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Chapter 1

The gilded gates of the Hamptons mansion groaned shut behind them, sealing Lena and Derek within a world of secrets—where the air hummed with the anticipation of what they had both been dreaming of for months. Victoria, their hostess, stood framed in the doorway of the grand foyer, her silk robe casting just enough shadow to hint at the curves beneath. The night was theirs, and she knew it.

*"You’re right on time,"* Victoria’s voice purred as she closed the distance between them. *"I was beginning to wonder if I’d have to send out search parties."* Her fingers brushed Derek’s lapel, then lingered on the edge of Lena’s emerald dress—high slit, low neckline, each breath making the fabric tremble against her skin. *"This color suits you, love."* She leaned in, her lips ghosting over Lena’s cheek. *"I always knew it would."*

Derek’s hand found the small of Lena’s back, his grip firm but not possessive—*yet.*—as his thumb traced the seam of her dress, following the line of her hip. *"You’re the one who put on the dress,"* he murmured against her ear, *"not us."* His voice was low, rough with restraint, but Lena heard the hunger beneath. *"We’ve been waiting long enough."*

The foyer stretched before them, high ceilings adorned with crystal chandeliers. Couples lingered in velvet chairs, their fingers tangled, their lips teasing. Victoria’s eyes gleamed with something darker than curiosity—*knowing.* *"Have you ever been to the Hamptons before?"* she asked, her voice laced with innuendo. *"No? Then you’re in for a treat."*

Lena turned, letting her gaze sweep across the room. The low murmur of conversations, the clink of glasses, the scent of whiskey and sandalwood all mingled into a heady cocktail of arousal. But it was *him*—Javier—who made her pulse stutter. He stood near the fireplace, unbuttoning his crisp white shirt with deliberate slowness, the muscles of his chest flexing as he exposed one dark line of tattooed skin at a time. His tailored slacks rode low on his hips, and when he finally stripped the last button free, the room seemed to hold its breath.

Victoria, who had not looked away from Javier, exhaled sharply. *"Well,"* she said, *"aren’t you a sight to savor."*

Derek’s fingers dug into Lena’s waist. *"Careful, Victoria,"* he warned, but the tone was more amusement than threat. *"You might make me jealous."*

Victoria laughed—a throaty, knowing sound—before reaching for her own glass. *"Jealousy doesn’t become you, Derek."* She swirled the liquid inside, watching the way the firelight caught the amber. *"But if you were ever *curious*—"* Her gaze flicked between the two men. *"We’ll have all the time in the world."*

Javier’s smirk was more than intoxicating. It was a *promise.* He stepped forward, his bare feet silent against the marble. *"You’re right, darling."* His voice was a velvet promise, low and smooth, and when it hit Lena’s ears, her stomach tightened into an ache. *"Time is something I’m particularly *fond* of investing in."* His fingers found her waist, tracing slow circles against the exposed skin above her dress.

Lena’s breath caught. *"Javier—"*

*"Shhh,"* he soothed, his lips brushing against hers—*a tease, not a kiss.* His hands moved to her hips, pulling her closer, and when she gasped, his tongue slipped forward, tracing the seam of her mouth in a slow, deliberate glide. *"All the things I *haven’t* done with you."* His eyes burned into hers, dark and hungry. *"But I intend to remedy that tonight."*

Derek’s grip on Lena’s other hip was a contrast—*hard, possessive.* His hands claimed her like the promise he had whispered earlier. *"Not yet,"* he rumbled, his voice rough. *"We’re making plans."* He pulled back, his fingers trailing down to lace through Javier’s, who had moved to stand beside them. *"And neither of you are invited."*

Javier’s dark chuckle sent a shiver down Lena’s spine. *"Oh,"* he murmured, *"I *think* that’s exactly where I’m heading."* His fingers toyed with the hem of Lena’s dress, brushing the delicate lace of her panties before pulling back with a mock pout. *"Unless you’d all prefer the *parlor*?"* He raised an eyebrow at Victoria, who was suddenly very close, her robe swaying open just enough to reveal a glistening thigh.

*"The parlor is…"* Victoria’s smile was slow, deliberate. *"*Quieter.*"* She stepped forward, her nails dragging against Javier’s chest. *"But then, so is the *kitchen.*"* Her fingers found the zipper of his slacks, teasing it loose with a slow, deliberate pull. *"I seem to remember you *enjoying* that."*

Javier’s grin was wicked. *"And I *do.*"* His voice dropped lower, darker. *"But right now?"* His gaze flicked back to Lena. *"Right now, I think I’ve got bigger appetites to sate."*

Derek’s fingers tightened around Lena’s neck, tilting her head back for a bruising kiss. *"You’re a bad influence,"* he growled against her lips. *"I should have you over my knee."*

Lena gasped, her fingers clutching at his shirt as he pulled back—only to watch as Javier’s lips found the hollow of her throat. *"Or maybe…"* he murmured, *"I should."* His fingers unzipped her dress, slow, deliberate, each movement a promise of what was to come.

*"No,"* Derek’s voice was an iron command, but Lena felt the hesitation in his grip. *"We’re *ours* first."* And then, with a smirk that promised retribution, he turned to the butler. *"Take us downstairs."*

The butler nodded, his eyes knowing, and Lena’s breath hitched as she felt the first brush of cool air against her bare skin—the dress pooling around her ankles, leaving her in nothing but damp lace.

Javier’s fingers lingered on the nape of her neck, his breath hot against her ear. *"So impatient,"* he purred, his voice dripping with amusement and something darker. *"And I’ve barely *begun.*"*

Lena shivered, the ache between her thighs pulsing harder than she could stand. The journey down the grand staircase seemed to take an eternity, each creak of the wood a slow promise, each shadowy corner of the hallway a whispered tease of what was to come.

Victoria trailed behind them, her robe wide open. *"You didn’t tell us about the *lower levels,* Derek."* She licked her lips. *"I’m *very* interested in seeing what you’ve got hidden down there."*

He paused at the foot of the stairs, his eyes gleaming with dark intent. *"Everything."* His voice was rough, his grip tugging Lena flush against him as he whispered against her hair. *"And I mean to *show* you."*

Javier’s smirk deepened, his fingers tracing the edge of Lena’s collarbone before he trailed behind them, following the butler’s lead into the labyrinth of dimly lit hallways beneath the mansion’s grand exterior.

The air was cooler here, the scent of old wood and candle wax hanging heavy. The butler paused in front of a massive, carved door, its brass handles gleaming in the firelight. *"The library, madam. Sir."* His eyes darted between them, eager, knowing.

Derek stepped forward, his fingers finding the padlock. He flicked it open with ease, then pushed the door wide. Inside, the room was just as decadent as the rest of the mansion—high ceilings, floor-to-ceiling shelves of rare books, a massive leather sofa that looked perfect for sinking into with a mouth at her throat, a desk carved with intricate designs, and a velvet chaise lounge draped in the softest fabric.

Victoria gasped, her fingers trailing over the back of a high-backed reading chair. *"Oh,"* she murmured, *"this is even better than I imagined."* She leaned forward, pressing a quick, teasing kiss to Javier’s lips. *"Go on, love. Let’s see what you’ve got planned."*

Javier entered the library, his movements slow, deliberate. He paused at the sofa, his fingers tracing the edge of a single pillow. *"Soft,"* he murmured, *"just like I like it."* He turned to face them, his eyes burning with dark intent.

Lena’s pulse was a frantic drumbeat between her thighs as Derek’s hand found the small of her back. *"You’re *both* here for a reason, darlin’."* He pulled her closer, his fingers tangling with Javier’s again. *"Tonight, we get to know it."* His lips found hers in a possessive, bruising kiss, his tongue slipping into her mouth with the confidence of a man who had no intentions of letting her go.

When he finally pulled back, Lena was breathless, her skin flushed. Javier’s fingers traced her cheek, his touch a contrast to Derek’s roughness. *"And what’s *your* reason?"* he murmured, his voice like dark chocolate melting on her tongue.

*"To give you the night of your life."* Derek’s smile was slow, dangerous. *"And if that means *sharing*—?"

Lena’s breath caught as Javier’s fingers tangled with hers. *"Oh,"* he murmured, *"I’ve been looking forward to this for ages."* He pulled her into his arms, his lips finding the hollow of her neck, his fingers tracing the edge of her panties.

Derek’s chest rumbled against her back. *"Nervous?"* His voice was a dark, possessive purr.

*"A little,"* Lena admitted, her fingers tightening around Javier’s as he pressed a slow, teasing kiss to her collarbone.

Javier chuckled—a low, knowing sound that made her clench between her thighs. *"Good."* He pulled back, his smirk dangerous. *"That means I’ll have to *work harder* to make you beg for more."* His fingers traced the edge of her panties, teasing her with a slow press against her core.

Lena gasped, her spine arching involuntarily, and Javier’s chuckle deepened. *"So eager."* He leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear. *"Derek, my friend, you’ve got your hands full."* His lips found hers in a slow, possessive, delicious kiss, his tongue slipping forward to tease against hers.

When Javier finally pulled back, Derek’s fingers found her neck, his grip possessive. *"Is that so?"* He spun her around, his lips crashing into hers. *"Then maybe *I’ll* be the one to remind you who you actually belong to."* His fingers tangled into Javier’s as he pulled back, his grip on Lena tightening.

*"Or maybe—"* Lena’s voice was breathless, her own hands clutching at both men’s shoulders, *"we’ll figure out who gets to *first*."*

Victoria’s laughter floated through the room. *"Oh, darling, that’s *not* how this works."* She trailed behind them to the sofa, her eyes gleaming as she sank into the plush cushions. *"But you’re both *welcome* to try."*

The night stretched before them, full of whispered promises, champagne flutes, and the low, smoky hum of jazz drifting from the parlor above. Lena’s skin flushed hotter than the fire flickering in the hearth as she looked between her two men—Derek’s fingers lingering at the back of her neck, Javier’s eyes burning with dark intent, his fingers still teasing against her panties.

She knew *this* was only the beginning.

As Lena watched, mesmerized, Derek’s fingers began to trace slow circles on the small of her back, his touch sending waves of warmth radiating outward. His eyes, dark with desire, never left hers as he leaned in, his breath hot against her ear. "You have no idea how long I've been waiting to do this," he whispered, his voice rough with need. "To have you here, between us, ready to be claimed."

Lena shivered, her body responding to his words with an intensity that surprised her. Javier’s smirk deepened as he watched her reaction, his fingers still leisurely tracing the edge of her panties through the delicate fabric. "Don't worry, darlin'," he purred. "We've got all night to show you exactly what we've been imagining."

The fire crackled in the hearth, casting dancing shadows across the room. Victoria watched from the sofa, her fingers tracing the rim of her champagne flute, her eyes never leaving the scene unfolding before her. "Such wonderful guests," she murmured, her voice like honey. "I'm so glad you could make it."

Javier’s hand slid from Lena’s waist to the zipper of her dress, his eyes locked on hers as he began to lower it slowly. "Tell me to stop," he challenged, his voice low and dangerous. "Tell me you don't want this."

Lena’s breath hitched as the cool air of the room brushed against her exposed skin. Derek’s hand moved from her back to her hip, pulling her closer to him. "Don't listen to him," he growled. "I want to hear you say you want this as much as we do."

The green dress slipped from her shoulders, pooling at her feet in a silken heap. Lena stood between them in nothing but her underwear, feeling exposed and vulnerable, yet oddly empowered by their hungry gazes. Derek’s hand moved to her breast, his thumb circling her nipple through the lace of her bra, making her gasp.

"Beautiful," he breathed, his eyes ravenous. "So fucking beautiful."

Javier dropped to his knees before her, his hands sliding up the outside of her thighs as he looked up at her. "And all ours," he added, his voice thick with desire. His fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties, slowly pulling them down her legs. Lena stepped out of them, her heart pounding in her chest as Javier’s mouth pressed a soft kiss to her inner thigh.

