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Chapter 1

The *Daring Dawn* cut through the Mediterranean waves like a blade of polished steel, her engines a low, hungry growl beneath Lira’s fingertips as she gripped the rail, the wind whipping at her hair and the thin straps of her sundress. The dress—purchased just for tonight—clung to her in all the right ways, the fabric sliding against her skin as if the world itself couldn’t resist the curve of her hips, the dip of her waist, the way her breasts swelled with each breath. She had never worn a dress like this before. Never *wanted* to.

The air smelled of salt and something darker, richer—a scent that clung to the back of her throat and made her stomach dip in a way that had nothing to do with the yacht’s momentum. Below deck, laughter and murmurs pulsed through the walls, the sound of a party already in full swing—guests who had been carefully vetted, selected for their tastes, their appetites. The yacht’s owner had made that much clear in the invitation. *No strings. No judgment. Just pleasure.*

Lira had spent the last three months preparing herself for this night. And yet, as the sun bled into the horizon, painting the sky in streaks of gold and violet, she felt like a child stepping into a forbidden room, her pulse hammering in her throat, her fingers twitching with the urge to adjust the hem of her dress. She shouldn’t be nervous. *She shouldn’t.* But her body betrayed her with a treacherous flush of heat, her nipples tightening beneath the dress, betraying her to the whole world.

And then *he* was beside her.

Rook.

She hadn’t expected him to approach so soon after they’d boarded. His presence had been a background hum during the cocktail hour in Monaco, a dark, commanding force in the corner of the room where the other guests gathered, his laughter low and rough, his hands always finding something to touch. Something to *own.* She had watched him from the periphery, her body already tightening at the sight of his broad shoulders, the way his sleeves—rolled to his elbows—hugged his forearms.

"*"You look nervous,"* he murmured, his voice a dark velvet purr that slid over her skin.

She turned, the movement automatic, and found him watching her—his eyes tracing every inch of her exposed throat, her collarbones, the way her fingers trembled around the stem of her champagne flute. *"Am I that obvious?"*

Rook chuckled, the sound vibrating through her like a touch. *"Only to someone who’s spent the last hour wishing you’d stop fidgeting with that dress."*

Her flush deepened. *"What do you expect? I’ve never been invited to something like this before. I don’t even know the first rule."*

*"There are none,"* he said, stepping closer. The wind pushed against his chest, outlining his shirt beneath the fabric, the way his body *moved*—like he was used to owning space, like he was used to taking what he wanted.

She should’ve stepped back. Should’ve let him leave her to her thoughts, her racing pulse. But the champagne—the way it fizzed against her lips, the way it loosened the reins on her inhibitions—had her doing the opposite.

*"You’re… not serious,"* she said, the words breathless even to her own ears.

*"Trying to hide my intentions?"* Rook leaned closer, his cologne a spicy tease against her lungs. His eyes locked onto hers, and she felt it—*him*—like a slow burn. A promise. *"No. But if you’d like to run below and pretend you didn’t hear me ask you to the cabin later, I won’t stop you."*

Her body *tightened.* Below deck, the music throbbed, the bassline a rhythm that echoed in her bones, matched by the *throb* between her thighs. The air was thick with something unspoken, with *want.* She had seen it in the way the guests moved—casual, but not *too* casual. Hands lingering. Lips brushing shoulders. A champagne flute knocked over, fingers tracing the rim of a breast like it was an accident.

*"You’re just full of yourself,"* she said, though her voice lacked its usual bite. Her fingers traced the rim of her flute instead, her mind already wandering, *cheating.*

Rook’s smirk deepened. *"I promise I won’t be alone in the cabin. You’ll have company."*

Her breath hitched. *Company?* Below deck, the music swelled, the sound of a couple laughing drawing her attention, but out of the corner of her eye, her gaze caught on a *different* movement. A man’s hand—long, elegant fingers, the wrist flexing beneath a rolled-up cuff.

Her stomach twisted.

She knew that hand.

Darian.

He had smiled at her tonight, too, like the sun breaking through storm clouds. The way his gaze lingered on her lips just a moment too long when the yacht’s owner had introduced them had left her breathless, her mind replaying the memory even now.

*"Darian,"* she whispered, the name catching on her tongue like a secret, even though she had *just* uttered it.

Rook’s smirk turned triumphant. *"Exactly. And if I have to guess, you’re already thinking about what it’d be like to have both of us… aren’t you?"*

The air between them was thick with the kind of hunger that made her forget how to breathe. The wind died to whisper against her skin, the yacht’s sway a gentle reminder of the world around her—*but* not enough to distract her from the way Rook’s fingers lingered near her thigh, the way Darian’s gaze was dark and heavy when it lifted from the lounge below to meet hers.

*"I—"* she began, then swallowed hard. *"I don’t know."*

Rook’s smirk fell away, replaced by something darker. *"Then let’s find out together."*

Her fingers tightened around the rail. The *Daring Dawn* hummed beneath her, the waves a slow, rhythmic lull. The champagne—still swirling in her veins—made her bold.

Bolder.

*"But I think I want to hear you say that,"* she found herself blurting.

Rook’s smirk returned, sharper now. *"Say what, exactly?"*

Darian appeared at the top of the stairs just then, a fresh champagne flute in each hand. He set them down beside them with deliberate slowness, his eyes never leaving hers. *"You’re safe,"* he murmured, his voice a warm balm over the tremors still gripping her. *"Whatever you decide, we won’t push you. But…"*

The word hung between them, fragile and heavy all at once. *"But?"*

His fingers brushed hers, lingering just a second too long. *"But you’ve been wet for us since the moment the owner introduced me to you. Haven’t you?"*

Lira’s breath caught. *Yes.* She had. Her panties—already damp beneath her dress—were proof of that. The way her body reacted to the way they *looked* at her, the way their voices wrapped around her like a velvet touch.

*"That’s not what you think I’ve done,"* Rook said, cutting her off before she could even consider answering.

Rook’s smirk was back, but this time, his fingers were *definitely* tracing the line of her thigh beneath her dress. She should’ve been scandalized. Should’ve *stopped* him. But her body was already aching—a betrayal she couldn’t ignore.

Darian’s gaze darkened as his fingers tangled with hers, guiding her away from Rook’s thigh. *"She’s *fucking* thinking about it,"* he murmured, his low voice sending shivers down her spine. *"Aren’t you, Lira?"*

She nodded, because *words* were suddenly impossible.

*"Then prove it,"* she dared, her voice stronger now. *"Show me what reckless looks like."*

Rook’s smirk turned almost wicked. *"You’re going to learn."*

His fingers stilled for just a moment, then slid higher, brushing the edge of her panties—*teasing*—before he turned her toward the railing, his hands moving to the sash of her dress. The fabric loosened beneath his touch, the wind catching it, and Lira gasped as the sundress fell open around her, revealing the black lace bra beneath. Her breasts spilled free as the straps tangled around her wrists, the cool air making her nipples tighten into hard peaks.

*"Fuuuck,"* Darian breathed from behind her, his fingers brushing her hair back as his gaze locked onto her exposed skin.

Rook’s hands slid up her sides, his fingers teasing the lace as his mouth found the hollow of her throat. *"You’re already so wet,"* he murmured, his fingers slipping beneath her panties, tracing the dampness between her legs. *"For someone who doesn’t know what reckless feels like, you’re doing a damn good job of *pretening*."*

Her body *ached* for his touch—*for theirs*—but she couldn’t find the words to tell them that. She could only moan, her back arching as Rook’s fingers traced the edge of her clit, her hips pushing back against his palm.

*"Does that scare you?"* Rook asked, his voice rougher now, his breath hot against her ear.

Darian answered before she could. *"Not at all."*

Lira’s knees nearly buckled. She shouldn’t want this. Shouldn’t want *them.* And yet, the way Rook’s fingers slid through her folds, the way Darian’s hand found her hip, steadying her—it was *too much.* And not enough.

