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Chapter one
Between Business and Pleasure


Tanya

W


hat are the odds of running into the stranger who completely rocked my world three years ago? The last time we met, our rooms got mixed up during a brief trip to Athens, where I was trying to salvage my struggling company. Although the trip didn’t achieve its original purpose, I had gained two things.

First, I had one orgasm after another—too many to count. Second, my company’s problem mysteriously got fixed right after I landed in the USA, something I still can’t figure out.

Now, staring into his piercing eyes, my body reacts violently under the thin piece of clothing I have on. My mind is fuzzy as I look at the man whose lips were on my pussy about three years ago. If I close my eyes long enough, I can almost taste his cum in my mouth and smell his sweat against my skin. The hint of mild ginger lingers on his breath.

Memories of his cock flood my mind—God, it was the best sex I’ve ever had, both before and after our encounter. He ruined me, and now he stands here, looking at me as if he has no idea who I am.

“Come,” I command the man who is here to buy my company. Back then, he acted like he came from generational wealth, but I didn’t expect him to come after my small insurance firm. We parted on good terms. I remember how we fucked the morning before I checked out.

Now the question is, why is he doing this?

My body tingles with the sexual satisfaction of seeing him again after so many years. If I weren’t wearing panties right now, my pussy would be dripping. But the bastard wants to take everything from me with a measly five-million-dollar offer.

Prayers run through my mind. I hope that I can win this battle without my bodily cravings betraying me. I watch him closely as he stands before me, his intense gaze fixed on me. He’s aged a bit; the wrinkles at the corners of his eyes are more evident as he raises his brows, silently asking, “What do you want?”

The subtle gray in his hair makes him look even sexier, and those eyes—damn, they’re as blue as the painting of the sea staring back at me. They have to be contact lenses; I remember his eyes being green. I can’t decide which is sexier. The impatient look on his face starkly contrasts with the former calm and playful expression.

“Why are you doing this?” I ask with a sad smile.

“I told you earlier. We think TT firm has great potential.”

“Yes, I heard you. But I don’t want to sell it.”

“Looks like you missed the point, Miss Turner. I’m not asking you to sell; one way or another, I will have it,” he says coldly, with a demanding edge.

Nothing has prepared me for this version of the man whose name I had moaned years ago. He had easily been one of the best men I’d ever met; but then again, I blame myself. I didn’t really get to know him before I let myself be fucked by him.

“Did you approach me deliberately all those years ago?” I ask, my tears welling up. This company is everything to me. Of course, I wouldn’t let myself be tossed aside so easily, but my body can’t let go of the hurt from being such a fool—believing him when he stumbled into my hotel room. And it hurts even more that, even now, standing before him, my treacherous body still craves him.

He looks at me like I’ve lost my mind, his brows furrowed in frustration.


Troy

I hate this part of my job. Acquisitions are a grueling process that takes an emotional toll on me. My brother doesn’t understand the tough side of what I do. He sees it as just buying companies, but it’s far more complex. Sometimes, it’s straightforward, and my clients are relieved to get a deal. But more often than not, it’s a challenging and emotionally taxing experience dealing with people’s achievements and dreams.

The owner of this particular company is a woman. A beautiful woman. A sexy woman. And what in God’s name is she wearing? The fabric clings to her skin like nylon, just a shade darker than her skin. The way it hugs her curves leaves little to the imagination.

Judging by her numbers, it’s clear Miss Turner not only has a pretty face, but is smart. I’ve gone through the figures and am sincere when I say that the firm has immense potential.

“Did you?” she asks again.

“What do you mean?” I question.

“I’m not a forgettable woman,” she says with a smug and sad smile.

“I don’t know you, Miss Turner,” I say, staring at her retreating figure as it moves toward the door. Is she walking out on me? I ask myself frantically, but my surprise returns when I see her bolt the door shut and walk back to me.

“Surely you remember me, Mr. Alexander,” she insists before grabbing my face in her hands and kissing me senselessly. I’m taken aback for only a few seconds but recover quickly as I feel her body molding against mine. Her smooth skin is cool against mine, and damn, her lips make me curious about the secrets they might have whispered.

Her mouth envelops mine with expert precision, and my mind races, wondering what kind of woman kisses so passionately at a first meeting. I won’t stop; I can’t stop. She tastes like berries and lavender when her small, round mouth opens wide to take all of me in.

Tentatively, I move my hands, wrapping them around her waist, as if afraid I might burn if I touch her.

“Do you remember now?”

“No,” I answer almost immediately as I miss the warmth of her breath against my skin.

This is the time to think logically and tell her that I’m not interested in letting her cajole my decision by giving herself to me, but the words don’t escape my throat. I don’t want her to leave my arms. I want to fuck her on the desk.

My hands wander over her skintight dress, which barely skims two inches above her knees. My breath catches in my throat as I gaze at the tall woman, just a few inches shorter than me. Slowly, I pull her dress up with one hand while the other glides under it, touching her bare thighs and ass.

Fuck, I think, she is a wild cat. How come she doesn’t stop me? Get upset at me? My brain stops thinking as all my blood rushes south. Without even realizing what I’m doing, my hand moves to the zipper of her dress and pulls it down. Seconds later, it slides off her shoulders and lands in a puddle at her feet.

I gasp as I look at this gorgeous woman in my arms. She’s wearing a matching red bra and thong, and her full breasts are nearly spilling out of her bra as if begging to be freed. Her hips are round and perfectly shaped, creating an irresistible silhouette. The red thong contrasts vividly against her white skin, highlighting the smooth lines of her sleek form.

I can feel my pants straining with my arousal, the fabric tight and pressing against me as if ready to burst the zipper. On autopilot, my hands meander to her breasts. I’ve never seen anything so perfect in my life.

I don’t know what is going on, but I surely know that this woman will make me break my rule of “no sex with a client.”

I see a gleam of lust in her eyes. Her fingers move with a deliberate grace as she takes off my suit jacket. She slides it off my shoulders, her touch both teasing and confident. The jacket drops to the floor, and she immediately moves on to my pants, unfastening them with a practiced ease. As she pulls them down, her gaze lingers on my exposed cock, but I can’t see her reaction.

I’m guessing that she’s surprised, and hopefully in a good way. I’m hard as a rock, and the fact that I never bother with underwear usually drives women wild.

“You like what you see?” is all I can think to ask.

When she says, “I always have, Atlas,” the name rings in my head, but there’s no time to react. She captures my mouth with hers, her hand winding around my neck, and I lose all sense of reasoning. Her kiss is so passionate that I have no choice but to reciprocate. My skin burns where she touches me, like sitting too close to a campfire, but I don’t pull back.

My hands continue to roam her body, landing on her ass as she pushes against me. Not able to resist, I squeeze her butt gently before delivering a series of soft spanks. I shove her against the table, taking control of our passion. My cock presses against her thighs, and the way she tilts her hips, pulling me closer, tells me everything I need to know—she wants me inside her

I push her bra down, partially releasing her tits in my hands; I knead and tease them as her nipples harden beneath my fingers. She moans softly, arching her back and pressing her breasts further into my hands. My fingers glide down her body, tracing the curve of her hips before slipping between her legs. Finding her pussy, I part her folds and stroke her, feeling her wetness as she gasps and squirms under my touch.

My fingers trail along the edge of her thong, which is soaking wet. The lacy fabric clings to her, drenched with her arousal. In a wild, out-of-control move, I rip the thong from her body, the fabric tearing easily as I expose her completely.