"I can already smell how much you want this," he murmured against her skin, his breath sending shivers through her body. "And I intend to taste it."

Derek’s hand moved from her breast to her neck, tilting her head back as his lips claimed hers in a fierce kiss. His tongue tangled with hers, tasting, exploring, staking his claim as Javier’s mouth moved higher, his tongue tracing a path up her inner thigh.

"*Yes*," Lena gasped against Derek’s lips, her fingers clutching at his shoulders. "Oh god, yes."

Derek chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that vibrated through her. "That’s it, baby. Give us what we want."

Javier’s tongue finally found her center, and Lena cried out, her body jerking against them. He licked slowly, savoring her taste, his eyes closed in pleasure as he pleasured her. Derek’s hand moved to her other breast, squeezing gently as he continued to kiss her, swallowing her moans of pleasure.

Victoria stood from the sofa, her robe falling open to reveal her own naked body underneath. "I think it's time I joined the fun," she said, her voice thick with arousal.

Derek pulled away from Lena’s lips, his breath ragged. "I think you're right," he agreed, his eyes never leaving Lena’s face. "Turn around, baby. Face the fire."

Lena did as she was told, her body trembling with anticipation. The heat of the fire warmed her skin as she watched Javier and Victoria approach. Javier remained on his knees, his tongue still working magic between her legs, while Victoria moved to stand behind her, her hands sliding up Lena’s arms.

"Lean back against me," Victoria instructed, her voice soft and seductive. Lena did, feeling Victoria’s breasts press against her back, the other woman’s hands cupping her own breasts as Javier’s tongue drove her closer to the edge.

"Look at you," Victoria murmured, her lips brushing against Lena’s ear. "So responsive. So willing to be shared."

Lena could only nod, her eyes half-closed in pleasure. Derek watched from a few feet away, his hand stroking his erection through his pants, his eyes dark with need. "You look incredible," he said, his voice hoarse. "Both of you."

Javier’s tongue moved faster, his fingers joining in, sliding into her as he sucked at her clit. Lena’s moans grew louder, her body writhing between Victoria and the fire. "I’m going to come," she gasped, her fingers clutching at Victoria’s hands.

"That’s it," Victoria encouraged, her hips grinding against Lena’s backside. "Let go for us. Show us how good we make you feel."

Lena’s body tensed, then exploded, waves of pleasure washing over her as she cried out, her body convulsing against them. Javier licked up her release, his eyes gleaming as he looked up at her. "That’s just the beginning," he promised, standing up and capturing her lips with his, letting her taste herself on his tongue.

Derek stepped forward, his hands moving to Lena’s hips. "My turn," he said, his voice rough with need. He lifted her easily, turning and placing her on the edge of the large leather sofa. "Lie back, baby. Let me see you."

Lena reclined, her legs falling open in invitation. Derek quickly shed his clothes, his cock hard and eager. Javier and Victoria watched as Derek positioned himself between Lena’s legs, his fingers parting her to reveal her glistening flesh.

"Fuck, you’re beautiful," he whispered, his eyes locked on hers as he slowly pushed into her. Lena gasped, her body adjusting to his size, the stretch delicious and perfect.

Derek began to move, his hips thrusting slowly at first, then picking up speed as Lena’s body wrapped around him, encouraging him deeper. The firelight flickered across their bodies, casting shadows that danced with their movements. Javier moved to sit on the sofa beside Lena, his hand stroking her cheek as he watched Derek take her.

"Tell me how it feels," Javier whispered, his eyes dark with desire. "Tell us what he’s doing to you."

"It feels... incredible," Lena managed, her voice breathless. "So full... so good..."

Derek’s thrusts grew more urgent, his hips slapping against hers with each movement. "You like that, baby?" he growled, his eyes never leaving her face. "You like me filling you up?"

"God, yes," Lena cried out, her fingers clutching at the sofa cushion. "Don’t stop... please don’t stop."

Victoria moved to stand beside Derek, her hand reaching out to stroke his chest. "She’s almost there again," she said, her voice thick with arousal. "Can you feel it? How tight she’s getting?"

Derek nodded, his movements becoming more erratic. "Fuck, I can feel it. She’s gripping me so tight."

Javier’s hand moved from Lena’s cheek to her breast, his thumb circling her nipple in time with Derek’s thrusts. "Come for us, darlin’," he urged, his voice low and commanding. "Let us hear you."

Lena’s body tensed, the pleasure building to a crescendo. "I’m going to—" she gasped, her eyes wide. "I’m going to—"

“Come for us,” Derek commanded, his hips slamming into hers. “Now.”

Lena’s back arched off the sofa as she came, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm, crying out their names as waves of pleasure washed over her. Derek groaned, his own release following hers, his hips thrusting erratically as he filled her.

For a moment, they all stood or sat, catching their breath, the only sound the crackling of the fire and their heavy breathing. Lena watched as Derek pulled out of her, Javier immediately offering her a glass of champagne from the table beside the sofa.

"Here you go, darlin’," he said with a smirk. "Something to help you rebound."

Lena took the glass, sipping the cool liquid as she watched Javier and Derek exchange a look. "We’re not nearly done with you," Derek warned, his voice already thickening with renewed desire. "Not by a long shot."

Lena smiled, feeling a thrill of anticipation. "I wouldn’t have it any other way," she replied, setting the glass down and patting the sofa beside her. "Now, who’s next?"




Chapter 2

The air inside the mansion was thick with the scent of burning cedar, salted caramel, and the faintest trace of sweat— the kind that clung to skin after hours of slow, deliberate seduction. Lena had spent the night wrapped in Derek’s arms, his fingers tracing lazy circles against her hip, but the moment she opened her eyes, she knew the real game was about to begin.

She could hear them before she saw them.

Victoria’s voice, low and velvety, cutting through the quiet like a blade. "I told you she’d be worth the wait." A laugh, rich and knowing, followed. "But I didn’t expect her to be this delicious."

Lena’s pulse jumped as she felt Derek’s chest rumble against her back. His fingers tightened around her waist, possessive, but there was a smirk in his voice when he spoke. "You’re the one who invited us, Victoria. Not the other way around."

A chuckle, deeper, rougher—Javier. "Oh, darling, you know I didn’t need an invitation." The bedsheets shifted, the mattress creaking as he moved, and Lena’s breath hitched when she felt the heat of his body press against her other side. "But I did want to see for myself."

She turned her head just enough to catch his smirk—dark, knowing, his eyes half-lidded with the kind of satisfaction that made her stomach clench. "And?" she breathed, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Oh, Lena. You’re everything I imagined," Javier murmured, his fingers trailing down her collarbone, teasing the edge of her robe. His thumb brushed against her nipple, hard through the thin fabric, and she gasped, her back arching into Derek’s grip.

Derek’s growl was low, approving. "She’s ours to share. But not yet."

Lena’s breath came faster, her fingers curling into the sheets as Javier’s fingers slid beneath the robe’s hem, skimming her hip, her thigh, until they found the slick heat between her legs.

"Oh, fuck," she moaned, her hips bucking against his touch, but Derek’s hand clamped down on her stomach, holding her still.

"Patience," he murmured, his voice rough, his thumb pressing against her clit—just barely. "We’ve got all night."

Javier’s laugh was dark, delicious. "Do we?" His fingers teased her folds, slow, deliberate, each pass making her whimper. "Because I’ve got a very specific idea of how to spend it."

Lena’s eyes fluttered shut, her breath coming in shallow gasps as Derek’s fingers tangled with Javier’s, both of them teasing her, tormenting her, driving her mad with need.

"You’re both insufferable," she panted, her voice trembling.

"And you’re loving it," Victoria purred from somewhere nearby—the sound of her slippers clicking against the hardwood floor, the swish of silk as she moved.

Lena’s eyes snapped open just in time to see Victoria sink onto the edge of the bed, her fingers trailing along Javier’s chest, her lips curved in a smirk.

"You’re both so greedy," Victoria teased, her nails dragging down Javier’s abs, lower, lower, until she flicked open his robe, revealing the hard length of him, already leaking.

Lena’s mouth went dry, her fingers tightening around Derek’s wrist as he pushed her robe aside, his fingers finding her core again.

"You’re both going to make me come before breakfast," she whimpered, her hips rolling against Derek’s hand, against Javier’s fingers.

"Good," Derek growled, his thumb circling her clit—just fast enough to drive her wild. "Because I plan to."

Javier’s fingers slipped inside her, slow, deep, his palm pressing against her clit as he fucked her with his hand, his other hand tangling in her hair, pulling her head back.

"Oh—fuck—!" Lena cried out, her back arching, her nails digging into Derek’s arm as Javier’s fingers curled inside her, hitting that perfect spot.

"That’s it," Derek praised, his voice rough, his fingers teasing her nipples as Javier fucked her harder, his breath hot against her ear.

"You’re both so fucking good at this," Lena panted, her body trembling, her orgasm building, unrelenting.

"We’ve got practice," Victoria murmured, her fingers tracing the head of Javier’s cock, her thumb swiping away the precome beading at the tip.

Lena’s eyes rolled back as Javier’s fingers curled deeper, his thumb pressing against her clit—just right.

"Oh—oh, fuck—!" She crashed over the edge, her body quaking, her juices soaking Javier’s fingers, Derek’s palm.

"Good girl," Derek praised, his lips pressing against hers in a bruising kiss as Javier pulled his fingers free, bringing them to his mouth, licking her come off them with a groan.

"You taste fucking amazing," Javier murmured, his voice rough, his fingers tangling in her hair as he pulled her closer.

"Now," Victoria said, her voice sharp, commanding, "it’s my turn."

Lena’s eyes snapped open just in time to see Victoria strip off her robe, revealing her naked body, her skin glistening in the morning light.

"Oh, fuck," Lena breathed, her fingers tightening around Derek’s wrist as Victoria crawled onto the bed, her hands sliding up Javier’s chest, her lips finding his.

"You’re both so fucking beautiful," Lena whispered, her fingers tracing Derek’s jaw, his lips, his eyes.

"And you’re ours," Derek growled, his fingers finding her core again, teasing her, tormenting her, making her whimper.

Victoria moaned against Javier’s mouth, her hands sliding down his chest, lower, until she wrapped her fingers around his cock, stroking him—slow, deliberate.

"You’re both so fucking good at this," Lena panted, her body still trembling from her orgasm, but her need already building again.

"We’ve got all day," Victoria purred, her fingers teasing Javier’s cock, her lips trailing down his chest, lower, until she took him into her mouth.

"Oh—fuck—!" Javier groaned, his fingers tangling in Lena’s hair, pulling her closer as Derek’s fingers found her core again.

"You’re both so fucking greedy," Lena whimpered, her hips rolling against Derek’s hand, against Victoria’s mouth, against Javier’s cock.

"And you’re loving it," Derek growled, his thumb circling her clit—just fast enough to drive her wild.

"You’re right," Lena panted, her body trembling, her orgasm building again, unrelenting.

"Good," Derek praised, his lips pressing against hers in a bruising kiss as Victoria deep-throated Javier, her fingers teasing his balls.

"Oh—oh, fuck—!" Javier groaned, his hips rolling against Victoria’s mouth, his fingers tangling in Lena’s hair.

"You’re both so fucking good at this," Lena whispered, her fingers tracing Derek’s jaw, his lips, his eyes.

"We’ve got practice," Victoria murmured, her voice muffled around Javier’s cock, her fingers teasing his balls.

"Now," Derek growled, his fingers teasing Lena’s core, "it’s our turn."

Lena’s eyes snapped open just in time to see Derek push Victoria onto her back, his fingers finding her core, teasing her, tormenting her, making her whimper.

"Oh—fuck—!" Victoria cried out, her back arching, her nails digging into Derek’s arm as he fucked her with his fingers, his other hand tangling in her hair.

"You’re both so fucking good at this," Lena panted, her body trembling, her orgasm building again, unrelenting.