*"You’re the one who’s nervous,"* Rook murmured, his fingers trailing higher toward the edge of her panties. *"Not me. Not Darian."*

Darian’s eyes were heavy when they met hers, his fingers still teasing the edge of her bra, like he couldn’t resist touching her. *"We’re not going to hurt you."*

Lira shook her head, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She didn’t want them to *stop.* She wanted—

*"I want you,"* she answered, the words slipping out before she could even think them.

Rook’s smirk was back, sharper now. *"That’s the girl we’re looking for."*

And then his fingers—*hot, demanding*—slid through her slick folds again, his thumb pressing against her clit. Her moan filled the air, her body clenching around his touch. The yacht swayed beneath her, the lights flickering to life, bathing them in a golden glow.

Darian’s fingers tangled with hers, guiding her to Rook’s belt. *"You’re going to let yourself,"* he murmured, his lips brushing her shoulder. *"No one here will hurt you. We just want to know you’re *sure*."*

The words should’ve been reassuring. They weren’t. They were *exhilarating.*

*"That you want *us*,"* Rook corrected, his fingers still teasing her, his body leaning into hers.

Lira’s breath was uneven. Her body was *desperate.* The way Rook’s fingers traced her entrance, the way Darian’s hand found hers, guiding her toward his cock—it was all too much. And yet, she couldn’t *stop.* She didn’t *want* to stop.

*"Yes,"* she panted, her fingers sliding beneath Rook’s belt, finding the zipper of his trousers. *"I want this."*

Rook groaned, his fingers finally slipping inside her, his thumb brushing against her clit. The world narrowed to just his touch, the way her body *ached* for more. And yet—

Darian’s fingers tangled in Rook’s, pressing them harder against her, his mouth finding hers, his tongue sliding against hers with a slow, teasing promise. *"Let us *know* you,"* he murmured, his voice rough and urgent.

She moaned against his lips, her body trembling as Rook’s fingers slid deeper inside her. *"I want this,"* she whispered again, because her body had already betrayed her—*told* them exactly what she wanted before her mind could even form the words.

Rook groaned, his fingers circling her entrance, pressing through her folds as he leaned against her, his cock already hard against her thigh. *"Fucking *perfect,"* he murmured, his fingers teasing her.

Lira’s head was spinning—the champagne, the yacht, the way her body felt *alive,* *needing* like she had never felt before. She wanted—

She wanted *them.*

And as the lights flickered once more, casting a golden glow over the railing behind her, over the sway of the yacht, over the way Rook’s fingers teased and Darian’s lips promised—she realized—she was already lost.

*Perfectly reckless.*

*"Then let’s get started,"* she murmured, because it was the only answer that made sense.

Rook pulled his fingers from her, and the loss was *painful* until Darian’s lips found hers again, his tongue sliding against hers like he was already *taking.* A moan escaped her throat as Rook’s hands tightened on her waist, as Darian’s fingers tangled through the straps of her bra, freeing her breasts once more.

*"You’re sure?"* Rook growled in her ear.

She nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps. *"I want this,"* she answered again, because the words were *true.*

And as Rook’s hand found her breast, his fingers circling her nipple, as Darian’s lips trailed down her spine, she felt it—the *change.* The way her body *reacted* to the touch of two men, the way her mind *ached* for the possibilities that stretched ahead of her.

*No rules. No regrets.*

Just pleasure.




Chapter 2

The wind whispered against the black silk straps of her bra as Lira stood pressed between Rook and Darian, her body trembling—not from fear, but from the electric current of anticipation arcing between them. The railing warmed beneath her palms, the chilled metal against hers a stark contrast to the burning heat of the two men flanking her. Rook’s fingers still teased the lace, his touch light as a breath, but it sent a shiver cascading down her spine that made her tremble with need. The way he looked at her—like he could read her thoughts, like he knew—made her breath hitch. And Darian… Darian’s hands were still on her, steady, possessive, as if he were afraid she might bolt at any second. But she wasn’t.

She wanted this.

*God, she wanted this.*

The sway of the yacht beneath her was intoxicating, the gentle motion of the water a lullaby to her senses. The lights below flickered like stars reflected on glass, the murmur of voices and laughter growing louder now that they had pulled her toward the upper deck. She was exposed, her body stretched between them, the cool wind brushing against her bare skin, her hardened nipples, the slickness already pooling between her thighs.

"Take off her panties," Rook ordered in a low, rough voice, his fingers already tugging at the lace beneath her waist.

Darian didn’t hesitate. His fingers worked quickly, deftly, peeling the damp fabric away before it even pooled to the floor. Lira’s breath caught as the air hit her naked pussy, the coarse metal of the railing abrasive against her backside as she leaned forward.

"Fucking perfect," Rook growled, his thumb pressing hard against her clit before sliding down to circle her entrance. "Already wet for us. Already telling us what she wants."

Lira moaned, her hips pushing back into his touch, her fingers clenching around the railing. Darian’s hand found her throat, cupping it lightly, his thumb brushing against her racing pulse. "Look at me," he murmured, his dark eyes locked onto hers, intense, unyielding.

She couldn’t look away.

Not from Darian’s ravaged hunger, not from Rook’s feral possession. She was caught, ensnared by their gazes, their hands, their breath, the heat of their bodies pressing against hers. She had expected the night to bring her something. She hadn’t imagined it would feel like this—like a thunderclap of desire, like her body was fracturing from need, like she was drowning in the sensation of being wanted.

Rook growled low, his fingers teasing her entrance, before twisting them inside her. The stretch was agonizingly delicious, her body clenching around his fingers, her walls gripping him like silk. "You’re so fucking tight," he murmured, "but you’ll take us. Won’t you, sweetheart?"

The words were not a question. They were a command. And yet—somehow—she couldn’t refuse.

"Yes," she breathed, "I’ll take you."

Darian’s fingers tightened around her collarbone as Rook’s thumb rubbed slow circles against her clit, his lips kissing the shell of her ear. "Good girl," he praised, his voice a dark purr, "because that’s what you were built for."

Beneath them, the decklights flickered again, and this time, Lira gasped, her body trembling as the warm glow of a single lantern cast long shadows over Rook’s chest, the golden highlights in his dark hair, the way his jaw tightened when she moaned. The sight of him—hers—taut and rough, his fingers filling her, his thumb teasing her, made her pulse hammer.

Darian exhaled sharply, his fingers stroking the sensitive skin between her breasts. "You’re milk for us, aren’t you?"

His words sent a rush down her spine, her nipples tightening further into hard peaks. She had never wanted to be milked before. Never imagined what it would feel like—raw, desperate, like her body was pleading to be emptied, licked, taken. Rook’s fingers slowly twisted inside her, stretching her, preparing her, as Darian’s thumb brushed her hardening tips.

Then Rook’s lips pressed hard against hers, his tongue plunging deep as Darian’s fingers replaced his teasing thumb, twisting her nipples between his fingers. The sting was surprising, but it only sharpened the ache, the need, the want.

Lira wheezed into Rook’s mouth, her hands sliding up the railing as her body pulsed between them. She couldn’t find words—couldn’t even find thoughts—there was only feeling. The way Rook’s fingers filled her, the way Darian tugged her nipples, the way the wind whipped around her, chilling her sweat-slickened skin, heightening the sensation.

Rook pulled back, his fingers still deep inside her as he watched her with a ravenous hunger. His thumb brushed her clit again, harder this time, and she whimpered, her body shuddering. "I want you to crawl for me," he ordered.

Darian’s hands released her nipples, his lips kissing her shoulder blade as he murmured, "Give him what he wants, love. Show us just how good a girl you are."

Lira didn’t hesitate.

She dropped to her knees, her breath coming in ragged pants as she kissed Rook’s fingers, licking the slickness coating them. "I want to taste you," she said, her voice rough and urgent.

Rook’s smirk deepened as he pulled his fingers free, the pop of his knuckles loud in the air. "You’ll get there," he promised, "taste every fucking inch of me."

Then he unbuckled his belt, the sound of leather sliding free sharp in the air. Lira’s breath hitched as he unzipped his pants, the teeth of the zipper rough against her fingers.

