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Chapter 1

The air in *Siren’s Lair* was thick with the scent of sweat, leather, and something darker—something *hungry*. Mia adjusted the straps of her dress for the third time in as many minutes, the fabric clinging to her plush, jiggling tits like a second skin. The deep red lighting made her deep brown skin glow, highlighting the smooth curve of her hips, the way her thighs pressed together beneath the tight black dress. She could feel the heat radiating off the bodies around her—muscles flexing, skin slick with anticipation, the occasional slap of a palm against an ass, the moans that were half-laughter, half-pain. Her own body was responding to the atmosphere, her nipples hardening into tight peaks that strained against the barely-there fabric, her pussy growing wet with excitement at the thought of what this night might bring.

Greg’s hand on her waist was trembling—not from fear, no, her husband was never afraid—but from excitement, from the way her ass swayed when she walked, from the way her dress rode up just enough to tease the dark triangle of curls between her thighs. She could feel his cock pressing against her, hard as steel, aching to be free, to explore the delights that her body promised. His breathing had grown ragged, his chest rising and falling rapidly against her back as he took in the sights and sounds of their surroundings.

“You’re killing me, babe,” he groaned, his voice rough with need, raspier than usual, filled with a desperate longing that made her smile.

Mia purred, leaning back into him, grinding her ass against his crotch just to feel him gasping, to hear the sharp intake of his breath when she rotated her hips, making sure he felt every inch of her generous curves rubbing against him. The friction was exquisite, for both of them, and she knew that if she kept it up, he might embarrass himself right there in the middle of the crowded club.

“Good,” she whispered, her lips brushing his ear, the warmth of her breath sending a shiver down his spine. “That’s the point.” She could feel the subtle vibrations of his moans against her back, feel the way his hand tightened on her hip, his fingers digging in slightly with a possessiveness that always made her wetter. Her own breathing had grown uneven, her heart beating a staccato rhythm that she was sure he could feel against his chest.

The DJ’s music pounded through the speakers, a throbbing bassline that seemed to vibrate through the floor and up into her very bones, matching the rhythm of her heartbeat. Mia closed her eyes, letting the sensations wash over her—the heat of the bodies pressed close, the slickness of the air that seemed to cling to her skin like a lover’s touch, the way her nipples pebbled beneath the thin fabric of her dress, aching for attention. She was big, curvy, unapologetically herself, and tonight, she was going to show everyone just how delicious a woman her size could be.

Greg’s fingers tightened on her hip, his thumb tracing idle patterns on the soft flesh there. “We don’t have to do this,” he said, though his voice was already cracking, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps that betrayed his words. “If you don’t want to—”

“Shut up and enjoy it,” she snapped, twisting around to face him, her movements slow and deliberate, meant to tease. Her breasts jiggled with the movement, spilling over the top of her dress in a tantalizing display that made his eyes widen behind his glasses. They had fogged slightly with the heat of his desire, and she couldn’t resist the urge to reach up and wipe a single bead of sweat from his brow with her thumb, watching as he shivered at her touch. “You’ve been dreaming about this for weeks. Now let me give it to you.”

Greg swallowed hard, the movement visible in his throat, and she couldn’t help but notice the way his Adam’s apple bobbed, a small detail that she found inexplicably sexy. His glasses fogged again with the heat of his desire, and he pushed them up the bridge of his nose with a shaky hand, never once taking his eyes off her body.

“But what if someone—” he started, his voice trailing off as he seemed to lose his train of thought, his eyes drifting down to her cleavage, then lower to the way her thighs pressed together beneath the tight fabric.

“What if someone what?” Mia cut him off, her fingers trailing down his chest, the touch light but intentional, meant to drive him wild. Her fingertips skimmed the bulge in his pants—so small compared to the men around them, so eager to be filled, to be part of whatever was about to happen. She could feel the heat of his erection through the fabric of his pants, could see the outline straining against the zipper, begging for release. “What if someone watches? What if someone touches? What if someone fucks me while you watch?”

Greg’s eyes darkened, turning almost black with lust, and she knew she had him. His hands gripped her waist, pulling her flush against him so that she could feel the full length of his erection pressed against her stomach. “Fuck,” he breathed, the word coming out on a rush of air, his lips parting slightly as his breathing hitched. His hands were trembling on her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, and she could feel the desperation in his touch, the need that was overwhelming him.

Mia laughed, the sound low and throaty, vibrating against his chest where her lips were still close to his ear. “Good. Now let’s go.”

---

The bar was a whirlwind of movement—couples tangled together, hands roaming, lips locked in desperate kisses. Mia ordered a drink, her fingers brushing against the bartender’s as she handed over some cash, feeling the firmness of his muscles, the heat of his skin that seemed to radiate onto hers. The mixologist smirked, knowing exactly what she wanted—something strong, something sweet, something to loosen her up before the real fun began. He was a good-looking guy, with a tattoo of a snake coiling up his arm and eyes the color of warm whiskey that seemed to see right through her.

“For the lady,” he said, sliding a glass toward her across the polished wooden bar, the ice clinking against the rim in a way that made her think of other things that might make that sound later tonight.

Mia took a sip, the liquid burning its way down her throat, spreading warmth through her chest that mingled with the excitement already coursing through her veins. She set the glass down, her fingers lingering on the condensation, tracing patterns in the moisture before letting them drift down the sleek wood of the bar. And then—splash. A dark liquid dripped onto the man beside her, slithering down his thigh, soaking into his dark jeans like a dark secret. Mia bit her lip, watching the stain spread with a satisfied smirk, knowing exactly what she’d done and enjoying the way his eyes widened in surprise before darkening with something else entirely.

“Oops,” she cooed, turning to face him, her voice dripping with honeyed apology that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “Sorry about that.”

The man was tall, broad-shouldered, his skin dark as night, his muscles flexing beneath a fitted black shirt that strained across his chest and shoulders. His eyes locked onto hers, smoldering with an intensity that made her pussy clench, challenging her in a way that sent a thrill through her body. He was clearly used to getting what he wanted, and she found herself wondering if tonight would be the night she got to be what he wanted.

“Looks like someone’s got a wet mouth,” he drawled, his voice deep, rough, filled with promise that made her shiver. “Or maybe you’re just messy by nature.”

Mia’s pussy clenched at his words, at the way he spoke to her with such confidence, as if he already knew her secrets, knew what made her tick. She knew that cock—had seen the way his jeans strained against a thick outline that made her mouth water, the way his hips rolled when he walked with a predatory grace that promised he knew how to use what he was packing. Darnell. The name had been whispered around the club, a warning, a promise, and she had been aching to test that promise for months.

“And you’re gonna give it to me,” she whispered back, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass, the cool liquid a contrast to the heat building between her thighs. Her eyes never left his, holding his gaze as if in a challenge, as if daring him to make good on his promises. “All of it.”

Darnell’s smirk deepened, a slow, sensual curve of his lips that made her heart race. “Only if your husband says it’s okay, ma’am,” he said, his eyes flicking to Greg for a moment before returning to her, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her chest. “I’m not in the business of stealing what doesn’t belong to me.”

Mia’s breath hitched at his words, at the respectful way he acknowledged Greg’s presence, even as his eyes promised her things that her husband could never deliver. She turned, her hip brushing against Darnell’s, feeling the hardness of his cock through his jeans, the heat of his body radiating onto hers like a furnace. Her own husband was watching them with wide eyes, his face flushed with a mix of excitement and apprehension.

“How do you feel about that, baby?” she asked Greg, her voice dripping with honey, her fingers already trailing up his chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart beneath her touch. “About sharing your wife with a man who can give her what you can’t?”

Greg’s face was flushed, his hands trembling where he held his drink, the ice slowly melting in the warm atmosphere of the club. His eyes darted between Mia and Darnell, taking in the size difference between them, the way Darnell’s presence seemed to command the space around him, the way Mia’s body seemed to lean into Darnell’s touch without even realizing it. “I—I don’t know,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper, his glasses fogging up again with the heat of his desire. “What if—”

“What if what?” Mia cut him off, her fingers tracing the hem of his pants, skimming the bulge of his cock that was straining against the zipper, smaller than Darnell’s but no less eager to please. “What if we have fun? What if we break the rules? What if I finally get the satisfaction I’ve been craving?”

Greg’s throat bobbed, the movement visible in the dim lighting of the club, and Mia couldn’t resist the urge to lean in and press a kiss to the spot where his pulse was racing against his neck. She could feel the rapid thumping of his heart, could smell the scent of his arousal mixed with the sweat of his nerves, and it made her wetter, made her ache to push him further, to see how far he was willing to go to please her.

“I—I don’t know,” he repeated, but his eyes were dark with desire, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps that betrayed his words. His hand trembled as he set his drink down on the bar, his fingers brushing against hers in a touch that was both accidental and intentional, a connection that they both needed in this moment of uncertainty.

Mia smiled, knowing she had him, knowing that despite his reservations, his body was betraying his desire, his cock growing harder against her fingers, his breath coming faster with every second that passed. “Then let’s give them a show,” she whispered, her fingers unbuttoning his shirt, exposing his scrawny chest, his small, eager nipples that were already hard with anticipation. The fabric fell open to reveal the pale skin beneath, a sharp contrast to her own deep brown tone and Darnell’s dark complexion, and she couldn’t help but think of how they must look to the other patrons—how she looked, a curvy goddess caught between two very different men, her body the centerpiece of a tableau that was both decadent and thrilling.

Greg moaned, the sound low and desperate, his hands gripping her waist, pulling her closer to him as if afraid to let go, as if afraid that if he released her, she might disappear or change her mind. “Fuck, Mia,” he groaned, his cock pressing against her, aching to be touched, to be freed from the confines of his pants. “You’re going to be the death of me.”

Mia laughed, the sound low and throaty, filled with triumph and anticipation, a promise of things to come. “That’s my boy,” she purred, her fingers trailing down his chest, feeling the way his muscles trembled beneath her touch, the way his breathing hitched as she drew closer to the bulge in his pants. “Now let’s have some fun.”