I’m shocked by my own actions, but I haven’t felt this intense need in years. As I look at her—the way she arches her back and the sound of her gasp mix with her eager screams—I realize that she’s loving every second of it.

“Fuck,” I mutter, as I look at her. I can barely contain my own cravings.

I turn my attention back to her bra, the tight material straining against her full breasts. “Let me see those babies. I need to see all of you,” I growl, my voice rough with need. With a swift motion, I tackle the constricting bra, pushing the straps down her shoulders. Her tits spill out even more, full and enticing.

Her moan of approval fuels my desire. I admire how her body responds to my touch. Unable to resist any longer, I grab a condom from my pocket, tear open the wrapper and quickly roll it onto my hard cock. Lifting her onto the desk, I guide myself to her entrance and push inside her eager pussy.

Her tightness grips me as I stretch her inch by inch, feeling her body adjust around me. The pressure is intense, and I can feel every bit of resistance giving way as I fill her completely, making her gasp and curse in pleasure.

“Oh fuck, Atlas! I missed you,” she moans, her voice growing louder the deeper I push into her. With her legs wrapped around me, the pleasure intensifies. I bury my entire length inside her.

I let her body adjust for a moment. Her pussy is snug and warm, slick with her wetness, and the intoxicating scent of her sex drives me crazy. I start moving slowly, my hips rolling back and forth, savoring the feel of her tightness.

Her silent moans are muffled as she clings to my neck, her face buried against it. Each thrust sends waves of pleasure through me; her pussy throbs as I fuck her gently against the table. The way her body molds into mine, with her breasts pressing against my chest, drives me to the edge.

Losing control, my rhythm speeds up as I slam into her. Her pussy takes all of me, and she matches my thrusts with her own movements. If it’s even possible, her reaction turns me on more as her hips push up to meet mine.

“Yeah, Atlas,” she whimpers, her voice strained with the approach of her first orgasm. Each slam of balls against her ass gets me closer. Aching as I grip her tightly, she quivers lightly. Then her orgasm hits with overwhelming intensity. Her entire body shudders as her pussy clamps down on me, her walls pulsing rhythmically.

She gasps and cries out, her breaths coming in ragged bursts as her muscles contract uncontrollably. Her moans become desperate and raw, her body shivering with every aftershock of her climax. That exquisite sensation pushes me to the brink. As her climax grips me tightly, I come undone with a deep, guttural growl erupting from my lungs. My release surges through me, hot and powerful, and I feel every wave of it wash over me as I hold her close.

She looks up at me in surprise. I meet her exhausted gaze as she points to the cabinet on the wall where her wipes are.

I clean her up, my mind still reeling from how incredible the sex was. I want to tell her it was the best fuck I’ve had in a long time, but what comes out is, “I’m not Atlas.”


Tanya

My mind can’t let go of what just happened, even though I should be embarrassed and pissed at him. I’m confused and still aroused. How can brothers look so much alike?

I sent him out of my office because… why not? I just fucked a stranger. Mortification doesn’t quite capture the emotions I feel; the problem is that the sex was perfect. His dick fucked me as good as his brother had three years ago. My pussy is still pulsing at the memory of him inside me. Images of his shaft springing out of his pants blur my vision.

Wow, I love that he didn’t wear underwear. The thought of him being so available for me, and so ready, makes me wet all over again. And the idea of him going all caveman as he ripped my thong gives me goosebumps.

It’s been less than five minutes since he was inside me, and my pussy is already craving him again. When he pushed inside me, stretching my hole, I felt an intense relief, like he was exactly what I needed. Every inch of him filling me up, making me moan and curse in pleasure, was everything I had fantasized about and more.


Chapter two
A Seductive Twist


Troy

I


wonder about that sexy business woman who had given herself to me, thinking I was Atlas. Jealousy fills my mind. She is perfect. Her pussy tightened around my dick as if it were the best thing that had ever happened to her, and the way her body responded when I thrust into her drove me insane. The look of regret on her face when I told her the truth still lingers in my mind.

Atlas sure knows how to pick his women, but I can’t recall ever seeing Tanya among the faces he’s introduced to me. He must have hidden her. I don’t blame him; I would have kept such a classy woman away from him.

Our resemblance isn’t uncanny—I’m two years older than my brother, our eye colors are slightly different, and I’m an inch taller.

My phone vibrates in my pocket just as I’m reminiscing about what happened yesterday. When I see the caller ID, my heart skips a beat—it’s her, the woman who haunted my dreams all night. I didn’t expect her to ever talk to me again. I wonder what she wants.

“Hello,” I ask tentatively.

“Hello Mr. Alexander, I think we need to talk. I’m sorry about how I reacted yesterday. I was in shock at the realization of my mistake,” she says coldly.

She said “Mistake.” My heart drops, but I try to keep it together.

“I understand. Do you want to meet in person? I’m free now; would you like me to come to your office?” I ask.

“No, I’ll come to you.”

“I’m staying at the Marriott Hotel downtown. I would suggest meeting at the rooftop bar, but the wind is especially brutal up there,” I say hastily.

I want her in a private space. Want to grab her face and kiss her again… show her that yesterday was no mistake and slip a finger into her juicy pussy. Of course, I don’t say that, but I’m banking on her suggesting to meet me in my suite.

“I’ll meet you in your room. I’m twenty-five minutes away,” she states.

“Okay, I’ll inform the lobby of your arrival. I’ll see you soon.” I look around and arrange the papers on my desk before hurrying to the bathroom to freshen up. Staring at my reflection in the mirror, I wonder what I’ll tell Atlas when I get home.

A few minutes later, I hear a gentle tapping on the door. One more glance at the mirror before I open it.

“Wow,” is all I can say, staring at the woman standing before me. I don’t know what I was expecting, but certainly not this. She is wearing the sexiest jumpsuit I’ve ever seen. Something must be wrong with me. I’ve seen plenty of women in similar outfits, but all I can think now is how I’m going to peel her out of hers.

“Like what you see? Or have you never seen a woman look good in pants?” she teases, while the corner of her brow lifts slightly.

“Oh no, I-I...” I stammer awkwardly. Of course, I like what I see. I’ve certainly seen women look good in pants, but none made my dick hitch and throb like she does.

“Can I come in?” she interrupts my thoughts, brushing past me. Her eyes scan the hotel room briefly as I watch her from behind. The pants accentuate her ass perfectly, but they don’t do enough justice to what lies underneath.

“I’m sorry for the mix-up yesterday. I should’ve said something the first time you called me, “Atlas”. But I couldn’t, and I don’t regret what happened,” I say as she turns to face me, her eyes clouded with lust and need.

“I don’t regret it either,” she confesses, openly staring at my lips before looking at me suggestively.

So, it was no mistake. What a huge relief.

I gently guide her toward the small seating area in the corner of the room, my eyes lingering on her as I reach for a bottle of wine on a nearby table. “Would you like some wine?” I ask, trying to catch my breath and calm the storm of lust surging through me.

“Yes, please,” she replies, her voice just a whisper.

I pour the wine into two glasses, handing one to her as I settle into the chair beside her. Her eyes never leave me, a smoldering look of need still evident. She sips her wine slowly, her gaze flickering between the glass and me.

Reaching over, I grab her hand and start massaging her palm gently. Not sure what to say, I shift and take her mouth in mine. My hands grab her ass and squeeze it as if she might disappear if I wait any longer. Fueled by burning desire, my lips hungrily devour hers, as I pull her closer.