Darian’s fingers tangled in her hair, pulling her chin toward his cock, which was already pressing hard against his trousers. "First, you’ll taste his cock," His voice was a command, a plea, a promise all in one.

She obeyed, her lips brushing the tenting fabric before kissing the head of him through the material. "I want you," she murmured against him, "I want you both."

Rook’s fingers tugged Darian’s waistband down, freeing his hard, flushed cock. The sight of them—both thick and heavy, both veined and glistening with pre-cum, roused her even further. She wanted to taste them. Wanted to feel them in her mouth, her throat, her fingers. She wanted them to fuck her, fill her, claim her in ways she was only now beginning to understand.

Darian’s fingers knotted tighter in her hair, guiding her down to his length. "Take me in your mouth," he breathed, his hips pushing forward just enough that she couldn’t refuse. "Let me fuck your pretty little lips."

The words burned into her senses, but she wouldn’t pull back. She licked him—long and slow, her tongue tracing the thick vein on his cock, her lips brushing against his sensitive skin.

"Fuck—" Darian groaned, his fingers tightening in her hair. "That’s fucking perfect."

Behind her, Rook’s fingers tangled in her hair, too, pulling her up, stretching her as he leaned down, his breath hot against her neck. "You’re taking both of us so well," he murmured, his lips kissing the back of her neck before his teeth scraped along the skin, just hard enough to make her whine.

"No," she said, her voice mixed with a moan as she licked Darian’s cock again, her fingers tracing the head of Rook’s cock, which was already warm and hard when she felt it against her backside.

Rook growled, "You’re going to take both of us tonight."

His fingers tugged her hair, tilting her back toward him. "And you’re going to let me fuck you right here. Right now. The ocean’s our witness."

Darian exhaled sharply, his fingers still knotted in her hair as her lips brushed against the head of his cock. "You’re sure?"

She nodded, because words were fading.

Because she wanted this.

Wanted them.

Wanted them to break her.

"Hold her open," Rook ordered, his fingers finally slipping inside her, stretching her, preparing her as Darian’s fingers guided her onto his cock.

Lira moaned, her lips already parted for Darian’s cock, but she couldn’t take him in—not yet—not while Rook’s fingers filled her, winding inside her like they belonged there. Already, her body clenched around them, trying to hold them in, but they were too deep.

"You’re too tight," Rook groaned, his cock already warm against her backside, the head pressed into her like an offer.

She licked Darian’s cock, her fingers clenching the base, but she couldn’t control herself. Her body surged forward, trying to take him in, but Rook’s fingers were too deep, stretching her, marking her. She was begging and she didn’t care.

Darian breathed out sharply, his fingers threading through her hair as his cock pulsed against her lips. "She’s ready."

Lira moaned, her body aching, already stretched beyond her limits, but wanting more. Rook’s thumb pressed against her clit, rubbing the sensitive nub as Darian’s fingers traced the back of her neck, his breath hot against her skin. "You’re milk for us," he murmured, "built to take both of us."

And she was.

She was built for this.

Already, she felt the weight of Rook’s cock notching at her entrance, his fingers sliding inside her, preparing her for the thickness. Darian growled, his fingers tugging her hair, arching her back toward Rook’s cock. "Take him," he whispered, "take him all."

Rook exhaled, his cock sliding inside her—slow, deep, painful, but she couldn’t stop herself from pushing back for more. Her body clenched around him, trying to hold him in, but he was too deep, his fingers stretching her, opening her, his cock filling her in a way she had only ever dreamt.

"Fuck—fuck," Rook groaned, his hands tightening on her waist, his thumbs digging into the soft flesh of her hips. "That’s—such a good fucking girl."

The words should’ve been humiliating. They weren’t. They were perfect. The way he fucked into her, his fingers still deep inside her, the way Darian’s cock pulsed against her lips, the way her mouth watered, her throat ached—it was all too much.

But not enough.

Because this was exactly what she had wanted.

Rook was deep inside her, his fingers filling her in a way that made her moan, "I need—please."

And Darian—Darian’s fingers tangled in hers, his palm slick with pre-cum as he pushed his cock forward, the head hitting her lips with a wet slap.

"Open," he ordered, his fingers digging into her hair as he guided her onto his length.

She obeyed, her lips parting, her tongue daring to lick his head as Rook’s fingers slowly twisted inside her. "You’re fucking perfect," Darian whispered, "and I’m going to crawl inside you while he’s already there and fuck you so hard you’ll beg for mercy."

His words were rough and urgent, his voice thick with his own need. And she didn’t beg him to slow down.

She didn’t beg either of them to stop.

She wanted this.

Wanted them.

Wanted the way they filled her, the way they owned her, the way her body ached—tightening, relaxing, gripping them like they were her lifeline, her only air to breathe.

Rook’s fingers slipped free, leaving her aching, her pussy open and empty—until Darian’s cock slid inside her mouth, filling her throat as Rook grabbed her hips, grunting as he pulled her back onto his cock. The sensation was overwhelming, his length kissing hers, like she was being pinched between them in the most exquisite way.

"Fuck you," Darian groaned, his hips pumping into her mouth, "fuck you so fucking hard."

Rook gunted, his fingers tightening on her waist, pushing her back onto his length. "Take us, Lira," he demanded, "take both of us willing."

She couldn’t refuse.

She couldn’t breathe.

She couldn’t think.

There was only them.

The way they filled her—pushing her to her limits, beyond them, taking her where she had only ever fantasized. There was only the way her body surged against theirs, like she was made for this, meant to be spread between them, marked by their touch, their taste.

On the rail, they moved. They took. They claimed.

The world faded to the sway of the yacht, the hungry grunts of the two men filling her, the way her body shuddered under their command. There was no timidity, no hesitation. There was only Daring Dawn, and the two men who were fucking her—one inside her mouth, one inside her pussy, their fingers tangling, their cocks sliding against hers, marking her, claiming her.

"I’m gonna fucking come—" Darian growled, his cock pulsing against her tongue, his fingers knotting in her hair. "In your mouth—let me fucking fill it—fuck your pretty little lips."

And she obeyed.

She took him in her throat, her lips tightening around his cock, her nails digging into Rook’s shoulders as he pushed harder, his fingers digging into her hips. "Fuck—fuck—your cunt’s mine—" Rook grunted, his fingers tightening as he pushed inside her, his cock stroking hers, filling her, marking her, owning her.

Her breath was uneven, her skin slick with their taste, her body already teetering at the edge of her first orgasm under the two of them. "I—" she panted, "I can’t—this is—fuck."

Darian’s fingers tugged her hair, harder now, her teeth scraping his cock as she moaned around him. "She can, sweetheart—" Rook growled, his fingers digging into her thighs, brutal her as she takes us. As we take her."

His words sent her over.

Lira’s pussy clenched around Rook’s cock, her walls gripping him hard as Darian’s cock pulsed against her tongue, a sharp, salty burst filling her mouth. The sensation was too much, the pleasure exploding inside her, her body arching off the rail as the heat of his release spilled over her tongue, his fingers still knotting in her hair.

"Lira—" Rook’s fingers tightened, his cock pulsing against hers, filling her, taking her, as his own release tore through him, his groan raw, his body trembling.

She lay breathless between them, her body still humming from the sensation, from the two men who had taken her so deep, so hard, so beyond what she had ever imagined. The warmth of Darian’s cum lingering on her tongue, the weight of Rook’s cock still throbbing inside her made her pulse hammer, her breath uneven.

Rook pulled free, his fingers stroking her clit as he leaned down, kissing her harder than he had ever kissed her before. "You’re milk for us—still."

His words slid into her senses, mixing with Darian’s kiss, which was still on her neck, his fingers brushing Rook’s skin as he watched them, his gaze dark and hungry. Darian’s breath hot against her ear. "We taught you, didn’t we? That’s exactly what you are."

Lira couldn’t refute.

She couldn’t even want to refute.

She was milk for them.

She was their perfect little girl.

