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Chapter 1

The *Celestial Whisper* slid through the crystal-clear waters of the Caribbean like a serpent, its polished mahogany hull gleaming under the relentless sun. Every inch of the yacht was a testament to Lucian Vexley's obsessive nature—excessive, extravagant, and utterly impeccable. The air was thick and heavy, a heady cocktail of salt spray, expensive cigars, amber whiskey, and the intoxicating musk of anticipation that hung like a palpable promise over the gathering.

Aria adjusted the strap of her camera bag, her fingers tracing the cool metal of her lens. Her pulse quickened as she took in the scene before her. This was it—her ticket to blogging fame. The exclusive bachelor weekend of the year, packed with the city's wealthiest and most powerful men, allhere to let their hair down before the impending nuptials. A few steamy photos, some juicy gossip, and she'd finally hit the subscriber count that would make her career. She wasn't here to participate, oh no—she was here to document. To capture every scandalous moment and sell it to her ravenous audience.

But then, she saw him.

Lucian Vexley stood at the bow of the yacht, the sun catching his dark, tousled hair and highlighting the chiseled perfection of his face. His white linen shirt clung to his broad shoulders and muscular chest, the fabric straining against the definition of his arms. When his dark eyes locked onto hers, slow and deliberate, her heart skipped a beat. He didn't just look at her—he claimed her with that intense gaze, as if she were his personal property already.

"Ladies and gentlemen," Lucian announced, his voice carrying over the hum of the engine and the laughter of the men gathered around him. "Tonight, there are no rules. No limits." The crowd erupted into cheers. Glasses clinked, cigars were stubbed out on the gleaming railing, and bodies began to shift, already shedding articles of clothing in anticipation. Aria's breath hitched as a man—tall, built like a linebacker, his chest still glistening with sweat from the pool—stripped off his shirt and tossed it aside with a confident smirk. Another man, his skin darker and his muscles coiled with restraint, leaned in close to her, his breath hot against her ear. "You're the guest of honor," he murmured, his voice rough with amusement. "That means you're the prize." Aria's thighs clenched involuntarily at the word. *Prize.* It slithered through her mind, part thrill and part warning. She wasn't used to being the center of attention like this—not in real life. Her fantasies were private, carefully curated, never meant to be shared. But the way Lucian's eyes burned into her, the way the men around her were already looking at her like she was something to be taken—it made her stomach flutter with a delicious mix of fear and excitement. "Come now, Aria," Lucian purred, stepping closer, his presence dominating the space between them. He extended a hand, fingers slightly curled, as if beckoning her to step into something dangerous and thrilling. "You're the guest of honor. That means you're the most important guest—and the rules don't apply to you." Aria should have said no. She should have turned away, maintained her professional distance. But the sleek black blindfold in his other hand made her swallow hard. "Please," the man beside her rumbled, his fingers already tracing the hem of her dress. "Let us worship you like the prize you are." Aria's breath came faster. *Worship.* The word sent a jolt of heat straight between her legs. She wasn't submissive—she was a travel blogger, for heaven's sake—but the way they were looking at her, the way Lucian's smirk deepened when she hesitated—it was as if they knew exactly what she needed. "Blindfold her, Dain," Lucian ordered, his voice smooth and commanding. "And take her somewhere quiet. I'll be along shortly to unleash her." Aria didn't protest as Dain's strong hands guided her toward the main cabin. The silk blindfold pressed against her eyelids, cutting off the world and heightening every other sensation. The leather beneath her ass molded to her body, and her heart raced with anticipation. Dain's fingers brushed her waist, teasing at the zipper of her skirt. "Lucian said you'd been a good girl," his voice rumbled, low and teasing. "But obedience is just the beginning, isn't it?" Aria's pulse spiked. She had been good—always had been. But this? This was different. This was them deciding what she was allowed to be. "Mmm," Dain hummed, his breath hot against her ear as his hands slid up her thighs, pushing her skirt higher. "Such a pretty little thing, all tied up for us." The cabin door slammed shut behind her, the sound of the lock clicking into place sending a shiver down her spine. "Still playing it cool?" a new voice purred—feminine, sharp, and dangerous. Aria's breath hitched. *Mira.* The fiancée's best friend, the one who had been watching her all night with that knowing smile. "Lucian's right," Mira continued, her nails tracing the line of Aria's throat, light as a feather and heavy as a promise. "You're no ordinary guest." Aria's heart pounded. She wasn't. Not really. She was just a girl who wrote about places she'd never been, who dreamed of being the kind of woman who could just... let go. But this? This was real. This was them. And then—a weight pressed against her back, Mira's body flush with hers, her lips brushing Aria's ear. "You think you're in control here, little bird? Or do you just want to be taken?" Aria's breath came in ragged gasps. She did want it. God, she did. From across the yacht, Damien Carter watched the scene unfolding with a mixture of fascination and horror. His best friend Rylan had dragged him here, insisting he needed to "loosen up" before the wedding. Damien, the most controlled man in the room, had reluctantly agreed. Several glasses of whiskey later, he was swaying on his feet, his vision blurring at the edges. "Same time next week, huh?" he slurred, the words escaping before he could stop them. The alcohol had loosened his tongue, but the thought behind it was sobering. *Same time next week.* As if this—whatever this was—was something he'd actually want to repeat. Rylan laughed, shoving him toward the open door leading into the main cabin. "She's waiting for you!" Damien stumbled forward, his glass swinging wildly before he caught himself with a curse. The cabin was a den of sin—candlelight flickering over naked skin, the air thick with the scent of sex and sweat. And then he saw her. She was kneeling, her chest pressed against the leather seat, her ass in the air, her blindfold obscuring her face. A man's hands held her wrists, teasing her thighs apart, while another—his chin resting on her shoulder—played at her entrance, his fingers glistening. *Fuck.* The woman's gasp was almost his undoing. "Please," she whispered, her voice trembling. "I—" "Ssh," the man behind her hushed, his cock already half-hard as he ground against her, leaving a trail of precum on her thighs. "You don't ask. You're luckier than that." *Her.* It had to be her. The first time he'd seen her, she'd been clinging to Lucian's side, her smile obedient, her body tuned to his commands. Not a submissive—just a girl who knew how to play the game. And now she was here, begging, and Damien's cock twitched, aching behind his zipper. Rylan shoved him harder, and Damien tripped, his hands shooting out to catch himself—right against her. Aria jerked, her blindfolded gasp right in his face as his fingers dug into her hips. The contact sent a bolt of heat straight to his groin, and for one stupid, thrilling second, he forgot where he was. Then the sound of fabric ripping snapped him back to reality. "Oh!" Aria's voice was high and panicked as Lucian's smirking face appeared in his field of vision. "Well, well," Lucian purred, his dark eyes flicking between them. "Damien—did we lose control for a moment?" Damien's face burned. He was half-hard, half-humiliated, but when Aria's fingers wrapped around his wrist, pulling him toward her, he didn't pull away. "No," he muttered, but the word came out thick, nearly a groan, as her teeth worried her lower lip. Lucian's smirk deepened. "Good. Then let's make this interesting." The candlelight flickered, and for the first time in his life, Damien wondered if tonight would be the night he finally broke.




Chapter 2

The storm had come like a thief in the night, stealing the last remnants of the party’s reckless abandon and leaving only the raw, hungry tension between them. The *Celestial Dawn* groaned beneath the weight of the waves, the deck tilting violently as another crash of thunder split the sky. Inside, the yacht’s interior had transformed into a labyrinth of shadows and flickering lantern light, the kind of darkness that makes every touch, every breath, feel like a sinful transgression. The air was thick with anticipation, heavy with the scent of saltwater, expensive whiskey, and the unmistakable musk of desire that had been simmering all night.

Lena had been waiting for this moment.

