wicked smile, the kind that promised both pleasure and humiliation in equal measure. “Then you’re gonna earn it.”

She didn’t wait for his answer. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of his slacks with a practiced ease, yanking them down along with his boxers in one swift, unceremonious pull. His cock sprang free, already leaking, already begging for her touch, bobbing in the air as if waving hello. A fat bead of precum glistened at the tip, and she eyed it with a predatory sort of delight.

Naomi’s tongue flicked out, slow and deliberate, tracing the underside of his shaft from root to tip like she was licking the last bit of frosting from a spoon. “Mmm,” she hummed, the vibration zipping straight through him, “you’re so hard for this, aren’t you? Just aching for it.” She sounded genuinely amused, and a little bit thrilled, like she was playing with a particularly eager puppy.

Greg whimpered, the sound high and pathetic, and he didn’t care. “P-please—”

“Please what?” Naomi teased, her fingers wrapping around his base in a firm, sure grip, her thumb swiping over the tip to collect the precum that beaded there. She brought it to her lips, licking it clean with a satisfied mmm, her eyes never leaving his. The gesture was obscenely casual, as if she were tasting a fine wine. “You want me to suck you? Is that what you want, Greg?” She leaned forward, her breath ghosting over the sensitive head, and he could feel the heat of her mouth so close it was agony.

“Y-yeah,” he gasped, his hips bucking again, his fingers gripping the arms of his chair. “I—I want you to—please, Naomi, your mouth—”

Naomi chuckled, low and knowing, a dark little laugh that made his balls tighten. Then her lips finally closed around him, enveloping the head in wet, velvet heat, and Greg’s eyes rolled back in his head. She took him in slow, deep, her tongue swirling around the tip before she pulled back just enough to speak, his cock still in her mouth, her words muffled and dirty. “You taste good, baby,” she murmured, the vibrations making him tremble. “But you’re not the one who’s gonna make me come.” She sucked hard, her cheeks hollowing, and then pulled off with a wet pop that left him gasping.

Greg groaned as she took him deeper again, her throat fluttering around him like a vice, her hand stroking his shaft in time with her mouth, slick with her spit. “N-No,” he whimpered, his voice trembling, his whole body on fire. “You’re gonna—you’re gonna let Malik—” He couldn’t finish the sentence, too overwhelmed by the image of her writhing under another man while he watched.

Naomi pulled off with a pop, her lips glistening and her grin absolutely sinful. “That’s right,” she purred, her fingers tracing his balls in a featherlight tease before she stood, her skirt still hiked up, her pussy glistening with Malik’s cum, a creamy sheen that caught the light. She was utterly unashamed, and the sight made Greg’s mouth water. “I’m gonna let him ruin me. And then?” She leaned down, her breath hot against his ear, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “You’re gonna clean me up. Every last drop.”

Greg’s cock ached so badly he thought he might die. “Y-you’re serious?” he rasped, disbelieving but so, so hopeful.

Naomi’s smile was pure sin, all teeth and sparkle. “Oh, Greg,” she sighed, her fingers tangling in his hair as she pulled him up by the collar, forcing him to stand on shaking legs. “You have no idea how serious I am.” She gave his hair a little tug for emphasis, and his dick jumped.

Then she turned—and with a wink over her shoulder that made his heart stutter—she walked to the connecting door that led to Malik’s office and knocked, a crisp, playful rap of knuckles against the wood.

Malik answered almost immediately, as if he’d been waiting just on the other side, and Greg’s mouth went dry.

—

The moment the door swung open, Greg’s breath caught in his throat like a physical thing. Malik stood there, framed in the doorway, his chest bare and gleaming with a light sheen of sweat, his abs tight and chiseled under dark skin that seemed to glow in the dim light. His pants were undone, the zipper half-down, and his cock—already half-hard, already throbbing with obvious anticipation—jutted forward like an invitation. A lazy, arrogant smirk curled his lips as his dark eyes flicked between Greg and Naomi, lingering on the way Greg’s cock still stood at full mast, the way his cheeks were flushed with embarrassment and lust.

“Well,” Malik drawled, his voice smooth as top-shelf whiskey and just as intoxicating, “aren’t you two eager little things?” He stepped into the room, closing the door behind him, and suddenly the office felt very small, very warm, and very, very charged.

Naomi giggled, a sound so girlishly wicked that Greg’s knees nearly buckled. She pressed herself against Greg’s side, her curves soft and warm through her clothes, her fingers trailing down his chest in a possessive little dance. “Oh, Malik,” she sighed, her voice dripping with honeyed mischief and an excitement that was almost palpable, “you have no idea.” She gave Greg’s hip a little nudge, as if presenting him like a gift.

Malik’s gaze locked onto Greg’s, and for the first time, Greg saw something raw there—something hungry and knowing that made his entire body flush with heat. It was the look of a man who’d seen every fantasy Greg had ever had and was about to make them come true, a look that promised to unravel him completely. “Get on the desk,” Malik ordered, his voice leaving no room for argument, and it wasn’t directed at Greg but at Naomi.

Naomi didn’t hesitate. She turned with a little spin, her skirt flaring, her hands braced on the edge of Greg’s desk—his desk, the one covered in ungraded essays and half-empty coffee cups—and her ass pushed back just enough to make Malik’s breath hitch, a soft hiss of appreciation escaping his lips. “Like this?” she asked, her voice breathless with anticipation, her head turning to look at him over her shoulder, all innocent-eyed and wicked.

“No,” Malik corrected, his fingers wrapping around her wrist with a gentle but firm grip, pulling her back until she was bent over the desk at a deeper angle, her tits pressed against the wood, her back a beautiful arch that made his cock twitch visibly. He adjusted her stance, spreading her thighs just wide enough to expose the glistening, creamy evidence of his previous release on her pussy, a sight that made Greg’s head spin. “Like this. I want you to be comfortable, sweetheart—you’re gonna be there a while.” The possessive, playful tone was a knife edge of delight.

Greg’s cock jerked as Malik’s fingers slid between Naomi’s thighs with a practiced, almost reverent touch, his thumb pressing against her clit in slow, circular strokes that made her gasp, his fingers already slipping inside her, already stretching her open with a wet, squelching sound that filled the room. Malik’s eyes flicked over to Greg, a knowing little smirk playing at the corner of his mouth. “See something you like, professor?” he asked, his voice low and teasing, and Greg could only nod, his tongue too thick to form words.

“Fuck,” Naomi gasped, her nails digging into the desk, scraping against the wood as Malik curled his fingers inside her, crooking them just right. “You’re so good at this. I swear, your fingers should be registered as lethal weapons.” She let out a breathy laugh, and the sound was so joyful, so carefree, that Greg felt his heart clench.

Malik chuckled, low and dark, the sound rumbling through his chest. “And you’re so good at taking it. Now, let’s put on a little show for our guest.” He withdrew his fingers with a slick, obscene sound and brought them to his mouth, licking them clean with a slow, deliberate smack of his lips that had Greg’s knees going weak.

Greg watched, mesmerized, as Malik’s fingers worked inside her again, as her hips rocked back against his touch, her body seeking more, as her breath came in short, sharp gasps. The air was thick with the scent of sex and jasmine, a perfume that would forever be associated with this moment. “Please,” she whimpered, her voice trembling, “please, Malik, fuck me again. I need you inside me.” She wiggled her ass for emphasis, a cheeky little move that made Malik laugh.

Malik didn’t make her wait. With one hand still teasing her clit, he reached down, his cock already fully hard, already throbbing with need and smeared with a fresh bead of precum. He didn’t even bother with a condom—he just lined himself up and pushed inside her with a slick, wet glide, his thick length filling her in one deep, punishing stroke that forced a moan from both of them. Naomi’s body arched like a drawn bow, her cry of pleasure sharp and high.

Naomi screamed, her body arching from the desk, her nails scratching at the wood, leaving little marks that would probably still be there tomorrow. “Fuck, fuck, fuck—yes, Malik, oh my god—” She babbled, lost, her hair spilling over her shoulders as she pushed back against him.

Greg’s hand flew to his own cock, stroking himself with a desperate, frantic rhythm as he watched, as he felt the way Malik’s hips snapped against Naomi’s ass in a primal, driving tempo, as he heard the slap of skin on skin—loud, wet, unapologetic—the grunt of Malik’s effort, the wet sounds of her getting ruined all over again. The desk creaked under their weight, pens and a stapler rattling with every thrust, and Greg thought it was the most beautiful symphony he’d ever heard.

“You like that, don’t you?” Malik growled, his voice rough with need and affection, his free hand sliding up Naomi’s spine to tangle in her hair, pulling her head back gently until her throat was exposed, a long, elegant line that he could mark if he wanted. “You like being used by a real man? Being my good little cocksleeve?” The words were dirty but the tone was playful, almost fond, and Naomi mewled in response.

“Y-yeah,” Naomi gasped, her voice breaking on a moan. “Fuck, yes—I love it, I love being yours, I love being used—” Each word was punctuated by a slap of Malik’s hips, driving the point home.

Malik’s fingers tightened in her hair, tugging just enough to make her eyes water, but she was grinning, a wild, blissed-out grin that Greg could see from the side. “Then take it,” he ordered, his voice leaving no room for argument but full of sinful pleasure. “Take every fucking inch like the greedy girl you are.”

Greg’s cock ached, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he watched, as he felt the way Malik’s cock pounded into her, slick and glistening with each withdrawal, as he heard the way Naomi’s moans grew louder, more desperate, more needy. She was a wreck of sensation, and it was glorious. Greg’s hand was a blur on his own shaft, but he didn’t dare come, not yet, not without permission.

“I’m gonna come,” she whimpered, her voice high and cracking, her whole body tensing like a spring. “I’m gonna come for you, Malik—oh god, right there, right there—”

“Do it,” Malik growled, his hips snapping faster, harder, his cock slamming into her with a punishing rhythm that had the desk skidding a few inches. “Come all over my cock, soak me, baby.” He leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back, and bit her shoulder gently, a sting of pleasure that sent her over the edge.

Naomi screamed, her body trembling violently, her pussy clenching around Malik’s cock so tightly that he groaned, his rhythm faltering for a moment. She came with a gush, her release drenching him, her thighs shaking as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her, her cries echoing off the bookshelves.

Malik groaned, his cock pulsing inside her, and then he was coming too, his cum filling her in hot, thick pulses, his fingers still tangled in her hair, his breath hot against her ear as he rode out his orgasm with a deep, satisfied grunt. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction but gentle, “such a good fucking girl.” He nuzzled her neck, and she collapsed forward on the desk, spent and trembling, her breath coming in sharp, elated gasps.

Malik pulled out with a pop, his cock glistening with her release and his own cum, a thick, creamy mess that dripped down her thighs in slow, lazy rivulets. The air was thick with the scent of sex, and Greg could see the mingled fluids catching the light, an obscene masterpiece.

And then—

“Now,” Malik said, his voice leaving no room for argument but with a wicked, playful grin pulling at his lips, “it’s your turn, Greg.” He gestured toward Naomi’s glistening, well-used pussy with a flourish, like a game-show host revealing the prize.

Greg’s breath hitched, his heart hammering. This was it.

Naomi turned her head slowly, her lips swollen and her mascara just slightly smudged, her eyes dark with satisfaction but bright with mischief. “You want to clean me up, baby?” she purred, her fingers trailing down her own chest, over her stomach, until she cupped herself between her thighs, spreading her folds with her fingers to show him the mess. “You want to lick every last drop off my pussy? Taste what a real man gave me?” She gave her hips a little wiggle, the action so damn inviting that Greg’s mouth literally watered.

Greg’s cock jerked in his hand, leaking a fresh smear of precum. He could barely breathe.

Naomi smirked, her fingers sliding between her folds, gathering some of Malik’s cum on her fingertips, her thumb pressing against her clit in a lazy circle that made her moan softly. “Mmm,” she hummed, bringing her slick fingers to her own mouth and sucking them clean, an exaggerated noise of pleasure that was pure theater. “You do want that, don’t you? Want to be our good little boy?” She arched an eyebrow, the challenge clear.

Greg’s breath came in ragged gasps. “Y-yeah,” he managed, his voice cracking like a teenager’s. “I—I want to—please, Naomi, let me taste you—let me taste both of you—please—” He was babbling, and he didn’t care.

Naomi’s smile was wicked, a cat who’d cornered a very willing mouse. “Then kneel,” she ordered, her voice leaving no room for argument but full of playful delight.

Greg didn’t hesitate. He dropped to his knees in front of her so fast he nearly bruised them, his trembling hands reaching up to gently pull her ruined skirt higher, exposing her soaked, glistening pussy completely. He could feel the heat radiating off her, could see the way Malik’s cum dripped down her inner thighs in thick, pearly trails, mixing with her own arousal. It was the most intoxicating sight of his life.

“Good boy,” Naomi purred, her fingers tangling in his hair, urging him closer, pulling his face to within an inch of her wetness. “Now lick it clean. Every. Single. Drop.” She rocked her hips forward just a fraction, and the scent of her—musky, sweet, and something utterly primal—filled his world.

Greg’s tongue flicked out, slow and hesitant at first, but the moment he tasted the salt of Malik’s cum and the sweet of Naomi’s arousal, all hesitation fled. He swiped a broad, flat-tongued lick from the very bottom of her slit, gathering the creamy mixture, and then moaned at the taste. It was incredible—raw and forbidden and exactly what he’d been craving.

“Mmm,” Naomi hummed, her hips rocking forward just enough to make his tongue plunge deeper inside her, exploring her sensitive, swollen folds, “that’s it, baby. Lick it up. Clean me up nice and thorough. You’re doing so well.” Her praise was a heady drug, and Greg redoubled his efforts.

Greg obeyed with an eagerness that bordered on worship, his tongue swirling around her clit, flicking at the sensitive nub until she gasped, his fingers spreading her open to get at every last bit of Malik’s release, his breath hot against her pussy as he devoured her, as he tasted every last drop of Malik’s cum, as he felt the way her thighs trembled against his cheeks, as he heard the way her moans grew louder, more desperate, more needy. He licked along the crease of her thigh, lapping up a stray streak of cum, and then returned to her center, plunging his tongue inside her, seeking the taste of them combined.

“Fuck,” Naomi gasped, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer, her hips rocking against his face, riding his tongue with wild abandon. “You’re so good at this, baby. So fucking good. I knew you’d be a natural.” She laughed, a breathless, delighted sound, and the sheer joy in it made Greg’s heart swell even as his dick throbbed painfully.

Greg’s cock ached from being untouched, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he licked her clean, as he tasted her, as he felt the way her pussy clenched around his tongue, as he heard the way her moans grew louder, more frantic. He was completely lost in her, his jaw aching but his spirit soaring.

“I’m gonna come,” Naomi whimpered, her hips bucking, her whole body tightening. “I’m gonna come all over your face, baby—drink me up, make me come again—” She was begging now, and the sound undid him.

“Do it,” Greg gasped against her, his tongue swirling faster, harder, his fingers spreading her open, his breath hot against her pussy, his free hand reaching up to grope her ass and pull her harder onto his face. “Come all over me, Naomi—give it to me, please—”

Naomi screamed, her body trembling violently, her pussy clenching around his tongue as she came, a fresh wave of liquid heat drenching his face, her thighs shaking and clamping around his head as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. She cried out his name—“Greg! Oh my god, Greg!”—and he lapped up every drop of her release, savoring the taste of her ecstasy.

Greg groaned, his cock aching, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he licked her clean, as he tasted her, as he felt the way her pussy pulsed around his tongue, as he heard the way her moans faded into contented little humming sounds, as he saw the way her eyes darkened with satisfaction and affection when he finally looked up at her, his chin dripping and his face a mess.

“Good boy,” Naomi purred, her fingers still tangled in his hair, tugging him up onto his feet with surprising strength. She pulled him close, her body flush against his, and Greg could feel the wetness of her pussy against his still-hard cock. “Such a good boy.” She kissed him then, deep and filthy and sweet, and he could taste herself on his lips, taste Malik’s cum, the combination intoxicating.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered against his mouth, her voice a dark, possessive purr that sent shivers down his spine. “Both of you.” She glanced over at Malik, who was watching with a predatory, delighted smile.

Greg’s cock jerked at the promise, at the weight of that declaration. He belonged to them.

Malik stepped forward, the space between them vanishing, his large hand wrapping around Greg’s wrist and pulling him away from Naomi, turning him to face his bare, sweat-sheened chest. “And you,” Malik growled, his voice leaving no room for argument but laced with a teasing warmth that eased the last of Greg’s nerves, “are ours.” He said it like the most natural thing in the world, and Greg’s heart soared.

Greg’s breath hitched, his eyes wide and utterly captivated.

And then—

Malik’s lips crashed against his, claiming and thorough, his tongue slipping into Greg’s mouth without preamble, the taste familiar from Naomi but now directly from the source, a rich, masculine flavor that made Greg’s knees buckle. The kiss was a promise, a brand, and Greg moaned into it, his free hand coming up to grip Malik’s shoulder for support, feeling the hard muscle under his palm. Malik kissed like he fucked—with confident, unyielding authority—and Greg melted, his own tongue tangling eagerly, surrendering completely.

When they finally broke apart, both breathless, Malik’s dark eyes were dancing with mischief. “Now,” he murmured, his voice rough with need but full of wicked promise, his thumb brushing over Greg’s swollen lower lip, “it’s your turn to learn the first lesson.”

Greg’s heart pounded so hard he could hear it in his ears, his body trembling with anticipation, his cock still rock-hard and dripping. Naomi slipped up behind him, pressing her soft curves against his back, her lips warm on his ear. “Don’t worry, baby,” she whispered, her voice a dark, playful purr, “we’ll be gentle. At first.”

And the three of them, tangled in the dim light of Greg’s office with the scent of sex and jasmine thick in the air, stood on the edge of something that promised to change everything.




Chapter 3

The fluorescent lights overhead didn’t just buzz—they hummed, a low, persistent drone that vibrated through the stale office air and settled deep in Greg’s molars. The glow they cast was the color of bleached bone, sterile and unforgiving, turning the mountain of ungraded midterms on his desk into a monument to his own procrastination. But Greg couldn’t focus on any of that, not with the way his fingers were still quivering, the ghost of Malik’s grip still branded around his wrist like a too-tight watch. It had been a possessive clamp, a casual claim, and every nerve ending in Greg’s body was still singing with the aftershock. Owning him—that was the only word for it.

The air itself had changed, thickened with a perfume that was equal parts floral and feral. Jasmine, yes, that was Naomi’s signature, a sweetness that used to make him think of summer and easy laughter. But now it was laced with something sharper, a musky undertow that was pure, undiluted arousal. He didn’t need to turn his head to know she was still there, still draped against his back like a living silk sheet. Her scent was on his collar, in the weave of his desk chair, coiling in his lungs with every shallow breath. He was marinating in it, and the worst part was how much he liked it.

She was a warm, relentless pressure along his spine, her breasts pillowed against his shoulder blades, her hips nestled right above the curve of his ass. Her breath came in soft, deliberate puffs against the shell of his ear, each exhalation sending a cascade of goosebumps racing down his neck. Her fingers were drawing idle, maddening spirals over his chest, tracing the landscape of his pectorals through the thin cotton of his shirt, and every circle felt like a promise she had no intention of keeping gently. “We’ll be gentle,” she had whispered earlier, her voice a silken lie. But there was nothing gentle in the crescent-moon imprints her nails were leaving, sharp little bites of sensation that made his cock twitch against his zipper. No gentleness at all in the memory of Malik’s voice rumbling from the doorway, a low, amused thunder that had rolled over both of them like a gathering storm.

“First lesson,” Malik had announced, and the words had been a velvet-wrapped command. He pushed off the doorframe with a deliberate slowness, the soles of his Italian leather shoes clicking a steady, measured rhythm on the industrial carpet—click, click, click—each step a countdown to something inevitable. “You’re going to learn how to serve.” The word dropped into the quiet room like a stone into still water, and Greg felt the ripples all the way down to his balls.

Greg’s breath snagged on something sharp in his throat. Panic? No, not quite. A sane man would have been terrified. A sane man would have shrugged Naomi off, spun around, demanded to know what the hell kind of game this was. But sanity had left the building the moment he’d felt Naomi’s thighs quiver against his, the way they’d trembled like plucked strings when Malik had first reached out and laid a single, proprietary finger against her cheek. That tiny, involuntary shudder had been the realest thing Greg had ever witnessed, and it had short-circuited every rational circuit in his brain. Now, with Malik standing a few feet away, his dark eyes gleaming with the patient, amused hunger of a big cat watching a pair of flustered gazelles, Greg understood that he’d already tumbled past the point of no return. He was lost, and the GPS was broken.

Naomi’s lips found the side of his neck, a soft, damp press just below his earlobe, followed by the faintest scrape of teeth—a playful, threatening graze that made his hips jerk involuntarily. “Look at him,” she breathed, the words a dark, honeyed command that seemed to bypass his ears and sink directly into his spine. “Look at what’s yours.”

He turned his head, just enough, his cheek nearly brushing her temple. Malik was still leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed over a chest that strained the buttons of his dress shirt, his posture a study in casual dominance. But it was the sight below his belt that made Greg’s mouth go dry as chalk. Malik’s cock was already stirring, a thick, promising ridge that pressed against the fine wool of his slacks, a half-hard announcement of intent. The man was tall—taller than Greg, broader—and he wore his power like a tailored suit. Greg’s stomach clenched, a hot, tight fist of something that was equal parts dread and desperate, clawing want. He swallowed, but his throat was a desert.

Malik’s lips curved, a slow, knowing smirk that crinkled the corners of his eyes. It was the smile of a man who had read the whole menu and already knew what he was ordering. “You’re very good at watching, Greg,” he observed, his voice a silken drawl. He uncrossed his arms and pushed off the frame, taking a single, deliberate step forward. “But watching isn’t enough. Not for us.” The us was a caress, a velvet cage.

Greg’s pulse was a timpani drum in his ears, a frantic, primal rhythm that drowned out thought. He should argue. He should fight, should summon some shred of indignation. But Naomi’s hips had begun a slow, sinuous roll against his back, a hypnotic grind that matched the lazy, possessive patterns her fingertips were tracing over the planes of his stomach. It was too much sensation, too much realness in a world that had, until twenty minutes ago, consisted only of paper cuts and faculty meetings.

Malik’s hand moved faster than Greg could track, a sudden, decisive strike that ended with his fingers clamped around Greg’s chin, tilting his face up with a firm, unyielding pressure. The grip forced eye contact, and Greg found himself staring into pupils blown wide with a desire that mirrored his own. “You want to be part of this,” Malik stated, not a question, a velvet-backed threat, “then you earn it.”

Greg’s lungs were bellows, pumping uselessly. His voice came out as a cracked whisper, a single, shivering syllable. “Y-yes.”

The smirk on Malik’s face deepened, carving dimples that were utterly at odds with the predatory glint in his eye. “Good boy.” The praise was a warm, liquid gold that pooled in Greg’s gut.

And then Naomi’s hands were at his belt, her clever, manicured fingers making short work of the buckle with a series of efficient tugs and a metallic clink. She popped the button of his trousers, and the sound of his zipper descending was a rough, thrilling rasp. His cock sprang out, thick and ruddy and desperately hard, the tip already glazed with a slick, eager bead of pre-cum. Naomi’s breath caught audibly, a tiny, satisfied oh that ghosted across his skin as she wrapped her fingers around his shaft. Her touch was butterfly-light, a teasing, almost clinical exploration that made his hips buck forward, chasing friction.

“Fuck,” Greg groaned, the word tearing out of him, raw and unpolished.

Malik chuckled, a low, dark sound that seemed to originate somewhere deep in his chest. “Impatient, aren’t we?” He stepped in closer, and then his hand joined Naomi’s, his larger, calloused palm covering the back of her fingers, guiding their combined grip up and down Greg’s length in a slow, synchronized stroke. The contrast of textures—Naomi’s smooth skin, Malik’s rough palm, the silken heat of his own cock—was a sensory overload. “You’re going to learn patience,” Malik murmured, his voice a promise and a threat.

Greg’s vision swam, the edges of the room blurring into a watercolor wash of fluorescent light and cheap office furniture. The way they touched him was a lesson in controlled torment—slow, deliberate, possessive. His cock throbbed in their shared grasp, his balls drawing up tight and heavy, and then Naomi leaned in, her lips brushing the sensitive rim of his ear.

“You’re ours now,” she whispered, her breath a hot, intimate ghost. “And we’re going to use you.” The words were a silken noose, and Greg felt himself leaning into the trap.

Malik’s hand withdrew, leaving Greg’s cock bobbing, cold and bereft. For a split second, Greg thought the game was over, that they were going to leave him hanging. But then Malik’s fingers found the hem of his shirt, bunching the fabric and pulling it upward with a brisk efficiency. Greg raised his arms without being asked, and the shirt was whisked over his head and discarded onto the floor, a forgotten rag. He stood there, bare-chested, his skin prickling in the cool office air, his chest heaving, his cock still jutting obscenely from his open fly.

Naomi’s hands were on his shoulders now, a gentle but implacable pressure that urged him downward. Greg’s knees buckled, and he sank onto the industrial-grade carpet, the rough fibers biting into his skin through his trousers. He didn’t care. His entire world had narrowed to the view of Malik’s polished shoes stepping into his line of sight, and the feeling of Naomi’s fingers tracing the waistband of his pants from behind, a light, almost mocking caress that promised nothing but demanded everything.

“Look up,” Malik ordered, his voice a gravelly rumble.

Greg obeyed instantly, his chin tilting back, his eyes locking onto Malik’s. He heard the zip of his own fly being pulled the rest of the way down, felt the cool air kiss the full length of his freed cock. Then Malik’s hand was around his throat, a warm, firm collar of flesh and bone. The grip wasn’t tight enough to cut off air, but it was tight enough to make Greg feel the possession in every thready pulse of his carotid artery. He was owned.

“You’re going to suck my cock,” Malik said, the words a dark, irrevocable commandment. “And you’re going to love every second of it.”

Greg’s breath stuttered. A flicker of the old, cautious Greg—the one who graded papers and avoided conflict—whispered that he should be terrified, should refuse. But then Naomi’s fingers traced the line of his jaw from behind, a delicate, coaxing touch, and he saw her eyes, dark and heavy-lidded with a hunger that mirrored the ache in his own groin. It was too much. He leaned forward, his lips brushing the blunt, velvety tip of Malik’s cock, tasting the salt-sweet tang of his skin, the faint musk of clean sweat.

Malik groaned, a deep, resonant sound, and his fingers tightened in Greg’s hair, not pulling, just anchoring. “That’s it,” he murmured, his voice softening into something almost tender. “Just like that.”

Greg opened his mouth and took Malik inside, his lips stretching around the thick, flared head. His tongue swirled, tracing the ridge, lapping at the slit, before he relaxed his jaw and slid down, taking him deeper. Malik’s cock was a hot, heavy invasion, filling his mouth, stretching the corners of his lips, pressing against the soft palate at the back of his throat. Greg moaned, a helpless, muffled sound, and the vibration hummed along Malik’s shaft, drawing a sharp hiss from above.

Naomi’s hands were on his shoulders, her nails digging in with a delicious, biting pressure, ten tiny points of encouragement. “Good boy,” she purred, her voice a warm, approving rumble against his ear. “Just like that.”

Malik’s hips began to move, a slow, experimental roll at first, testing the waters of Greg’s throat. Then the rhythm quickened, his cock beginning to pound into Greg’s mouth with a focused, driving intensity. Greg gagged, his throat convulsing around the intrusion, his eyes watering until the fluorescent lights fractured into starbursts. But he didn’t pull away, didn’t even try. He couldn’t. Not with Naomi’s fingers tangling in his hair alongside Malik’s, not with Malik’s free hand cupping his chin, thumb pressing against the hinge of his jaw to open him wider, forcing him to take every thick, demanding inch.

“Fuck,” Malik growled, the word a guttural, almost pained sound as his hips snapped forward. “You’re so good at this.”

Greg’s own cock was a neglected, throbbing barometer of his arousal, bobbing untouched against his stomach. His balls ached with a hollow, desperate need, and he could feel the sticky, persistent leak of pre-cum smearing a damp trail across the front of his trousers. He was dripping, making a mess of himself, but he didn’t dare reach down and touch. Not yet. That wasn’t part of the lesson.

Malik’s cock swelled, impossibly harder, and his rhythm faltered, his hips stuttering into a frantic, jerky cadence. With a final, guttural groan, he came, his release flooding Greg’s throat in hot, pulsing spurts. Greg swallowed, his lips forming a tight seal around the base of Malik’s shaft, drinking down every drop of the bitter-salt offering. His own body trembled with the effort, every muscle strung tight with a need that bordered on pain.

When Malik finally pulled out, his cock slipping from Greg’s lips with a slick, obscene sound, Greg was left kneeling there, breathless and hollow. His cock ached, a rigid, weeping column of flesh, and his entire body felt alive, every nerve ending singing a chorus of raw, unfulfilled desire.

Malik’s hand found his chin again, tilting his face up. “Now,” he said, his voice still rough from his climax, “it’s her turn.”

Greg didn’t hesitate, didn’t even think. He pivoted on his knees, his hands finding Naomi’s hips, and before she could draw a breath, his mouth was on her. He buried his face in the heat of her, his tongue spearing through her slick folds, finding the swollen pearl of her clit. She gasped, a sharp, broken sound, and her fingers fisted in his hair as he licked her with a focused, devotional intensity, slow and flat at first, then faster, his tongue swirling and flicking before plunging inside her.

“Oh God—Greg, yes—!” she cried, her hips rocking against his face in a desperate, instinctive grind.

Malik’s hand was there, a firm pressure on the back of her neck, guiding her posture, pushing her down until she was straddling Greg’s face, her thighs bracketing his ears. Her tits swayed with the motion, the nipples pebbled and dark, and she rode his tongue with an abandon that made Greg’s cock throb in sympathy. He could feel his own pre-cum dripping onto the carpet, but he didn’t stop, couldn’t stop, not with her moans filling the room like a profane hymn, not with Malik’s fingers tangling in her hair, forcing her to press down harder.

“That’s it,” Malik growled, his voice a low, approving snarl. “Ride his face like a good girl.”

Naomi’s breath shattered into ragged, keening gasps, her body beginning to tremble, a live wire of impending climax. And then she came, her pussy clenching in rhythmic, milking pulses around Greg’s thrusting tongue, a flood of slick heat that he lapped at, devouring her, drinking her down like a man dying of thirst. His own cock was a forgotten monument of aching need, jerking against his belly with every beat of his heart.

When she finally pulled away, her thighs slick with her own pleasure and his saliva, Greg was left kneeling there, his body a quivering mess of alive desire, his cock throbbing in a fist he didn’t remember making.

Malik’s hand was on his shoulder, the grip strong and commanding, pulling him up from the floor. “Now,” he said, his voice a rough purr, “it’s your turn.”

Greg didn’t hesitate. He turned, and his mouth found Malik’s cock again, already half-hard and glistening from his own earlier release. Greg’s tongue swirled around the thick, familiar head, cleaning the lingering taste of himself from the skin, before taking him deep inside. Malik groaned, his fingers tangling in Greg’s hair with a renewed, possessive energy, and then he was fucking Greg’s mouth, his hips snapping forward, his cock pounding into the willing, eager channel of Greg’s throat. The second time was rougher, faster, a claiming rather than a lesson.

Naomi’s hands were on Greg’s shoulders, her nails digging in with a fierce, approving pressure as she watched. “Good boy,” she purred, her voice a warm, sated sigh. “Just like that.”

Greg’s cock throbbed, his balls aching with a desperate, pent-up pressure as he sucked Malik off, his own pleasure a distant, secondary concern. He was dripping again, a steady, pearlescent leak that stained his trousers, but he didn’t dare touch himself. Not yet. The command hadn’t come.

Malik’s cock swelled once more, his hips stuttering, and he came with a guttural groan, his release filling Greg’s throat for the second time. Greg swallowed, his lips sealed like a supplicant, drinking every drop, his own body trembling with a need so acute it was almost a form of pain.

When Malik finally pulled out, Greg was left kneeling there, breathless and utterly spent in spirit, his cock aching, his whole being alive with a desperate, unquenched fire.

Malik’s hand cupped his chin, lifting his face with a gentle but insistent pressure. “Now,” he said, his voice a rough, velvet command, “you’re going to fuck her.”

Greg’s breath hitched. That old, sensible voice made one last, feeble attempt to assert itself—you should be terrified, you should refuse—but it was drowned out by the sight of Naomi’s eyes, dark and liquid with a hunger that mirrored his own, by the way her delicate fingers traced the line of his jaw. It was too much. He surged to his feet, his mouth crashing onto hers in a bruising, desperate kiss, his tongue sweeping past her lips to plunder the warm, welcoming heat. His hands gripped her hips, and he lifted her, depositing her onto the edge of the desk with a thud that sent a stack of papers cascading to the floor.

Naomi gasped, her back arching in a graceful, wanton curve as Greg positioned himself and fucked her, his cock slamming into her wet, waiting heat in a single, deep stroke. He set a punishing rhythm, his hips snapping forward, the sound of his balls slapping against her ass a lewd, percussive beat. She moaned, a high, keening sound, her nails raking down his shoulders as she came almost instantly, her pussy clenching around his cock in a series of tight, fluttering spasms that milked him with an exquisite, maddening grip.

“Fuck—!” Greg groaned, the word ripped from his chest as his own climax barreled down on him. His hips stuttered, losing their rhythm, and he came with a guttural, almost pained cry, his release filling her in hot, pulsing jets, ruining her for any man who might come after.

When he finally pulled out, his cock slipping free with a wet, spent sound, Greg was left standing there, breathless and shaking, his body still humming with a low-voltage current of alive desire.

Malik’s hand was on his shoulder, a steadying, commanding presence. “Now,” he said, his voice a rough whisper, “you’re going to clean her up.”

Greg didn’t hesitate. He dropped back to his knees, his mouth finding Naomi’s slick, well-used folds once more. His tongue swirled around her clit, still hypersensitive, before diving inside her to lick her clean, savoring the mingled taste of her pleasure and his own seed. She moaned, a soft, overstimulated sound, her fingers tangling in his hair, not to guide, but just to hold on.

When he finally pulled away, leaving her clean and glistening, Greg was left kneeling there, breathless, his body still alive with a current of desire that had no outlet.

Malik’s hand was on his shoulder, pulling him up with a firm, insistent pressure. “Now,” he said, his voice a rough, final command, “you’re going to listen.”

Greg obeyed. He stood, swaying slightly, his eyes fixed on Malik’s.

“From now on,” Malik said, his voice a dark, silken promise that settled over Greg like a second skin, “you’re ours.”

Greg’s breath hitched. The sensible man was gone, buried under an avalanche of sensation and surrender. He should have been terrified. He should have fought, clawed back some shred of autonomy. But Naomi’s fingers were tracing his jaw, a delicate, possessive caress, and her eyes were dark, warm pools of hunger that promised so much more. It was too much.

And he wanted it. More than he’d ever wanted anything.

“Yes,” Greg whispered, the word a sacred, irrevocable vow. “I’m yours.”

Malik smirked, that same slow, knowing curve of his lips. “Good boy.”

And then Naomi’s lips were on his, her tongue swirling around his in a lazy, possessive dance, her hands gripping his still-sensitive cock with a playful, proprietary squeeze. She led him, a stumbling, willing captive, to the worn leather couch against the wall, where Malik was already waiting, sprawled with a lazy, dominant grace. His cock was hard again, a testament to the evening’s endless appetite, and his eyes were dark with a hunger that promised further lessons.

“Now,” Malik said, his voice a dark command that thrummed in Greg’s very bones, “you’re going to learn.”

And Greg obeyed. Wholeheartedly, unreservedly, and with a desperate, joyful abandon that would have shocked the man he’d been just an hour ago. The lesson, it seemed, was just beginning.




Chapter 4

The couch sagged and groaned under Malik’s weight as he shifted with an almost lazy, predatory grace, his broad shoulders rolling as he sank deeper into the worn leather cushions. Greg was still kneeling between Naomi’s spread thighs, his fingers trembling not from fear but from the electric, pulse-racing thrill of being wanted like this—openly, hungrily, with a kind of playful menace that made his whole body hum. The air was thick with the scent of sex, a heady cocktail of sweat and leather and something darker, something that coiled low in Greg’s gut and made his cock throb insistently against the taut fabric of his slacks. Malik’s gaze flicked down, lingering on the damp trail Greg’s tongue had just painted up Naomi’s inner thigh, leaving her skin glistening and flushed, her folds visibly slick and puffy from his earlier attention.

“Good,” Malik murmured, his voice a gravelly rumble of approval that sent a shiver down Greg’s spine. “But we’re not done with you yet.” He tasted the word ‘yet’ like a promise, letting it hang in the warm, musky air.

Naomi’s fingers tangled in Greg’s hair with a possessive little tug, her nails scraping lightly against his scalp in a way that made him groan. She tilted her head back just enough to catch Malik’s eye, her smile slow and satisfied, lips swollen and dark from kisses. “Oh, Malik,” she purred, her voice a silken drawl that dripped with amusement, “I think our little Greg has earned a reward. Don’t you?”

Malik’s lips curled into a sharp, knowing smirk, a dimple flashing in his cheek. “Mmm. And what do you think he’s earned, Naomi?” He let his eyes trail over Greg’s kneeling form, taking in the sheen of sweat on his neck, the frantic pulse point visible there.

She leaned forward, slow and deliberate, until her breath was a hot, teasing whisper against Greg’s ear. “A chance to prove he’s more than just a pretty face and a willing tongue.” Her hand slid down his chest, fingers trailing over the rise of his pecs, down the plane of his stomach, until she gripped the base of his cock through his pants and gave it a slow, deliberate squeeze that made him jump. “He’s been very good at following orders. But has he been good at learning?”

Greg’s breath hitched audibly. The question hung between them, heavy with implication, with the teasing edge of a game where the rules were just being written. He knew what they wanted. He wanted it too—this was the moment where he stopped being the passive observer, the desperate husband, and became something else. Something better. Something that belonged to them.

“I—I want to,” he whispered, his voice rough and cracking with need. “I want to learn how to please you both.”

Naomi’s laughter was soft, dark, and utterly triumphant, a melody of amusement that wrapped around him. “Oh, Greg,” she sighed, shaking her head as if genuinely disappointed, though her eyes sparkled with mischief. “You’re so eager. But eagerness isn’t enough.” She released him then, her hand trailing back up his chest with a light scrape of nails before she pushed him back gently, firmly. “Lie down.”

Greg didn’t hesitate—not a single second. He stretched out on the couch beside Naomi, his heart pounding so hard he could feel it in his temples, as Malik loomed over him like a beautiful, dark shadow, blocking the dim office light. The professor’s fingers traced the hem of Greg’s shirt, toying with the fabric before lifting it slowly, baring his chest inch by inch. The cool air made Greg’s skin prickle, but it was Malik’s touch that set him alight—rough fingertips, a possessive drag of knuckles, knowing in a way that made Greg feel utterly seen.

“You’re so fucking pretty,” Malik murmured, his thumb brushing over Greg’s nipple and making it peak instantly into a tight, aching bud. He circled it slowly, watching the reaction, feeling the way Greg arched up into the touch. “Soft. Sensitive. Just like Naomi.” His other hand slid down Greg’s stomach, dipping into the waistband of his pants, popping the button with a flick of his wrist before dragging the zipper down in a slow, deliberate sssh that cut through the heated silence. “But pretty boys like you?” Malik’s voice dropped, darker now, almost a growl. “They don’t last long when they’re not useful.”

Greg’s cock sprang free, already leaking, twitching at the challenge in Malik’s voice. A bead of pre-cum glistened at the tip. “I—I want to be useful,” he breathed, the words tumbling out in a desperate rush.

Naomi’s hand appeared in his line of sight, her fingers wrapping around his shaft with a confident, warm grip. She stroked once, from root to tip, a firm, slow pull that made his hips buck, then leaned in and licked the tip in a slow, deliberate swipe, her tongue flat and slick. “Mmm,” she hummed, her lips glistening, “he’s hard for us. That’s a good start.” She sat up then, swinging a leg over to straddle Greg’s hips, her bare, hot pussy pressing against his thigh, leaving a wet smear on his skin. “But Malik’s right. You’re not just hard. You’re eager. And eagerness gets you nowhere.”

Greg’s breath came faster as Naomi began to rock against him, a slow, grinding rhythm that dragged her slick clit against his flesh, her folds parting and leaving him feeling every ridge and texture. Malik’s hand joined hers, both of them working Greg’s cock in synchronized, teasing strokes—Naomi’s grip light and flickering, Malik’s rough and commanding—until Greg was trembling, his thighs shaking, a litany of soft whimpers spilling from his lips.