And as Rook’s fingers tangled with Darian’s, his cock pressing against her entrance again, his breath hot against her ear, she realized—

She would be reckless for them.

*Always.*




Chapter 3

The deck was a temple of sin, and Lira was its willing sacrifice. The moment Rook’s fingers had slipped from her, the heat of his absence was agonizing, like a missing limb. But the weight of their gazes—Darian’s dark and possessive, Rook’s hungry and knowing—kept her rooted, her breath shallow, her body still trembling from the intensity of what had just happened. Then the music changed. The jazz dissolved into something wilder, something pulsing with the rhythm of bodies, the moans of those already lost in the fleshly feast below. The lanterns flickered, casting golden streaks across the moist skin of the guests who had shed their clothes, their forms tangled in the shadows, their lips locked, their hands greedy. Lira’s nipples tightened at the sight, her body responding to the raw, uninhibited display before her.

Darian’s fingers traced the sensitive skin between them, his thumb brushing over one hard peak before pinching just enough to make her whimper. "You like watching?" His voice was a dark purr, his breath hot against her ear. She nodded, her throat dry, her fingers curling into the rough fabric of his shirt. "I—yes." Rook’s chuckle was low, rough, delicious. "Good." His fingers tangled in her hair, tilting her head back so she had to look at him, his eyes dark with lust, his lips already swollen from kissing her. "Because you’re going to be part of this. Every fucking inch of you." The words sent a rush down her spine, her pussy clenching in anticipation. She had never been part of something like this before—not publicly, not openly, not like this. But the thrill of it burned through her veins, hotter than the champagne, sharper than the salt on her tongue.

Darian’s fingers slid down her body, teasing her waist, her hips, before dipping between her thighs. She was already wet, her juices slick against his touch, her body still humming from the aftershocks of her orgasm. "Fuck," Darian groaned, his fingers circling her clit before sliding inside her, stretching her, preparing her. "She’s soaked for us." Rook’s smirk was wicked, his fingers tracing the curve of her collarbone before dipping lower, teasing the lace of her bra before flicking it open. The fabric fell away, her breasts free, her nipples hard, aching for attention. Darian’s thumb pressed against her clit, rubbing slow circles as Rook’s fingers closed around one peak, tugging, twisting, making her gasp. "You’re milk for us," Rook murmured, his breath hot against her skin, "and we’re going to drink you dry."

The words sent a shiver down her spine, her body already responding, her pussy clenching around Darian’s fingers. "I—I can’t—" she panted, her voice breaking as Rook’s teeth grazed her nipple, his tongue flicking over the sensitive skin before sucking hard. "You can," Darian growled, his fingers twisting inside her, fucking her, stretching her, preparing her for what was to come. "You’re going to take everything we give you." And she would. She already was.

The chaise longue was plusher than she remembered, the cushions molding to her body as Rook pushed her down onto it, his fingers still tangled in her hair, his kiss hard and demanding as Darian’s fingers slipped free, leaving her aching, empty, needy. "Spread your legs," Rook ordered, his voice rough, his eyes dark with lust. She obeyed, her thighs trembling as she opened for them, her pussy already exposed, her juices glistening in the flickering lantern light. Darian dropped to his knees, his fingers tracing the inner curve of her thigh before dipping lower, teasing her entrance, circling her clit, making her whimper with need. "Look at her," Rook growled, his fingers tangling in her hair, tilting her head back so she had to watch as Darian’s tongue flicked against her clit, his fingers spreading her open, his mouth hungry against her flesh.

The sensation was overwhelming, the feeling of his tongue lapping at her, his fingers stretching her, his breath hot against her skin—it was too much, but not enough. "Fuck—" she moaned, her hands clutching at the cushions, her body already arching off the lounge, her pussy clenching around nothing, her need desperate. Rook’s fingers tangled in her hair, his other hand guiding Darian’s head deeper, his thumb pressing against her clit as he watched, his eyes dark, his breath ragged. "You’re milk for us," he growled, "and we’re going to drink you dry." Darian’s tongue plunged inside her, his fingers stretching her, his mouth hungry against her flesh, his teeth grazing her inner thighs as he licked, as he sucked, as he devoured her like she was his last meal.

Lira’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body shuddering under his touch, her pussy clenching around his fingers, her orgasm building with every lick, every suck, every flick of his tongue. "I—I can’t—" she panted, her voice breaking, her body teetering on the edge. "You can," Rook growled, his fingers tightening in her hair, his thumb rubbing her clit in slow, torturous circles. "You’re going to come for us. Hard." And she did. Her body exploded, her pussy clenching around his fingers, her release racking through her, her moans echoing across the deck, her breath coming in ragged gasps as the pleasure crested over her, waves of ecstasy washing over her, leaving her breathless, shaking, completely undone.

Darian pulled back, his fingers glistening with her juices, his eyes dark with lust, his breath ragged as he watched her, his cock already hard, already aching for release. Rook leaned down, his kiss hard, his tongue plunging into her mouth, his taste mixing with hers, his hands roaming over her body, his fingers teasing her nipples, his thumbs brushing her clit as he watched Darian stand, his cock thick, his veins pulsing, his head glistening with pre-cum. "You’re milk for us," Rook growled, his fingers tangling in her hair, his kiss harder, his body pressing against hers. "And we’re going to fuck you until you beg." Darian stepped forward, his cock pressing against her thigh, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip before sliding between her legs, his thumb brushing her clit as he watched her, his eyes dark, his breath ragged. "You’re ready for us," he murmured, his fingers teasing her entrance, his cock pressing against her skin, his head notching at her opening. She wasn’t. Not yet. But she would be.

The first thrust was rough, Darian’s cock slamming into her, his fingers digging into her hips, his breath hot against her skin as he pushed deeper, stretching her, filling her, owning her. "Fuck—" she moaned, her body arching off the lounge, her nails digging into his shoulders, her pussy clenching around his cock, her orgasm building with every thrust, every push, every pull. Rook’s fingers tangled in her hair, his other hand guiding her head toward Darian’s cock, his thumb brushing her clit as he watched, his eyes dark, his breath ragged. "Take him in your mouth," he ordered, his voice rough, his fingers tightening in her hair, his thumb rubbing her clit in slow, torturous circles. She obeyed, her lips parting around Darian’s cock, her tongue licking his head, her fingers clenching his shaft as he pushed deeper, his cock sliding against hers, his fingers digging into her hips, his breath hot against her skin. "Fuck—" Darian groaned, his hips pumping harder, his cock sliding deeper, his fingers tightening in her hair, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he fucked her, as he claimed her, as he owned her.

Rook’s fingers tangled in her hair, his other hand guiding her head deeper, his thumb brushing her clit as he watched, his eyes dark, his breath ragged. "You’re milk for us," he growled, his fingers tightening in her hair, his thumb rubbing her clit in slow, torturous circles. "And we’re going to fuck you until you beg." And she did. She begged. She moaned. She pleaded. And they gave her everything.

The first orgasm hit her hard, her body shuddering under Darian’s touch, her pussy clenching around his cock, her release racking through her, her moans echoing across the deck, her breath coming in ragged gasps as the pleasure crested over her, waves of ecstasy washing over her, leaving her breathless, shaking, completely undone. Darian pulled back, his cock pulsing inside her, his release spilling over her walls, his groans echoing through the night, his fingers tightening in her hair, his body trembling as he came, as he filled her, as he claimed her. Rook leaned down, his kiss hard, his tongue plunging into her mouth, his taste mixing with hers, his hands roaming over her body, his fingers teasing her nipples, his thumbs brushing her clit as he watched Darian pull free, his cock glistening with her juices, his eyes dark with lust, his breath ragged as he watched her, his cock already hard, already aching for release. "You’re milk for us," Rook growled, his fingers tangling in her hair, his kiss harder, his body pressing against hers. "And we’re going to fuck you until you beg." And she did. She begged. She moaned. She pleaded. And they gave her everything.