Darnell stepped forward, his presence commanding the space around them, his hands coming up to rest on Mia’s hips, one spreading wide across the soft flesh there, the other cupping her cheek in a touch that was possessive and gentle all at once. “I’ll take you home, ma’am,” he said, his voice deep, rough, filled with promise that made her shiver with anticipation. “But I warn you… Greg might not like what I put in you. I’m not a small man, and I don’t do things by half-measures.”

Mia’s pussy clenched at his words, at the image they conjured, at the thought of being stretched by a man who knew what he was doing, who could give her the release she had been craving for so long. She loved being the size queen, needing the biggest cocks to even get close to being satisfied, and Darnell—he looked like he knew exactly how to ruin her for any other man, how to make her forget all about her husband’s small package and focus only on the pleasure that he could provide.

“Then let’s give him a show,” she whispered back, her fingers already unbuckling Greg’s belt, the sound of the leather sliding through the loops filling the small space between them. She could feel Greg’s eyes on her, watching as she freed his cock, watching as Darnell’s hands moved on her body, and she knew that this moment was a turning point, a line being crossed that they would never be able to uncross. “Let him see what a real man can do.”

Greg gasped as his cock sprang free, the small, eager appendage standing at attention, already weeping with anticipation. His hands gripped her waist, pulling her closer to him as if seeking comfort or reassurance, his eyes wide with a mix of fear and excitement as he watched her with Darnell, as he watched the way her body responded to the larger man’s touch, the way her breathing changed, the way her eyes glazed over with desire.

Mia smiled, knowing she had them both, knowing that she was the center of this universe, the conductor of this orchestra of lust and desire. “That’s my boys,” she purred, her fingers wrapping around Greg’s cock, stroking him slowly, teasingly, feeling the way he pulsed in her hand, the way his pre-cum slicked her fingers, making the slide easier, making the pleasure more intense. “Now let’s have some fun.” She leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear, her voice dropping to a whisper that only he could hear. “Let’s give him something to remember me by.”

Darnell’s eyes darkened, his hands gripping her waist, pulling her closer to him, closer to the impressive bulge in his jeans that was straining against the zipper, promising a night of pleasure that Greg could never provide. “You’re gonna scream for me, ma’am,” he growled, his voice low and dangerous, a promise of things to come. “You’re gonna beg for more, and you’re gonna thank me for it tomorrow.”

Mia’s pussy clenched, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps at his words, at the command in his voice, at the way he spoke to her as if he already owned her, as if he had every right to make her scream his name. “Promises, promises,” she whispered, her fingers trailing down Darnell’s chest, feeling the hardness of his muscles beneath the fitted shirt, the heat of his body radiating onto her palms. “But I like a man who delivers.”

Darnell’s smirk deepened, a slow, sensual curve of his lips that made her heart race, that made her ache to feel that smile against her skin, to have those lips on hers, on her neck, on every inch of her body. “Oh, ma’am,” he said, his voice deep, rough, filled with promise that made her shiver with anticipation, “you’re gonna love what I do to you. I’m going to make you forget all about this little boy you’re playing with. I’m going to make you forget your own name.”

And with that, the game was on.




Chapter 2

The backroom of *Siren’s Lair* was a sanctuary of sin, a hidden den where the rules of the club bent just a little further, where the air hummed with something electric, something dangerous. The walls were lined with velvet, the same deep blood-red as the club’s logo, and the only light came from flickering candles embedded in the wood—just enough to see by, just enough to hide in.

Mia slid into the room first, her heels clicking against the polished floor, her dress clinging to her like a second skin, the fabric stretched tight over her plump, swaying tits, the deep V-neck spilling just enough cleavage to make a man’s mouth water. She knew what she looked like—a goddess in the flesh, big, curvy, unapologetic, and hungry for more. The lingerie she’d stuffed into her purse earlier—a lace thong that barely covered her thick, juicy pussy, a push-up bra that pushed her tits up like an offering—was waiting, just for the right moment.

Greg followed behind, his steps hesitant, his hands clenched at his sides. He was smaller than most men, his frame lean, his cock already straining against his slacks, aching to be free. But it wasn’t just physical desire that had him trembling—it was the thrill of the unknown, the way Mia’s eyes darkened when she looked at him, the way her fingers twitched like she was already imagining what was coming.

Darnell leaned against the doorframe, his broad shoulders blocking the light, his dark eyes burning with predatory hunger. He was tall, thick, his muscles straining against his fitted black shirt, the fabric stretched tight over his chest, the bulge between his legs unmistakable, demanding. He hadn’t touched her yet, but the way his gaze raked over her, the way his thumbs hooked into his belt, slowly unbuckling it, Mia knew he was already imagining her spread out beneath him, moaning his name.

"Do you want to stop?" Greg asked, his voice rough, his throat bobbing. He didn’t sound afraid—just nervous, excited, ready to be swept away.

Mia turned, her hips swaying, her fingers trailing down his chest, skimming the buttons of his shirt. "Do you want to stop?" she asked, her voice dripping with honey, her lips curling into a smirk.

Greg swallowed hard. "No."

"Then shut up and watch," she ordered, her fingers unbuttoning his shirt, exposing his scrawny chest, his small, eager nipples. She leaned in, her breath hot against his ear, "because tonight, you’re just the audience."

Darnell chuckled, the sound low and rumbling, filled with promise. "Damn, ma’am," he murmured, stepping forward, his hands coming up to grip her waist, "you’re built like a fucking dream."

Mia moaned, her back arching, her breasts pressing against his chest, her nipples hardening beneath his touch. "And you’re built like a fucking weapon," she panted, her fingers trailing down his stomach, skimming the waistband of his pants, feeling the thick ridge of his cock beneath.

Greg watched, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps, his cock throbbing, aching to be touched. He hadn’t been allowed to come since they’d walked into the club, Mia’s orders, and now, seeing her like this, seeing Darnell’s big hands on her, he was ready to explode.

"You like that, baby?" Darnell growled, his lips brushing her ear, his free hand sliding up her thigh, under her dress, finding her soaking wet. "You like knowing your husband’s gonna watch while I fuck you?"

Mia whimpered, her fingers curling into his shirt, her hips rocking against his touch. "Fuck, yes," she moaned, her voice breathy, desperate. "I’m gonna be such a good slut for you."

Greg’s jaw clenched. He should have walked away. He should have told her no. But the thrill of it, the forbidden heat, had him rooted in place, his cock aching, his breath shallow.

Darnell grinned, knowing exactly what he was doing. He slid his hand higher, cupping her breast, thumb circling her nipple through the dress. Mia gasped, her back arching, her fingers digging into his shoulders.

"You like that?" Darnell murmured, his lips trailing down her neck, his teeth nipping at her skin. "You like being touched while your husband watches?"

"Fuck, yes," Mia whispered, her voice trembling, "just like that. Right there."

Greg couldn’t take it anymore. He stepped forward, his hands gripping her hips, pulling her back against him. "Mia," he groaned, his cock pressing against her ass, "I can’t—"

"You can," she panted, her fingers wrapping around his wrist, pressing his hand between her legs. "You can watch while I get fucked by a real man."

Greg’s breath hitched. He felt her heat, her wetness, the way her pussy clenched around his fingers. "Fuck," he growled, his cock throbbing, aching to be inside her.

Darnell chuckled, stepping back, giving them space. "Aww, husband’s jealous," he teased, his eyes dark with amusement. "That’s adorable."

Mia laughed, the sound low and throaty, filled with triumph. "Good," she purred, her fingers trailing down Greg’s chest, skimming the bulge in his pants. "Now let’s give him a show."

She dropped to her knees, her hands going to his belt, her fingers working the buckle, freeing his cock. It sprang free, hard, leaking, aching to be touched.

"Fuck," Greg groaned, his hands gripping her hair, his fingers tangling in the strands.

Mia wrapped her hand around him, stroking him slowly, teasingly, her tongue flicking out, licking the head of his cock, tasting his pre-cum.

"Mmm," she moaned, her eyes locking onto his, "you’re so hard for this."

Greg’s breath came in short, sharp gasps. "Mia," he whispered, his voice trembling, "I—I don’t know if I can—"

"You can," she whispered back, her lips brushing the head of his cock, her tongue swirling around it. "You can come while I get fucked by a big, black cock."

Greg’s eyes widened. "Fuck," he growled, his hips jerking forward, his cock pressing against her lips.

Mia laughed, the sound vibrating against his skin, and stood up, taking his hand, leading him to the couch.

Darnell was already waiting, his cock out, thick, veiny, glistening with pre-cum. He grinned, his eyes dark with lust, "Looks like we’re ready."

Mia smiled, knowing she had them both. "Then let’s play."

She straddled Darnell’s lap, her dress riding up, bare skin pressing against his jeans. Greg could see everything—her glistening pussy, how wet she was, how ready.

"Fuck," Greg whispered, his cock throbbing, aching to be inside her.

Darnell didn’t waste time. He grabbed her hips, flipping her onto her back, spreading her legs. Greg could see her pussy, how swollen she was, how desperate.

"You’re gonna take all of me, ma’am," Darnell growled, his cock pressing against her entrance. "You gonna be a good slut and take it?"

Mia whimpered, her fingers clawing at the couch.

"Fuck me, big boy," she whispered, her legs parting wider, inviting him in. "Stretch me out. Make me feel every inch of that monster."

Darnell didn’t hesitate. He slid inside her, slowly, letting her stretch around him. Mia screamed, her body trembling, her nails digging into the leather. "Oh god! Fuck! It’s so big! It’s so fucking huge!"

Greg watched, mesmerized, his cock aching, his fingers twitching to touch her. He could see the way her pussy stretched to accommodate Darnell’s girth, the way she pulsed around him, already soaking wet and ready.

Darnell pulled out, slamming back in, filling her completely. Mia screamed again, her body shaking, her juices dripping down her thighs. "Fuck! Yes! Harder! Fuck me harder! Make me come on that big black cock!"

Darnell obeyed, his hips snapping, his cock slamming into her, filling her up. Greg could hear her, could see her, could feel the vibrations of her screams through the couch. He reached out, his fingers brushing against her thigh, feeling the tremors that coursed through her body with each powerful thrust.

"You like that, baby?" Darnell growled, his hands gripping her hips, holding her in place. "You like getting fucked by a real man? A man who knows how to satisfy a woman like you?"