“Look at him,” Naomi whispered, her voice dripping with amusement as she glanced over her shoulder at Malik. “He’s begging with his eyes.”

“Good,” Malik growled, his free hand snaking up to grip Greg’s chin, tilting his face up with a gentle but unyielding pressure. “Begging is useful.” His thumb pressed against Greg’s lips, sliding along the seam until they parted obediently. “Now. You’re going to listen very carefully.” He pressed the pad of his thumb against Greg’s tongue, just for a second, tasting his submission. “Naomi and I are going to teach you how to serve a woman. And when you’re done?” Malik’s voice dropped to a dangerous purr, rich with promise. “You’re going to earn your place here.”

Greg nodded, throat dry, his words a wet mumble around Malik’s thumb. “Yes,” he managed. “I’ll learn.”

Naomi’s smile was slow, wicked, a cat’s grin. “Oh, you will.” She shifted, her weight pressing down on Greg’s chest as she leaned in, her nipples brushing his skin. Her lips brushed the shell of his ear. “First lesson?” she murmured, her fingers tangling tighter in his hair and guiding his head down with a firm tug. “You’re going to taste me again. But this time?” Her grip tightened to the point of a sweet ache. “You’re going to make me come without your hands.”

Greg’s breath hitched, a shuddery gasp. “W-with my—”

“Your mouth,” Malik corrected, his voice a dark, velvet command from above. “Your tongue. Your teeth. Whatever it takes.” He said it like a benediction and a dare.

Naomi’s thighs spread wider, her pussy glistening in the low light, the pink folds already swollen and inviting. “That’s right,” she breathed, her voice thick with need, rocking her hips just slightly toward his face. “Use everything. And Greg?” Her fingers dug into his scalp, pulling him closer until his nose was almost brushing her mound. “If you do well?” She glanced up at Malik, her smile sharp as a blade. “Malik gets to decide what your reward is.”

Greg didn’t hesitate. He buried his face between Naomi’s thighs with the fervor of a man starved, his tongue flicking out to taste her in one long, flat stroke—sweet, salty, a tang of arousal that was utterly his in that moment. But this wasn’t just another lick. This was work. Malik’s hand gripped the back of Greg’s head, fingers spreading wide, holding him in place as Naomi’s hips bucked, forcing his face deeper into her heat. She was wet, so wet, and Greg felt it smearing across his lips, his chin, as he opened his mouth wider.

“Fuck,” Naomi gasped, her fingers twisting in his hair, pulling him in a rhythm she set. “That’s it— oh, right there.”

Greg’s tongue lashed against her clit, circling then flicking, his lips sealing around the sensitive nub as he sucked gently, drawing it into his mouth. His teeth grazed it with the lightest pressure, just enough to make her keen, her back arching off the couch. Malik’s other hand snaked down, gripping Greg’s cock and stroking in time with the movements of his mouth—slow then fast, a counterpoint to the rhythm Greg was discovering.

“That’s a good boy,” Malik praised, his voice rough and full of dark satisfaction. “Now use your hands.”

Greg’s fingers found Naomi’s thighs, gripping them tightly, the skin soft and warm under his palms. He lifted her slightly, tilting her hips, his tongue delving deeper, probing at her entrance with a slow, circling tease before flicking back up to her clit. Naomi’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body trembling above him, her inner muscles clenching on nothing, aching for more. He lapped at her, drunk on the taste, his entire world narrowed to the slick heat and the sounds she made.

“Oh fuck—!” she cried, her hips jerking as Greg’s tongue worked faster, a relentless, devoted dance. His lips sealed around her clit again and he sucked hard, cheeks hollowing, his tongue lashing against the underside. Malik’s grip on Greg’s cock tightened, his strokes growing rougher and faster, the friction perfect and maddening.

“You’re so close,” Malik growled, his voice dark with approval, a raw edge of lust. “Look at you—fuck, Greg, you’re eating her like she’s your last meal.” He pumped Greg’s shaft harder, twisting at the head on every upstroke.

Naomi’s nails dug crescents into Greg’s scalp, her breath hitching on a high, desperate whine. “I—I’m gonna—fuck—!”

Greg’s tongue never stopped. He sucked harder, his lips pulling at her clit as if he could draw her orgasm out by will alone, his fingers digging into her thighs to hold her still as the wave crashed over her. Naomi screamed, a raw, beautiful sound, her body convulsing, her hips bucking against his face as she came. Her juices flooded his mouth, hot and pulsing, and he swallowed greedily, the taste intimate and intoxicating.

Malik didn’t let up. His hand worked Greg’s cock faster, his strokes rough and demanding, the wet slide of it obscene in the quiet room. “That’s it,” he growled, voice strained. “Swallow every drop.”

Greg obeyed, his tongue lapping at Naomi’s pussy as she rode out her high, gentle now, soothing, drawing out every last tremor. She quivered in his grip, boneless and panting. When she finally collapsed against him, breathless and draped over his chest, Malik’s hand stilled on Greg’s cock, leaving it aching and unattended.

“Not yet,” Malik murmured, his voice a dark promise that made Greg’s balls tighten. “You’ve earned your reward. But first?” He leaned down, his lips brushing Greg’s ear, the warmth of him a brand. “You’re going to watch.”

Naomi’s fingers trailed down Greg’s chest, her nails scraping lightly over his skin, raising goosebumps. “Mmm,” she hummed, her voice a satisfied purr, “I think our Greg has learned his first lesson very well.” She glanced up at Malik, her eyes gleaming with conspiratorial delight. “Don’t you?”

Malik’s smile was slow, dangerous, and full of intent. “Oh, he has.” He reached for the desk, the wood groaning as he leaned, and pulled out a small, sleek object—handcuffs, cold and silver in the dim light. “But lessons don’t stop here.”

Greg’s breath hitched as Malik clicked the cuff around his wrist with a metallic snick, the cold metal biting into his skin in a way that grounded and excited him. The other end was attached to the couch’s armrest, a sturdy iron loop that had always been there. Now it left Greg spread out, exposed, helpless—his other arm still free but his motion limited, his body stretched and ready.

Naomi’s hand traced a leisurely path down his chest, her fingers wrapping around his cock again, stroking him slowly, a lazy, wet pump. “Now,” she purred, her voice a velvet command, “let’s see how well you really listen.”

Malik’s cock was already hard again, thick and heavy, jutting up toward his navel as he knelt between Naomi’s spread thighs. Greg watched, dazed, as Malik fisted himself once, twice, a quick, rough stroke, then lined himself up, the broad tip pressing against the slick entrance of Naomi’s pussy. She moaned at the contact, her nails digging into Greg’s chest, and Greg felt the tiny pricks of pain like a gift. Malik pushed inside, inch by slow, deliberate inch, and Greg could see every vein, every ridge on that thick shaft as it disappeared into her, stretching her open around him.

“Fuck,” Naomi gasped, her hips rocking back to meet him, taking him deeper. “You feel so good— always so big.”

Greg’s cock twitched painfully, his breath coming in shallow gasps as he watched Malik fill Naomi completely, his balls resting against her, her lips stretched tight. Malik’s hands gripped her hips, fingers dimpling the soft flesh, and he lifted her slightly before slamming her back down in one sharp, wet thrust. The smack of skin on skin echoed, and Naomi cried out, her head tipping back.

“Look at him,” Malik growled, his voice rough with need, his rhythm a relentless pounding that shook the couch. “He’s hard just watching us.”

Naomi’s fingers tightened around Greg’s cock, stroking him in slow, deliberate pulls that matched the slap of Malik’s hips. “That’s because he wants to be part of this,” she breathed, her voice thick with satisfaction, her eyes locked on Greg’s face. “Don’t you, Greg?”

Greg’s breath hitched so hard he nearly choked. “Y-yes,” he whimpered, the word drawn out and broken. “Please—”

Malik’s laughter was dark, triumphant, a rich sound that poured over Greg like warm honey. “Please what?” He punctuated the question with a deep, grinding thrust that made Naomi moan.

“Please let me—”

“Let you what?” Malik’s thrusts grew harder, his cock slamming into Naomi with a wet, rhythmic thud-thud-thud, her back arching, her breasts bouncing.

“Please let me touch you,” Greg begged, his voice breaking into a high, needy cry. “Please— I need—”

Naomi’s smile was wicked, her hand stilling on his cock mid-stroke. “Oh, Greg,” she sighed, shaking her head in mock disappointment, her hips still rocking slowly on Malik’s length. “You’re so desperate.” She leaned down, her sweat-damp hair brushing his cheek, her lips grazing his ear. “But desperation isn’t enough.” She squeezed his cock once, hard, then let go entirely. “You have to earn it.”

Malik groaned, a deep, guttural sound, his hips snapping forward, his cock disappearing inside Naomi before pulling out with a wet, sucking pop. He stayed there, just the tip pressed against her, teasing. “Earn it,” he echoed, his voice rough as gravel. “How?”

Greg’s mind raced, frantic and eager. He knew what they wanted—he could see it in their hungry eyes, the playful cruelty. He wanted to give it to them. “I—I’ll do anything,” he whispered, the promise raw and absolute. “I’ll prove it.”

Naomi’s laughter was soft, dark, and utterly triumphant, a sound that tickled down Greg’s spine. “Oh, you will.” She sat up, a graceful motion that lifted her off Malik’s cock, leaving her pussy glistening and open, then straddled Greg’s chest, her slick heat smearing against his skin. “But first?” She leaned down, her lips brushing Greg’s in a feather-light, teasing kiss, tasting herself on him. “You’re going to watch me ride him.”

Greg’s breath hitched as Naomi positioned herself over Malik again, this time facing Greg, her back to Malik’s chest. She reached down, guided his cock to her entrance, and sank onto it with a moan that vibrated through the air, her head falling back onto Malik’s shoulder. Malik’s hands immediately gripped her hips, lifting her slightly before slamming her back down, his cock disappearing inside her with that same wet, obscene pop. She was so full, and Greg could see it all: the way her folds gripped him, the slickness that ran down his shaft.

“Fuck,” Naomi gasped, her nails digging into Greg’s chest again, leaving little red half-moons. “You’re so big— he fills me up so perfectly.”

Greg’s cock throbbed, twitching against his stomach, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he watched Naomi take Malik from this new angle, her tits bouncing with every hard thrust, her pussy clenching visibly around him. Malik’s hands moved to her waist, his fingers spanning her ribs, and he set a brutal pace, lifting her and slamming her down, the smack-smack-smack of skin on skin filling the air and mingling with her moans.

“You like that, Greg?” Naomi gasped, her voice breathless and high, her eyes half-lidded but locked on his. “You like watching me get ruined?”

“Y-yes,” Greg whimpered, his free hand gripping the couch cushion so hard his knuckles went white. His cock jumped, dripping pre-cum.

Malik’s laughter was dark and triumphant, a rumble that shook his chest. “Good boy.” His hands tightened on Naomi’s waist, and he pulled her down hard, his cock disappearing deep, his hips rolling in a grindy rhythm. “Now,” he growled, looking over her shoulder at Greg, “it’s your turn to learn.”

Naomi’s fingers trailed down Greg’s chest, her nails scraping lightly over his skin, leaving a tingling path. “Mmm,” she hummed, her voice syrupy with satisfaction, “I think our Greg is ready for his next lesson.” She leaned down, her hair tickling his face, and her lips brushed his ear. “But first?” Her hand snaked down and wrapped around his cock, squeezing gently. “You have to ask nicely.”

Greg’s breath hitched, his voice a wrecked whisper. “P-please,” he begged. “Please teach me. I’ll be so good.”

Naomi’s smile was slow, wicked, and she shook her head with a tut. “Oh, Greg,” she sighed, “you’re so eager.” She glanced back at Malik, her eyes gleaming. “But eagerness isn’t enough.”

Malik’s cock was still buried deep inside her, but he pulled out slowly, letting it slide free with a wet sound. “No,” he agreed, his voice rough and certain. “It’s not.” He reached for the desk again, fumbling for a moment, and pulled out a small, sleek object—a black silk blindfold. “But this is.”

Greg’s breath caught in his throat as Malik leaned over him, the scent of sex and masculinity washing over him, and clicked the blindfold over his eyes. The world plunged into darkness, and his other senses exploded: the wet, obscene slap of flesh, Naomi’s breathy gasps, Malik’s low growls, the mingled scent of their arousal thick and dizzying. He could feel the couch shifting, feel the heat of their bodies as they moved.

“Now,” Malik murmured, his voice a dark, commanding thread in the darkness. “You’re going to listen.”

Greg’s breath came faster, ragged and loud in the sudden blindness. He felt Naomi’s weight shift, her hot skin sliding against him as she moved. Her fingers trailed down his chest in a teasing, slow path, tracing the lines of his muscles, until she straddled his hips again. His cock twitched, achingly hard, as he felt her position herself, the slick, hot press of her pussy against his tip.

“Fuck,” Greg groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily.

Naomi’s laughter was a soft, dark, utterly triumphant hum right by his ear. “Oh, Greg,” she sighed, “you’re so ready. I can feel you throbbing.” She sank onto him slowly, an agonizing inch by inch, her pussy stretching around his cock, hot and tight and wet. Her nails dug into his chest as she took him fully, and Greg felt every ridge of her inner walls clenching against him.

“Fuck—!” Greg gasped, his head pressing back into the cushion, his bound hand clenching.

Malik’s hand gripped Greg’s chin, firm and unyielding, tilting his face up into the darkness. “You’re so tight around him,” he growled, his voice rough with approval, right against Greg’s lips. “But you’re not done yet.”

Naomi’s hips began to rock, a slow, grinding rhythm that had her clit rubbing against his pubic bone each time she sank down. Her pussy clenched and fluttered around Greg’s cock, and her breath came in ragged gasps. “Fuck, Greg,” she gasped, “you feel so good—deeper.”

Malik’s hands moved, and Greg heard the shift of him settling behind Naomi. Then her rhythm changed—she was being lifted, pulled back, and slammed down with a wet, rhythmic thud that was Malik’s doing. He was guiding her, using her body to fuck Greg. “Now,” Malik growled, his voice strained with his own need, “you’re going to learn how to please a woman. You feel that, Greg? That’s the pace she needs. Learn it.”

Greg’s breath came faster, his hips trying to match the rhythm even as Malik controlled it. Naomi’s moans grew louder, more desperate, her inner walls fluttering. Greg felt her weight shift, felt Malik’s hand snake around her waist, and then she cried out, a sharp, sudden sound—Malik’s fingers were on her clit, rubbing in rough, fast circles.

“I’m gonna come,” she whimpered, her voice breaking. “Fuck, I’m gonna come— don’t stop.”

Naomi screamed, her body convulsing, and Greg felt her pussy clench around him in rhythmic, powerful waves that milked his cock. His own release was so close, a burning coil at the base of his spine, but Malik’s hand suddenly gripped the base of him hard, staving it off. Greg groaned, a broken, desperate sound.

Malik didn’t stop moving her. He kept fucking her onto Greg’s cock, his own hardness pressed against her back, as she rode out her high, her moans turning to whimpers. “You ready for the real lesson, Greg?” he growled, his voice dark and full of promise. “Because just feeling a woman come isn’t enough. You need to know what to do after.”

Naomi’s fingers, still trembling, trailed down Greg’s chest, her nails scraping lightly over his skin. “Oh, he’s ready, Malik,” she purred, her voice thick with satisfaction and a hint of exhaustion. “Aren’t you, Greg? You want to know how to keep me trembling for hours?”

Greg’s breath hitched, his voice a raw whisper. “Y-yes,” he said. “Please. Teach me everything.”

Malik’s laughter was dark, triumphant, a sound that filled the blindfolded darkness. “Good boy.” His hand moved from the base of Greg’s cock, and he gave it a long, slow stroke that had Greg jerking. “Now,” he growled, leaning close so Greg could feel his breath, “you’re going to learn how to please a woman—inside and out. With your fingers, your tongue, your words. And only when you’ve got her screaming my name will we think about letting you come.”

And Greg obeyed. Wholeheartedly, unreservedly, and with a desperate, joyful abandon that would have shocked the man he’d been just an hour ago. He nodded into the darkness, his cock still buried in Naomi’s heat, and let the lessons wash over him.

The lesson, it seemed, was just beginning—and Greg couldn’t wait to be an A+ student.




Chapter 5

The blindfold was still pressed against Greg’s face, the soft silk so damp with his sweat and Naomi’s tears—those glistening pearls of pleasure, of surrender, of something unspoken that hummed in the air between them—that it clung to his skin like a second, secret layer. His wrists were bound behind his back with Malik’s whisper-thin tie, the knot a deliberate, rough kiss against his pulse points, sending tiny jolts of sensation that kept him tethered to the moment, reminding him that every breath, every heartbeat, was a gift bestowed by the two people who owned this room. He wasn’t in control. Not a single inch of him wanted to be.

And God, that felt gloriously filthy.

The office was a cocoon of decadent scents: Naomi’s sweet, heady musk, the faint, salty shimmer of Malik’s pre-cum still drying on Greg’s lips, and the sharp, clean edge of his own arousal rising like steam from his skin. The world outside was a muted hum—the printer’s rhythmic whisper, the distant laughter of students who had no idea that Greg’s entire universe had been rewritten on a mahogany desk. But Greg? He’d left that world behind. His mind was a delicious, throbbing blank, filled only with the stretch of his cock buried deep inside Naomi’s quivering heat, her pussy clenching around him in slow, deliberate, milking waves as if she were trying to wrench every last drop of sensation from his aching length.

She was sprawled across Malik’s desk like a delectable feast, her skirt rucked up around her waist, those creamy thighs glazed with a slick mixture of her own honey and the remnants of Malik’s earlier release—a pearlescent gloss that caught the low light. Greg could feel that wetness seeping down his shaft, a warm, sticky river that coated his balls, and her inner walls fluttered around him with each of her ragged, breathy gasps as she rocked back against him with a rhythm that was pure, lazy ownership.

From behind his shoulder, Malik’s voice curled around him like smoke, dark and silken. “You’re so good at that, sweetheart,” he purred, and his fingers traced the line of Greg’s jaw with a feather-light touch, tilting his head back just enough to press a kiss that was more possession than affection—a slow, deep, claiming slide of lips and tongue that made Greg moan into it, his hips jerking forward instinctively, his cock twitching inside Naomi’s tight channel. “But you’re not even close to finished yet.”

Greg’s whimper was muffled against Naomi’s shoulder, his forehead pressing into the damp fabric of her blouse. “M-Malik…” The name was a prayer, a plea, a broken little sound that made Malik chuckle.

“Shh, my good boy,” Malik soothed, his thumb brushing over Greg’s lower lip, smearing a trace of pre-cum that had beaded there. “You’ve been a very good boy so far, so eager and messy. But Naomi and I have been chatting, and we’ve decided you’re ready for your next lesson.” His voice dropped an octave, the words sending a shiver down Greg’s spine that settled right at the base of his cock. “And it’s a delicious one.”

Naomi let out a breathy laugh, all nails and wicked delight, as she rocked her hips back harder, her pussy clenching around him in a deliberate squeeze. “Oh, he’s definitely ready,” she agreed, her voice thick with lust, each word a silken tease. “Aren’t you, Greg? You’re practically vibrating for it.”

Greg could only nod, his cock throbbing inside her, a fresh bead of pre-cum leaking out to join the mess. “Y-Yes… yes, please.”

Malik’s laugh was low and knowing, the sound of a man who held all the cards. “Good.” He stepped back, and the loss of his presence was a physical ache—the absence of his heat, the weight of his commanding aura that seemed to bend the very air. “Naomi’s going to keep riding you for a little while longer, just to get you nice and desperate. But when she’s done, you’re going to get on your knees and clean her up. Thoroughly. Every. Last. Drop.”

Greg’s breath hitched, his mind whiting out with the image. “Y-Yes, sir.”

“And then,” Malik continued, his voice a growl that vibrated through the floor, “you’re going to watch while I fuck her again. And this time, you’ll stay on your knees like a good little pet. You’ll keep your tongue right there, lapping at her clit while I fill her up, and you’ll taste every single drop of my cum as it leaks out of her, warm and fresh. You’re going to swallow it all, and you’re going to thank us for the privilege.”

Greg’s cock jerked inside Naomi, a fresh spurt of pre-cum slicking her clit, and he groaned, a sound that was half agony, half worship. “F-Fuck… yes, sir.”

Naomi moaned, her inner walls fluttering like a heartbeat. “Oh, Greg,” she whispered, her voice breaking with delight. “You’re such a perfect little cumslut for us. So greedy. So ready.”

Greg’s hips stuttered, his cock twitching as the word cumslut sank into his bones. “N-Naomi…”

“Shh,” she cooed, her fingers tangling in his hair, tugging just enough to send a sharp, sweet bolt of pleasure down his spine. “Just feel it. Just let us use you. Let go, baby.”

And he did. He let the sensation wash over him, drowning in it.

Naomi rode him harder now, her nails digging into the varnished wood of the desk, leaving tiny crescents, as she took control with a rhythm that was all rolling hips and sinuous spine. Greg could feel the way her pussy tightened around him, a velvet vise that gripped and released, her breath hitching in her throat in little whimpers as she chased the edge. He was so hard, so desperately hard, his cock buried deep in her slick heat, his balls drawn up tight and aching with the need to come, a pressure that built and built like a wave poised to crash.

But he wasn’t allowed to. Not yet. The denial was its own exquisite torture.

“Greg,” Naomi gasped, her voice breaking into a moan. “You feel so good inside me, so thick, so perfect.”

Greg groaned, his hips jerking forward instinctively, trying to push deeper. “N-Naomi, please, I need—”

“Not yet,” Malik’s voice cut in, sharp as a blade, and Greg felt him behind him, a solid wall of presence that pressed down on his shoulders. “You don’t come until we say so. You’re ours, remember? Your pleasure belongs to us.”

Greg nodded, his forehead pressing harder against Naomi’s shoulder, the fabric of her blouse muffling his whimper. “Y-Yes, sir. I’m yours.”

Naomi moaned, her pussy clenching around him in a fluttery, uncontrollable rhythm. “That’s right, Greg. You’re ours now, our sweet little toy. And we get to decide when you break.”

Greg’s cock throbbed inside her, his breath coming in ragged gasps that fogged the air. “Y-Yes…”

Malik’s hands gripped his hips, fingers digging into the flesh with a possessive squeeze, and he guided Greg’s movements, using his body like a tool, thrusts becoming deeper, harder, a relentless piston that made the desk creak. Greg could feel the way Naomi’s pussy gulped around his cock, a wet, sucking sound that filled the room, and her moans escalated into keening screams as she got closer, climbing the peak.

“Fuck, Malik,” Naomi gasped, her voice a shattered thing. “I’m gonna— I’m right there—”

“Not yet,” Malik growled, and his hand snaked around Greg’s waist, fingers finding her clit with unerring precision. His thumb pressed down on that swollen nub with just enough pressure to make her gasp and freeze, her body trembling on the precipice. “You come when I say so, beautiful. You know the rules.”

Naomi whimpered, her pussy clenching around Greg’s cock in a rapid, fluttering spasm. “M-Malik, please…”

“Good girl,” Malik murmured, his voice a dark, indulgent purr. “You’re so close, aren’t you? I can feel it, all that tension right here.” He circled her clit with slow, deliberate strokes, his thumb painting slick patterns, and Greg could feel the way Naomi’s pussy pulsed around his cock, a desperate, rhythmic squeeze that echoed her heartbeat. Her moans turned into screams, high and breathy, as she teetered on the edge.

“Greg,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I’m gonna— I can’t—”

“Not yet,” Malik growled again, and he pulled his hand away abruptly, leaving her gasping, her pussy still clenching around Greg’s cock in a series of aftershocks. “You come when I say so. The sweetest things are worth waiting for.”

Greg groaned, his hips jerking forward instinctively, chasing the friction. “F-Fuck, Malik, please…”

“Shh,” Malik soothed, his fingers tracing the curve of Greg’s jaw, tilting his head to the side so he could press a kiss to the corner of his mouth. “You’re doing so well, my eager little student. So patient.”

Naomi let out a breathy laugh, her nails raking light lines down the desk as she rocked her hips back against Greg, a slow, dirty grind. “He’s so hard for us, isn’t he? Just a throbbing, desperate mess. Aren’t you, Greg?”

Greg could only nod, his cock throbbing inside her, a fresh bead of pre-cum leaking out. “Y-Yes… so hard.”

Malik chuckled, the sound low and rich. “Good.” He stepped back, and Greg felt the loss of his presence like a cold draft. “Now, Naomi’s going to finish riding you, and she’s going to come all over that pretty cock, and you’re not going to get a single drop of relief. Then, when she’s done, you’re going to get on your knees and clean her up. And you’ll thank her for the meal.”

Greg’s breath hitched. “Y-Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

Naomi’s orgasm hit her like a freight train, a sudden, shattering release that made her body arch and tremble as she came hard around Greg’s cock, her pussy milking him with powerful, rhythmic contractions. Her screams filled the office, a raw, beautiful sound, and Greg could feel the way her inner walls pulsed around him, the way her juices gushed, coating his shaft in a hot, slick flood, her breath hitching in her throat as she rode out the climax with abandon. He held himself still, every muscle trembling, his own orgasm a screaming, denied thing, and it was the most exquisite torture.

And then, just as suddenly, she collapsed onto the desk, a limp, sated doll, her pussy still clenching around him in lazy, post-orgasmic flutters. Greg groaned, his hips jerking forward instinctively, his cock twitching, desperate to follow.

“Not yet,” Malik’s voice cut in, sharp and commanding. “You’re not done. You’ve got a job to do.”

Greg whimpered, his forehead pressing against Naomi’s shoulder. “Y-Yes, sir.”

Naomi let out a breathy, satisfied laugh, her fingers tangling in his hair and tugging him back. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with pleasure. “Now, get on your knees and clean me up. I want to feel that tongue.”

Greg didn’t hesitate. He pulled out of her with a wet, obscene pop, his cock glistening with her juices, a string of slick connecting them for a moment before breaking. He dropped to his knees on the plush carpet, his mouth crashing onto her pussy with a hunger that surprised even him. His tongue delved into her folds, lapping up her release, the taste of her—tangy, sweet, and utterly intoxicating—filling his senses. He swirled around her still-sensitive clit, and she moaned, her fingers fisting his hair.

“Mmm, Greg,” she purred, her hips rolling against his face. “You’re such a good little cumslut. So eager to clean up your mess.”

Greg moaned into her pussy, the vibration making her gasp, and he lapped deeper, his tongue curling to scoop the cum that was leaking from her entrance. He found his fingers, too, sliding two inside her heat, and he pressed his thumb down on her clit with just enough pressure to make her gasp and arch. He was devoted, messy, completely lost in the task.

“Fuck, Greg,” Naomi gasped, her voice breaking. “You’re so good at that. You’re going to make me come again.”

But before she could, Malik was there, his hands gripping Greg’s shoulders, fingers digging into the flesh as he pulled him back with a firm, unyielding grip. “Enough,” he growled, his voice sharp. “You’ve done very well, Greg. But now it’s time for your next lesson. The main event.”

Greg’s breath hitched, his lips and chin glistening with her slick. “W-What lesson, sir?”

Malik chuckled, the sound low and laden with dark promise. “The creampie challenge.”

Greg’s cock jerked, a fresh spurt of pre-cum splattering onto the carpet. “W-What?”

Malik stepped back, his own cock standing proud and rigid, already glistening with a renewed sheen of arousal. He stroked it lazily, a show of ownership. “You heard me, Greg. You’re going to watch while I fuck Naomi. And this time, you’re going to stay on your knees, right there, with your mouth open. You’re going to lick her pussy while I fill her up, and you’re going to taste every drop of my cum as it leaks out of her, hot and fresh. You’re going to swallow it all, and you’re going to thank me for the gift.”

Greg’s breath hitched, a shudder running through him. “Y-Yes, sir. Please, sir.”

Malik’s smile was a slash of approval. “Good.” He stepped back, his hands gripping Naomi’s hips, fingers digging into her flesh as he pulled her to her feet and bent her back over the desk, positioning her with her ass in the air, her pussy presented like a decadent offering. “Now, get on your knees, Greg. And stay there. Don’t move unless I tell you.”

Greg didn’t hesitate. He dropped to his knees in front of Naomi, and his mouth crashed onto her pussy, his tongue lapping up the remnants of her earlier climax, the taste of her still fresh. He could feel Malik behind him, the heat of his body, his presence a weight pressing down on his shoulders. And then he heard the slick sound of Malik’s cock sliding through her folds, and then the deep, guttural groan as he sank into her in one smooth thrust.

Greg moaned, his mouth still working, his tongue lapping around her clit and the base of Malik’s shaft as it disappeared inside her. He could hear the wet, sloppy sounds of their joining, the way Naomi’s breath caught, her pussy gulping around Malik’s thick cock. He could taste the faint, salty tang of Malik’s arousal mixing with her sweetness.

“Fuck, Malik,” Naomi gasped, her voice breaking. “You feel so good inside me, stretching me just right.”

Malik groaned, his hips snapping forward, setting a hard, fast rhythm that made the desk thump against the wall. Greg’s tongue was right there, pressed against her clit, and each thrust sent a shockwave through his mouth. He could hear the way Naomi’s pussy gulped around Malik, the way her moans turned into screams as Malik pounded into her, deep and rough.

“Fuck, Greg,” Naomi gasped, her voice breaking. “You’re such a good little cumslut, right there, lapping me up.”

Greg moaned into her pussy, his tongue swirling around her clit, his fingers finding her entrance and sliding two inside alongside Malik’s cock, feeling the stretch, the heat. He pressed his thumb down on her clit with just enough pressure to make her gasp, and he could feel her whole body trembling.

“Fuck, Malik,” she gasped, “I’m gonna— I’m so close, please—”

“Not yet,” Malik growled, his voice sharp and commanding. He reached around Naomi, his fingers finding her clit and pushing Greg’s thumb aside, taking over. He circled it with just the right pressure, slow and deliberate, his other hand gripping her hip. “You come when I say so, sweetheart. Hold it.”

Naomi whimpered, her pussy clenching around Malik’s cock in a fluttering, desperate rhythm. “M-Malik, please…”

“Good girl,” Malik murmured, his voice a dark purr. “You’re so close, aren’t you? I can feel you tightening up. Just a little more.”

His fingers moved faster, his thumb circling her clit in a relentless, tight pattern. Greg could feel the way Naomi’s pussy pulsed around Malik’s cock, the way her moans turned into broken screams as she teetered on the edge, so close he could taste the impending release on his tongue.

“Greg,” she gasped, “I’m gonna— please, Malik—”

“Now,” Malik growled, his voice a command that brooked no refusal. “Come for me, Naomi. Now.”

Naomi screamed, her body convulsing as she came hard around Malik’s cock, her pussy milking him with powerful, rhythmic squeezes. Greg could feel the way her inner walls pulsed around Malik’s length, the way her juices gushed, coating his tongue and lips. Her screams filled the office, and he lapped at her frantically, swallowing everything.

And then, just as suddenly, Malik was coming too. “Fuck, fuck,” he groaned, his hips snapping forward, his cock thickening inside her. Greg could feel the way his cum spurted into her, a hot, pulsing flood that filled her up, the way her pussy gulped around him, milking him for every drop. Her screams turned into moans as she came again, a second, smaller wave triggered by the sensation of being filled, and Greg felt the warm rush of Malik’s cum leaking out of her, down over his lips, onto his tongue.

“Fuck, Malik,” Naomi gasped, her voice breaking. “You’re so big inside me, filling me so full.”

Malik groaned, his hips still snapping, his cock pulsing inside her as he emptied himself. Greg could feel the way his cum leaked out of her, coating her thighs, dripping onto the carpet, and he lapped at it hungrily, his tongue darting into her entrance to catch every creamy drop.

And then, just as suddenly as it had started, it was over. Malik pulled out with a wet, slick sound, and Naomi collapsed onto the desk, her body limp, her pussy dripping with his cum, a slow, pearly trickle. Greg could see it, the way it leaked out of her, coating her thighs, dripping onto the floor.

“Greg,” Naomi whispered, her voice thick with post-orgasmic bliss. “Come here, baby. Clean me up.”

Greg didn’t hesitate. He crawled forward, his mouth crashing onto her pussy, his tongue lapping up Malik’s cum as it leaked out of her. He could taste Malik, the salt and musk of him, and he moaned, deep and satisfied, his tongue swirling around her clit to catch every last drop. He slid two fingers inside her, scooping out more, and sucked them clean.

Naomi moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair. “Mmm, Greg,” she purred. “You’re such a good little cumslut. So dedicated.”

Greg moaned into her pussy, his tongue lapping up every bit of the creampie, the taste of both of them mingling on his tongue. He was in heaven, utterly debased and loving it.

And then, just as suddenly, Malik was there, his hands gripping Greg’s shoulders, pulling him back with a firm, commanding grip. “Enough,” he growled. “You’ve done very well, Greg. But now it’s time for your final lesson.”

Greg’s breath hitched, his eyes wide with anticipation. “W-What lesson, sir?”

Malik chuckled, the sound low and dark. “The final lesson.” He stepped back, his cock already hard again, glistening with a mixture of his own cum and Naomi’s slick, and he stroked it slowly, a show of dominance. “You’re going to watch while I fuck you.”

Greg’s cock—or rather, his clit, because his body was a strange, beautiful thing—throbbed, and a fresh wave of slick dripped from his own pussy, coating his thighs. “W-What?”

Malik chuckled, stepping closer. “You heard me, Greg. You’re going to get on your knees, and then you’re going to present yourself to me. And I’m going to fuck you, deep and slow, until you’re screaming.”

Greg’s breath hitched, his body trembling with a mix of fear and desperate need. “Y-Yes, sir. Please.”

Malik’s smile was all wicked approval. “Good boy.” He stepped back, his hands gripping Greg’s shoulders, pulling him to his feet briefly before guiding him down onto all fours on the carpet. “Now, get on your knees, Greg. And stay there. Present yourself.”

Greg didn’t hesitate. He dropped to his knees, his face pressed to the carpet, his ass in the air, his pussy—slick and aching—exposed. He could feel Malik’s gaze on him, and then the blunt head of his cock pressing against his entrance, teasing, circling.

Malik groaned, the sound vibrating through Greg. “Fuck, Greg, you’re so wet for me already. You’re such a good little cumslut.”

Greg moaned, pushing back against the pressure. “Please, sir, please fuck me.”

And then, just like that, Malik was inside him. Greg screamed, a raw, guttural sound, as Malik’s thick cock disappeared into his pussy, stretching him, filling him in a way that was both foreign and achingly perfect. The sensation was overwhelming—the stretch, the pressure, the way his inner walls clenched around Malik’s length.

“Fuck, Malik,” Greg gasped, his voice breaking. “You feel so good inside me. So big.”

Malik groaned, his hips snapping forward, setting a rhythm that was deep and relentless, his cock disappearing into Greg with a wet, sloppy sound. Greg could hear the way his own pussy gulped around him, the way his moans turned into screams as Malik pounded into him, each thrust driving him deeper into the carpet.

“Fuck, Greg,” Malik gasped, his voice breaking. “You’re so tight, so perfect. I’m going to fill you up.”

Greg moaned, his body trembling, his mind a white-hot blank of pleasure. He could feel Malik’s cock hitting that perfect spot inside him, and he was so close, so desperate. “Fuck, Malik, I’m gonna— I’m gonna come—”

“Not yet,” Malik growled, his voice sharp. He reached around Greg, his fingers finding his swollen clit, and he pressed down with just enough pressure to make Greg gasp and freeze. “You come when I say so, my little cumslut. You’re mine.”

Greg whimpered, his pussy clenching around Malik’s cock. “M-Malik, please…”

“Good boy,” Malik murmured, his voice a dark purr. “You’re so close, aren’t you? I can feel you squeezing me. Just a little more.”

His fingers moved faster, his thumb circling Greg’s clit in slow, deliberate, maddening circles. Greg could feel the way his pussy pulsed around Malik’s cock, the way his moans turned into keening screams as he got closer to the edge, every nerve ending on fire.

“Malik,” Greg gasped, “I’m gonna— please, sir, please let me come—”

“Now,” Malik growled, his voice a command. “Come for me, Greg. Now.”

Greg screamed, his body convulsing as he came hard around Malik’s cock, his pussy milking him with powerful, rhythmic contractions. The orgasm was shattering, a wave of pleasure that washed over him, and he could feel his own cum gushing, coating Malik’s shaft. Malik groaned, his hips snapping forward, his cock thickening inside him, and then he felt the hot, pulsing flood of Malik’s cum spurting into him, filling him up, the way his pussy gulped around him, milking him for every drop. His screams turned into moans as he came again, a second, smaller wave triggered by the sensation of being filled, and he collapsed, trembling, onto the carpet, Malik’s cum leaking out of him, down his thighs, a warm, sticky mess.

“Fuck, Malik,” Greg gasped, his voice breaking. “You’re so big inside me. I feel so full.”

Malik groaned, his hips still snapping, his cock pulsing inside Greg as he emptied himself. He pulled out slowly, and Greg could feel the way his cum leaked out of him, coating his thighs, dripping onto the carpet. He was a mess, and he loved it.

Naomi watched from her perch on the desk, her eyes dark with lust, her pussy still dripping with Malik’s earlier gift. “Greg’s such a good little cumslut,” she purred. “He loves getting fucked by Malik, don’t you, Greg?”

Greg could only nod, his body still trembling with aftershocks. “Y-Yes… I love it.”

Malik chuckled, the sound low and satisfied. “Good.” He stepped back, his hands gripping Greg’s shoulders, pulling him to his feet. “Now, Greg, you’re going to clean yourself up.”

Greg didn’t hesitate. He dropped back to his knees on the wet carpet, and with a contortionist’s grace, brought his mouth to his own pussy, his tongue lapping up Malik’s cum as it leaked out of him. He could taste himself, taste Malik, the salt and musk and sweet, and he moaned, his tongue swirling around his clit, his fingers sliding inside to scoop out more, his thumb pressing down on his clit with just enough pressure to make him gasp. He was messy, devoted, lost in the act of self-service.

Naomi moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair as she watched. “Fuck, Greg, you’re so good at that. You’re a natural.”

Greg moaned into his own pussy, his tongue lapping up every drop, his body trembling with the pleasure of it. He could taste Malik, the way he’d filled him up, and he was utterly, filthily satisfied.

And then, just as suddenly, Malik was there, his hands gripping Greg’s shoulders, pulling him back. “Enough,” he growled, his voice sharp but tinged with a smile. “You’ve done very well, Greg. You’ve passed every lesson.”

Greg looked up at him, his eyes dark with lust, his body trembling with pleasure. “Y-Yes, sir. Thank you.”

Malik chuckled, the sound low and knowing. “Good.” He stepped back, his hands gripping Greg’s shoulders, pulling him to his feet. “Now, Greg, you’re going to get dressed.”

Greg didn’t hesitate. He stood, his body still trembling, his pussy still dripping with Malik’s cum, and he reached for his clothes, his fingers fumbling as he pulled them on, the fabric sticking to his slick skin. He was still trembling with the aftershocks of his orgasms, his mind a pleasant, fuzzy blank.

And then, just as suddenly, they were all dressed, the office quiet, the air thick with the combined scent of their sex—a heady, musky perfume that clung to everything. Naomi watched Greg, her eyes dark with lingering lust, her own pussy still slick with Malik’s cum. “Greg’s such a good little cumslut,” she purred again. “He loves getting fucked by Malik, don’t you, Greg?”

Greg looked up at her, his eyes dark with adoration, his body still humming. “Y-Yes. I love it.”

Malik chuckled, stepping close and gripping Greg’s shoulders, his fingers digging in with a possessive squeeze. “Now, Greg, you’re going to go home. And you’re going to think about what we’ve done here today. Every single moment. And you’re going to wait for us.”

Greg’s breath hitched. “Y-Yes, sir. I’ll wait.”

Malik’s smile was a slow, wicked curve. “Good.” He stepped back, releasing him. “Now, go.”

And then, just as suddenly, Greg was gone, the door clicking shut behind him, the office quiet, the air thick with the scent of them. Malik watched him go, his eyes dark with satisfaction, his cock still half-hard, glistening.

Naomi watched him, a sated smile on her lips. “You’re such a good teacher, Malik.”

Malik turned to her, his eyes dark with promise. “And you’re such a good little slut, Naomi. Now, clean yourself up.”

Naomi didn’t hesitate. She dropped to her knees on the carpet, her mouth crashing onto her own pussy, her tongue lapping up Malik’s cum as it leaked out of her, moaning at the taste. Malik watched, stroking himself lazily, groaning as she performed.