The second orgasm was even harder, her body shuddering under their touch, her pussy clenching around Darian’s cock, her release racking through her, her moans echoing across the deck, her breath coming in ragged gasps as the pleasure crested over her, waves of ecstasy washing over her, leaving her breathless, shaking, completely undone. This time, Rook didn’t let her pull away. He held her close, his cock pressing against her skin, his fingers tangling in her hair, his kiss hard, his tongue plunging into her mouth, his taste mixing with hers, his body pressing against hers as Darian pulled free, his cock glistening with her juices, his eyes dark with lust, his breath ragged as he watched her, his cock already hard, already aching for release. "You’re milk for us," Rook growled, his fingers tightening in her hair, his thumb brushing her clit in slow, torturous circles. "And we’re going to fuck you until you beg." And she did. She begged. She moaned. She pleaded. And they gave her everything.

The third orgasm was the hardest, her body shuddering under their touch, her pussy clenching around Darian’s cock, her release racking through her, her moans echoing across the deck, her breath coming in ragged gasps as the pleasure crested over her, waves of ecstasy washing over her, leaving her breathless, shaking, completely undone. This time, Rook didn’t let her pull away. He held her close, his cock pressing against her skin, his fingers tangling in her hair, his kiss hard, his tongue plunging into her mouth, his taste mixing with hers, his body pressing against hers as Darian pulled free, his cock glistening with her juices, his eyes dark with lust, his breath ragged as he watched her, his cock already hard, already aching for release. "You’re milk for us," Rook growled, his fingers tightening in her hair, his thumb brushing her clit in slow, torturous circles. "And we’re going to fuck you until you beg." And she did. She begged. She moaned. She pleaded. And they gave her everything.

The night was theirs. And Lira was their perfect little feast.




Chapter 4

The air was thick with the scent of saltwater, sweat, and something richer—something *familiar*. Lira exhaled slowly, her breath warm against Rook’s collarbone as the two of them lay sprawled across the chaise longue, tangled in each other. Darian had slipped away somewhere beneath the deck, the weight of his absence leaving a space where she should’ve felt empty. Instead, she felt *full*. Not just from the pleasure that had wrecked her body, but from the way Rook’s fingers still traced the curve of her waist, possessive and slow, as if memorizing her shape by touch alone.

It had been different after the first collision of their bodies. After the first taste of her in his mouth, the first thrust that had made her teeth grind. They hadn’t rushed. They *let* her control the pace, let her explore them, let her mark them as hers in the way she’d never been allowed to mark anyone before. Their hands had roamed, their lips had worshipped, and when she’d broken, it had been something like surrender. Her fingers had pulled at their hair, her nails had raked down their backs, leaving red marks that she knew would bruise. Her body had wrapped around theirs, claiming them as thoroughly as they had claimed her.

Now, the yacht cut through the dark water with a lazy, unhurried roll, the night still humming around them. The lights from the deck below cast a golden glow over Rook’s half-naked chest, the muscles tipping and flexing as he shifted, his fingers ghosting over her sensitive inner thigh. She shivered. Not from the cool breeze that carried the briny scent of the sea, but from the way his gaze lingered on her lips, swollen from her own defiance and the rough kisses they had shared.

“You’re thinking too hard,” he murmured, his thumb drifting toward the apex of her thighs, his voice low and rough like gravel. Lira felt the vibration of his words against her chest, where her breast pressed against his side.

“You make me think,” she shot back, her voice rougher than she intended. It was the truth—their bodies had always been a language she *knew*, even if the words were unspoken. But now? Now every breath, every clench of her muscles, every hitch of her breath was something *shared*, something that bound them together in a way that went beyond physical pleasure. His fingers traced lazy circles on her inner thigh, closer each time, teasing the edge of where she wanted him most.

His lips curved into something that wasn’t quite a smile. “Good.” His voice was low, the kind of growl that made her stomach clench, that sent a shiver down her spine and pooled heat between her legs. “Because I want every part of you to remember *this*—not just what you begged for, but what you *gave*.” His eyes held hers, challenging, daring her to question what he meant.

Lira licked her lips at the words, the weight of his meaning settling deep into her bones. They had taken her apart, stitched her back together in their own image, but this time, she’d met them halfway. The taste of Darian on her tongue, the way Rook’s fingers had guided her hips, the way Darian’s cock had stretched her in time with Rook’s thrusts—it wasn’t just surrender. It was *collaboration*, a dance of power and submission that they were perfecting with each encounter.

A shadow moved at the edge of the deck, and Lira tensed before realising it was just one of the crew members, passing to and fro with glasses of champagne. The girl paused, her eyes widening slightly as she took in the scene—Lira half-naked, Rook’s hand between her legs, her expression one of heated afterglow. Lira didn’t pull away. Instead, she let her thighs part just an inch further, Rook’s fingers sliding along the slickness of her sex. The crew member’s breath hitched, her chest rising and falling rapidly, but she recovered quickly, her steps muffled as she vanished back into the night.

That made Lira smirk. “You’re still as bad at hiding your thoughts as that one was.”

Rook’s thumb found her clit, his touch feather-light at first, testing her reaction. “She’s not the one who just came undone on two cocks.”

Lira’s breath caught, her body betraying her with a fresh flush of heat. “I was *begging* you,” she pointed out, as if they had forgotten, her voice dropping to a whisper that seemed to hang in the salty air between them.

Rook’s touch firmed. “You were *pleading* for me to stop.” His fingers pressed, circling, and she arched into him with a gasp, the remnants of her orgasm still trembling through her. “But you didn’t mean it.”

Her nails bit into the fabric beneath her, her muscles clenching involuntarily around nothing. “No,” she admitted. The word was barely a whisper, but Rook heard it. His fingers *stroked*, not relenting, not slowing, only making the pleasure build again like the tide before the storm. His other hand found her nipple, pinching until she hissed, and she knew the game had begun.

But she wouldn’t be the victim—not again.

She shifted, her leg sliding over his hip, her knee pressing into the hard length of his cock. He groaned, his hips arching up into her touch, and Lira bit her lip, relishing the way he became *putty* beneath her hands. She’d never had this power before. Not truly. Not without the risk of being taken from them. Her fingers traced the outline of his cock through his pants, feeling the throbbing pulse against her palm. She could feel the heat radiating from him, the tension building in his body as he struggled to maintain control.

Rook’s fingers stilled on her clit, his breath coming quicker. “What do you want?”

She met his gaze, the question a challenge. “You,” she said, her voice steady, her fingers wrapping around his thickness through the fabric of his pants. “All of you.”

His jaw clenched, his throat working as he swallowed. “Careful,” he warned, his voice rough with need. “This isn’t the same as last night.”

“I know,” she replied, her thumb spreading the wetness at his tip that had soaked through his pants. She felt his cock twitch in her grip, the veins on his shaft pulsing against her palm. “Last night, you *were*—uncontrolled. But this?” Lira’s voice dropped, sensual, deliberate. “This is *me*.”

Rook’s fingers tangled in her hair, his grip rough but not painful—at least not yet. “Prove it.”

She leaned down, her lips brushing the underside of his cock through the thin fabric of his pants, teasing. His breath came out in sharp bursts, his body tensing beneath her. She let her tongue dart out, licking him through the material, feeling his cock jerk in response. He cursed under his breath, his fingers tightening in her hair, holding her there as if he couldn’t decide whether to push her away or pull her closer.

“I think you’ve turned into a fucking tease.”

“Good,” she purred, moving up to his chest, her fingers trailing down his torso until they found the waistband of his pants. “Because I’m just getting started.”

Darian’s free hand slid down her spine, fingers splaying against her exposed back. Rook’s fingers tightened in her hair, his cock jerking against her hand. She positioned the tip at Rook’s mouth, and he took it between his lips, his tongue swirling over the head before she pulled away, only to press it against Darian’s waiting lips.

They both moaned at the contact, the sounds deep and guttural. Lira’s breath came faster, the taste and feel of them making her pussy clench. She wanted their mouths on her, their bodies in hers, their control *broken* under her hands. She wanted to be the architect of their pleasure, to leave them trembling beneath her, to make them feel the same desperate need that they had always inspired in her.