"Fuck, yes!" Mia screamed, her body trembling. "I’m a good slut! Fuck me! Fuck your slut! Fuck me until I can’t walk straight!"

Greg couldn’t take it anymore. He stood, his cock in his hand, jerking off, watching Darnell fuck his wife. He could see the way Mia’s tits bounced with each thrust, the way her mouth fell open in pleasure, her tongue darting out to lick her lips. The sight was too much.

"Look at you," Mia panted, her eyes locked onto his, "watching your wife get ruined by this big black cock. You want her to come on it, don’t you? You want to see her get filled up with my cum?"

"Fuck, yes," Greg groaned, his hand moving faster on his cock. "Make her come, Darnell. Make my wife come all over that huge cock."

"Come for me, baby," Mia whispered, her eyes dark with lust, "come while he fucks me. Come while I take every inch of this man’s cock."

Greg obeyed, his cock jerking, his cum shooting across the couch, landing on Mia’s back. "Fuck!" he growled, his body trembling.

Darnell chuckled, pulling out, grabbing Mia’s hips, flipping her onto her stomach. "Not done with you yet, ma’am," he growled, his cock pressing against her entrance.

Mia moaned, her legs wrapping around his waist. "Fuck me," she whispered, "fuck me hard. I want to feel you come inside me."

And Darnell did.

His cock slammed into her, filling her up, stretching her wide. Mia screamed, her body trembling, her juices dripping down her thighs. "Fuck! Yes! Just like that! Harder! Fuck me harder! Fuck me like the slut I am!"

Darnell obeyed, his hips snapping, his cock slamming into her, filling her up. Greg could hear her, could see her, could feel the vibrations of her screams through the couch. He dropped to his knees, his hands on her thighs, his fingers dipping inside her, feeling how wet she was.

"Fuck," he whispered, his cock throbbing, "you’re so fucking wet. You love this, don’t you? You love being his little slut."

"Touch me, baby," Mia panted, her hips rocking against his fingers. "Make me come while he fucks me. Make me come all over his cock."

Greg obeyed, his fingers circling her clit, rubbing her in slow, steady strokes. Mia screamed, her body trembling, her juices dripping down her thighs. "Fuck! Yes! Just like that! Don’t stop! Don’t you dare stop!"

Darnell chuckled, pulling out, gripping her hips, flipping her onto her stomach again. Greg could see her pussy, how swollen she was, how desperate. He could see the glistening of her arousal, the way her pussy lips were parted and red from Darnell’s rough treatment.

"You’re gonna take all of me again, ma’am," Darnell growled, his cock pressing against her entrance. "You gonna be a good slut and take it all the way down your throat?"

Mia whimpered, her fingers clawing at the couch. "Yes," she whispered, turning her head to look at him. "Fuck my face, big boy. Use me as your personal fuck toy. I want to taste you."

Darnell didn’t hesitate. He grabbed her hair, pulling her head up, and guided his cock to her lips. Mia opened her mouth wide, taking him in, swirling her tongue around the head of his cock before taking him deeper. She moaned around him, the vibrations making Darnell groan with pleasure.

"Fuck, you’re good at that," Darnell growled, his hips beginning to move. "You like that cock in your mouth, you dirty slut?"

Greg watched, his cock throbbing, as Darnell face-fucked Mia, her lips stretched wide around his girth, tears streaming down her face from the intensity of it. He could hear the wet, sloppy sounds of Darnell’s cock sliding in and out of her mouth, could see the way her throat bulged as she took him deep.

"Look at her go," Greg whispered, his hand on his cock again. "She’s such a good little slut for you, Darnell. Taking that huge cock like a good girl."

Darnell pulled out of her mouth, flipping her onto her back once more. "I’m gonna come," he growled, positioning himself at her entrance. "I’m gonna fill this tight little pussy with my cum. You want that, ma’am? You want my cum inside you?"

"Fuck yes," Mia moaned, her legs wrapping around his waist, pulling him in. "Come inside me. Make me yours. Fill me up."

Darnell slammed into her, his hips snapping, his cock slamming into her, filling her up. He was fucking her with a wild abandon now, his face a mask of concentration as he chased his release.

"You like that, baby?" he growled, his hands gripping her hips. "You like taking my cum? You want me to breed this tight little pussy?"

"Fuck yes!" Mia screamed, her body trembling. "I’m a good slut! Fuck me! Make me come! Make me come all over that cock!"

Greg dropped to his knees again, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing her in fast circles as Darnell pounded into her. Mia screamed, her body convulsing, her pussy clamping down on Darnell’s cock.

"Fuck! I’m coming!" she screamed. "I’m coming! Make me come! Make me come!"

Darnell roared, his hips slamming into her one last time as he came, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum. He collapsed on top of her, both of them breathing heavily, their bodies slick with sweat.

Greg looked at them, at his wife and the man who had just fucked her senseless, and he knew this was just the beginning.




Chapter 3

The VIP room door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in the rich, smothering dark of *Siren’s Lair*—where the air hummed with something electric, something raw, not just the flickering LED strips woven into the velvet walls, but the pulsing need between the three of them. Greg’s phone was still in his grasp, the silent camera rolling, but now, the stakes had shifted. This wasn’t just play anymore. The game had escalated, and they were all wired by it.

Mia stretched her arms overhead, the black satin of her dress clinging to the curves of her waist, the thin straps barely holding back the swell of her tits. The material strained—just enough to show the dark circles of her nipples, the shadow of lace peeking beneath if she moved right. She knew Greg was watching, and she wanted him to ache. She melted her lips, bit her bottom one just enough to make it glisten, and then poured herself into the chair like a slow, deliberate sacrament.

Darnell leaned against the bar, his thick thighs parted, the dark material of his slacks clamped around the monstrous bulge of his cock. His forearms were laced with muscle, the sleeve of his fitted t-shirt riding up just enough to show the flick of ink—a snakelike tattoo that coiled from his wrist to disappear beneath the fabric. His eyes were molten, tracking Mia like a hungry wolf who’d only been tasted the sweetest meat once before.

"Like what you see, ma’am?" he rumbled, his voice a purr, thick with lust, as he pushed away from the bar, every step deliberate, threatening.

Greg adjusted his pants, the material cutting into his cock as it throbbed, aching to be free, to be worshipped. His throat was dry, his fingers slick with the leather of his phone. "I—I don’t know," he stuttered, his eyes darting between Mia and Darnell. "You’re unpredictable."

Mia released a slow, throaty laugh, the sound wrapping around him, pulling him deeper into whatever web she’d spun. "You like unpredictability, baby?" She rose, her heels sinking into the pile of the carpet, her body moving like a sinuous dream. "Because tonight?" she leaned in, her breasts pressing against his chest, her lips grazing his ear, "tonight, I don’t even know what I’ll do to you."

Darnell grinned, his dark teeth flashing in the dim glow of the room. "I’ll tell her," he murmured, his big hands settling on her waist, thumbs dragging along the bare skin where her dress ended. "She’s gonna ride me first." He winked, his stroking possessive. "And she’s gonna be so fucking good at it."

Mia moaned, her body tilting toward Darnell’s warmth, her fingers tangling in his hair just enough to pull, to test. "You like when I’m in charge?" she asked Greg, her voice a dark promise, her pussy already clenching at the thought of it.

Greg’s cock twitched, his breath hitching. "No," he admitted, his voice rough, "I like when you’re wild. When it’s more than me." The truth burned in his chest, but the heat in his veins was stronger. He couldn’t resist the dark, twisted pull of it.

Mia shivered, her tits heavy, her nipples tight ropes beneath the fabric. "That’s my good boy," she whispered, before sliding her tongue along the shell of Darnell’s ear, licking him like a lollipop.

The sound that left Darnell’s throat was guttural, desperate. He grabbed her, hoisting her up, before setting her on his thighs. Mia squealed, the kick of her heels sending her back against his chest, her round tits pressing into his warm flesh. Darnell had her pinned, his legs spreading, his hands already under her dress, skimming her skin.

Greg fell to his knees, his cock hammering against the seam of his slacks. "Fuck, Mia," he gasped, his fingers already tangled in the lace front of her thong, the material damp with her arousal. "Let me see you."

Darnell didn’t reply. He didn’t need to.

The fabric was already sliding aside, his thumbs hooking into the waistband of her panties, peeling them down with slow, deliberate cruelty. Greg held his breath as the lace shifted, revealing her swollen, glistening pussy, fucking pink and slick, her ass on full display, the plump globes of her cheeks stretched tight in her dress, begging to be torn free.

"Look at her," Darnell growled, his hot breath fanning across her back, his tongue tracing down her spine. "Look at how wet she is. How ready."

Greg whimpered, his cock already leaking, the head peeking out beyond his zipper. "Mia," he pleaded, his voice breaking. "Let me touch you just like this."

She turned her head, her smirk sharp, her eyes dark. "No, baby. Don’t touch." She shifted, grinding her pussy against Darnell’s jeans, the thick fabric molding to her curves. "But watch."

Darnell chuckled, the sound dark and promising as he flicked his thumb against her clit. Mia jerked, her back arching, her screams swallowed by Greg’s body pressed against her waist.

"Oh god! Darnell! Fuck, yes!"

Greg felt her trembling, her juices already dribbling down the inside of her thighs, soaking his fingers as he helped hold her dress up, giving Darnell’s hands free access to ruin her the way he wanted.

Darnell didn’t waste time. His fingers plunged inside her, curling, scissoring, delving deep into her twisting, slick heat. Mia screamed, her nails digging into the couch, her hips gyrating, her body writhing beneath his touch.

"Please—" she begged, her voice breathless, frayed. "I need your cock, Darnell. Fuck me."

Darnell laughed, the sound a growl. "Such a good slut." He tugged at his jeans, his cock already teased free, the thick, veiny shaft painted with pre-cum, the head swollen, leaking. "Look at what you’re making me do."

Greg hissed, his cock already ached to the point of pain, but he couldn’t look away. Mia was spread across Darnell’s lap, her black dress riding up, clinging to her tits, her ass exposed, her cheeks flushed, her breath coming in choked, desperate gasps. "You’re dripping, ma’am," he panted, his fingers already dipped into her pussy, feeling the slippery mess coating his skin. "You’re so fucking wet for him."