Not the storm, exactly. But this precise instance when the carefully constructed facade of control would crumble, when the rules they'd all agreed upon would bend, then shatter completely. She wasn't seeking freedom from the game—no, Lena craved the complete immersion into the chaos that only occurs when the lines between pleasure and pain, control and surrender, become beautifully blurred. She was on her knees now, the plush carpet of the private cabin soft beneath her, the blindfold of velvet silk wrapped around her eyes trapping her in a world of sensation. It was damp with sweat, clinging to her skin in a way that was both comforting and maddening, heightening every brush of air against her flesh.

The cabin around her was a symphony of sounds—a distant thrum of music from the party that had been abandoned, the relentless pounding of the storm outside, and now, the sound of a door creaking open slowly, as if someone was afraid to announce their presence.

She didn't hear the door. She didn't hear his footsteps. She just *felt* him—the way the atmosphere shifted, the way the temperature in the room dropped just slightly, like he'd stepped into a colder current. His presence was a physical weight, pressing down on her shoulders, making her spine straighten instinctively. The air grew thicker, charged with electricity that had nothing to do with the storm raging just beyond the windows.

"Did you know I was here?" she whispered, her voice barely audible over the howl of the wind and crash of thunder.

A choked sound escaped him—half laugh, half groan, full of uncertainty. "I... I didn't mean to—" his voice was rough, almost pained, like he was fighting some internal battle.

Lena reached out blindly, her fingers finding the hard plane of his thigh. His muscles locked beneath her touch, but he didn't pull away. Instead, he *leaned into it*, his hand hovering in the air like he was afraid to touch her. Like she might vanish if he got too close.

"Shh," she murmured, guiding his hand with fingers that knew exactly what they wanted. "Put your hand here."

His palm was rough, calloused—*real*—spanning her hip with a possessiveness that made her shiver. She could feel the hesitation in his touch, the way he was holding back, trying to maintain some semblance of control. Lena arched into him, just slightly, testing the weight of his touch. His breath hitched, his fingers digging in, not quite hard enough to bruise, but *close*. So close.

"Fuck," he whispered, the word torn from him like a confession.

Lena's lips curved into a smile that he couldn't see but could certainly feel in the shift of her body. "That's the idea," she breathed, turning her head, her lips brushing the inside of his wrist. The taste of him was intoxicating—salt, something masculine, and beneath it all, the faint hint of what she was sure was his expensive cologne. It matched the yacht, the private party, the whole carefully constructed world they'd entered tonight.

"Tell me your name," she commanded, her voice dropping to a whisper that seemed to echo in the charged silence between them.

A beat of silence. Then, rough and uncertain, almost like a secret: "Derek."

"Good boy, Derek," she purred, the praise rolling off her tongue like honey.

The effect on him was immediate and detectable. His cock, already half-hard and trapped between them in the confines of their standing positions, twitched against her thigh. He was thick and heavy there, a promise of pleasure that her body was already anticipating. She could *feel* how badly he wanted to touch her—*really* touch her—but he was frozen, his mind warring with his body in a battle she was determined to help him win.

Lena didn't rush him. Instead, she let her blindfolded gaze "see" him—the way his jaw might be clenching, the way his free hand might be fisting at his side like he's fighting an internal battle between desire and propriety. "You're thinking too much," she murmured, her thumb tracing lazy circles over his hipbone, right where his body tapered into the firm muscle of his ass. "Let go."

"I... I can't—" His protest was weak, barely a whisper.

"Oh, but you *can*," she countered, her voice dropping to a mere breath. "Because I'm not leaving this room until you've touched me like you *want* to. I'm not going to let you leave feeling like you missed your chance."

Her words seemed to break something in him. A groan tore from his throat, raw and needy, full of the struggle he was having. "Lena—"

"Shh," she whispered again, placing a finger over his lips. "No names. Just feel."

The moment her finger touched his lips, he parted them slightly, taking her finger into his mouth without conscious thought. The warmth of his breath against her skin sent a jolt of desire straight to her clit. He sucked gently, tentatively at first, then with more confidence as her body responded, her breathing growing shallow and uneven.

"You taste good," he murmured against her skin, pulling back slightly.

"Mmm, and you have no idea what you're doing to me," she responded, shifting her weight to press her ass more firmly against the growing bulge in his pants. "But I think you're starting to get an idea."

He groaned again, his hips jerking forward involuntarily at her movement. "I'm sorry—"

"Don't be," she said, her voice dropping lower, more seductive. "I like it when you can't control yourself. It's a turn-on."

His breath hitched, and his hands finally moved of their own accord, flying to her waist, gripping her possessively. His fingers trembled slightly, but there was purpose in his touch now. He pulled her closer, his cock pressing more firmly against her ass, the cotton of her dress providing frustratingly little barrier between them.

"Tell me what you want," Lena whispered, her head falling back to rest against his shoulder, giving him better access to her neck.

"I... I want to touch you," he admitted, his voice rough with desire.

"Then do it," she encouraged, her hands covering his, guiding them up from her waist to the soft curves of her breasts. "Show me how much you want to touch me."

His fingers trembled as they brushed the underside of her breast, barely a touch, but enough to make her gasp. He was learning, adapting to her reactions, understanding that she was as much in his control as he was in hers.

"God, you're beautiful," he whispered, his voice thick with emotion as his thumb grazed her nipple, already hard and sensitive through the thin fabric of her dress.

"Mmm, and you're killing me with this slow tease," she responded, arching her back to press her breast more firmly into his touch. "More."

His hand *flew* to her breast then, cupping it possessively, his thumb rolling over her nipple with desperate precision. The sensation was electric, and Lena moaned, her head falling back as pleasure coiled tight in her belly, unfurling like a flower in the dark.

"That's it," she breathed, her hips rocking against him. "Just like that. You were made to touch me."

But then—

A deep, amused chuckle cut through the air.

Lena froze, her body going still, every sense on high alert. The atmosphere in the room shifted again, becoming somehow more charged, more dangerous.

"Well, well," Vincent's voice purred from the doorway, his tone dripping with amusement and something darker, more predatory. "Looks like our little architect found his way to the fun."

Derek's hand *jerked* back from Lena's breast like he'd been burned, his body stiffening against hers. "Fuck—"

Vincent stepped forward, his expensive shoes clicking against the hardwood floor, his presence dominating the room like a physical force. Lena could *feel* the shift in the air—the way the tension between her and Derek spiked, the way Derek's breath hitched like he was about to bolt.

"Relax," Vincent murmured, his fingers brushing Derek's shoulder before sliding down his arm, *prying* his hand away from Lena's breast. "You're not doing it wrong. You're just getting started."

Derek's face was flushed, his eyes wide in the dim light of the cabin. "I—I didn't—"

"Didn't what?" Vincent's voice was a velvet purr, a dangerous contrast to Derek's obvious discomfort. "Find something you want to play with? Don't stop on my account. I'm just here to watch. And perhaps... supervise."

Lena's pulse pounded in her ears as Vincent's fingers tangled in her hair, yanking her head back just enough to expose her throat to him. His breath was hot against her skin, his lips brushing her ear as he spoke.

"Open your mouth," he commanded, his voice a dark growl that sent a shiver down her spine.

She obeyed without hesitation, parting her lips as Vincent's fingers slid inside, his thumb pressing against her tongue. "Suck," he commanded, his voice leaving no room for disobedience.

Lena's eyes rolled back slightly at the taste of him—salt, whiskey, something uniquely Vincent that she'd come to crave over these past few weeks. She sucked hesitantly at first, then more eagerly as his fingers curled slightly in her hair, his grip tightening just enough to let her know who was in control.

Derek watched the entire exchange, his breath coming in short, sharp bursts, his cock still hard and trapped between them, *aching* to be free. The conflict was written all over his face—the desire to touch her, the fear of Vincent's presence, the struggle between his desire to be dominant and his need to please.

"See how good she is at following instructions?" Vincent murmured, his gaze flicking from Derek to Lena, then back again. "She's quite the student. And the best part is, she hasn't even seen your face yet."

At this, Lena laughed, a low, throaty sound that seemed to vibrate through her entire body. "Don't be so sure about that, Vincent," she breathed, her tongue swirling around his thumb. "I can see you just fine."