“Ride me,” Rook ordered, his voice tight, barely holding onto control. She didn’t argue. She didn’t question.

She *obeyed.*

And then she *ruled.*

---

Her knees pressed into the cushions, her body suspended over Rook’s. His cock was thick between her thighs, his hands finding her waist with a possessiveness that felt *new*—because this was new. Not the way he touched her, but the *right* she had to touch him back. Rook’s hands spanned her waist, his thumbs pressing into the soft flesh just above her hips, not to guide her, but to *anchor* himself—and her—to his pleasure. He looked up at her, his eyes hungry, dark with the same fire she felt burning inside her, flickering in the reflected light of the deck below.

Lira adjusted herself, her fingers ghosting over Rook’s chest, her nails tracing the hard lines of his stomach muscles, feeling them jump beneath her touch. His breath came out in a sharp hiss, his fingers flexing against her waist. “Fuck, just do it.”

She didn’t have to be told twice.

She lowered herself onto him, inch by slow, torturous inch, her own wetness slicking his shaft as she took him deep. Rook’s fingers dug into her hips, not to guide her, but to *anchor* himself—and her—to his pleasure. He looked up at her, his eyes hungry, dark with the same fire she felt burning inside her, flickering in the reflected light of the deck below.

Darian’s hands found her waist from behind, his fingers pressing into her skin, his cock hard against her back. Rook’s thrusts were steady, sure, but it was Lira who set the rhythm now. She rose, then sank back down with a gasp, rolling her hips in slow, sinuous circles that made Rook curse beneath her, the sound a deep rumble against her chest.

His thickness filled her, the stretch a delightful ache, but it was *his* surrender that made her wetter. His gaze was locked on hers, the question *unspoken*—what did she want? She wanted to *own* them, to make them feel the same desperation that they had always inspired in her.

She rocked forward, her nails digging into Rook’s chest, and his thrusts faltered, his breath hitching. Lira bent to his ear, her lips grazing the shell, the intimacy sending a jolt of pleasure through both of them. “Make him watch while you take me apart.”

Rook’s fingers tightened, his hips bucking up into her, the thrust *rough*, *ravaging*. She gasped, the sound swallowed by Darian’s groan as he pressed closer behind her. His cock was flush against her back, the heat of him burning through her thin dress, making her skin tingle in anticipation of what was to come.

“Fuck,” he ground out, his fingers pressing into her waist. “You’re *milking* him.”

Rook’s thrusts grew harder, his fingers sliding down to her waist, his thumbs brushing the underside of her breasts before finding her nipples, his touch *rough*, *insistent*. Darian’s hands slid forward, his fingers teasing the curve of her ass before slipping between her soaked folds, his thumb circling her clit in time with Rook’s thrusts.

The pleasure was *overwhelming*, not just in her body but in the way they *shared* it. Rook’s mouth found her nipple, his tongue swirling over the tight peak before he sucked hard enough that the sensation shot straight to her core. Darian’s fingers *pressed* inside her, his other hand tracing Rook’s cock as it fucked her.

“Look at us,” Darian ordered, his voice a dark growl against her ear, his breath hot on her skin. “Look at how *fucking good* you are to us.”

Lira’s eyes fluttered shut, her body arching between them as Rook’s fingers tightened in her hair, pulling her head back. His lips found hers in a *rough*, *demanding* kiss, and Lira’s tongue tangled with his, her moans swallowed by his growls. Darian’s thumb *rubbed* her clit, and Rook’s thrusts *slammed* home, the two of them working her body in perfect *harmony*.

Her orgasm built with a *desperate* ache, her body clenching around Rook’s cock as Darian’s fingers *fucked* her in shallow, quick strokes. The waves of pleasure crested, cresting harder with every touch, every thrust, every *lick* of tongues that sent her spiralling toward the edge.

“Now,” Rook ordered, his voice tight. “Fucking *come*.”

The command broke her.

The orgasm *exploded*, her body *clenching*, *convulsing* around Rook’s cock as her own release *wracked* her, her back arching into Darian’s grip, his free hand finding her throat, fingers pressing just enough to make her gasp against his mouth. Rook’s fingers tightened in her hair, his thrusts *rougher*, *harsher*, and then he was coming, his cock *pulsing* inside her, his release *spilling* over her walls, his body *trembling* beneath hers as she ground down, taking every last shuddering thrust, every last drop of his pleasure.

Darian pulled his hand free, his fingers glistening with her release. She felt his cock at her entrance, felt the slickness as he *pushed*, felt herself stretch again as he filled her. Rook’s mouth found her shoulder, his tongue *warm*, *insistent*, as Darian *thrust*. His cock was *longer*, *thicker*, the sensation *overwhelming* even as the remnants of her orgasm still *hummed* through her. His hands found her waist, his grip *rough* as he pulled her back onto his cock, and then Lira was *between* them, both of their bodies inside hers, both of their thrusts *synchronised* with her breath.

“Fuck,” Darian groaned, his hips *bucking* into her, Rook’s grip tightening in her hair. “You’re *fucking* perfect*.”

But it wasn’t the perfection she craved—not now. She wanted to feel *used*—not for their pleasure, but for the *way* they touched her, the *way* they *needed* her. Her nails clawed at Darian’s chest as he *thrust*, Rook’s fingers still tangled in her hair, his mouth finding her throat as she *gasped*.

“Do it again,” Rook ordered, his voice a dark promise against her ear. “Beg for it.”

Lira didn’t have to be told twice.

---

She was *putty* for them—weak, aching, needy. Her body was stretched thin between their cocks, her breath ragged, her pleasure *wild*, *uncontrollable*. But this time she wasn’t begging to *endure*—she was begging to *be taken*. Her mind was a haze of sensation, her body a vessel for their combined pleasure, and she reveled in it. Her body *ached* for release as they *worked* her, fingers and cocks *taking*, *giving*, until she was *undone*, her release *wracking* through her as she clenched, as she *screamed*, her voice swallowed by Darian’s groan as he *pushed* deep inside her, Rook’s fingers still teasing her clit as he came.

And then she was *between* them, their bodies *panting*, *spent*, the weight of their pleasure still *humming* through her. She turned her head, her lips finding Rook’s in a slow, *languid* kiss, tasting herself on his tongue, tasting him mixed with her own release. Darian’s hand slid down her spine to rest between her shoulder blades, his touch gentle now, a stark contrast to the roughness of their lovemaking.

The ocean *swelled* around them, the yacht *rocking* with the waves, and Lira felt the *fullness*—not just in her body, but in the *way* she had claimed them, the way they had claimed her back. This was only the *beginning*, a promise of more to come, a reminder that she was theirs, and they were hers, completely and utterly.




Chapter 5

The deck had been left to them, but Lira knew it wouldn’t stay that way for long. The owners of this paradise had made it clear—tonight was theirs, body and soul, for as long as the moon would allow. And though she hadn’t given voice to the fear, she wondered the same thing Darian and Rook did: *What happens when dawn breaks again?*

The chaise longue had been pushed back into the shadows beneath the canopy, where the air was thick with the scent of sex and something darker—something that lingered between them, unspoken but heavy: *the fear of what comes after.* The fabric beneath them was still warm from their bodies, damp with perspiration and desire. Lira could feel every crease and fold of the material pressing into her skin, a constant reminder of the physical pleasures they’d already shared.

Darian had been the first to break the silence.

“You’re quiet,” he murmured, his voice husky as he ran a finger down the line of her throat. It was a delicate touch, but Lira could feel the tremor in his hand—the same tremor that had been present when he’d first taken her hours ago. Rook trailed behind, his fingers still tangled in her hair, his body pressed against her back. His hips rocked forward slightly, his growing erection nudging against her spine as if seeking attention even in this moment of supposed rest. Lira’s body swayed between them, even now, as if her muscles had memorized the rhythm of their dance and couldn’t help but lean into their touch.