“Fuck, Naomi, you’re so good at that.”

She moaned, her mouth crashing onto her own pussy, her tongue swirling around her clit, her fingers sliding inside to scoop out the last of his release, her thumb pressing down. She could taste him, taste the way he’d filled her up, and she was utterly, filthily satisfied.

And then, just as suddenly, Malik was there, his hands gripping her shoulders, pulling her back. “Enough. You’ve done very well.”

Naomi looked up at him, her eyes dark with lust, her body trembling. “Y-Yes, sir.”

Malik chuckled, pulling her to her feet. “Now, get dressed. And then you’re going to go home. And you’re going to think about what we’ve done here today. And you’re going to wait for me.”

Naomi’s breath hitched, a shiver running through her. “Y-Yes, sir. I’ll wait.”

She dressed quickly, her body still trembling, her pussy still dripping, and then she was gone, the door clicking shut behind her, the office quiet, the air thick with the scent of them.

Malik stood alone in the office, his cock finally softening, his body humming with satisfaction. He surveyed the room—the rumpled desk, the wet spot on the carpet, the lingering musk—and his smile was slow and knowing.

He had a very good student. And he couldn’t wait to teach him more.




Chapter 6

The door clicked shut behind Naomi, a soft punctuation that swallowed the last traces of her perfume and left the office wrapped in a thick, buzzing silence. Greg stayed on his knees, his chest heaving in shallow, desperate drafts. His face was a glazed mess—slick with the mingled evidence of her pleasure and Malik’s release, the cooling sheen tracing rivulets down his jaw and pooling in the hollow of his throat. The air was saturated with the raw perfume of sex, a heavy musk that clung to the leather chairs, the polished desk, the very shadows pooling in the corners. It was intoxicating, a heady brew of salt and sweetness that made his head spin. He could still taste her on his tongue, that unique, delicate honey that had flooded his senses when she’d ground against his mouth, and beneath it, the briny tang of Malik’s cum, a slick, warm reminder of just how thoroughly he’d been used. The flavor lingered, a dirty badge of honor he wasn’t ready to wash away.

Malik didn’t speak. He just stood there, a monolithic silhouette against the late afternoon light bleeding through the floor-to-ceiling windows, his broad shoulders cutting a stark, powerful shape. His cock hung heavy and glistening, half-lazy against his thigh, still beaded with the remnants of his climax and Naomi’s arousal. He watched Greg with an unreadable expression, his eyes dark and glittering in the dim room. The silence stretched, elastic and charged, until Greg’s ragged breathing began to steady into something more conscious.

Then Malik let out a low, amused hum—a sound that vibrated straight through the floorboards and into Greg’s knees. “Look at you,” he murmured, his voice a deep, velvet rumble that stroked the air. “Still on your knees, covered in us. That’s a good look for you.” He took a step closer, bare feet silent on the plush rug, until his shadow fell across Greg’s upturned face. “But we’re not done, are we? Naomi might be satisfied, but what about the challenge?”

Greg’s heart kicked against his ribs. The Creampie Challenge. The stupid, filthy game they’d concocted last month during an after-hours drinking session, when inhibitions had melted away like ice in bourbon. The rules were simple: whoever could take a creampie fresh from the source—no hands, no spilling—and hold it without dripping for a full minute, got to own the other for an entire night of their choosing. Naomi had been a delicious variable, a wildcard they’d both craved, but now that she’d left them sticky and half-wrecked, the real contest simmered between the two of them. Greg had thought he’d been the one to claim victory by swallowing every drop she’d given him, but Malik’s tone said otherwise.

“I… I think I already aced it,” Greg managed, his voice hoarse and cracking. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, smearing the mess further into his skin. “That was a direct deposit, and not a single spill. I’m counting it.”

Malik chuckled, a warm, patronizing sound that made Greg’s spent cock twitch traitorously. “Oh, baby boy, that was just the appetizer. That creampie wasn’t for you—it was a gift from her pussy, and you were just the convenient cleanup crew. A real challenge requires participation. So here’s what’s going to happen.” He crouched down, bringing his face level with Greg’s, close enough that Greg could see the flecks of gold in his dark irises and smell the heady male scent of his skin. One large hand came up to cup Greg’s sticky jaw, thumb tracing the corner of his swollen lips. “I’m going to give you a proper creampie, right now, straight from my cock. You’re going to take every last drop, hold it in that pretty mouth, and then show me. No swallowing, no leaking. If you can do that, I’ll declare you the winner, and you can have your wicked way with me all night long. But if you fail…” His smile tilted, wolfish. “Then I own you, and I’m feeling very creative.”

Greg’s breath caught, a hot, shivery thrill racing down his spine. The dynamic had shifted, the air suddenly thick with anticipation. He wanted to protest, to argue that he’d already proven himself, but his cock was already filling again, lifting against his stomach in eager betrayal. “That’s not fair,” he breathed, but it came out more like a plea. “You already came. You’re not even hard.”

Malik laughed, low and dirty. “Give me thirty seconds. You’re not the only one who gets turned on by a mess.” He straightened, stepping back just enough to grip his own shaft with lazy confidence. His hand moved slowly, a slick, audible stroke that gathered the moisture still gleaming there. Greg watched, mesmerized, as the thick length began to swell in Malik’s fist, veins rising, the dark plum head emerging from its foreskin with a wet, obscene pop. Malik’s breath deepened, his abdomen tensing as he worked himself with practiced, unhurried strokes. “See? All it takes is the thought of filling that smart mouth of yours. I’m going to pump you so full you’ll be tasting me for a week.”

The sight was hypnotic, and Greg found himself leaning forward without thought, his mouth watering, lips parting. The office chair creaked behind Malik, a forgotten witness, and the sun dipped lower, casting long, gold-crimson stripes across the carpet. Malik pumped faster, his free hand reaching out to fist in Greg’s hair, tipping his head back with a gentle but insistent tug. “Open up, challenger. Let’s see if you’ve got what it takes.”

Greg obeyed, jaw dropping wide, tongue lolling out in offering. He knew he looked debauched—face gleaming with drying juices, eyes glassy with want—and that only fueled the fire in his belly. Malik stepped close, the heavy weight of his cock bobbing just inches from Greg’s waiting mouth. He gave a few more rough strokes, grunting, then pressed the broad, leaking head against Greg’s lower lip. The taste burst across his tongue, intensely musk and pre-cum, a promise of what was to come. “Hold still,” Malik commanded, his voice gone gravelly. “This is going to be a gusher.”

With that, he thrust shallowly, not into the throat but into the wet pocket of Greg’s mouth, and let go with a guttural groan. The first hot pulse hit the back of Greg’s tongue, thick and copious, flooding his senses with a saline, earthy richness that made him moan. Malik’s hips jerked in sharp, stuttering waves as he spilled load after load, his cum puddling in Greg’s cheeks, filling the hollows under his tongue, seeping into every crevice. Greg held his mouth open as ordered, eyes watering, fighting the instinct to swallow as the volume threatened to overflow. It was warm, almost scalding, and there was so much of it—more than he’d anticipated, a testament to Malik’s seemingly bottomless stamina. The cockhead pulsed against his lip, smearing a last dribble, and then Malik pulled out with a slick sound, leaving Greg’s mouth brimming dangerously.

“Now,” Malik breathed, stepping back to admire his work, his chest heaving, “the challenge. One minute. Don’t you dare lose a drop.” He fished his phone from his pocket and activated the stopwatch, the beep sharp in the quiet.

Greg became a statue, lips sealed just enough to trap the bounty. His tongue cradled the heavy liquid, the taste overwhelming—a blend of Malik’s virility and the faint ghost of Naomi’s sweetness that had coated his mouth earlier. Swallowing would be so easy, so automatic, but he fought it, eyes locked on Malik’s smoldering gaze. The seconds ticked by in agonizing, delicious suspense. Saliva pooled, threatening to dilute the load, and his jaw began to ache with the effort of keeping it all contained. Malik circled him slowly, a shark admiring a caught fish, and every pass made Greg’s cock leak onto the rug.

“Forty-five seconds,” Malik purred, crouching behind him to breathe hot against his ear. “You’re trembling. Is it too much? Want to give up and let me take my prize?” His hand slid around Greg’s waist, fingers trailing down to tease the sensitive skin just above his pubic bone, not touching his aching shaft. Greg’s hips bucked involuntarily, a tiny moan vibrating through the liquid in his mouth, and a minuscule dribble escaped the corner of his lips. He froze in horror.

“Ah, ah,” Malik tsked, swiping the droplet with his thumb and pressing it back past Greg’s parted lips. “That’s a leak, baby. But I’ll be generous—I won’t disqualify you… yet. Ten seconds left. Prove you can hold it.”

The final seconds were a blur of trembling muscles and screaming desire. Greg’s mind went hazy, his body tingling on the edge of climax just from the sheer degradation and praise. When the phone beeped, he almost sobbed with relief. Malik stood in front of him again, grinning wide. “Open. Let me see.”

Greg dropped his jaw, displaying the creamy pool that still filled his mouth, laced with strands of thick pearly white. His tongue moved, showing the underside where a glob clung. Not a single drop had fallen since that one forgivable slip. Malik’s eyes darkened with something primal, satisfaction and hunger merging. “Fuck, you did it. You really did it.” He cupped Greg’s cheek, thumb tracing the stretched seam of his lips. “The challenge is yours. Now swallow it all, like the good little winner you are.”

Greg’s throat worked convulsively, pulling the massive load down in two thick gulps that left him gasping and dizzy. The taste coated him from the inside, marking him irrevocably. He collapsed forward, forehead against Malik’s thigh, body shaking with an unshed orgasm. Malik’s hand gentled in his hair, stroking. “Shh, sweetheart. You earned it. Tonight, you get to do whatever you want to me. What’s your first command?”

Greg peeled his face away, a smirk breaking through his wrecked exterior despite the gloss of tears and cum. “Stand against the window. Hands on the glass. I want everyone in the city to see what a powerful man looks like when he’s about to be fucked senseless.” The playful challenge ignited a new fire in Malik’s eyes, and the game continued, their laughter mixed with moans as shadows danced in the deepening dusk.


Chapter 1

The fluorescent lights of the university’s humanities building hummed overhead like a chorus of bored bees, their sterile, flickering glow doing absolutely no favors to the cramped, cluttered corridor of faculty offices. Greg Carter nudged his glasses up the bridge of his nose with a practiced twitch of his finger, the thin metal frames leaving a familiar, faint indentation that he’d probably have until dinner. He had a stack of student essays wedged against his hip—twenty-three papers on The Subtextual Longings in Victorian Poetry that he’d promised Naomi he’d drop off before lunch, and yet here he was, well past two, his tie cinched like a noose around his throat. He hooked a finger into the knot and yanked it loose with a sharp, sighing exhale, the silk whispering against his collar. His hands were shaking, just a little, the fine tremor of a man who’d spent the whole morning replaying a single, devastating memory on a loop.

He’d meant to swing by earlier. He really had. But then he’d caught a glimpse through the half-open door of her at her desk, and the world had tilted. Naomi had been leaning over a sprawl of papers, her blouse—a silky, cream-colored thing that was probably illegal in three states—stretching so taut across her back and shoulders that he could see the tiny, exquisite shift of her shoulder blades. When she’d crossed her legs under the desk, her skirt had ridden up those thick, shapely thighs, baring just enough stocking-clad real estate to make his mouth go dry. And her voice, Christ, her voice had dropped into that honeyed, velvet purr when she’d caught him lingering. “Greg, darling, could you stay late and help me with these grades? I’ve got a… headache.” She’d practically breathed the last word, her lips curling around it like it was a dirty secret.

Right. A headache. The kind of headache that made her eyes go all smoky and heavy-lidded, that made her stretch her arms overhead so her blouse pulled across her chest in a way that was nothing short of a public service. Greg had scurried off to his own office with his heart doing a conga line against his ribs, telling himself he was being ridiculous. Naomi was his wife. Of course she got headaches. Of course she needed help grading the interminable freshman comp essays. And of course—God damn it all to hell—he was the kind of doting, hopelessly besotted husband who’d sprint across campus just for the chance to watch her nibble on the end of a red pen.

He reached her office door at last, the brass nameplate reading Dr. Naomi Carter in a crisp serif font that always gave him a small, possessive thrill. He shifted the stack of essays to his other arm and knocked, a quick, polite rap that couldn’t possibly prepare him for what was coming. Nobody answered, but he could hear a faint, wet sound from inside, almost like laundry being wrung out, and so he pushed the door open with his shoulder, the heavy wood swinging inward with a creak that seemed deafening.

The scent hit him before his eyes could adjust—that familiar vanilla perfume she dabbed behind her ears every morning, but today it was deeper, thicker, transformed into something feral. It was the perfume of a woman who’d been wearing it for hours while her body temperature climbed, while her pulse skittered, until the fragrance had bloomed into a rich, musky cloud that wrapped around him like a second skin. His cock, the traitor, gave an immediate, aching lurch against his slacks, and he had to subtly palm himself through the fabric, a desperately casual adjustment that fooled absolutely no one, least of all his own racing heart.

The office was steeped in a dim, amber twilight, the blinds only half-raised against the afternoon sun, and long, slanting shadows striped the carpet like a tiger’s coat. Naomi’s desk looked like a paper bomb had detonated on it—student essays, manila folders, a tipped-over mug of cold coffee—but she wasn’t anywhere near it. No, she was on her knees in front of the floor-to-ceiling bookshelf, her back to the door, and Greg’s brain performed a full-scale emergency reboot.

Her skirt, a conservative gray pencil number that she’d bought on sale at Ann Taylor, was hiked all the way up around her waist, the hem bunched behind her like a fabric halo. Her thick, gorgeous thighs were splayed wide on the industrial carpet, the muscles quivering just slightly, and between them, her panties—black lace, the pair he’d peeled off her on their anniversary—were so soaked through that the fabric was nearly transparent, clinging to every plump, swollen fold of her sex. The lace strained to contain her curves, tiny beads of moisture glistening along the edges, and the whole breathtaking tableau was framed by the generous swell of her ass, round and perfect and jiggling just a little with every movement she made.

And then there was him. Marcus Johnson.

Greg’s breath hitched so hard he nearly choked on his own spit.

Marcus was propped against the bookshelf like he owned it, one large hand splayed flat on the shelf above Naomi’s head, the other tangled in the dark cascade of her hair. He was built like a goddamn linebacker who’d taken a detour through academia, his shoulders stretching the seams of his dress shirt, his sleeves rolled up to his elbows to bare forearms that looked like carved mahogany, corded with muscle and dusted with dark hair. His tie was yanked loose, the knot dangling somewhere around his sternum, and his trousers were undone, pushed down just enough to free what was, quite frankly, an intimidating work of art. His cock—Greg couldn’t not look at it, it was a gravitational force—was thick and dark and beautifully veined, curving slightly upward from a heavy, hair-trimmed base, and right now the glistening, ruddy head of it was pushing past Naomi’s stretched, crimson lips, disappearing inch by inch into the wet, willing heat of her mouth.

Naomi’s eyes were closed, her long lashes fluttering against her cheeks as if she were having the most divine dream. Her lips were wrapped so tight around his girth that they’d turned a deep, bruised pink, and every time she pulled back, she left a slick, shining trail of saliva and pre-come that dripped down his shaft in pearl-like rivulets. Her tongue—God, he could see the agile, pink muscle curling and flattening against the underside—swirled around the head with a slow, worshipful precision, and when Marcus hit the back of her throat, she let out a low, guttural moan that vibrated through his entire length and made his hips buck. She gagged, a choked, sputtering sound that was somehow the sexiest thing Greg had ever heard, her hands flying up to grip Marcus’s thighs, her nails—painted a demure, professorial nude—digging into the heavy muscle there as she held on for dear life.

“Fuck, baby, you’re so good at that,” Marcus rumbled, his voice a deep, rolling baritone that seemed to shake the books on the shelves. He tilted his head back, his jaw going slack, and Greg could see the way his abdominal muscles tensed and relaxed through his sweat-dampened shirt. “Such a good little slut for black cock, aren’t you? Taking it so deep.”

Naomi whimpered around him, the sound muffled and obscene, and her breasts—those magnificent, full breasts that Greg had spent countless hours worshipping—pressed against the sharp edge of the desk as she arched her back. The movement made her blouse gape open at the top, showing a shadowy glimpse of cleavage, and her whole body undulated like a wave, her ass lifting and shuddering. “Mmm—fuck—Marcus,” she breathed out when she pulled off for a gasp of air, her voice raw and wrecked, “you’re so big, I can barely—” She couldn’t finish; he was already pushing back in.

Greg was so hard it was physically painful, his erection throbbing against the zipper of his trousers like a caged animal trying to gnaw its way out. His fingers clamped down on the stack of essays, creasing the title page of the top one into oblivion, and he was acutely aware that he should leave. He should back out silently, close the door, and walk directly into heavy traffic. But his feet were bolted to the threadbare carpet as if he’d sprouted roots, his eyes glued to the obscene, mesmerizing spectacle of his wife’s throat bulging around another man’s cock, of her lips smacking and slurping as she bobbed her head with an enthusiasm that was, frankly, a little humbling.

“You like that, don’t you?” Marcus growled, his voice dropping to a dark, conspiratorial purr. He twisted his fingers deeper into her hair, pulling the dark strands taut enough to tilt her head back, forcing her to look up at him with those huge, tear-bright eyes. “You like taking my big black cock in your mouth? In front of your whole damn husband?”

Naomi moaned, a high, keening sound, and her eyes snapped open—and locked directly onto Greg’s.

For one crystalline, heart-stopping second, time just… stopped. Greg’s breath caught in his chest like a swallowed stone. Naomi’s pupils were blown so wide her hazel irises were just thin rings of gold, and her lips, swollen and glistening, were still suctioned around Marcus’s shaft, a string of spittle connecting her bottom lip to his gleaming skin. Her cheeks were flushed a deep, feverish rose that spread down her neck and disappeared into her blouse, and there was a wild, feral, utterly triumphant look in her eyes. She knew he was there. She’d known he’d come. And she wanted him to see every last, filthy second of it.

And then—slowly, deliberately, with the precise comic timing of a born performer—she smiled.

It was a slow, sinful curve of her lips, a Mona Lisa smirk that was pure, distilled wickedness. She didn’t break eye contact for an instant as her tongue darted out and licked a long, languorous stripe along the pulsing vein on the underside of Marcus’s cock, tracing it all the way from base to tip before circling the flared head with a flicking, teasing motion. She pulled back just enough to speak, her voice a throaty, honeyed purr that seemed to come from somewhere deep in her chest.

“Ohhh, Greg’s here,” she cooed, her voice thick with want and amusement. She glanced down at the ruddy, straining flesh in front of her lips and then back up at her husband, batting her lashes. “You gonna be a good boy and watch your wife suck this big black cock for you, baby? You gonna stand right there and see how good I take it?”

Marcus chuckled, a low, rolling sound that vibrated through the room like distant thunder. He kept his hips rocking, a steady, shallow thrust that pushed his cock just past her lips and then withdrew, watching her chase it with her tongue. “That’s right, professor. Watch your wife take it. Watch her choke on it. She’s been practicing, I can tell.”

Greg’s cock gave a desperate, helpless throb, and his balls, already drawn up tight, ached with a need that was rapidly approaching critical mass. He should look away. He should cover his eyes, fall to his knees, pray to whatever gods might still be listening to grant him the strength of character to turn around. But he couldn’t. He couldn’t tear his gaze away from the way Naomi’s free hand slid down her own body, her fingers skimming over the swell of her belly, tracing the lace edge of her panties before she pressed two fingers right against the soaked fabric, rubbing slow, teasing circles over where her clit must be pulsing. Her hips bucked into her own touch, a desperate little rut, and a fresh gush of moisture darkened the lace even further.

“Fuck—” Greg’s voice came out as a strangled, broken croak. He felt his face flame, the tips of his ears burning. “I—I didn’t mean to interrupt—I was just bringing the essays—”

Naomi moaned, the sound vibrating around Marcus’s cock, and her eyes never left Greg’s. “No,” she breathed out, the word a hot puff of air against Marcus’s skin. She pulled off with a wet, popping sound, her chest heaving. “You didn’t interrupt. You’re right on time.”

Marcus grunted, his hips still pumping in small, restless movements, smearing pre-come across her cheek. “Yeah, you’re here to watch. Aren’t you, Greg? She’s been talking about this all week, how she wanted you to see what a good cocksucker she is when she’s really inspired.”

Greg swallowed, his throat clicking dryly. “Y-yeah,” he managed, the word scraping out of him. It was a surrender, a capitulation, and everyone in the room knew it.

Naomi’s smile widened into a grin, a dazzling, wicked thing that made her look ten years younger. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice a honeyed, dangerous caress. She reached out with one hand and waggled a finger at him, crooking it. “Now stay. Don’t move. Don’t you dare touch that cute little hard-on I know you’ve got. Just watch.”

And then she went back to work with a renewed, almost theatrical fervor. Her lips sealed around the head of Marcus’s cock with a soft, squelching sound, and she took him deep, all the way to the root, her nose pressing into the wiry hair at his groin. She held herself there for a long, breathless moment, her throat working and squeezing around his length, and then she drew back, her tongue dragging along every inch, leaving a shiny, messy trail. She cupped his heavy balls in one hand, rolling them gently, and with the other she reached between her own thighs, pulling the soaked crotch of her panties aside to reveal the puffy, glistening folds of her cunt, all pink and slick and swollen. She dipped a finger inside herself with a wet, obscene sound, then brought it up to her lips, sucking it clean before wrapping that same hand around the base of Marcus’s shaft.

Marcus let out a shuddering groan, his hips snapping forward as she engulfed him again. “Fuck, just like that—take it, take all of it,” he chanted, his voice growing ragged. He was fucking her mouth now with slow, deliberate strokes, his hand guiding her head, his thick thighs flexing with every push. The sound of it was a symphony: the wet, rhythmic schlick-schlick of her lips, the choked gurgles when he hit her throat, the slap of his balls against her chin, the creaking of the bookshelf as he braced himself. Spit and pre-come dripped down her chin, staining her blouse, and she looked utterly, gloriously debauched.

Greg stood frozen in the doorway, the essays clutched to his chest like a shield, his cock so hard he could feel his pulse hammering in the tip. He could leave. He could walk away, go back to his office, and pretend this was all some stress-induced hallucination. But he didn’t. He stayed rooted to the spot, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps, his entire world narrowed to the sight of his wife’s shining, stretched lips and the thick, dark cock pistoning between them. Because Naomi wanted him to stay. Her eyes kept flicking to him, checking, making sure he was watching, and every time they did, a fresh surge of heat pooled low in his belly.

And God help him—he wanted to stay too. He wanted to memorize every twitch of her throat, every desperate whimper, every bead of sweat that rolled down Marcus’s dark, glistening skin. He was so turned on he felt light-headed, a giddy, reckless thrill overriding every rational thought.

“Look at you,” Marcus rumbled, his voice now a rough, commanding growl. He turned his head slightly, pinning Greg with a sharp, knowing look. “Standing there like a good little husband, watching your wife take my cock like the slut she is when she gets what she really needs.”

Naomi whimpered, her fingers now frantically rubbing at her clit, her hips rocking wildly into her own hand. She pulled off Marcus’s cock just long enough to gasp, “Mmm—fuck—Marcus, I’m so wet for you—I’m fucking dripping—” before diving back down, taking him so deep her throat made a guttural, clicking sound.

Greg’s hand twitched toward his crotch, his fingers aching with the need to unfasten his belt, to free his aching cock, to stroke himself in time with her movements. But he didn’t. He couldn’t. Not when Naomi’s eyes, hazy with lust, kept darting to his, not when her lips were stretched so beautifully around that girth, not when her fingers were plunging in and out of her own soaked cunt with slick, squelching sounds that filled the quiet office.

“You like watching, don’t you?” Marcus snarled, his hips snapping forward in a brutal, possessive thrust that made Naomi gag and sputter. “You like seeing your wife take black cock like a good little wife? You get off on it?”

Naomi pulled off with a long, drawn-out moan, a thread of saliva connecting her swollen lips to his shaft. “Mmm—yes—I love it,” she panted, her eyes flicking to Greg, her smile utterly filthy. “I love how he watches. Love knowing he sees how much I need it.”

Greg’s breath caught, his cock throbbing so violently he was sure they could both see it twitching against his slacks. “Naomi—” he whispered, his voice a hoarse, pleading rasp. It was part protest, part prayer.

She smiled that slow, sinful smile again, her tongue darting out to lick a stray drop of pre-come from the corner of her mouth. “Shhh, baby,” she murmured, her voice thick with arousal and a teasing, maternal condescension. “You know the rules. Just watch. You’ll get your turn.” She winked, a playful, devastating flicker of one eye, and then turned back to Marcus, taking his cock in her hand and slapping the heavy head against her cheek a few times before sucking it back into her mouth with a contented, hungry hum.

And then she went back to work with renewed vigor, her lips sealing around his shaft, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him so hard the veins on his cock stood out in sharp relief. Her tongue swirled and fluttered, her hands gripping his muscular thighs for leverage as he began to fuck her face with a faster, more urgent rhythm, his groans growing louder, more desperate. Saliva dripped in thick, clear ribbons down her chin and throat, and she reached up to cup his balls, squeezing just enough to make his rhythm stutter.

Greg stood there, hard and aching and utterly breathless, his fingers digging into the stack of essays until the paper crumpled. He could leave. He could walk away right now and pretend this was all a fever dream brought on by too many departmental meetings. But the sight of Naomi, his brilliant, beautiful, wicked wife, on her knees with her lips stretched wide and her eyes full of wicked joy, pinned him in place. She wanted him there, a silent, adoring audience of one.

And God help him—he wanted to stay too. He wanted to stay and watch until his eyes burned, until the image was branded onto the inside of his eyelids forever. This was his new normal, apparently: a cramped, vanilla-scented office, a stack of forgotten student essays, and the love of his life taking another man’s cock down her throat with a blissful, practiced skill that made his heart race and his dick leak. And as her muffled moans rose in pitch and Marcus’s grunts turned to guttural curses, Greg Carter, tenure-track professor of Victorian literature, did exactly what he was told. He watched.




Chapter 2

The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead like a swarm of angry hornets, their sterile white glow bleaching the university’s English department hallway of any warmth, but Greg felt anything but sterile. His skin was stretched too tight over his bones, a prickling, electric sensation that made every nerve ending stand at attention. His pulse hammered in his ears—a frantic, tribal drumbeat that drowned out the distant hum of the copy machine and the occasional clack of a keyboard from behind closed doors. The ghost of Naomi’s arousal still clung to the air, a phantom perfume that mingled with the scent of old books and floor wax, and every time he inhaled, it was like a punch to the gut. He had spent the night tossing in a tangle of sheets that smelled faintly of her jasmine body lotion, his body aching in ways that had nothing to do with exhaustion and everything to do with the relentless, throbbing need that had taken up residence in his groin. Every time he squeezed his eyes shut, the image bloomed behind his lids: Naomi on her knees, her lips stretched obscenely around Marcus’s cock, her delicate fingers digging into the man’s muscular thighs as she took him deeper, her dark eyes flicking up to meet Greg’s with a challenge that had sent a jolt of something terrifying and exhilarating straight to his cock. The sound of her wet, greedy moans echoed in his memory, and he could still see the way Marcus’s head had fallen back, the cords of his neck straining, his hips rocking in a rhythm that was all primal demand.

He should have been horrified. He should have stormed into Naomi’s office the moment he caught his breath, should have demanded answers with righteous fury, or worse—demanded she stop this madness before it tore them apart. But the raw, inconvenient truth was that he hadn’t stopped her. He hadn’t even tried. And the way she had looked at him, the way the corner of her mouth had curved into that knowing, wicked smile as Marcus’s hips stuttered under her expert touch, had been a dare. A test. A gauntlet thrown down at his feet, and Greg had failed it spectacularly by standing there, paralyzed, frozen in the doorway like a deer in headlights, his own cock already throbbing in his slacks like a traitorous second heart, a damp spot of pre-cum seeping through the fabric. He had watched her swallow, had seen the triumphant glint in her eyes, and his body had betrayed him utterly.

Now, as he adjusted his tie for what felt like the hundredth time, his fingers clumsy and trembling, he couldn’t shake the feeling that the day was going to be a long, slow torture designed specifically to dismantle him. The department’s morning meeting loomed in an hour, and he would have to face the faculty lounge, that den of polite academic chatter, where he’d have to pretend everything was normal. He’d have to sit across from Dr. Whitmore, whose sharp eyes missed nothing, and discuss the minutiae of next semester’s syllabus while his mind replayed Naomi’s moans on a continuous, pornographic loop. He’d have to smile at the new grad student, fresh out of her PhD program with her eager, bright eyes, and not let on that she was the absolute least of his concerns. He was a man walking a tightrope over a pit of his own forbidden desires, and the only safety net was his rapidly fraying self-control.

His phone buzzed in his pocket, the vibration against his thigh sending a jolt directly to his already over-sensitized cock. A text from Naomi. He fumbled it out, the screen glaring in the dim hallway. "Running late. Office hours at 11. Don’t be late." The words were so ordinary, so mundane, and yet they crackled with unspoken promise. His thumb hovered over the screen, his mind a frantic scramble of half-formed replies. He could demand an explanation. He could threaten to leave, to pack his bags and stay at a hotel, to reclaim some shred of dignity. But what would he say? I saw you sucking Marcus’s cock yesterday, and now I’m hard




Chapter 3

The phone slipped from Greg’s fingers like a live thing, clattering against the linoleum with a sharp, accusing clink. His pulse was a wild, discordant drum in his throat, his breath trapped somewhere between the primal urge to sprint for the exit and a deeper, darker compulsion to stay rooted to the spot. The hallway stretched before him, a sterile tunnel of fluorescent light, the air thick with the mingled ghosts of antiseptic and stale coffee. He should have walked away. Logically, he knew he should have stormed into his office, slammed the door hard enough to rattle the glass, and locked himself inside until the whole building emptied out and the shame could be swallowed in solitude. But his feet hadn’t budged. Not when Naomi’s fingers had twisted in Marcus’s hair, her nails digging into his scalp with possessive little crescents as she took him deeper, her throat working in a slow, obscene rhythm that made Greg’s own throat click dry. Not when Marcus’s free hand had snaked down to grip her hip, his thumb pressing into the tender, plush flesh just above the swell of her ass, making her whimper—a high, needy sound like a filly pleading for more, a sound that ricocheted straight to Greg’s groin and made his knees feel like rubber.

Greg’s cock had been forged steel by the time he’d turned to flee, the zipper of his slacks a merciless vice that pulsed with every thud of his heart, a traitorous reminder of how little control he actually had over his own body. He’d fled to the men’s room, stumbling into the last stall, locking the flimsy door with shaking fingers, and his hand had been wrapped around his shaft before he’d even had time to suck in a real breath. The first spurt had hit the white tile with a wet, staccato splat, his hips jerking forward without his permission, his breath tearing out in ragged, desperate gasps. He’d come so hard his vision had blurred into a watercolor smear of gray and white, his knees nearly buckling as he leaned his forehead against the cool metal of the sink, his reflection in the mirror a stranger’s—cheeks flushed a fevered pink, lips parted and slick, eyes dark with a cocktail of shame and raw, clawing hunger.

Now, standing in that empty hallway, the weight of what he’d witnessed pressing down on him like a physical force, Greg’s fingers twitched toward his phone again. He could delete the message. Pretend it had never been sent. But the words were already there, seared into the screen like a brand on his conscience:

"Running late. Office hours at 11. Don’t be late."

The double meaning was unmistakable, a sly, deliberate echo. Office hours. The same phrase Marcus had used when he’d strolled into the break room the day before, that confident, rolling gait, and found Naomi already on her knees, her lips stretched obscenely around his cock, her fingers curled possessively around his thigh like she was staking a claim. Greg’s stomach twisted into a knot of nausea and arousal. He could still hear the wet, sucking sounds, the way her breath had hitched when she’d locked eyes with him, her mouth full, her cheeks hollowed as she swallowed with a glint of knowing triumph.

His thumb hovered over the screen. He could type something. Anything. What the fuck is going on? This stops now. I saw you. But the words stuck in his throat, tangled in the very same need that had kept him rooted in that doorway, his cock aching, his body betraying him with every insistent throb.

Instead, he did the only thing his legs would allow—he walked. He walked all the way home, his mind a carousel of lurid images, his groin still heavy and hot.

---

The apartment was a tomb of quiet when he finally pushed through the door. Too silent. The kind of hush that hummed with absence, like the charged pause before a storm cracks the sky. Greg kicked off his shoes, the soles peeling from the hardwood with a sticky sound—sweat, city grime, and the faintest phantom trace of Naomi’s perfume clinging to the air like a memory. He could still smell Marcus on her. That musky, spicy scent, a blend of expensive leather, sharp cologne, and something darker, something primal and male that made Greg’s cock twitch anew just thinking about it. His fingers brushed against the back of the couch as he passed, the nubby fabric still faintly warm from where she’d been sitting earlier, her legs spread, her skirt hitched up, her—

A sound.

Not a moan. Not a gasp. Something softer. The slow, rhythmic creak of the couch springs, a metronome of sin.

Greg froze, every nerve ending flaring to life.

He knew that sound. He knew it intimately, from lazy Sunday mornings and tipsy Friday nights. He slid along the wall, his pulse a roaring waterfall in his ears, until he could peek around the corner.

There she was.

Naomi was sprawled across the couch like a queen surveying her domain, her pencil skirt rucked up around her waist, her expensive stockings torn at the knees, the lace tops frayed and damp with evidence of recent exertion. Her thighs were spread wide, her pussy a glistening, swollen flower, and Marcus—fuck, Marcus was there too—his hands clamped onto her hips, his cock buried deep inside her as he fucked her from behind with a slow, relentless rhythm that made the whole couch groan.

Greg’s breath hitched, a strangled sound in his throat.

Naomi’s back was arched like a bow, her tits spilling out of her unbuttoned blouse, the nipples hard as pebbles and flushed a deep rose, her fingers digging into the couch cushions as if she might tear them. She was moaning, her voice a thick, honeyed syrup of pleasure, and when she saw Greg standing there, a statue of shock and lurid fascination, she didn’t even flinch. Her smile was a slow, wicked curve.

"Ohhh, Greg’s here," she gasped, her voice dripping with teasing, theatrical delight. "You like watching, baby? You like watching your wife get fucked by a real man?"

Marcus chuckled, a low, rough rumble that vibrated through the room, and pulled out just enough to let Greg see the glistening length of him before slamming back in, making Naomi’s breath hitch and a tiny, startled squeak escape her lips. "Mmm, he’s hard," she panted, letting go of the cushion to reach back, her fingers digging into the iron muscle of Marcus’s thigh. "Can you feel him, Greg? Can you feel how big he is? How deep he goes? He’s stretching me so wide, baby, filling up every little bit."

Greg’s cock was painfully hard, a rigid bar pressing against his zipper, a steady leak of moisture darkening the fabric. He should have left. He should have walked away, turned his back on this tableau. But his feet were nailed to the floor, and his hand was trembling at his side.

"Y-yeah," he managed, his voice a hoarse, unfamiliar rasp. "I—I can feel it."

Naomi laughed, a sinful, breathless sound that rippled down his spine, and she shifted her weight, grinding her ass back against Marcus’s cock in a slow circle that made her eyes flutter. "Good. Because I want you to. I want you to feel every inch of what you’re missing."

Marcus grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back just enough to expose the delicate, vulnerable curve of her throat, the hollow of her collarbone, the way her tits swayed and spilled over the edge of her top with each thrust. "You want your husband to stand there and watch while I ruin you completely?" he growled, his voice a dark, amused rasp.

"Mmm-hmm," Naomi moaned, her hips rolling in a counterpoint to his, taking him impossibly deeper. "I want him to see how much I love your cock. How much I need it. How I’m never, ever going to stop needing it."

Greg’s hand flew to his belt, his fingers fumbling with the buckle, clumsy with desperate urgency. He didn’t even realize he was jerking himself off, his fist pumping a frantic, uneven rhythm, until he felt the first hot pulse of come splashing against the bathroom door, staccato bursts of white against the wood.

"Fuck," he groaned, his voice raw and shredded, his body trembling with the force of a release that felt more like a surrender.

Naomi heard him. Of course she did. She smiled, a slow, feline stretch of her lips.

Then, with a languid, deliberate grace, she pulled away from Marcus, leaving his cock glistening and bereft, and turned around on the couch, her legs still spread, her pussy swollen and glistening with a slick mixture of her own arousal and Marcus’s seed. "Greg?" she called, her voice soft, almost innocent, a parody of domestic sweetness. "You in the bathroom already, sweetie?"

"Y-yeah," he choked out, his forehead pressed to the cool door, his sticky hand still wrapped around his softened cock.

A beat. Then—the creak of the bathroom door.

Naomi stepped inside, completely naked except for her heels, her body still glowing with a fine sheen of sweat from Marcus’s attention. She knelt in front of him, her movements fluid and unhurried, her hands sliding up his trembling thighs, her fingers brushing against his still-half-hard, sensitive cock. "You came so fast," she murmured, her breath warm and teasing against his skin. "Did you like watching me? Watching me take him all the way to the hilt?"

Greg nodded, his voice completely gone, swallowed by the lump in his throat.

Naomi licked her lips, a slow, deliberate swipe of her tongue, then leaned in, her tongue swirling around the very tip of his cock, lapping up the last pearly drops of his release with slow, thorough strokes that made his knees buckle. "Mmm. Tastes like jealousy," she whispered, her voice a dark, playful caress. "And a little bit like the last shred of your pride."

Then she stood, smirking, and walked back out, the door left open just enough to let the sounds of the living room drift in—Marcus’s voice, deep, amused, and commanding.

"You gonna let him touch you now, baby? Or is he still just a spectator?"

Naomi’s laugh echoed through the apartment, bright and wicked and utterly unrepentant. "Oh, no. He doesn’t get to touch. But I will let him watch. Watch and learn."

And then—the sound of skin slapping skin, a wet, rhythmic percussion, of moans spiraling higher, of Marcus’s voice growling as he fucked her again, harder this time, deeper, the couch springs screaming a protest.

Greg stood there in the bathroom doorway, hard as steel once more, listening, watching the shadow play on the wall, worshipping the ruin of his own marriage.

Because what else was he supposed to do? His hand found his cock again, and this time, he didn’t even try to hide it.

---

The next morning, Greg woke to an empty bed, the sheets tangled around his legs like a shroud.

The sheets were cold, the pillow beside him still bearing the faint, ghostly imprint of Naomi’s head, a hollow where her warmth had been. He rolled over, his eyes scanning the room for any sign of her—her silk robe hanging on the back of the chair, the perfume bottle half-open on the nightstand, the scent of jasmine and something darker still lingering, the way the morning light slanted through the curtains just the way she liked it, a golden stripe across the carpet.

Nothing. Not even a note.

He sat up, rubbing his face with both hands, his mind still foggy with sleep and the residue of disturbing dreams. His phone buzzed on the nightstand, a shrill little vibration. A text from Naomi.

"Morning. Coffee’s on. Black. Just like you like it."

Greg exhaled sharply. No apology. No explanation. Just the same cold, calculated tone she’d used yesterday, a veneer of normalcy over the wreckage.

He threw back the covers and stood, his bare feet hitting the cold floor with a jolt. The apartment was quiet, too quiet, the silence heavy with unspoken words. He pulled on a pair of sweatpants and padded into the kitchen, his heart a dull, anxious thud.

Naomi was already there, leaning against the counter, a steaming mug of coffee cradled in her hands. She was dressed immaculately—blouse tucked in with crisp precision, pencil skirt smooth, hair pulled back into a neat, professional bun. No trace of last night. No trace of Marcus. She looked like a woman who had never been ravaged on a couch, never had another man’s come dripping from her.

"You’re up early," she said, her voice smooth as silk, almost cheerful.

Greg’s stomach twisted into a hard knot. "Where were you last night?" The question came out more accusatory than he intended, his voice cracking on the last word.

Naomi took a sip of her coffee, her eyes never leaving his, a flicker of amusement dancing in their depths. "Out."

"With who?"

She smirked, a tiny, devastating curve of her lips. "Does it matter?"

"Yes," Greg snapped, his hands clenching into fists at his sides. "It fucking matters. It’s all that matters."

Naomi set her mug down on the counter with a soft click, stepping closer, her heels making a deliberate, tapping rhythm on the tile. "Greg," she said, her voice dropping to a purr, a velvet glove over an iron fist. "You saw me yesterday. You stood there with your hand on your cock and watched me. You know exactly who I was with."