Darnell grinned, his hands already moving her, positioning her, her pussy hovering over his cock, the head already teasing her entrance, forcing a slick, desperate moan from her throat. "You think husband should have a turn?" he asked, his thumbs already digging into Mia’s creamy thighs, holding her open.

Greg swallowed hard, his cock throbbing. "I—I don’t—I didn’t—I mean—" His mind was a whirlwind, his body a betrayal, every part of him screaming for the forbidden, for the wrong, for the perfectly, sinfully twisted thing they were all about to do.

Mia laughed, the sound a dark purr. "You still want to play, baby?" She didn’t wait for an answer. She gritted her teeth, bracing herself, and then impaled herself on Darnell’s cock in one deep, brutal thrust.

"Fuck—!" Darnell roared, his hips driving up, filling her, stretching her wide with his thick, relentless girth. "You’re so fucking tight..."

Mia screamed, her body shuddering, her tits bouncing, her nipples hard points against the soft black material of her dress. "Please! Fuck me! Fill me! Greg, watch! I need you to see this!"

The sight of Mia straddling Darnell, her round ass bouncing on his lap, her dress clinging to her throbbing tits, her voice breaking as she took his pulsing length was too much. Greg couldn’t control himself. The zipper of his slacks tore free, his cock already sprung, hard and dripping, aching for something dirty.

Mia whimpered, her fingers trailing down her own body, skimming her tits like they belonged to someone else. "Oh god, that’s it..." she panted, her hips already moving, her body learning the rhythm of Darnell’s thick cock inside her. "Fuck, I love watching you watch me."

Darnell growled, his hands on her hips, guiding her, thrusting up into her tight, wet cunt. "Ride me like the good slut you are, ma’am." His cock already hammering into her, forcing her to clench, to scream, to take all of him. "Fuck, you feel so good—husband gonna let you see when he comes?"

Mia whined, her body trembling, her clit already begging for attention. "Y-yes, please! Fuck, I—I need him to touch me!"

Greg didn’t hesitate. His fingers were already on her clit, circling it, rubbing it, teasing her while Darnell fucked her from below. "You’re so wet for him," he moaned, his own hips twitching, his cock jerking in his fist, his pre-cum dripping onto the floor. "You’re such a needy little slut, aren’t you?"

Mia trembled, her thighs quivering around Darnell’s fingers. "I—I need it so bad, Greg. I need both of you."

"Tell me what you need," Greg demanded, his voice thick with desire, his cock aching to be inside her too. "Tell me what a good little slut needs from her husband."

Mia’s eyes rolled back, her body arching. "I—I need you to touch me while he fucks me. I need you to make me come all over his big cock."

Greg groaned, his fingers working faster on her clit, feeling her muscles spasm around Darnell’s shaft. "That’s right, baby. You’re such a pretty little fuck toy for us."

Darnell grinned, slapping her ass hard enough to make her cry out. "You like that, ma’am? You like being our little slut?"

Mia nodded frantically, her breath coming in short gasps. "Yes! Yes! I love it! I love being your slut!"

Greg’s cock twitched, pre-cum leaking faster. He couldn’t hold back much longer. "Are you ready to come for us, you dirty girl?"

"I’m ready!" Mia screamed. "I’m ready to come all over his big black cock! Please make me come, Greg! Please!"

Greg’s fingers moved faster, his thumb pressing hard against her clit while two fingers plunged into her alongside Darnell’s thick shaft. "Come for us, baby. Come all over his cock right now."

"Oh god!" Mia’s body tensed, her inner muscles clamping down on Darnell’s length. "I’m coming! I’m coming! Oh god, I’m coming so hard!"

Darnell groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic and deep. "Fuck, she’s coming all over me. She’s such a good little slut, taking every inch of me."

Greg’s cock jerked, his own orgasm building. "She’s so beautiful when she comes, isn’t she? So fucking perfect."

Mia collapsed forward, her chest heaving, her body still trembling from her orgasm. "Oh god, that was... I need more. I need both of you inside me."

Darnell chuckled. "You’re insatiable, ma’am. I like that."

Greg nodded, his cock still hard, aching to be inside her too. "I want to feel you come again, baby. But this time, I want to be the one making you scream."

Mia’s eyes sparkled with mischief. "You think you can do better than him? I’d love to see you try."

Greg smirked, kneeling between her legs. "I’m definitely going to try. And I think you’ll like it."

He positioned his cock at her entrance, rubbing the head against her sensitive clit. Mia moaned, her body already responding to his touch.

"Please, Greg," she whispered. "I need you inside me."

Greg slowly pushed inside her, feeling her tight walls clasping around his length. "Fuck, you feel amazing, baby."

Mia wrapped her legs around his waist, urging him deeper. "Harder, Greg. Fuck me harder."

Greg obliged, thrusting into her with increasing force and speed. Darnell watched from the chair, his hand stroking his cock slowly.

"Look at her take your cock, man," Darnell said. "She loves it."

Greg’s hips snapped against hers, their bodies slapping together. "God, she does. She’s so fucking wet for me."

Mia’s nails dug into Greg’s back, her moans growing louder with each thrust. "Yes! Just like that! Fuck me just like that!"

Greg could feel his orgasm building, the tension coiling in his lower abdomen. "I’m going to come, baby. I can’t hold back anymore."

"Come inside me," Mia begged. "I want to feel you come."

Greg’s movements became frantic, his breathing ragged. "I’m coming! I’m coming in your tight little pussy!"

"Fuck yes!" Mia screamed. "Fill me up! Give me every drop!"

Greg’s cock throbbed and pulsed as he came, his hot seed spilling deep inside her. Mia’s body convulsed around him, her own orgasm triggered by his.

"You come so fucking beautifully," Darnell said, his eyes locked on them. "But I’m not done with you yet."

Greg pulled out slowly, watching his cum drip from her well-fucked pussy. "She’s all yours, man."

Darnell stood up, his massive cock standing at attention. "On your knees, ma’am. I want you to suck me while husband watches."

Mia dropped to her knees, her lips wrapping around Darnell’s shaft. Greg watched, his own cock already hardening again at the sight of his wife taking another man’s cock in her mouth.

Darnell groaned, his hands tangling in Mia’s hair. "That’s it, ma’am. Take it all."

Greg moved behind Mia, kneeling down and spreading her ass cheeks. "You want me to fuck you while you suck him off, baby?"

Mia moaned around Darnell’s cock, the vibration making him groan louder. Greg positioned his cock at her entrance and pushed inside, feeling her walls still clenched from her previous orgasm.

"Fuck, you’re tight," Greg whispered. "Such a dirty little slut, taking cock in both ends."

Darnell started thrusting into Mia’s mouth, his movements controlled but firm. "She loves this, man. She’s made for this."

Greg’s hips moved in rhythm with Darnell’s, their bodies working in perfect harmony to please Mia. Her moans and cries grew louder, her body trembling between them.

"You’re gonna make me come again," Mia mumbled around Darnell’s cock.

"That’s the point, baby," Greg said, his voice strained with pleasure. "We want you to come all over our cocks."

Darnell’s breathing grew heavier, his thrusts becoming more urgent. "I’m close, man. I’m going to come right down her throat."

Greg could feel his own climax building again. "Do it, man. Fill her up while I’m fucking her cunt."

Darnell groaned, his body tensing. "Fuck, here it comes!"

Greg felt Mia’s body tighten, her spasms intensifying. "Come on, baby, come with him!"

Mia’s body convulsed, her scream muffled by Darnell’s cock in her mouth. Darnell roared, his hot seed spilling into her throat as Greg’s cock twitched and throbs, unleashing another load deep inside her.

Mia pulled away from Darnell, gasping for air, her face flushed and covered in sweat. "Oh god, that was... I’ve never come so hard in my life."

Greg pulled out, watching his cum mix with Darnell’s and drip from her pussy. Darnell fell back into the chair, exhausted but satisfied.

"That was fucking incredible," Greg said, collapsing beside Mia on the couch.

"I’ve never felt anything like that," Mia whispered, her body still trembling with aftershocks. "I want to do it again."

Darnell chuckled. "You’re insatiable, ma’am. I like that."

Greg looked at his wife, her body still glistening with sweat, her pussy swollen and dripping with their mixed cum. "We’re definitely going to do this again. Often."

Mia turned to him, her eyes filled with lust and satisfaction. "You’re not mad? That we did this?"

Greg shook his head. "I’m not mad. I’ve never been more turned on in my life. You’re fucking amazing, baby."

Darnell stood up, putting his cock away and adjusting his clothes. "I better get going. Early morning tomorrow."

Mia walked him to the door, her body still naked and exposed. "Thank you. For everything."

Darnell winked at her. "Any time, ma’am. Any time at all."

When he was gone, Greg pulled Mia back onto the couch with him. "You sure you’re okay? With all of this?"

Mia snuggled against him, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. "I’m more than okay. I’ve never felt so... alive. So desired. So free."

Greg kissed the top of her head. "Good. Because I’m not sure I can ever get enough of you."

Mia looked up at him, her eyes sparkling. "So we’re doing this again? Soon?"

Greg grinned. "As soon as we can. But next time, I want to watch you suck his cock while he eats your pussy. I want to see you writhe and moan."

Mia’s body shivered at the thought. "That sounds... amazing. I can’t wait."




Chapter 4

The VIP lounge of *Siren’s Lair* was a maelstrom of neon and sin, the pulsing bassline of the club vibrating through the thick velvet curtains that separated them from the main floor. The air was thick with sweat, the scent of expensive cologne, and the musky tang of arousal—perfume of decadence that clung to the back of the throat like a promise.

Mia leaned against the bar, her fingers tracing the rim of a half-empty glass of champagne, the bubbles clinging to her bottom lip like tiny, glittering secrets. The black satin of her dress had slid lower during their last encounter, the straps threatening to slip entirely, barely containing the heavy weight of her breasts. The material clung to her skin like a second layer, the damp heat of her body making the fabric translucent in places—just enough to tease, to hint at the glossy pink of her inner thighs, the dark triangle of her pussy barely hidden beneath the scant fabric. She could feel the dampness between her legs, the growing wetness soaking the delicate lace of her thong. Her nipples, hard and taut, pressed against the slippery fabric, each movement sending delicious friction through her body.