“Wait,” she says as she places her wine down to reach into her bag. Seconds later, she pulls out a small bottle with some liquid inside. My curiosity is piqued, and I raise an eyebrow. “What’s that?”

She meets my gaze. “It’s massage oil.”

My eyes widen slightly, in excitement. “Am I getting a massage, or are you asking me to give you one?”

“I was hoping for both.”

After a pause, she continues. “Let me be honest with you. It’s been a while for me. Yesterday was incredible, and I need more. I want to feel your hands on me and feel you inside and out. I need you to fuck me all night.”

I take a deep breath, my mind racing with the implications. The idea of spending the night with her, indulging in every fantasy and craving, is almost overwhelming. “Are you sure? I mean, we should keep this professional,” I offer, getting hard just thinking of having sex with her.

“I know,” she interrupts, her voice firm but filled with need. “Let’s not make this complicated. I want you more than anything,” she says, gesturing to my bulge. “And if I’m not mistaken, you want me too.”

Nodding, I take the oil from her, my fingers brushing hers as I hold it. “Alright. Let’s make tonight unforgettable.”

She looks at me with a mixture of relief and excitement. What a woman. She knows what she wants, is all I can think. She leans in, her lips capturing mine in a passionate kiss. Her hands roam over my chest, and I can feel the heat radiating from her body.

“Take it off,” she murmurs against my lips. Without breaking the kiss, I pull the straps from her jumpsuit over her shoulders, leaving her in a simple black silk camisole that hugs her skin perfectly.

Tanya’s hands are on my shoulders; she pulls me in close before her lips land on mine again. I fumble with a zipper on the side of her pants; while she lifts her arms, I pull the camisole over her head.

Her hands move to my shirt, unbuttoning it with a sense of urgency. “I want you so bad Troy,” she breathes, her eyes locking with mine.

Grabbing her palm to place it on my bulge I counter with, “I want you too, baby.”

Watching her cheeks flush, I break the kiss and gaze into her eyes. “Let’s take this somewhere more comfortable,” I murmur.

She nods, her breath coming in quick, shallow gasps. I take her hand and help her to her feet, guiding her to the plush couch in the corner of the room. She sits down, her dreamy eyes on me.

Kneeling before her, my hands slide up her thighs and spread them gently. Her breath hitches as I kiss the inside of her knee, my lips trailing upward with deliberate slowness. I can feel her heat intensify as I move higher, my mouth tracing the path of my hands.

When I reach the apex of her thighs, I pause, glancing up at her. Her eyes are half-closed, her lips parted in a soft moan. Watching her hands gripping the edge of the couch, I anticipate moving her black panty to the side. When I realize that she is wearing one of those sexy lingerie bottoms with an opening right by her fold, a surge of excitement pulses through me.

The sight of her already exposed and ready makes my heart race and my arousal intensify. I let out a low growl of approval, my hands sliding up her thighs to gently part her legs wider.

“You’re full of surprises, aren’t you?” I murmur. She bites her lower lip, her eyes locking onto mine with a look of pure, unadulterated lust.

The sight of her so vulnerable and ready makes my erection strain painfully against my pants. After a few seconds, I return to part her folds with my fingers, my tongue flicking out to taste her. She shudders, a gasp escaping her lips as I begin to delight her with my mouth. Taking my time, I explore every inch of her, finding the spots that make her cry out with pleasure.

Her hips begin to move, her body responding to my touch, and her moans growing louder and more desperate. I increase the pace, my tongue and fingers working in tandem to bring her closer and closer to the edge. Her hands tangle in my hair, pulling me closer as she rides the rush of bliss. When she finally comes, it’s with a cry that echoes through the room, her body arching off the couch as she shatters around me.

“Don’t stop,” she pleads, her voice a breathless whisper.

I have no intention of stopping. I continue to lick and kiss her lower lips, drawing out her orgasm until she’s spent. Then I move up, kissing her deeply, letting her taste herself on my lips. She wraps her arms around me, pulling me close, her body still quivering from the intensity of her release.

I can hardly contain myself, my need for her having reached a fever pitch. As she catches her breath, I stand and quickly undo my belt, my fingers fumbling with the button and zipper in my haste. As I strip off my pants, my cock springs free, hard and ready.

Her eyes widen with desire as she takes in the sight of me. Her look makes my cock twitch with need. Unable to wait any longer, I position myself between her legs, my erection brushing against her sensitive folds. She gasps, her body arching toward me, urging me on.

“Wait,” I murmur, reaching into the nearby drawer and pulling out a condom. With practiced ease, I tear open the wrapper and roll the condom over my length, the sensation of the latex heightening my arousal.

“Wow, I can see how ready you are,” she breathes, her eyes locked onto mine with a look of pure desire.

I glance down at her lace panties, knowing my cock might rip right through them. “These need to come off,” I command, my voice rougher than anticipated. She nods, lifting her hips to help me slide them off.

With the condom in place, I position myself once more, my erection now feeling enormous. Guiding myself to her entrance, the moment of anticipation is savored before slowly pushing into her. When the tight, wet heat of her body envelops me, I let out a low groan.

She moans, her hands clutching at my back, her nails digging into my skin. “Yes,” she whispers, her voice trembling with desire.

I start to move slowly and deliberately. The sensation is almost overwhelming: my cock feels incredibly hard, filling her completely. Her body responds to mine perfectly, her hips rising to meet each thrust, her moans growing louder, more desperate.

As the rhythm builds, my movements become more urgent, more frantic. I can feel her tightening around me, her body shuddering with each thrust. This sight of her, so eager and ready, drives me wild, the pleasure almost too much to bear.

Her eyes are half-closed and her lips parted in a soft moan as I continue to penetrate her; the sound of our bodies moving together fills the room. With each movement, I can feel myself getting closer, the pressure building within me, driving me to the brink.

When I finally reach the climax, it’s with a shattering intensity that leaves me breathless, my body quivering with the force of my release. I hold her tightly, feeling her pulse around me, her body convulsing in ecstasy. My mind is a haze of satisfaction and lingering desire.

After a moment, she lifts her head, her eyes drifting down to my erection. A sly smile spreads across her face. “Looks like he is ready for round two.”

Her words send a fresh wave of arousal through me. She shifts, straddling my hips, positioning herself over me. “Time for me to ride you,” she announces.

“Let’s move this to the bed,” I insist.

Carrying her into the bedroom, I savor the way her body molds to mine, her legs wrapped tightly around my waist, her warm breath grazing my neck. Carefully, I lay her down on the bed. Before I can say a word, she pushes me back and straddles my hips, her movements fluid and confident. She doesn’t waste a second, gripping my cock with purpose, guiding it to her entrance.

The condom is still full of my release, and the slickness makes it easier for her to slide the tip of me against her wetness. Slowly, she lowers herself onto me, inch by inch, and I can feel her tight heat gripping me as she takes me deeper. Her breath hitches, and her eyes flutter closed. I can feel her body shudder slightly when I’m fully inside her.

Her hands rest on my chest as she pauses for a moment, letting out a soft moan as she adjusts to the fullness. Then, with a wicked grin, she starts to move, rolling her hips with a slow, teasing rhythm, completely in control.

Her eyes are shut and her head tilts back as she grinds against me. Seconds later her breaths come out in sharp gasps, and her nails dig into my chest. Her ass is firm under my hands as I grip her, trying to guide her pace, but she’s fully in control now, riding me exactly how she needs it. Her breasts bounce with each movement, teasing me, and the sight of her completely lost in her desire—her body taking over—makes me want to lose myself all over again.