Lira exhaled, the salt-tinged breeze cool against her heated skin. She could smell the ocean on it, the scent mingling with their own combined aromas—musky, intoxicating, and uniquely theirs. “Not *thinking*,” she admitted. “*Remembering*.”

His grip tightened. “Bad sort of remembering?”

She shook her head, her lips brushing against Rook’s shoulder as Darian’s hand slid down her arm, until his fingers laced with hers. She could feel his calloused skin against hers, a reminder of the work he did with his hands, of the strength that lay beneath his expensive clothing. “No. Just… *precise*.”

Rook’s fingers curled in her hair, pulling just enough to make her gasp. His other hand slid up to cup her breast, his thumb brushing over her already sensitive nipple. “What does that mean?”

She turned to face them both, her bare back pressing against the cool fabric of the chaise. The moonlight glinted off Darian’s skin as he shifted closer, his erection already brushing her hip. Rook knelt in front of her, close enough that his breath stirred against the curve of her breast. She could see the desire in his eyes, the way his pupils had dilated, swallowing the blue of his irises.

“It means,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper, “I remember how you *looked* at me when I took control. Like I’d just broken every fucking rule you’ve ever followed.”

Darian’s eyes flared. “Because you *did*.”

“And you liked it,” Rook added, his grin sharp, his teeth grazing her nipple. His tongue flicked out to catch the bead of moisture that had formed there, sending a shiver through her entire body. She remembered that tongue—expert, demanding, and utterly possessive.

She *had* liked it. The way she’d seen them—*both* of them—before she’d lowered herself onto Rook’s cock, the way their gazes had burned into her skin. The way Darian had whispered against her ear, *“Goddamn, you’re our ruin”*, and the way Rook had cursed when she’d moved, his grip on her waist leaving bruises she could still feel even as her body ached for more. She lifted her hand to trace the fading marks on her skin, a smile playing on her lips.

They’d been hers before. But tonight? *They’d been hers in a way they couldn’t undo.*

Lira swallowed, her fingers tightening around Darian’s. “What if that’s not enough for you?”

Darian leaned in, his lips brushing her temple. His breath was warm against her skin, carrying the scent of expensive whiskey and something darker, more primal. “What if it’s not enough for *you*?”

The question hung between them, a dark shadow over the pleasure. She knew the truth before she spoke it. They were hers now, but only for tonight. And tomorrow? Would they remember her differently in the daylight? Would the way Rook’s fingers *still* traced her waist, the way Darian’s breath *still* hitched when she touched him, vanish like the night itself?

She exhaled, shaking off the weight of it. “Then we’ll take the rest of it.”

Rook’s fingers stilled. “Meaning?”

Darian’s hand slid down to her waist, his thumb pressing into the sensitive skin just above her hipbone. “Meaning we *play* by your rules tonight. All of them.”

Lira’s pulse quickened. “All?”

Rook’s voice dropped to a growl, his fingers ghosting over the curve of her ass. “You’re *very* hard to believe you’re worried about limitations.”

She smirked, her fingers trailing down Darian’s chest until she found his cock, already hard beneath her palm. He groaned softly, his hips bucking forward involuntarily. She wrapped her hand around him, feeling the velvet steel of his erection, the way it pulsed against her palm. “It’s not the *hard* part I’m concerned about.”

His breath hitched, his fingers curling against his hip as she stroked him slow. “It’s not the *hard* part I’m concerned about.”

Rook’s fingers trailed up her spine, his touch light, teasing as he leaned in. “We’ll let you set the rules, Lira. But we’ll *need* you to follow them too.”

Her breath caught. The words weren’t just a promise—they were a *challenge*. She could see the spark in both their eyes, the unspoken promise of a game that would leave them all breathless.

She bit her lip, her fingers tightening around Darian’s cock. “I can handle it.”

Rook’s grin turned predatory. “Oh, darling. I think we’re all about to find out.”

---

Darian was the first to move.

He gripped the back of her head, his fingers tangled in her hair, his cock already pressing against her lips. Lira didn’t resist. She opened, her tongue sweeping out to trace the thick vein along his shaft, her fingers curling around the base as she swallowed him whole. She could taste him—the saltiness of his precome, the clean masculine scent of his skin. Her other hand found Rook’s cock, already wet with precome. She stroked him in slow circles, her nails scraping against the sensitive underside, his thickness jerking against her palm. He groaned, his hips arching, his fingers tightening in her hair.

“You’re *fucking* cruel,” Rook growled.

Lira pulled back, her lips smacking against Darian’s cock with a wet sound. She smirked, her gaze locking on both of them, watching the way Rook’s fingers flexed, the way Darian’s breath came in sharp bursts. “No, I’m *practical*.”

Then she was on the move.

Kneeling in front of Rook, she lowered herself onto his cock, her body moving over him with a hunger that felt new. He groaned, his hands fisting in the cushions beneath him, his gaze burning as she adjusted herself, her body slick, ready. Darian’s fingers found her throat from behind, his touch rough but not painful—not yet. His chest pressed against her back, his erection hard against the curve of her spine. She could feel every muscle in his chest against her back, the steady rise and fall as he breathed, the way his heart hammered against her shoulder blades.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice thick with need. “Take him like you own him.”

Lira did.

Her hips rocked, slow at first, but then faster, her body moving over Rook’s cock as Darian’s fingers tightened, his breath warm against the back of her neck. She felt full—no, more than full. She felt like she was building something, something wild, something unbreakable. The moonlight caught the beads of sweat forming on Rook’s brow, highlighting the intensity of his gaze as he watched her move above him.

Rook’s fingers dug into her hips, his touch rough as he pulled her down onto his cock, the stretch delicious. “Fucking *ride* me, Lira,” he growled. “Make me *feel* you.”

She did.

Her body hungered, her pleasure aching, her nails digging into Rook’s chest as she moved between them. Darian’s fingers left her throat, his hands finding her waist, his fingers pressing, guiding her hips as his cock pushed against hers. She could feel the pressure of his erection against her back, the steady rhythm of his breathing against her skin. The sensation was almost too much, a constant reminder of their presence, their shared attention on her body.

“Darian,” she gasped.

“No,” he ordered. “*Not yet*.”

His fingers curled in her hair, his grip tight as he pulled her head back, his lips finding hers in a rough, demanding kiss. The taste of him, his tongue flicking against hers, sent a shudder through her, her body clenching around Rook’s cock. His thrusts grew harder, his fingers tightening in her hair. “You’re *fucking* perfect,” he growled against her lips. “Just *let* us take you.”

Lira didn’t fight.

Her body yielded, her hips moving between them, her hands fisting in the cushions as Rook’s thrusts fucked her in shallow, quick strokes, Darian’s fingers tracing her spine, her skin, her pleasure. The orgasm built, a desperate ache in her core, her body tightening, clenching around them. They didn’t let her beg—not like before. Instead, they worked her, their hands finding, teasing, their cocks filling, her body burning. Darian’s free hand slid up to clench her breast, his thumb brushing over her nipple, sending jolts of pleasure through her entire body.

“Now,” Rook ordered, his voice tight, his grip rough. “Fucking *come*.”

His fingers found her clit, rough, insistent, and she shattered, her back arching into Darian’s chest, her moans swallowed by his lips as his cock pushed deep inside her, Rook’s throbbing joining the stretch, the fullness of them drowning her. The pleasure was rough, unrelenting—not the slow burn of surrender, but the wild thing that came with ownership.

Lira’s head fell back against Darian’s shoulder, her nails digging into Rook’s chest as she took them both, the way they worked her, the way they took her apart—and stitched her back together in their own fucked-up image. The sounds of their lovemaking filled the night air—the wet slide of skin against skin, the sharp gasps of pleasure, the low groans from both men as they gave themselves over to the moment.

---

Their bodies ached, but the ache was different now—sated, but not empty. The way she’d seen them in the moonlight, the way they’d seen each other in her reflection: that was the real hunger. Lira adjusted herself, her body moving between them, her fingers finding Rook’s jaw, her lips brushing against the sharp edge of his teeth. She could feel the stubble on his chin, the warmth of his breath against her skin.