His chest tightened, a band of iron squeezing his ribs. "That’s not—this isn’t—"

"What?" she pressed, her fingers brushing against his arm, a feather-light touch that sent a jolt straight to his groin. "You don’t like sharing? You don’t like knowing that your wife is being thoroughly, deliciously fucked by someone else?"

"I don’t like being lied to!" he shouted, the words echoing in the sterile kitchen.

Naomi’s laugh was sharp, almost cruel, but there was a layer of genuine curiosity beneath it. "Oh, Greg. When did I ever lie to you?"

He flinched, the truth of it hitting him like a physical blow. She was right. She never had. Not really. Not in the way that mattered. She’d always been brutally, terrifyingly honest.

She leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear, her breath hot and scented with coffee. "You’re the one who’s been lying to himself. Lying about what you want. What you’ve always wanted."

Greg stepped back, his hands clenching into fists, his knuckles white. "What is this? What are you doing to me?"

Naomi’s smile was slow, deliberate, a sunrise of pure, wicked intent. "What I’ve always been doing. Pushing. Testing. Showing you the truth."

The front door clicked open.

Greg turned, his heart lurching into his throat.

Marcus stood there, filling the doorway, his tie loose and hanging, his shirt sleeves rolled up to reveal tanned, muscular forearms, his hair tousled like he’d just rolled out of bed—or someone else’s bed. He looked at Greg, then at Naomi, then back at Greg, his expression unreadable, a faint smirk playing at the corner of his mouth.

"Morning," Marcus said, his voice a rough, sleep-roughened rumble that seemed to vibrate in the air.

Naomi’s fingers curled around Greg’s wrist, her nails digging in just enough to hurt, a sharp little punctuation of possession. "You remember Marcus, don’t you, Greg?" Her voice was a silken, mocking drawl.

Greg’s breath came fast, shallow. "What the hell is he doing here? In our home?"

Marcus didn’t answer. He just walked past them, his movements relaxed and proprietary, heading straight for the coffee pot as if he owned the place.

Naomi’s grip tightened, her nails leaving tiny crescents. "He’s here because I asked him to be. I wanted him to see the morning after. To see the full picture."

Greg’s vision blurred at the edges. "You’re serious."

"Deadly," she purred.

Marcus poured himself a cup, his back to them, his posture impossibly relaxed, as if this was the most normal morning routine in the world. "She said you’d be pissed," he said over his shoulder, his voice calm and measured. "But she also said you’d get over it. That you’d come around."

Greg’s laugh was bitter, a harsh bark. "Get over it? Are you fucking kidding me? You’re in my kitchen, drinking my coffee, after you… after you…"

Naomi’s fingers trailed up his arm, her touch feather-light, leaving a trail of goosebumps. "Oh, Greg. You’ve wanted this for a long time. You’ve been dreaming about it. I’ve seen the way you look at me when you think I’m not paying attention. The way your eyes linger on men who look at me."

"That’s not—"

"Isn’t it?" she interrupted, her voice soft but unyielding. "You’ve always been so good. So patient. The perfect, understanding husband. But deep down, in that filthy little heart of yours, you’ve always known. You’ve always wanted to see me like this. To hear me like this. To know that someone else is giving me what you can’t."

Greg’s throat was dry as sandpaper. "This isn’t about what I want."

"Isn’t it?" Naomi repeated, her lips brushing against his jaw, her tongue darting out to taste the salt of his skin. "You came in the bathroom yesterday. You came so hard you nearly fell over. You loved watching me. You loved every second of it."

Greg’s breath hitched, a shuddering inhale. "That was different. That was… a reaction."

"Was it?" Marcus’s voice cut in, smooth as silk, as he turned to face them, leaning against the counter with his coffee. "Because from where I’m standing, it looks like you’ve been waiting for an invitation. Waiting for permission to finally admit what you are."

Greg’s hands shook, his whole body trembling with a cocktail of rage and arousal. "I don’t—this isn’t—"

"You don’t what?" Naomi whispered, her breath hot against his neck, her hand sliding down to cup the growing bulge in his sweatpants. "Don’t want it? Or don’t want to admit you do? Because your cock is telling a very different story, baby."

The coffee maker beeped, the sound loud and jarring in the sudden, charged silence.

Greg’s chest heaved. He could fight. He could push her away. He could storm out of the apartment, slam the door, and never look back, try to salvage some shred of his dignity.

But his body remembered. His cock remembered every detail: the way her throat had bulged, the way Marcus’s hands had gripped her hips, the sounds she made that were never quite the same with him. And as Naomi’s fingers traced slow, knowing circles against his hip, squeezing gently, and as Marcus’s gaze burned into him from across the room—a challenge, a promise, a shared secret—Greg knew, with a certainty that settled deep in his bones alongside the shame and the desperate, clawing lust.

He wasn’t going anywhere. He was going to stay right here, and watch, and burn.




Chapter 4

The breakfast table lay caught in a quiet, golden stillness, the remnants of their meal scattered like evidence of a morning interrupted. Crusts of toast curled on porcelain plates, a pat of butter melting into a glossy puddle, and the coffee in Greg’s mug had long since surrendered its warmth, a skin of cream forming on the surface. The air still carried the ghost of cinnamon and something sweeter, something that clung to the back of his throat like a promise he wasn’t ready to keep. Greg sat rigid, every muscle wound tight as a spring, his thumb tracing the smooth ceramic rim of his mug in slow, absent circles. The cool of it grounded him, a tiny anchor against the heat rolling off the two figures across from him.

Marcus lounged in his chair like a cat in a sunbeam, his elbows propped on the table, his posture a study in casual arrogance. His dark eyes held a glint that was both lazy and razor-sharp, watching Greg with the patience of someone who already knew how the game would end. Behind him, Naomi stood with her hips cocked, her fingers threaded through Marcus’s hair, twirling the dark strands into tiny spirals before letting them spring free. Her nails, painted a wicked shade of crimson, tapped against his scalp in a rhythm that was slow, deliberate, almost hypnotic. Each little click seemed to echo in Greg’s chest, a countdown to something inevitable.

“You’re quiet,” Marcus observed, his voice curling through the quiet like smoke, low and edged with amusement. “Cat got your tongue, or are you just thinking too hard about last night?”

Greg kept his gaze fixed on the cooling dregs of his coffee, watching a single bubble pop near the rim. “I have work,” he said, the words coming out flatter than he intended, a shield he was too tired to hold steady.

“Mmm.” Naomi’s hum vibrated against the shell of Marcus’s ear, her breath a warm, teasing whisper that made the fine hairs on Greg’s forearm stand at attention. Her lips barely grazed the curve of his ear as she spoke, the intimacy of it a deliberate display. “But we have other things to discuss. Things that don’t involve spreadsheets or conference calls.” Her smile was audible, a curve of sound that dripped with honey and mischief.

Greg’s grip on the mug tightened until his knuckles paled. The coffee inside was undrinkable now, a cold, bitter sludge, but he couldn’t make himself let go. He could feel their eyes on him—Naomi’s gaze tracing the line of his mouth like she was already tasting it, Marcus’s smirk deepening into something that knew every filthy thought Greg was trying to bury. The unspoken commands from the night before echoed in his skull: Watch. Obey. Beg. They didn’t need to say them aloud anymore; the words were branded into the air between them.

“Like what?” Greg’s voice scraped out, rough as gravel. He forced his chin up, meeting Marcus’s stare head-on, a flicker of defiance that felt as fragile as tissue paper. “You already got what you wanted last night. Wasn’t that enough?”

Marcus laughed, a low, dark rumble that seemed to vibrate through the table. “Did we?” He tilted his head, feigning curiosity. “I don’t recall getting everything on my list.”

Naomi’s fingers stilled their playful dance. “No,” she purred, her voice a velvet caress that sent a shiver racing down Greg’s spine. “We didn’t. Not by a long shot.” She leaned down, her cheek brushing Marcus’s, her eyes never leaving Greg’s face. “There’s still so much ground to cover.”

Greg’s pulse kicked into a gallop, hammering against his ribs. “What do you mean by that?” He heard the tremor in his own voice, the way it betrayed him.

Marcus unfolded from his chair, leaning forward until the space between them shrank to something breathless. His voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper, each word a silken hook. “We mean you’re still standing at the edge of the room, Greg. Still watching from the shadows like a good little ghost. Still wanting with those big, hungry eyes. But you haven’t taken a single step inside.” He tapped the table with one finger, a slow, metronome beat. “It’s time to cross the threshold.”

A muscle in Greg’s jaw jumped, a tiny rebellion. “I have a job,” he repeated, the excuse sounding even more pathetic the second time around. “Responsibilities. I can’t just play these games all day.”

“Do you?” Naomi’s hand slithered down Marcus’s chest, her fingernails raking lightly over the cotton of his shirt, leaving faint trails that made the fabric whisper. “Or do you just have excuses? Pretty little excuses you wrap around yourself like a security blanket.” She reached the hem of his shirt and toyed with a button, her touch a taunt. “We both know you’re not thinking about work right now.”

Greg exhaled sharply, the sound more a hiss than a sigh, and shoved his chair back with a scrape that shattered the quiet. “This isn’t happening,” he said, the words meant to be a firm line but landing somewhere closer to a plea. “I’m not doing this.”

Before he could rise, Marcus’s hand shot out and caught his wrist. The grip was firm, warm, a bracelet of quiet authority that stopped Greg cold. It wasn’t painful—just unyielding, a silent statement that brooked no argument. “Sit down,” Marcus said, the command simple and devastatingly direct.

Greg froze mid-motion, every nerve ending lighting up in a chaotic chorus. Something deep in his chest uncoiled, a serpent of heat that slithered through his veins, liquid and treacherous. He didn’t yank away. He didn’t snap a retort. He just hovered there, suspended, breathing through the sudden, dangerous want that pooled low in his belly.

Naomi’s lips curved into a smile that was equal parts delight and predation. “Good boy,” she murmured, the praise settling over him like a warm blanket. “See? That wasn’t so hard. Now we can begin.”

---

The study room was a sanctuary of stillness and golden light when they finally arrived, the late afternoon sun slanting through the tall, arched windows in thick, honeyed stripes. The beams spilled across the massive oak desk, illuminating every groove and whorl in the polished wood, making the dust motes dance like tiny fairies. The air was thick with the scent of old paper, leather bindings, and something warmer underneath—a floral note from Naomi’s perfume, a musky undertone that was purely her, and it made Greg’s throat click dry as he swallowed. Rows of books stood sentinel on the shelves, their spines a muted rainbow, silent witnesses to what was about to unfold.

Naomi pushed the heavy door shut with a quiet, deliberate click that ricocheted through the small space like a starting pistol. The lock engaged with a soft snick, and Greg felt the sound in his teeth. Marcus leaned against the far wall, arms crossed over his chest, his posture deceptively relaxed. But his eyes—those dark, knowing eyes—were fixed on Greg with the intensity of a hawk tracking a field mouse. He didn’t speak; he didn’t need to. His presence was a command all on its own.

Naomi, however, was in no rush. She turned to face Greg fully, her movements languid and theatrical, a performance designed just for him. Her fingers rose to the front of her silk blouse, the fabric the color of champagne, and began their work on the first tiny button. She worked it free with excruciating slowness, her gaze never leaving his face, watching the effect she was having.

Greg’s breath snagged in his throat, a sharp, audible hitch.

She didn’t stop. Her smile was a secret as she moved to the second button, letting the blouse gape a little wider, revealing the delicate hollow of her throat. The third button gave way, and the edges of the fabric parted to unveil the lush swell of her breasts, cradled in a bra of sheer black lace. The dark material was a stark, delicious contrast to her creamy skin, and through it, her nipples were visibly pebbled, pressing insistently against the delicate weave. Greg’s mouth went desert-dry, his tongue suddenly too big.

“You like that?” she asked, her voice a soft, almost innocent query, as if she were asking about the weather. She shrugged one shoulder, letting the blouse slip down an inch. “Seeing what’s yours to admire?”

Greg swallowed, the click audible. “You know I do,” he rasped, the admission torn from a place he’d tried to keep hidden. “You damn well know.”

“Do I?” She took a single, gliding step closer, the scent of her perfume enveloping him. Her fingers found his tie, a sober charcoal silk, and she hooked one finger into the knot, tugging it loose with a gentle, teasing pressure that made his skin tingle and his pulse pound in his ears. “Or do you just pretend to like it? A little act to keep us happy?”

Marcus chose that moment to push off the wall, his steps silent on the thick rug. He materialized at Naomi’s back, a solid, warm presence, and his hands circled her waist from behind, pulling her against his chest. He ducked his head, his lips brushing the delicate curve of her ear, but his gaze stayed locked on Greg. “He likes it,” he murmured, the words a low vibration that seemed to stroke down Greg’s spine. “He likes it so much it’s eating him alive. He just doesn’t know how to ask for what he wants.”

Naomi’s own breath hitched at the contact, her back arching subtly into Marcus’s chest. “Maybe he needs a little help,” she suggested, her voice gone husky. “A little nudge in the right direction.”

Greg’s heart was a wild, trapped thing behind his ribs. “What are you—” he started, but the words dissolved.

“Shhh.” Naomi released his tie and lifted a single finger to his lips, pressing the pad softly against them. The touch was electric, a tiny shock that zapped the protest right off his tongue. “No more questions. Just watch.”

She pivoted on her heel, her back to him now, and walked the few steps to the massive desk. With a fluid, practiced motion, she bent over the edge, her spine curving like a bow. Her pencil skirt, a sleek charcoal that matched his tie, hitched up the backs of her thighs, the fabric pooling and bunching around her waist. The position revealed the perfect hemispheres of her ass, barely covered by a wisp of black lace panties that matched her bra. The delicate material stretched taut over her skin, doing nothing to hide her. Greg’s cock, already half-hard, gave a painful, insistent throb against the confines of his slacks, and his breathing fractured into short, sharp gasps.

“Marcus,” she whispered, her voice thick with a need that filled the whole room. The single word was a prayer and a command.

Marcus didn’t need to be told twice. He stepped up behind her, his large hands settling on her hips with possessive ease, fingers splaying to grip the curve of bone and soft flesh. He pulled her back against him, letting her feel the rigid line of his arousal. Greg could hear the crisp, metallic rasp of a zipper being lowered, the rustle of expensive fabric being pushed aside, and then—

“Fuck—” Naomi’s moan was a loud, guttural cry in the hush of the study, her whole body bowing as Marcus sheathed himself inside her with one long, smooth, unyielding thrust. Her knuckles went white as she scrambled for purchase on the desk’s surface.

Greg’s hand flew to his own mouth, teeth sinking into the fleshy part of his palm. The sharp bite of pain was the only thing keeping a similar moan locked in his chest. He had a perfect, unobstructed view of everything. The way the fine muscles in Naomi’s thighs quivered and jumped with the force of Marcus’s entry. The deep, elegant arch of her back as she pushed into him, greedy for more. The way her lacquered nails clawed little crescents into the centuries-old wood of the desk, her whole body a live wire of sensation.

“Greg.” She gasped his name, her voice breathless and frayed, pulling it from somewhere deep in her gut. “Watch me.”

Greg obeyed. He was nothing but eyes, a creature of pure voyeurism.

Marcus was everywhere at once, a maestro of her pleasure. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her into a rhythm that was hard and deep, but then one would slide up the elegant curve of her spine, under the loose blouse, to cup the weight of a breast. Through the thin lace, his fingers found a tight, aching nipple and pinched, rolling the sensitive bud until a strangled cry escaped her lips. Naomi’s moans filled every corner of the room, a symphony of need, her body rocking and trembling with every powerful thrust.

“Ohhh—Marcus—yes—” she gasped, her voice breaking into a high, needy sigh that hung in the air. “You feel so good—so deep—don’t stop, please, don’t ever—”

Greg’s cock was an aching, pulsing bar of pure need, trapped and furious in his trousers. His balls were tight and heavy. He wanted to rip open his fly. He wanted to wrap his hand around himself and stroke to the rhythm Marcus was setting. He wanted to fall to his knees and beg for permission to so much as breathe the same air. But he was rooted to the spot, a statue of frustrated desire, unable to move, unable to look away from the masterpiece they were painting.

Marcus’s right hand abandoned her breast, snaking down her hip, around the front of her trembling thigh, and his fingers found the hard kernel of her clit, rubbing it through the soaked lace of her panties with the pad of his thumb. She cried out, a sharp, almost pained sound, her body jerking as if she’d been shocked, electricity chasing its own tail through her nervous system.

“Greg,” she panted, his name a desperate whisper. “Come here. Come closer. I want you to see.”

Greg’s legs moved of their own accord, his body a puppet on strings he couldn't control. He shuffled forward, hands already half-reaching toward the vision of her bent over the desk—

“No.” Marcus’s voice cut through the heavy, sex-thick air like a blade, sharp and cold. His grip tightened on Naomi’s hip, stilling her movements. “Stay where you are. You watch from there.”

Greg froze, his forward momentum dying instantly, a wave of obedient frustration washing over him.

Naomi’s breath hitched on a small, breathless laugh. “Good boy,” she cooed, her voice dripping with approval. “He’s learning, Marcus. Isn’t that sweet?”

Marcus answered by snapping his hips forward, harder and more desperate than before, picking up a punishing rhythm. His fingers were a blur on her clit, his other hand sliding up to fist in the silken strands of her hair, tilting her head back so he could claim her mouth in a brutal, possessive kiss. It was all teeth and tongue and dominance.

“Fuck—Marcus—yes—right there, oh god, right there—” Naomi’s voice splintered into a broken, keening cry, her whole body seizing as her orgasm crashed over her. It ripped through her in visible, violent waves, her back bowing so deeply Greg thought she might snap. She clenched rhythmically around Marcus, and with a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt one final time, his own release shuddering through him.

“Greg.” She gasped his name as she floated down, her voice a wrecked, breathless thing. Her body was still trembling with aftershocks. “Watch me take every last drop of him.”

Greg’s breath choked off as Marcus slowly withdrew, his cock emerging, slick and glistening with the pearly evidence of their combined pleasure. It was a sight so obscene, so beautiful, that Greg’s mouth actually watered. Naomi turned, the movement a liquid grace, and sank to her knees on the plush rug, her mouth a perfect ‘O,’ already leaning forward to taste him—

“No,” Marcus said again, his voice a rough scrape. “Not yet.”

He stepped back, his still-rigid cock, wet and shiny, bobbing in the air between them. Naomi’s eyes darkened to midnight pools, her lips parting in a slow, wicked, utterly captivating smile.

“Then what?” she asked, her voice a silken purr that promised all manner of delightful sins. “What game are we playing now, my love?”

Marcus’s hand disappeared into the pocket of his discarded slacks, and when it reappeared, he was holding a small, sleek silver device. The sight of it made Greg’s stomach drop into a freefall, a dizzying cocktail of fear and raw excitement.

“You remember this?” Marcus asked, his voice a low, intimate threat.

Naomi’s smile widened into a grin, lighting up her face. “Oh, I remember,” she breathed, her tongue darting out to wet her bottom lip. “Our greatest hits collection.”

She took the device from him, their fingers brushing in a fleeting, charged moment. She pressed a button, and the small screen flickered to life, filling the hushed room with the unmistakable sounds of slick flesh and throaty moans. Greg’s breath caught again. It was a recording of them—Naomi and Marcus, fucking on this very desk, their bodies moving in the same slow, deliberate, devastatingly beautiful dance Greg had just witnessed live. It was watching a memory while standing in the middle of it. Greg’s cock twitched aggressively in his slacks, a traitorous, desperate pulse.

“You like watching us?” Naomi asked, her voice a soft, teasing lilt. “Seeing how beautiful we are together?”

Greg couldn’t form words; he just nodded, a hoarse whisper rattling out of him. “Yeah.”

“Good.” She pressed another button, and the scene on the screen changed. Now it was him. Greg, a shadowy figure frozen in the doorway, his hand wrapped desperately around his own cock, his face a mask of tortured ecstasy, his breath coming in ragged, visible gasps as he watched them. A wave of mortified heat washed through him, so potent it was almost an aphrodisiac in its own right.

Naomi’s fingertips traced the image of his face on the screen, her touch light, almost reverent. “You’ve been a very good boy,” she murmured, her voice laced with a dark, possessive pride. “So obedient, even when you didn’t know you were being watched.”

Greg’s chest tightened with a complicated tangle of emotions. Shame. Pride. A terrifying, thrilling sense of exposure. “What do you want from me?” he asked, his voice finally cracking. “What’s the endgame?”

Naomi’s gaze locked onto his, her eyes like deep, dark pools he could drown in. “I want you to remember this,” she said, her tone simple and absolute. “I want it burned into your brain so that every time you close your eyes, you see us. I want you to remember who you belong to.”

Marcus stepped behind her again, a shadowy figure of male power and grace. His hands slid around her waist, one hand plunging down between her legs from the front, his fingers finding her still-soaked, over-sensitized clit. Naomi’s breath hitched in a sharp gasp, her body arching instinctively into his touch as he began to rub her in slow, deliberate, devastating circles.

“Greg,” she gasped, her breath coming in tight little pants. “Watch us. Watch the live show and the replay.”

Greg obeyed. He was nothing but an instrument of observation.

Marcus’s fingers were relentless, a masterclass in patient, knowing stimulation, his touch sending fresh, unbearable waves of pleasure through her trembling body. She moaned, a soft, liquid sound, her voice rising in a long, satisfied sigh as he effortlessly brought her right back to the edge of the cliff face.

“Greg,” she whispered, her voice thick with an unbearable, consuming need. “Come here. Now. Touch me.”

Greg’s body lurched forward, a puppet with its strings yanked. His hands rose, reaching for her—

“No.” Marcus’s voice cracked like a whip, sharp and immediate. His grip on Naomi’s hip tightened, an anchor holding her, and by proxy Greg, in place. “I said, stay where you are. You’re a camera, not a participant. Not yet.”

Greg froze in his tracks, a low sound of frustration rumbling deep in his chest that he was powerless to let out.

Naomi’s breath hitched on a sob. “Good boy,” she praised him, the words thin and reedy. “Such a good, patient boy.”

Marcus’s fingers worked her faster now, a desperate, commanding rhythm, his voice a rough growl against her ear. “Come for me, Naomi. Right now. Let him see what he’s missing.”

Naomi’s entire body convulsed, her back arching so sharply she nearly bent double as a second, shattering orgasm detonated inside her. It rippled through her in surging, violent waves, wrenching a long, loud, deeply satisfied cry from the very bottom of her soul.

“Greg,” she screamed, her voice a breathless, triumphant announcement. “Watch me come! Watch it happen!”

Greg’s breath came in sobbing gasps as Marcus pulled out of her, his cock still painfully hard, still dripping with the glossy sheen of her release. The sight was a physical blow. Naomi, still trembling, her legs visibly weak, sank back down to the floor, her mouth already opening to complete the act she’d been denied twice now—

“No,” Marcus stated, his voice leaving no room for argument. “Not yet. I told you.”

He stepped back, his magnificent, tortured cock an altar at which they both seemed ready to worship. Naomi’s eyes were all pupil now, her lips curving in a slow, wicked, entirely debauched smile.

“Then what?” she asked, her purr a low thrum of anticipation. “The suspense is killing me.”

Marcus reached into his pocket and pulled out a pair of polished steel handcuffs. The light glinted off them, and Greg’s stomach didn’t just drop—it cratered.

“What the hell—?” The words were out before Greg could think, a flash of genuine panic slicing through the fog of lust.

“Shhh.” In a breath, Naomi was at his side, pressing a silencing finger to his lips once more, the touch just as electric as the first time. “Don’t ruin the surprise. Just watch.” She moved behind him, her body a warm, fragrant line of heat against his back. Her hands, cool and assured, wrapped around his wrists, drawing them together behind him. The metal was cold as it kissed his skin, the ratchets clicking into place with a series of chilling, exciting, final little sounds before she looped the chain around the thick, sturdy leg of the heavy oak desk. He was tethered.

“What—?” he tried again, a useless, reflexive protest.

“Shhh,” Naomi soothed, her lips brushing the sensitive shell of his ear, sending a cascade of shivers down his body. “Words aren’t required. Just your eyes. Just watch.”

Greg gave an experimental tug on the cuffs, but they held firm, the unyielding metal biting just enough to be real. He was trapped. Helpless. His cock throbbed so violently he could see his own pulse beating against the fabric of his slacks. He could do nothing but obey, his breath escaping him in short, desperate, ragged gasps as he turned his attention back to the screen Naomi still held.

On the tiny screen, Naomi and Marcus were still locked in their recorded dance, their bodies moving in that slow, deliberate, maddeningly hot motion. The soundtrack of their moans was a perfect, filthy duet with the ragged rhythm of Greg’s own breathing.

“You like watching?” Naomi asked from behind him, her voice a soft caress in the shell of his ear, her closeness a torment.

Greg’s head bobbed in a single, frantic nod, his voice scraped raw. “Yeah.”

“Good.” She held the screen over his shoulder, letting him watch as she replayed the clip of him in the doorway. His recorded self looked utterly lost to lust. “You’ve been a very good boy,” she murmured, her words vibrating against his neck. “So wonderfully, perfectly obedient.”

Greg’s chest heaved. “What do you want?” he whispered, the question a broken prayer.

Her gaze, from the screen, locked onto the reflection of his face in a framed print on the wall. “I want you to remember this. Every second of it.”

The real Marcus, live and in the flesh, stepped back into the frame, his presence filling the room. He wrapped himself around Naomi again, his hand resuming its relentless, knowing work between her legs, finding her clit with unerring precision. She melted back against him with a gasp, the screen in her hand dipping.

“Greg,” she gasped, her voice breathless and strained. “Watch us.”

Greg, bound and aching, obeyed. He watched Marcus’s fingers, slick and fast, drive Naomi back up that peak with terrifying speed.

“Greg,” she whispered again, her voice a shattered plea. “Come here. I need you.”

His body answered without his mind’s permission, jerking against the cuffs with a metallic clatter, his hands uselessly pulling. “I can’t,” he growled, the first real words he’d claimed in minutes.

“No,” Marcus confirmed, his voice still sharp, his grip on her hip a command. “Stay exactly where you are.”

Greg slumped, defeated and desperate. “Fuck.”

Naomi’s breath hitched on a sob of laughter. “Good boy.”

Marcus’s fingers worked faster, a frantic, punishing pace, his voice a desperate snarl. “Come for me, Naomi. Now.”

She shattered for the third time, her body a live wire, her back bowing and her cries ringing off the book-lined walls in a long, satisfied, completely unhinged crescendo.

“Greg,” she cried out, her voice a ruin. “Watch me come!”

Greg watched Marcus pull out of her, his cock a gleaming, rigid monument. Watched as Naomi, her legs made of jelly, sank to her knees, her mouth a perfect, willing void. Watched the word form on her lips to ask. Watched Marcus’s head shake.

“Not yet.”

The air in the room was thin, charged. Naomi’s wicked smile was a promise of new and deeper debaucheries as Marcus produced a small vial of clear, viscous liquid from his pocket. He held it up to the light. “Lube,” he said, answering the question in her eyes, his gaze sliding from her face to Greg’s, trapping him. “For you.”

Greg’s breath tangled in his throat. This was a new chapter.

Marcus knelt behind Naomi on the rug, his slick-coated fingers trailing a slow, glistening path down the elegant valley of her spine, leaving a trail of goosebumps in their wake. He poured a generous amount of the cool lube onto himself, stroking it over his aching length with slow, showman’s deliberation, his eyes never once leaving Greg’s. It was a performance just for him.

“Greg,” Naomi whispered from her hands and knees, her voice soft and dreamy with anticipation. “Watch us.”

Greg was a living eye, nothing more. He watched Marcus position himself, the slick, broad head of his cock pressing against a place Greg had only ever imagined. Naomi’s gasp was a beautiful, surprised little sound as he began a slow, inexorable push, breaching her, filling her in a way that was entirely new. His hands clenched on her hips as he buried himself inside her inch by devastating inch.

“Ohhh—Marcus—yes—just like that—” Naomi’s voice was a broken, blissed-out cry, her body trembling with a deep, profound sense of fullness.

Greg was in agony, his own untouched cock a pillar of painful need, his balls drawn up tight. The sight of Marcus taking her there, the look of transcendent ecstasy on her face, was a new, exquisite torture. He pulled against the cuffs, the metal groaning, his breath a ragged, animal sound. He wanted to beg. The word was right there on the tip of his tongue.

Marcus’s thrusts grew harder, a deep, possessive claiming, his fingers digging hard enough into her hips to leave little half-moons in her skin. Naomi’s moans were a symphony of pure, unfiltered filth, her body rocking back to meet every single one as her voice rose in a long, deeply satisfied, utterly pornographic sigh.

“Greg,” she gasped, her eyes squeezed shut, her voice pure sensation. “Watch me take him. All of him.”

Greg’s breath caught in a sob as Marcus withdrew, his cock slick and shining with lube. Naomi, operating on pure instinct, turned and sank back to her knees, her mouth seeking him, a supplicant before her god.

“No,” Marcus grunted, his voice a strained whisper. “Not yet.”

Her eyes snapped open, dark and wild, a slow, wicked smile carving itself onto her lips. “Then what?” she asked, her voice a husk of its usual purr. “What else is in those pockets of yours?”

He produced a small, sleek, teardrop-shaped plug from the enchanted pocket of endless torment. “Then,” he said, his voice a low, dark promise, “we finish.”

Greg’s breath hitched as Marcus knelt behind Naomi again, his slick fingers trailing between the cleft of her ass, his touch a careful, deliberate tease. He coated the silicone toy with more of the cool lube, his movements excruciatingly slow, his gaze on Greg a heavy, dark anchor.

“Greg,” Naomi whispered, her voice a fragile, breathless thing. “Don’t you dare close your eyes.”

Greg obeyed. He couldn’t have looked away if the room had caught fire.

Marcus’s fingers were gentle, a surprise amidst the carnal chaos, as he positioned the cool, tapered tip of the plug against her. She bit her lip, a soft gasp escaping as he began to press it home with steady, unyielding pressure, the flared base finally coming to rest snugly against her skin. It was a visual exclamation point to the act, a decadent fillip of pure filth.

“Ohhh—Marcus—yes—I’m so full—” Naomi’s voice was a ruined, worshipful cry.

Something inside Greg was about to snap. The pressure was unbearable, a volcanic heat building at the base of his spine. He strained against the cuffs, a low, desperate animal sound tearing from his throat.

“Greg,” Naomi whispered, her voice threading through the chaos, thick with a need that perfectly mirrored his own. “Come here.”

Greg was nothing but the futile, clattering struggle of metal on wood. “I can’t,” he snarled, a bead of sweat tracing a path down his temple.

“No,” Marcus’s voice was the final, absolute command. “Stay where you are.”

Greg went limp in his bonds, a puppet with his strings cut.

“Good boy,” Naomi breathed, the praise a balm and a torment.

Marcus’s fingers found the base of the plug and gave it a tiny, experimental twist. Naomi cried out, a pure, high sound. He worked it in slow, deliberate circles, his touch desperate, his voice a ragged growl of a command. “Come for me, Naomi. Let him hear you.”

Naomi’s body became a single, explosive, trembling nerve. Her back arched into an impossible curve as a final, shattering orgasm detonated, a supernova of pleasure that ripped a long, triumphant, soul-deep cry from her lungs that seemed to echo on forever.

“Greg,” she screamed into the quiet of the books. “Watch me come!”

And he did. He watched Marcus gently, slowly pull the plug free, leaving her gasping and empty. Watched her turn, her knees hitting the floor with a soft thud, her mouth a perfect, inviting circle of pink and hunger. Watched Marcus’s resolute shake of the head.

“No. Not yet.”

The room spun. Greg was no longer sure what was real. Naomi’s wicked smile was a lighthouse in the sea of his confusion as Marcus produced a small, elegant bottle of golden syrup from his pocket. He held it up with a wolfish grin. “Then,” he said, his voice a low, sweet-sinister rumble, “we taste.”

Greg’s breath hitched, an involuntary sound of pure, unadulterated shock.

Marcus knelt behind Naomi once more, his slick fingers tracing a new, sticky path down her back. He uncapped the bottle and tilted it, pouring a slow, glistening, amber stream of syrup over the head of his own raging cock, over the shaft, letting it drip in lazy, sugary rivulets. The scent of maple and musk filled the air. The sight was utterly depraved, and Greg’s mouth flooded with saliva.

“Greg,” Naomi whispered, her voice a reverent, breathless prayer. “Watch.”

He was nothing but eyes. He watched Marcus, his cock a sticky confection, position himself once more, pressing against the entrance to her body. She let out a low, guttural moan of pure greed as he slid into her in one slow, syrupy, delicious glide.

“Ohhh—Marcus—you taste so sweet—I can feel it—” Naomi’s voice was a broken, sugary cry.

Greg’s cock ached with a pain that was becoming a new state of being. He was a creature of pure need, pulling against his bonds, a string of desperate pleas, “please, please, please,” falling from his lips in a silent mantra.

Marcus’s thrusts were a sticky, sweet, savage rhythm, a claiming that was as much about the taste and the scent as the brutal pleasure. Naomi’s moans were a gluttonous feast of sound, her body trembling with the sheer, sticky intensity.

“Greg,” she gasped, her voice pure, blissful sensation. “Watch me take all of him. Watch me taste him.”

Greg’s breath died in his lungs as Marcus pulled out, a sticky, syrupy mess, a god of depravity. Naomi turned on her knees, her mouth a perfect, hungry trap, lunging forward to clean the confection with her tongue.

“No.” The word was a soft, final benediction. “Not yet.”

He stepped back, his sticky erection a banner of their debauchery. Naomi’s eyes were black pools of want, her smile a masterpiece of sin. “Then what?” she purred, her voice a sticky, sweet promise.

Marcus reached into his pocket one last time, producing a small, soft, white hand towel. “Then,” he said, his voice dropping to an intimate, gentle command, “we clean up. We take care of you.”

Greg’s heart, which had been a frantic drum, suddenly stalled.

Marcus knelt, his movements now impossibly tender, and began to wipe the sticky-sweet evidence from Naomi’s trembling thighs, from the small of her back, his touch a soothing balm after the exquisite torment. He cleaned her with reverence, his gaze, so full of love and possession, shifting from her face to Greg’s, pulling him into the sudden, profound intimacy.

“Greg,” Naomi whispered, her voice a fragile, needy thing. “Watch us.”

Greg obeyed, his eyes filling with an emotion he couldn’t name.

Marcus’s fingers, wrapped in the soft towel, were gentle, tracing soothing circles over her flushed skin. She moaned softly, a sound of pure, sated comfort, her voice rising in a long, deeply satisfied sigh.

“Greg,” she whispered, her voice thick with a final, ultimate need. “Come here.”

Greg’s body was moving before his mind could catch up, a lunge that was stopped short by the unyielding grip of the cuffs. He was frozen, a foot from paradise.

“No,” Marcus’s voice was soft now, but no less commanding. “Stay.”

Greg froze, a sob of pure, frantic desperation lodging in his throat.

Naomi’s smile was beatific. “Good boy.”

But then, she was rising on shaky legs, crossing the short distance to where he stood bound and aching. She didn’t touch him anywhere but there. Her fingers, still sticky with the ghost of syrup, found the straining buttons of his trousers and freed him. He sprang into her waiting hand, hot and hard and slick with his own weeping need. The touch was a jolt of pure, golden electricity.

“Greg,” she whispered, her voice a soft, needy, final command. “Come for me. Not for him. For me.”

Greg’s breath hitched, a choked-off cry, as her fingers wrapped around him, a tight, warm, perfect channel. She stroked him once. Twice. The sight of her, the feel of her, the sound of her voice, the hours of exquisite, agonizing torture—it all detonated. He came with a shattered roar, his release pulsing hot and thick over her fingers, a testament to his total, absolute surrender.

Naomi watched his face, her expression one of pure, feline satisfaction, then lifted her glistening hand to her mouth. She licked her fingers clean one by one, her tongue darting out to catch every stray, pearly drop as he watched, helpless and utterly, completely spent.

She finished and reached up, pulling his head down for a kiss that was deep, possessive, and tasted of maple, salt, and victory. “Good boy,” she purred against his lips, her voice a velvet hum of pure, undiluted satisfaction. She pulled back, her eyes sparkling, her smile a promise of countless tomorrows just like this. She reached down and, with a quiet click, unlocked the cuffs.

“Now…” she said, her voice a playful, sated sigh, her fingers lacing with his as she tugged him gently toward the door. Marcus fell into step on his other side, a solid, silent, approving presence. “Let’s go home. Our study session is officially over.”




Chapter 5

The click of the study room door was soft but final, a sound that seemed to vibrate through the low, amber glow of the single desk lamp. The air inside was thick, heavy with the echoes of what they’d just done—Naomi’s helpless, breathless moans still ringing in Greg’s ears, Marcus’s low growls of command, the slick, wet symphony of her body yielding to him over and over. Greg’s pulse hadn’t slowed; it hammered at his throat, a wild, insistent drumbeat, and his fingers curled and uncurled at his sides as if the ghost of the handcuffs was still clamped around his wrists, that aching, held-back tension still coiled deep inside him.

Naomi moved with the lazy confidence of a woman who had just been thoroughly, blissfully ravished, her bare feet padding softly across the Oriental rug as she led them deeper into the office. She was a vision in the dim light—her hair a tousled, glittering mess, her skin glowing with a sheen of sweat, her ruined lipstick smeared like a badge of honor. She stopped beside a plush, oxblood leather sofa that crouched beneath a floor-to-ceiling window, the heavy velvet curtains drawn tight against the night. This room had been designed for power: for boardroom standoffs and whispered alliances, for sober, serious men making sober, serious decisions. But now, the only thing that mattered was the scent that clung to every surface—a decadent blend of sex, sweat, expensive leather, and the faint, intoxicating musk of Naomi’s arousal. It was a perfume that rewired Greg’s brain, made his mouth water and his cock throb insistently against the confines of his slacks.

Marcus was the first to move, and he did so with the deliberate, unhurried grace of a man who owned every space he entered. He tugged his tie loose with one hand, the silk whispering free, then started on the buttons of his shirt—one by one, the little discs of mother-of-pearl slipping through their holes until the fabric gaped open, revealing the sculpted planes of his chest. He let it drop behind him, a puddle of expensive cotton, and stood there bare, his skin still flushed from their previous exertion, a faint sheen of sweat tracing the lines of his muscles. Greg’s gaze snagged on the dark, vivid smudges of Naomi’s lipstick branded onto Marcus’s collarbone, and on his fingers—those long, commanding fingers—which still held the faintest tremor from the force with which he’d gripped her hips and driven into her. It was a delicious, intimate detail that sent a fresh spike of heat through Greg’s belly.

Naomi didn’t give him a moment to recover. She turned to Greg with a predator’s smile, her eyes glittering like chips of obsidian. Her fingers, nimble and warm, went straight to the buttons of his dress shirt, flicking them open with an efficiency that was almost businesslike, but her touch was anything but. “You’ve been so very, very patient,” she murmured, her voice a smoky purr that seemed to wrap around his spine and squeeze. As the last button gave way, she raked her nails—just sharp enough to sting—down the center of his chest, leaving a trail of fire that made his abs clench. “But patience, darling,” she continued, tilting her head, her tongue darting out to wet her lips, “is wildly overrated, don’t you think?”

Greg swallowed, and it felt like swallowing a stone. He should stop this. He should say something—anything—to reassert the flimsy boundaries that had already been obliterated. But the way she was looking at him, her lips parted just enough to show the pink tip of her tongue, the way her breath came in shallow little puffs that made her chest rise and fall—it liquefied his knees. He was lightheaded with wanting her, with the sheer, dizzying spectacle of the two of them.

Marcus chuckled, a low, gravelly sound that rumbled from deep in his chest as he sank onto the sofa. He leaned back like a sultan surveying his domain, one arm draped lazily over the armrest, his half-hard cock resting against his thigh, a bead of moisture already glistening at the tip. “Let’s see just how patient he really is,” he said, his voice rough with amusement and still-damp desire. “I have a feeling he’s about to fold.”

Naomi didn’t answer with words. Instead, she lowered herself to her knees on the plush rug in front of Greg, a graceful descent that made his heart stutter. Her hands slid up the outside of his thighs, slow and deliberate, the heat of her palms seeping through the wool of his trousers. She leaned in, her mouth hovering just over the straining cloth, and her breath—hot, damp, and impossibly intimate—ghosted over the rigid line of his cock. “You’re still so hard,” she observed, her tone one of mock wonder. She let her fingers brush ever so lightly over the bulge, tracing its outline with a feathery touch that made him hiss. “Did you like watching me take him? Could you taste it from across the room?”