"We’ve got all day," Javier murmured, his fingers tangling in Lena’s hair, pulling her closer as Derek’s fingers found Victoria’s core again.

"Now," Javier growled, his fingers teasing Lena’s core, "it’s my turn."

Lena’s eyes fluttered shut as Javier’s fingers slipped inside her, slow, deep, his palm pressing against her clit as he fucked her with his hand, his other hand tangling in her hair, pulling her head back.

"Oh—fuck—!" Lena cried out, her back arching, her nails digging into Javier’s arm as he fucked her harder, his breath hot against her ear.

"You’re both so fucking good at this," Victoria panted, her body trembling, her orgasm building again, unrelenting.

"We’ve got all day," Derek murmured, his fingers tangling in Victoria’s hair, pulling her closer as Javier’s fingers found Lena’s core again.

"Now," Derek growled, his fingers teasing Victoria’s core, "it’s our turn."

Lena’s eyes snapped open just in time to see Derek push Victoria onto her hands and knees, his cock sliding into her pussy—slow, deep, his fingers tangling in her hair.

"Oh—fuck—!" Victoria cried out, her back arching, her nails digging into the bedsheets as Derek fucked her harder, his breath hot against her ear.

"You’re both so fucking good at this," Lena whispered, her fingers tracing Javier’s jaw, his lips, his eyes.

"We’ve got practice," Javier murmured, his fingers tangling in Lena’s hair, pulling her closer as Derek’s cock slid deeper into Victoria.

"Now," Javier growled, his fingers teasing Lena’s core, "it’s my turn."

Lena’s eyes fluttered shut as Javier pulled her onto her knees, his cock sliding into her pussy—slow, deep, his fingers tangling in her hair.

"Oh—fuck—!" Lena cried out, her back arching, her nails digging into Javier’s arm as he fucked her harder, his breath hot against her ear.

"You’re both so fucking good at this," Victoria panted, her body trembling, her orgasm building again, unrelenting.

"We’ve got all day," Derek murmured, his fingers tangling in Victoria’s hair, pulling her closer as Javier’s cock slid deeper into Lena.

"Now," Derek growled, his fingers teasing Victoria’s core, "it’s our turn."

Lena’s eyes snapped open just in time to see Derek pull out of Victoria, his cock glistening, his fingers tangling in her hair.

"Oh—fuck—!" Victoria cried out, her back arching, her nails digging into the bedsheets as Derek fucked her harder, his breath hot against her ear.

"You’re both so fucking good at this," Lena whispered, her fingers tracing Javier’s jaw, his lips, his eyes.

"We’ve got practice," Javier murmured, his fingers tangling in Lena’s hair, pulling her closer as Derek’s cock slid deeper into Victoria.

"Now," Javier growled, his fingers teasing Lena’s core, "it’s my turn."

Lena’s eyes fluttered shut as Javier pulled her onto her back, his cock sliding into her pussy—slow, deep, his fingers tangling in her hair.

"Oh—fuck—!" Lena cried out, her back arching, her nails digging into Javier’s arm as he fucked her harder, his breath hot against her ear.

"You’re both so fucking good at this," Victoria panted, her body trembling, her orgasm building again, unrelenting.

"We’ve got all day," Derek murmured, his fingers tangling in Victoria’s hair, pulling her closer as Javier’s cock slid deeper into Lena.

"Now," Derek growled, his fingers teasing Victoria’s core, "it’s our turn."

Lena’s eyes snapped open just in time to see Derek pull out of Victoria, his cock glistening, his fingers tangling in her hair.

"Oh—fuck—!" Victoria cried out, her back arching, her nails digging into the bedsheets as Derek fucked her harder, his breath hot against her ear.

"You’re both so fucking good at this," Lena whispered, her fingers tracing Javier’s jaw, his lips, his eyes.

"We’ve got practice," Javier murmured, his fingers tangling in Lena’s hair, pulling her closer as Derek’s cock slid deeper into Victoria.

"Now," Javier growled, his fingers teasing Lena’s core, "it’s my turn."

Lena’s eyes fluttered shut as Javier pulled her onto her back, his cock sliding into her pussy—slow, deep, his fingers tangling in her hair.

"Oh—fuck—!" Lena cried out, her back arching, her nails digging into Javier’s arm as he fucked her harder, his breath hot against her ear.

"You’re both so fucking good at this," Victoria panted, her body trembling, her orgasm building again, unrelenting.

"We’ve got all day," Derek murmured, his fingers tangling in Victoria’s hair, pulling her closer as Javier’s cock slid deeper into Lena.

"Now," Derek growled, his fingers teasing Victoria’s core, "it’s our turn."

Lena’s eyes snapped open just in time to see Derek pull out of Victoria, his cock glistening, his fingers tangling in her hair.
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Lena’s eyes snapped open just in time to see Derek pull out of Victoria, his cock glistening, his fingers tangling in her hair.

"Oh—fuck—!" Victoria cried out, her back arching, her nails digging into the bedsheets as Derek fucked her harder, his breath hot against her ear.

"You’re both so fucking good at this," Lena whispered, her fingers tracing Javier’s jaw, his lips, his eyes.

"We’ve got practice," Javier murmured, his fingers tangling in Lena’s hair, pulling her closer as Derek’s cock slid deeper into Victoria.

"Now," Javier growled, his fingers teasing Lena’s core, "it’s my turn."

Lena’s eyes fluttered shut as Javier pulled her onto her back, his cock sliding into her pussy—slow, deep, his fingers tangling in her hair.

"Oh—fuck—!" Lena cried out, her back arching, her nails digging into Javier’s arm as he fucked her harder, his breath hot against her ear.

"You’re both so fucking good at this," Victoria panted, her body trembling, her orgasm building again, unrelenting.

"We’ve got all day," Derek murmured, his fingers tangling in Victoria’s hair, pulling her closer as Javier’s cock slid deeper into Lena.

"Now," Derek growled, his fingers teasing Victoria’s core, "it’s our turn."

Lena’s eyes snapped open just in time to see Derek pull out of Victoria, his cock glistening, his fingers tangling in her hair.

"Oh—fuck—!" Victoria cried out, her back arching, her nails digging into the bedsheets as Derek fucked her harder, his breath hot against her ear.

"You’re both so fucking good at this," Lena whispered, her fingers tracing Javier’s jaw, his lips, his eyes.

"We’ve got practice," Javier murmured, his fingers tangling in Lena’s hair, pulling her closer as Derek’s cock slid deeper into Victoria.

"Now," Javier growled, his fingers teasing Lena’s core, "it’s my turn."

Lena’s eyes fluttered shut as Javier pulled her onto her back, his cock sliding into her pussy—slow, deep, his fingers tangling in her hair.
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Chapter 3

The warmth of the sheets clung to Lena’s skin like a lover’s sigh, the dull ache between her thighs a lingering echo of what they’d shared—not just the pleasure, but the unspoken agreement that had settled into the air like incense. Victoria’s chuckles came from the other side of the bed, the sound of them still draped over Javier’s shoulder, her fingers gliding over the ridges of his abs like she’d memorized every inch already. The way her nails traced the valleys and peaks of his muscular stomach made Lena’s breath catch just a little. There was something so possessive and yet reverent about the way Victoria touched him, as if she were cataloging every square inch of him for future reference.

Lena exhaled, her breath hitching as Derek’s thumb traced her collarbone, slow, deliberate, his gaze heavy with a promise that hadn’t been spoken yet but burned in the silence all the same. His skin still carried the faint scent of the jacuzzi they’d just emerged from, a mixture of chlorine and something distinctly male that made Lena’s senses tingle. The way his thumb moved against her collarbone was hypnotic, a promise of more to come, a tease that had her body responding despite her mind’s tendency to wander.

"Fucking hell, Lena," Derek murmured, his voice barely above a whisper, the vibration of it sending shivers down her spine. "Your body’s like a fucking symphony right now. Do you feel it? The way your pulse is racing right here?" His thumb moved to the spot just below her ear where her heartbeat was visible against her skin.

Lena’s breath caught, her body still humming from the echoes of her orgasms. The memory of Victoria’s tongue on her, Derek’s fingers inside her, Javier’s commanding presence—it all swirled together, creating a cocktail of sensation that was almost overwhelming.

"You’re overthinking," Victoria crooned, shifting just enough to press against Javier’s chest without breaking his lips from hers. Her fingers glided over the ridges of his abs like she’d memorized every inch already, but now they moved lower, tracing the prominent V-line that disappeared beneath the sheets. "Just feel," she whispered against his lips, her tongue sliding into his mouth with a sultry invitation.

Lena had never been good at ignoring what haunted her mind. It was one of the things that had made Derek—and now Javier too—so attracted to her. There was always room in her thoughts for doubt, for questions, for that voice that whispered what if? But tonight, tonight, she wanted to lose herself in the sensation, in the heat, in the way their hands claimed her like she belonged to both of them. She reached out, her fingers brushing against Victoria’s hip, feeling the soft curve of it, the way Victoria’s skin was still damp from the jacuzzi, cool against Lena’s warmth.

She rolled onto her side, facing Javier, and his dark eyes locked onto hers, pupils blown, the kind of intensity that made her wish she’d kept her mouth shut. There was something primal in his gaze, a hunger that matched her own and yet was distinctly different, more possessive, more predatory. It sent a thrill of anticipation through her, a mix of fear and excitement that she couldn’t quite name.

"I’m not frightened," she corrected him, her fingers splaying across his chest, feeling the rapid flutter of his heart against her palm. The rhythm was erratic, matching her own, a tangible connection between them that said more than words ever could. "I’m just… hungry."

His smile was sharp, knowing, his fingers tangling in her hair before he pulled her face closer, his lips brushing hers in a tease—"Then you should eat."

Lena’s breath caught, her body still humming from the echoes of her orgasms. The memory of Victoria’s tongue on her, Derek’s fingers inside her, Javier’s commanding presence—it all swirled together, creating a cocktail of sensation that was almost overwhelming. His fingers twisted in her hair, just enough to send a jolt of pleasure-pain through her scalp, a reminder of who was in control.

"You’re so demanding," she whispered, her fingers skimming the lines of his waistband, barely daring to unbutton it. The material was soft against her fingertips, but beneath it, she could feel the hardness of him, the promise of what was to come.

"And you love it," Derek murmured behind her, the mattress dipping as he shifted closer, his breath warm on the back of her neck. The sound of his voice, so close to her ear, made her shiver, a full-body reaction that had her pressing back against him instinctively. "Both of us knowing exactly what you need, before you even do."

Lena shivered, her skin sensitive to the faintest touch. She felt Javier’s fingers against her throat, light, almost reverent—then his smirk as he traced the edge of her jaw. The contrast between the gentle touch and the commanding look in his eyes was intoxicating. Her body responded to both, a conflict of sensations that left her breathless and wanting more.

"Kneel," Javier commanded, his voice rough, but soft, the kind of tone that made her obey without hesitation. The single word hung in the air between them, heavy with implication and expectation.

She slid off the bed, her knees hitting the plush carpet, the weight of their gazes pressing against her skin. The softness of the carpet was a stark contrast to the anticipation coiling tight in her belly. She could feel their eyes on her—Derek’s heated gaze from behind, Javier’s intense stare from in front. It was a position of submission, but she didn’t feel weakened by it. Instead, she felt empowered, desired, cherished in a way that only these two men seemed capable of making her feel.

"Good girl," Derek praised, his hands gliding over her back, down to her hips, pulling her robe apart with a smooth tug. The cool air of the room brushed against her exposed skin, making her nipples harden almost immediately. The sound of the robe falling to the floor seemed overly loud in the silence of the room. "You’re so obedient when we ask."

Lena whimpered, her breasts bare before them, the nipples hard, aching—"For now."