Her moans grow louder and more ragged as she moves with increasing urgency, each thrust becoming more frantic. I can feel that she’s close, so close.

“Come for me,” I urge, my voice low and rough.

With one final grind, she throws her head back, her whole body shuddering as her orgasm crashes through her. She cries out, her walls clenching around me. I feel her collapse forward as she sinks onto my chest.


Tanya

His gaze is intense, sending a thrill down my spine. Then, without a word, he kneels beside me, reaching for the bottle of oil I brought. The click of the cap is the only sound in the room, followed by the soft drip as he pours the oil into his hands.

With his palms gliding over my back, slick with oil, I feel my body instantly relax. His hands are firm yet gentle, kneading the tension from my muscles, each stroke coaxing a soft sigh from my lips. The oil amplifies every sensation, making his touch even more intoxicating.

I feel his warmth spreading through me as he slowly works his way down my back. The oil lets his hands move smoothly, while I arch, craving more. His big, strong hands hit all the right spots, teasing and pleasing until I’m completely lost.

After loosening every knot of tension, I feel him shift behind me, his hard length brushing against my ass cheeks. The unexpected sensation makes my breath hitch, a sharp intake of air that I’m sure he notices.

Pausing for a moment he lets his cock linger against me, without moving any further. The heat of him is undeniable. It takes all my willpower not to push back against him, desperate for more contact. But before I can act on the impulse, I feel his lips brushing my ear.

“How does that feel?” he murmurs, his voice low and smooth, laced with a hint of playfulness.

I swallow hard, my voice barely above a whisper. “Amazing.”

His hands slide up my sides, tracing the curve of my waist before they return to my back, continuing their slow, sensual massage. Now, I’m hyper-aware of his cock pressed against me, hinting at the promise of what’s to come.

He lowers himself further, his breath hot against my ear again. “You know,” he begins, his tone shifting, “I offer special services. Something a little...extra for my best clients.”

I bite my lip, suppressing a smile as I play along. “Oh, and what would that be?”

His hands slide down to my lower back, fingers tracing slow, deliberate circles as he speaks. “A happy ending,” he whispers, the words sending a jolt of excitement through me. “Just for you.”

I can’t help the soft moan that escapes my lips as he speaks.“That sounds...intriguing,” I reply, my voice trembling with anticipation.

“Good,” he says, his tone dropping to a husky whisper. “Because I make sure to satisfy you.”

Feeling his cock more firmly against my ass now. “Just relax and let me take care of you,” he adds, his voice a mix of command and reassurance.

I close my eyes, surrendering to the moment, my entire body craving him. His hands work their way down to my thighs, squeezing gently. With agonizing slowness, he begins to guide his cock between my legs, sliding against my slick heat as he continues to massage my butt and inner thighs.

“You feel so good,” he murmurs. “So ready for me.”

I moan softly, unable to hold back the sound. “Please,” I whisper, my voice heavy with need.

“Patience, sweetheart,” he murmurs playfully. “I’m going to take my time with you.”

Like a professional massage therapist who knows exactly how to unravel every knot of tension, his hands glide over my skin. “You’ve had a long day, haven’t you?” he asks. “Let me take care of you.”

More than anything I can feel his cock pressing against me, brushing me with every movement.

“How does that feel?” he asks, his tone perfectly calm, as if we’re still in the middle of a professional session. The growing pressure between my legs is anything but professional.

“It feels…incredible,” I murmur needily.

He chuckles again, the sound sending a shiver down my spine. “Good,” he says, “but I think it’s time for your special treatment. You’ve been such a good client.”

He pulls back slightly, reaching for something on the nightstand. I hear the familiar sound of a condom packet being torn open.

I feel the cool latex as he rolls the condom over his length; then he’s back, pressing his cock against my slick entrance. “Are you ready for your happy ending?” he asks, his voice low and heated, as he slowly pushes inside me.

“Yes,” I gasp, barely able to speak as he begins to move, slow and sensual, just like the rest of the massage. But this time, there’s no doubt that he’s no longer the therapist. He’s the one in control. I’m completely at his mercy, ready to receive every bit of pleasure he’s about to give me.

As he picks up the pace, his hands move to my hips, pulling me up onto all fours. The change in position heightens my hunger. I can’t moan, my body quaking with every thrust. He takes full advantage, his cock sliding in and out with a rhythm that drives me wild.

“Are you enjoying this, sweetheart?” he asks, his voice a rough.

“Yes,” I moan, my voice breaking.

“Good,” he replies, his tone full of satisfaction. “I want you to come for me.”

His thrusts grow faster, harder. I feel the pressure building inside me until it’s almost overwhelming. With a final, powerful push, he hits that perfect spot, and I come, my body trembling as waves of ecstasy crash over me. The intense sensation makes me cry out, every muscle in my body tensing and then releasing in pure bliss.

As I come down from the high, he continues to fuck me from behind. His breaths become ragged, and I can feel the tension in his bodybuilding. After another extremely deep thrust, he lets out a guttural groan, his body shuddering as he releases inside the condom. The warmth and sensation of his climax trigger another ripple of ecstasy through me, intensifying my aftershocks.

He collapses against me, his breath hot and heavy on my back.


Tanya

There is something about those Greek men. Despite just coming, Troy’s cock is rock hard. The sight of it makes my pulse race. I’m exhausted on the one hand and poised for more on the other; who knows when I’ll have sex again? Determined, I rise from the bed.

“Are you ready for another round?” I ask.

He grins, wincing slightly. “I’m a little sore, but take what you need.”

Just looking at him makes me ache with desire. His cock stands proud and thick, almost as if it’s craving release. I reach out to touch him, my fingers brushing over the bulging veins of his firm shaft. The texture of him is hot and tantalizing against my skin, and the way his cock twitches only heightens my anticipation. His eyes meet mine with a hungry glint, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he watches me.

I roll the condom onto him, not breaking eye contact. “My turn now,” I murmur, positioning myself over him again. The anticipation makes my core tighten with need. Slowly, I sink down, guiding him back inside me. My breath hitches as I wiggle my hips, feeling the delicious stretch. A soft whine escapes my lips as I take him deeper, my body trembling with need.

As I sink down further, I can see the tension in his muscles—the way his entire body seems to flex and strain with the effort of holding back his pleasure. His cock fills me to the brim. A soft moan escapes my lips as I start to move, rocking my hips back and forth with purpose. I close my eyes, losing myself in the moment.

Troy’s hands find my hips, guiding me in a steady rhythm. Riding him harder, I take his hands and place them on my boobs. He squeezes and massages them with just the right amount of pressure. When he grazes my nipples, my body shakes involuntarily.

I lean forward, my hands braced on his shoulders for support. I can feel him deep inside me, the intensity building with each roll of my hips. His groans and moans mix with mine, creating a symphony of pleasure that drives me further to the edge of bliss.

“Fuck, Tanya,” he murmurs, his voice raw and hoarse. “You feel incredible.”

“And you fill me perfectly. I’m going to take you for another wild ride,” I whisper, feeling satisfied.

I ride him harder, faster, feeling the pressure building between my legs. His cock is relentless, pushing me toward an orgasm that feels almost too intense to bear. My movements become more frantic as I chase the peak.

“Oh fuck!” I yell. My body jerks violently as he pinches and spanks my ass.

“I love this dick,” I whimper, holding my orgasm back. I can feel that he is not quite there yet. I turn 180 degrees without withdrawing his dick. My ass faces his face now, while I ride him.