Greg’s breath left him in a shuddering rush. “N-Naomi…” he managed, her name a ragged scrap of sound.

“Shhh.” She pressed a single finger to his lips, silencing him. The pad of her finger was slightly salty, and he had to fight the urge to take it into his mouth. “No more talking,” she whispered, her eyes holding his captive. “Not yet. Tonight, you’re going to earn every single scrap of pleasure you get. And you’re going to love earning it.”

Her hands returned to his belt. The metal buckle clicked open with a practiced, almost musical chime, and she tugged the leather free with a slow, shivery rasp. The sound of his zipper descending was obscene in the quiet room—a deliberate, metallic purr that seemed to go straight to his balls. Naomi hooked her fingers into his waistband, and with a gentle but insistent pull, she eased his trousers and boxers down just far enough to free his cock. It sprang up, thick and throbbing, the head already slick with his need. She didn’t touch it, not at first. Instead, she leaned in closer, her lips brushing the sensitive skin just beneath his navel, and she let her warm, humid breath cascade over him in slow, rhythmic puffs. The air itself seemed to tease him, to caress the hypersensitive ridge and make him twitch and ache.

“You’re so good for us,” she whispered, and the vibration of her voice traveled through his skin like a low electric current. “So beautifully, perfectly obedient. It makes me want to devour you.”

Greg’s hands fisted at his sides so hard his knuckles cracked. He wanted to protest, to demand something—to flip the script, to turn the tables, to break the exquisite spell she was weaving. But the way she was gazing up at him through those thick, sooty lashes, the way the tip of her tongue flicked out to trace the sharp line of his hipbone… it all crumbled his resistance to dust. He was hers, utterly, and from the dark, glinting look in her eyes, she knew it.

Marcus shifted on the leather sofa, the cushions sighing under him. His hand had found his cock again, and he stroked it with slow, idle pulls, his gaze heavy-lidded and intent. “That’s right,” he murmured, his voice a dark, approving rumble. “Let her worship you. She’s been desperate for it. Watch how she takes her time.”

And then Naomi’s lips finally, mercifully, closed around the head of Greg’s cock. The sensation was a revelation—soft, wet, and scorching hot. Her tongue swirled over the slit, lapping at the pearl of liquid gathered there, tasting him with a quiet, humming moan of appreciation. Then she took him deeper, her jaw relaxing, her throat fluttering around him in a ripple of deliberate muscle. Greg groaned, a sound wrenched from somewhere primal, and his fingers flew to her hair, tangling in the silken, disheveled strands. But she didn’t pull away; if anything, she pushed closer, hollowing her cheeks as she bobbed her head, her moans of pleasure vibrating through his shaft and sending shockwaves up his spine. Her hands had moved to grip the taut muscles of his ass, her nails dimpling the flesh as she anchored him in place, controlling the pace, the depth, the maddening rhythm.

“Fuck—Naomi—” His voice was a broken, desperate plea, but it only seemed to spur her on. She took him even deeper, her lips stretched wide, her eyes watering just a little as she gagged, a perfectly obscene, wet sound that made his balls tighten. “You’re—it’s too much—I can’t—”

“Good?” She pulled back just enough to gasp the word, her voice muffled and messy around his thickness, a string of saliva connecting her bottom lip to his glistening shaft. Her smile was a wicked, glistening thing. “I know.”

Marcus’s chuckle was tinted with dark satisfaction, his hand moving faster on his own cock now, a wet, rhythmic sound that filled the pauses. “She’s always good,” he said, his voice rough with need. “She could do this for hours and still beg for more. But she has other plans for you tonight, Greg.”

Naomi pulled off with a lewd, wet pop that seemed to echo in the silent room. Her lips were swollen, shiny with a mix of her saliva and his pre-cum, and her smile was sharp and triumphant. “He’s right,” she purred, rising to her feet with a fluid grace that made her thighs flex. “I’m far from done with you.” She placed her hands on Greg’s shoulders and shoved, not ungently, but with a firm, commanding push that sent him stumbling backward. “Sit. Now.”

He obeyed without a single conscious thought. His ass hit the leather cushion with a soft thud, the material cool and smooth against his bare thighs. Before he could even process the shift in power, Naomi straddled his lap, her knees sinking into the cushion on either side of his hips, her thighs clamping him in place. She was so close—so gloriously, indecently close—and through the thin, damp fabric of her thong, he could feel the furnace heat of her. She ground down against him, a slow, circular motion that dragged the sodden lace over the rigid length of his cock, soaking it with her arousal. “You’re dripping,” Greg gasped, his hands flying to her waist, his fingers digging into the soft curve of her hips.

“Mmm.” She rocked again, harder, and the friction made her eyelids flutter. Her nails bit into his shoulders as she found a rhythm. “And you’re so hard for me. I can feel you throbbing. It’s like you’re made for this, for being right here, between my legs.”

Marcus groaned from his spot on the sofa, his cock now fully erect, glistening in the lamplight as he stroked himself with a tighter grip. “Fuck, just watch her. Watch the way she rides you,” he gritted out. “I want to see every inch of you disappear inside her, Greg. Don’t hold anything back.”

Naomi didn’t need more encouragement than that. She lifted herself just enough, one hand snaking down between their bodies to position him. Her fingers were a slick, warm cage as she guided the broad head of his cock to her entrance. She paused for a heartbeat, letting him feel the liquid heat of her, the way her body fluttered and begged for him, and then she sank down with a slow, deliberate, soul-stealing motion. The feeling was indescribable—hot silk fisting him, stretching to accommodate him, her inner walls rippling in a series of fluttering welcomes. Her breath caught on a sharp, high gasp, and her head fell forward until her forehead was pressed against his.

“Oh god—” Greg’s voice was raw, scraped clean of anything but sensation. His hands tightened on her hips as she began to move, her body rocking against his in slow, deep thrusts that ground her clit against his pubic bone. “You feel—fuck—I’ve never felt anything like it.”

“So good?” Naomi’s voice was a breathless, teasing whisper. She lifted her head just enough to look into his eyes, her expression a blend of triumph and tender, overwhelming lust. “You like sharing me, Greg? You like knowing that Marcus just had me, but right now, I’m all yours?”

Greg couldn’t answer. Words were a foreign language. All he could do was feel—the exquisite, maddening clutch of her body around him, the bounce of her full breasts with every rolling movement of her hips, the way her nipples, tight and pebbled, brushed against the crisp hair on his chest. And always, the sound of Marcus’s voice in the background, a low, constant growl that seemed to stroke along his nerves. “That’s it,” Marcus was murmuring, his hand a blur on his cock. “Fuck her slow. Don’t give her what she wants yet. Make her beg for it. Make her say please.”

Naomi moaned, a sound that was equal parts frustration and pleasure. Her nails raked down Greg’s chest, leaving pink lines, and she tossed her head back, the column of her throat exposed. “Marcus—please—” she gasped, her hips still rolling, still taking Greg deep with every stroke.

“Please what?” Marcus’s voice was a dark, velvet tease, rife with command. “Use your words, Naomi. Tell us both exactly what you want.”

“Fuck me,” she begged, the words tumbling out in a rush. Her rhythm faltered, her body trembling with the force of her need. “I want you inside me too. I want to be so full I can’t breathe. Please, Marcus, I need you both.”

Marcus didn’t need to be told twice. He stood in one fluid, powerful motion, his cock—thick, proud, and gleaming with pre-come—jutting out from his body. He stepped behind the sofa, and Greg could feel the heat of him as he crowded against Naomi’s back, his chest pressing to her spine, his breath hot on her shoulder. His hands closed over Naomi’s hips, his thumbs digging into the soft dip just above her ass, and Greg felt the shift in pressure, the new tension in her body.

“You want this?” Marcus asked, his voice a dark, intimate rumble right next to her ear. He let the head of his cock notch against her, sliding through the slickness that coated her folds, nudging against Greg’s shaft where it was already buried inside her. “You want us both to fill you, to stretch you until you forget your own name?”

“Yes,” Naomi whimpered, her whole body trembling like a plucked string. Her inner walls clamped down on Greg, a desperate, milking pulse that made his vision spark. “Oh god, yes, please, now—”

And then Marcus drove into her. It was a single, deep, unrelenting thrust, his cock forcing its way into her already-stuffed channel, sliding against Greg’s with an impossible, tight friction. Naomi screamed—a high, wild sound that seemed to tear from the very center of her—and for a moment, the world narrowed to that single, blazing point of connection. Her body clamped down on them both, a silken vise that held them in a state of suspended, agonizing pleasure, and her nails scored deep lines down Greg’s chest.

“Fuck—fuck—” Greg’s voice was a broken, guttural groan, his hips bucking up into her involuntarily. The sensation was overwhelming—Naomi’s heat, her tightness, the wet, sliding pressure of Marcus’s cock moving against his own inside her. It was too much and not enough all at once, a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

“You like that?” Marcus growled, his voice strained with his own effort. He began to move, pulling almost all the way out before plunging back in, his thrusts slow and deep and devastating. His hands gripped Naomi’s waist with the strength of a vise, pulling her back onto him, using her, fucking her with a possessive, primal rhythm. “You like being sandwiched between us, our sweet little devil? You like being so full there’s no room for a single thought?”

Naomi could only moan, a sound that was both a sob and a hymn. Her body trembled uncontrollably, caught between their pistoning hips, her breath coming in ragged, staccato gasps that fogged the air between her and Greg. “Yesss—oh god—yes, yes, yes—”

Greg’s hands slid up her body, cupping her breasts, his thumbs circling the hard, aching peaks of her nipples. He watched, mesmerized, as Marcus moved behind her, the play of the muscles in his shoulders, the way his jaw was clenched tight with concentration, the way his cock disappeared into her again and again. The sight of them—Naomi’s body stretched and filled, her head thrown back, her mouth an O of pure ecstasy, the wet, rhythmic sounds of their joined bodies—was the most erotic thing he had ever witnessed. It pushed him to the very edge.

“You’re gonna come for us,” Marcus ordered, his voice a guttural growl that was all command. “Right now. Let go, Naomi. We want to feel you fall apart.”

The command was her undoing. Naomi screamed, her voice cracking as the orgasm slammed into her. Her body convulsed, her inner walls clamping down on both cocks in a series of fierce, rhythmic contractions, milking them with a desperate, primal need. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her, and she sobbed through it, her breath hitching, her whole frame shuddering as she gave herself over to it completely.

Greg couldn’t hold back a second longer. The feeling of her climax, the sight of her undone, the relentless pressure of Marcus’s cock moving against his—it shattered the last of his control. With a broken, almost anguished groan, he buried his face in the curve of her neck and let go, his cock pulsing deep inside her as he spilled himself in hot, surging pulses. His release seemed to go on forever, dragged out by the rhythmic clench of her body, and he was dimly aware of Marcus following right behind, his own guttural groan filling the room as he came, his hips jerking against her ass in stuttering, final thrusts.

For a long, suspended moment, they stayed like that—Naomi sandwiched between them, their bodies still intimately connected, their ragged breaths mingling in the charged, sated air. The world was reduced to the slick heat of their union, the thundering of three hearts, the faint, salty taste of her skin on Greg’s lips. Then, slowly, Marcus pulled out with a soft, wet sound, and Greg felt the slow, warm trickle of their mixed release sliding down Naomi’s inner thighs, tracing a path where their bodies had been joined.

Naomi collapsed forward against Greg, her bones seemingly turned to water. Her body was still trembling with the aftershocks, and she nuzzled her face into the crook of his shoulder, pressing soft, lazy kisses to his sweat-dampened skin. “That was absolute perfection,” she murmured, her voice a sated, sleepy purr. “Utter, sinful perfection.”

Greg couldn’t speak. His throat was raw, his mind a blissful blank. His fingers, moving of their own volition, traced idle, gentle circles over the damp skin of her back, following the delicate ridge of her spine. He felt hollowed out in the best possible way, a vessel that had been overflowing and was now full of a deep, humming calm.

From the bathroom, the sound of running water and the soft rustle of linen drifted out. Marcus returned a moment later, a damp towel in one hand. He dropped it gently into Naomi’s lap, the soft fabric landing with a little plop. “Here,” he said, his voice still rough but touched with a gentle, possessive warmth. “Clean yourself up, and then we’ll talk about round three.”

Naomi took the towel with a smile so bright it was almost innocent, though the effect was thoroughly ruined by the glistening evidence of their passion streaking her thighs. “Mmm… thank you,” she hummed, her tone as sweet as honey. She shifted on Greg’s lap just enough to press the towel between her legs, her movements slow and deliberate, almost a performance in themselves. Greg watched, his breath hitching again as she wiped away the slick, mingled evidence of their pleasure, her fingers pressing firmly, cleaning the delicate folds with a kind of reverent care.

Then she stood, her body still glistening lightly with sweat, the lamplight catching the curves of her hips and breasts. She tossed the towel aside with a casual flick of her wrist and stretched, the movement pulling her skin taut over her ribcage. Her smile, when it came, was wicked and full of promise. “Now,” she said, her voice a playful, throaty purr that seemed to curl through the room, “who’s next? We have the whole night, and I’m feeling very, very generous.”

Marcus chuckled, a dark, delighted sound, and stepped forward to adjust his trousers, though he didn’t bother to fasten them. “Oh, we’re far, far from done,” he said, his eyes flicking to Greg with a knowing, conspiratorial gleam. “Our friend here still has a lot to learn.”

Naomi’s gaze locked onto Greg, her pupils still blown wide, her expression a heady mix of fondness and diabolical intent. “No,” she agreed, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “We’re just getting started. In fact, I think it’s time we explore some of the more… creative uses for this study.”

Greg’s cock, still half-limp and sticky against his thigh, gave a hopeful, exhausted twitch. At the thought of what might be to come—of the hours stretching ahead, of their hands and mouths and bodies—a fresh surge of heat bloomed in his belly. He was their captive, their plaything, their willing accomplice in sin. And as Naomi reached down to trail a single, teasing fingernail along the line of his jaw, he knew he wouldn’t have it any other way.

He let them have him. Again and again and again.




Chapter 6

The study room door clicked shut with a soft, final little snick, the sound of the latch engaging like a jailer turning a key. Greg was trapped inside a bubble of perfume and musk and the warm, damp ghost of sex that clung to the air. Naomi’s scent—a heady mix of woman and want—coiled around his senses, undercut by the faint metallic tang of Marcus’s precome and the thicker, earthier note of their shared arousal. Greg’s fingers still trembled as he wiped the last slick traces of Naomi’s release from the inside of her thighs, the fine linen handkerchief growing damp and useless in his palm. His breath came in shallow, uneven bursts, his chest tight, his heart hammering a frantic, traitorous rhythm. His cock, still half-hard and slick with his own need, twitched against his palm as if demanding attention, betraying him even as his mind spun in dizzy circles.

This was real. This was happening. This wasn’t some fever dream. 

Naomi smirked down at him, her dark eyes glittering with the kind of lazy, indulgent amusement a cat might show a mouse it had already decided to play with. She lounged back against the edge of the desk, her blouse still half-unbuttoned, one perfect breast threatening to spill free, her skirt rucked up high enough to give Greg a teasing, maddening glimpse of the damp lace still clinging to her mound. She watched him kneel between her spread thighs, a king surveying a devoted subject, and her voice was pure sugared poison when she spoke. “Such a good boy,” she purred, each syllable a slow, deliberate stroke down his spine. She reached down and tangled her fingers in his hair, tugging just enough to make his scalp sting and his breath catch in a mortifying little gasp. “You like cleaning up after us, don’t you? You like being our little clean-up crew?” 

Greg swallowed hard, his throat so dry it clicked. “Y-yeah,” he admitted, his voice a rough scrape of sound. The humiliation of it—being reduced to nothing more than a servant for their pleasure, a kneeling man with a damp cloth wiping away the evidence of their passion—should have been unbearable. It should have sent him scrambling for the door, red-faced and furious. But it wasn’t unbearable. It was exhilarating. The shame rolled over him in hot, tingling waves, and his cock throbbed, leaking fresh precome onto his fingers. He was so hard it hurt. 

Marcus chuckled, a deep, rumbling sound that vibrated through the floorboards and straight into Greg’s bones. The bigger man stepped forward, still adjusting his slacks with the casual arrogance of someone who knew exactly what his body did to people. His massive cock, still glistening with the evidence of Naomi’s recent attention, was only half-tucked away, a thick, intimidating silhouette that Greg couldn’t stop staring at. Marcus reached down, his big hand closing around Greg’s chin, forcing his head up so their eyes met. “He does,” Marcus rumbled, his voice low and warm and full of dark approval. “You like being our little cuckold, don’t you, Greg? You like watching us, serving us, knowing we’re using you?” 

Greg’s face burned so hot he was sure he’d spontaneously combust. But he didn’t look away. He couldn’t. “Y-yeah,” he whispered again, the word barely audible, a confession of weakness. 

Naomi’s smirk deepened, and she released his hair with a final, possessive little tug, stepping back and straightening her blouse with deliberate, almost theatrical slowness. She smoothed the silk over her curves, her fingers lingering over a nipple that was still hard and pebbled, and her eyes never left Greg’s face. “Good,” she said, the word a promise and a threat all at once. “Because we’ve got plans for you, sweetheart. Big, delicious plans.” 

Greg’s stomach twisted into a knot of pure, electric anticipation. “W-what kind of plans?” he asked, and his voice cracked on the last word, making him wince. 

Naomi’s gaze darkened, and her lips curled into a smile that was equal parts knowing and wicked. “The kind that’ll keep you hard for weeks,” she said, drawing out the words like a slow, dripping honey. “The kind that’ll make you wake up every night aching for the next little taste of what we’re going to do to you.” 

Marcus stepped closer, his sheer size pressing against Greg’s side like a furnace, his heat and scent—clean sweat, cedar, raw male—overwhelming. “You see, Greg,” he murmured, his voice a dark purr that rumbled right against Greg’s ear, “we’ve been talking. We’ve been planning. And we’ve decided you’re gonna earn your place in this little arrangement of ours. No more just watching and cleaning up. You’re gonna be a part of it.” 

Greg’s pulse spiked so hard he felt it in his temples. “Earn it?” he asked, and the word came out more like a plea than a question. 

Naomi circled him slowly, her high heels clicking on the hardwood floor with a deliberate, hypnotic rhythm. She let her fingers trail across his shoulder, a feather-light touch that made goosebumps erupt down his arm, then slid them down to his wrist, sending a shiver straight to his core. “Oh yes,” she said, her voice a velvet threat wrapped in silk. “You’re gonna prove you’re ours. That you want this. That you’ll do anything to stay in our good graces.” She leaned in, her breath hot and moist against the shell of his ear, and her lips brushed the sensitive skin just below his lobe. “And if you don’t?” she whispered. “Well, we’ll just have to get creative with our punishments. And trust me, Greg, you don’t want to disappoint us.” 

Greg’s breath hitched, and he knew exactly what she wasn’t saying. Failure wasn’t an option. Disappointing them would mean a cold, empty bed, a closed door, and the terrible, aching absence of this twisted, intoxicating game. 

Marcus’s hand clamped onto Greg’s shoulder, his grip firm and unyielding, the kind of hold that said you belong to me without a single word. “You’re gonna start by obeying us,” he said, his voice leaving no room for argument. “No more hiding. No more pretending this doesn’t turn you on. You’re gonna embrace it, Greg. You’re gonna let us see how much you love it.” 

Greg’s cock jerked in his slacks, a violent, involuntary throb that made him gasp. He wanted this. God, he wanted it. The need was a living thing, coiling in his belly, tightening his balls, making his skin feel too tight. But the fear was still there, a cold little knot at the base of his spine—the fear of losing himself completely, of becoming nothing more than a pawn in their game, a toy to be used and discarded. 

Naomi’s fingers traced the line of his jaw, her touch so light it was almost ticklish, and her voice softened, just enough to lure him in like a siren’s song. “You’re thinking too hard,” she murmured, her thumb brushing over his lower lip. “I can see those little wheels turning. Just feel, Greg. Let go of all that noise. Let us take care of you.” 

Greg exhaled a shaky, shuddering breath, and he felt his resistance crumbling like a sandcastle at high tide. “I—I can’t,” he admitted, his voice breaking on a raw edge of honesty. “I don’t know how. I’m always thinking, always worrying—” 

Naomi’s smile was gentle, almost maternal, a stark contrast to the wicked glint in her eyes. “Then we’ll teach you,” she said, and the words were a promise. “We’ll teach you how to be our good boy. How to let go and just be ours.” 

---

The study room dissolved into a blur of movement and sensation, a whirlwind of hands and hot breath and the slick, urgent rustle of clothing. Marcus guided Greg to the massive oak desk, his hands firm and unrelenting on Greg’s shoulders, steering him like a puppet. The wood was cold and hard against Greg’s back when Marcus pushed him down, and the shock of it made him gasp, his sweaty palms sliding against the polished surface. Naomi knelt beside him, her movements fluid and graceful, her fingers already working at his belt buckle with a deft, practiced ease that made his head spin. 

“You’re gonna learn,” she whispered, her voice a dark promise that coiled around his spine and squeezed. Her eyes flicked up to meet his, and there was a hungry, predatory gleam there that made his cock ache. “And we’re gonna enjoy every second of it. Every gasp, every moan, every little bit of you.” 

Greg’s cock sprang free, already hard again, the tip a deep, angry purple, glistening with a bead of precome that rolled down the shaft. Naomi’s fingers wrapped around him, her grip tight and almost punishing, and she stroked him once, twice, making him jerk and gasp. “You’re so hard for us,” she murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction. “Look at you, poor thing. So desperate. You love this, don’t you? You love being on display for us.” 

Greg’s hips bucked upward, his body betraying him with a raw, aching need. “Y-yeah,” he groaned, his voice ragged and breaking. “Fuck, yeah. I love it.” 

Marcus’s hand slid down Greg’s chest, his broad palm warm and rough against Greg’s sensitive skin. He teased over Greg’s nipples, pinching one just enough to make Greg cry out, then trailed lower, his fingers skimming over the trembling muscles of Greg’s stomach, down to the sensitive hollow between his legs. “You’re ours,” Marcus growled, his voice a dark, possessive command that vibrated through Greg’s entire body. “And you’re gonna stay that way. You’re gonna wake up every morning knowing you belong to us.” 

Greg’s breath hitched as Marcus’s fingers brushed against his balls, rolling them gently, the touch sending a jolt of pleasure-pain straight to his cock. “Y-yeah,” he gasped, the word barely a whisper. “I’m yours. Both of you. All of me.” 

Naomi’s lips curled into a smirk as she leaned in, her mouth so close to his ear that he could feel the heat of her breath. “Then prove it,” she whispered, and the words were a challenge and a dare. 

And just like that, the game began. 

---

The first test was simple, a word that rang in the air like a bell: obedience. 

Naomi pressed a single command into Greg’s ear, her voice a velvet whisper that curled around his brain and refused to let go. “Strip. Now. I want to see every inch of you.” 

Greg didn’t hesitate. His fingers fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, clumsy and shaking, and he heard a button pop and skitter across the floor, but he didn’t care. He tore the fabric away, shedding his clothes like a snake shedding skin, until he was naked and exposed, his pale skin flushing pink under their hungry gazes. Naomi’s eyes darkened as she took him in, her gaze trailing over his chest, down the soft curve of his belly, to the rigid, leaking column of his cock. She reached out and let her fingers trail over his chest, circling a nipple, then sliding down his abs, leaving a trail of fire in their wake, before wrapping around his cock again. 

“Good boy,” she purred, her voice thick with approval, and she gave him a slow, deliberate stroke that made his knees buckle. “Now kneel. Kneel for us.” 

Greg dropped to his knees, the hardwood floor biting into his joints, but the pain was a distant, unimportant thing. His cock bobbed in front of him, obscenely hard, leaking a steady stream of precome that dripped onto the floor. His breath came in shallow, desperate gasps, and he looked up at them, waiting, wanting. 

Marcus stepped forward, his massive cock already hard again, the thick, veined shaft rising from a nest of dark curls, the tip glistening with a fresh sheen of Naomi’s arousal and his own precome. He fisted himself roughly, giving Greg a show, and his voice was a low, rumbling growl. “Open. Open that pretty mouth for me.” 

Greg’s mouth watered, his tongue already tingling with anticipation. He leaned forward, his lips parting around the thick, flared head of Marcus’s cock, and the taste of Naomi—salty, musky, intoxicating, with a hint of something sweet—flooded his senses. He moaned around the intrusion, the sound vibrating through his throat, and his hands instinctively gripped Marcus’s powerful thighs for balance. The skin was hot and smooth under his palms, and he could feel the muscles bunch and flex with every movement. 

“Fuck, yes,” Marcus groaned, his head falling back for a moment before he looked down with a feral grin. His fingers tangled in Greg’s hair, gripping hard, and he guided Greg deeper, the thick head of his cock nudging the back of Greg’s throat. “That’s it. Take it like a good cuckold. Take it all.” 

Greg’s cock throbbed, his own need building with every bob of his head, every slick slide of Marcus’s cock over his tongue. The taste of Marcus—clean salt, male, utterly dominant—mingled with the remnants of Naomi, and it was the most delicious thing he’d ever experienced. Naomi’s fingers wrapped around his own aching shaft, her touch firm and knowing, almost punishing in its intensity, and she stroked him in time with his movements, her hand a perfect, tight channel. 

“You’re so hard,” she murmured, her voice a dark, amused whisper that cut through the haze of pleasure. “You’re leaking all over my hand. You love this, don’t you? You love having your mouth full of another man’s cock while I touch you.” 

Greg’s hips jerked upward, his body working on pure instinct, and he tried to answer, but the sound came out as a muffled, desperate moan around Marcus’s thick length. “Y-yeah,” he groaned, the word garbled and wet. “Fuck, yeah.” 

Marcus’s grip tightened in Greg’s hair, his thrusts growing more insistent, a steady, deep rhythm that made Greg’s jaw ache and his eyes water. “That’s right,” he growled, his voice rough with pleasure. “Take it. All of it. Show me how much you want it.” 

Greg’s breath came in ragged gasps through his nose as he took Marcus deeper, his throat stretching around the thick intrusion, his gag reflex a distant memory. Naomi’s fingers worked him faster, her touch sending sparks of pleasure shooting up his spine, and her other hand slid down to tease his balls, rolling them gently, scratching lightly with her nails. 

“Ohhh fuck,” Greg groaned, the words vibrating around Marcus’s cock, and he felt his orgasm building, relentless and inevitable, a tidal wave of sensation that threatened to sweep him away. 

“Come for us,” Naomi commanded, her voice a dark, silken whisper that cut through everything. “Come while you take Marcus’s cock. Come for me, right now.” 

Greg’s body trembled, his control shattering, and his release crashed over him in a hot, blinding rush. His come splattered onto the floor between them, thick white ropes painting the hardwood, his cock pulsing violently in Naomi’s grip. She kept stroking him through it, milking every last drop, and the sensation was almost too much, making him whimper. Marcus groaned, a deep, guttural sound, and his own release hit the back of Greg’s throat, hot and salty, his hips jerking as he came deep inside him. Greg swallowed, his throat working around the thick intrusion, his body trembling with the aftershocks of his own orgasm, and he felt a lazy, satisfied warmth spread through his limbs. 

Marcus pulled out with a wet, obscene pop, his cock glistening with Greg’s saliva and the remnants of their shared pleasure. “Fuck,” he growled, his voice rough and satisfied, and he swiped his thumb over Greg’s swollen lower lip. “You’re perfect. Such a good little cocksucker.” 

Naomi’s fingers traced the line of Greg’s jaw, her touch gentle, almost reverent, a stark contrast to the wickedness still dancing in her eyes. “You are,” she agreed, her voice soft and warm. “And we’re just getting started, sweetheart. That was just the appetizer.” 

---

The second test was more personal, more intimate, and it made Greg’s stomach flip with a delicious, terrified anticipation. 

Naomi guided Greg to the armchair in the corner of the study, a big, worn leather thing that smelled of old books and Marcus’s cologne. Her fingers trailed over his chest, tracing the line of his collarbone, as she pushed him down into the seat. “Sit,” she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument, and she gave his shoulder a little shove. 

Greg obeyed instantly, sinking into the cool leather, his naked body exposed and vulnerable, his cock still half-hard and twitching, still throbbing with the aftermath of his recent orgasm. He watched Naomi with wide, hungry eyes, his breath coming in shallow little pants. 

Naomi knelt in front of him, her movements slow and deliberate, like a priestess approaching an altar. She placed her hands on his knees, her thumbs stroking the sensitive skin just beneath the bone, and she looked up at him with those dark, knowing eyes. “You’re ours,” she murmured, her voice a dark promise that sent shivers down his spine. “And we’re gonna remind you of that. We’re gonna claim every part of you, inside and out.” 

Greg’s breath hitched as Naomi’s fingers slid higher, tracing the sensitive skin behind his knees before sliding up his inner thighs, her touch feather-light and teasing. “N-no,” he gasped, his body tensing reflexively when her fingers brushed against his hole, the tight, puckered entrance. “I—I can’t. I’ve never—” 

Naomi’s smirk was knowing, and she didn’t stop. “You can,” she purred, her fingers pressing against him with a gentle, insistent pressure, circling the rim. “And you will. You’re going to let us inside, Greg. You’re going to let us fill you up.” 

Greg’s breath came in ragged gasps as Naomi’s finger breached him, the sensation a strange, intimate invasion that sent a jolt of pleasure-pain through his entire body. “Ohhh fuck,” he groaned, his hips jerking upward, his body betraying him yet again. She worked him slowly, carefully, her finger slick with something cool and silky—lube, he realized, she must have had it ready—and the stretch was intense, burning at first, then melting into something deeper, something achingly good. 

Marcus stepped forward, his massive cock already hard again, the tip glistening with fresh precome, and he stroked himself lazily as he watched. “You’re gonna take both of us,” he growled, his voice a dark, possessive command that made Greg’s cock throb. “You’re gonna take my cock while Naomi’s fingers are inside you. And you’re gonna love it. You’re gonna come harder than you ever have.” 

Greg’s breath hitched, his body trembling with a mix of fear and desire. “I—I don’t know if I can—” he started, but the words died in his throat as Naomi added a second finger, scissoring them gently, stretching him open. 

Naomi’s fingers worked him with a patient, relentless rhythm, her touch firm and knowing, and she leaned in to press a kiss to the inside of his thigh. “You can,” she purred, her voice a velvet threat that wrapped around his heart. “And you will. You’re going to be so good for us. You’re going to take everything we give you.” 

Greg’s breath came in ragged gasps as Naomi’s fingers stretched him, her touch sending sparks of pleasure shooting up his spine. She curled her fingers, finding a spot deep inside him that made stars burst behind his eyes, and his cock throbbed, his own need building with every touch, every command. 

“Ohhh fuck,” he groaned, his voice breaking. “I’m close—please, I’m so close—” 

Naomi’s fingers worked him faster, her wrist twisting, her other hand stroking his cock in a tight, slick grip. “Come for us,” she commanded, her voice a dark whisper that cut through the haze. “Come while we fuck you. Come for me, Greg.” 

Greg’s body trembled, his release crashing over him in a messy, uncontrolled spurt. His come splattered onto his chest, hot and sticky, and his cock pulsed in Naomi’s fist as she kept stroking him through it, her fingers still buried deep inside him. The dual sensation was overwhelming, and he cried out, his voice raw and broken. 

Marcus didn’t wait. He stepped forward, his cock slick with lube, and he pressed against Greg’s well-prepared hole, the thick head breaching him with a slow, inexorable pressure. “You’re ours,” he growled, his voice a dark, possessive rumble that vibrated through Greg’s entire body. “And we’re gonna keep you. We’re gonna fill you up and make you feel so good.” 

Greg’s breath came in ragged, desperate gasps as Marcus pushed inside, stretching him, filling him with a thick, solid heat that made his eyes roll back. “Ohhh fuck,” Greg groaned, his voice breaking. “You’re so big—I can feel you everywhere—” 

Naomi’s fingers withdrew, leaving him feeling empty and aching, and she climbed onto his lap, straddling him, her slick heat pressing against his stomach. She wrapped her fingers around his cock again, her touch firm and almost punishing as she stroked him in time with Marcus’s thrusts, her other hand reaching back to tease his balls. “You’re ours,” she purred, her voice a dark promise that mingled with the slap of flesh. “You’re our good boy, and you’re gonna stay that way. You’re gonna belong to us forever.” 

Greg’s breath came in ragged, sobbing gasps as Marcus fucked him, his thrusts deep and relentless, a steady, pounding rhythm that filled the room with wet, obscene sounds. His cock throbbed, already hard again, his need building with every movement, every touch, every whispered word. 

“Ohhh fuck,” he groaned, his voice breaking. “I’m close—please, I’m gonna come again—” 

Naomi’s fingers worked him faster, her touch sending him spiraling toward the edge. “Come for us,” she commanded, her voice a dark, silken whisper that wrapped around his brain. “Come while we fuck you. Come inside me, Greg. Let go.” 

Greg’s body trembled, his release crashing over him with a force that left him breathless. His come splattered onto his chest again, mixing with the mess already there, and his cock pulsed in Naomi’s grip, the spasms milking out every last drop. Marcus groaned, a deep, guttural sound, and his own release hit deep inside Greg, a hot, pulsing flood that filled him up. Marcus’s hips jerked, his thrusts growing erratic, and he stayed buried deep, his body shuddering with the force of his orgasm. 

Greg’s breath came in ragged, shuddery gasps, his body trembling with aftershocks, his mind spinning with a dizzying mix of pleasure and possession. He felt utterly, completely ruined, and it was the most glorious thing he’d ever known. 

Naomi’s fingers traced the line of his jaw, her touch gentle, almost reverent, and she leaned in to press a soft kiss to his forehead. “You’re ours,” she murmured, her voice soft and warm, a stark contrast to the wickedness of moments before. “And we’re just getting started, sweetheart. This is only the beginning.” 

Marcus pulled out with a slow, wet pop, his cock glistening with lube and Greg’s own arousal, and he leaned down to press a kiss to the corner of Greg’s mouth. “Fuck,” he growled, his voice rough and satisfied. “You’re perfect. You belong to us now.” 

Greg’s breath came in ragged, contented gasps as he collapsed back into the armchair, his body trembling, his mind spinning, his heart so full it ached. Naomi’s fingers traced the line of his jaw, her touch gentle, almost reverent, and she smiled down at him with a benevolent, possessive warmth. 

“You are,” she murmured, her voice soft. “And we’re gonna keep you. You’re ours, Greg. Forever.” 

Greg’s breath hitched, his body trembling with a mix of fear and desire. He was ruined. He was utterly, completely, irrevocably ruined. And he loved it.


Chapter 1

The office had that hollow, after-hours stillness, the kind that made every tiny sound echo like a secret. Lena Carter had stayed late under the pretense of grading papers from her Black Studies and Cultural Identity seminar, but the stack of essays on her desk hadn’t been touched in over an hour. Her pen hovered, motionless, while her mind wandered down a much more delicious path—straight to Dr. Malik Carter, her colleague, her forbidden craving, the man whose very name made her thighs press together under the conference table during faculty meetings.

The stories about him were legendary, passed around in hushed, giggling tones in the lounge when the men weren’t around. They said he could make a woman shatter with just a look, that his voice alone could coax an orgasm from across the room. And his cock—thick, long, and worshipped—was the star of every whispered fantasy, the kind of cock that didn’t just fuck you but claimed you, rewired your memory so that every lover afterward felt like a pale imitation. Lena had spent countless nights with her hand between her legs, imagining what it would be like to be on the receiving end of all that power. Tonight, she wasn’t imagining anymore.

The fluorescent lights overhead hummed a monotonous tune, casting a sterile white glow across the empty office, but Lena felt anything but sterile. She’d texted Malik earlier, a carefully casual message about a “last-minute discussion” regarding curriculum, though the only curriculum she wanted to explore was the one written in the lines of his body. She’d spent the last hour in delicious agony, her fingers tracing idle patterns on her thighs beneath the desk, her nipples tightening against the lace of her bra every time she heard footsteps in the hall. The anticipation was a living thing, coiling low in her belly, making her slick and ready.

She exhaled sharply, a shaky breath that betrayed her nerves as she set her papers down with a deliberate clunk. The door clicked shut behind her—she’d left it slightly ajar—and she spun around, her heart kicking into a sprint. And there he was.

Malik Carter filled the doorway like a promise, one broad shoulder propped against the frame, his presence sucking all the oxygen out of the room. He wore a fitted black button-down that hugged his chest and arms in a way that should’ve been illegal, the sleeves rolled up to expose forearms traced with dark ink—patterns that told stories she wanted to read with her tongue. His cologne hit her next, a spicy, woodsy scent that wrapped around her senses and pulled tight. He stepped inside, and the door clicked shut with a finality that made her pussy flutter.

“Took you long enough,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated straight to her core. There was a teasing lilt to it, but underneath, a current of pure, unapologetic intent.

Lena’s breath hitched. She’d rehearsed this moment a thousand times in her head—his voice like velvet over gravel, his posture radiating a casual dominance that made her want to kneel, the way his dark eyes would sweep over her body as if he already knew the geography of her pleasure. “I had to make sure no one would interrupt us,” she managed, her voice coming out huskier than she intended, a needy whisper that betrayed just how soaked she already was.

Malik chuckled, a low, dirty sound, and pushed off the doorframe. His stride was unhurried, predatory, eating up the space between them until the heat of him was a tangible thing, making her skin prickle. “Good,” he said, his gaze dropping to her lips, then lower, taking in the rapid rise and fall of her chest. “Because I don’t share.”

Her pussy clenched so hard at those words that she had to bite back a moan. God, she’d wanted this—had touched herself to the fantasy of it for months, had come with his name on her lips while her husband snored obliviously beside her. But now, with him standing so close she could see the flecks of gold in his irises, a flicker of nerves danced up her spine. “What do you want, Lena?” he asked, his voice dropping to a velvety purr that made her knees weak.

She swallowed, her throat dry, and let her fingers find the hem of her blouse. “You know,” she said, the words barely a breath.

His lips curved into a slow, devastating smile that said he knew everything—every dirty thought, every wet dream, every desperate little fantasy she’d ever had. “Do I?”

She didn’t answer with words. Instead, she peeled the silky fabric upward, revealing inch by inch the black lace of her bra, the kind that was more decoration than support, her full, heavy breasts swelling over the cups as if offering themselves to him. The cool office air kissed her exposed skin, making her nipples bead into tight, aching points. His gaze darkened instantly, his pupils blowing wide as he took in the sight of her, and a low, rough “Fuck” escaped his lips.

Lena’s confidence surged on a wave of pure, liquid arousal. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her pencil skirt, wiggling it down over the curve of her hips, the meat of her thighs, letting it pool at her ankles in a whisper of fabric. She stepped out of it, her heels making a soft click on the floor, leaving her in nothing but that scrap of a bra, a tiny pair of matching panties that were already damp and clinging, and the sheer stockings that hugged her legs. A shiver raced across her skin, but it wasn’t from the cold.

Malik didn’t move. He just watched, his arms crossed, his jaw tight, his eyes tracing every curve and dip of her body like he was memorizing it for later. “You’re sure about this?” he asked, his voice rough with restraint, even as his gaze lingered on the dark, wet spot that had formed on the lace between her thighs.

“Positive,” she whispered, and the word was a promise.

He didn’t waste another second. In two long strides, he closed the distance, his hands gripping her waist with a firmness that made her gasp, and he lifted her onto the edge of his desk as if she weighed nothing. The cool wood bit into the backs of her thighs, a sharp contrast to the heat pooling in her core. Then he was kneeling between her legs, his breath hot against the soaked fabric of her panties, and she thought she might combust right there.

“You’ve been thinking about this for a while, haven’t you?” he murmured, his fingers tracing the outline of her pussy through the lace, teasing the slickness that had already soaked through. The touch was feather-light, maddening.

Lena moaned, her head falling back, her fingers tangling in his short, textured hair. “Every night,” she confessed, her voice breaking. “Every single night.”

Malik didn’t tease her. He didn’t make her wait. With a rough, impatient tug, he yanked her panties to the side, baring her to the cool air and his hungry gaze. And then his tongue was on her, a long, slow, devastating lick that swept from her entrance all the way up to her clit, and the world tilted.

“Fuck—!” Lena gasped, her back bowing off the desk, her nails scraping against his scalp. The sensation was electric, his tongue broad and hot and knowing, tracing patterns through her folds like he’d studied her body in another life. He groaned against her, the vibration humming straight through her clit and sending a shockwave up her spine. “You taste even better than I imagined,” he growled, his voice muffled against her flesh, and then he dove back in with a single-minded devotion that stole her breath.