"For now?" Victoria purred, her eyes dark with amusement as she kissed Javier, her tongue sliding into his mouth. Her fingers found Lena’s, interlacing them briefly in a moment of feminine solidarity before sliding away again. "She’s playing us," Victoria murmured against Javier’s lips, her eyes never leaving Lena’s.

"Yes, she is," Javier agreed, his fingers lacing through her hair as she turned to face Derek. The way he spoke, so calmly, so confidently, sent another wave of desire through Lena. His voice was a command in itself, a promise that he would see to her pleasure, no matter what.

"Are we?" Lena asked, her fingers curling into Derek’s towel-draped waist, pulling it free enough to reveal his already-hard cock, veiny and flushed, the crown slick with a hint of precome. The sight of him like this, so ready, so eager, sent a fresh wave of wetness between her thighs. She could smell his arousal, musky and masculine, mingling with her own scent in the air between them.

Derek growled, his voice rough, almost pained—"You fucking know we’re not."

She smirked, bending forward just enough to brush her lips against the sensitive head, tasting the salt. The taste of him was intoxicating, a unique flavor that was distinctly Derek. "Then why are you watching instead of taking?" she asked, her breath hot against his skin, her tongue darting out to catch another drop of precome.

"Because I like the waiting," he answered, his fingers digging into her hair, pulling her closer until his cock rubbed against her lips. The pressure was exquisite, a promise of what was to come, a tease that had her pussy clenching with anticipation.

Victoria moved, her body gliding onto the bed beside them, naked except for the way her skin was still damp from the jacuzzi. Water droplets clung to her curves, catching the low light in the room and making her skin glow. She was a vision of feminine sensuality, relaxed and confident in her own skin. "Show her who’s in charge," Victoria murmured, her fingers trailing up Javier’s thigh in a lazy caress.

Lena’s back arched, her breast pressing against Derek’s chest, his fingers still tangling in her hair, his cock slick against her lips. The position was deliciously humbling, her face level with Derek’s cock, her body completely exposed to Javier’s gaze. She could feel the heat radiating from both of them, a palpable energy that filled the space between them.

"You’re going to take me?" she panted, her voice needy, her thoughts already spiraling into the kind of submission that made her want it more. The idea of being taken, of being claimed by these two men, was more arousing than anything else could be. It was a surrender that wasn’t weakness, but strength in a different form.

"Fuck," Derek groaned, the word barely human as Javier stepped forward, his fingers sliding into the lace around her wrist, pulling her around until she fell—naked, open, willing—onto the bed again. The sudden movement sent a thrill of excitement through Lena. The way Javier handled her, so easily, so completely, was like being manhandled by a predator. It should have been frightening, but instead, it made her feel safe, cherished, desired beyond all reason.

"You’re all ours tonight," Victoria murmured, her fingers teasing Lena’s nipples, then skimming lower, until she pressed against her clit. The touch was light, almost casual, but it sent shocks of pleasure through Lena’s body, making her hips arch involuntarily. "You’re both so fucking hot for this," Victoria panted, her fingers teasing Javier’s balls, then trailing up his shaft. "You’re going to take him."

Lena whimpered, her body already aching—"Oh—"

The sound that escaped her lips was a mixture of surprise and pleasure, a wordless expression of the sensations coursing through her. Victoria’s fingers were magic, finding the exact spot that sent sparks of ecstasy through her body. The contrast between the firm pressure of Victoria’s fingers and the light, teasing touch of Javier’s cock against her lips was intoxicating.

Javier moved, his cock hard and thick before her, the head pressing against her lips, the kind of dominance that made her whimper. "You want to beg?" he asked, his fingers tightening around her wrist—"For all of us?"

Lena’s eyes snapped open, her breath catching, her nipples aching, her pussy clenching around Derek’s fingers. The sound of Javier’s voice, rough with desire, sent another wave of wetness between her thighs. She wanted to beg, wanted to surrender completely to whatever they wanted from her. The thought was terrifying and exhilarating all at once.

"Yes," she breathed, her voice trembling. "Please. Please."

"That’s my girl," Derek praised, his thumb circling her clit, his fingers fucking her, his other hand wrapping around her throat, not too tight, but just enough to make her gasp. The pressure of his fingers inside her was perfect, hitting just the right spot with every stroke. The combination of the pleasure and the light restriction of his hand around her throat was almost too much to bear. She felt a rush of submission, a complete surrender to the sensations they were creating in her body.

"You’re both so fucking hot for this," Victoria panted, her fingers teasing Javier’s balls, then trailing up his shaft. "You’re going to take him."

Lena whimpered, her body still aching—"Oh—"

The sound that escaped her lips was a mixture of surprise and pleasure, a wordless expression of the sensations coursing through her. Victoria’s fingers were magic, finding the exact spot that sent sparks of ecstasy through her body. The contrast between the firm pressure of Victoria’s fingers and the light, teasing touch of Javier’s cock against her lips was intoxicating.

Javier moved, his cock hard and thick before her, the head pressing against her lips, the kind of dominance that made her whimper. "You want to beg?" he asked, his fingers tightening around her wrist—"For all of us?"

Lena’s eyes snapped open, her breath catching, her nipples aching, her pussy clenching around Derek’s fingers. The sound of Javier’s voice, rough with desire, sent another wave of wetness between her thighs. She wanted to beg, wanted to surrender completely to whatever they wanted from her. The thought was terrifying and exhilarating all at once.

"Yes," she breathed, her voice trembling. "Please. Please."

"That’s my girl," Derek praised, his thumb circling her clit, his fingers fucking her, his other hand wrapping around her throat, not too tight, but just enough to make her gasp. The pressure of his fingers inside her was perfect, hitting just the right spot with every stroke. The combination of the pleasure and the light restriction of his hand around her throat was almost too much to bear. She felt a rush of submission, a complete surrender to the sensations they were creating in her body.

"You’re both so fucking hot for this," Victoria panted, her fingers teasing Javier’s balls, then trailing up his shaft. "You’re going to take him."

Lena whimpered, her body still aching—"Oh—"

The sound that escaped her lips was a mixture of surprise and pleasure, a wordless expression of the sensations coursing through her. Victoria’s fingers were magic, finding the exact spot that sent sparks of ecstasy through her body. The contrast between the firm pressure of Victoria’s fingers and the light, teasing touch of Javier’s cock against her lips was intoxicating.

Javier moved, his cock hard and thick before her, the head pressing against her lips, the kind of dominance that made her whimper. "You want to beg?" he asked, his fingers tightening around her wrist—"For all of us?"

Lena’s eyes snapped open, her breath catching, her nipples aching, her pussy clenching around Derek’s fingers. The sound of Javier’s voice, rough with desire, sent another wave of wetness between her thighs. She wanted to beg, wanted to surrender completely to whatever they wanted from her. The thought was terrifying and exhilarating all at once.

"Yes," she breathed, her voice trembling. "Please. Please."

"That’s my girl," Derek praised, his thumb circling her clit, his fingers fucking her, his other hand wrapping around her throat, not too tight, but just enough to make her gasp. The pressure of his fingers inside her was perfect, hitting just the right spot with every stroke. The combination of the pleasure and the light restriction of his hand around her throat was almost too much to bear. She felt a rush of submission, a complete surrender to the sensations they were creating in her body.

"You’re both so fucking hot for this," Victoria panted, her fingers teasing Javier’s balls, then trailing up his shaft. "You’re going to take him."

Lena whimpered, her body still aching—"Oh—"

The sound that escaped her lips was a mixture of surprise and pleasure, a wordless expression of the sensations coursing through her. Victoria’s fingers were magic, finding the exact spot that sent sparks of ecstasy through her body. The contrast between the firm pressure of Victoria’s fingers and the light, teasing touch of Javier’s cock against her lips was intoxicating.

Javier moved, his cock hard and thick before her, the head pressing against her lips, the kind of dominance that made her whimper. "You want to beg?" he asked, his fingers tightening around her wrist—"For all of us?"

Lena’s eyes snapped open, her breath catching, his fingers still tangling in her hair, pulling her closer. His cock slid into her mouth, a slow, deliberate invasion that had her moaning around him. The taste of him, the feel of him stretching her lips, the knowledge that she was taking him, that she was pleasing him—it was all so intensely arousing that she could feel herself getting even wetter.

She gulped, his cock pressing against her throat, but she wanted it, wanted to feel both of them at once, to obey like she’d never done before. The sensation of him hitting the back of her throat, of her gag reflex fighting against the intrusion, of the tears welling up in her eyes—it was all part of the pleasure, a surrender that was both humiliating and empowering in its intensity.

Victoria gasped, her body arching against Derek’s fingers, her pussy clenching—"Oh, fuck, Derek—I’m going to—"

"Come," he ordered, his thumb rubbing circles against her clit.

She obeyed, her orgasm crashing over her, her juices soaking his fingers, her body trembling, her moans escaping around Javier’s cock. The sight of Victoria losing control, of her body writhing in pleasure, was almost as arousing as the cock in her mouth. Lena could feel Victoria’s pleasure as if it were her own, a shared experience that bound them all together in this moment.

Lena whimpered, her body aching, her need already climbing—"Please, please—"

"I’ve got you," Derek growled, his fingers sliding into her pussy, fucking her deeper, harder. The sudden shift from being the one giving pleasure to being the one receiving it was almost overwhelming. Derek’s fingers were thick and knowing, moving inside her with a skill that had her seeing stars. He knew exactly how to touch her, exactly how to make her body sing with pleasure. The combination of his fingers inside her, Javier’s cock in her mouth, and the sight of Victoria’s orgasm—it was all almost too much to handle.

"Oh—fuck—"

Lena’s orgasm hit suddenly, her pussy clenching around Derek’s fingers, her come soaking Javier’s cock as he pulled free, his smirk dark as he kissed her, swallowing her moans. The taste of herself on his lips was a new sensation, one that sent another wave of pleasure through her already-overwhelmed senses. The way Javier claimed her mouth, so possessive, so hungry, was a perfect echo of how she felt—hungry, desperate, completely consumed by the pleasure they were giving her.

Victoria panted, her body already winding down, but the night was just beginning. The sheen of sweat on her skin, the flushed color of her cheeks, the satisfied smile on her face—she was a vision of post-orgasmic bliss, and it made Lena want more, want to feel that same satisfaction in her own body.

"You’re both so fucking perfect," Derek murmured, his fingers tracing circles against Lena’s clit, still sensitive from her release. The light touch was almost maddening, a tease that promised more but gave little satisfaction. Lena arched into his touch, a silent plea for more pressure, more friction, more of everything.

Javier chuckled, his fingers tangling in Victoria’s hair, pulling her forward. "Then let’s make you come," he said, his voice a low rumble that promised both pleasure and a hint of danger.

And then they were all fucking.

Derek pushed Victoria onto her back, his cock sliding into her pussy, her legs spread wider, her body inviting him. Victoria moaned, a sound of pure pleasure that echoed in the room. The sight of Derek taking her, of his hips moving in a steady rhythm, of Victoria’s nails digging into his shoulders—it was a masterclass in passion, a dance that Lena watched with rapt attention.

"Oh—" Victoria moaned, her nails digging into Derek’s shoulders as he fucked her. The sound of their bodies coming together was a wet, slapping rhythm that filled the room. Derek’s hips rolled, his cock sliding in and out of her with purpose, his thumb finding her clit and rubbing circles that had Victoria’s body writhing beneath him.

"Fucking hell, you’re tight," Derek groaned, his voice rough with desire. He leaned down, capturing one of Victoria’s nipples in his mouth, sucking and nipping at the sensitive flesh. The sight of him worshiping her body, of his mouth on her breast, of his cock disappearing inside her—it sent another wave of wetness between Lena’s own thighs.

You’re both so fucking dirty," Derek growled, his hips rolling, fucking her—"You’re both so fucking dirty."

Victoria moaned, her pussy clenching around Derek’s cock, her breast jiggling as he fucked her deeper, his thumb finding her clit. "Oh, fuck—" she gasped, her head thrown back, her body completely surrendered to the pleasure he was giving her.