“Tanya!” he yells, spanking my ass again.

“You like this, don’t you?” I ask.

“Yes,” he answers.

Grabbing his legs for support I ride him hard, my pussy squeezing and milking him for all it’s worth. Just when I think I can’t take any more, a tide of euphoria sweeps over me. My moans become desperate and loud as I come, my muscles clenching tightly around him.

I cry out his name as I ride out my climax. Seconds later, he follows me over the edge. His release is intense, his body shuddering. I slowly pull off him, my legs shaky, and turn around to face him. Leaning down, I press my chest against his, and Troy wraps his arms around me, pulling me close. The steady beat of his heart against mine is a calming rhythm.

“Can you spoon me?” I ask softly, my voice barely above a whisper.

He shifts behind me. I settle onto my side, his warm body pressing against my back. The closeness is comforting, but when he leans in and whispers, “Spread your pussy for me,” my brain goes into overdrive.

Horny just from his words, I obey, parting myself for him. I feel him guiding his cock back inside me, slowly sliding in; the sensation makes me gasp, my body already craving more. As I start to rock back and forth, he matches my movements, his hands gripping my hips to guide me.

The friction between us is electric, and when he murmurs, “I love your ass, Tanya,” I arch my back to take him deeper.

My moans become more urgent as the pressure builds inside me. “Don’t stop,” I whisper, moving faster, feeling him swell even more within me. With a final thrust, I shudder and feel the release, the pleasure overwhelming. I stay like that for a moment, breathing heavily before I turn my head to look at him. “That was incredible,” I murmur.

He smiles, pulls me closer, and whispers, “You’re incredible.”


Chapter three
Double Trouble


Troy

A


lmost a week has passed, and my plans aren’t coming together yet. The only thing coming is a whole bucket load of cum every night when I meet Tanya in my hotel. We never talk about the sale of her company, but we both know that’s an inevitable conversation for another day.

The pressure from my brother increases every day. It’s unlike me to take this long to turn in a report with a big label splayed across it in bold red letters: “Sold.”

I’ve been rejecting calls from the company for days now. “Just a few more days with her before I get into work mode,” is my mantra.

Atlas has been asking if I need help and what is going on. I ignored him. What am I supposed to tell him? I met his fling from three years ago and have been fucking her every single day since I got here? I can’t think clearly with her around and have no idea what to do with her or her company.


Tanya

Troy has not talked about buying my company since the day he arrived. I guess distracting him works well. But I know it will not last forever. The more I think about his offer, the more I think he might have a point. I’m getting tired of running a business. Selling might be an option.

Leaning back in my chair, I think how sex would be a good distraction right now. Coincidentally, my PA pops her head into my office and announces, “Mr. Alexander is here.”

Surprised, I reply, “Let him in.”

“Well, the universe is certainly in my favor,” I mutter under my breath, arranging my hair as best as I can.

“Hey, Mr. Alexander,” I say, standing up from my chair and walking over to him. I move behind him to lock the door. “We do not have an appointment today,” I continue, my voice lower and more intense than before. I feel his breath catch when I wrap my small hands around him, the memories of the five days we spent together clearly flashing through his mind. His pants are getting noticeably tighter; if it were up to me, I’d be ready to free him right here and now.

The million-dollar question “What are you doing here?” is stuck in my throat as my hands move from his waist down to the bulge in his pants. His heart pulses as his dick throbs from my touch.

Lifting my chin, he looks into my eyes and my flushed, horny face. “I missed you,” he says.

“Is that why you are here?” I ask; he distracts me with a kiss instead of answering.

I unbutton his faded jeans, and his cock springs out, fully erect and straining for attention. His hands slide around my frame, firmly grabbing my ass. With a teasing smile, he lifts me up and gently places me on my twirling chair, making my heart race.

My skirt rides up as he places my legs on his shoulders. A tiny lacy piece of fabric is all that covers my pussy as he kneels before me. Holding the chair steady with one hand, he pulls the thong to the side with the other.

“Thick juicy pussy as always.”

“You like it?”

“Love it,” he stammers before placing his hand into my fold. His eyes close as my pussy tightens around his finger. He inserts another one, this time pushing it in further. Strings of curses and moans escape my lips as my head falls back against the chair.

He’s touching me in all my right spots, his fingers finding every sensitive nerve. When he feels me getting closer to orgasm, he inserts another finger, stretching me even more.

“Please, don’t stop,” I beg, desperately. My hips move involuntarily, grinding against his hand, seeking more of the exquisite sensation he’s giving me. Troy’s thumb finds my clit, rubbing in slow, deliberate circles that send electric shocks through my body. My breathing quickens. I can feel the pressure building inside me, coiling tighter and tighter with each stroke.

“You like that, don’t you?” he murmurs. He curls his fingers inside me, hitting that perfect spot that makes me see stars. My body tenses, every muscle contracting as I teeter at the edge of release.

“Yes, oh wow, yes!” I cry out, my hands gripping the edges of the chair. His movements become more urgent and insistent, as he drives me closer to the brink. The world around me fades away, leaving only the intense sensation of his fingers working their magic inside me.

With one last deep plunge, I come undone. My orgasm crashes over me like a tidal wave, my entire body shaking with the force of it. I scream, “Troy!” but he quickly places his other palm over my mouth, muffling the sound. “Shhh, sweetheart, we’re in your office.”

He doesn’t stop, continuing to stroke me through the aftershocks. Desperate to ground myself, I grab his hand and stop his movement, pushing him in as deep as I can. I hold him there, feeling his fingers pulse inside me as I come down from my high.

As I finally release his hand, he slowly withdraws, leaving me feeling deliciously empty and satisfied. Licking his fingers a wicked grin spreads across his face.

“You taste so good,” Troy says, his eyes locking onto mine with a promise of more to come. I can only nod, still lost in the lingering euphoria of my orgasm, my body aching for him to take me again.

As if in a rush, he lifts me from the chair, setting me on the edge of the table. I slowly push all the documents to one side, making room for what’s to come. His cock stands tall and proud, a darker shade of brown compared to his naturally tanned Greek skin. Veins pulse beneath the taut surface, showcasing his arousal. He pulls a condom from his wallet, the hunger in his eyes as he tears it open with his teeth. Swiftly, he rolls the latex on, while his eyes never leave mine.

With my legs spread wide, he positions himself between them. Without another word, he pushes inside me, filling me completely in one smooth motion. I gasp at the sudden fullness, my fingers gripping the edge of the table for support.

Troy isn’t taking his time. He’s nailing me fast and hard. The thought of making him this needy and desperate gives me a rush of triumph. With his hands on my hips, he guides me back and forth onto his cock. My hot channel tightens hard against his dick, gripping him as he pounds into me. Table creaking and moans fill the room.

“I’m about to cum,” he announces, his voice strained, his thrusts becoming erratic.

“I got you,” I say, clenching over his throbbing and jerking dick. The pressure inside me builds again, and I feel myself on the brink of another orgasm.

“Oh wow,” I moan as my legs almost give way, but he catches me just in time. His thrusts become erratic, matching the wild rhythm of my heartbeat.

“Fuck,” he screams, his breath hot against my ear. I feel his cock pulse as he comes, triggering my own orgasm. My body trembles in his arms as I ride out the storm.

Troy’s hands roam over my body, his touch possessive and adoring, as if he can’t get enough of me. He finally pulls out, discarding the condom and pulling me into his arms. His eyes are filled with satisfaction

***

Later that day, the office is quiet. I’m buried in paperwork, my focus sharp and unyielding, when a gentle knock interrupts my concentration. My PA peeks into the office with a polite smile and says, “Mr. Alexander is here.”