He ate her like she was his last meal, his hands gripping her thighs, spreading her wider, holding her open so he could feast without restraint. His tongue circled her clit, flat and then pointed, alternating between soft, sucking kisses and firm, rapid flicks that had her hurtling toward the edge. She was already so close—had been close for an hour, for months—and his mouth was pure magic, unlocking something primal inside her. “Malik—please—I’m—” she panted, her nails digging into the hard muscle of his shoulders, her hips bucking against his face.

“Come for me,” he ordered, his voice rough and commanding, and the authority in it was all she needed.

Her orgasm crashed over her in relentless waves, her pussy clenching and fluttering around his tongue, her cries echoing off the office walls. She came with a raw, shattered sob, her vision going white at the edges, her body trembling uncontrollably. And Malik didn’t stop—he kept licking, lapping at her through the spasms, drinking down every drop of her release like it was the finest wine, until her legs were shaking and oversensitive and she had to push weakly at his head.

Only then did he pull back, his lips and chin glistening with her arousal, his eyes dark and heavy-lidded with satisfaction. He rose to his feet, a slow, deliberate motion, and looked down at her sprawled and wrecked on his desk. “Now,” he said, his voice a low, sinful promise, “it’s my turn.”

Lena’s heart hammered against her ribs as she watched him unbuckle his belt, the metal clinking, the leather sliding through the loops with a sound that was obscenely loud in the quiet room. His cock was already straining against the front of his slacks, a thick, rigid outline that made her mouth water. She licked her lips, her gaze locked onto the shape of him, her pussy giving a desperate little throb.

“Let me see,” she whispered, her voice raw with need.

Malik smirked, that confident, knowing curve of his lips that made her want to worship him. He pushed his pants and boxers down in one smooth motion, and his cock sprang free—long, dark, and beautiful, the skin velvety and taut, the tip already glistening with a bead of pre-cum that caught the light. It was thicker than she’d imagined, with a slight upward curve that promised to hit every secret spot inside her. “Fuck,” she breathed, the word reverent.

Malik chuckled, a low, pleased sound, and wrapped his hand around the base, stroking himself once, slowly, letting her watch the way the shaft slid through his fist. “You like what you see?” he asked, his voice a teasing drawl.

“God, yes,” she whispered, unable to tear her eyes away.

He grabbed her by the hips, his fingers digging in just enough to make her gasp, and pulled her to the very edge of the desk. “Then suck it,” he said, and it wasn’t a request.

Lena didn’t hesitate. She slid off the desk and dropped to her knees in front of him, the floor cool and hard beneath her, a perfect position of supplication. Her hands wrapped around his shaft—she couldn’t even close her fingers all the way—and she leaned in, her tongue darting out to swirl over the tip, tasting the salty-sweet pre-cum that had gathered there. He was warm and smooth, and the low, guttural “Shit” that hissed from his lips spurred her on.

She took him deeper, her lips stretching wide around his girth, her jaw already aching in the most delicious way. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard, her tongue working the underside of his shaft as she bobbed her head. Malik groaned, a deep, resonant sound, and his fingers tangled in her hair, guiding her rhythm, pushing her just a little further. His hips jerked forward, fucking her mouth in slow, deep strokes that made her eyes water, and she loved every second of it.

“You’re gonna make me come,” he warned, his voice rough and strained, his abs tensing under his shirt.

Lena moaned around his cock, the vibrations humming along his length, and she looked up at him through her lashes, her eyes saying everything her mouth couldn’t. Then come for me. And he did.

With a guttural groan that seemed to tear from his chest, Malik came down her throat, his cock pulsing, flooding her mouth with thick, warm spurts that she swallowed greedily, her own pussy throbbing in sympathy. She didn’t spill a single drop, licking him clean until he was shuddering and oversensitive, his hand gentling in her hair.

Malik pulled out slowly, his cock still half-hard, still stunning, glistening with her saliva. He helped her up, his hands on her waist steadying her, and his thumb brushed over her sensitive clit—a casual, possessive touch that made her jolt. “Not done with you yet,” he murmured, his voice thick with promise.

Lena’s breath hitched, a fresh wave of arousal flooding her. “What do you—?”

That’s when the door handle twisted.

The office door creaked open, a slow, ominous sound that froze the blood in her veins.

Lena gasped, her eyes flying to Malik’s face—just in time to see his smirk turn predatory, sharp with amusement. He wasn’t surprised. He wasn’t worried. He looked like a man who had just been handed a gift.

“Well, well,” a familiar voice said, and Lena’s stomach dropped. “Looks like I walked in on something.”

Greg. Her husband. Her meek, sweet, oblivious husband, standing in the doorway with his tie slightly askew and his briefcase dangling from his fingers, his eyes wide as saucers. And he was hard. Painfully, unmistakably hard, the bulge in his slacks so pronounced it looked almost painful. His gaze locked onto her—on her knees, her blouse still hanging open, her tits spilling out of her bra, her lips still shiny with Malik’s cum—and something dark and hungry flickered in his expression.

Malik didn’t even flinch. He just leaned back against the desk, his arms crossing over his chest, his cock still half-hard and glistening, still thick and imposing. He looked utterly unbothered, like a king surveying his domain.

“Greg,” Lena breathed, her voice trembling with a mix of shock and something far more shameful—excitement.

Greg’s Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed hard. “I—I didn’t mean to—the door was—I thought you were working late and I—” He couldn’t seem to finish a sentence, his eyes darting between her and Malik, lingering on the evidence of what they’d done.

“You didn’t,” Malik cut in, his voice smooth as silk, cutting through the stammering. “But now you’re here. And that changes things, doesn’t it?”

Lena’s pussy clenched at the implication, a hot pulse of need that she couldn’t suppress. She’d fantasized about this exact scenario—her husband walking in on her with a Black man, seeing her on her knees, seeing her claimed. She’d masturbated to the thought so many times, imagining Greg’s jealousy morphing into arousal, his sweet, vanilla nature crumbling into something raw and desperate. And now, with reality unfolding before her, it was even hotter than she’d dreamed.

Greg’s eyes were locked onto her, dark with desire and confusion and a need he probably didn’t understand. He looked like a man drowning.

“You like watching, don’t you?” Malik asked, his voice low and hypnotic, directed at Greg. He didn’t move from his relaxed pose, but his presence filled the room.

Greg swallowed again, his knuckles white where he gripped his briefcase. “I—I don’t know—I shouldn’t be here—”

“Liar,” Malik purred, the word a velvet caress. “You’ve been hard since you walked in. Probably since you heard her moaning from down the hall. Your cock doesn’t lie, Greg.”

Lena rose to her feet, her legs a little unsteady, and stepped toward her husband. She reached down, her fingers wrapping around the rigid length of him through his slacks, feeling it twitch against her palm. “He’s been hard since he heard us,” she whispered, her voice husky and teasing. “Weren’t you, baby? Listening at the door, getting all worked up?”

Greg groaned, his hips jerking forward into her touch involuntarily. His briefcase hit the floor with a thud. “Lena—what are you—?”

Malik’s smirk deepened, a flash of white teeth. “Then let’s give him a show,” he said, and the words were pure sin.

He moved then, fast and decisive, grabbing a fistful of Lena’s hair and yanking her head back, tilting her throat upward. His cock was already hardening again, thickening under her gaze, and he guided her mouth back toward it. “Suck me again,” he ordered, his voice a low growl. “And let your husband watch how it’s done.”

Lena didn’t hesitate. She sank back to her knees, but this time she angled herself so Greg could see everything—the way her lips parted, the way her tongue traced the thick vein on the underside of Malik’s shaft, the way her throat worked as she took him as deep as she could. She sealed her lips around his girth, moaning at the familiar taste of him, and began to bob her head with a rhythm that was both showy and desperate.

Malik groaned, his head falling back for a moment before he looked at Greg, his eyes glinting. “Fuck, she’s good at that. You’re a lucky man, Greg.” His fingers tightened in Lena’s hair, guiding her pace, making her take him deeper. “But she needs this, doesn’t she? Needs a cock that can really fill her up.”

Lena moaned around his cock, the sound obscene and wet, and her free hand reached out blindly, finding Greg’s thigh. She stroked upward, cupping the hard length of him through his pants, squeezing gently. She pulled off Malik just long enough to whisper, “You like that, baby? You like watching me suck his big Black cock?” Her voice was thick with arousal, her lips slick and swollen. “Tell me you like it.”

Greg’s breath was coming in ragged gasps now, his hips thrusting into her hand. “Lena—I—yes,” he choked out, the admission torn from somewhere deep inside him. His eyes were glazed, fixed on the point where her lips met Malik’s shaft.

“Shh,” she murmured, and then she took Malik back into her mouth, sucking him with renewed vigor. Malik’s hips snapped forward, fucking her face with deep, steady strokes that made her gag just a little, her eyes watering, but she loved it—loved the weight of him on her tongue, loved the way Greg’s cock twitched in her hand every time she made a particularly wet, sloppy sound.

And Greg watched. He watched as Malik’s hands gripped her head, holding her in place while he used her mouth. He watched as Lena’s tits bounced with every thrust, her nipples tight and visible through the lace. He watched as her throat bulged slightly when Malik pushed too deep, and he moaned—a broken, desperate sound. His own cock was steel in his pants, and Lena could feel the damp spot of pre-cum soaking through the fabric.

“You’re gonna come for us, aren’t you?” Malik rumbled, his voice rough and strained as he fucked Lena’s mouth. His eyes were on Greg, pinning him in place. “You’re gonna stand there and cream your pants like a good little cuckold while I fill your wife’s throat. Say it.”

Greg didn’t answer with words. He didn’t have to. His whole body was trembling, his breath hitching, and when Malik let out a guttural groan and came down Lena’s throat for the second time that night, Greg broke. With a choked cry, his own release hit, soaking his slacks in hot, thick spurts that she could feel pulsing against her palm. He came so hard his knees buckled, and he had to brace himself against the doorframe.

Lena pulled back, letting Malik’s cock slip from her lips, and she licked them clean, her eyes never leaving her husband’s face. She knew she looked debauched—her hair a mess, her mascara smudged, her lips red and swollen—and she reveled in it. “See?” she purred, wiping a stray drop of cum from the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand. “You love watching. You always have, haven’t you?”

Greg’s chest heaved as he tried to catch his breath. “I—I never—I didn’t know—”

“Admit it,” Malik said, stepping forward, his cock still half-hard and glistening, still thick and intimidating. He tucked himself back into his pants but didn’t bother to zip up, leaving the evidence of their activities on display. “You want more. You want to see her get fucked properly. You want to see her come on a cock that can actually satisfy her.”

Lena turned to her husband, her hand sliding down his chest, her fingers brushing over the wet spot on his pants, tracing the outline of his still-hard cock. “Don’t you, baby?” she whispered, her voice a siren’s call. “Don’t you want to see what he can do to me? Don’t you want to watch me scream?”

Greg’s breath hitched, his eyes flickering between them, and then, in a voice so quiet it was almost a whimper, he said, “Yes.”

Malik’s grin was wicked, a flash of triumph and hunger. He clapped Greg on the shoulder, a gesture that was both friendly and dominating. “Good,” he said. “Because we’re not done yet. Not even close. The night’s just getting started, and I’ve got a lot more to show you both.” He glanced at Lena, his eyes full of dark promise. “Get on the desk. On your hands and knees. It’s time your husband saw what that pretty pussy looks like when it’s being properly filled.”




Chapter 2

The desk was old, scarred mahogany that had seen a thousand late-night business deals, but tonight it bore the weight of something far more primal. The wood groaned under Lena’s knees as she obeyed, sinking into the hard surface with a submission that made her pulse race. She arched her back like a cat stretching in warm sunlight, pushing her ass high into the air, the curve of her spine a perfect, wanton crescent. The position was humiliating in the most delicious way, exposing every inch of her to the cool office air—her thighs quivering with a mixture of nerves and raw need, her pussy already glistening, so slick that she could feel a single, treacherous bead of arousal tracing a slow path down her inner thigh. She could feel Greg’s eyes on her, two hot coals boring into the back of her neck, traveling down the length of her exposed form and branding her skin with a possessive, desperate heat. It sent a shiver cascading down her spine, a full-body tremor that ended in a breathy, barely audible moan. Malik’s hands, large and warm and impossibly confident, slid up her thighs with the slow, savoring pace of a man who knew he owned this moment. His fingers dug into the plush, soft flesh just above her knees, gripping hard enough to leave faint, temporary ghosts of his touch, and he spread her wider, opening her up like a forbidden book he was about to read from cover to cover.

"That’s it," Malik murmured, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that seemed to vibrate directly against her clit. It was a sound of pure approval, dark and sticky like molasses. "Let him see how wet you are for me. Let him see that pretty cunt glisten."

Lena whimpered—a small, helpless sound caught between a plea and a prayer. Her fingers curled into the lip of the desk, nails scraping against the old varnish as she held on for dear life. She could hear Greg’s breath behind her, a staccato rhythm of sharp inhales and shaky exhales, the sound of a man drowning in dry air. She knew, without looking, that his cock was still trapped and straining behind the unforgiving metal teeth of his zipper, throbbing and leaking a dark spot onto the fabric of his trousers with every ragged, desperate inhale. The knowledge was a power trip. Malik’s fingers traced the slick, puffy seam of her pussy with an artist’s precision, spreading her labia, dipping just the very tips into her entrance to gather her essence before sliding back up to circle her clit in a lazy, maddening figure eight. He dipped inside again, just a knuckle deep, enough to make her gasp and clench around the teasing intrusion.

"You like that, Lena?" Malik asked, his voice taking on a silky, almost cruel edge that made her stomach flip. "You like knowing your husband is sitting right there, watching your hungry little hole swallow my fingers while I play with your cunt?"

"Yes," she gasped, the word tearing out of her throat as her hips twitched back against his hand involuntarily, a mindless, animalistic search for more friction. "God, yes, I love it."

Malik chuckled, a dark, satisfied sound that rolled around the room and seemed to settle deep in her bones. "Good girl. You’re such a good, slutty girl for me." His fingers withdrew, leaving her feeling empty and quivering, and a rush of cold air kissed her slick, exposed flesh for a split second before something infinitely better—warm, wet, and agile—pressed flat against her. She cried out, a sharp, keening note of pleasure, as Malik’s tongue dragged a long, slow, deliberate stripe up her slit. He started at her tight, puckered hole, tracing over it with a flutter that made her toes curl, and licked a path all the way up to her aching clit, tasting every drop of her arousal as if it were a rare vintage. Greg groaned behind her, a sound of pure, tortured agony, and Lena could hear the frantic clink of his belt buckle coming undone, the chaotic rustle of expensive fabric as he finally freed his cock with a sigh of relief he probably didn't even realize he made.

"Fuck," Greg whispered, his voice so strained it was barely recognizable. It was a prayer and a curse all at once. "Lena—I—"

"Shh, baby," she breathed, her voice trembling with pleasure and a newfound, commanding tone she barely recognized. "Just watch. Just watch me take it."

Malik’s tongue became a focused tormentor, circling her clit with an array of techniques—a flat, lapping press, a pointed flick, a soft suction that pulled the sensitive bud into the heat of his mouth. His lips sealed around her, and he suckled with a rhythm that synced up with her frantic heartbeat. Lena’s knees nearly buckled, the sensation so intensely good it bordered on painful, her fingers clawing at the desk and leaving little half-moon imprints in the wood. Pleasure coiled tight and hot in her belly, a spring being wound past its limit. She could feel Greg’s gaze on her like a physical weight, heavy, hungry, and filled with a lust that was quickly overriding any hint of shock. The knowledge that he was getting off on watching her get eaten out by another man, a man who was better and more experienced, only made her impossibly wetter, her body responding with a fresh gush of arousal that Malik eagerly lapped up.

"You’re so fucking beautiful like this," Malik growled against her pussy, the vibrations of his words humming through her entire core. His breath was a hot, wet gust against her sensitive skin. "So pretty getting your pussy licked. Your husband’s gonna love seeing you come like this, all over my face."

Lena moaned, a long, guttural sound of pure sex, her hips starting a rhythmic roll against his face, grinding her pussy onto his skilled, probing tongue. He worked her over tirelessly, his fingers sliding back inside her in slow, deep, curling strokes, the dual sensations of his tongue on her clit and his fingers pressing against that spongy, hidden place inside her driving her insane. Greg’s hand found her hair, his fingers tangling in the strands at the crown of her head, and he pulled just enough to arch her neck back, just enough to send a sharp, pleasurable pinch across her scalp and make her gasp around a fresh, overwhelming wave of sensation.

"Look at her," Malik commanded, pulling his mouth away just long enough to speak, his chin glistening with her wetness. His voice was rough, a growl of pure dominance. "Look at how she rides my fingers. Look at how she fucking needs them inside her. She’s a greedy little thing."

Greg’s breath hitched audibly, and Lena could feel the blunt, velvety heat of his cockhead poking against her thigh, smearing a sticky trail of precum on her skin. Driven by pure instinct, she reached back blindly, her fingers wrapping around his thick, hot shaft with a grip that was both reassuring and demanding. Greg groaned as if he’d been gut-punched, his hips jerking forward, thrusting his cock through the tight circle of her fist.

"Lena," he whispered, his voice completely broken, an octave higher than she’d ever heard it. "I—I can’t believe—"

"You can," she breathed, her voice a mere whisper of silk and sin as she gave his cock a slow, twisting pump. "You can watch. You can want this. You can see what a real man does to me and know that I love it."

Malik pulled his slick, shining fingers from her pussy with a lewd, wet pop, his thumb immediately pressing down on her swollen, aching clit in a hard, circling motion as he stood to his full height. Lena whimpered pathetically, her inner walls clamping down on nothing, her body screaming for more, for anything to fill the aching void. But Malik only gave her a moment to catch her breath, a single, trembling moment, before he seized her hips with both hands, his fingers digging into the curve of her waist hard enough to anchor her. He notched the broad, flared head of his cock against her slick, open entrance, rubbing it up and down through her folds, coating himself in her wetness.

"Fuck," Greg groaned, the word drawn out like taffy, as Malik pushed inside her. It was a slow, deliberate, relentless thrust, his thick, veiny cock stretching her open in a way that felt impossibly full, splitting her in the most perfect way. Lena cried out, a shameless, guttural sound that echoed off the office walls, her nails scratching against the desk as she felt inch after glorious inch of him seat deep inside her, filling a place Greg had never quite reached.

"That’s it. That’s my pretty, perfect girl," Malik murmured, his voice a strained whisper of pure praise as he held himself still for a breathtaking moment, letting her adjust to the intense, overwhelming stretch. His hands were firm on her hips, steadying her. "Take my cock all the way inside that married cunt. Take it like a good girl."

Greg’s breath was coming in a series of choked, ragged gasps, his hand still a tight fist in Lena’s hair, using it as an anchor to reality as he watched Malik’s cock withdraw, glistening with her cream, and then push back in with a slow, grinding authority. Malik found a deep, steady rhythm, his cock sliding against her tight walls with every long, profound stroke, hitting spots inside her she didn’t even know existed. Lena could see their reflection in the dark glass of the window behind the desk—a debauched, blissed-out tableau. Her own face was flushed a deep, rosy red, mouth hanging open in a silent scream of pleasure. Behind her, Greg’s face was a mask of anguished arousal, his cock hard as a steel pipe and glistening with a constant, pearlescent leak of precum as he pumped it in time with Malik’s thrusts.

"You like that?" Malik asked, his voice a rough, rhythmic grunt, perfectly timed to the wet slap of his hips against her ass. "You like seeing your wife get thoroughly fucked by another man?"

"Yes," Greg whispered, the confession ripped from some deep, dark place he never knew existed. His voice was trembling, awestruck. "God, yes, I fucking love it."

Malik chuckled, a dark, breathless sound, and his hips picked up speed, abandoning the slow grind for a faster, more punishing pace. His cock slammed into Lena with every piston-like thrust, the sound of their bodies colliding a wet, rhythmic clapping that filled the room. She could feel her orgasm building, a tidal wave rising from her toes, her body tightening like a fist around his pistoning cock as the pleasure coiled tighter and tighter in her belly, a spring about to snap.

"Come for me," Malik growled, his voice a rough, undeniable command that left no room for disobedience. "Come on my cock, Lena. Soak me. Let your husband see you come all over a real man's dick."

Lena’s breath hitched, her whole body seizing up as her orgasm detonated behind her eyes. She cried out, a raw, guttural scream of release, her fingers clawing at the desk, her pussy clamping down on Malik’s cock in a series of violent, milking contractions as wave after wave of white-hot, blinding pleasure washed over her, erasing everything but the feeling. Malik groaned, a deep, guttural sound of pure male satisfaction, his cock twitching heavily inside her as he pulled out with a groan. He fisted himself with fast, wet strokes, and thick, creamy ropes of his cum spurted onto the small of her back and the curve of her ass, painting her skin with his hot tribute.

"Fuck," Greg groaned, the word a singular, shattered syllable, his hand still tangled painfully in Lena’s hair, his own untouched cock jerking in sympathy as he watched Malik’s pearly cum drip in a slow, viscous trail down her skin towards the desk. Lena, still shuddering through aftershocks, turned her head with a slowness that was pure, calculated seduction. Her lips, kiss-swollen and red, parted as she brought two of her own fingers to her mouth, lapping at them with a pink tongue while her heavy-lidded eyes locked onto Greg’s with an intensity that stole his breath.

"Your turn," she whispered around her fingers, her voice a smoky, post-orgasmic purr that was pure, liquid sex. "Come here, baby. Let me taste you."

Greg didn’t hesitate, didn't even have the brainpower to formulate a thought. He stepped forward, his cock bobbing heavily in front of him, hard and leaking a constant, desperate stream of fluid. Lena reached for him, her fingers still slick with her own spit, and wrapped them around the base of his shaft, using her grip to guide him to her waiting, open mouth. Malik watched from the side, his own cock still glistening and semi-hard, his eyes dark with a cruel amusement and rekindling arousal as he lazily stroked himself back to full hardness. Lena took Greg into her mouth, her lips creating a perfect, wet seal around him, and a sound of pure masculine agony was ripped from Greg's throat.

"Fuck," Greg groaned, his entire body shuddering. Both of his hands flew to her hair, his fingers tangling in the strands as she began to bob her head, taking him deep and then withdrawing to trace the sensitive flare of his head with the pointed tip of her tongue. Malik stepped closer, his presence a looming shadow of dominance, and his hand joined Greg’s in Lena’s hair, his stronger grip guiding her head into a faster, deeper rhythm, forcing her to take her husband’s cock further down her throat. His other hand, meanwhile, wrapped around his own thick shaft, stroking it in time with her bobbing head.

"That’s it, princess," Malik murmured, his voice a rough, encouraging growl. "Suck his fucking cock like a good girl. Milk him dry."

Lena moaned around Greg’s cock, the sound deep and guttural, and the vibrations sent a lightning bolt of pleasure straight to his heavy, aching balls. Greg groaned, his hips beginning to jerk forward of their own accord, fucking her face in shallow, desperate little thrusts as Lena relaxed her jaw and took him deeper, her lips stretched taut and glossy around his impressive length. She loved the feeling, the power, the slick slide of him against her tongue. Malik’s hand tightened in her hair, a controlling, possessive fist, while his other hand moved faster on his own cock, a wet, slapping sound joining the symphony of their debauchery.

"You like that?" Malik asked, directing his burning question at Greg, his voice a rough taunt. "You like seeing your pretty little wife suck your cock like a goddamn porn star? Knowing I taught her to be this good?"

"Yes," Greg gasped, his voice trembling as if he were on the verge of tears. "God, yes, I fucking love it."

Malik chuckled, a dark, approving sound. His hand in her hair moved like a puppeteer’s, guiding Lena’s head as she took Greg impossibly deeper, her throat constricting around him with a wet, fluttering sound. Greg groaned, his body going rigid, his fingers trembling violently in her hair as he felt his orgasm rush up his spine with the inevitability of a freight train. His cock twitched and pulsed on her tongue, a taste of salt flooding her senses.

"Come for me," Malik growled, the command directed at Greg this time, his voice a rough, unstoppable force. "Come in her mouth, Greg. Fill her up. Let her swallow every last fucking drop of your cum."

Greg’s world splintered. He groaned, a raw, animalistic sound, his hips jerking forward in a series of spastic, uncontrolled thrusts as he came, his hot, thick cum erupting into Lena’s mouth in pulse after creamy pulse. Lena moaned in ecstatic satisfaction, swallowing around him over and over, her lips creating a tight, milking seal around his spurting cock as she drank him down, not letting a single drop escape. She held him there, suckling gently, as the last tremors left his body.

"Fuck," Greg groaned, his voice completely wrecked, his fingers limp and trembling in her hair as he pulled his hypersensitive and softening cock from her mouth with a final, wet, popping sound. Lena licked her lips, chasing the taste of him, her eyes dark and heavy with satisfaction, a predator who had just finished her meal, as she turned her smoldering gaze onto Malik.

"Your turn… again," she whispered, her voice a ruined, smoky purr that promised every vice imaginable. "Come here. Show me you can keep up."

Malik didn't hesitate; he was a man of action, and his body was already primed. He stepped forward, his cock an angry, throbbing shade of purple-red, hard and leaking a fresh, thick bead of fluid from the tip. Lena reached for him, her fingers, still slightly sticky from Greg, wrapping possessively around the base of his shaft, feeling the heat and the steel-hardness of him. She guided him to her mouth, and Greg, leaning against the wall for support, his lungs heaving, watched with a fresh wave of exhausted, perverse fascination as Lena took Malik into her mouth. Her lips sealed around him with an obscene, wet sound, stretching to accommodate his significant girth.

"Fuck," Malik groaned, the curse a reverent and low rumble. His fingers instantly tangled in her hair, but he didn't guide her; he just held on, letting her set a punishing, expert pace as she bobbed her head, her tongue a swirling, acrobatic muscle massaging the veiny underside of his shaft. Greg, driven by a desperate need to still be a part of it, reached out and found her hair, his own fingers tangling alongside Malik’s, and he gave a gentle, encouraging tug that made her moan and pick up her tempo.

"You like that?" Malik grunted, his abdominal muscles flexing as he fought not to fuck her throat. He looked down at Greg. "You like seeing your wife choke herself on my cock?"

"Yes," Greg whispered, the word a reverent, shaky sigh. He was past shame, floating in a sea of pure, voyeuristic bliss. "God, yes. She’s so good at it."

Malik’s response was a dark, breathless chuckle that cut off into a hiss of pleasure as Lena took him into her throat, her nose pressing against his pubic bone, her lips stretched around the very base of his cock. The sight and sound were filthy perfection, and Greg’s cock, which he thought was dead for the night, gave a valiant, painful throb. "Come here," Lena whispered, pulling off Malik’s cock with a gasp and a long string of saliva connecting her lip to the tip. Her voice was a wrecked, smoky purr. "Let me taste you again, baby. Don't make me wait."

Greg didn't need to be told twice. Energized by a lust that defied biology, he stepped forward, his cock already fully hard and weeping again, a testament to the depravity of the scene. Lena reached for him, her small, soft fingers wrapping around his shaft like they were welcoming him home. She guided him to her mouth, and Malik watched, stroking his wet cock against her cheek, his eyes dark with a perverse kind of amusement and pride. Lena took Greg into her mouth, her lips sealing around him with a welcoming, wet sound, sucking him clean of the taste of her own mouth. Malik’s hand found her hair again, his fingers weaving a possessive web, and he pulled, not hard, just a steady, controlling pressure that kept her perfectly positioned between them.

"You like that?" Malik asked Greg, his voice a rough, steadying presence over the wet sounds of her mouth. "You like seeing your wife suck your cock while my dick is right next to her face?"

"Yes," Greg gasped, his voice trembling on the edge of another precipice. "God, yes, it’s the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen."

Malik’s hand was a firm, guiding force on the back of Lena’s head, pressing her to take Greg deeper, forcing her to swallow around him with an audible, wet gulp. Greg’s groan was torn from his soul, his fingers trembling like autumn leaves in her tangled hair as his second orgasm of the night built with a sudden, shocking speed, his cock swelling impossibly larger on her tongue.

"Come for her," Malik growled, the command laced with pure, dominant authority. "Come in her mouth again, Greg. Look at her, she’s begging for it. Let her swallow every drop."

Greg’s groan was almost a sob of over-stimulated pleasure. His hips bucked forward, his whole body seizing as he came, his release this time a hot, salty, but less voluminous gush that pulsed over Lena’s waiting, eager tongue. Lena swallowed it all, a soft moan of gratitude humming in her throat, her lips creating that maddening, perfect seal around his spurting cock as she gently, lovingly milked him of everything he had left, draining him until he had to push her head away.

"Fuck," Greg groaned, his voice a mere, broken whisper, his fingers trembling and clumsy in her hair as he pulled his ultra-sensitive, softening cock from her mouth, which was now a swollen, dreamy masterpiece. Lena licked her lips slowly, her tongue catching a stray, creamy trace of him from the corner of her mouth, her eyes dark, satiated, and still burning with a low, undying fire as she looked from one spent man to the other, who was still a tower of strength and lust.

"I think we need a break," she said, her voice no louder than a smoky, conspiratorial purr, a cat who had just devoured a whole jug of cream. But the glint in her eye was anything but sleepy. "Just a little one. But not from this." Her gaze traveled from Greg to Malik. "Not from us."

Malik’s grin was a sunrise of pure, wicked promise. He looked like a devil who had just collected on two souls. "Good," he said, the single word a cartographer’s promise of uncharted pleasures. "Because I’ve got an idea. And this time, we’re changing the roles."

He reached into the deep, bottom drawer of his desk—a drawer that, Lena now realized, was a treasure trove of sin—and pulled out two new items. The first was a long, black silk scarf, impossibly soft and utterly opaque. The second was a small, expensive-looking glass bottle of lube. Lena’s breath caught in her throat, a hitch of pure, unadulterated anticipation as she watched him, her pupils blown wide. The shift in the air was palpable; the game was about to pivot.

"What’s that for?" Greg asked, his voice a fragile, trembling thing, still floating in the post-orgasmic ether but sharpened by a new, sharp spike of curiosity.

Malik’s smirk was a razor blade wrapped in velvet. He didn't answer Greg. Instead, he moved behind Lena and, with slow, deliberate ceremony, tied the silk scarf around her eyes, plunging her world into a soft, sensory-deprivation darkness. "For you," he finally said to Greg, his voice a soft, conspiratorial rumble near Lena’s ear. "So she can really feel what it’s like to be with us. No sight. Just sensation. Just our touch."

Lena whimpered, instantly adrift in a sea of black. Every other sense snapped into hyper-focus as Malik’s fingertips, now the only reality, began to trace her body. A single finger drew a line from the nape of her neck down the groove of her spine, a touch so light it raised goosebumps in its wake. He guided her, blind and trusting, to lean forward onto the desk once more, her knees finding the familiar, worn grooves in the wood. He spread her legs wide, and she felt the cool office air caress her open, wet, and needy cunt. Greg watched, his breath a series of ragged, shallow gasps, as Malik’s fingers traced the soaked seam of her pussy, parting her lips and teasing her entrance, just barely dipping inside to gather her slick before swirling it around her throbbing clit, all while she could only gasp and squirm.

"You like that?" Malik asked, his voice a disembodied rumble in the darkness that was now her entire world. "You like knowing your husband is watching, his cock getting hard again, while I take my time playing with this perfect, married cunt?"

"Yes," Lena gasped, her hips twitching involuntarily, chasing his ghosting fingers. "God, yes, I love it."

Malik chuckled, the sound dark and knowing. His teasing fingers withdrew, leaving her clenching on nothing, and before she could even whimper in protest, she felt the cool, slick drizzle of the lube against her already-soaked entrance. She cried out—a short, shocked, pleasurable sound—as two of his lubed-up fingers pushed inside her this time, sinking all the way in, slow and deliberate, the new slickness making the glide unbelievably smooth as he stretched her open, scissoring his fingers and exploring her depths with a clinical, pleasurable precision.

"Fuck," Greg groaned, his hand immediately finding her hair again, his fingers tangling in the strands at the back of her head. He pulled, just enough to make her gasp, just enough to ground them both. He was hard again; he hadn't even noticed when it happened.

"You like that?" Malik asked Greg this time, his voice a low, seductive taunt. "You like seeing your wife’s tight little cunt get ready for my cock? Look how easily my fingers slide in. She’s so ready."

"Yes," Greg whispered, his voice thick with a fresh wave of desire. "God, yes. She’s so beautiful."

Malik chuckled, the sound thick with satisfaction. His fingers withdrew with a lewd, wet sound that was amplified in Lena’s sensitive, dark world, and she felt the sudden emptiness like a loss. But it was immediately replaced by something bigger, a blunt, warm, impossibly slick pressure against her entrance. She cried out as the flared head of Malik’s cock pushed inside her, his lubed-up shaft sliding in with a single, slow, deliberate, but now frictionless, overwhelming thrust. He filled her completely, bottoming out, and she felt a stretch so intense and deep it bordered on a new kind of fullness.

"You’re so fucking tight like this, all blind and desperate," Malik growled, his voice rough with genuine, strained approval. His hands anchored themselves on her hip bones. "I can’t wait to feel you come on my cock."

Lena whimpered, a sound of pure submission, her fingers curling helplessly against the edge of the desk as she felt Malik begin to move, a steady, deep, grinding rhythm that was all about the slide and pressure. Greg groaned behind her, his hand a fist of possession in her hair as he watched Malik’s thick, slick cock slowly disappear and reappear from her body, a hypnotic, debauched sight.

"Fuck," Greg groaned, his voice trembling. "Lena—can you feel that?"

"Shh," she breathed, her voice a trembling whisper from her dark abyss. "Don't talk. Just watch. Just feel."

Malik’s pace increased, the sound of their coupling a slick, rhythmic, wet drumming. Lena could feel her orgasm building for the third time that night, a pressure system of pure pleasure forming deep in her core, her body tightening around his incessant, perfect cock as the coil wound tighter and tighter toward an inevitable snap.

"Come for me, blind girl," Malik growled, his voice a rough, guttural command, his fingers digging bruises into her hips. "Come on my cock, Lena. Let your husband see you shatter."

Lena’s breath hitched on a sob, her body locking up before it detonated. She cried out, a raw, primal scream of release into the void of her blindfold, her fingers clawing deep scratches into the mahogany, her entire inner world a cataclysm of liquid fire as wave after wave of a blinding, shattering orgasm washed over her and milked his cock. Malik groaned, a long, low sound of conquest, and pulled out just in time. His cock twitched violently in his own fist, and he pumped thick, creamy ropes of his cum onto the previous sticky mess on the small of her back and ass, adding another layer to his carnal masterpiece.

"Fuck," Greg groaned, his cock now a furious, red beacon of need, his hand still tangled in her hair, a physical anchor to stop him from floating away. As Malik stepped back, Lena, still blindfolded, still catching her breath, reached behind her, her movements intuitive and graceful. Her fingers, sticky and trembling, found Greg’s cock immediately, and she stroked his rock-hard, leaking length with a possessiveness that made him gasp. The blindfold was still on, and her confidence was terrifying and intoxicating.

"I’m not done with you yet," she whispered through her dark universe, her voice a smoky, devastating purr. "Not even close, my love."

Malik, his chest still heaving, his cock still semi-hard and glistening, looked at the scene—the blindfolded, cum-splattered goddess on his desk, stroking her husband’s frantic, needy cock—and a grin of pure, wicked inspiration spread across his face. "Good," he said, the word a seal of fate. "Because we’re just getting started."

He reached for the lube again, the glass bottle cool and clinical, and poured a generous, dripping amount onto his fingers. He walked behind Greg, and Greg’s whole body tensed in a spasm of shock as he felt Malik’s slick fingers tracing not his own sex, but the tight, forbidden pucker of his ass. The touch was a jolt of electricity, alien and terrifying and strangely, darkly exciting. He traced the rim, circling it gently with the pad of his lubed thumb, before pressing just the very tip of one finger inside. Greg’s breath hitched, a gasp caught in a trap, his body tensing against the foreign intrusion.

"You like that?" Malik asked, his voice a hot, dark whisper directly in Greg’s ear, his chest a wall of heat against his back. "You like knowing your wife is watching—well, listening—while I play with your tight, virgin ass?"

"Yes," Greg gasped, the admission a desperate, shameful, honest cry ripped from a place he never knew existed. His voice was trembling, breaking. "God, yes. Don't stop."

Malik’s chuckle was pure sin. His finger withdrew, and Greg felt the shocking cold air hit his exposed, lubed hole before something infinitely larger and warmer pressed against him. He cried out—a sharp, breathless sound of pure shock—as one, then two of Malik’s thick, slick fingers pushed inside him, slow and relentless, stretching him open. The burn was intense, a deep, aching pressure that was both pain and a strange, building pleasure. He was being prepared, opened, for something momentous.

"Fuck," Greg groaned, his entire body trembling, his fingers digging into Lena’s scalp as he felt Malik’s fingers withdraw, leaving an aching, empty void. That void was immediately filled by a terrifying, blunt, wet pressure. Lena, with her unnerving, blind perception, lifted a corner of her blindfold, her eyes dark and wide with a predatory anticipation. She wanted to see this. Malik’s hands clamped onto Greg’s shoulders for leverage, and he pushed. The thick, lubed head of his cock pressed against Greg’s tight, resistant ring, and with a slow, deliberate, inexorable thrust, he pushed inside. Greg’s world narrowed to a single point of impossible, burning, overwhelming fullness as Malik’s thick cock stretched him open.

"Fuck," Greg groaned, his voice a shattered, high-pitched whisper. "Lena—he’s—"

"Shh, baby," she breathed, her own voice trembling with a voyeuristic thrill. Her hand found his, their fingers interlacing. "Just feel. Just let go."

Malik pulled out just an inch and pushed back in with a slow, deep grind, his cock sliding against Greg’s tight inner walls with every deliberate, devastating stroke. The burn began to morph, to shift into a deep, throbbing, epicenter of dark, forbidden pleasure. Greg cried out, a sound of pure, unadulterated shock at the intensity of it, his fingers clawing at the desk as he felt a completely new kind of orgasm building, a pressure in a place he’d never known could feel pleasure. It was building from his prostate, a deep, resonant hum turning into a roar.

"Come for me," Malik growled, his voice a rough, commanding monster of pure dominance, his hips slapping against Greg’s ass in a steady, punishing rhythm. "Come on my cock, Greg. Let your wife see you come undone by a man."

Greg’s breath hitched, his body seizing with an unbearable, white-hot tension before it all broke. He cried out, a raw, guttural, completely unmasculine sound, his untouched cock erupting, spurting thick, copious ropes of cum all over the desk and Lena’s waiting hand, his entire body convulsing in Malik’s grip as the most intense orgasm of his life, a full-body, mind-melting anal orgasm, crashed over him in relentless waves. The sensation of his convulsions sent Malik over the edge, and with a final, deep, guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt and pulsed his own release deep inside Greg, a hot, flooding sensation that marked him from the inside out.

Lena, having wiped her hand on the desk, slowly pulled the silk blindfold from her eyes, blinking at the glorious, wrecked scene before her. She licked her lips, her eyes dark with a deep, bone-deep satisfaction and a terrifying, insatiable curiosity. She turned her gaze to Greg, who was now slumped against the desk, still trembling, a completely changed man.

"I think we need to talk," she said, her voice a steady, smoky purr that cut through the heavy, sex-saturated air. "About what this means. About what we’re becoming."

Greg’s breath hitched, his body still trembling with aftershocks as he looked at her, his eyes wide with a dizzying combination of shock, deep, profound love, and a desire that had now been unlocked and could never be caged again. Malik, who was gently pulling out and cleaning himself with a tissue, grinned with the dark, promising satisfaction of a master planner. "Good," he said, tossing the tissue into the bin. "Because I’ve got a lot more to show you both. That was just the appetizer."

The night was far from over. It had only just begun to show its true, infinite potential.




Chapter 3

The air in Malik’s office was a heady cocktail of raw desire—Lena’s sweet, earthy musk intertwined with the sharp, woodsy notes of Malik’s expensive cologne, and beneath it all, the faint, salty-bitter trace of cum that still slicked her inner thighs like a glistening secret. The room itself felt charged, the hum of the city beyond the tinted windows a distant murmur, while inside, the leather of the chairs and the polished mahogany of the desk seemed to absorb the heat of what had just transpired. Greg stood frozen just inside the doorway, his back pressed against the cool metal frame as if it might anchor him, his hands fumbling uselessly at his belt as he tried to adjust his pants over the aching, iron-hard erection that refused to subside. He had watched Malik fill his wife not once but twice—first with a brutal, possessive rhythm that had Lena clawing at the desk, and then again with a lazy, almost tender dominance that left her mewling and spent. The sight of her now, sprawled across that same desk like a queen surveying her conquered realm, her body sheened with a fine layer of sweat that caught the low lamplight, her skin flushed from her cheeks to her chest, and Malik’s release still pearling at the apex of her thighs, had rewired something deep in Greg’s brain. Something permanent and terrifying and utterly exhilarating.