Lena’s nails dug into Javier’s shoulders, her body arching as Derek spanked her ass, his fingers sliding into her pussy. "Please—" she begged, her voice a mere whisper, lost in the sounds of their lovemaking.

"Who’s in charge?" Derek asked, his voice rough, the flogger snapping—the sound sharp in the silence.

Lena’s eyes snapped open, her breath catching, her body trembling, her need already climbing. The sudden sound of the flogger sent a jolt of adrenaline through her, a mixture of fear and excitement that had her pussy clenching around Derek’s fingers. The question hung in the air, a challenge and a promise all at once.

"You," she whimpered, her voice shaking, a complete surrender to the power Dynamics of the moment.

"Good girl," Derek praised, his fingers sliding into her pussy, fucking her, his thumb pressing against her clit. The combination of his fingers inside her, his thumb on her clit, and the knowledge of what he was capable of—it was all almost too much. Lena moaned, a sound of pure pleasure that matched Victoria’s, a harmony of desire that filled the room.

Victoria moaned, her body already climbing—"Oh, fuck, Derek—I’m going to—"

"Come," he ordered, his thumb rubbing faster against her clit as Javier spanked Lena’s ass, his cock sliding deeper. The command in Derek’s voice was absolute, a directive that Victoria’s body couldn’t refuse. Her pussy clenched around his cock, her body trembling, her moans growing louder as she approached the edge.

"I’m coming—I’m coming—" Victoria cried out, her release crashing over her in waves. The sight of her orgasm, of her body writhing in ecstasy, of the look of pure bliss on her face—it was the most beautiful thing Lena had ever seen. It inspired a desperate need to feel that same release, to be pushed to the edge and tumble over it.

Javier growled, his cock sliding into Lena harder, his fingers sliding into her pussy. "Oh, fuck—I’m going to—"

"Beg," Derek ordered, the flogger snapping—the sound sharp, echoing in the spacious room. The command was clear, an order that Javier couldn’t refuse, not with the pleasure so close at hand.

"Please," Javier growled, his thumb pressing against Lena’s clit, his fingers fucking her, harder, faster. The sudden intensity of his touch, the demanding rhythm of his fingers, the knowledge that Derek was waiting—it all combined to push Lena to the edge of her endurance.

"I’m coming—I’m coming—" Lena cried out, her orgasm hitting her like a freight train. The pleasure was intense, overwhelming, a tidal wave of sensation that washed away all thought, all hesitation, all doubt. She came with a force that left her breathless, her body trembling, her nails digging into Javier’s shoulders as he pulled her close.

Derek watched them, his cock still hard, his hands still warm against their skin. His eyes were dark with desire, his expression one of pure satisfaction as he watched the two women come undone by his touch. "You’re both mine," he murmured, his fingers still tracing circles against Victoria’s clit, keeping her come alive. The touch was light, a gentle reminder of the power he held, of the pleasure he could give or withhold.

"For tonight," Javier agreed, his smirk dark, his lips brushing against Lena’s. The kiss was soft, a contrast to the intensity of their lovemaking, a promise of more to come. Lena felt the tension, the promise, the desire—all of it coiling tighter, a knot of need that was manufactured by the three of them. This wasn’t over.

And they all wanted more.




Chapter 4

The air hummed with something darker than the sea breeze filtering through the open French doors of Javier’s penthouse—an electricity, a tension that coiled between them like the fine gold chains around Victoria’s ankles. Lena sat in the plush armchair, draped in one of Javier’s linen shirts that hung open, the fabric barely clinging to her waist. The shirt was large on her petite frame, swallowing her up until only the most tantalizing glimpses of her body were visible. The scent of sandalwood and salt clung to her skin, mixing with the faintest hint of musk. She knew they could both see the outline of her hardened nipples pressing against the thin material, the delicate curve of her hip where the collar of the shirt rode up just enough, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of her toned thigh.

She wasn’t supposed to be this naked.

And yet, here she was—watching, waiting, learning. The fabric of the shirt whispered against her skin with every movement she made, the sensation both comforting and unsettling. Her fingers traced absently along the hem of the shirt, pulling it higher just slightly, teasing herself and the men watching her with rapt attention.

Derek leaned against the doorframe, his broad shoulders casting a shadow over the room. He wore only a pair of tailored slacks, the zipper teasingly undone halfway, just enough to reveal the dark, curly trail leading down to his cock. It pulsed faintly against the fabric, straining against the constraint with visible effort. Lena’s mouth watered at the memory of how thick it had felt, how slick with her arousal. She’d never admit how much she’d liked the way he’d commanded her in bed last night. How his voice had dropped to that rough, possessive growl when he’d told her to take his cock like a good girl. Her gaze kept drifting back to that promising bulge, imagining what it would feel like to have it filling her mouth again, to feel that familiar stretch and the satisfying slide as she took him deep.

Victoria sat on the couch beside him, one leg twisted over the other, her heels pressing into the upholstery. Her dress was a whisper of red fabric, slashed high on one thigh, barely covering the lace of her thong. She adjusted the straps of her garter belt, the delicate metal clinking as she moved, her gaze locked onto Javier’s. The air between them crackled in a way Lena couldn’t quite decipher—either amusement, challenge, or something far more dangerous. Lena found herself fascinated by the interplay between them, the unspoken communication that passed in the space of a glance. The red of Victoria’s dress seemed to glow in the dim light, the color of desire and passion, while her dark eyes promised untold pleasures and perhaps, hidden dangers.

"*"The rules are simple,"* Javier began, his voice smooth as he paced toward the bar. He poured three fingers of something amber into a glass, the ice clinking softly as he set it aside. *"Tonight, we play. No holds barred. No limits. And if you’re brave enough, you might just win something."*

Lena’s pulse spiked. *Win something?* The implications sent a shiver down her spine. Her fingers tightened on the armrests of the chair, her body already responding to the challenge in his voice. The idea of winning something from these men, something they valued enough to use as a prize, sent a thrill through her. Her imagination ran wild with possibilities—perhaps an object of pleasure, a night of decadent attention, or maybe something more intangible but equally desirable.

Victoria smirked, her red lips parting just enough to flash a glimpse of teeth. *"And what exactly does Lena get if she wins?"*

The question hung in the air, and Lena held her breath, waiting for Javier’s response. His eyes flicked to Derek, then back to Lena, and she felt a jolt of anticipation at the unspoken communication between them. Whatever the prize, it involved all three of them, and that thought sent a tingle of excitement through her entire body.

Javier’s dark eyes gleamed with amusement as he nodded at Lena. *"If she wins…"* His eyes flicked to Derek, then back to Lena, lingering on her lips. *"She gets to keep her favorite toy for the night."*

Lena’s knees clenched as Derek’s fingers traced the edge of his waistband—just a teasing brush over his already-hard cock. She swallowed, the air thick as she finally understood. This wasn’t just about pleasure. It was about control. The thought sent a wave of heat through her core, her body already betraying her with slickness and a growing ache. She glanced at Derek, drinking in the sight of him—broad shoulders, confident stance, and that tempting bulge in his slacks. To have that "toy" to herself for an entire night... the possibilities were intoxicating.

*"So…"* Victoria traced a finger along the edge of her wineglass, the motion delicate but deliberate. *"What’s the game?"*

Her voice was like velvet, dripping with curiosity and anticipation. Lena found herself captivated by Victoria’s every movement, the way she held herself with such confidence, the way her red dress clung to her curves in all the right places. The sexual tension in the room was palpable now, a living thing that made the air feel heavier, thicker, almost difficult to breathe.

Javier’s chuckle sent a thrill through her. *"You’ve already been watched plenty, *cariño*."*

Derek’s fingers inched higher, his thumb skimming the edge of her pussy, just brushing over her clit before retreating. Lena’s hips jerked, her body responding before her mind could catch up. Victoria raised an eyebrow, amusement dancing in her gaze as she set her wineglass down.

*"And yet, she’s still here."*

*"Because I’m brave,"* Lena whispered, her voice steady despite the way her body still hummed from the memory of last night. Her fingers gripped the armrests tighter, her knuckles white with the effort of maintaining her composure. She was braver than she had ever been before, and she knew it. The realization sent a surge of confidence through her, mingling with the heat of desire.

*"Or because you like being toyed with,"* Derek countered, his fingers trailing back up to her lips. He pressed the tip of their wetness against them, and Lena obeyed, sucking his fingers into her mouth. The taste of herself was familiar and strangely comforting, a reminder of the pleasure they had shared.

Victoria groaned, her hand slipping between her own spread thighs. *"Fuck, Derek. You’re playing dirty."*

*"I’m just playing,"* he corrected, pulling his fingers free from Lena’s mouth.

Her lips felt swollen, her throat aching from the memory of Derek’s cock stretching her. Javier moved behind her, the warmth of his body pressing against her back before he murmured into her ear—*"Open your legs."*

She did, her thighs falling apart, inviting both men as her body already betrayed her, her pussy slick and desperate. Derek’s eyes darkened as he crouched before her, his fingers sliding through her folds.

*"You’re so wet for this,"* he growled, his thumb finding her clit in one smooth stroke.

Lena’s breath escaped in a rush as Victoria leaned forward, her fingers lacing through Derek’s hair before she whispered something in his ear. Derek’s smirk deepened, his fingers inside her tightening—just slightly—as he stood, straightening to press his cock against her lips again.

*"That’s my girl,"* he murmured, his tone rough but approving as Victoria’s fingers curled around his shaft. *"Now, take him,"* she commanded, *"or Javier gets to play instead."*

Lena’s eyes snapped to Javier’s, her breath catching as his fingers slid up her neck, his touch lingering at her lips. The *promise*. The *threat*. The knowledge that Javier was watching, waiting, ready to step in and take control sent a delicious shiver down her spine. She took Derek’s cock, the head gliding past her lips as Victoria’s fingers worked his shaft in a way that made him groan. *"That’s it—fuck, yes—"* His voice dropped to a rough growl as Lena hollowed her cheeks, her tongue swirling around his crown. *"You were made for this."*

But Javier’s hand curved around the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair as he murmured—*"Take him deep."*

Lena obeyed, her throat stretching as she took him in, her hands curling around Victoria’s thighs to steady herself. Victoria’s hips bucked, her fingers working Derek faster, harder, her own pleasure evident in the way her breath hitched.

*"Oh—fuck—"* Derek groaned, his hips rolling as Lena bobbed, Victoria’s fingers still slick around his cock. *"You’re both too fucking perfect."*

Javier’s chuckle vibrated against Lena’s throat. *"Then show her who’s in charge."*

She pulled free with a wet sound, Derek’s cock glistening with her saliva. *"I don’t—"* Lena began, but Victoria’s fingers curled around her chin, pulling her back to Derek’s eager cock.

*"You don’t do,"* Victoria purred, *"or Javier gets you."*

Lena’s eyes locked onto Javier’s, her breath shallow as he grinned, his fingers teasing the waistband of his own pants—letting her see just how hard he was. She couldn’t hesitate. She took Derek again, but this time, Victoria’s fingers worked her harder, pulling her into the sensations as Javier’s hand slid down her back, pressing low between her thighs.

*"You’re so wet for me, *cariño*,"* he murmured, his fingers sliding through her folds, his touch *so close*.

Lena’s pussy clenched, her thighs trembling as Victoria groaned, her fingers tightening around Derek’s shaft. *"Oh—a little more—"*

But Javier’s fingers slid away before she could protest.

*"No!"* Derek’s voice was a sharp command, his fingers gripping Lena’s hair. *"You don’t stop."*

Lena didn’t. She hollowed her cheeks, her tongue swirling around Derek’s crown as Javier moved behind her, his fingers sliding through her wetness again—this time, two of them dipping inside her in one slow stroke. *"Fuck—"* Lena’s moan came around Derek’s cock, her body bucking on its own volition.