Greg stood beside her, his cock already aching behind the tight confines of his slacks, the zipper cutting into his flesh with every shallow breath. His fingers twitched, itching to rip the fabric free, to bury himself inside her again, to feel her walls clench around him, milking him dry. But he didn’t move. Not yet. Because Darnell was watching. The bouncer-turned-dominant leaned against the far wall, his arms crossed, his broad chest rising and falling with controlled breaths. His jeans were stretched tight over the bulge of his cock, the material straining under the weight of his arousal, the dark denim molded to the thick, veiny length beneath. Darnell's eyes burned, dark and hungry, tracking Mia’s every movement like a predator sizing up its prey. The air between them crackled with unspoken tension, a game of cat and mouse where Mia was both the mouse and the cat.

"Look at her, Greg," Darnell's voice rumbled, deep and commanding. "She's a fucking masterpiece. Those tits about to spill out, that pussy begging to be eaten. You gonna let her suffer much longer?"

Greg swallowed hard, his throat dry, his cock jerking against the fabric. "You know I can't resist her," he admitted, his voice hoarse with desire.

Mia smirked, slow and sinful, before turning back to the bar, her ass brushing against Greg’s thigh, deliberate, teasing. "You're staring, husband," she purred, her voice a low, throaty hum, deliberate, taunting. She pressed her thighs together, feeling the slickness between them, the proof of how wet she was just from their gaze. "Does it excite you?"

Greg swallowed hard, his throat dry, his cock jerking against the fabric. "You know it does," he replied, his voice thick with need.

Mia laughed, the sound rich, dark, full of promise. She turned, her dress riding up just enough to flash the smooth curve of her ass, the thong barely covering the plump globes. "Then prove it," she challenged.

The challenge hung between them, electric, charged. Greg’s hands trembled, his fingers curling into fists, fighting the urge to grab her, to spin her around, to shove her dress up and fuck her right there against the bar. But he knew—this wasn’t just about him anymore. This was about her. About Darnell. About the three of them, entwined in a web of lust that defied logic, that burned too bright to ignore.

Darnell pushed off the wall, his boots clicking against the polished floor, each step deliberate, threatening. "You really gonna make him beg, ma’am?" His voice was rough, gravelly, dripping with amusement. "Or are we done playing games?"

Mia laughed, the sound rich, dark, full of promise. She turned, her dress slipping further, the straps now barely holding, the swell of her breasts threatening to spill free. "Oh, we're far from done," she promised, her eyes locking onto Darnell's, challenging, exciting.

Greg felt his cock twitch, his breath hitching. "Mia—"

"Shh," she whispered, her finger pressed to his lips, trailing down his chest, lower, lower, until her hand curled around the bulge in his pants. "You want me, don't you?"

"Fuck—yes," Greg groaned, his hips jerking forward, seeking friction, desperate.

Mia grinned, her eyes dark, knowing. "Then show me," she ordered.

She stepped back, her dress slipping further, the straps now barely holding, the swell of her breasts threatening to spill free. The damp fabric clung to her curves, outlinining her nipples, the dark patch between her legs. "Get on your knees, husband," she commanded, her voice soft but firm.

Greg didn't hesitate. He dropped to his knees, his hands already tugging at his belt, freeing his cock, thick and leaking, aching for her. "Mia—fuck—" he groaned, his eyes locked on her glistening pussy.

"Look at her," Darnell ordered, his voice a low growl, dark with command. "Look at how good she tastes."

Greg lifted his head, his lips glistening, his cock already throbbing, aching to be inside her. "She's perfect," he panted, his eyes locked on Darnell's. "I could eat her forever."

Darnell grinned, his hands already tugging at his jeans, freeing his cock, thick and veiny, the head already slick with pre-cum. "Then do it," he commanded.

Greg didn't argue. He dove back in, his tongue flicking out, tasting the damp fabric of her thong, the musky scent of her arousal hitting him like a wave. He pulled the lace aside, exposing her, revealing the glossy pink of her pussy, already swollen, already dripping. "Fuck—Mia—you're so wet," he groaned, his tongue already slickening, flicking out, teasing her clit, circling it, swirling, before diving lower, tasting her, fucking her with his mouth, his fingers already teasing her asshole, stretching it, preparing her.

"Oh god! Greg! Fuck—yes!" Mia moaned, her fingers tightening in his hair, forcing his face deeper, holding him in place as she ground against his mouth, her juices already dripping down his chin, soaking his lips.

"Look at her," Darnell ordered again, his voice a low growl, dark with command. "Look at how she takes it. Look at how she loves it."

Greg lifted his head, his lips glistening, his cock already throbbing, aching to be inside her. "She loves it," he panted, his eyes locked on Darnell's. "She's a fucking slut for it."

"Damn right she is," Darnell growled, his cock already in his hand, stroking himself, watching them. "And she's going to take everything we give her."

Mia moaned, her hips bucking against Greg's face, her juices dripping down his chin, soaking his lips. "Oh god! Greg! Darnell! Fuck—! More! Harder! Darnell, touch me!"

Darnell didn't make her wait. He stepped forward, his fingers already teasing her clit, circling it, rubbing it, while Greg's tongue fucked her, deep, relentless. Mia's body trembled, her moans growing louder, her hips bucking harder against their touch.

"Fuck! Greg! Darnell! I'm—I'm gonna—"

"Come for us," Darnell growled, his fingers already slipping inside her, curling, scissoring, filling her. "Let us watch you come."

Mia screamed, her body convulsing, her juices gushing, soaking Greg's face, dripping down her thighs. "Oh god! Yes! Fuck! I'm coming! I'm—coming—!"

Greg felt her trembling, her walls clenching, her juices coating his tongue, his lips. "Fuck—Mia—you're so beautiful—" he groaned, licking up every drop, eager for more.

"Keep licking," Darnell ordered, his cock already throbbing, aching to be inside her. "Keep making her come."

Greg obeyed, his tongue flicking, swirling, teasing her clit, driving her wild, her screams already echoing through the room.

"Oh god! Greg! Darnell! Fuck—! I'm—I'm—coming again!" Mia screamed, her body convulsing, her juices gushing, soaking Greg's face, dripping down her thighs.

The room was filled with the sounds of their pleasure, the slap of flesh, the moans, the screams, the desperate gasps of three bodies lost in each other. The air grew thick with the scent of sex, of sweat and desire, a heady perfume that made Greg's cock ache even more, his balls tight with the need to explode.

"Fuck—Mia—" Greg groaned, his tongue still working her clit, his fingers still stretching her ass, preparing her for what was to come.

"She's so fucking responsive," Darnell murmured, his eyes fixed on Mia's writhing body. "Look at how she takes it. Look at how she begs for more."

Mia collapsed against the bar, her body trembling, her juices already dripping, soaking the floor, Greg's face, his chest. "Oh god—I—I can't—" she panted, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

"Oh, you can," Darnell growled, his hands already guiding her, positioning her, her pussy hovering over his cock, the head already teasing her entrance. "Now ride me."

Mia obeyed instantly, her legs already spreading, her pussy already hovering, ready to take him. "Fuck—yes! Darnell—I—I need you—I need you to fuck me—use me—please—" she whimpered, her body trembling with anticipation.

Darnell didn't waste time. He grabbed her hips, slamming into her, filling her, stretching her wide with his thick, relentless girth. "Fuck—!" Mia screamed, her body shuddering, her tits bouncing, her nipples hard points against the soft black material of her dress. "Oh god! You're so big! Fuck—I'm so full—Greg—watch! Watch him fuck me!"

Greg watched, his cock already throbbing, aching, ready to explode. "Mia—fuck—you're so beautiful—" he panted, his hand already stroking his cock, matching the rhythm of Darnell's thrusts.

"Shut up and watch," Mia panted, her hips already moving, her body learning the rhythm of Darnell's thick cock inside her. "Fuck—yes! Harder! Fuck me—use me—Greg, touch me!"

Greg didn't hesitate. His fingers were already on her clit, circling it, rubbing it, teasing her while Darnell fucked her from below. The sensation was overwhelming, the combination of Darnell stretching her tight pussy and Greg's fingers working her sensitive clit sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body.

"Oh god! Fuck! I'm—I'm gonna—" Mia panted, her body trembling, her tits bouncing with the force of Darnell's thrusts.

"Come for us," Darnell growled, his cock already hammering into her, forcing her to clench, to scream, to take all of him. "Let us watch you come."

Mia screamed, her body convulsing, her juices gushing, soaking Darnell's cock, dripping down her thighs. "Oh god! Yes! Fuck! I'm coming! I'm—coming—!" she cried out, her inner muscles clamping down on Darnell's thick length, milking him with every spasm of her orgasm.

Greg felt her trembling, her walls clenching, her juices already coating his fingers. "Fuck—Mia—you're so perfect—" he groaned, watching her face contort with pleasure, her mouth open in a silent scream, her body writhing on Darnell's cock.

"Keep touching her," Darnell ordered, his cock already deep, pulsing, filling her. "Keep making her come."

Greg obeyed, his fingers already teasing her clit, circling it, rubbing it, driving her wild, her screams already echoing through the room. The sensation was incredible, watching his wife take another man's cock, her body writhing with pleasure, her moans and screams music to his ears.

"Oh god! Greg! Darnell! Fuck—! I'm—I'm—coming again!" Mia screamed, another orgasm tearing through her body, making her whole body shake with the force of it.

The room was filled with the sounds of their pleasure, the slap of flesh, the moans, the screams, the desperate gasps of three bodies lost in each other. The air was thick with the scent of sex, of sweat and desire, a heady perfume that made Greg's cock ache even more, his balls tight with the need to explode.

"Fuck—Mia—" Greg groaned, his fingers still working her clit, his eyes fixed on her face, on her body writhing with pleasure.

"She's so fucking tight," Darnell muttered, his hands gripping Mia's hips, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more demanding. "I'm not gonna last much longer."

"Fuck me—use me—please—" Mia whimpered, her body trembling, her pussy clenching around Darnell's cock, trying to keep him inside, to hold him deep.

"Oh, I'm going to use you, ma'am," Darnell growled, his hips snapping forward, his cock slamming into her again and again. "I'm going to fuck you until you can't walk straight."