Lena, utterly bare and utterly unashamed, lifted one elegant hand to her lips, dragging her fingers slowly through the slickness that had trickled from the corner of her mouth, a remnant of Malik’s earlier offering. She sucked them clean with a soft, obscene pop, her dark eyes never leaving Greg’s face, a feline smirk curling the edges of her mouth. The mischief in her gaze was a living thing, dancing and daring. “Mmm… you should taste it too, baby,” she purred, her voice a low, honeyed drawl that vibrated right through him. She crooked a single finger at him, the gesture lazy yet commanding, the diamond on her wedding finger winking in the dim light. “Come here. I want to share.”

Greg swallowed hard, his throat clicking dryly. His tongue felt thick, useless. “Lena—” he managed, the name coming out as a ragged whisper. His heart was a war drum in his ears, a frantic beat that seemed to shake his whole body. He wasn’t sure if he was protesting or begging.

“Shh.” Malik, still gloriously naked and entirely at ease, stepped forward with the fluid grace of a panther. He was closer than Greg expected, the heat of his body a sudden, overwhelming presence. Malik lifted a single finger and pressed it to Greg’s lips, the touch light but utterly paralyzing. His voice was a low chuckle, a rumble of pure masculine amusement. “She’s not asking, man. She’s telling. And trust me—you’re gonna like it. Just let go.”

Greg’s pulse hammered so hard he could feel it in his temples, his throat, his cock. He should be furious—some rational part of his mind screamed that this was his wife, that he should be lunging across the room, throwing punches, reclaiming what was his. He should be disgusted, recoiling from the debauchery, the sheer wrongness of it. But the way Malik’s broad hand had cracked down on Lena’s ass earlier, the way her moans had spiraled up to the ceiling like smoke, the way her eyes had rolled back in her head—it had been hot. Unbelievably, breathtakingly, so fucking hot. And now, with her lips still swollen and pink from working Malik’s thick shaft, her gaze locked onto Greg with that same ravenous hunger she’d shot him in the car on the way over—a look that promised sin and salvation in equal measure—he knew he couldn’t resist. He didn’t want to. He was already lost.

Malik gestured grandly toward the heavy wooden desk, its surface still bearing the faint parallel scratches from Lena’s desperate, scrabbling fingernails. The remnants of their earlier play—a scattered pen, a tilted nameplate—only added to the decadence. “Bend over, beautiful,” Malik said, the command smooth and absolute.

Lena obeyed without a heartbeat of hesitation, pushing herself off the desk and turning to press her palms flat against the cool wood. She arched her back like a cat stretching, lifting her ass high, the skin there still bearing faint pink imprints from earlier. Each breath made the firm, round cheeks jiggle ever so slightly, a hypnotic little dance. Malik’s hand came down without warning—smack!—a crisp, echoing report that cut through the thick air. Lena gasped, a sharp intake of breath that ended on a throaty moan. Her head dropped forward, dark hair spilling over the desk. “Fuck!” she cried out, the sound equal parts pain and pleasure. “Harder, Malik—don’t you dare hold back on me.”

Greg watched, his body locked in place, his cock twitching so violently inside his pants that he thought he might come just from the sight. He should stop this, a tiny voice insisted. He should be mad, should be the outraged husband. But the way Malik’s hand connected with Lena’s yielding flesh, the way the sound snapped through the room, the way her moans seemed to wrap around his spine and tug—it was intoxicating. He couldn’t look away. He didn’t want to. Each swat seemed to brand the image deeper into his memory.

Malik spanked her again, a quick volley of three sharp slaps, each one painting a deeper blush across her skin. He alternated cheeks, his palm marking her with a possessive rhythm. “Look at you,” Malik growled, his voice rough with arousal, his own cock already rebounding, swelling against his thigh. “You like being punished, don’t you? You like being bent over my desk like a greedy little slut who can’t get enough.”

“Yes!” Lena whimpered, her hips squirming, her pussy already visibly dripping, the moisture glittering on her inner thighs. “Yes, yes, yes—punish me, please, Malik. Fuck me. Please. I need it.”

Malik didn’t make her wait. He grabbed her hips with both hands, his fingers digging into her flesh, and in one fluid motion he flipped her onto her back, her spine settling against the cool wood of the desk. Her legs dangled over the edge, her breasts bouncing with the movement. “Greg,” he commanded, not even looking away from Lena’s flushed face. “Get on your knees.”

Greg didn’t hesitate—couldn’t have hesitated if his life depended on it. His legs gave out willingly, and he dropped to his knees between Lena’s spread thighs, the carpet soft beneath him. His face was level with her glistening sex, the scent of her arousal a dizzying perfume—sweet and musky and his, and yet not entirely his anymore. He had watched Malik fuck her. He had, in a moment of surreal abandon, tasted her earlier when a stray drop of Malik’s release had smeared on his lips. Now, he needed to own this moment, to carve his place into the tableau.

“Lick her,” Malik ordered, the words a low, curling growl that seemed to vibrate in Greg’s chest. “Let me see you worship her.”

Greg hesitated for just a breath—a sliver of a second where self-awareness tried to rise—and then he dived in. He sealed his mouth over her clit, tongue darting out to taste the tang of her, the salt of skin, the faint, lingering bitterness of Malik’s earlier gift. He lapped at her like a man dying of thirst, his tongue tracing the delicate folds, his nose pressing into the trimmed thatch of hair above. Lena’s reaction was instantaneous: her back arched off the desk, a sharp cry tearing from her throat. “Oh fuck—yes!” Her hands flew to his hair, fingers twisting tight, dragging him even closer, her hips bucking against his face with a desperate, rolling rhythm. “Yes, baby. Just like that. Don’t stop, don’t ever stop.”

Malik, meanwhile, stepped forward, his massive erection jutting out ruddy and proud. He ran his hand along the length of it, stroking lazily as he watched Greg’s earnest efforts. Then he grabbed Lena’s thighs, his fingers spanning the soft skin, and spread her even wider, exposing her completely. “You’re gonna take both of us at once, baby,” he said, the statement a fact, not a question. “Aren’t you?” His voice was dark and teasing, and he punctuated the question by nudging the thick, blunt head of his cock against her entrance, smearing her slickness and Greg’s saliva together.

“Yes!” Lena moaned, her eyes still locked on Greg’s face, watching him with a feverish intensity. “Make him watch, Malik. Make him see what a real man does to his wife. I want him to see everything.”

Malik didn’t need to be told twice. He positioned himself with an expert tilt of his hips, and then slammed into her in one ruthless, breathtaking thrust. The sound was wet and raw, a meaty slap that filled the room. “FUCK—!” Lena screamed, her nails raking Greg’s scalp, the sting only fueling his own hunger. “Oh god—yes! Harder! Fill me up, Malik!”

Greg couldn’t help it—he lifted his head just enough to see, his tongue still absently licking at her clit as he watched, mesmerized, as Malik fucked Lena with a primal, piston-like intensity. His cock was a thick, veined thing, stretching her beautifully with each deep stroke, withdrawing until just the tip remained, then plunging back in until his heavy balls slapped wetly against the pert curve of her ass. Lena’s breasts bounced wildly with every drive, her nipples tight and dark, and her moans grew louder, more desperate, spiraling into a continuous, keening melody of pleasure.

“You like that, don’t you, Greg?” Malik taunted, his voice dripping with dark amusement, his eyes flashing as he glanced down at the kneeling man. He didn’t break his rhythm, pistoning into Lena with an almost athletic grace. “You like watching your wife get ruined by a real man? Seeing her stretched out and used like a good little toy?”

Greg didn’t answer. He couldn’t. His mouth was full, his mind blank, his entire world narrowed to the sight, the taste, the sound. Because right now, all he could do was watch—and worship—as Malik owned his wife in the most primal, devastating way possible. Greg’s tongue worked harder, lashing at her clit in a desperate attempt to keep up, to be part of the wreckage.

Lena’s orgasm hit her like a freight train with no brakes. She screamed, the sound raw and guttural, her pussy clenching in violent, rhythmic spasms around Malik’s pistoning cock as she came harder than she ever had before—harder than any of their years together had ever managed. Her whole body convulsed, thighs trembling, toes curling. Malik didn’t stop—he fucked her through it, his pace unrelenting, chasing his own release with single-minded purpose. “That’s it, take it—take all of me,” he grunted, his jaw tight.

“I’m gonna fill you up again, baby,” he growled, leaning over her, his voice thick with impending climax. “You’re gonna take every last drop, and then you’re gonna take more. Aren’t you?” He drove deeper, harder, the desk creaking beneath them.

“YES!” Lena sobbed, her body limp yet quaking, her voice a broken, ecstatic plea. “Do it! Fucking do it! Paint me with it, Malik—I want to feel it running out of me for days!”

Malik groaned, a low, animal sound, his hips snapping against hers in a frantic, stuttering rhythm. “Fuck—!” Hot cum flooded Lena’s pussy, a torrent of warmth that filled her to the brim and then overflowed. It spilled out in thick, pearly rivulets, dripping down the cleft of her ass, snaking along her thighs, mixing with Greg’s saliva from earlier, creating a glistening, messy canvas. Malik kept coming, his cock pulsing visibly as he creampied her for the third time that evening, his release seemingly endless. He rode it out with a few more lazy, grinding thrusts, milking every sensation.

Lena collapsed back onto the desk, her chest heaving, her body utterly dripping in a way that was both obscene and breathtakingly beautiful. She lay there for a long moment, catching her breath, and then turned her head, her eyes finding Greg. They were dark with a gluttonous, satiated lust. “Now it’s your turn, baby,” she purred, voice hoarse, and crooked a finger at him. “Get over here. I’m not done with you.”

Greg didn’t need to be told twice. He scrambled to his feet, his cock so hard it was almost purple, a pearl of pre-cum beaded at the tip. He knelt between her thighs again, this time at a different angle, his hands trembling as he guided himself closer.

Lena reached out, her fingers wrapping around him with a cool, confident grip, and guided him to her lips. She took him into her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth, the heat of her mouth a shock after the cool office air. Her tongue swirled around the head, teasing the sensitive underside, and she moaned around him, the vibration traveling straight up his spine. Greg groaned, his hands fisting in her hair, his hips instinctively thrusting forward. Malik, meanwhile, had stepped back just enough to enjoy the show, his hand wrapping around his own still-wet cock, stroking leisurely, his eyes glinting with satisfaction.

“That’s it,” Malik murmured, his voice a rough, approving purr. “Let her suck you, Greg. Let her taste her husband while I get ready to fuck her one last time. This is what she was made for—taking two men at once.” He reached down and palmed Lena’s breast, pinching the nipple sharply, eliciting a muffled squeal around Greg’s cock.

The combination of Lena’s skilled mouth, the wet, obscene sounds she made, and Malik’s running commentary was too much. Greg came hard, his orgasm ripping through him with a violent suddenness that made his vision white out. Thick ropes of his release shot down Lena’s throat, and she swallowed deftly, her throat working, not spilling a drop. When he finally stopped pulsing, she eased off him with a soft, wet sound, then wiped her lips with the back of her hand, her smirk firmly back in place.

“Mmm… delicious,” she purred, licking a stray smear from the corner of her mouth. “You taste even better than I remembered. But I’m not satisfied yet.”

Malik chuckled darkly, already moving. He pulled Lena to her feet with a firm grip on her arm, steadying her when her legs wobbled. “We’re not done yet,” he promised, his voice a velvet threat. In a swift, practiced move, he flipped Lena onto her hands and knees right there on the plush office carpet, her ass still glowing red and slick with the evidence of their fun. The new position made her look like a supplicant, utterly submissive, and Greg’s cock twitched valiantly.

Without ceremony, Malik knelt behind her, gripped her hips bruisingly tight, and slammed into her from behind. Lena screamed, her hands scrambling for purchase on the carpet as he began to pound into her, a new, brutal rhythm that shook her entire frame. The sound was loud and lewd in the quiet office—wet flesh slapping, her high-pitched cries, Malik’s grunts of effort. “Oh fuck—yes! Again!” she wailed, her channel still sensitive, still full, now stretching once more. “Don’t you ever stop!”

Malik creampied her one last time, roaring his release as he drove deep and held there, pumping another load into her already overflowing cunt. Greg watched, his own cock already twitching back to life, hardening again at the sight of his wife being so thoroughly claimed.

Lena collapsed forward onto the carpet, spent, a boneless puddle of satisfaction. She turned her head, her cheek pressing into the floor, her eyes sparkling with a wicked, triumphant gleam as they found Greg. “So,” she purred, the word a soft, teasing drawl. “Who’s ready for round two?”

Greg didn’t hesitate. The word burst out of him before his brain could catch up. “Me.” He was already hard again, already stepping forward.

But as the night wore on—and it did, in a haze of tangled limbs and shared breaths—the dynamic began to shift in subtle, profound ways. What had started as a game of raw dominance and willing submission, a playful transgression, was deepening into something else. Something real and complex.

In a quiet lull, Greg found himself leaning against the side of the desk, his body humming with a strange, tired energy. He watched as Malik now knelt between Lena’s thighs again, but this time with a different purpose. His tongue lapped at her clit with slow, deliberate, almost reverent strokes, as if savoring a delicacy. One of his hands was splayed on her belly, the other tracing gentle circles on her inner thigh. Lena’s fingers were tangled loosely in Malik’s hair, not demanding, but petting. Her moans were softer now, deeply contented sighs that filled the room like a lullaby. “You’re so good at that,” she whispered, her voice breathless and tender. “So damn good.”

Greg’s chest tightened, a knot of emotion he couldn’t name squeezing his heart. He had never seen her like this—so utterly free. So fully, unapologetically herself. It was as if the veneer of their married life had been stripped away to reveal a vibrant, sexual being who had been waiting to emerge. It was beautiful, and it terrified him.

Malik looked up from his task, a knowing smirk playing on his glistening lips. He met Greg’s gaze directly, a challenge and an acknowledgment. “Jealous?” he asked, the word light and teasing, but his eyes were sharp.

Greg swallowed, considering the question seriously for the first time. “No,” he said, and was surprised to find he meant it.

“Liar,” Malik shot back, but his tone was friendly, almost fond.

Lena giggled, the sound like wind chimes in the heavy air. She lifted one hand from Malik’s hair and trailed her fingers down Greg’s bare chest, drawing a light, ticklish line that made him shiver. “He’s not jealous, Malik,” she said, her voice rich with amusement and a dawning understanding. “He’s obsessed. Just like me. Just like us.”

Malik’s smirk deepened into a genuine smile, something rare and disarming. He gave Lena’s clit one last, slow lick before rising, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “Good. Because I’ve got a feeling this is just the beginning. We’ve only scratched the surface of what we can do together.”

Greg didn’t know what to say. He didn’t know what to feel. But as Malik’s fingers joined his tongue again, as Lena’s body arched and her cries filled the room once more, Greg realized one thing with absolute, bone-deep certainty:

He was in. Fully, completely, irrevocably in.

And he never, ever wanted to leave.




Chapter 4

The air in Malik’s office was thick and soupy, a heavy cocktail of sex that clung to every surface and soaked into the fibers of the expensive rug. It wasn’t just the sharp, salty sting of sweat or the earthy, primal musk of cum splattered across the floor in glistening ropes. It was the deeper, more intoxicating perfume of Lena’s arousal, a sweet and tangy fragrance that still lingered on the buttery black leather of the desk chair where, just moments before, she had shattered into a million glittering pieces. The memory of it—her back arching, her cries echoing off the glass walls—was a physical presence in the room. Greg’s breath came in shallow, ragged hitches as he watched Malik rise from that same chair, unfolding his powerful body with a predator’s grace. The man’s cock, still impossibly, magnificently hard, jutted out from a thatch of dark, trimmed curls, a slick, glistening monument to their shared depravity. It was coated in Lena’s essence, the thick shaft gleaming under the soft office lights, every vein a raised, pulsing ridge along its considerable length. Malik wrapped a large, lazy hand around himself, his fingers barely meeting, and gave a slow, deliberate stroke from base to tip, a pearly bead of new fluid welling up to join the sheen already there. The sight of it—of him—was a punch to Greg’s gut, a jolt of pure, electric lust that shot straight to his groin. His own cock, still sticky and sensitive from the torrent he’d just poured onto the carpet, gave a valiant twitch, already stirring with a fresh, urgent interest that surprised even him.

Lena, still draped in a boneless, satisfied tangle of limbs in the chair, was a vision of post-coital bliss. A fine tremor still ran through her, aftershocks of her climax making her thighs quiver. She licked her lips, the taste of Malik and her own forbidden pleasure still on her tongue, and her gaze drifted to her husband. A slow, deliberate smile spread across her face, a cat-with-the-cream curl that was both loving and deeply, carnally knowing. “You look like you’re about to pass out, baby,” she murmured, her voice a husky, smoke-roughened purr that vibrated right in Greg’s chest. She stretched, a luxurious movement that made her full breasts sway. “You still with me? You good?”

Greg swallowed, but it was a dry click in his throat. He felt anchored to the spot, his feet stuck to the floor, his mind a white-water rapid of confusion and raw need. “I—I don’t know,” he admitted, his voice cracking like a teenager’s. The words felt foreign, inadequate. “I’ve never… I mean, I didn’t know I could… I’ve never wanted anything like this before. Not like this.” The admission felt like a surrender, a tearing down of a wall he didn’t even know he’d built.

Malik’s chuckle was a low, resonant sound that seemed to start deep in his broad chest and roll through the room. It was knowing, not mocking, a sound that said he’d seen this beautiful, terrified awakening a hundred times before. He stepped closer, his bare feet silent on the rug, closing the distance between them until Greg could feel the radiant heat from his body. His free hand came up, not grasping, but gentle, trailing a single fingertip down the side of Greg’s flushed cheek, tracing the line of his jaw. “You’ve been lying to yourself for a long, long time, white boy,” he said, his deep voice a velvet caress with a core of granite. “This hunger? It didn’t just sprout up five minutes ago. You’ve been nursing it, hiding it, feeding it in the dark. You’ve wanted to be taken off this little pedestal you built for yourself for years. You just didn’t know how to form the question. Didn’t have the words.”

Greg’s breath hitched, his eyes fluttering shut for a moment at the feather-light touch on his face. “I—I didn’t… I wasn’t…”

“Shh.” Malik silenced him, pressing the pad of that same finger gently against Greg’s lips. The touch was electrifying, firm yet infinitely soft. “You don’t have to explain yourself to me. Not yet. Maybe not ever. The whys don’t matter right now.” His intense gaze, dark and fathomless, flicked over to Lena, who was watching their exchange with a predator’s focus, her eyes a swirling mix of deep, abiding love for Greg and a new, sharp, carnal hunger that seemed to see right through him. “But you do have a decision to make. Because this?” He lifted his hand from Greg’s lips and made a slow, all-encompassing gesture that took in the three of them, the rumpled desk, the whole charged, scent-heavy atmosphere that was crackling with an unspoken, electric tension. “This isn’t a one-time pass. It’s not a mistake we get to forget about on Monday morning. Not for me. And definitely not for her.” His hand moved back to Greg’s body, but this time it wasn’t his face. He pressed his palm flat against the center of Greg’s chest, right over his thundering heart, pressing just hard enough to feel the frantic beat against his hand, a pressure that made Greg subconsciously lean into the solid, grounding warmth. “You want in, Greg? You’re all the way in. There’s no dipping a toe, no taking it back, no looking over your shoulder at the man you used to think you were.”

Greg’s pulse was a primal drumbeat pounding in his ears, a frantic rhythm that seemed to shake his very bones. The world narrowed to the intensity of Malik’s hand on his heart and Lena’s eyes on his soul. A part of him, a logical, scared sliver, still screamed that he could walk away. He could take a step back, straighten his clothes, and go back to his orderly life, telling himself this was just a moment of insanity, a fever dream born of stress and proximity, a fantasy that would fade to a harmless, shameful memory once they were back in the sanitized, predictable real world. But the way Lena was looking at him—that was the thing that undid him. She wasn’t looking at him like a momentary lapse in judgment. She was looking at him with a possessive, primal pride, like she was already seeing him as fundamentally, irrevocably hers, not just for this sweaty, desperate moment in an office after dark, but in a permanent, soul-deep way that rewrote their entire history and future. It made his stomach twist and plunge, not with fear, but with a terrifying, exhilarating freefall into something far more profound and dangerous than simple lust. It was belonging.

He wanted this. God help him, he had never wanted anything more. The certainty of it settled into his bones, heavy and final.

“Yes,” he whispered, the word a fragile, shattered thing, barely a breath, and yet it filled the entire room. “I want this. All of it.”

Malik’s full lips curled into a slow, devastatingly satisfied smile that was nothing short of triumphant. “Good boy,” he rumbled, the two words a possessive, approving caress that sent a shiver straight down Greg’s spine.

The tension that had held Lena in the chair snapped, and her expression shifted. The loving wife was still there, but now she was overlaid with something else, a raw, dominant hunger that darkened her eyes to a stormy grey. Before Greg could even process the change in the air, she flowed out of the chair with a liquid grace, sinking to her knees in front of him on the plush rug. Her delicate, capable hands were already at his belt, fingers working the leather with a brisk, practiced efficiency. “Then let’s make absolutely sure you remember this,” she murmured, her breath a hot, damp gust against the straining fabric of his slacks. “Every single second of it. Because I meant what I said before.” She yanked the belt open, the metal clinking, and her eyes, dark and serious, flicked up to meet his. “I don’t share what’s mine. So you need to understand what you just signed up for.”

A raw, helpless groan was torn from Greg’s throat as she freed him. His cock, already achingly, painfully hard again, sprang up, slapping against his belly, a drop of clear fluid beading instantly at the swollen, purple head. He was so sensitive it was almost painful, and the sight of his wife kneeling for him, ready for him, made his head spin. Malik took that moment to move, a solid wall of muscle that pressed up against Greg’s back. The heat of him was a furnace, the crisp hair on his chest a delicious friction even through Greg’s shirt. Malik’s clever fingers tangled in the sweat-damp hair at the nape of Greg’s neck, gripping just firmly enough to tilt his head back. “You’re gonna take us both, Greg,” he murmured, his lips so close to Greg’s ear that the words were a dark, damp promise that seemed to seep into his bloodstream. “One at a time. All at once. Every way we can think of. And you’re gonna love every filthy, beautiful second of it.”

Lena didn’t waste a single breath on teasing. Her hand wrapped around the base of his shaft, holding him steady, and her lips, that perfect, plush mouth Greg had kissed a thousand times, closed around the head of his cock in one smooth, breathtaking motion. The world dissolved into wet, tight heat. Her tongue, a nimble, swirling muscle, danced around the sensitive ridge before she took him deeper, her cheeks hollowing with a practiced suction that drew a strangled gasp from deep in his chest. She wasn’t gentle; she was hungry, her head starting a steady, relentless rhythm as she bobbed, one hand gripping his thigh hard enough to leave marks, the other cupping his balls, her fingers rolling them with a knowing pressure. Greg’s hands flew down, his fingers tangling convulsively in her silky, dark hair, his hips jerking forward in a helpless, involuntary thrust.

“Fuck—Lena—” His voice was a wrecked, desperate rasp, his sanity fraying. He couldn’t form a thought, couldn’t pull a breath that wasn’t laced with the scent of her and the feeling of her mouth. He was a creature of pure, reactive sensation. The solid, unyielding heat of Malik’s body boxing him in from behind, the insistent, wet, wonderful suction of Lena’s mouth, the way the point of her tongue would trace a delicate, torturous pattern along the throbbing vein on the underside of his cock as she hollowed her cheeks around him—it was an overwhelming sensory onslaught.

Malik’s hands began a slow, exploratory journey, sliding from Greg’s shoulders down over his chest, his nails lightly raking through the thin cotton of his shirt, flicking over the taut nubs of his nipples. He continued the descent, his fingers teasing along the loosened waistband of Greg’s slacks before dipping beneath the fabric. His calloused palms, warm and rough, skimmed over the curve of Greg’s ass, kneading the firm flesh with an appreciative groan. “You’re so fucking tight back here,” he growled, the words a hot vibration against the shell of Greg’s ear. “I can already imagine what you’re going to feel like. I can’t wait to take my time and stretch you open around my cock.”

A full-body shudder wracked Greg, his cock twitching violently on Lena’s tongue. The image, the sheer, overwhelming reality of it, was almost too much. A spike of panic lanced through the pleasure. “W-Wait—” he stammered, his body tensing.

“No waiting,” Malik cut in, his voice a low, commanding rumble that left no room for argument. The playful edge was gone, replaced by a deep, dominant certainty. His hands left Greg’s ass and snaked around to the front, his thick, deft fingers finding the single button holding Greg’s slacks together. With a small, final pop, he opened it. The sound was a gavel, a judgment. “You wanted this, didn’t you? You said yes. You’re mine now, white boy. Ours. And I don’t like to be kept waiting.”

Lena released his cock with a deliberately obscene, wet pop, a thin, glistening strand of saliva connecting her bottom lip to the head of him for a moment before it snapped. Her lips were puffy and slick, her smile a brilliant, wicked thing. “He’s right, baby,” she purred, her voice thick with her own reawakening desire. She began to place hot, open-mouthed kisses on his inner thigh, biting the tender skin just hard enough to make him jump. “There’s no backing out now. And besides… I love watching you squirm like this. It’s my new favorite thing.” She leaned up, her body pressing against his leg, her breath a hot whisper against his ear that perfectly countered Malik’s. “But don’t you worry your pretty head. I’m not going to let anything happen to you. I’ll make sure you’re more than ready for him. I’ll open you up myself.”

Before Greg could even begin to form a response, to articulate the maelstrom of fear and need inside him, the world spun. Malik’s strong hands clamped onto his hips, gripping him like he weighed nothing, and effortlessly pivoted him, walking him two steps forward and pushing him down. Greg’s ass hit the cool, unyielding edge of the massive wooden desk with a solid thump, the same desk where he signed contracts and took conference calls. Lena was on her feet and moving with him as if they were dancing, and before he could catch his breath, she was climbing onto his lap, her knees sinking into the desk on either side of his thighs. Her fingers traced the full, aching length of his cock, standing so straight it almost touched his belly, as she positioned herself. Her pussy, thick and pouting and visibly dripping, hovered just above him, and the heat radiating from her core was enough to make him whimper.

“Ride him, baby,” Malik commanded from behind Lena, his voice a dark, approving growl that vibrated through the room. He stepped up to the desk, his massive frame a looming presence. “Show your husband what it’s like to be used by a woman who knows exactly what she wants.”

Lena didn’t need to be told twice. She didn’t look away from Greg’s face; her eyes, dark and triumphant, locked onto his as she reached down and lined him up with her entrance. She sank down, enveloping him in one long, slow, deliberate, gut-wrenching motion that stole the air from both their lungs. She took every inch, her tight, slick heat swallowing him whole until the base of him was pressed against her clit and she was fully seated in his lap. Greg groaned, a long, low, guttural sound that was ripped from somewhere primal. His hands flew to her hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as if he were a drowning man clinging to a raft. “Fuck—Lena—you feel so fucking amazing. So wet, so tight.”

A wicked, satisfied smirk bloomed on her face as she began to move, her hips rolling in a sensual, undulating circle. Her inner muscles clenched and released around him in a rhythm that felt like a massage for his soul. Her full, magnificent tits bounced gently with every movement, the nipples hard and dark, and the sight was mesmerizing. “Good,” she murmured, her voice a breathy, self-satisfied purr. “Because you’re mine now, Greg. This gorgeous cock, this perfect body, that busy, beautiful mind—all of it. It belongs to me. And I don’t ever, ever want to let you go.”

Malik, who had been watching the show with glittering, hungry eyes, stepped closer. The heat from his body was a brand against Lena’s back. He trailed a possessive hand down the elegant curve of her spine before his fingers gripped her waist, his dark skin a stunning contrast against her paler flesh. “That’s right, beautiful,” he growled, his voice a dark, thrilling promise that seemed to coil around both of them. “He’s ours. And now we’re going to show him exactly what that means.”

He notched himself behind her, and Greg felt the shudder that ran through his wife’s entire frame. Then, Malik pushed forward, and the world shattered in a new way. There was a slick, yielding resistance, and then he was inside her, filling another part of her, a space Greg had just vacated in his mind. A deep, soul-shaking groan rumbled from Malik’s chest, and he didn’t pause to let her adjust. He started a deep, rolling rhythm, his hips snapping forward in a possessive, commanding cadence as he began to pound into her from behind with a steady, consuming force, the heavy, fleshy sound of his balls slapping rhythmically against her ass a counterpoint to their mingled moans. Greg was mesmerized, his hands moving from gripping Lena’s hips to holding onto her for dear life. He watched, spellbound, as the dual sensations took her over, watched the way her tits bounced and swayed more forcefully with the doubled rhythm, watched the way her back arched into a deep bow as she took Malik deeper, watched her face contort not in pain, but in a state of transcendent, almost agonizing pleasure.

“Fuck—yes—right there, oh god, don’t stop!” Lena cried, her voice breaking into a desperate keen as Malik adjusted his angle and began to hammer into her with a new, targeted ferocity, the swollen head of his cock bumping and grinding against the sensitive mouth of her cervix with every deep, driving thrust. Her fingernails raked down Greg’s chest, leaving little pink lines. “I—I can’t—oh god, it’s too much, I’m already—”

From below her, Greg couldn’t hold back a moment longer. The sight and sound and feel of her unraveling between them was the most erotic thing he had ever experienced. He slid a desperate hand between their sweat-slicked bodies, his fingers finding the hard, slick pearl of her clit. He began to trace tight, firm circles over it with the pad of his thumb, matching the pace of Malik’s punishing thrusts. “Come for me, baby,” he murmured from beneath her, his voice a rough, reverent plea. “I’ve got you. Let it go. Come on my cock right now.”

The combination was a detonator. Lena threw her head back and let out a raw, primal scream that echoed to the rafters. Her body went rigid, a bowstring pulled impossibly taut, and then her inner walls clenched around Greg’s cock in a series of violent, rhythmic, fluttering spasms as she came with hurricane force, a gush of hot, slick fluid drenching him, dripping down his shaft and pooling on his thighs and the desk beneath them. Greg groaned, his entire body vibrating with the effort of holding back his own release, his eyes drinking in the sight of her coming apart so completely, while Malik, a brutal, beautiful machine, fucked her right through the peak of her climax, drawing out every last tremor of her orgasm until she was a limp, whimpering mess. Then, with a satisfied, breathless grunt, Malik pulled out of her with a wet, obscene pop, his cock, now glistening even more, coated in a fresh layer of her creamy satisfaction, looking angry and impossibly hard.

A wide, wolfish grin spread across Malik’s handsome face. He wasn’t finished. He never was. His dark, soul-seeing eyes left the panting Lena and turned their full, burning intensity onto Greg, who was still buried inside his wife, still panting for air, his heart hammering against his ribs, his cock a throbbing, aching pulse of denial.

“Your turn, white boy,” Malik said, his voice a low, silky drawl that was somehow more dangerous than any shout. He took a single step back and made a slow, authoritative gesture with two fingers, pointing to the floor at his feet. “Get on your knees. It’s time you showed me how much you want to be a part of this.”

Greg’s eyes flew wide, a jolt of pure, unadulterated panic warring with a dizzying wave of submission. But before his mind could even form a protest, Lena, still gasping, grabbed his wrist with a strength that belied her boneless state. Her eyes, hazy with satisfaction and glittering with a new, fierce possessiveness, met his. “Come on, baby,” she murmured, her voice a velvet command. “Don’t be scared. You want this. I know you do. I want you to have it.”

It was her voice, her touch, her belief in him that did it. And as Greg slid from the desk, his legs shaky, and dutifully dropped to his knees in front of his wife, his heart pounding a terrified, exhilarated rhythm against his ribs, he knew it was true. Malik stepped up behind her again, his huge, dark presence a beautiful, terrifying shadow. He wrapped an arm around Lena’s waist, his hand splaying possessively on her stomach, and rested his chin on her shoulder as he looked down at Greg. His other hand drifted to his own cock, stroking it slowly, the skin sliding over the rock-hard core. His cock was already impossibly hard again, a testament to his stamina, ready for round two and already weeping a fresh drop of anticipation.

Lena leaned forward from her perch on the desk, her hand coming out to cup Greg’s face with a tenderness that was a shocking, beautiful contrast to the depravity of their situation. Her lips brushed the shell of his ear, and her whisper was a promise and a prophecy. “You’re gonna take him just like you took me, baby. I’m going to watch every second of it. And you’re gonna love every second of it, I promise. He’s going to make you fall apart.”

Greg’s breath came in a sharp, shallow hiss as he felt Malik’s powerful hands suddenly grip his hips from behind, pulling his ass back into the perfect angle. The sheer size and strength of the man was overwhelming. “That’s right,” Malik growled from behind him, his voice a dark, rumbling bass that Greg felt in his chest. He knelt behind Greg, the heat from his body an inferno. “You’re going to be a good boy for us. You’re going to relax that tight little hole and take every inch of my cock like the perfect little slut you are for us.”

And then the blunt, slick, terrifying, and exhilarating pressure was at his entrance, and it was happening. With a push that was both unyieldingly firm and painstakingly slow, Malik was inside him, his magnificent cock forcing a groan from Greg’s lips as it stretched him open, filling a void he never knew he had, a burning, brilliant, beautiful fullness. The initial shock was a lightning strike, but it quickly melted into something deeper. Malik didn’t give him long to adjust. He pulled back and then his hips were snapping forward in a hard, claiming rhythm, a grunt of sheer male satisfaction escaping him with each thrust as he fucked Greg with a deep, consuming passion, the heavy, rhythmic smack of his balls against the curve of Greg’s ass a brutal, gorgeous music.

Greg’s knuckles were white where he gasped, his hands scrabbling for purchase on the thick wooden edge of the desk. The feeling was indescribable, a relentless, pounding pressure that every few strokes would nail his prostate with a precision that sent white-hot sparks shooting across his vision. “Fuck—Malik—” His voice was a ragged, broken sob. “I—I can’t—it’s so… much…”

“You can,” Malik growled from above, his voice a strained, dominating promise. His thrusts became longer, deeper, more purposeful. “You will. You’re taking it so fucking beautifully. Don’t you dare hold back from me.”

And then, as if sensing he was on the verge of sensory overload, Lena was there. She slid off the desk and onto the floor in front of him, seamlessly entering the space between Greg’s braced arms. Her hand slipped into his hair, pulling his head back just enough to meet her loving, lust-blown gaze. Then she lowered her mouth, and with a tender cruelty, her lips wrapped around the throbbing head of his cock. She didn’t just take him; she worshipped him. Her tongue swirled and lapped at him as she bobbed her head in a rhythm that was the inverse of Malik’s, hollowing her cheeks, her hands a firm, grounding presence on his trembling thighs. Greg was suspended, a conduit of pleasure between two forces of nature, and he shattered. He groaned, a deep, guttural, almost pained sound as his hips began to helplessly jerk forward into the wet haven of her mouth and then back onto the unrelenting thickness of Malik’s cock. They were using him completely, a synchronized team pushing and pulling him toward the edge, and they took him, they used him, they utterly, irrevocably owned him, body and soul, in that beautiful, filthy office.

The climax, when it hit, was not a build-up but a detonation. “Fuck—I’m gonna… Lena, I’m gonna come—” Greg cried out, the warning a desperate, torn sound, his whole body coiling tighter and tighter. The dual sensations, the sight of his wife’s lips stretched around him, the feeling of Malik’s perfect, punishing rhythm against that spot inside him, became too much. The tension snapped, and his orgasm built to a blinding peak and then detonated, his cum spurting in thick, powerful ropes that shot onto the floor, onto Lena’s waiting tongue, a hot, salty release that felt like it was being pulled from the very soles of his feet, while Malik gave one last, brutal thrust and pounded into him through his release, growling his own satisfaction, and Lena gently sucked him through it, milking every last drop, as they took him, used him, and owned him.

There was a moment of perfect, ringing silence, filled only with the sound of their ragged, desperate breathing. Then, with a final, satisfied hiss, Malik pulled out with a slow, slick, squelching pop, leaving a shocking emptiness in his wake. His cock, glistening with a fresh sheen of Greg’s own lubrication and a hint of his release, was still a tower of iron, barely diminished. He looked down at the mess he’d made, a triumphant, lazy grin spreading across his face. He then turned his dark, hungry gaze to Lena, who was still on the floor, still panting softly, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her own recent pleasure and the powerful sight she’d just witnessed.

“Again,” Malik growled, the single word a dark, resonant decree that was steeped in pure, unadulterated lust. He stroked his still-wet cock, looking from the sated, collapsed Greg to the glowing, eager Lena. “We’re not even close to done yet.”

And as Greg collapsed forward, his chest heaving, his body shaking with the force of the most cataclysmic release of his life, slumping onto the cool, smooth surface of his own desk, Lena rose up on her knees. She met Malik’s gaze, and a slow, deeply satisfied, and utterly insatiable smile bloomed on her face, her eyes dark pools of a desire that had only just been whetted.

“No,” she murmured, her voice a thick, satisfied purr that held a world of promise as she licked her glistening lips, tasting her husband. “We’re just getting started.”

(To be continued in Chapter 5: The Office Orgy – Part Two)




Chapter 5

The air in Malik’s office was a heady cocktail of pure, unadulterated sex—a thick, humid blend of sweat, musky male release, and the sweet, tangy perfume of Lena’s arousal, still clinging to her flushed skin like a shimmering, invisible second layer. It was the kind of scent that soaked into the mahogany paneling, into the leather of the chairs, into the very fibers of Greg’s soul, marking this space as a temple to their shared depravity. Greg lay sprawled across the massive desk, his back pressed against the cool, polished wood, his chest heaving as if he’d run a marathon. His cock, still slick and glistening, was in that deliciously tortured state between half-hard and over-sensitive, twitching faintly at the memory of the relentless, worshipful attention it had just received from two sets of mouths and hands. Every nerve ending was still firing, little aftershocks of pleasure zipping through his groin. Lena was draped beside him, her body a warm, languid curve against his side, her fingers tracing idle, meandering circles over the firm planes of his pectorals. Her touch left damp trails—tiny, glistening pathways where Malik’s thick cum had dripped from her lips during their earlier frenzy, mingling with the slick evidence of her own cascading orgasms. It was a messy, primal roadmap of their desire, and she traced it with a possessiveness that made Greg’s heart stutter.

She leaned in close, the warmth of her breath a teasing caress against the sensitive shell of his ear. Her voice was a husky, knowing murmur that vibrated right through him. “You’re thinking too hard, baby.” She could always read him, could feel the minute tensions in his muscles, the way his mind was probably tying itself in knots over what they’d just done, what they were becoming.

Greg’s muscles tightened involuntarily beneath her touch, a reflexive flinch of a man caught in the act of overanalyzing. “About what?” he managed, his voice a rough, broken whisper, as if speaking too loudly might shatter the debauched spell that held them all captive.

“About everything.” She chuckled, the sound a low, melodic ripple that was equal parts amusement and dark, intimate knowledge. Her nails, painted a deep, sinful crimson, dragged lightly over one of his nipples, the sensation a sharp, sweet jolt that made his cock twitch and a fresh bead of moisture bloom at the tip. “But you don’t have to. Not tonight. Tonight, you just have to feel. To be ours.” Her words were a silken command, a permission slip to abandon all reason and simply drown in the decadence of the moment.

Malik stepped forward from the shadows where he’d been watching, a silent, towering sentinel of satisfaction. His massive frame blotted out the soft glow of the desk lamp, casting a long, dominant shadow over their intertwined bodies. His cock, a magnificent, dark column of flesh, was already thickening again, rousing from its brief slumber with an eager twitch. The broad, flared head glistened with a pearlescent sheen—the mingled remnants of Lena’s last shattering orgasm and his own potent seed, a glistening trophy of how thoroughly, how completely, he had claimed her. He reached out, his long, strong fingers tangling in the damp strands of Greg’s hair, not painfully, but with an unyielding grip that tilted Greg’s head back, forcing their eyes to meet. Malik’s gaze was a bottomless pit of dark promise.

“You’re mine now,” Malik murmured, his voice a deep, velvety purr that seemed to resonate in the very marrow of Greg’s bones. “Both of you. And I don’t share. Not what’s mine.” The words were a statement of absolute fact, a territorial declaration that left no room for doubt.