Victoria groaned, her fingers still working Derek’s length. *"Oh—Lena—fuck—"*

*"You’re both so greedy,"* Javier growled, his fingers fucking her, his thumb circling her clit just as Derek’s fingers gripped her hair. *"She wants it. I want it. What’s stopping us?"*

Derek’s smirk was wicked. *"The last rule. She can’t come until we say."*

Lena’s eyes snapped open, her breath hitching, her body already teetering on the edge of his cock in her mouth. Javier’s fingers inside her tightened—just slightly—as he whispered against her ear—*"Then you better learn control."*

She did. *Barely*. The pleasure coiled, tighter, hotter, her body trembling against them both as they worked her—Derek’s cock in her mouth, Victoria’s fingers wrapped around his length, Javier’s fingers *inside* her, stretching her, teasing her. *"Oh—fuck—"* Lena’s voice came out broken as Javier’s thumb pressed against her clit, his fingers fucking her in a rhythm that matched Derek’s steady strokes.

*"That’s it—"* Derek groaned, his hips stilling slightly as Victoria’s fingers tightened. *"You’re both such fucking good girls."*

Javier’s smirk was triumphant as he pulled his fingers out, his come already slicking the back of his pants. *"Not yet."*

Lena’s body *ached*, the tension inside her too much, too *sharp*. She whimpered, her hands curling against the arms of the chair, trying to ground herself, but Victoria had already moved, her fingers trailing down Lena’s spine before she pressed against the small of her back.

*"Kneel."*

Lena obeyed, her thighs still spread as she sank to the floor, her back arched, her chest heaving. Javier stood before her, the waistband of his pants gone now, the head of his cock slick and swollen. Lena’s eyes locked onto his as Derek stepped beside him, his fingers sliding through her hair again, his touch *soft*, almost reverent.

Javier smirked, his hand curling around her jaw. *"Now you know what we want."*

Victoria’s chuckle was soft, but her eyes were dark and hungry as she stepped forward, her fingers sliding into the waistband of Javier’s pants. *"I think she might already have."*

And then Javier was free, his cock thick and demanding against her lips. Derek was there too, his fingers sliding through her wetness before he pushed inside her in one slow stroke. Lena’s back arched, her moan coming around Javier’s cock as Derek’s fingers in her tightened, his thumb pressing against her clit.

*"Oh—fuck—"* Derek’s voice was rough, his fingers fucking her with slow, steady strokes inside her mouth while Javier’s fingers worked her open, her body stretched, filled—*"She’s so tight."* His fingers inside her tightened, his thumb sliding over her in circles that matched Lena’s desperate hollow of her cheeks, her tongue swirling against the head.

*"Both of you,"* Victoria whispered, her fingers sliding up Derek’s spine, her touch firm as she urged him forward. *"Take her."*

Derek’s fingers slid out of her mouth, his cock replacing them. *"That’s my girl."*

Lena’s whimper came out pathetic, her body already teetering on the edge, her pussy clenching as Derek’s fingers fucked her, his thumb circling her clit. Javier’s fingers inside her tightened, his thumb pressing against her in a way that made her gasping, her hips bucking, her body desperate.

*"Come on,"* Derek growled, his fingers fucking her faster, his thumb sliding over her harder.

*"I—I—"* Lena’s protest came out broken—*"I can’t—"*

*"You can’t—"* Victoria began, her fingers already pressing against Lena’s throat, *"or Javier gets to play."*

Derek’s fingers pulled out of her mouth again, his cock replacing them. *"You want to come?"* His voice was rough, his fingers pressing inside her, working her as Javier’s fingers teased her clit, his hold on her back firm. *"You better ask nicely."*

Lena’s hips bucked, her nails digging into the plush carpet as her voice came out desperate, broken—"Please—"

*"Please what?"* Victoria demanded, her fingers pressing against Lena’s throat just slightly—enough to make her gasping.

*"Please let me come—"* Javier’s fingers slid away, his smirk wicked, his fingers pressing against Derek’s as his fingers pressed inside her, working her as she whimpered, her body already teetering on the edge, her pussy clenching—*"Please—"*

*"Beg,"* Victoria ordered, her fingers pressing against her throat as Derek’s fingers slid in and out of her mouth again. *"Beg for it."*

Lena’s hips arched, her body desperate—"Please—please—please let me come—"

*"Good girl,"* Derek purred, his fingers sliding inside her mouth again.

Victoria’s fingers slid away from her throat. *"Come."*

Lena’s orgasm hit like a wave, her body trembling, her pussy clenching as her own arousal coated Derek’s fingers. Javier’s fingers pressed against her back, his touch firm, his own cock slick against her skin as his release already spilled onto her shoulder. He smirked as Lena’s whimpers came out desperate, her body still trembling as Victoria’s fingers pressed against her clit, her touch firm.

*"Not yet,"* Javier murmured, his fingers sliding inside her mouth.

Lena’s breath hitched as Victoria’s fingers replaced them, her fingers fucking her harder, faster—*"Oh—fuck—"*

*"Again,"* Derek growled, his fingers pressing against her clit, his touch firm.

Lena’s orgasm hit again, harder this time, her pussy clenching around Victoria’s fingers as Derek’s fingers fucked her deeper, her body trembling, her moans broken.

Victoria smirked as the head of her cock pressed against Lena’s lips again, her own voice rough—*"That’s my girl."*

Lena knew she had to obey.

She took Victoria this time, her tongue swirling around the head, her lips parting as she took her in. Victoria’s fingers curled through her hair, her grip tightening as Javier’s fingers slid into her mouth again, Derek’s fingers pressing inside her, working her as Javier’s fingers fucked her harder.

*"Oh—fuck—"* Victoria groaned, her hips rolling forward as Lena hollowed her cheeks, her tongue swirling around the head, her own arousal already slicking Derek’s fingers. *"Both of you—"* Her fingers pulled Lena closer, her cock sliding deeper, harder—*"Both of you—fuck—yes—"*

Lena’s release hit again, this time as Victoria’s fingers fucked her still deeper, her own orgasm hitting harder, her pussy clenching—*"Oh—fuck—I’m coming—!"***

Victoria’s release spilled onto her tongue, her fingers tightening around her, her hips rolling—*"Oh—fuck—Lena—yes—fuck—fuck—"*

Lena pulled free with a wet sound, her tongue sliding against Victoria’s lips as she whimpered, her body still trembling—*"Oh—fuck—"*

*"Good girl."* Javier’s voice was rough, his fingers sliding against her throat as he pulled her forward, his lips pressing against her shoulder.

*"That’s my girl."* His smirk was dark, his fingers pressing against her back as he murmured—*"And we’re just getting started."*

Derek’s fingers pressed against her chin, pulling her forward as her body still hummed—*"Tonight, you belong to all of us."*

Lena’s breath hitched as she leaned forward, her lips pressing against Derek’s, her fingers curling into the waistband of Javier’s pants, pulling him closer. Victoria smirked as she kissed Javier’s shoulder, her fingers sliding into Derek’s, their hands lacing, their fingers teasing her clit, her throat.

*"And tomorrow?"* Victoria murmured, her fingers sliding against her skin.

*"That’s up to you."* Javier’s smirk was dark and dangerous as he pulled Lena forward, her hands curling into his shirt, her lips pressing against his.

*"Because you’re all ours—"* Derek’s voice dropped to a growl, *"tonight."*

Lena’s body trembled—*"Oh—fuck—"*

*"Not yet."* Victoria’s whisper pressed against the back of her neck, her fingers teasing—*"First, you have to earn it."*

And then they all claimed her.

Derek’s fingers pressed against her throat, his touch firm—*"Kneel."*

Lena obeyed, her body already aching as Derek’s fingers slid against her skin and then inside her, working her, stretching her, his fingers firm in her. Javier’s fingers pressed against her back, his touch soft—*"Victoria’s."*

Victoria smirked as she stepped forward, her fingers pressing against the edge of Lena’s jaw, her lips pressing against hers as her finger slid against her lips, her voice rough—*"That’s my girl."*

And then her cock was inside her, Victoria’s fingers curling against her throat, her nails digging into her skin as she pressed her fingers—*"Oh—fuck—"*

*"Take it,"* Javier murmured, his fingers pressing against her clit, her throat, his touch firm.

*"Oh—fuck—"* Derek’s fingers fucked her from behind, his fingers firm in her, his thumb pressing against her in circles that made her whimpering as Javier’s fingers fucked her harder, his hold on her throat tightening—*"That’s my girl—"*

*"Fuck—yes—"* Victoria’s fingers tightened around her, her hips rolling as she fucked her harder, her fingers pressing against her clit, her throat—*"Oh—fuck—Lena—"*

*"Lena—"* Derek’s fingers slid against her back, his voice rough, *"come."*

*"Oh—fuck—"* Javier’s fingers pressed against her throat, his touch firm as he pulled her back—*"Victoria’s—"*

*"I’m—coming—"* Lena’s voice came out broken, her body trembling as Victoria’s fingers fucked her harder, her own release already spilling onto the plush carpet.

*"Good girl,"* Victoria growled, her fingers pressing against her back as Javier’s fingers slid against her skin, his touch soft—*"That’s my girl."*

Derek’s fingers pulled out of her as Javier’s fingers wrapped around her throat, his grip firm—*"Now you know who’s in charge."*

Lena’s breath hitched, her body still trembling as Javier’s fingers slid against her back, his touch firm—*"That’s my girl."*

Victoria smirked as she stepped forward, her fingers pressing against the edge of Lena’s jaw—*"That’s our girl."*

And then they were all fucking. Derek’s fingers pressed against her throat, his touch firm, as Javier’s fingers slid into her mouth, his touch firm, his cock sliding inside her, stretching her, filling her completely. Victoria’s fingers pressed against her clit, her touch firm, her hips rolling in a rhythm that matched their thrusts. Lena moaned, the sound muffled by Javier’s cock in her mouth, her body sandwiched between them, completely surrounded by their heat, their touch, their demands.

*"Fuck, you’re so tight,"* Derek groaned, his fingers tightening on Lena’s throat as Javier’s fingers gripped her hair, pulling her head back to look at him. His eyes were dark with desire, his lips parted as he breathed heavily, his hips rolling in a steady, punishing rhythm that made Lena’s eyes roll back in her head.

*"That’s it, take it all,"* Javier commanded, his voice rough with need as he thrust deeper, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her toes curl and her body tremble. *"You were made for this, weren’t you? Made to be our perfect little toy, our little slut to use however we please."*

Lena could only moan in response, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure through all three of them. Victoria’s fingers on her clit moved faster, matching the pace of their thrusts, her other hand sliding up to pinch one of Lena’s nipples. The sharp sting of pleasure-pain sent Lena over the edge, her body convulsing between them as she came, her pussy clenching around Javier’s cock, her moan muffled by his length in her mouth.

*"Fuck, I’m going to come,"* Derek warned, his fingers tightening on Lena’s throat, his hips stuttering as he thrust into her ass. *"Swallow it all, you good girl. Take every drop."*

Lena obeyed, her throat working to swallow as he came, hot and thick, filling her ass completely. The feeling of being so full, so completely claimed by both men sent her into another orgasm, her body writhing between them as Javier’s grip on her hair tightened, his thrusts becoming erratic.

*"I’m coming too,"* Javier groaned, his release spilling down her throat as she swallowed, her eyes watering from the effort but her body dancing in ecstasy. *"Fuck, Lena, you feel so good."*

Victoria’s fingers never stopped moving, dragging Lena through wave after wave of pleasure until she was a boneless, trembling mess between them, completely spent and utterly sated. As they finally pulled out of her, Lena collapsed onto the floor, her body still twitching with aftershocks, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

*"You were perfect,"* Victoria murmured, running her fingers through Lena’s hair as she knelt beside her, a soft smile on her face. *"So brave, so responsive. We’re so proud of you."*

Lena could only manage a weak smile in return, her body too worn out for anything more. As Javier and Derek settled on either side of her, pulling her close between them, Lena knew that whatever tomorrow might bring, she would never forget this night—their first game together, the beginning of what promised to be many more nights of pleasure, submission, and discovery. And as she drifted off to sleep wrapped in their arms, she couldn’t wait to see what other games they might play.