"Oh god—yes—fuck me—fuck me hard—" Mia screamed, her body taking everything he gave her, her pussy stretching to accommodate his thick length.

Greg watched, his cock throbbing in his hand, his own need building with every thrust, every moan, every scream. The sight of his wife being taken so thoroughly, so completely, was more of a turn-on than he could have imagined. He had always been possessive, but this... this was different. This was about sharing her, about seeing her pleasure, about being part of something bigger than just the two of them.

"Fuck—Mia—" Greg groaned, his hand moving faster on his cock, his thumb rubbing the sensitive tip, sending sparks of pleasure through his body.

"Look at him," Darnell grunted, his eyes flicking to Greg. "He's getting off on watching me fuck his wife. He's getting off on seeing how much she loves it."

Mia turned her head, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure, and looked at Greg. "Fuck him, too," she panted, her voice thick with desire. "I want to take both of you. I want to feel both of you inside me."

Greg felt his cock twitch, his need intensifying. "Fuck—yes—" he groaned, moving behind her, his cock pressing against her asshole, teasing it, stretching it.

"Oh god! Greg! Fuck—!" Mia screamed, her body shuddering, her pussy clenching around Darnell's cock. "Yes! Fuck me—fuck me—!"

Darnell didn't waste time. He grabbed her hips, slamming into her, filling her, stretching her wide with his thick, relentless girth. The sight of his cock disappearing inside her, of her body taking him, was more than Greg could handle. He slid inside her, slowly, the way she wanted, his cock already stretched, filled, her pussy already clenching around him, taking him in.

"Oh god! Greg! Fuck—! Yes! Harder! Fuck me—use me—fuck—!" Mia screamed, her body sandwiched between them, completely filled, completely taken.

The three of them were entwined, a tangled mess of limbs and lust, sweat and moans, each thrust, each touch, each breath amplified by the dark, hungry energy between them. Mia was their playground, their toy, their plaything, and she was loving every second of it.

"You're both so big inside me," Mia panted, her voice already breathless, ruined. "I—I can't—I'm gonna—"

"Come for us," Darnell growled, his cock already hammering into her, forcing her to clench, to scream, to take all of him. "Let us watch you come."

Mia screamed, her body convulsing, her juices gushing, soaking Greg's cock, dripping down her thighs. "Oh god! Yes! Fuck! I'm coming! I'm—coming—!" she cried out, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm, her inner muscles clamping down on both their cocks.

Greg felt her trembling, her walls clenching, her juices coating his cock. "Fuck—Mia—you're so perfect—" he groaned, thrusting harder, faster, chasing his own release.

"Keep fucking her," Darnell ordered, his cock already deep, pulsing, filling her. "Keep making her come."

Greg obeyed, his cock already hammering into her, forcing her to clench, to scream, to take all of him. The sensation was incredible, being inside her, feeling her tight pussy wrapped around him, her body writhing between them.

"Oh god! Greg! Darnell! Fuck—! I'm—I'm—coming again!" Mia screamed, another orgasm tearing through her body, making her whole body shake with the force of it.

The room was filled with the sounds of their pleasure, the slap of flesh, the moans, the screams, the desperate gasps of three bodies lost in each other. The air was thick with the scent of sex, of sweat and desire, a heady perfume that pushed them all closer to the edge.

"Fuck—Mia—" Greg groaned, his cock throbbing, his balls tight, ready to explode. "I'm gonna come—"

"Come inside her," Darnell grunted, his hips snapping forward, his cock slamming into her again and again. "Fill her up."

"Fuck—yes—" Greg groaned, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more demanding, his cock sliding in and out of her tight pussy, her body clamping down on him, milking him with every spasm of her orgasm.

"Oh god! Greg! Darnell! Fuck—! I'm—I'm—coming again!" Mia screamed, another orgasm tearing through her body, making her whole body shake with the force of it.

Greg couldn't take it anymore. With a final, deep thrust, he came, his cock pulsing, spilling his seed inside her, filling her up. "Fuck—I'm coming—!" he groaned, his body trembling, his hips jerking with the force of his release.

Darnell followed a moment later, a guttural groan escaping his lips as he came, his cock pulsing, filling her pussy with his cum. "Fuck—yes—" he grunted, his hips jerking, his cock spilling his seed inside her.

Mia collapsed, her body trembling, her juices already dripping, soaking the floor, Greg's cock, her thighs. "Oh god—I—I can't—" she panted, her body a trembling mess of pleasure and exhaustion.

"Oh, you can," Darnell growled, his hands already guiding her, positioning her, her pussy already leaking, ready for more. "Now get on your knees."

Mia obeyed instantly, her legs already spreading, her ass already on display, her pussy already glistening, ready for him. She was a mess, a beautiful, glorious mess, covered in sweat and cum and her own juices. Her dress was torn, her hair mussed, her makeup smudged, but she had never looked more beautiful, more desirable, more alive.

Darnell grinned, his cock already throbbing, aching to be inside her. "You're such a good slut for us, ma'am," he said, his voice rough with desire.

"I want to be," Mia whimpered, her fingers already teasing her clit, rubbing it, seeking relief. "I need you—both of you—fuck me—use me—please—" she begged, her body trembling, her pussy clenching, already eager for more, already desperate for the pleasure only they could give her.

The door to the VIP lounge creaked open, the sound sharp, sudden, breaking the intense, sweaty silence. Greg froze, his cock still buried inside Mia, Darnell's thick length still stretching her wide. Mia gasped, her body tensing, her juices already dripping, soaking the floor, her thighs.

"Shit—" Greg hissed, his fingers tightening on Mia's hips, holding her in place.

"Relax," Darnell murmured, his voice low, calm, commanding. "It's just security."

But the figure stepping into the room wasn't security.

It was Lena, the club's owner, her smoke-gray dress molded to her curves, her lips painted a deep, sinful red, her eyes burning with something dark, something hungry.

"Well, well," she purred, her voice smooth, dangerous. "Looks like the party just got interesting."

Mia whimpered, her body trembling, her juices already dripping, soaking the floor, Greg's cock, her thighs. "Oh god—Lena—we—we didn't—"

"Didn't what?" Lena asked, her eyes tracking over them, taking in the sweat-slicked bodies, the glistening cocks, the spread pussy, the leaking asshole. "Didn't invite me?" She stepped closer, her heels clicking against the floor, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass. "Or did you forget who owns this club?"

Greg felt his cock twitch, his breath hitching. "Lena—we—we didn't—"

"Didn't what, Greg?" she asked, her voice a soft purr, full of promise. "Didn't want to share your wife?" She stepped closer, her fingers trailing down Greg's chest, lower, lower, until they curled around his cock, stroking him, teasing him. "Because I think you do."

Mia whimpered, her body trembling, her juices already dripping, soaking the floor, Greg's cock, her thighs. "Oh god—Lena—please—we—we didn't—"

"Didn't what?" Lena asked, her eyes tracking over them, taking in the sweat-slicked bodies, the glistening cocks, the spread pussy, the leaking asshole. "Didn't want to play?" She stepped closer, her heels clicking against the floor, her fingers trailing down Darnell's chest, lower, lower, until they curled around his cock, stroking him, teasing him. "Because I think you do."

Darnell grinned, his cock already throbbing, aching to be inside her. "You're such a good slut for us, ma'am," he said, his voice rough with desire.

"I want to be," Mia whimpered, her fingers already teasing her clit, rubbing it, seeking relief. "I need you—both of you—fuck me—use me—please—"

Lena laughed, the sound rich, dark, full of promise. "Oh, darling," she purred, "you have no idea how much I want to watch."




Chapter 5

The VIP lounge door clicked shut behind Lena with a finality that sent a shiver down Mia’s spine—not from fear, but from the electric thrill of the unknown. The air had shifted, thickened, charged with something darker, hungrier. The neon glow of the club pulsed overhead, casting jagged shadows across the sweat-slicked bodies tangled on the velvet couch.

Greg’s cock twitched inside Mia, his grip on her hips tightening as Lena’s fingers lingered on his shoulder, her nails digging in just enough to make him hiss. *"You’re both so tense,"* she murmured, her voice a velvet blade. *"Relax."* Her gaze flicked between them, dark and assessing, before settling on Darnell, who stood like a mountain of muscle, his cock still half-hard, veins throbbing as he watched Lena circle them like prey.

Mia swallowed hard, her throat dry. *"We weren’t—we didn’t—"* Her voice cracked. She wasn’t sure what she was trying to say. *Apologize?* *Explain?* The words felt stupid, inadequate. Instead, she arched her back, pressing her ass against Greg’s still-buried cock, feeling the way his breath hitched. *"We were just—"* She trailed off as Lena’s fingers traced the curve of her hip, slow, deliberate, before slipping under the torn fabric of her dress to brush against her thigh.

*"Just what?"* Lena’s lips curled into a smirk. *"Playing?"* Her fingers dipped lower, skimming the damp heat between Mia’s thighs. *"Or just getting started?"*

Mia’s breath hitched. The touch was electric, possessive, *wrong* in the best way. She couldn’t look away from Lena’s eyes—dark, knowing, *hungry*. *"Both,"* she admitted, her voice a whisper. *"We were just getting started."*

Lena’s laugh was a dark chuckle, low and knowing. *"Good."* She stepped closer, her thigh pressing against Mia’s, her dress riding up just enough to reveal the smooth curve of her calf. *"Because I think we’re all going to have a lot of fun with that."*

Greg groaned, his fingers digging into Mia’s waist. *"Lena—"* His voice was rough, strained. *"We didn’t—we weren’t expecting—"*

*"Expectations are overrated,"* Lena cut in, her gaze flicking to Darnell. *"Aren’t they, Darnell?"* She didn’t wait for an answer, her fingers already sliding up Mia’s thigh, her nails scraping over the sensitive skin just below her hip. *"Or are you two just going to stand there like good little boys while I decide what happens next?"*

Darnell’s smirk was slow, dangerous. *"Ma’am,"* he drawled, his voice rough with amusement, *"I don’t recall inviting you to the party."* He stepped forward, his broad chest blocking Lena’s path, his cock pressing against the front of his jeans as he leaned in. *"But if you’re offering, I’m not gonna say no."*

Lena’s eyes darkened, her breath hitching just slightly before she composed herself. *"Oh, I’m not offering."* She reached up, her fingers tangling in Darnell’s shirt, pulling him down until their lips were inches apart. *"I’m taking."* Her mouth crashed into his, her tongue forcing its way past his lips, her hands gripping his hair as she kissed him like she meant to devour him.