Greg’s throat clicked as he tried to swallow, his mouth suddenly as dry as parchment. Every rational instinct screamed that he should be terrified, should be scrambling for his pants and his dignity. But the raw, shameful truth pulsed hotter than any fear: he wanted this. He craved the crushing weight of Malik’s dominance, the way it absolved him of all responsibility. He ached for the possessive patterns Lena’s fingers were still tracing on his skin, marking him as hers. He burned with the memory of how her lips had wrapped around his cock, not as a favor, but as a right, like she owned every inch of him. And she did. They both did.

Lena’s hand, still resting on his chest, began a slow, deliberate journey south, her palm gliding over the ridges of his abdomen. Her fingers wrapped around the base of his shaft with a familiar, proprietary grip, finding him already hardening, already weeping for her touch. “That’s right,” she whispered, her voice dripping with a satisfaction that was almost smug, her lips brushing the corner of his jaw. “He’s ours. All ours. And we’re going to make sure you never forget it. Not for a single, waking second.” She gave him a slow, gentle squeeze, a promise of pleasures yet to come.

The desk, for all its grandeur, was far too narrow a stage for the elaborate, acrobatic debauchery they had in mind. Malik didn’t hesitate. With a single, fluid, almost effortless motion, he hoisted Lena up from the desk. She let out a delighted little squeal, her legs instinctively wrapping around his narrow waist, her arms looping around his neck as if she were a koala clinging to a tree. He carried her across the room, her laughter a bright, silver sound against the deep, masculine backdrop of the office, to the far wall where a long, low credenza of dark, oiled wood sat beneath an abstract painting. He set her down on it with a deliberate gentleness, her bare ass perched right on the polished edge, her thighs falling open just enough to offer a maddening, shadowed tease of the glistening treasure between them.

Greg propped himself up on his elbows on the desk, utterly mesmerized, a voyeur to his own fantasy. He watched as Malik sank to his knees before her, a knight kneeling before his queen, but with far more carnal intentions. Malik’s large hands gripped her knees, his thumbs stroking the sensitive inner flesh, and he spread her open with a slow, reverent authority. Lena’s gasp was a sharp intake of breath, her back arching instinctively as Malik’s tongue, broad and flat, dragged up the entire length of her wet, swollen slit in one long, deliberate, savoring stroke. He was tasting her again, reacquainting himself with her unique flavor, a mix of salt and sweet and pure, unadulterated Lena. Greg’s cock, now achingly hard, gave a sympathetic twitch, a fresh, clear bead of pre-cum leaking from the tip at the sight of her glistening pink flesh, already puffy and flushed from their earlier, brutal fucking.

“Fuck,” Greg groaned, the word torn from his chest. His hand moved of its own accord, reaching down to wrap around his needy length, desperate for some friction, some relief.

Lena’s eyes flicked up from under heavy lids, dark and sharp and hungry. “No.” The single word was a whip-crack of command.

Greg froze, his hand hovering inches from his straining cock, a puppet with his strings suddenly pulled taut. Malik’s tongue, meanwhile, continued its devastating work, circling her clit with a feather-light precision before his lips sealed around the sensitive nub and he suckled, gently at first, then with increasing pressure. Two thick fingers pressed inside her, curling upward to stroke that secret, spongy spot on her inner wall, making her gasp and buck. Lena’s moan was a low, guttural sound of pure, animalistic pleasure, her hips rocking shamelessly against his face. “Not yet,” she breathed, her voice thick with need, her words directed at Greg even as her eyes fluttered shut. “You don’t get to touch yourself until we say so. You’re on a strict, no-touch policy, baby.”

Greg swallowed a groan, his fingers curling into tight, white-knuckled fists at his sides. The denial was a form of exquisite torture, sending a hot, throbbing jolt of need straight to his balls, making them feel heavy and tight. He wanted to touch himself so badly it was a physical ache. He wanted to fist his cock in time with the wet, obscene sounds of Malik’s tongue working Lena into a frenzy. He wanted to feel her come undone beneath his own hand. But the command was absolute, and a strange, submissive part of him rejoiced in the obedience she demanded.

Malik rose to his feet, his lips and chin glistening with her arousal, a dark, satisfied smirk playing on his face. His cock jutted out, slick and ready. He turned, his movements swift and sure, and grabbed Greg by the collar of his open, crumpled shirt, yanking him forward with a force that sent Greg stumbling off the desk and crashing against the solid wall of Malik’s chest. Greg’s breath hitched in his throat as Malik’s free hand wrapped around his throat, not to choke, but to hold, to possess. The pressure was a firm, grounding collar, a reminder of the hierarchy in the room.

“You’re going to watch,” Malik growled, his lips brushing the delicate shell of Greg’s ear, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through Greg’s entire frame. “You’re going to watch every single second while I fuck our girl. And when I say you’re next, when I decide it’s time, you’re going to bend over and take every last inch I give you. No question. No hesitation. Understand?”

Greg could only nod, a jerky, desperate motion, his pulse hammering a frantic rhythm against the cage of Malik’s fingers. “Yes,” he rasped, the word a fervent prayer.

Malik’s smirk widened, his grip tightening just a fraction, a possessive squeeze that made Greg’s cock jerk and leak a fresh string of pre-cum onto his own thigh. “Good boy.” The praise was a dark, sweet balm.

Then Malik released him and turned, a predator returning to his prize. He strode back to Lena, who was still perched on the credenza, a vision of wanton beauty. She had leaned back on her elbows, her legs already draped wantonly over Malik’s broad shoulders as he knelt on the floor between her thighs. Greg stumbled back to the desk, using it for support, his eyes glued to the scene unfolding before him. His breath caught in his chest as Malik lined himself up, the thick, bulbous head of his cock pressing against her slick entrance, teasing her, circling the opening with a maddening slowness before finally, with a deep, wet, resonant thud, he sank inside her to the hilt.

Lena’s moan was a full-throated cry of pure, unadulterated bliss. “Fuck—yes—just like that. Fill me up.” Her fingers scrabbled against the smooth wood, searching for purchase as Malik began to move.

Greg groaned, the sound a tortured echo of her pleasure. His hands fisted helplessly at his sides, his cock standing rigid and ignored, a monument to his own denied desire. He needed to touch himself. The need was a living, breathing thing, clawing at his insides. But he didn’t move. He was a statue of obedience, his eyes glued to the hypnotic sight of their coupling.

Malik’s hips snapped forward in a powerful, rhythmic cadence, his cock sliding in and out of Lena’s clutching heat with a mesmerizing, wet symphony of sounds. Her magnificent tits bounced and swayed with every deep, punishing thrust, the nipples tight, dark peaks that Greg longed to suckle. He was fixated on the way her pussy lips, slick and swollen, clung to Malik’s invading shaft with every withdrawal, as if reluctant to let him go, and the way her inner walls visibly clenched around him, a velvet vice of pure ecstasy. Her moans, a rising and falling melody of need, filled every corner of the office.

“Look at you,” Malik murmured, his voice rough with exertion and pleasure, his gaze fixed on the point where their bodies joined. “So fucking tight. So wet. So mine.” He punctuated the last word with a particularly deep, grinding thrust.

Lena whimpered, her head thrashing from side to side, her nails leaving faint scratches on the wood. “Malik—fuck—I’m gonna come—I’m right there, oh god, don’t stop—” Her words were a breathless, frantic chant.

Malik groaned, a deep, guttural sound of male satisfaction. His hands gripped her hips with bruising force, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as he began to fuck her harder, faster, a relentless piston driving her toward the edge. Greg could see it building—the tell-tale flutter of her muscles, the way her pussy began to pulse and ripple around Malik’s cock, the way her breath stuttered into short, sharp, desperate gasps.

“That’s it,” Malik growled, his voice a dark, encouraging command. “Come for me, baby. Let go. Drench my cock.”

Lena’s orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave. She cried out, a sharp, keening sound that was half-scream, half-sob, her back bowing off the credenza as a powerful spasm of pleasure wracked her body. Her pussy clamped down on Malik’s cock in a series of violent, milking contractions, drawing him deeper, holding him tight. Greg watched, mesmerized, as Malik’s hips stuttered, his own control snapping. With a guttural, almost pained groan, he buried himself to the very root, his entire body tensing as he pumped his hot, thick seed deep inside her, painting her inner walls with his release. He held there for a long, pulsing moment, her body still quaking around him, before finally, slowly, he pulled out.

When he did, Greg could see the thick, creamy trickle of their combined fluids begin to seep from her well-used pussy. Lena was trembling, her skin flushed a gorgeous pink, her breath coming in ragged, shuddering gasps. Malik stepped back, his cock still impressively hard, still glistening and leaking with their shared passion. His dark eyes, burning with unquenched fire, locked immediately onto Greg.

“Your turn,” he said, his voice a dark, silken command that brooked no argument.

Greg’s breath hitched, a tremor of pure, unadulterated anticipation running through him.

Lena, still sprawled and wrecked on the credenza, turned her head, her lips swollen and glistening, her eyes dark, bottomless pools of hunger. A slow, wicked smile spread across her face. “Come here, baby,” she purred, her voice a siren’s call, crooking a finger to beckon him. “Let me make you feel good. You’ve been so patient.”

Greg didn’t hesitate. He couldn’t. His feet carried him forward, his cock bobbing with every step, already aching, already needing her mouth, her touch, anything she would give.

Lena slid off the credenza with a boneless, feline grace and dropped to her knees on the plush carpet before him. Her hands wrapped around the backs of his thighs, her nails lightly scoring his skin as she pulled him closer. Greg let out a shuddering exhale as her lips brushed the swollen, purple head of his cock, her tongue darting out to swirl around the ultra-sensitive ridge of the tip, lapping up the copious pre-cum that had gathered there.

“Mmm,” she hummed, the vibration traveling straight to his balls. Her breath was hot on his slick skin. “Tastes like us. A perfect little cocktail of me, Malik, and a whole lot of desperate, needy Greg.”

Greg’s hips jerked forward involuntarily, a desperate, animalistic plea for more. His cock twitched on her tongue, and Lena moaned around him, the sound muffled and obscenely delightful. Her hands slid up to grip his ass, fingers digging into the firm muscle, and she took him deeper, her jaw relaxing to accommodate his length. Her tongue swirled and lapped along the veiny underside of his shaft, her cheeks hollowing as she began to suck in earnest.

“Fuck,” Greg gasped, his hands flying to her hair, fingers tangling in the silky, dark strands, not to force, but to anchor himself. “Lena—fuck—your mouth is heaven—”

Malik stepped forward then, his presence a wall of heat at Greg’s back. His hand, still slick with Lena’s juices, wrapped around the base of Greg’s cock, his fingers a tight, guiding ring. He began to stroke in tandem with Lena’s mouth, a coordinated assault of hand and tongue that had Greg seeing stars. “That’s it,” Malik murmured, his lips right against Greg’s ear, his voice a rough, approving growl. “Let her suck you dry. Let her taste how much you love being our good little cuckold.”

The word, spoken in that dark, velvety tone, was the final catalyst. Greg’s orgasm detonated from the base of his spine, a white-hot supernova that short-circuited every rational thought. His cock pulsed and twitched violently in the wet heat of Lena’s mouth, and he came with a choked, guttural cry, his hot seed spurting down her throat in thick, rhythmic jets. Lena, the perfect, greedy receptacle, swallowed every last drop, her throat working, her lips sealed in a tight, sucking ring around his shaft, not releasing him until the final, weak spasm had passed.

When he finally, gently, pulled out, Lena licked her lips, a slow, deliberate, cat-like gesture. Her eyes were bright with a satisfied, almost mischievous gleam. “Good boy,” she whispered, her voice a little hoarse. “Such a good boy for us.”

Malik chuckled, a low, rich sound of amusement and ownership. He stepped forward and effortlessly pulled Lena up into his arms, her body molding against his. “Now,” he murmured, his lips brushing the delicate shell of her ear, but his eyes were fixed on Greg, full of dark promise, “let’s see how well you both take my cock. I think it’s time for a real test of endurance.”

Greg’s breath hitched, a fresh wave of adrenaline and arousal washing away the post-orgasmic languor. Malik turned to him, his eyes dark and glittering with intent. “You ready for round two, cuck? Or maybe I should say, round three?”

Greg swallowed hard, his cock, miraculously, already beginning to stir and thicken again under the weight of that predatory gaze. “Y-yeah,” he admitted, his voice a raw, honest whisper. “I’m ready. I’m ready for anything.”

Lena giggled, a light, tinkling sound that was pure, unadulterated joy. She reached out, her fingers tracing playful, tickling circles on Greg’s sweat-sheened chest. “Good. Because we’re far from done with you. The night is young, and our imagination is… insatiable.”

Malik didn’t waste another second on pleasantries. With a swift, decisive movement, he pushed Greg back onto the desk, the same desk where this all had begun. Greg’s back hit the cool wood, his wrists captured in one of Malik’s large hands and pinned above his head with a casual, effortless dominance. Before Greg could even process the position, Lena was there, climbing onto the desk and straddling his lap with a graceful, predatory ease. She lowered herself, her hot, slick pussy lips nestling against the length of his rigid cock, not taking him in, but rubbing along him with a maddening, teasing friction. She was still dripping, still aching for more, her wetness smearing all over him.

Malik knelt on the desk behind her, his towering frame a dark silhouette against the dim light. Greg watched, his heart hammering, as Malik lined up his still-glistening cock and pressed it against Lena’s well-used entrance from behind. Lena let out a shuddering breath as the thick head pushed past her swollen lips, and then she sank down, impaling herself on Malik’s shaft with a low, deep moan. Greg groaned in tandem, the sight and sound of it sending a jolt of pure electricity to his own aching length.

“Fuck—!” Lena cried, her back arching into a perfect, elegant curve as Malik’s cock stretched her open, filling her completely. Greg’s hands, still pinned, fisted uselessly in the air, his cock throbbing painfully between their bodies, trapped and weeping against her lower belly.

Malik’s hips began to snap forward in a steady, powerful rhythm, his cock sliding in and out of Lena’s clutching heat, her magnificent tits bouncing with every forceful movement right in front of Greg’s face. Greg’s breath came in short, sharp, ragged gasps, his eyes locked on the hypnotic sight of Malik’s thick, dark cock disappearing into her pink, swollen flesh, the way her pussy seemed to swallow him whole, greedily sucking him back in with every thrust.

“That’s it,” Malik growled, his hands gripping the flare of Lena’s hips, guiding her movements, controlling the pace. “Take it like a good girl. Show your husband what a proper fucking looks like.”

Lena moaned, her fingers digging into Greg’s shoulders for balance, her nails leaving little half-moon indentations. “Mmm—fuck—just like that. So deep—you’re so deep inside me—”

Greg’s cock was aching, a desperate, neglected need screaming through his body. His balls were drawn up tight, heavy with a fresh load of seed. He wanted to touch himself more than he wanted his next breath. He wanted to feel Lena’s tits brush against his chest with every bounce, wanted to capture her lips in a desperate, messy kiss, wanted to just—

“Greg,” Lena gasped, her voice a strained, needy plea, her dark eyes locking onto his. “Touch me. Please, touch my tits. I need to feel your hands on me.”

His breath hitched in grateful relief. Permission granted. Malik’s grip on his wrists loosened just enough, and Greg’s hands flew up, his fingers immediately finding her nipples, already hard and pebbled and impossibly sensitive. He rolled them between his thumbs and forefingers, pinched them gently, and Lena let out a keening wail, her hips rolling back onto Malik’s cock with renewed, frantic energy.

“Fuck—yes—just like that. Don’t stop, Greg, play with my tits—” Her inner muscles clamped down on Malik’s pistoning shaft like a velvet fist.

Malik groaned, the sound a deep rumble of approval. His hands slid up from her hips, over the curve of her waist, to cup her bouncing breasts from behind, his fingers interlacing with Greg’s. He kneaded the soft, pliant flesh, his thumbs brushing over Greg’s knuckles. “That’s it,” he murmured, his voice a rough, breathless growl. “Let him play with your pretty tits while I fuck you. This is what it means to share.”

Lena’s moans became incoherent, a string of breathless curses and pleas. “Fuck—fuck—I’m coming! I’m coming so hard—!” Her whole body convulsed, her nails raking down Greg’s shoulders as the orgasm tore through her, her pussy rhythmically squeezing Malik’s cock in a series of powerful, milking spasms.

Greg’s own cock twitched sympathetically, his own release building to a painful, desperate peak just from watching, from feeling her body shudder above him. Malik let out a guttural roar, his hips snapping forward one last time, burying himself to the hilt as he found his own release, pumping another thick, hot load of cum into her already overflowing channel. He held there, pulsing inside her, their three bodies a tangled, heaving, sweating masterpiece of shared pleasure.

Finally, Lena collapsed forward onto Greg’s chest, her breath coming in ragged, panting gasps, her heart hammering against his. Malik pulled out slowly, a slick, wet sound, and Greg could feel the hot trickle of their mingled release immediately begin to pool on his own stomach. He wrapped his arms around Lena, holding her close, his lips brushing the damp hair at her temple. “That was… incredible,” he whispered, his voice full of awe and exhaustion.

Lena giggled against his skin, her fingers tracing lazy, contented patterns on his chest, right through the sticky mess. “Just wait,” she whispered, her voice a conspiratorial, sleepy murmur. “We’re far from done with you. That was just the warm-up act.”

Malik chuckled, a low, satisfied sound. He stretched, his massive frame rippling with muscle, before his hands slid down Lena’s back, his fingers dipping between her thighs to gather some of the slick, creamy evidence of their passion. He brought his fingers to his lips, tasting them with a thoughtful hum. “You’re right, of course,” he murmured, his eyes meeting Greg’s over Lena’s shoulder. “But for now… I think we’ve earned a brief intermission.”

He leaned in, his lips brushing Lena’s in a slow, deep, possessive kiss. “Let’s take a break. Hydrate. Recharge. We’ve got a long, long night ahead of us, and I have a few more… creative scenarios I’d like to explore with my two favorite toys.”

Greg smiled, a genuine, unguarded smile, his heart racing with a mixture of exhaustion and pure, unadulterated excitement. As Lena turned her head to brush her lips against his, a soft, sweet, tender kiss that was a stark contrast to the debauchery of moments before, Greg knew one thing with absolute certainty—this wasn’t the end of anything. It was only the very, very beginning.

The office was a glorious disaster zone, a battlefield of discarded clothing, scattered cushions, and the sticky, sweaty, and wonderfully fragrant aftermath of their relentless, hours-long fuck-fest. Greg lay sprawled on the desk, his chest still heaving slightly, his cock now fully soft and exquisitely sensitive, resting in a small puddle of cooling fluids. Lena was curled into his side like a contented kitten, her head on his shoulder, her fingers tracing idle, meandering patterns through the sparse hair on his chest, her breath a warm, steady rhythm against his neck.

Malik leaned against the wall, his arms crossed over his magnificent chest, his eyes still dark and glittering with a deep, primal satisfaction as he surveyed his domain. “You two look like a goddamn disaster,” he murmured, his voice a rough, affectionate growl. “A beautiful, thoroughly fucked disaster.”

Lena giggled, the sound muffled against Greg’s skin. She lifted her head, her eyes sparkling with mischief and a deep, bone-deep contentment. “We feel like one,” she admitted, her voice still a little thick and hoarse from all the screaming and moaning. “But in the absolute best way possible. I think I’ve forgotten my own name.”

Greg turned his head, his lips brushing the soft skin of her temple. The scent of her, of them, filled his senses. “I don’t know what’s happening,” he admitted, his voice quiet and honest, his fingers coming up to tangle gently in her disheveled hair. “I don’t recognize my life, or myself. But I know one thing: I don’t want it to stop. Ever.”

Lena’s eyes met his, dark and luminous and knowing. A slow, secret smile bloomed on her lips. “It’s not stopping,” she whispered, her voice a solemn vow. “Not tonight, not ever. This is just the first chapter of the rest of our lives.”

Malik pushed off the wall, his presence a wave of warmth and authority. He bent down and effortlessly scooped Lena up into his arms, her legs wrapping around his waist out of pure, happy habit. “Then let’s get you two cleaned up,” he murmured, his lips brushing her ear, but his eyes were on Greg. “A hot shower, some cold water, maybe a little fruit. We’ve got a long night ahead of us, and I expect you both at peak performance.”

Greg watched as Malik carried Lena toward the ensuite bathroom, her arms draped around his neck, her lips pressing soft, lazy kisses along the line of his jaw. He took a deep, shuddering breath, his heart still racing, his mind a pleasant, fuzzy blank. He had crossed a line, a threshold he hadn’t even known existed, and the world on the other side was terrifying, exhilarating, and utterly, addictively perfect. And as he listened to the sound of the shower starting, punctuated by Lena’s breathy giggle and Malik’s low, rumbling chuckle, Greg realized he never, ever wanted to go back. This was exactly where he belonged.




Chapter 6

The steam from the shower seeped out in languid, curling tendrils, thick with the vanilla perfume Lena loved and the deep, woodsy musk of Malik’s cologne—scents that had, in the span of a few days, woven themselves into Greg’s memory like a second skin. He sat on the edge of the unmade bed, still naked, his skin warm and flushed, a faint tremor running through his limbs. The afterglow of their earlier rounds pulsed through him like a low, steady thrum, a pleasant ache that settled deep in his muscles and stirred something more primal in his belly. His fingers drifted absently to the small purple bruise blooming on his hip, a perfect imprint of Malik’s grip from when he’d held Greg in place, driving into him with a ferocity that had left him gasping. He traced it, a tiny, secret smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. This wasn’t a distant fantasy anymore, some guilty daydream he’d bury before Lena came home. This was real. And, God help him, he was in it now—completely, utterly, happily in.

The water shut off with a squeak of old pipes, and a beat later the bathroom door swung open, unleashing a fresh wave of humid air. Lena appeared first, a vision wrapped in steam. Her dark hair was slicked back from her face, dripping little rivulets down her shoulders and the curves of her breasts, and her skin glowed a rosy pink from the heat. She moved with that easy, feline grace that always made Greg’s heart stutter—hips swaying, bare feet silent on the plush rug as she reached for a towel. But she didn’t cover herself immediately. No, she just held it, letting him look, her lips curving into that damnable, knowing smirk that shot a bolt of heat straight to his groin. Behind her, Malik stepped out, a towering presence that seemed to fill the doorway. Water beaded on the broad planes of his chest, tracing the lines of muscle down to the towel that hung so low on his hips it was practically a dare. He made no move to adjust it, just leaned one shoulder against the doorframe, arms crossing over his chest, his dark eyes fixing on Greg with an intensity that was part amusement, part ownership.

“You’re staring, Professor,” Lena purred, her voice playful as she sauntered toward him. She let the towel fall, a soft white puddle at her feet, and before Greg could even think of a coherent reply, she climbed into his lap, straddling him with practiced ease. Her bare, wet heat pressed right against his thigh, and he could feel her—slick, warm, already swollen from the shower, from Malik’s clever fingers, from her own insatiable appetite. His cock, which had been languid and content just moments before, gave an eager twitch, swelling against her hip. “Still hard for us, Greg?” Lena’s laugh was low and throaty, a sound that vibrated through his chest. She rocked her hips slowly, deliberately, her nails raking a light, stinging path down his pectorals. “Or are you just always hard when we’re around?”

Greg swallowed, his throat dry. “I—I don’t know what I am anymore,” he managed, his voice a little ragged. It was the truth. He’d once known exactly who he was: a mild-mannered professor, a devoted husband. Now, those labels felt like ill-fitting clothes.

Malik pushed off the doorframe, his feet silent on the floor as he approached. “That’s the point, isn’t it?” His voice was a deep rumble, smooth as aged whiskey. His fingers came up to tangle in Lena’s wet hair, tilting her head back with a gentle, commanding grip. He leaned down and captured her mouth in a kiss that was slow, deep, and utterly possessive. Greg watched, mouth slightly agape, as Malik’s tongue slid between Lena’s lips, exploring, claiming, before he pulled back with a soft, slick sound. His smirk was a mirror of Lena’s, only sharper. “You don’t get to know. Not yet. Not until we decide you’re ready.”

Lena’s gaze flicked back to Greg, those dark eyes swimming with something that was part challenge, part deep, genuine affection. “And do you think you’re ready, husband?” The word ‘husband’ on her lips, with another man’s hands still resting on her hips, sent a confusing jolt of arousal and something sweeter through him.

Greg’s breath caught. He wanted to shout ‘yes’ from the rooftops, to beg for it. But the truth was murkier, full of the echo of old fears and the dizziness of new hungers. The last few days had been a cascade of sensations and surrenders, of learning cravings he never knew existed—and, more terrifyingly, of finding that he needed those cravings like air. The way Lena looked at him now, her eyes soft yet demanding, and the way Malik’s hands rested on her curves as if she were a precious thing they both owned, made his chest tighten with an ache that had little to do with sex. It was a bone-deep longing, a yearning for something he couldn’t name but felt with every fiber.

Before he could find the words, Lena solved the problem by sliding off his lap, leaving his aching cock exposed and glistening with her slick. She dropped to her knees in front of him, the movement so fluid it seemed choreographed. Her fingers, still warm from the shower, wrapped around the base of his shaft, stroking him with a lazy, deliberate rhythm that made his vision sparkle. “You’ve been a very good student,” she murmured, her breath a warm tease against the sensitive head. “But Malik and I were talking, and we think it’s time you learned something new.”

Malik moved to stand behind her, his own cock already rising, thick and dark, from the nest of coarse hair. He didn’t touch her yet, just watched as she worked Greg, his presence a looming promise. “That’s right. And since you’ve been such a good little cuck,”—the word rolled off his tongue like a sinful caress, making Greg’s cock jump in Lena’s grip—“it’s time you earned your place.”

Greg’s heart was a drum solo against his ribs. He could feel the lesson coming, could sense it in the possessive curl of Lena’s fingers and the dark, hungry glint in Malik’s eyes. He didn’t stop her. He couldn’t. His hands fisted in the tangled sheets.

Lena leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to taste the bead of moisture at his tip, and then she took him into her mouth. Her lips sealed around him, hot and wet and exquisitely tight, sliding down until he bumped the back of her throat. Greg’s groan was a guttural, broken thing, his head falling back as his fingers flew to her hair, tangling in the damp strands. Malik’s hands joined his, larger and stronger, guiding Lena’s rhythm with gentle pressure, but it was Lena who set the pace, who decided when to suckle softly and when to take him deep enough to make his thighs tremble.

“Fuck, Lena—” Greg gasped, his hips jerking forward of their own accord, seeking more of that heavenly heat.

She pulled back with a slick pop, her lips swollen and shiny. “Shh,” she whispered, her voice husky and a little muffled from the use. “Not yet.” And then she was gone, leaving him standing—or rather, sitting—at attention, his cock bobbing in the cool air, glistening with her saliva and twitching for more.

Malik’s chuckle was dark and knowing. “Patience, Greg. Good things come to those who watch.” He took Lena by the hand and turned her toward the bed, bending her over the edge with a gentle but insistent push until she was on her stomach, her ass in the air, her slick pussy lips peeking out invitingly. “Watch.”

Greg’s breath seized as Malik positioned himself behind her. He was huge, his cock already gleaming with lube he must have grabbed from the nightstand, or maybe just the generous evidence of Lena’s arousal. With one smooth, unhurried motion, he pushed inside her. Lena’s moan was a throaty, grateful sound, her back arching as she took every inch. Greg could see it all—the way her delicate flesh stretched around Malik’s thick girth, the way her inner lips clung to him as he pulled back, the slight flutter of her muscles adjusting. Malik’s hands found her hips, gripping hard enough to dimple the skin, and he began to move, a slow, deep, rolling rhythm that made the bed creak.

“You like watching, don’t you?” Malik’s voice was a rough growl, his eyes never leaving Greg’s face. “Like knowing your wife’s pretty little cunt is taking my cock while you’re left there, hard and desperate and leaking all over yourself?”

Greg’s tongue felt too thick. “Y-yeah,” he rasped out, and it was freeing to admit it, even just that much.

Lena whimpered into the sheets, her fingers clawing at the fabric. “More, Malik. Please, fuck me harder. Don’t hold back.”

Malik obliged with a dark grin, his thrusts turning punishing. The wet, rhythmic slap of his balls against her clit filled the room, a lewd percussion to the symphony of Lena’s rising moans. Greg’s hand moved on its own, wrapping around his own neglected cock, stroking in time with Malik’s drives, his breath coming in ragged, shallow gasps.

“That’s it,” Malik groaned, his rhythm quickening. “Watch me stretch her open. Watch her greedy little pussy take all of me, every fucking inch.”

Greg’s hand moved faster, his orgasm coiling tight at the base of his spine. He saw the way Lena’s pussy glistened, her juices smearing on Malik’s shaft, saw the way Malik’s cock disappeared into her again and again, a hypnotic motion that seemed to pull at something deep inside Greg’s own gut. She was so full, so beautifully, obscenely full.

“Greg,” Lena gasped, her voice cracking with need. “Touch me. Please, baby, I need your fingers.”

He didn’t hesitate. He scrambled off the edge of the bed to kneel beside her, positioning himself between her spread thighs like a supplicant. His fingers found her clit, that tight little pearl already swollen and slick. He circled it with the pad of his thumb, slow and then faster, matching the frantic beat of Malik’s thrusts. Lena cried out, her whole body bucking back, and the sight of her face—flushed, eyes squeezed shut, mouth open in a silent scream—was the most erotic thing Greg had ever seen.

“Oh god—yes—right there, don’t stop—” Lena’s voice was a broken, keening moan, her body trembling on the precipice. Malik’s rhythm grew erratic, his face a mask of straining pleasure. “I’m gonna—fuck, Lena, milk my cock—”

She came with a piercing scream, her pussy clamping down on Malik in rhythmic, fluttering pulses, her release soaking Greg’s fingers. The sensation pushed Malik over the edge; with a guttural shout, he buried himself deep and held, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself into her, thick ropes of cum that spilled out around his shaft with each residual throb.

Greg watched, utterly mesmerized, his own cock aching and neglected in his hand. He saw the way Malik’s seed pearled at her entrance, a creamy white testament to his claim. Then Malik pulled out slowly, his half-hard cock glistening, and Lena turned onto her back, her chest heaving, her lips looking bee-stung and her eyes dark pools of fresh desire.

“Now, Greg,” she whispered, her voice still husky from her cries. “Your turn. Clean me up.”

Before he could process the command, Malik’s hand was in his hair, not painfully, but with a firm, guiding grip that pulled him to his feet and then directed him down. Lena’s fingers wrapped around his cock, stroking him with a feather-light touch as she parted her thighs wider, revealing the mess Malik had made. But instead of guiding him to her center, she tugged him upward, positioning him so that the tip of his cock was level with her lips.

Behind her, Malik had moved back onto the bed, already kneeling, his own cock miraculously hard once more. He pressed against her back, and Greg watched, dazed, as Malik’s thick head nudged at her wet, ready entrance from behind again.

“You’re going to watch,” Malik said, his voice a low, commanding growl. “Watch me fuck your wife’s tight little pussy while she sucks your cock dry. And when you come, you’re going to shoot every drop down that pretty little throat. Understand?”

Greg’s breath hitched so hard he thought he might pass out. Resistance? That was a ghost, a fading memory. The way Lena was looking up at him, her tongue peeking out to wet her lips, the way Malik’s cock was already pressing against her—it was too much, too perfect. He was completely, hopelessly lost in them. He nodded jerkily.

Lena took him back into her mouth, her lips sliding down around him just as Malik pushed inside her with a low, satisfied grunt. The dual sensation—the wet suction of her mouth, the visual of Malik’s thick cock stretching her open again, the knowledge that he was being used in the most exquisite way—blasted through Greg. He groaned, loud and unashamed, his fingers threading into Lena’s hair as Malik began to fuck her in earnest, each powerful thrust rocking her body and forcing her to take Greg deeper.

“Fuck, Lena, you feel so good, so tight around me,” Malik groaned, his grip on her hips bruising. “Such a perfect wife, taking two cocks at once.”

Lena moaned around Greg’s shaft, the vibration shooting straight to his balls. She sucked him with a rhythm that matched Malik’s, hollowing her cheeks, her tongue doing something wicked on the underside. Greg could feel his orgasm building, a pressure so intense it was almost pain, his balls drawing up tight.

“Come for me, Greg,” Lena whispered, pulling back just enough to speak, her lips still brushing the swollen head of his cock. “Let me taste you. I want to swallow everything you have.”

And that was it. With a hoarse cry, Greg shattered. His cock pulsed in her warm mouth, jet after jet of his release painting her throat as he watched, through a haze of pleasure, Malik bury himself deep inside her once more, his own second orgasm wracking his frame. Lena swallowed around him, her throat muscles milking the last drops, her eyes locked onto his the entire time, filled with triumph and love.

For a long, suspended moment, there was only the ragged chorus of their breathing, the sticky-sweet scent of sex and vanilla, and the sight of Malik’s cum trickling down Lena’s still-quivering thighs to mingle with their mingled sweat on the sheets.

Then Malik’s rough chuckle broke the spell. He pulled out, helping Lena gently up against the pillows before reaching over to clap Greg on the shoulder. “Well, Greg,” he said, his voice still rough but warm, “I think you passed the lesson with flying colors.”

Lena smirked, her expression catlike with satisfaction. She wiped her kiss-swollen lips with the back of her hand, then licked it clean with a wink. “Yeah,” she agreed, her voice honey and sin. “And I think we’re all going to need a lot more practice. This subject is endless.”

Greg could only nod, his chest heaving, his cock still half-hard even after that shattering climax, his mind already spinning ahead to the next session, the next surrender. Because this—this incredible, terrifying, wonderful thing—was only the beginning.

---

They collapsed back onto the bed in a disorganized heap of limbs and crumpled sheets, the damp spots cool against their heated skin. Greg found himself in the middle, a place that was rapidly becoming home. Lena’s head rested on his chest, her breath evening out into a sleepy sigh, while Malik’s arm was a heavy, possessive weight slung over Greg’s waist, his fingers tracing idle patterns on Greg’s hip bone. The room was a fog of their shared scent—musk, vanilla, and the salty tang of sweat and sex—and Greg felt a strange, profound contentment settle over him like a blanket.

“You’re thinking too hard,” Lena murmured without opening her eyes. Her fingers started drawing swirling patterns on his stomach, light and ticklish.

Greg exhaled a laugh that was half a sigh. “I don’t even know what I’m thinking. Honestly, my brain’s gone offline.”

Malik’s chuckle vibrated against Greg’s back. “That’s the point, Professor. Overthinking is vastly overrated.”

Lena lifted her head then, propping herself up on an elbow so she could look him in the eye. For once, her expression was completely serious, the playful seductress replaced by the woman he’d married—only with a new depth that hadn’t been there before. “Greg, I need you to really understand something. This—what we’re doing—it isn’t just about sex. Not for me, and not for Malik.” She glanced over his shoulder at the other man, sharing a wordless look that spoke volumes. “It’s about us. The three of us. About what we want, what we crave, and what we need to be happy. And I need you to know that.”

Greg’s throat tightened with emotion. “And what do you need?” he asked, his voice barely a whisper.

Lena’s gaze flickered to Malik again, and he nodded almost imperceptibly. She looked back at Greg, her eyes bright. “I need you to stop fighting it. Stop pretending you don’t want this, because you do—I can see it, feel it, taste it. And Malik and I? We’re not letting you go. You’re stuck with us.”

Malik’s arm tightened around Greg’s waist, pulling him closer until his back was flush against the heat of Malik’s chest. His lips brushed Greg’s ear, sending a shiver down his spine. “You’re ours now, Greg. Whether you like it or not.” The words were possessive, but the tone was oddly tender, a promise rather than a threat.

Greg swallowed hard, his heart pounding. The fear was still there, a small, nagging whisper in the back of his mind that warned him this was too good, too unreal to last. But for the first time, the longing was louder. He did like it. God, he more than liked it—he loved it, with a desperation that scared him. He loved the way Lena’s touch now carried both familiarity and new, wicked promise, loved the solid, grounding weight of Malik behind him.

Lena must have seen the war in his face, because she leaned in and pressed a slow, lingering kiss to his lips—soft, searching, and full of reassurance. “Trust us,” she whispered against his mouth. “And more importantly, trust yourself.”

Greg closed his eyes, letting her words soak into the cracks left by his doubts. And for the first time, he let himself truly believe that this could be his life, his reality, his future.

---

Later, the room had cooled while they dozed, and the early evening light had dimmed to a soft gray through the curtains. Malik stirred first, pressing a kiss to Greg’s shoulder before sliding out of bed. “Shower time,” he announced, his voice still rough with sleep. “You’re a mess, Greg. We need to clean you up before round... what are we on? Five?”

Greg laughed, feeling loose and boneless. “I’ve lost count. I think my brain cells are all sex-drenched now.”

Lena stretched like a cat, then rolled to her feet. “Good. Come on, husband. You heard the man.”

Malik didn’t wait for argument. He took Greg’s hand and pulled him into the spacious bathroom, the tiles cool underfoot. The shower was already on, a steady drum of warm water, and Malik propelled Greg into the spray first, then crowded in behind him. Lena followed, her touch a whisper at Greg’s side as she slid past him to grab the body wash. The space was tight, bodies brushing constantly—a shoulder, a hip, a slippery stomach—and Greg’s tired cock gave another lazy twitch of interest.

Malik’s hands were on him in an instant, soapy and strong, roaming over Greg’s chest, his back, his ass with a possessive hunger that was anything but tired. Lena pressed herself against Greg’s front, her sudsy body sliding against his, her lips trailing a line of fire down his neck. Behind him, he felt Malik’s thickness press against the cleft of his ass, already hard, already insistent.

“On your knees,” Malik commanded, his voice a low, velvet growl in Greg’s ear. There was no room to question; the authority in it went straight to Greg’s groin.

Greg sank to his knees on the shower floor, the warm water cascading over his back. His own cock was fully hard now, bobbing in the steam. Malik positioned himself behind him, hands gripping Greg’s hips, while Lena knelt in front, her eyes alight with wicked joy. Malik’s cock, slick with soap, pressed against Greg’s entrance, and Greg moaned at the stretch as Malik pushed inside with excruciating slowness, filling him completely. It was a deep, satisfying pressure that made his head spin.

Lena’s fingers wrapped around Greg’s cock, her strokes timed to Malik’s gentle, testing thrusts. “That’s it,” she cooed, her voice a hot puff against his lips. “Take him. Take all of him, baby. You look so beautiful with Malik’s cock inside you.”

Greg’s breath came in ragged, shuddering gasps as Malik began to move in earnest, each thrust a deep, deliberate stroke that hit that perfect spot inside him and made starbursts explode behind his eyes. Lena’s mouth found his, her tongue sliding against his in a slow, filthy kiss that was as much a claim as anything Malik was doing. Malik’s hands tightened on his hips, setting a harder pace.

“Fuck,” Greg groaned into Lena’s mouth, his fingers tangling in her wet hair. “I—I can’t—it’s too much—”

“You can,” Malik growled from behind, his voice strained with his own climbing pleasure. “You will, Greg. You’ll take everything I give you, and you’ll come from it.”

And just like that, despite thinking he had nothing left, Greg’s orgasm detonated. It crashed over him in waves, his cock pulsing in Lena’s slick fist as he came and came, painting her breasts and the shower floor with pearly strands. A second later, he felt Malik stiffen, buried deep, and with a hoarse shout, Malik found his own release, flooding Greg with warmth. Greg collapsed forward, his forehead pressing to Lena’s as Malik’s cock twitched and throbbed inside him, filling him up one last time.

For a long, suspended moment, there was nothing but the sound of water beating down and their harsh, labored breathing, and the way Malik’s hands stayed on his hips, steadying him, as if even now he wasn’t ready to let go.

Lena pulled back first, a satisfied, cat-like smirk curving her lips. She cupped Greg’s cheek, thumb wiping away a stray water droplet—or maybe a tear, he didn’t know. “Well,” she said, her voice a husky purr, “I think that’s more than enough of a lesson for one day. We don’t want to break you... yet.”

Malik’s laugh rumbled against Greg’s back as he carefully eased out. He helped Greg to his feet, steadying him when his legs wobbled, and reached for the loofah with a surprisingly gentle touch. “For now,” he agreed, dropping a kiss to Greg’s wet shoulder. “But we’re far from done with you, Greg. Consider this your first semester. There’s a whole syllabus to come.”

Greg looked between the two of them—his wife, her eyes shining with love and mischief, and the man who had stormed into their lives and turned everything upside down—and felt his heart swell to bursting. He knew what was coming. He knew this was only the beginning of a long, dizzying, incredible journey. And for the first time, with absolute certainty, he didn’t want it to end. Not ever.
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