Chapter 5

The penthouse was silent. Not the usual hush of a city slumbering outside the windows, but a deeper, weighted quiet—the kind that settled in the bones when your body had been taken to its absolute limits and then pushed even further. Javier’s bed sheets clung to Lena’s sweat-slicked skin, the fabric damp with the aftermath of the night’s indulgence. The scent of their exertions filled the air, a heady mix of salt, musk, and something darker—the musk of three men coiled between them, the promise of more. Her fingers traced lazy circles on Javier’s chest, the inked swirls and sharp lines of his tattoo a familiar map she’d explored with her tongue just hours before. She could still taste him—the sharp, clean flavor of his skin, the heady scent of his cologne mixed with the sweat that had built between them. Her lips were tender from too much sucking, her jaw slightly sore from being stretched around Derek’s impressive girth, and her throat raw from too many cocks. She swallowed experimentally, a faint ache radiating down her neck as a reminder of the night’s adventures.

She blinked against the fading gray light of dawn, her vision still hazy with sleep, her eyelids feeling like they were weighted down with sand. The room was bathed in the soft, ethereal light of the morning sun creeping through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting long shadows that danced across the walls. The sound of distant traffic filtered up from the streets below, a constant hum that seemed to travel from the glass and steel of the building into the plush sanctuary of the penthouse. Her fingers curled against Javier’s chest—his dark, inked skin still warm beneath her touch—his heartbeat steady and slow, the kind of rhythm that told you he wasn’t waking anytime soon. Beside them, Derek lay sprawled across the duvet, his massive chest rising and falling with each breath. His hair was tousled, falling across his forehead in soft waves, and his stubble rough against his pillow, giving him a dangerously handsome, slightly disheveled look that made Lena’s stomach flutter with anticipation. His eyes—fuck, his eyes were still dark, as if they’d barely slept at all. A faint smirk played over his lips, like he was already anticipating her movements before she even made them, like he knew exactly what she was thinking and was planning his next move.

And then there was Victoria.

Lena turned her head, finding Victoria propped against the pillows opposite them, her back to the headboard. The sheet had slipped, exposing one full breast—the pebbled nipple dusted with freckles—but it wasn’t her nudity that made the air tighten. It was the way her fingers traced circles over Derek’s abdomen, the deliberate drag of her nails up his hip. The fucking smirk on her face. Victoria hadn’t worn the red dress when they collapsed into the bed last night, but the afterimage of it—slit high, garters glinting, heels digging into flesh—haunted Lena’s thoughts just the same. She could still see Victoria’s legs wrapped around Derek’s waist, her red heels spurring him on as he pounded into her from behind while Lena watched, mesmerized, her own fingers buried deep inside herself, trying to match the rhythm. The memory made her shift slightly, the dampness between her thighs growing more noticeable.

*"You’re staring again,"* Javier murmured, his fingers skimming the hollow of her throat, sending a shiver down her spine.

*"Just admiring the damage you’ve done,"* she shot back, her voice a little uneven, slightly raspy from last night’s activities. Her gaze flicked from Javier to Victoria, then to Derek, taking in the sight of the three of them together. They were a stunning tableau—three bodies tangled together, a testament to the night’s pleasure. Javier’s dark skin contrasted sharply with Derek’s pale, muscular frame, and Victoria’s curves provided a perfect counterpoint to both of them. Lena’s fingers trailed down Javier’s chest, following the line of his happy trail to where his morning erection was already making its presence known, tenting the silk sheet that barely covered them.

Derek’s low chuckle vibrated against her ribs where his arm still draped over her waist. *"All three of us,"* he added, his voice sleep-roughened but laced with amusement. His hand slid down from her waist to rest possessively on her hip, his thumb tracing idle patterns on her skin that sent sparks of awareness through her entire body. Lena could feel the warmth of his touch through the thin sheet that separated them, could feel the heat radiating from his body as he stirred beside her.

Victoria raised an eyebrow, leaving her fingers suspended just above Derek’s cock, hard and thick even in sleep. *"Is that a complaint?"* she asked, her voice a low purr that made Lena’s nipples tighten in response. Victoria’s eyes, the color of warm chocolate, locked onto Lena’s, and for a moment, time seemed to stand still. There was something predatory in that gaze, something that promised more of the same—or perhaps something entirely different. Victoria’s free hand reached out, fingers lightly brushing against Lena’s arm, a gentle touch that belied the intensity of her stare.

*"No. Just observation,"* Lena replied, her voice steadier now, though her heart was hammering against her ribs. Her gaze remained fixed on Victoria’s face, trying to read the unspoken thoughts behind those dark eyes. The air in the room seemed to crackle with electricity, the silence between them growing increasingly charged with anticipation. Lena could feel Javier’s chest rise and fall beneath her hand, could feel Derek’s breathing change beside her, could sense the shift in Victoria’s posture as she began to move again, her fingers trailing up Derek’s chest with deliberate slowness.

*"We’re going to have to talk about that,"* Javier finally said, dropping his teasing touch, his expression growing more serious. His dark eyes, framed by long lashes, fixed on Lena’s face, and she felt a sudden surge of heat at the intensity of his gaze. Javier’s tattoo seemed to shift and breathe in the soft morning light, the swirls and patterns of black ink a stark contrast against his golden skin. His hand moved to cup her cheek, his thumb brushing lightly against her bottom lip, and Lena couldn’t help but part her lips slightly in response, her tongue flicking out to wet them.

*"Tonight?"* she asked, her voice barely above a whisper, the sound seeming too loud in the stillness of the room.

Victoria’s smirk was slow, wicked. *"Tonight, darling,"* she purred, her fingers now tracing circles around Derek’s nipple, the touch light but firm. *"...and tomorrow."* She reached over, flicking her nail once along the underside of Derek’s length, and he groaned softly in his sleep, his hips shifting slightly. Victoria’s eyes never left Lena’s, and the challenge in her gaze was unmistakable. There was a promise in that look, a promise of more of the same—or perhaps something even more intense.

Derek groaned, but his hips didn’t roll the way they might have before he understood the game they were playing. The real game. *"Fucking hell. You’re all temptresses,"* he muttered, his voice thick with sleep and arousal. His hand tightened on Lena’s hip, his fingers digging into her flesh just enough to be felt through the sheet. Derek’s eyes opened then, dark and heavy-lidded with desire, and he looked from Victoria to Lena, then to Javier, a slow smile spreading across his face. *"And I fucking love it,"* he added, his voice growing stronger, more awake with each word.

Javier’s fingers tangled with Lena’s, pulling her closer until she was half-leaning over him, her body pressed against his side. *"And you,"* he said, his dark eyes sliding to Victoria’s, then back to Lena’s. *"You’re our willing sacrifice."* The words should have made her squirm. Should have sent a spiral of fear down her spine. But instead, all they did was dampen the heat between her thighs, thickening her arousal as she considered the implication of what he was saying. The idea of being a sacrifice to these three—of being used and pleasured by them in whatever way they desired—sent a thrill through her that she couldn’t ignore. Her free hand rested on Javier’s chest, her fingers tracing the lines of his tattoo, her mind racing with the possibilities of what the future held.

She didn’t move away. *"What do you want from me?"* she asked, her voice steady despite the racing of her heart.

Three hours later, the penthouse was alive again.

Not with the whispered music and smoldering lights of the night before, but with the harsh bite of sunlight streaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows, with the sharp clink of glassware, with the thrum of conversation laced with something deeper than small talk. Lena stood beneath the showerhead in the master suite, the water pulsing down her body in thin, hot lines, washing away the sweat, the come, the marks of three sets of hands. Not that she wanted to hide them. Not today. Her fingers slid over her breasts, teasing the pebbled nipples, remembering Javier’s fingers there last night, the way they’d plucked at her before he shoved his cock in her mouth while Derek fucked her from behind. She bit her lip at the phantom touch, her thighs squeezing together as she tried to outlast the memory of Victoria’s fingers curled around her throat, her cock pulsing deep inside her while Javier marked her like she belonged to them both. The water cascaded over her skin, washing away the physical evidence of their night together, but doing nothing to quell the ache that had settled between her thighs, the constant, insistent throbbing that seemed to grow stronger with every passing moment.

The shower door swished open.

Victoria stood there, naked, perfect, her dark hair still damp from sleep, her skin glowing as if she’d already spent the morning working herself into a frenzy. A full bottle of champagne dangled from her fingers, the cold glass digging into her palms. Lena’s breath hitched at the sight of her, at the confident way she stood there, as if she owned the space and everyone in it. Victoria’s eyes, dark and knowing, swept over Lena’s body, taking in every curve, every drop of water sliding down her skin.

*"You’re wasting time,"* Victoria said, shifting her weight to one foot as she set the bottle on the sink with a deliberate thud. The sound echoed in the tiled room, a sharp crack that seemed to break the spell of Lena’s thoughts. Victoria’s gaze never left Lena’s, and the intensity of that stare made Lena’s heart race with anticipation. Victoria’s fingers reached out, trailing through the water that cascaded down Lena’s arm, the touch light but deliberate, a reminder of the power she held over Lena’s body.

*"I thought this was a breakfast call?"* Lena asked, her voice steady despite the butterflies fluttering in her stomach. Her eyes flicked from Victoria’s face to the bottle of champagne, then back again, trying to read the intentions behind that enigmatic smile.

Victoria’s smirk was slow, deliberate. *"Oh, darling,"* she purred, stepping into the shower, the water beading off her body like she’d just walked out of a heatwave. The space in the shower suddenly seemed smaller, more intimate, with Victoria’s presence filling it completely. Victoria moved with a predatory grace, her every movement calculated and deliberate, designed to draw attention to her body and the power it wielded. Her hands rested on Lena’s hips, pulling her closer until their bodies were pressed together, the heat of Victoria’s skin searing against Lena’s despite the warm water. *"Breakfast is just the warm-up,"* Victoria whispered, her lips brushing against Lena’s ear, her breath hot against her skin.

Her lips were swollen. Not from the night before. Not just from the night before. Lena’s eyes widened slightly as she took in the sight of Victoria’s face, the bruised-looking softness of her lips, the faint redness around them. Javier. The realization sent a jolt of heat through her, a mix of possessiveness and arousal that made her ache with need. Victoria smirked again, reading her thoughts as easily as if they were written on her face. *"Last night, I told you to beg,"* she said, her finger tracing the line of Lena’s jaw, her touch light but firm. *"Today? I thought you’d prefer a demand."* The challenge in her voice was unmistakable, a direct invitation to the game they had begun to play.

Lena’s fingers curled around the shower fittings, testing the water pressure, her mind racing with the implications of Victoria’s words. The steam wrapped around them, creating a private, intimate world within the shower stall, a world where the rules were different, where the boundaries between them were deliberately blurred. Victoria’s hand closed around Lena’s wrist, pulling her closer until their bodies were barely an inch apart, the water cascading between them. *"No hesitation,"* Victoria reminded her, her lips brushing against the edge of Lena’s jaw, the touch sending a shiver of anticipation down Lena’s spine. *"We taught you well."* Her hand slid down Lena’s throat, over her breasts, her fingers tracing the sensitive skin over her stomach—right to the swollen, aching place between her thighs. *"Just right here, cariño,"* she murmured, tapping Lena’s clit once—sharp, demanding. The sudden touch sent a jolt of pleasure through Lena’s body, a sharp gasp escaping her lips as her knees almost buckled. Victoria’s fingers curled into the hair at the nape of her neck, holding her steady, her other hand still resting on Lena’s hip, a gentle but firm reminder of who was in control.