Surprised I reply, “Did he forget something? Let him in.”

“I missed you, Agapitós.”

My head jerks up as I stare at the man before me, his green eyes boring into my soul. It’s him: the other brother from three years ago.

“Atlas?”

“Tanya,” he greets with a beautiful smile.

Atlas steps into the office, the familiar aura of his presence enveloping the room. I stand up, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness. It’s been three years since I last saw him; seeing him now feels like a whirlwind of memories and emotions.

“Atlas, it’s really you,” I say, trying to keep my voice steady. “I didn’t expect to see you here.”

He chuckles softly, taking a few steps closer. “I know, you expected my brother, right?”

“Y-yes…I mean, no,” I stutter.

His eyes scan me first in an angry kind of way, but then he smiles.

“Have you two…” he asks.

“Yes,” leaves my lips without even thinking.

“I fucked him. I thought he was you when I first met him,” I say coyly.

“I thought something was off. Troy usually does not take more than three days to buy a company and return home. He’s never stayed longer than five days anywhere. He always reports back, but he has been ignoring my calls. At first, I thought maybe something had happened; then I looked closer and saw your name as the owner of the company we were going for. So, I came to see for myself.”

“Are you angry?” I ask before I walk closer to him.

“Angry? No. I missed you and I’d be lying if I said that I don’t care. I’m jealous. But I also understand.”

With a swift motion, I wrap my hands around his neck, threading my fingers through his hair. My grip is firm yet tender as I pull him closer until our faces are mere inches apart. Our eyes lock, and I feel his breath mingling with mine. Without another word, I close the gap, capturing his lips in a passionate kiss.

The kiss is different. Several emotions are conveyed through it: familiarity and need, mainly. Atlas knows he doesn’t own me, but I can feel the tension radiating off him. What is he thinking right now? Is he jealous, possessive, or just caught up in the heat of the moment? I wonder if he’s struggling with the idea of sharing me or if the thought excites him in some twisted way.

“Did he fuck you well?” he asks.

“Yes,” I say, looking at him smugly.

“Who fucks better?” he asks as he removes the headband holding my thick hair together, his hands running through my silky tresses.

“I don’t know,” I say as I lean in to kiss him again.

“Want to remind me just how good you are?” I tease as I bite his lips.

“Yes,” he simply says as he gently undoes the button from my shirt, taking it off my shoulders quietly as he places gentle kisses on the space between my exposed shoulder and neck.

With every kiss that follows, he loosens a hook of my bra, and my breasts fall free from the entrapment. He throws the tiny piece of clothing on the chair where my shirt sits.

“Did he touch you like this?” he asks as he pinches one of my pink, hard nipples before letting his big hands cover and lift my breasts, squeezing them fondly. I am losing my mind with the pleasure building inside of me.

“Yes,” I say in a moan.

He looks at me with an intense, possessive gaze, his touch igniting a fiery trail of sensation. “And did he make you feel like this?” he growls, his voice rough with desire.

Before I can answer, he leans in, his lips brushing against my ear as he murmurs, “Tell me I’m better. Tell me I make you feel things he never could.”

His words send a shiver down my spine. “You’re better,” I gasp, my voice trembling with the intensity of the moment. “You make me feel so much more.”

His eyes darken with satisfaction as he pulls me closer, his grip tightening around my throat, not enough to hurt but enough to make me gasp. His lips crush against mine in a wild, demanding kiss, his tongue claiming mine with an intensity that leaves me breathless.

The sensation of his fingers wrapped around my neck, combined with the fierceness of his kiss, sends a thrill of forbidden excitement through me. Each powerful thrust he delivers is matched by the dominance of his touch, making me lose myself completely in the moment.

He pulls back just enough to look into my eyes, his gaze fierce and possessive. “You’re mine,” he growls, before plunging back into the kiss, his hands continuing to assert their dominance. The combination of his kisses and unrelenting thrusts overwhelms my senses, pushing me to the edge as I surrender to the wild, exhilarating ride.

Possessive he guides me down onto the desk. As he explores every inch of my body with an urgent hunger, he pushes my skirt up and pulls my panty off, discarding it with a rough but eager gesture. He aligns himself with me, his bulge pressing against me with delicious pressure.

I reach down and wrap my fingers around his cock, feeling the heat and firmness through his clothes. I pull his pants and boxer shorts down with a playful urgency, tossing them aside. Now, fully exposed, I take a second to admire him. Compared to his brother’s, his shaft is slightly thicker, with a prominent vein running along its length that seems to pulse with each heartbeat. The head is more pronounced and slightly darker; it curves just enough to hint at a different kind of pleasure.

Shaking my head, I push aside the comparison and focus on the present. After his brother’s daily visits to my office, I’ve become accustomed to having condoms stashed in every corner. I grab one from the desk drawer and hand it to Atlas, making sure we’re both prepared for the moment.

Without further hesitation, he enters me with a forceful thrust, his body pressing me down onto the desk. The sensation is overwhelming. I gasp as he starts to move with a relentless rhythm.

He grips the desk behind me, his movements powerful and precise as he pushes in as far as he can. The sensation is intense and exhilarating; he stretches me more than his brother ever did. Each thrust fills me completely, taking me to the brink and making me feel like he might just tear me apart.

“Tell me,” he murmurs, his voice rough with desire, “does my dick feel better than my brother’s?”

His thrusts are relentless, and the intensity makes it hard to think. I gasp, struggling to catch my breath. “Yes,” I moan, “your cock is bigger. You stretch me in ways he never could.”

I can see the satisfaction in his gaze, a dark, triumphant glint. My moans grow louder with each powerful stroke, and I can barely hold onto reality as he drives me to the brink. I feel the pressure building, my body trembling with need and pleasure. When he is deep inside me, I shudder and come undone, exploding from within.

He continues to fuck me senseless, his own release coming with a deep, satisfied groan.


Chapter four
Double the Pleasure


Tanya

W


hy settle for one when I can have two? My house is located in a peaceful estate downtown. The serenity and comfort of my home make the daily fifty-minute commute to the company worth it.

“So, let me get this straight, you are currently sleeping with both brothers?” my best friend asks through the speakerphone.

“Yes,” I say proudly.

“Oh, you slut,” she screams.

“Which brother do you prefer?” Kylie pushes me.

“Both. They are different. With one I have history, he calls me Greek names and worships my body, and the other one just knows how to fuck me,” I say dreamily.

“Holy fuck, T, you are living the dream,” she gushes.

“This weekend, I’m inviting them both to my apartment for a game night,” I reveal.

“Shmuck! You’re gonna bang both of them, aren’t you?”

“Why settle for one brother at a time when I can have both?” I laugh.

“Let me live vicariously through you, give me all the juicy details later. Bye, girl,” she says giddily before disconnecting.

***

“Come in,” I invite both brothers. Troy is wearing khaki pants with a plaid shirt rolled at the sleeves with three buttons undone. He looks fucking sexy, followed by his brother in his signature jeans hanging low on his waist and a white polo shirt. His hair is wet, and those green orbs of his glisten as he smirks at me, making my pussy throb.

As I look at them standing next to each other, I see the slight height difference; Troy is at least an inch taller than Atlas. Both place small kisses on my lips. Atlas gives me a quick love bite as he smirks again.

“We brought some wine,” Troy says as he hands me a bottle.