Mia gasped, her fingers curling into the couch cushions as Greg’s cock throbbed inside her. *"Fuck—"* His voice was a growl, his hips jerking forward, burying himself deeper. *"Lena—fuck—"*

Lena broke the kiss with a smirk, her lips glistening, her eyes dark with satisfaction. *"You like watching, Greg?"* She didn’t wait for an answer, her fingers already slipping between Mia’s thighs, her touch firm, possessive. *"Do you like how wet she is for us?"*

Mia’s breath came in short, sharp gasps as Lena’s fingers circled her clit, her thumb pressing down just hard enough to make her whimper. *"Lena—fuck—"* Her hips rolled against Greg’s cock, her walls fluttering around him. *"Please—"*

*"Please what?"* Lena’s voice was a dark purr. *"You want me to touch you? To make you come?"* Her fingers teased Mia’s entrance, her nails scraping over the sensitive skin just outside. *"Or do you just want Greg to keep fucking you while we watch?"*

Mia’s nails dug into the couch. *"Both,"* she gasped. *"I want—*fuck*—I want *everything*."*

Lena’s laugh was a dark, throaty sound. *"Good girl."* Her fingers finally slipped inside Mia, her touch rough, demanding, her nails scraping against Mia’s inner walls. *"Because I think you’re going to get it."*

Greg groaned, his hips snapping forward, his cock sliding in and out of Mia with deep, rough thrusts. *"Fuck—Lena—*fuck*—you’re gonna make her come—"*

*"I know,"* Lena murmured, her fingers curling inside Mia, her thumb pressing against her clit with just the right amount of pressure. *"And I’m gonna make you come too."* Her free hand reached down, her fingers wrapping around Greg’s cock, her touch firm, possessive. *"Aren’t I, Greg?"*

Greg’s breath hitched. *"Fuck—yes—"* His thrusts grew erratic, his cock swelling inside Mia, his release building fast. *"Lena—*fuck*—I’m gonna—"*

*"Come for me,"* Lena ordered, her fingers tightening around his cock, her thumb swiping over the head, collecting the pre-cum already beading at the tip. *"Now."*

Greg groaned, his cock pulsing inside Mia as he came, his release painting her stomach, his body shuddering as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over him. *"Fuck—*fuck*—Lena—"*

Mia cried out, her walls clenching around Greg’s cock as Lena’s fingers worked her, her thumb circling her clit, her nails scraping against her inner walls. *"Oh *god*—Lena—*fuck*—I’m gonna—"*

*"Come for us,"* Lena growled, her fingers curling inside Mia, her thumb pressing against her clit with just the right amount of pressure. *"Now."*

Mia screamed, her body convulsing as she came, her juices gushing around Greg’s cock, her release coating Lena’s fingers, her body trembling beneath them. *"Oh *god*—*fuck*—Lena—*fuck*—"*

Greg pulled out with a groan, his cock still throbbing, his release dripping onto Mia’s stomach. *"Fuck—Mia—*fuck*—you’re so beautiful—"*

Lena smirked, her fingers still buried inside Mia, her thumb still circling her clit. *"She’s *perfect*,"* she agreed, her voice dark with satisfaction. *"Aren’t you, Mia?"*

Mia whimpered, her body still trembling, her juices still dripping. *"Yes,"* she gasped. *"I’m *perfect*—for *both* of you—"*

Lena’s fingers finally pulled out with a wet sound, her touch leaving Mia feeling empty, *needy*. *"Good."* She stood up, her dress riding up just enough to reveal the smooth curve of her ass, her fingers already tracing the waistband of her panties. *"Now,"* she said, her voice sharp, commanding, *"I think it’s time for *rules*."*

Greg’s breath hitched. *"Rules?"*

Lena smirked. *"Oh yes, Greg."* She stepped closer, her fingers tracing the curve of his chest, her nails scraping over the sensitive skin. *"Because I don’t think we’re done playing yet."* Her fingers slipped between his thighs, her touch firm, possessive, her nails scraping over the sensitive skin of his balls. *"And I don’t think *you* are either."*

Greg groaned, his cock already throbbing, his release building fast. *"Fuck—Lena—*fuck*—what are the *rules*?"*

Lena’s laugh was a dark chuckle. *"First rule?"* She leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear, her breath hot against his skin. *"You *never* say no to me."* Her fingers tightened around his cock, her touch firm, possessive. *"Understood?"*

Greg’s breath hitched. *"Yes,"* he gasped. *"Fuck—yes—Lena—*fuck*—I *understand*—"*

Lena’s fingers finally pulled away, her touch leaving Greg feeling empty, *needy*. *"Good."* She stepped back, her fingers already tracing the waistband of her panties. *"Because I think we’re just getting started."*

Mia’s breath hitched. *"Lena—*fuck*—what are the *rules*?"*

Lena smirked. *"Second rule?"* She stepped closer, her fingers tracing the curve of Mia’s hip, her nails scraping over the sensitive skin. *"You *always* come when I tell you to."* Her fingers slipped between Mia’s thighs, her touch firm, possessive, her nails scraping against the sensitive skin of her pussy. *"Understood?"*

Mia’s breath hitched. *"Yes,"* she gasped. *"Fuck—yes—Lena—*fuck*—I *understand*—"*

Lena’s fingers finally pulled away, her touch leaving Mia feeling empty, *needy*. *"Good."* She stepped back, her fingers already tracing the waistband of her panties. *"Because I think we’re just getting started."*

Darnell’s smirk was slow, dangerous. *"Ma’am,"* he drawled, his voice rough with amusement, *"I don’t recall inviting you to the party."* He stepped forward, his broad chest blocking Lena’s path, his cock pressing against the front of his jeans as he leaned in. *"But if you’re offering, I’m not gonna say no."*

Lena’s eyes darkened, her breath hitching just slightly before she composed herself. *"Oh, I’m not offering,"* she purred, her fingers already tracing the curve of Darnell’s chest, her nails scraping over the sensitive skin. *"I’m taking."* Her mouth crashed into his, her tongue forcing its way past his lips, her hands gripping his hair as she kissed him like she meant to devour him.

Mia gasped, her fingers curling into the couch cushions as Greg’s cock throbbed inside her. *"Fuck—"* His voice was a growl, his hips jerking forward, burying himself deeper. *"Lena—fuck—"*

Lena broke the kiss with a smirk, her lips glistening, her eyes dark with satisfaction. *"You like watching, Greg?"* She didn’t wait for an answer, her fingers already slipping between Mia’s thighs, her touch firm, possessive. *"Do you like how wet she is for us?"*

Mia’s breath came in short, sharp gasps as Lena’s fingers circled her clit, her thumb pressing down just hard enough to make her whimper. *"Lena—fuck—"* Her hips rolled against Greg’s cock, her walls fluttering around him. *"Please—"*

*"Please what?"* Lena’s voice was a dark purr. *"You want me to touch you? To make you come?"* Her fingers teased Mia’s entrance, her nails scraping over the sensitive skin just outside. *"Or do you just want Greg to keep fucking you while we watch?"*

Mia’s nails dug into the couch. *"Both,"* she gasped. *"I want—*fuck*—I want *everything*."*

Lena’s laugh was a dark, throaty sound. *"Good girl."* Her fingers finally slipped inside Mia, her touch rough, demanding, her nails scraping against Mia’s inner walls. *"Because I think you’re going to get it."*

Greg groaned, his hips snapping forward, his cock sliding in and out of Mia with deep, rough thrusts. *"Fuck—Lena—*fuck*—you’re gonna make her come—"*

*"I know,"* Lena murmured, her fingers curling inside Mia, her thumb pressing against her clit with just the right amount of pressure. *"And I’m gonna make you come too."* Her free hand reached down, her fingers wrapping around Greg’s cock, her touch firm, possessive. *"Aren’t I, Greg?"*

Greg’s breath hitched. *"Fuck—yes—"* His thrusts grew erratic, his cock swelling inside Mia, his release building fast. *"Lena—*fuck*—I’m gonna—"*

*"Come for me,"* Lena ordered, her fingers tightening around his cock, her thumb swiping over the head, collecting the pre-cum already beading at the tip. *"Now."*

Greg groaned, his cock pulsing inside Mia as he came, his release painting her stomach, his body shuddering as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over him. *"Fuck—*fuck*—Lena—"*

Mia cried out, her walls clenching around Greg’s cock as Lena’s fingers worked her, her thumb circling her clit, her nails scraping against her inner walls. *"Oh *god*—Lena—*fuck*—I’m gonna—"*

*"Come for us,"* Lena growled, her fingers curling inside Mia, her thumb pressing against her clit with just the right amount of pressure. *"Now."*

Mia screamed, her body convulsing as she came, her juices gushing around Greg’s cock, her release coating Lena’s fingers, her body trembling beneath them. *"Oh *god*—*fuck*—Lena—*fuck*—"*

Lena smirked, her fingers still buried inside Mia, her thumb still circling her clit. *"Good girl."* She stood up, her dress riding up just enough to reveal the smooth curve of her ass, her fingers already tracing the waistband of her panties. *"Now,"* she said, her voice sharp, commanding, *"I think it’s time for *rules*."*

Greg’s breath hitched. *"Rules?"*

Lena smirked. *"Oh yes, Greg."* She stepped closer, her fingers tracing the curve of his chest, her nails scraping over the sensitive skin. *"Because I don’t think we’re done playing yet."* Her fingers slipped between his thighs, her touch firm, possessive, her nails scraping over the sensitive skin of his balls. *"And I don’t think *you* are either."*

Greg groaned, his cock already throbbing, his release building fast. *"Fuck—Lena—*fuck*—what are the *rules*?"*

Lena’s laugh was a dark chuckle. *"First rule?"* She leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear, her breath hot against his skin. *"You *never* say no to me."* Her fingers tightened around his cock, her touch firm, possessive. *"Understood?"*