*"Good. Remember,"* Victoria whispered, her fingers kneading the muscles at the nape of Lena’s neck, her touch almost affectionate before it sharpened, her nails pricking just enough to ignite the heat. *"You belong to all of us,"* she added, her voice dropping to a low, possessive growl that sent a thrill through Lena’s entire body. The words hung in the air between them, a declaration of ownership that Lena found herself craving despite her earlier hesitation. Victoria’s fingers slid down Lena’s back, following the curve of her spine until they rested on her ass, squeezing the flesh with possessive firmness. *"And we’re going to remind you of that,"* Victoria purred, her lips brushing against Lena’s neck, the touch sending a shiver of anticipation down her spine.

Lena’s body trembled as Victoria’s fingers traced the curve of her ass, the touch light but firm, a promise of what was to come. Her mind raced with the possibilities, with the memories of their night together and the promise of more to come. The water continued to cascade down their bodies, washing away the barriers between them, leaving them raw and exposed to each other. Victoria’s hand slid from her ass, trailing up her spine, following the water’s path until it rested between her shoulder blades, pressing her forward until Lena was leaning against the shower wall, her breath coming in quick, shallow gasps. *"That’s it,"* Victoria murmured, her lips brushing against Lena’s ear, her voice a low, seductive purr. *"Just like that. Let me take care of you."*

She dropped to her knees, her mouth hot and wet, her tongue sliding along Lena’s pussy before she could even sink to the tile. The sudden sensation sent a jolt of pleasure through Lena’s body, a loud moan escaping her lips as her hands flew to the tiles, bracing herself against the unexpected assault. The taste of her—salt, lingering arousal, something sharp and sweet—sent a shiver through Lena, her own desire already slicking her thighs. Victoria’s hands wrapped around Lena’s thighs, holding her in place as her mouth and tongue worked their magic, licking and sucking, nibbling and exploring every inch of her pussy with a skill that left Lena breathless and trembling.

*"Oh—fuck—"* Victoria’s voice was a guttural groan, her words muffled against Lena’s flesh as her fingers tightened in Lena’s hair. *"You’re already just as good at this as you are at taking cocks,"* she added, her voice vibrating against Lena’s sensitive skin, sending waves of pleasure through her body. Victoria’s tongue flicked against her clit, the touch light but insistent, building a pressure that threatened to overwhelm Lena’s senses. Her free hand slid up Lena’s leg, following the curve of her thigh until it rested on her hip, holding her steady as Victoria’s mouth worked its magic.

*"That’s it—"* Victoria’s hips bucked forward, her fingers pressing against the back of Lena’s skull. *"Eat me like you eat cock—deep, fast, like you’re hungry,"* she ordered, her voice rough with desire. Lena obeyed without hesitation, her tongue sliding along Victoria’s pussy, tasting the sweetness of her arousal, the salt of her skin. Her fingers curled around Victoria’s hips, pulling her closer, her mouth working with increasing intensity, her tongue flicking and circling, licking and sucking, her desire for Victoria building with every passing moment. The sound of their moans filled the shower stall, echoing off the tiles and creating a symphony of pleasure that seemed to wrap around them, binding them together in their mutual desire.

*"Good. Remember,"* Victoria whispered, her fingers kneading the muscles at the nape of Lena’s neck, her touch almost affectionate before it sharpened, her nails pricking just enough to ignite the heat. *"You belong to all of us,"* she added, her voice dropping to a low, possessive growl that sent a thrill through Lena’s entire body. The words hung in the air between them, a declaration of ownership that Lena found herself craving despite her earlier hesitation. Victoria’s fingers slid down Lena’s back, following the curve of her spine until they rested on her ass, squeezing the flesh with possessive firmness. *"And we’re going to remind you of that,"* Victoria purred, her lips brushing against Lena’s neck, the touch sending a shiver of anticipation down her spine.

Lena’s body trembled as Victoria’s fingers traced the curve of her ass, the touch light but firm, a promise of what was to come. Her mind raced with the possibilities, with the memories of their night together and the promise of more to come. The water continued to cascade down their bodies, washing away the barriers between them, leaving them raw and exposed to each other. Victoria’s hand slid from her ass, trailing up her spine, following the water’s path until it rested between her shoulder blades, pressing her forward until Lena was leaning against the shower wall, her breath coming in quick, shallow gasps. *"That’s it,"* Victoria murmured, her lips brushing against Lena’s ear, her voice a low, seductive purr. *"Just like that. Let me take care of you."*

And then Derek’s fingers squeezed the round of her ass, holding her in place as he stepped between her spread thighs. His cock pressed against her entrance, hard and insistent, demanding entry. Lena gasped at the sudden contact, her body arching against the shower wall, her hands slipping on the wet tiles as she tried to maintain her balance. Derek’s fingers slid up her spine, following the curve of her back until they rested on her shoulders, pressing her forward, forcing her to bend at the waist until her hands were braced against the shower floor. *"You’re both too beautiful,"* he growled, his voice thick with arousal, his hands sliding down her back, tracing the lines of her spine, the curves of her ass, the sensitive skin of her thighs. His fingers slipped between her legs, brushing against her clit, the touch sending a jolt of pleasure through her body that made her gasp aloud. *"And hungrier than I imagined,"* he added, his voice dropping to a low, possessive growl that sent a thrill through Lena’s entire body.

Victoria’s fingers pressed harder, her hips rocking against Lena’s face, but she didn’t come. Not yet. Lena’s mouth was still full of Victoria’s sweetness, her tongue still working its magic, her desire building with every passing moment. Victoria’s free hand slid down her own body, her fingers finding her clit, circling it with slow, deliberate strokes that matched the rhythm of Lena’s tongue. *"You’re taking her well,"* Javier murmured from the doorway, his voice rough with morning arousal, his fingers still wrapped around his shaft in a deliberate, almost painful grip. His eyes were fixed on the scene unfolding before him, on the sight of Lena bent over, taking Victoria’s mouth while Derek prepared to take her from behind. Lena could feel his gaze on her body, the heat of his stare almost as tangible as the water cascading down her skin.

*"Good girl,"* Victoria murmured, her fingers tightening in Lena’s hair, pulling her head back until their eyes met, a challenge in her gaze that made Lena’s heart race with anticipation. *"Now spread for him,"* she ordered, her free hand sliding down to join Derek’s, their fingers intertwining as they prepared to take Lena together. Lena obeyed without hesitation, her body arching into their touch, her thighs spreading wider, inviting Derek inside her, inviting him to take what she was offering. Victoria’s fingers slipped between Lena’s legs, brushing against her clit, the touch sending a jolt of pleasure through her body that made her gasp aloud, her body trembling with anticipation.

*"You’re our willing sacrifice,"* Javier murmured, his fingers still wrapped around his cock, his voice rough with desire as he watched Derek and Victoria prepare to take Lena. His eyes were fixed on Lena’s body, on the way she arched into their touch, on the way her thighs spread wider, inviting them in. *"And we’re going to remind you of that,"* he added, his voice dropping to a low, possessive growl that sent a thrill through Lena’s entire body. The words hung in the air between them, a declaration of ownership that Lena found herself craving despite her earlier hesitation. Javier’s fingers tightened around his shaft, stroking it slowly, his gaze never leaving Lena’s body, his every movement a testament to his desire for her.

*"You’re teasing,"* Javier finally said, dropping his teasing touch, his expression growing more serious as he watched Derek and Victoria prepare to take Lena. His dark eyes, framed by long lashes, fixed on Lena’s face, and she felt a sudden surge of heat at the intensity of his gaze. Javier’s tattoo seemed to shift and breathe in the soft morning light, the swirls and patterns of black ink a stark contrast against his golden skin. His hand moved to cup her cheek, his thumb brushing lightly against her bottom lip, and Lena couldn’t help but part her lips slightly in response, her tongue flicking out to wet them, her desire for him building with every passing moment. *"And I don’t care for teasing,"* he added, his voice a low, warning growl that sent a shiver down Lena’s spine.

*"Now what?"* she asked, her voice barely above a whisper, the sound seeming too loud in the stillness of the room, her eyes flicking between Javier, Derek, and Victoria, trying to read their intentions in their expressions. Her body trembled with anticipation, with desire, with the need to be taken, to be used, to be owned by these three people who had already claimed her so completely. The water continued to cascade down their bodies, washing away the barriers between them, leaving them raw and exposed to each other. Lena’s hands slid up the tiles, bracing herself against the wall as she waited for their answer, her body arching into their touch, her every movement a silent plea for more.

*"Now,"* Derek growled, his fingers sliding from her ass to her hips, his hands gripping her flesh with possessive firmness, *"you’re going to take us both."* His cock pressed against her entrance, hard and insistent, demanding entry. Lena gasped at the sudden contact, her body arching against the shower wall, her hands slipping on the wet tiles as she tried to maintain her balance. Derek’s fingers slid up her spine, following the curve of her back until they rested on her shoulders, pressing her forward, forcing her to bend at the waist until her hands were braced against the shower floor. *"And you’re going to love every second of it,"* he added, his voice dropping to a low, possessive growl that sent a thrill through Lena’s entire body. His fingers slid between her legs, brushing against her clit, the touch sending a jolt of pleasure through her body that made her gasp aloud, her body trembling with anticipation.

Victoria’s fingers pressed harder, her hips rocking against Lena’s face, but she didn’t come. Not yet. Lena’s mouth was still full of Victoria’s sweetness, her tongue still working its magic, her desire building with every passing moment. Victoria’s free hand slid down her own body, her fingers finding her clit, circling it with slow, deliberate strokes that matched the rhythm of Lena’s tongue. *"You’re taking her well,"* Javier murmured from the doorway, his voice rough with morning arousal, his fingers still wrapped around his shaft in a deliberate, almost painful grip. His eyes were fixed on the scene unfolding before him, on the sight of Lena bent over, taking Victoria’s mouth while Derek prepared to take her from behind. Lena could feel his gaze on her body, the heat of his stare almost as tangible as the water cascading down her skin.

*"Good girl,"* Victoria murmured, her fingers tightening in Lena’s hair, pulling her head back until their eyes met, a challenge in her gaze that made Lena’s heart race with anticipation. *"Now spread for him,"* she ordered, her free hand sliding down to join Derek’s, their fingers intertwining as they prepared to take Lena together. Lena obeyed without hesitation, her body arching into their touch, her thighs spreading wider, inviting Derek inside her, inviting him to take what she was offering. Victoria’s fingers slipped between Lena’s legs, brushing against her clit, the touch sending a jolt of pleasure through her body that made her gasp aloud, her body trembling with anticipation.

*"You’re our willing sacrifice,"* Javier murmured, his fingers still wrapped around his cock, his voice rough with desire as he watched Derek and Victoria prepare to take Lena. His eyes were fixed on Lena’s body, on the way she arched into their touch, on the way her thighs spread wider, inviting them in. *"And we’re going to remind you of that,"* he added, his voice dropping to a low, possessive growl that sent a thrill through Lena’s entire body. The words hung in the air between them, a declaration of ownership that Lena found herself craving despite her earlier hesitation. Javier’s fingers tightened around his shaft, stroking it slowly, his gaze never leaving Lena’s body, his every movement a testament to his desire for her.

*"You’re teasing,"* Javier finally said, dropping his teasing touch, his expression growing more serious as he watched Derek and Victoria prepare to take Lena. His dark eyes, framed by long lashes, fixed on Lena’s face, and she felt a sudden surge of heat at the intensity of his gaze. Javier’s tattoo seemed to shift and breathe in the soft morning light, the swirls and patterns of black ink a stark contrast against his golden skin. His hand moved to cup her cheek, his thumb brushing lightly against her bottom lip, and Lena couldn’t help but part her lips slightly in response, her tongue flicking out to wet them, her desire for him building with every passing moment. *"And I don’t care for teasing,"* he added, his voice a low, warning growl that sent a shiver down Lena’s spine.
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