Darian’s fingers found her cheek, his thumb brushing over her swollen lip. She could see the concern in his eyes, the question that lingered behind his gaze. “One more time,” she murmured. “And then we’ll stop.”

Rook’s fingers skated down her spine, his touch light, but his eyes were dark, burning. She could see the lingering desire in his gaze, the promise of more to come. “No more rules tonight?”

She shook her head. “No more taking.” Her gaze locked onto Darian’s, dark with need. “You’re *mine*.”

Darian’s fingers found her cheek, his thumb brushing over her swollen lip. She could see the heat in his eyes, the challenge in his smile. “Fine,” he growled. “But when you’re done with us… it won’t be pretty.”

Rook’s fingers curled around her wrist, his grip rough as he pulled her hand down, his cock already hard against her palm. “You want to see us undone?” He smirked. “Then let’s give you something to remember.”

Lira didn’t hesitate.

She knelt between them both, her fingers wrapping, her lips brushing against the head of Rook’s cock before she swallowed him deep, the stretch delicious as she let her tongue dance against his shaft. Darian’s fingers tangled in her hair from behind, his grip tight as he pulled, his cock pushing against her lips. She could feel the weight of his hand, the strength in his fingers as he guided her movements.

“Fuck, you two are brutal,” Rook groaned, his hips bucking into her mouth.

But Lira laughed, the sound vibrating against his cock before she pulled back, only to swallow Darian whole. He cursed, his fingers clenching in her hair, his grip rough as he fucked her mouth, Rook’s hands finding her waist, his fingers pressing into her skin. She moved between them, her body taking, giving, her lips wrapped around one cock while her hands stroked the other, her tongue warm, slick against their shafts. They were desparate—not just for her mouth, but for the way her hands found their skin, the way her fingers tightened, teased.

“Lira,” Rook gasped.

She pulled back, her lips brushing against the head of Rook’s cock before she flickered her tongue over his slit, his taste exploding on her tongue. Darian’s fingers released her hair, his hands finding her hips, pulling her up, his cock hard against her ass. She could feel the heat of his erection against her skin, the way it pulsed with need.

“Darian,” she whimpered.

“No,” he ordered, his voice dark, rough. His free hand found her throat, his fingers pressing against her pulse. She could feel her own heartbeat against his fingertips, the rapid rhythm a testament to her arousal. “Not yet. You want to remember us? Then let’s do this right.”

His fingers slid up to her jaw, his thumb brushing over her lips. She could see the intensity in his gaze, the promise of something more—something deeper than physical pleasure. “I want her begging us,” he growled. “Both of us.”

Her fingers tightened around his cock, her nails scraping against his shaft. “Please,” she whispered. “Ride me.”

---

She was on all fours over the chairs, her body exposed, the moonlight stroking over her skin. Rook’s fingers found her entrance, his touch rough—no teasing tonight. He pushed inside with a single thrust, his cock filling her, her body gasping around him. Darian’s fingers tangled in her hair, his grip tight as he pulled her head back, his free hand finding her breast, his thumb rolling over her nipple. Lira’s fingers clenched against the chair’s frame, her body moving with Rook’s thrusts, his cock fucking her in slow, deliberate strokes.

“Fucking watch her take him,” Darian ordered.

Lira’s fingers clenched against the chair’s frame, her body moving with Rook’s thrusts, his cock fucking her in slow, deliberate strokes. Darian’s fingers tightened again, his grip rough—painful now—and she moaned, the sound swallowed by Rook’s growl as he pushed inside her deeper.

“Darian,” she gasped.

“No,” he ordered. “Not yet.” His fingers curled in her hair, his grip brutal as he fucked her mouth with a kiss, his tongue rolling against hers as Rook’s thrusts fucked her pussy from behind.

The pleasure was rough, unrelenting—and unbreakable. She was theirs; her body, her breath, her moans. The sounds of their lovemaking grew louder, their breathing more ragged, the wet slide of skin against skin filling the night air.

“Please,” she begged. “I need you both.”

Rook’s fingers curled around her throat from behind, his grip tight as he pushed, his cock filling her, his free hand finding her waist. “Come,” he growled. “Now.”

His fingers brushed over her clit as his cock thrust, and she shattered, her back arching into Darian’s chest, her moans lost against his throat as Rook’s fingers tightened, his grip rough—dangerous—and then he was undone, his cock pulsing inside her, his release spilling over her walls.

Darian’s fingers released her hair, sliding down to her waist as Rook’s cock pulled free, his hand cupping her breast with a possessiveness that hurt—in a way that felt better than all the pleasure before it.

“Darian,” she whispered.

And then he was inside her, his cock filling her as Rook’s fingers tangled in her hair, pulling just enough to make her gasps mix with her moans. She was stretched again, her body aching—but wanting. The rhythm of their movements was different now, more urgent, more desperate, as if time itself was against them.

“That’s it,” Darian growled. “Take me like a good girl.”

His thrusts became wilder, his grip rougher, his fingers digging into her hips as Rook’s mouth found hers in a rough, ruinous kiss. The taste of them exploded on her tongue, the scent of their skin choking her, the fullness—their fullness—owning her.

She came again, her release triggering a fresh wave of pleasure, her body clenching, convulsing around Darian as Rook’s fingers tightened in her hair. They were fucking her like she was their only escape, their only salvation. The intensity of the moment was overwhelming, the combination of their bodies, their sounds, their scent creating a sensory overload that left her breathless.

When Darian’s cock pulsed inside her, when Rook’s fingers slid down to grip her jaw, their releases joining with hers in a final, shattering wave—she knew one thing for certain:

They were both ruined now.

And so was she.

---

The yacht rocked beneath them, the ocean’s murmur the only thing left to drown out their ragged breaths, the only sound to break the silence of their aftershocks. Rook’s fingers tangled in her hair once more, his lips brushing against her temple, his body softening against hers. Lira could feel the gentle rise and fall of his chest, the steady beat of his heart against her back. Darian’s hand found the small of her back, his fingers tracing the curve of her spine as he exhaled against her ear. She could feel the warmth of his breath, the way it sent shivers down her spine even as she lay spent and sated between them.

“We should clean you up,” Darian murmured.

Lira shook her head, her fingers curling around Rook’s wrist. She could feel the fine hairs on his arm, the strength in his forearm muscles even as he rested. “No need.”

His fingers tightened in her hair, just enough to make her gasp—but not for pain. For connection. “No,” he murmured. “There’s a need.”

She smirked, letting her fingers tease his cock, already softening but still slick with her release. She could feel the softness of his skin, the gentle pulse of his vein beneath her touch. “For now, we’re clean enough.”

Darian’s free hand found her hip, his fingers pressing down before his thumb skated over her clit, the touch light—gentle. She shivered, her body still aching from them. Rook’s fingers left her hair, his hands finding her waist, his thumbs brushing over her nipples as she rolled her hips into Darian’s touch. The sensation was almost too much, a gentle caress that reminded her of everything they’d just shared.

The yacht’s lights flickered, the deck coming alive with the morning glow. The day was coming—and with it, the end of their night. But as Rook’s fingers tangled with Darian’s, as their lips met hers in a slow, shared kiss, Lira knew something else:

This was not the end of them.

Not yet.

She pulled back, her gaze locking onto theirs both—dark with need, with something deeper than just desire. She could see the warmth in their eyes, the affection that had somehow woven itself between the physical intensity of their night together. It was a look that promised more than just physical satisfaction, something that hinted at a future beyond this deck, beyond this night.

“Tonight?” she whispered, her fingers tracing the line of Rook’s jaw.

Darian’s voice was low, rough—but not just with lust. With something else. “Tonight, we’re yours.”

And Lira found herself giddy—not with the high of pleasure, but with the dangerous thing that came with ownership. She could feel the connection between them, the unspoken promise that this was just the beginning, that the rules they’d set tonight would extend far beyond this dawn. In that moment, with the morning light breaking over the horizon and the two men she’d claimed by her side, Lira knew that whatever came next, they would face it together.
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