Vincent chuckled, the sound rich and amused. "Can you now, sweetheart? Prove it."

Lena's hands slid down Derek's chest, her fingers tracing the outline of his cock through his pants. He was *hard*, thick and heavy, the heat of him pressing against her palm like a brand. "I can see his desire," she murmured, her voice dropping to a whisper that was meant for both men. "It's almost blinding."

Derek's breath hitched, his hips jerking forward at her touch. "Please," he whispered, the word barely audible over the storm outside.

"Please what?" Vincent's voice was a dark promise as he released her hair, his hands moving to Derek's shoulders, his thumbs pressing into the tense muscles there. "Ask for what you want."

Lena's fingers continued their exploration, tracing the length of Derek's cock through the fabric of his pants, feeling the way it twitched and jumped under her touch. "He wants to touch me," she said, her voice a breath against Derek's neck. "He wants to make me feel as good as he's feeling right now."

Vincent's fingers dug into Derek's shoulders, not painfully, but with enough pressure to get his attention. "You want to touch her again?" he asked, his voice a velvet purr that contrasted with the roughness of his touch. "Prove you can."

Lena's pulse pounded in her ears as Derek's hand hovered, uncertain, trembling just inches from her body. She could feel his hesitation, the fear of doing something wrong, the uncertainty of the situation. She reached up, catching his wrist and guiding his hand back to her waist, pressing it firmly against her hip.

"It's okay," she whispered, her lips brushing his ear. "Just feel me. Feel how much I want this."

His fingers flexed against her hip, the uncertainty in his touch slowly being replaced by something more certain, more possessive. "Please," he whispered again, this time with more conviction.

Vincent smirked, the expression she could feel rather than see. "There's the boy," he murmured, his hands sliding down Derek's arms, guiding his hands to Lena's breasts. "Show us both what you can do."

And then the storm *roared*, the yacht shuddering violently as a massive wave crashed over the deck. The lights flickered again—this time, *staying* off—and in the sudden, complete darkness, Lena felt Derek's hands *everywhere*, guided by Vincent's touch.

On her waist. Her hips. Her breasts.

His mouth found hers in a *frantic* kiss, his tongue plunging past her lips as Vincent's fingers tangled in his hair, *guiding* him, *encouraging* him. Lena moaned into the kiss, her hands gripping Derek's shoulders as he *finally* let go—*finally* surrendered to the need tearing through him.

"Fuck, fuck, *fuck*—" Derek's voice was a broken thing, his hips jerking against hers as his cock pressed against her ass, *demanding* entry, *begging* for release.

Vincent chuckled, his breath hot against Lena's neck. "Looks like someone's *ready* to break the rules."

And then—

The yacht *lurched*, the sudden movement sending Derek stumbling back. Lena gasped, her blindfold slipping as she reached for him, her fingers closing around his wrist, holding him steady.

"Stay," she breathed, her voice a command in the darkness.

Derek's eyes locked onto hers, his chest heaving, the outline of his face barely visible in the flash of lightning that illuminated the cabin for a split second. For a moment, there was *nothing* but the two of them—the storm, the darkness, the *heat* between them, the connection that had formed so quickly and so intensely.

Then Vincent's hand *closed* around Derek's throat, his grip *possessive*, his thumb brushing over Derek's pulse point, feeling the frantic rhythm of his heart. "Or don't," he murmured, his voice a dark promise. "But if you *do*... if you decide to run from this... if you decide to walk away and pretend this moment never happened... you're making a mistake."

His gaze flicked to Lena. "Because if you *do* decide to stay... if you decide to see this through... she's *mine* to play with first. And I promise you, Derek, you'll watch. You'll watch every single moment, and you'll wish more than anything that you were the one making her scream my name."

Derek's breath hitched, his body going completely still under Vincent's touch.

Lena's pussy *clenched*, the words sending a jolt of heat straight between her legs, the ache for release becoming almost painful.

And the game—*really*—began.




Chapter 3

The air in the cabin hung thick with the scent of damp leather, the salt of their skin, and the lingering musk of Derek’s release. Lena lay sprawled across the small bed, her sundress tangled around her hips, the fine cotton clinging to the sweat-slicked curves of her body. The yacht shuddered beneath another crash of waves, but her focus was entirely on the man beside her—Derek’s chest heaved against her shoulder, his breathing ragged, his fingers still buried in her hair. There was no shame in the way he clutched her, no hesitation in the way his thumb traced lazy circles over her bare shoulder. The storm had stripped them both bare, had torn away every pretense until there was nothing left but raw skin and unfiltered need.

Vincent didn’t interrupt. Instead, he stood by the wall, watching them in silence, his arms crossed over his broad chest. The lantern light flickered over his features, casting shadows that made him look almost otherworldly—like a ghost that had followed them down here, that lingered just beyond the edges of their pleasure.

Lena turned her head slightly, her lips brushing Derek’s pulse point. He was still trembling, his body wound too tight to relax, his cock pulsing against her thigh like it wasn’t quite done with her. She smirked. “You’re not supposed to be this good.”

Derek’s breath hitched, his fingers tightening in her dress. “Shit, Lena—”

Vincent’s low laugh cut through the air like a blade. “Watch your tongue, architect.”

Derek’s face flushed in the dim light, his teeth sinking into his bottom lip. “Sorry—”

“Don’t be.” Vincent pushed off the wall, his footsteps silent as he crossed the room. Lena didn’t pull away from Derek’s touch, didn’t close her thighs when Vincent’s fingers brushed her ankle, raising gooseflesh in their wake.

“You two fit together,” Vincent observed, his tone dripping with approval—but something else, too. A darkness. A hunger. Lena’s stomach flipped as she realized what he was really looking at: the curve of her neck, the way Derek’s mouth still lingered there, the promise of what was yet to come.

She swallowed hard, her fingers tracing the smooth, heated skin of Derek’s chest. He was perfect here, in this dark alcove, his shadowed form pressed against hers. But outside those walls, he was complicated. A man bound by contract, by duty, by the faint, ghostly image of a fiancée he’d never truly left behind.

Lena wanted none of that. She wanted him ruined. Just like Vincent had been ruined by her.

The cabin door clicked shut behind Vincent as he finally joined them, his fingers curling around Lena’s wrist, pulling her away from Derek’s touch. Not roughly—not yet—but with a pull that spoke of possession, of what was yet to come.

Derek’s eyes darkened like storm clouds. Lena didn’t look away.

“Take off your fucking clothes,” she commanded Vincent, her voice rough with need. She didn’t need sight—didn’t need the blindfold—to know the way his muscles shifted beneath his shirt, the way his breath hitched as her fingers traced the zipper of his pants.

His hands moved slowly, methodically, like he was relishing the striptease she’d forced him into. The shirt came first, revealing the sculpted chest she’d tasted earlier, the muscles rippling beneath tanned skin. Then the belt, the leather sliding through the loops with a soft sigh. His pants followed, dropping to the floor in a heap, leaving him standing naked before her, proudly erect.

Rain lashed the windows overhead, but the storm outside was nothing compared to the heat between them. Derek’s fingers trembled as he reached for Vincent’s wrist, and Vincent allowed it, turning his head just enough to brush his lips against Derek’s ear.

“No,” he murmured. “You’re not in control of me, architect.”

Derek’s grip fisted, his knuckles white. Lena could feel the tension radiating from him, the way his muscles coiled beneath her fingers, the way his cock twitched against her thigh.

“Then what?” Lena whispered, her voice a breath against Vincent’s skin. “What are we doing?”

Vincent’s answer was a kiss—deep, demanding, his tongue plunging past her lips. Derek watched, his breath hitching as Vincent’s hands finally found him, gripping his shoulders before shoving him backward. He landed with a grunt against the bed, Lena straddling him once more.

“This,” Vincent murmured, his fingers tracing the curve of her waist before sliding up her spine. “Is not about control.”