“And a few snacks,” Atlas adds. “These are stuffed grape leaves. We had them in Greece together, remember?” Of course, I remember, but I just nod. I don’t need Troy to get jealous. I want them both. I know they want me, but I’m not sure If they can do me together.

“I also brought these just in case,” Troy says as he moves closer and puts my hand in one of his pants pockets. I feel foils of condoms, and I hit him playfully before moving to the kitchen to get some glasses.

“Wow, you guys thought of everything,” I say. Relieved they got the memo—why I invited them together.

“You look so sexy, Agapitós,” Atlas says following me into the kitchen.

“Thank you. Thank you for coming over, you two. I’m so excited for our game night,” I answer with an ambiguous smile.

One brother more charming then the other. They are so different and yet so similar at the same time. I certainly cannot decide which one I like better.

We eat and drink wine, the tension palpable, but unspoken. The way their eyes linger on me and the subtle touches as they pass the dishes—it’s a prelude to what’s inevitably coming. My heart races with anticipation, my body already responding to the unspoken promise in the air.

After dinner, while Troy is cleaning up, I feel Atlas’s hands creep under the table to touch my exposed thighs. My breath catches, and I am thrown into a mental euphoria. Without many words and a clouded mind, I move away from his touch, go around the kitchen island, hop on it, and spread my legs wide as I look back and forth between both brothers.

Like moths attracted to a flame, they walk over to me and watch lustfully as I lick my lips and pull down my dress zipper. I hold out my hand to Troy; he leans in, his hand gently cups my face as I kiss him softly. His mouth captures mine carefully, our tongues entwining as he allows me to dominate the kiss.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see Atlas watching us, his gaze intense. I can almost feel his arousal. The way our lips move in sync is hypnotizing. Just as suddenly as it started, I pull away from Troy and turn to his brother, drawing him in for a kiss.

Atlas grabs the back of my head and kisses me hard, our teeth clashing with the urgency. His hands wander to my ass, squeezing gently as he takes control. My hands wrap around his neck, deepening the kiss until we break apart for breath. The tension in the room is maddening.

“You’re both so sexy,” I announce. Troy stands between my legs; as he takes off my silky sundress, it falls to the floor, revealing my black lacy bra and thong.

I reciprocate by removing his t-shirt, my hands roaming over his hard, chiseled chest. His hands linger on my cleavage, massaging me gently before embracing me in a kiss. Atlas walks around me. His hands move to the hook of my bra, unclasping it as I work my way down his brother’s torso.

With my free hand, I unfasten the belt on Troy’s pants and push them down as he steps out of them. Still surprised that he’s not wearing underwear, my hand moves to his exposed bulge. I gently massage his firmness, while Atlas’s hands move to my chest, teasing my breasts. I moan softly, arching into his touch and tilting my head back. With my head on his shoulder, his mouth presses against my neck, lips nibbling slowly along the skin with teasing bites.

Troy’s hands roam over my exposed thighs. I believe he is attempting to massage them. I can see the frustration and desire in his eyes, as he struggles to keep control. My hand job must be quite distracting. Instead of stopping, I tease him more by gently playing with his balls.

“Ahhh,” my moans intensify when Atlas bites my earlobe fairly hard. His fingers graze my areola while his other hand fumbles with my hair.

Troy finally rips my thong from my waist, his hands gingerly caressing my ass and thighs as I open my legs for him.

“So wet,” he moans.

My head reels as I focus on the pleasure both brothers are giving me. Atlas’s big, manly palms massage my left breast and move down to my sides and under my ribcage. Meanwhile, his mouth sucks on the right one like a reward is awaiting him. Troy’s fingers begin their exploration with a teasing touch, his fingertips brushing lightly over the sensitive folds of my pussy. He starts with firm, slow strokes, easing one finger inside me slowly.

“How could I live without you two pleasuring me?” I whisper, as my head falls back again.

Troy gradually increases the pressure, his finger moves in a rhythmic motion, curling and stretching me. His thumb circles my clit with a firm yet gentle touch while his brother works on my tits. He pinches them hard before I can feel his hand on my throat. I’d never noticed until the other day that choking gets me extremely aroused. Moaning loudly, I stretch my neck and expose it for him even more.

Troy also becomes more insistent, slipping a second finger inside me to join the first, stretching me just right.

“Ahh, don’t stop, Atlas.”

“Mm, just like that, Troy,” I moan, my hands running through the hair of both brothers who seem lost in the intensity of pleasing me.

In a moment of clarity, I unfasten Atlas’s belt and pull his pants down. Walking around the island he removes his underwear, and I watch as his cock throbs with growing arousal. As my orgasm begins to build, my body starts to shake uncontrollably. I clutch Atlas’s head, my fingers tangling in his thick hair as I pull him closer. He responds by pressing his lips against mine, the kiss fierce and passionate, heightening the sensation.

At the same time, Troy’s fingers work their magic, slipping a third finger inside me. The added pressure pushes me closer to the edge. My pussy tightens reflexively around his fingers, gripping them with a desperate need.

The mingling scents of our desire and my own arousal fill the air. I can’t hold back any longer; the building pressure finally explodes into a powerful climax, my body trembling and convulsing as I come undone. Feeling empowered, I climb down from the island and take turns discarding the remnants of both brothers’ clothes. Their hard dicks begging for attention.

“Think you can handle both of us?” Atlas asks with a wink.

I nod, excitement coursing through me as I gaze at the two gorgeous brothers: one has a dick that is a little longer and lean while the other thick and girthy. I start by taking the longer one into my mouth, my lips parting and enveloping him with a warm, eager sensation. I swirl my tongue around the head, savoring his taste and the way he starts to throb with pleasure.

As I focus on him, my hands move to Atlas’ thick cock. I wrap my fingers around his shaft, stroking him with a firm yet gentle motion, feeling the pulse of his arousal. My movements are deliberate, matching the rhythm of my mouth on the other. I switch my attention, sliding the first one out of my mouth and turning to take the thick, girthy member in, savoring how he fills my mouth.

With a practiced hand, I continue to pleasure the longer one, my strokes becoming more urgent. I switch back and forth, my mouth and hands working in tandem. With a spark of determination, I glance up at the two brothers.

“I want to suck you both at the same time.”

I take a moment to adjust, then angle my head just right, bringing their cocks closer together. I start by taking the longer one in my mouth again, stretching my lips around him. Then I lean over, opening wider to accommodate Atlas’ dick beside it.

It’s a challenge, but I manage to get both tips into my mouth; my lips are stretched to the limit as I begin to move, sucking them. The sensation of their cocks rubbing against each other inside my mouth sends a thrill through me. I alternate my attention, swirling my tongue around both heads.

I bob my head slightly, taking them as deep as I can, while my hands reach up to gently stroke the bases of their shafts. The sounds of their pleasure only heighten my own. I push myself to take even more of them, relishing the fullness as I please both brothers simultaneously.

Before giving them the chance to come I say, “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

All three of us, naked and holding hands, head upstairs. I’ve prepared the room with wine, condoms, a dildo, and a vibrator. Without a word, I open the door and let them in. Everything is white, from the walls to the carpet, making the space feel larger. Troy pushes me silently onto the bed, his hand roaming possessively from my shoulders down to my waist. I lock eyes with Atlas, who watches us from a chair, a small smile playing on his lips as he sips his wine.