Greg’s breath hitched. *"Yes,"* he gasped. *"Fuck—yes—Lena—*fuck*—I *understand*—"*

Lena’s fingers finally pulled away, her touch leaving Greg feeling empty, *needy*. *"Good."* She stepped back, her fingers already tracing the waistband of her panties. *"Because I think we’re just getting started."*

Mia’s breath hitched. *"Lena—*fuck*—what are the *rules*?"*

Lena smirked. *"Second rule?"* She stepped closer, her fingers tracing the curve of Mia’s hip, her nails scraping over the sensitive skin. *"You *always* come when I tell you to."* Her fingers slipped between Mia’s thighs, her touch firm, possessive, her nails scraping against the sensitive skin of her pussy. *"Understood?"*

Mia’s breath hitched. *"Yes,"* she gasped. *"Fuck—yes—Lena—*fuck*—I *understand*—"*

Lena’s fingers finally pulled away, her touch leaving Mia feeling empty, *needy*. *"Good."* She stepped back, her fingers already tracing the waistband of her panties. *"Third rule?"* she asked, her voice sharp, commanding. *"You *both* do exactly what I say, when I say it."* Her fingers slipped under the waistband of her panties, her nails scraping over the sensitive skin of her hips as she pulled them down, revealing the smooth, bare skin of her pussy. *"Because I’m not the kind of woman who *ask* for what she wants."* Her fingers traced the smooth skin of her pussy, her touch firm, possessive. *"I *take* it."*

Greg’s breath hitched. *"Fuck—Lena—*fuck*—what do you *want*?"*

Lena smirked. *"I want you to *watch*."* She dropped to her knees in front of Mia, her fingers already teasing Mia’s clit, her nails scraping against the sensitive skin. *"I want you to *watch* me make her come."* Her mouth crashed into Mia’s, her tongue forcing its way past Mia’s lips, her fingers curling inside Mia, her thumb pressing against her clit with just the right amount of pressure. *"I want you to *watch* me make her *mine*."*

Mia cried out, her body convulsing as Lena’s fingers worked her, her thumb circling her clit, her nails scraping against her inner walls. *"Oh *god*—Lena—*fuck*—I’m gonna—"*

*"Come for me,"* Lena growled, her fingers curling inside Mia, her thumb pressing against her clit with just the right amount of pressure. *"Now."*

Mia screamed, her body convulsing as she came, her juices gushing around Lena’s fingers, her release coating Lena’s lips, her body trembling beneath her. *"Oh *god*—*fuck*—Lena—*fuck*—"*

Lena broke the kiss with a smirk, her fingers still buried inside Mia, her thumb still circling her clit. *"Good girl."* She stood up, her dress riding up just enough to reveal the smooth curve of her ass, her fingers already tracing the waistband of her panties. *"Now,"* she said, her voice sharp, commanding, *"I think it’s time for *lessons*."*

Greg’s breath hitched. *"Lessons?"*

Lena smirked. *"Oh yes, Greg."* She stepped closer, her fingers tracing the curve of his chest, her nails scraping over the sensitive skin. *"Because I don’t think we’re done playing yet."* Her fingers slipped between his thighs, her touch firm, possessive, her nails scraping over the sensitive skin of his balls. *"And I don’t think *you* are either."*

Greg groaned, his cock already throbbing, his release building fast. *"Fuck—Lena—*fuck*—what are the *lessons*?"*

Lena’s laugh was a dark chuckle. *"First lesson?"* She leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear, her breath hot against his skin. *"You *learn* to *obey*."* Her fingers tightened around his cock, her touch firm, possessive. *"Understood?"*

Greg’s breath hitched. *"Yes,"* he gasped. *"Fuck—yes—Lena—*fuck*—I *understand*—"*

Lena’s fingers finally pulled away, her touch leaving Greg feeling empty, *needy*. *"Good."* She stepped back, her fingers already tracing the waistband of her panties. *"Because I think we’re just getting started."*

The neon lights pulsed above them, casting jagged shadows across the sweat-slicked bodies tangled on the couch. The air was thick with the scent of sex, of sweat, of *lust*—a perfume of decadence that clung to the back of the throat like a promise.

Lena stepped closer, her fingers tracing the curve of Mia’s hip, her nails scraping over the sensitive skin. *"You *like* that?"* she asked, her voice a dark purr. *"You like how *wet* you are for us?"*

Mia’s breath hitched. *"Yes,"* she gasped. *"Fuck—yes—Lena—*fuck*—I *love* it—"*

Lena’s fingers finally slipped inside Mia, her touch rough, demanding, her nails scraping against Mia’s inner walls. *"Good."* Her mouth crashed into Mia’s, her tongue forcing its way past Mia’s lips, her fingers curling inside Mia, her thumb pressing against her clit with just the right amount of pressure. *"Because I’m gonna make you come *again*."*

Mia cried out, her body convulsing as Lena’s fingers worked her, her thumb circling her clit, her nails scraping against her inner walls. *"Oh *god*—Lena—*fuck*—I’m gonna—"*

*"Come for me,"* Lena growled, her fingers curling inside Mia, her thumb pressing against her clit with just the right amount of pressure. *"Now."*

Mia screamed, her body convulsing as she came, her juices gushing around Lena’s fingers, her release coating Lena’s lips, her body trembling beneath her. *"Oh *god*—*fuck*—Lena—*fuck*—"*

Lena smirked, her fingers still buried inside Mia, her thumb still circling her clit. *"Good girl."* She stood up, her dress riding up just enough to reveal the smooth curve of her ass, her fingers already tracing the waistband of her panties. *"Now,"* she said, her voice sharp, commanding, *"I think it’s time for *rules*."*

Greg’s breath hitched. *"Rules?"*

Lena smirked. *"Oh yes, Greg."* She stepped closer, her fingers tracing the curve of his chest, her nails scraping over the sensitive skin. *"Because I don’t think we’re done playing yet."* Her fingers slipped between his thighs, her touch firm, possessive, her nails scraping over the sensitive skin of his balls. *"And I don’t think *you* are either."*

Greg groaned, his cock already throbbing, his release building fast. *"Fuck—Lena—*fuck*—what are the *rules*?"*

Lena’s laugh was a dark chuckle. *"First rule?"* She leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear, her breath hot against his skin. *"You *never* say no to me."* Her fingers tightened around his cock, her touch firm, possessive. *"Understood?"*

Greg’s breath hitched. *"Yes,"* he gasped. *"Fuck—yes—Lena—*fuck*—I *understand*—"*

Lena’s fingers finally pulled away, her touch leaving Greg feeling empty, *needy*. *"Good."* She stepped back, her fingers already tracing the waistband of her panties. *"Because I think we’re just getting started."*

Mia’s breath hitched. *"Lena—*fuck*—what are the *rules*?"*

Lena smirked. *"Second rule?"* She stepped closer, her fingers tracing the curve of Mia’s hip, her nails scraping over the sensitive skin. *"You *always* come when I tell you to."* Her fingers slipped between Mia’s thighs, her touch firm, possessive, her nails scraping against the sensitive skin of her pussy. *"Understood?"*

Mia’s breath hitched. *"Yes,"* she gasped. *"Fuck—yes—Lena—*fuck*—I *understand*—"*

Lena’s fingers finally pulled away, her touch leaving Mia feeling empty, *needy*. *"Good."* She stepped back, her fingers already tracing the waistband of her panties. *"Third rule?"* she asked, her voice sharp, commanding. *"You *both* do exactly what I say, when I say it."* Her fingers slipped under the waistband of her panties, her nails scraping over the sensitive skin of her hips as she pulled them down, revealing the smooth, bare skin of her pussy. *"Because I’m not the kind of woman who *ask* for what she wants."* Her fingers traced the smooth skin of her pussy, her touch firm, possessive. *"I *take* it."*

Greg’s breath hitched. *"Fuck—Lena—*fuck*—what do you *want*?"*

Lena smirked. *"I want you to *watch*."* She dropped to her knees in front of Mia, her fingers already teasing Mia’s clit, her nails scraping against the sensitive skin. *"I want you to *watch* me make her come."* Her mouth crashed into Mia’s, her tongue forcing its way past Mia’s lips, her fingers curling inside Mia, her thumb pressing against her clit with just the right amount of pressure. *"I want you to *watch* me make her *mine*."*

Mia cried out, her body convulsing as Lena’s fingers worked her, her thumb circling her clit, her nails scraping against her inner walls. *"Oh *god*—Lena—*fuck*—I’m gonna—"*

*"Come for me,"* Lena growled, her fingers curling inside Mia, her thumb pressing against her clit with just the right amount of pressure. *"Now."*

Mia screamed, her body convulsing as she came, her juices gushing around Lena’s fingers, her release coating Lena’s lips, her body trembling beneath her. *"Oh *god*—*fuck*—Lena—*fuck*—"*

Lena broke the kiss with a smirk, her fingers still buried inside Mia, her thumb still circling her clit. *"Good girl."* She stood up, her dress riding up just enough to reveal the smooth curve of her ass, her fingers already tracing the waistband of her panties. *"Now,"* she said, her voice sharp, commanding, *"I think it’s time for *lessons*."*

Greg’s breath hitched. *"Lessons?"*

Lena smirked. *"Oh yes, Greg."* She stepped closer, her fingers tracing the curve of his chest, her nails scraping over the sensitive skin. *"Because I don’t think we’re done playing yet."* Her fingers slipped between his thighs, her touch firm, possessive, her nails scraping over the sensitive skin of his balls. *"And I don’t think *you* are either."*

Greg groaned, his cock already throbbing, his release building fast. *"Fuck—Lena—*fuck*—what are the *lessons*?"*

Lena’s laugh was a dark chuckle. *"First lesson?"* She leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear, her breath hot against his skin. *"You *learn* to *obey*."* Her fingers tightened around his cock, her touch firm, possessive. *"Understood?"*

Greg’s breath hitched. *"Yes,"* he gasped. *"Fuck—yes—Lena—*fuck*—I *understand*—"*

Lena’s fingers finally pulled away, her touch leaving Greg feeling empty, *needy*. *"Good."* She stepped back, her fingers already tracing the waistband of her panties. *"Because I think we’re just getting started."*
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