Lena didn’t argue. She didn’t have to. Because then Derek’s hands were everywhere, his fingers gripping her hips, pulling her closer, his mouth crashing against hers in a kiss that was pure hunger, pure desperation.

Vincent grinned, stepping forward as Derek’s fingers tangled in his hair, yanking him closer. His fingers traced the back of Lena’s thighs, her skin trembling beneath his touch.

“Look at her,” Vincent commanded, his voice a growl as he forced Derek’s head away from Lena’s neck. “Look at what you’re taking.”

Derek’s breath cracked, his gaze locked onto Lena’s body—the way she arched beneath him, the way her hands gripped his shoulders, the way her thighs squeezed around his waist.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

Lena’s pussy clenched at the sound. At the way he was looking at her. Like she was his. Like he already owned her. And God help her, she wanted him to.

The storm raged outside, but the space between them was silent—still—breathless. Vincent knelt behind her, his fingers tracing the dip of her waist before sliding higher, his touch light as he brushed the blindfold from her eyes. The sudden absence of darkness was a shock, but she didn’t look up. She didn’t look away from Derek’s heat. Instead, she turned, her lips finding Vincent’s in a kiss that was slow, sensual, her fingers curling around Derek’s wrist, guiding his hand back to her breast. His touch was rough now, desperate, his thumb rolling over her nipple as he finally let go of the last of his restraint.

“Harder,” Lena gasped against Vincent’s lips, her fingers threading through Derek’s hair. “I want to feel you.”

Derek’s hips jerked forward, his cock pressing against her entrance. Vincent chuckled, his hands sliding around her waist, pinning her against Derek’s length.

“You two,” he murmured, his lips brushing her ear. “Are too eager.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her nails digging into Derek’s shoulders. “Maybe we aren’t—”

“No,” Vincent corrected, his fingers brushing her hip before sliding lower, his touch electric—teasing—wrong. Like he was daring both of them to break before it was time. “Not yet.”

Derek’s jaw clenched, his fingers tightening in her hair, his voice a growl: “Please—”

Vincent’s laughter was dark, dangerous. “Such a pretty sound that comes from you.”

Lena’s pussy clenched again, the wait painful—delicious—perfect. And then Vincent’s fingers were inside her. She gasped, her back arching as he stretched her open, his touch knowing—expert—everything she wanted to be. Derek’s cock twitched against her, his fingers tangling in her hair as he pushed her farther, until she was sinking onto him again, Vincent’s fingers plunging deeper.

“Fuck—fuck—” Derek’s voice was a broken thing, his hips jerking forward, his cock filling her, owning her, Vincent’s fingers teasing between them, like he was daring her to come first. Like he was daring Derek to break again.

Rain hammered against the windows above them, but the pressure building between Lena’s thighs was worse—hotter—more desperate. She wanted them both. She needed them both. And Vincent—God, Vincent—was deliberately torturing her, his fingers circling her clit, light as a feather, tormenting her with every pass. Derek’s mouth was on hers again, his kiss frantic, his hands gripping her hair like he was holding her together, like he was fighting to stay.

“Please—” She gasped against his lips, her fingers sliding over Vincent’s shoulder, her nails digging into his skin. “I—I need—”

Vincent’s fingers halted, his grin wicked against her ear. “What? Tell me exactly what you need, sweetheart.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her hips rocking against Derek’s cock, the stretch perfect—too perfect. She wanted more. Wanted them both to be inside her, to fill her, to ruin her in the same breath.

“You—” she whispered, her voice raw. “Both of you—”

Vincent’s fingers disappeared, leaving her empty—aching. “Not yet.”

Derek groaned, his hands shaking as he gripped her hips. “I can’t—”

“You will,” Vincent commanded, his voice a growl as he forced Derek’s head back, his fingers tracing the line of Lena’s waist before sliding lower, lower, until they found her again.

But this time, his touch was ruthless. His fingers were inside her, plunging—stroking—rubbing—at the same time Derek’s cock pounded into her, his breath ragged, his hips jerking forward with every thrust.

“Fuck—fuck—” Derek’s voice was a plea, a prayer, the words torn from his chest as Vincent’s fingers twisted inside her, his thumb brushing her clit in a rhythm that matched Derek’s thrusts.

Lena’s world shattered around her. Her orgasm ripped through her, her pussy clenching around Derek’s cock, Vincent’s fingers, everything—her breath hitched, her head falling back as she came, her skin slicked with sweat, her body trembling beneath them.

“Lena—fuck—” Derek’s voice was a broken thing, his cock pulsing inside her, his release spilling as Vincent’s fingers left her, his mouth crashing against hers in a kiss that swallowed her gasp.

For a long moment, there was nothing but the sound of their ragged breathing, the way Derek’s chest heaved against hers, the way Vincent’s fingers tangled in her hair, holding her in place.

And then Vincent’s voice cut through the haze of pleasure, rough—dark—possessive. “Turn around,” he commanded, his fingers brushing the curve of her waist before forcing her to face him. “Now.”

The second Derek’s cock pulled out of her, Lena’s body ached—empty—desperate. Vincent’s fingers closed around her throat, his grip tight—not painful—but commanding. She obeyed, turning, her ass pressed against Derek’s cock, her back leaning into Vincent’s body.

“Watch,” Vincent murmured, his fingers tracing the length of her spine before sliding down, brushing the curve of her waist. His cock was hot—hard—impatient—already pressed against her back, demanding entrance.

Lena didn’t look away. She didn’t look at Derek. She looked at Vincent instead, the way his fingers tangled in her hair, the way his mouth hovered over hers, the way his gaze seared into hers, burning with every secret they’d ever kept.

“You’re mine,” he murmured.

The words sank into her skin. She pulsed around his touch. And then Derek’s fingers tightened around her hips, forcing her back onto his cock. The stretch was perfect—delicious—her world folding around him as Vincent’s fingers tangled between her legs, stroking—rubbing—teasing—his cock pressing against her entrance.

She gasped, her body caught between them, Derek’s fingers digging into her skin, Vincent’s touch electric—demanding—everything.

“Fuck—both—” she whispered.

Vincent’s laugh was dark—throaty—possessive. “That’s the idea, sweetheart.”

And then he was inside her. Derek’s cock was deep—pulsing—filling her, Vincent’s length plunging after, his fingers brushing her clit as Derek’s hips lunged forward. She was full—stretched—used—abandoned—and she loved it.

“Fuck—fuck—” Derek’s voice was a plea, a prayer, his fingers tightening in her skin, his hips rocking forward, his cock twisting inside her.

“Harder,” Lena breathed, her voice barely audible, her nails digging into the bedding, her body trembling between them.

Vincent obeyed, his hips lunging forward, his cock filling her, stroking—brushing—rubbing—against Derek’s length, his fingers twisting inside her, demanding more.

“Fuck—Lena—” Derek’s voice was a broken thing, his cock pulsing inside her, his release spilling as Vincent’s fingers left her, his mouth crashing against hers in a kiss that swallowed her gasp, his body collapsing over hers.

For a long moment, there was nothing but the sound of their ragged breathing, the way Derek’s chest heaved against hers, the way Vincent’s fingers tangled in her hair, holding her in place.

And then the storm quieted, the yacht settling beneath them as Vincent’s grip tightened, his voice rough—broken—possessing her in the only way he ever had. “You’re not going to ask us to stop, are you?”

Lena’s breath hitched—not at his touch, not at the way his fingers tangled in her hair, not at the way Derek’s cock still pulsed against the back of her thigh. She wasn’t going to ask them to stop. She was going to beg. Because she was ruined—ruined for any other man, for any other touch. Ruined for the idea of not having them both, of not feeling Derek’s hands on her skin, of not feeling Vincent’s fingers tracing the dip of her waist.

“Please—” she whispered.

Vincent’s fingers tightened around her throat, his grip possessive—demanding—his. “What?” he murmured.

His cock was still hard—thick—impatient—pressed against her entrance, daring her to sink onto him again. Derek’s fingers trembled against her skin, his breath hot—need—desperation—against her sweat-slicked neck.