A loud moan escapes my lips as Troy positions himself at my entrance. Before he can push in, I quickly reach over and grab a condom from the pile. With shaky hands, I tear it open and roll it onto him, feeling the heat radiating from his arousal. Once it’s in place, he enters me slowly, the sensation overwhelming as he jerks his hips back and forth, making my head spin. I wrap my legs tightly around his waist, taking every thrust with silent hums and aahs.

I think Atlas is turned on by watching his brother fuck me. It turns me on to know he is watching us. I also want him to be more involved, so I call him over, “Atlas, come here, give me a taste of this big thing.”

Atlas downs his drink and smirks, licking his lips as he walks over. Troy’s dick feels so good inside me, moving in a slow rhythm that hits my core with each thrust, making me moan. When Atlas stands next to the bed, I reach out and wrap my hand around his thick shaft. I look up at him, our eyes locking as I slowly bring him closer. My tongue darts out, licking the tip and tasting the salty precum.

With Troy’s steady rhythm inside me, I open my mouth wide and take Atlas in deeper. I suck gently at first, swirling my tongue around the head, teasing him. When I feel the tension in his body and his hips jerk slightly in response, I take him in deeper.

Atlas groans, his hand resting on the back of my head, guiding me as I bob up and down on his cock. I love the way he fills my mouth—the way he tastes and groans my name. The combination of Troy’s slow, sensual thrusts and the feel of Atlas’s cock in my mouth overwhelms my senses.

Troy picks up the pace, nailing me more urgently. I match his rhythm with my mouth, sucking Atlas harder and faster. My hand pumps the base of his shaft, my fingers wrapping around his length as I take him as deep as I can. Atlas’s grip on my head tightens, his breathing ragged as he watches me pleasure him.

“Fuck, you’re so good at this,” Atlas groans.

I hum around his cock, the vibrations making him shudder. I can feel his tension building, the way his muscles tighten and his cock twitches in my mouth. I know he’s getting close, and so is Troy. These two are among the most powerful men in the business world; but here, they act cute like puppets with me pulling their strings. Right now, their mission is to please me. I have that much power over them.

I withdraw, pulling back from Atlas’s cock and gently pushing Troy away. “Not yet,” I command, my voice firm and filled with authority. “You’re both close, but I want you to make me come first.”

Atlas and Troy exchange a glance, disappointment in their eyes. They look at me, and I can see the fire and determination. I lie back, spreading my legs, presenting myself to them.

“Troy, I want you to use your mouth and fingers,” I direct, my voice leaving no room for argument. “Atlas, I want your hands and your tongue on my breasts.”

Without hesitation, Troy lowers himself between my legs; his hot breath on my inner thighs makes me tremble. He starts with gentle kisses, teasing me before his tongue finds my clit. I moan, my hips arching toward his mouth, needing more.

Atlas moves to my side, his hands roaming over my breasts, squeezing and massaging. He takes one nipple into his mouth, sucking and nibbling, while his other hand pinches and teases the other. The combined sensations make my head spin, a hot pleasure building rapidly within me.

Troy’s tongue works skillfully, flicking and swirling, driving me closer and closer to the edge. I can feel the tension coiling in my belly and the pressure mounting. Atlas’s mouth on my breasts only intensifies the sensation, sending jolts of pleasure through me.

“Yes, just like that,” I moan, my voice breathy and desperate. “Don’t stop.”

The brothers obey, their sole focus on bringing me to orgasm. Troy’s fingers join his tongue, sliding inside me, curling to hit that perfect spot.

“Oh God, I’m so close,” I cry out, my hands gripping the sheets.

“Atlas help your brother down there,” I command.

Atlas’s fingers slide inside me, joining Troy’s in a seamless rhythm. The sensation of being stretched so fully by both of them is overwhelming. Troy’s fingers keep pumping in and out with steady, precise thrusts. At the same time, Atlas curls his fingers, teasing and rubbing my G-spot with expert precision. The contrast between the deep, insistent thrusts and the delicate, electrifying strokes is maddening, making every nerve in my body ignite with raw, uncontrollable pleasure.

I can feel my orgasm building, the tension in my core tightening as they work in unison, their fingers plunging deeper and moving in perfect sync to bring me to a shattering climax. The tension snaps, and I scream, my body convulsing as a powerful orgasm rips through me. My vision goes white as I lose myself completely in the overwhelming sensation.

“Oh, Agapitos, you look so sexy,” I hear Atlas say from far away.

Then I feel his hands on my breasts while Troy works his way to my knees, kissing each foot. I’m a moaning mess, every sensation sending shivers down my belly. My body can’t take it anymore. I kiss Atlas with all the strength I have as I grind my hips against the bed, my toes curling, and my breasts jerking. I’m still cumming!

“Let’s keep it going,” Atlas’s husky voice fills my ear as he kisses my earlobe. Troy’s lips trail down my thighs, kissing the moisture that has spread there, making me tremble. Atlas gently opens my legs wider, giving Troy full access to my pussy. I gasp as Atlas slips a finger into my wet folds, teasing me while Troy’s mouth moves closer, kissing and licking my pussy.

Atlas pulls me up from the bed, guiding me onto all fours. My hands instinctively grip the headboard; my ass is up in the air, my heart racing with anticipation. I hear the crinkle of a condom wrapper, and my breath hitches. The anticipation builds as I feel him roll the condom on, teasing me further with his fingers.

Finally, he aligns himself with me, his thick dick pressing against my entrance. With a slow, deliberate push, he enters me in the most delicious way, filling me completely.

“Oh wow,” I moan.

“You like that?” Atlas teases. I nod, tears filling my eyes.

The feeling is overwhelming, but before I can fully lose myself in it, I feel Troy’s presence beneath me. He crawls under me, his lips brushing against mine, and I instinctively lean down to meet his kiss. His tongue teases mine, deepening the connection. Then I feel something else—a sudden, intense vibration against my clit. My eyes widen in surprise as Troy expertly presses my vibrator to my most sensitive spot, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me.

“Ahhh.”

“Fuck.”

“This feels so good,” I moan as the brothers torture me in their own ways.

“You like my dick?” Atlas asks, increasing his pace.

“No! I love it.”

“You’ve been a bad, bad girl.”

“Yes, daddies,” I moan as my body shakes and cum trickles down my legs. I collapse on the bed in exhaustion, but they’re not done with me.

“Just relax,” Troy coos.

Atlas removes the condom and hovers over my head, his hard dick teasing my lips, prompting me to suck. My mouth forms an O over his dick, and I suck gently in rhythm. I can taste the aftertaste of the condom as my head bobs up and down, while Troy sucks on my pussy, biting and teasing.

“Faster, Agapitos. I’m about to cum.”

I use more spit on his dick…and more teeth. My body throbs, and I feel Atlas jerk. As he pulls out, I feel his hot cum splatter across my face, leaving a warm, sticky mess. Moaning, Atlas collapses beside me on the bed, watching Troy play with my wet pussy.

“So sexy,” Troy says.

He pushes himself inside me. Within seconds, his thrusts become erratic, and I know he’s close. He groans my name, his hands gripping my hips as he drives into me, pushing me to the brink. Tasting Atlas’s cum on my lips and Troy’s cock inside me sends me over the edge. I cry out, my body trembling as I cum hard around him.

After one more hard stroke, Troy pulls out slowly, his cock slick with my juices. He collapses on my other side, breathing heavily, his chest rising and falling with exertion. The sensation of his withdrawal leaves me feeling empty but thoroughly satisfied.

“Well, that was something,” Atlas murmurs, his voice full of admiration and lust.

I smile, feeling a deep sense of connection with both of them. “My first threesome.”

~The End ~
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