“Please don’t stop,” she gasped.

The words hung in the air, heavy—full—hungry. Derek’s breath hitched, his fingers tightening around her hips. “I—I didn’t—”

Vincent’s fingers brushed the curve of Lena’s waist, his touch light—teasing—wrong. “You know you’re not allowed to speak.”

Lena’s pussy clenched, the threat of his words dark—throbbing—delicious. “Then fuck me until I can.”

Vincent laughed, the sound dark—throaty—perfect. And then he did. His fingers closed around her hips, forcing her back onto his cock, Derek’s groin pressing against her back, his fingers tracing the curve of her breast. Lena gasped, her head falling back as Vincent’s length filled her, stroking—twisting—brushing—against Derek’s cock, the stretch perfect—painful—everything.

“Fuck—both—” she gasped.

“Exactly how much of that can you take?” Vincent murmured, his fingers brushing her waist—teasing—promising—his cock plunging inside her, Derek’s length filling her.

“All of it,” Lena breathed.

Derek groaned, his hands fisting in her hair, his fingers tracing the curve of her breast. “I—I didn’t—”

“You know the rules, architect,” Vincent purred, his fingers brushing the curve of her waist, his hips lunging forward, his cock filling her, stroking—twisting—rubbing—against Derek’s length.

She gasped—moaned—ached—her pussy clenching around them, her body trembling between them. And then they were—both—inside—filling—using—her as the rain pounded against the windows above them, the storm a distant echo of the one between them.

Derek’s fingers tightened in her hair. Vincent’s brushed the curve of her breast. And Lena sank—sank—sank—into the depths of their pleasure, the weight of their bodies perfect—heavy—ruined—on hers.




Chapter 4

The storm had passed.

But the wreckage it left behind was still very much alive.

Lena woke to the sound of rain pattering against the deck above, the yacht swaying gently beneath her. The cabin was dim, the lanterns guttering low, casting long shadows across the walls. She was alone.

For the first time in what felt like years, she was *truly* alone.

Her body ached in the best possible way—every muscle, every nerve, every inch of her skin still humming with the ghost of their touches. She sat up slowly, her fingers trailing over the sheets, still warm from their bodies. The scent of salt and sweat clung to the air, thick and intoxicating.

The door creaked open.

She didn’t turn.

She didn’t have to.

She could *feel* him before she saw him—the way the air shifted, the way her pulse stuttered, the way her breath caught in her throat like she’d been drowning and he was the one pulling her back to the surface.

“You’re awake,” Derek’s voice was rough, gravelly, like he’d been shouting into the wind. Or like he’d been fighting to keep his voice steady.

Lena exhaled, slow and deliberate, her fingers curling into the sheets. “Did you think I wouldn’t be?”

He didn’t answer.

She could hear him moving, the soft rustle of fabric, the creak of the floorboards. Then his hand was on her shoulder, *light*, but *insistent*, turning her toward him.

She let him.

Because she wanted to see him.

Because she wanted to *remember* the way his eyes had looked when he’d been inside her, when he’d been *ruined* by her just as much as she’d been ruined by him.

His shirt was unbuttoned, the fabric hanging open to reveal the smooth, heated skin of his chest. His hair was damp, sticking to his forehead, his jaw shadowed with stubble. He looked like he’d been *fought* with, *used*, *wanted*.

And God help her, she wanted to do it all over again.

“You’re staring,” he muttered, his fingers brushing the curve of her waist, *light*, like he was afraid she’d disappear if he gripped her too tightly.

Lena smirked. “And you’re *nervous*.” She leaned forward, her lips brushing the hollow of his throat, her fingers *tracing* the line of his belt. “You’re *terrified*.” Her tongue darted out, tasting the salty sweat on his skin.

Derek’s throat bobbed. “I’m not—”

“Liar.” Lena sat up straighter, her fingers tracing the hard lines of his abdomen as she spoke. “You’re *terrified* of what this means.” She pressed her lips to his chest, her teeth grazing the skin over his heart. “Of what *I* mean.”

Derek’s fingers tightened on her waist, pulling her closer, his breath ragged against her ear. “I don’t know what any of this means.”

“That’s the point,” Lena whispered, her fingers sliding lower, unbuckling his belt with deliberate slowness. “We’re not supposed to know. We’re just supposed to *feel*.”

Derek groaned as her fingers worked the button of his jeans, the sound raw and desperate. “Lena—”

“Shh.” Lena pushed him gently, guiding him to sit on the edge of the bed. “Let me take care of you.” Her fingers wrapped around his cock, already half-hard, already weeping with need. “Just like you took care of me.”

The door creaked open again.

Vincent stepped into the cabin, his presence *dominating*—*possessive*—*irresistible*. He was dressed in black, his shirt *unbuttoned* just enough to reveal the *tanned* skin of his chest, his pants *molded* to his hips, his boots *polished* to a shine.

He looked *dangerous*.

He looked *delicious*.

He looked *like* he’d been *waiting* for this moment.

For *her*.

For *them*.

Lena’s fingers *stilled* on Derek’s cock, her eyes locked onto Vincent’s as he approached, the floorboards creaking under his weight.

“Don’t stop on my account,” Vincent’s voice was *rough*—*dark*—*possessive*. He stopped behind Derek, his hands resting on Derek’s shoulders, his eyes never leaving Lena’s. “I was just coming to check on you.”

Derek stiffened under their combined gazes, his cock twitching in Lena’s grip. “Vincent—”

“Architect,” Vincent murmured, his fingers tracing slowly up Derek’s neck, *possessive*—*claiming*. “Be quiet.”

Lena’s pussy *clenched*, the *threat* of his presence *dark*—*throbbing*—*delicious*. She resumed her slow strokes on Derek’s cock, her eyes locked onto Vincent’s, a silent challenge. “You’re too late.” Her thumb swiped over the head, spreading the precum, her gaze daring him to intervene.

Vincent’s fingers *tightened* on Derek’s shoulders. “Am I?” His other hand reached out, *light*, *teasing*, tracing the curve of Lena’s jaw. “Because it looks like you’re both exactly where I want you to be.”

Derek’s breath hitched, his fingers gripping the edge of the bed until his knuckles turned white. “Vincent, I don’t think—”

“Why don’t you let me do the thinking for once?” Vincent’s voice was a low rumble, *dominant*—*demanding*. His fingers left Lena’s face to trace the line of her collarbone, then lower, his thumb brushing over the hard peak of her nipple through the thin fabric of her nightgown. “Unless you’re saying no?”

Lena’s pussy *clenched*, the *threat* of his words *dark*—*throbbing*—*delicious*. “I’m not saying no.” Her hand moved faster on Derek’s cock, her eyes never leaving Vincent’s. “I’m saying *more*.”

Vincent’s fingers *tightened* on Derek’s shoulders, his eyes darkening with something a lot like hunger. “Is that so?” He leaned down, his lips brushing the shell of Derek’s ear. “Because I think our architect here is about to lose his mind.”

Derek’s hips bucked involuntarily, a low groan escaping his lips. “Fuck, Lena—”

“That’s the idea,” Lena murmured, her free hand sliding up Derek’s thigh, her fingers tracing the sensitive skin behind his balls. “Just relax. Let us take care of you.”

Vincent’s fingers traced the line of Derek’s jaw, turning his face toward his own. “Is that what you want? For us to take care of you?”

Derek’s eyes were wide, dark with need and uncertainty. “I—I don’t know what I want.”

“That’s okay,” Vincent whispered, his thumb brushing over Derek’s lower lip. “I know what we all want.” His eyes flicked to Lena, then back to Derek. “And I’m going to give it to you.”

Vincent’s fingers finally dropped to Lena’s shoulder, turning her slightly, his eyes locking onto hers. “Come here.”

Lena hesitated for only a moment before climbing to her knees, releasing Derek’s cock to face Vincent properly.

“You’re so beautiful,” Vincent murmured, his hand cupping her cheek, his thumb tracing her lower lip. “I want to see you come apart.”

Lena’s pussy *clenched*, the *promise* of his words *dark*—*throbbing*—*delicious*. “Then watch.” She leaned forward, her lips brushing his, *light*, *teasing*. “But I’m not doing it alone.”

Vincent’s fingers *tightened* in her hair, pulling her back just enough to look into her eyes. “Who said you would be?” His other hand gripped the back of Derek’s neck, turning his face to theirs. “Kiss her.”

Derek’s eyes widened, but he obeyed, his lips meeting Lena’s in a hesitant, tentative kiss that Vincent seemed to approve of.

“Good.” Vincent’s voice was rough with satisfaction. “Now, Lena, I want you to ride him.” He guided her toward Derek, his hands on her hips, positioning her so she was straddling Derek’s lap. “Show him how much you want him.”

Lena’s pussy *clenched*, the *threat* of his words *dark*—*throbbing*—*delicious*. She reached down, guiding Derek’s cock to her entrance, her eyes locked onto Vincent’s as she slowly, deliberately, lowered herself onto him.

“Fuck,” Derek breathed out, his hands gripping her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh.

Lena moaned, her head falling back as she sank down completely, taking him deep inside her. “God, you feel so good.”

Vincent’s fingers traced the curve of her spine, then lower, *brushing* the sensitive spot where their bodies joined. “You look so beautiful like this.” He leaned forward, his teeth grazing her earlobe. “Now ride him. Make him come.”

Lena obeyed, her hips beginning to move with a slow, deliberate rhythm, her eyes locked onto Vincent’s as she ground down onto Derek, her clit rubbing against the base of his cock with each movement.

“That’s it,” Vincent murmured, his fingers tracing the line of Derek’s jaw, *possessive*—*claiming*. “Watch her. Watch how she takes you.”

Derek’s eyes were wide, dark with need, his hands on Lena’s hips, guiding her movements. “Fuck, she’s so tight.”

Vincent’s fingers *tightened* on Derek’s jaw. “Tell her that. Tell her how much you love her pussy.” His eyes locked onto Lena’s. “He wants to hear it, don’t you, architect?”

Derek’s breath hitched. “I—I love your pussy, Lena.” His voice was raw, desperate. “You feel amazing.”

Lena’s pussy *clenched*, the *promise* of his words *dark*—*throbbing*—*delicious*. “That’s right. Tell me everything.” She rode him harder, faster, her breath coming in short gasps. “Tell me how you’re going to make me come.”

Vincent’s fingers traced the line of Lena’s jaw, turning her face toward his. “Is that what you want? For him to make you come?” His thumb *brushed* her lower lip. “Or do you want me to do it?”

Lena’s pussy *clenched*, the *threat* of his words *dark*—*throbbing*—*delicious*. “Both. I want both of you.” She leaned forward, her lips brushing Vincent’s, *light*, *teasing*. “I want you to watch him make me come. I want you to tell me how beautiful I am when I fall apart.”

Vincent’s fingers *tightened* in her hair, pulling her back just enough to look into her eyes. “I’ll do better than that.” He reached down, his fingers *brushing* her clit, the touch *electric*—*demanding*—*irresistible*. “I’ll make sure you don’t forget a single second of it.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her hips stuttering as Vincent’s fingers began to work in earnest, *circling*—*teasing*—*tormenting* her clit with a skill that made her see stars. “God, yes. Don’t stop.”

“Never,” Vincent murmured, his eyes locked onto hers as his fingers moved in time with her hips. “You’re so wet for us. So slick and ready to come.”

Derek’s hips bucked beneath her, his hands gripping her ass, pulling her down harder, deeper. “Fuck, I’m going to come.”

“Not yet,” Vincent commanded, his fingers *tightening* on Lena’s clit, his voice rough with authority. “Wait for her. Make sure she comes first.”

Lena’s pussy *clenched*, the *promise* of his words *dark*—*throbbing*—*delicious*. She was so close, the pressure building, the pleasure coiling tight in her gut. “I’m almost there. I’m so close.”

“Good girl.” Vincent’s fingers moved faster, more insistently, *circling*—*teasing*—*tormenting* her clit until she was trembling on the edge. “Come for us. Show us how good we make you feel.”

Lena’s breath came in short gasps, her hips grinding down onto Derek, her clit rubbing against Vincent’s fingers until the pleasure became too much to bear. With a cry, she came, her pussy clenching around Derek’s cock, her body trembling with the force of her release.

“Fuck,” Derek groaned, his hips bucking as he finally gave in, spilling deep inside her with a low moan.

Lena collapsed against Derek’s chest, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm. Vincent’s fingers *left* her clit, tracing the line of her spine instead, *possessive*—*claiming*.

“You were beautiful,” Vincent murmured, his lips brushing the back of her neck. “Absolutely breathtaking.”

Lena turned her head, her lips meeting Vincent’s in a slow, deep kiss. “Thank you.” She pulled back just enough to look into his eyes. “Now it’s your turn.”

Vincent’s fingers *tightened* on the back of her neck. “I don’t think so.” He stood, his eyes locked onto hers, a slow, wicked smile playing on his lips. “I think we’re just getting started.”

The rain had stopped, but the storm inside was only beginning.




Chapter 5

The cabin smelled like storm-whipped salt and the lingering sweetness of sex, a scent Lena swore she would never forget. The blindfold had long since disappeared, but the world outside the porthole was blindingly bright now—daylight breaking through the chaos the night had wrought. The yacht cut a smooth, relentless path across the water, the waves humming beneath her like the aftershocks of something long since torn free.

She sat up slowly, her bare skin catching the cool edge of the bedsheets as she peeled them from her body. Every inch of her was *marked*—a mix of dried come, faint bruises from fingers digging too deep, and the phantom heat of mouths that had worshipped her all night. Vincent’s touch, slow and deliberate, lingered in the curve of her waist. Daniel’s kisses had left her lips swollen, her throat aching with the weight of his hands. But it was *him*—the man who had haunted her dreams long before the storm, long before the secrets of this yacht—that made her pussy clench with fresh, traitorous need.

The door wasn’t closed.

Never had been.

It hung slightly ajar, as if daring her to step beyond it, to see what was left of the wreckage once the night’s passion had burned itself out.

She did.

The morning air bit at her exposed skin—no dress, no lace panties to shield her. Only the soft, damp fabric of Daniel’s discarded shirt, the one she’d found half-tucked beneath the sofa, the one that still smelled like the storm and the three of them tangled together.

The deck was slick with mist, the sky a bruised gray, the sea beyond it a churning, restless thing that looked nothing like the glassy calm she had first seen.

Lena’s fingers trailed over the railing, the cold metal sending sparks up her arms. She could *feel* them before she saw them—two sets of footsteps, heavy with something she couldn’t name—not just sleep, not just desire, but something heavier, something that hadn’t been there last night.

Darius stepped out first, his black leather pants still immaculate despite the storm’s fury. He leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, his gaze sweeping over her with the lazy satisfaction of a man who knew exactly what he’d left behind.

“You’re *always* the most interesting one,” he drawled, his voice rough with the kind of sleep that tasted like whiskey and restraint. “The quiet little blogger. The one who *lets* us break her.”

Lena smiled, slow and deliberate, her fingers tightening around the edge of the railing. “You didn’t *break* me.”

Darius raised an eyebrow, his smirk darkening. “No?” He stepped closer, the scent of his cologne—leather and smoke—clashing with the storm’s musk. “Then what the hell was that *sound* I heard?”

Marcus followed him, barefoot and bare-chested, his own clothes strewn across the deck behind him like discarded promises. His fingers brushed her shoulder lightly, sending a jolt through her that wasn’t just pleasure. “I think,” he murmured, his voice smooth, “she was *finding her voice*.”

Darius’s gaze burned into hers, his fingers suddenly wrapping around her wrist, pulling her hand away from the railing. “You were *screaming* for someone’s cock,” he corrected, his grip firm but not cruel. “Just like you were supposed to.”

Lena’s breath hitched. She wasn’t supposed to—*not any of it*. Not the way Daniel’s hands had trembled as he pulled her against him, not the way Marcus’s fingers had tangled in her hair. Not the way they had *shared* her like she was a prize neither of them dared take for themselves.

“Maybe she *liked* it,” Vincent said, stepping beside her now, his fingers tracing the curve of her spine as if *owning* her all over again. “Maybe she liked being *taken*.”

Darius’s fingers tightened, his thumb *brushing* along the pulse point at her wrist. “Maybe.”

Lena arched into his touch, her body betraying her—the way it always seemed to when he was near. The idea of it—of him, of Daniel, of Vincent—pushing her further than she’d ever been before. “Or,” she whispered, “maybe I *chose* it.”

The air between them *shifted*—not just the storm’s breeze, but something heavier, something that made Darius’s fingers still.

“You’re *testing* us,” he murmured, his thumb pressing just a little harder.

Lena’s pussy *clenched*, slick with fresh arousal. “Am I?”

Vincent’s fingers slid lower, *brushing* the hem of Daniel’s shirt where it clung to her hips. “You know what happens when you test us.”

She did.

Last night had been a blur of hands and mouths, of lips demanding things she didn’t know she needed—until she did. The way they had *fed* on her, the way they had *shared* her in a way that left her gasping, her body trembling.

But this morning, with the storm at their backs and the sun at their front, it was different.

She wanted to *own* them.

Not just in the way she’d let them own her—no, this was something deeper, something that had been simmering beneath the surface all along.

Vincent’s fingers *peeled* the fabric from her skin, his touch *light*—*teasing*—*tormenting*, until the shirt dropped to the deck, leaving her bare in the sunlight, in their gazes.

Darius exhaled, slow and deliberate, his fingers *sliding* down her throat to rest at the hollow where her pulse fluttered. “You’re *still* wet, Lena.”

She was.

For him.

For Daniel’s desperation, for Marcus’s skill, for Vincent’s *kisses*—the kind of kisses that left bruises on her skin.

“And you *know* what that means,” he growled.

She did.

Last night had been rules, restrictions, a game that bent her but never *broke* her. But this morning, with the storm’s wreckage still visible in the creaking planks and the way their hands *trembled* when they touched her—this morning, the walls were gone.

“What should I do about it, Master?” she asked, her voice *soft*—*submissive*—*but daring*.

Darius’s fingers *tightened* in her hair, his head *tilting* toward her until their lips brushed, the scent of salt and sweat and *them*—three men, one woman—thick between them. “You should *do* nothing,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin. “You should *wait*.”

Marcus and Vincent chuckled in unison, a dark, throaty sound that wrapped around her like a promise.

“You should *learn* patience,” Darius continued, his lips *brushing* hers, his fingers *sliding* lower, *teasing* at the waistband of her panties. “Because if you think I’m *done* with you already…”

His fingers *peeled* the lace aside, one, two, three, until it was only his touch, the storm’s breeze, and the way the yacht cut through the dark water that *defined* her.

“…you’re *wrong*.”

Lena whimpered before she could stop herself, her head falling back against the rail as Darius’s fingers found her, *teasing*—*tormenting*—*irresistible*.

And then Daniel was there.

His hands bracketed her waist, his fingers *tracing* the delicate skin as if he were memorizing it all over again. “I don’t *share* well,” he murmured, his lips *brushing* the sensitive skin behind her ear. “Not with *two* of them. Not like that.”

Marcus’s fingers *traced* the edge of his collar, his touch *light*—*teasing*—*tormenting*, until Daniel’s gaze dropped to his.

“You *don’t*?” Marcus asked, his voice smooth, his fingers *sliding* lower, *brushing* the head of Daniel’s cock through his slacks. “And yet, I’m *still* here.”

Darius’s lips *brushed* against hers, his fingers *circling* her clit, *teasing*—*tormenting*—*irresistible*. “And you *let* him.”

Daniel’s breath came in short, sharp gasps, his fingers *digging* into Lena’s waist. “I—”

Lena’s pussy *clenched*, her body arching into Darius’s fingers with a desperate need that had nothing to do with rules or limits. “You *did*.”

Vincent’s fingers *tangled* in her hair now, his lips *brushing* the hollow of her throat. “You liked it.”

She did.

She had *liked* the way Daniel’s hands had shook, the way Marcus’s fingers had tangled in her hair, the way Vincent’s lips had teased her like he was stealing something precious.

“You liked being *used*,” Marcus murmured, his free hand *brushing* down her side, *teasing* until she trembled.

Lena’s fingers *clawed* at the railing, her breath *hot*—*need*—*desperation*—against the cool air. “I *wanted* it.”

The yacht *dipped*—a sharp, sudden movement that caught them all off-guard, just long enough for Darius’s fingers to *plunge* inside her, Daniel’s lips to *crash* against hers, and Vincent’s grip to *tighten* in her hair.

“Fuck,” Daniel groaned against her mouth, his fingers *sliding* over her nipples, *teasing*—*tormenting*—*irresistible*.

Marcus’s teeth *nipped* at her shoulder, his fingers *tracing* the line of her waist. “You *both* want her.”

It wasn’t a question.

And yet, Daniel hesitated, his lips *brushing* against hers like he was afraid to give too much, to *lose* too much in the storm’s wreckage.

Vincent turned her slowly, his fingers *tangling* in her hair until she faced him, her pussy still throbbing with Darius’s fingers. “I don’t *share*,” he murmured, his fingers *sliding* over the sensitive skin of her spine.

Daniel exhaled, slow and deliberate, his hands *dropping* to her hips like he was giving back what had once been his. “Then don’t.”

Vincent’s gaze *darkened*—*throbbing*—*delicious*—his lips *brushing* against the sensitive skin of her neck. “Good girl.”

Daniel’s fingers *brushed* against her shoulder, his fingers *tracing* the curve of her waist. “You *both* want her,” he repeated, his voice rough but not unkind. “But you’re *not* going to *fight* over her.”

The yacht *creaked*—another violent swell rocking them, the sound of it *echoing* against the wood planking as if it agreed.

Marcus chuckled, his fingers *tracing* the waistband of her panties, *peeling* them aside. “If that’s what you *want*, Architect.”

Daniel’s fingers *tightened* in her hips, his breath *hot*—*need*—*desperation*—against her skin. “It’s what I *need*.”

Lena’s pussy *clenched*, her body *aching*—*desperate*—a storm of its own that had nothing to do with the waves outside.

Darius’s fingers *finally* found her again, *brushing* over the sensitive skin of her pussy, *teasing*—*tormenting*—*irresistible*. “And yet,” he murmured, his fingers *sliding* lower, *teasing* her entrance, “you’re *still* here.”

The yacht *dipped*—another sharp, sudden movement that caught them all off-guard, just long enough for Vincent’s finger to *plunge* inside her, for Daniel’s lips to *crash* against her collarbone, and for Marcus to *grip* her hands, *pulling* them above her head.

“Because,” she gasped, her entire body *trembling*—*aching*—*desperate*—“she *lets* us *use* her.”

Marcus’s grip *tightened*—his fingers *digging* into the sensitive skin of her wrists. “Good girl.”

The yacht *creaked*—another violent swell rocking them, the sound of it *echoing* against the wood as if it was a living thing, *feeling* their need, our *want*.

“Are you *sure*?” Daniel asked, his lips *brushing* the edge of her panties.

Lena’s pussy *clenched*—her body *aching*—*desperate*—for Daniel’s cock.

“No,” Darius murmured, his fingers *teasing* her clit, *tormenting*—*irresistible*. “But she *is*.”

Marcus leaned forward, his lips *brushing* against the sensitive skin behind her ear. “Then *prove* it.”

Daniel hesitated, his fingers *tracing* the curve of her waist. “What do you *want*?”

Lena’s pussy *clenched*—her body *aching*—*desperate*—for *all* of them.

“You,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need, with *want*. “*Together*.”

Daniel’s fingers *tightened* in her hips, his gaze *locked* onto hers. “No *rules*?”

The yacht *creaked*—another violent swell rocking them, the sound of it *echoing* as if it was *waiting*.

“No *limits*,” Marcus murmured, his fingers *tracing* the line of her panties, *teasing*—*tormenting*.

Daniel exhaled, slow and deliberate, his fingers *peeling* her panties aside, one, two, three, until her *bare pussy* was revealed in the sunlight, in their gazes.

“Then *take* her.”

Marcus’s fingers *tightened* in her wrists, his lips *brushing* against her shoulder. “*Now*.”

Vincent’s finger *pushed* inside her again, *teasing*—*tormenting*—*irresistible*—his thumb *circling* her clit.

“Fuck,” Daniel growled, his fingers *tracing* the delicate skin of her inner thigh, *teasing*—*tormenting*—*irresistible*, until he finally *knelt* before her, his cock *free* from his slacks, *throbbing*—*aching*—*desperate*—for her.

Lena’s breath hitched as he *traced* his fingers up her waist, *brushing* the underside of her breast, *teasing*—*tormenting*—*irresistible*, until he *gripped* her hips, *pulling* her closer, his lips *brushing* over her clit before he *sucked*, his tongue *teasing*—*tormenting*—*irresistible*—until she *gasped*, her fingers *clawing* at the railing.

“You *both* want her,” Darius murmured, his fingers *tracing* the delicate skin of her inner thigh, *teasing*—*tormenting*—*irresistible*, until Daniel’s gaze *locked* onto his, as if pleading for permission, as if begging for *what came next*.

Lena’s pussy *clenched*—her body *aching*—*desperate*—for Vincent’s cock.

Marcus’s grip *tightened*—his fingers *digging* into the sensitive skin of her wrists, *teasing*—*tormenting*—*irresistible*, as Vincent’s cock *pushed* inside her, *teasing*—*tormenting*—*irresistible*—his fingers *tangling* in her hair.

“Fuck,” Daniel groaned, his fingers *squeezing* her hips as Vincent’s cock *filled* her, *stretching*—*aching*—*delicious*—the sensation of it *echoing* against the sound of the storm.

“You *both* want her,” Darius repeated, his voice rough with *want*—*need*—*desperation*—as if he were *testing* them, as if he were *watching* them, memorizing the way they *trembled*—the way they *wanted*—the way they *craved* each other.

Daniel’s tongue *flicked* over her clit again—*teasing*—*tormenting*—*irresistible*—his fingers *sliding* over her hips, *brushing* the waistband of her panties.

“Take her,” Darius whispered, his fingers *tracing* the delicate skin of her inner thigh, *teasing*—*tormenting*—*delicious*—until Vincent *pushed* deeper, until Daniel *sucked* louder, until Lena *gasped*—*ached*—*desperate*—for them.

The yacht *creaked*—another violent swell rocking them, the sound of it *echoing* as if it were *waiting*—*watching*—*wanting* something more than just the storm.

“Take her *together*.”

Lena’s breath hitched—her pussy *clenching*, her body *aching*—*desperate*—for *all* of them, for *no one*, for the way they *wanted* her, the way they *craved* her, the way they *needed* her.

Daniel’s fingers *tightened* in her waist—*aching*—*desperate*—he *pulled* her closer, his lips *brushing*—*teasing*—*tormenting*—her clit as Darius’s fingers *tangled* in her hair, *pulling* her head back, his lips *brushing*—*teasing*—*tormenting*—her neck.

And then Vincent *pushed*—*aching*—*desperate*—his cock *filling* her, *stretching*—*irresistible*, the sound of his groan *echoing* against the storm’s fury.

“Fuck,” Daniel growled, his fingers *tracing* the delicate skin of her inner thigh, *teasing*—*tormenting*—*irresistible*, until Marcus’s fingers *dropped*—his lips *brushing*—*teasing*—*tormenting*—her clit, his tongue *flicking*—*filling*—*irresistible*—the sound of her gasps *echoing* against the storm’s fury.

Lena *whimpered*—her body *aching*—*desperate*—for *both* of them, her pussy *clenching*—*stretching*—*filling*—as the yacht *creaked*—*dipping*—*rocking*—the storm within her *echoing* against the storm outside.

“Fuck,” she gasped, her fingers *clawing* at the railing—*aching*—*desperate*—not just for release, but for *this*—for the way they *wanted* her, for the way they *craved* her, for the way they *needed* her.

Darius’s grip *tightened*—his fingers *digging* into the sensitive skin of her wrists, *teasing*—*tormenting*—*irresistible*, as his lips *brushed*—*teasing*—*tormenting*—her shoulder.

“You want *this*,” he growled, his voice *rough*—*hot*—*desperate*—against her skin, against the storm’s fury.

“Yes,” she gasped, her fingers *clawing* at the railing—*aching*—*desperate*—her pussy *clenching*—*stretching*—*filling*—as the yacht *creaked*—*dipping*—*rocking*—the storm within her *echoing* against the storm outside.

Daniel’s lips *brushed*—*flicking*—*teasing*—her clit again, his fingers *tracing*—*brushing*—*aching*—the delicate skin of her inner thigh, his cock *throbbing*—*aching*—*desperate*—against her skin.

And then Marcus’s fingers *pushed*—*aching*—*desperate*—his cock *filling* her, *stretching*—*irresistible*—the sound of her gasps *echoing* against the storm’s fury.

“Fuck,” she gasped, her fingers *clawing*—*aching*—*desperate*—at the railing, her pussy *clenching*—*stretching*—*filling*—as the yacht *creaked*—*dipping*—*rocking*—the storm within her *echoing* against the storm outside.

Darius’s grip *tightened*—his fingers *digging*—*aching*—*desperate*—into the sensitive skin of her wrists, his lips *brushed*—*teasing*—*tormenting*—her shoulder, as the storm within her *built*—*aching*—*desperate*—*irresistible*.

And then it *happened*—her body *shuddering*—*aching*—*desperate*—as her orgasm *crashed* down on her, her pussy *clenching*—*stretching*—*filling*—as the yacht *creaked*—*dipping*—*rocking*—the storm outside mirroring the storm within.

“Fuck—!” Daniel groaned, his fingers *tightening*—*aching*—*desperate*—in her waist, his cock *throbbing*—*aching*—*desperate*—against her skin, as his release *spilled*—a hot, heavy *desperation*—against her thigh.

Marcus’s fingers *tightened*—*aching*—*desperate*—in her hair, his lips *brushing*—*teasing*—*tormenting*—her shoulder, as his cock *pulsed*—*aching*—*desperate*—his release *spilling*—a hot, heavy *desperation*—against her thigh.

Vincent’s fingers *tightened*—*aching*—*desperate*—in her pussy, *teasing*—*tormenting*—*irresistible*—his cock *throbbing*—*aching*—*desperate*—as his release *filled* her, *spilling*—a hot, heavy *desperation*—against the storm within her.

Lena’s body *trembled*—*aching*—*desperate*—in their arms, her pussy *clenching*—*stretching*—*filling*—as the storm *passed*—leaving only the wreckage *alive* in her, in *them*.

Marcus *pulled* her back, his lips *brushing*—*teasing*—*tormenting*—her shoulder. “You’re *mine*,” he murmured, his fingers *tracing*—*brushing*—*teasing*—the delicate skin of her inner thighs.

Darius *pulled* her back further, his grip *tight*—*aching*—*desperate*—in her hair. “Just *wait*,” he murmured, his lips *brushing*—*teasing*—*tormenting*—her shoulder.

Vincent *pulled* her back last, his fingers *tracing*—*brushing*—*teasing*—the delicate skin of her spine, his lips *brushing*—*teasing*—*tormenting*—her shoulder. “And *see* what happens when you *play* the storm.”

The yacht *cut* through the calm water, the storm’s fury now a memory—a *wreckage*—left alive in her.

And as the sunlight *broke*—*aching*—*desperate*—through the clouds, Lena knew—*this*—it was just the beginning.
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