
        
            
                
            
        

    


Surrender and Sin: A Threesome Pegging Domination Romance




Pegging, Submission, and Total Control




Introduction










Ethan had always considered himself dominant in bed. He knew how to take control, how to make a woman moan and beg, how to tease and deny until he got exactly what he wanted. But the moment he met

 

Ava


 
and

 

Natalie


 
, he realized how wrong he’d been.










It started with a look—Ava, tall and statuesque, with an air of authority that made his chest tighten, her lips curling into a knowing smirk as she leaned against the sleek black leather of the club’s VIP lounge. Next to her, Natalie—a wicked contrast—petite, playful, her dark eyes flashing with something just as dangerous, just as controlling.










They’d caught him watching, and instead of looking away, they beckoned him closer.










“You like what you see?” Ava asked, her voice smooth, rich like whiskey.










Ethan swallowed hard, his cock already thickening under the weight of her gaze. “Maybe.”










Natalie’s fingers traced the rim of her glass, a teasing flick of her tongue over the rim before she grinned. “Then let’s find out how much.”










And just like that, he was theirs.














The penthouse was everything he expected from women like them—sleek, modern, draped in deep reds and blacks, lit by the low glow of candles that cast flickering shadows across the walls.










Ava poured them drinks, but Ethan barely had a chance to sip his before Natalie took the glass from his hands, setting it aside. “You won’t need that,” she murmured, sliding onto his lap, her fingers toying with the collar of his shirt.










His breath hitched as her lips brushed his jaw, her body pressing just enough against him that he could feel the heat of her thighs. But it was Ava’s presence behind him that made him stiffen—the slow, deliberate sound of her heels against the hardwood floor as she circled them like a predator deciding when to strike.










“You’re used to being in charge, aren’t you?” Ava murmured, her hands trailing along his shoulders before her fingers curled into his hair, tugging just enough to make his breath catch.










“I—”










“Don’t lie,” Natalie whispered, her lips curving as she rolled her hips against his, feeling the way his body tensed beneath her.










Ava chuckled darkly. “Oh, you’re going to be fun to break.”










The word sent a jolt of something electric down Ethan’s spine. He was rock-hard, his cock straining against his pants, but neither of them had even touched him where he needed it most.










Natalie’s hands moved lower, unbuttoning his shirt, nails dragging lightly down his chest as Ava’s grip tightened in his hair, tilting his head back so she could watch his reaction.










“You don’t have to pretend, sweetheart,” she purred, leaning down, her breath warm against his ear. “We can already tell. You want this.”










Ethan swallowed hard, his pulse hammering against his throat.










Ava’s lips brushed his ear as she murmured,

 

“Say it.”











His pride clashed violently with the heat licking up his spine. But when Natalie’s fingers ghosted over the bulge in his pants, a teasing squeeze that made him groan, the last thread of resistance snapped.










“Yes.”










Natalie grinned, sliding off his lap as Ava stepped in front of him, undoing the last of his buttons with slow, precise movements. “Good boy,” she murmured, smoothing her hands down his chest before her fingers found the buckle of his belt.










“Now,” she smirked, slipping the leather free in one fluid motion. “Let’s see just how obedient you can be.”










And just like that,

 

Ethan was theirs.










Chapter One: The Invitation










The moment Ethan stepped into the club, he felt it—a shift in the air, something thick and charged, pressing against his skin like a velvet chokehold. The low thrum of music pulsed through the dimly lit space, a deep, seductive bass that seemed to vibrate in his chest. The scent of whiskey and leather lingered in the air, mingling with something richer—desire, maybe, or the quiet promise of submission.










He wasn’t a stranger to places like this. He had played in scenes before, tied a woman down, whispered filthy promises into her ear while she writhed beneath him. He knew the game. But tonight felt different.










Tonight, he was the one being hunted.










It started with a glance—a single, piercing look from across the lounge, sharp enough to make his cock twitch beneath his slacks.











Ava.











Tall, statuesque, wrapped in a sleek black dress that clung to her curves like liquid sin. Her red-painted lips curved into the smallest smirk, eyes flicking over him like she was deciding whether or not he was worth her time.










And beside her, lounging with one leg draped lazily over the other, was

 

Natalie


 
.










Shorter than Ava but just as dangerous, all soft curves and dark eyes filled with mischief. She swirled a glass of wine between her fingers, watching him like she already knew exactly what was about to happen.










He knew better than to assume.










But when Ava lifted her hand and crooked a single finger, beckoning him closer, he obeyed.














The plush leather of the VIP lounge swallowed him as he settled onto the couch opposite them, his muscles coiled tight beneath his crisp button-down. Natalie tilted her head, running her tongue along the rim of her glass, eyes flicking to Ava before landing back on him.










“You’re new,” she mused, her voice smooth as honey but sharp at the edges.










“I’ve been here before,” Ethan replied, his fingers flexing against his thighs.










Ava’s smirk deepened. “Not with us.”










Something about the way she said it made his throat dry.










Natalie leaned forward, resting her elbow on her knee, her fingers grazing the delicate strap of her dress. “Tell me, Ethan…” she murmured. “Do you always follow when a stranger calls you over? Or do we just make you nervous?”










Ethan swallowed, forcing himself to hold her gaze. “Maybe I wanted to see what you wanted.”










Ava chuckled, the sound

 

dangerously indulgent


 
. “Oh, sweetheart,” she purred, tilting her glass to her lips. “We don’t want anything from you.”










Natalie’s smile turned wicked. “We just want to see if you’ll break.”










A pulse of heat shot straight to his cock.










Ava leaned back against the couch, crossing her legs with deliberate slowness. “Tell me, Ethan,” she mused, swirling the amber liquid in her glass. “Do you always act like you’re in control?”










He stiffened slightly, but before he could respond, Natalie’s fingers were at his wrist, a delicate, teasing touch.










“Because I think,” she whispered, leaning in, her breath warm against his ear, “you’d be so pretty on your knees for us.”










His breath caught.










Ava smirked, watching his reaction like a predator savoring the moment before the kill.










Ethan exhaled slowly, steadying himself. “And if I said no?”










Natalie grinned, tracing a slow circle over the back of his hand with her fingernail. “You won’t.”










His cock twitched painfully against his zipper.










Ava set her glass down and stood, smoothing out the soft fabric of her dress. “Come with us,” she said simply, reaching for Natalie’s hand.










Natalie slid off the couch with effortless grace, threading her fingers through Ava’s before turning back to him with a knowing smile.










“Unless,” she mused, “you’re too scared to see how deep this rabbit hole goes.”










Ethan hesitated.










But only for a second.










Then, with his heart pounding, he rose to his feet—

 

and followed.










Chapter Two: The First Test










Ethan didn’t ask where they were taking him. He didn’t need to.










The air outside the club was thick with summer heat, the distant hum of city life fading behind them as they slid into the sleek black car waiting at the curb. Ava settled into the driver’s seat, adjusting the rearview mirror just enough to catch his gaze before smirking.










“Second thoughts?” she asked, her voice smooth as silk.










Ethan shook his head, fingers clenching slightly against his thighs. “Not yet.”










Natalie let out a quiet laugh from beside him, shifting closer, her perfume something dark and sweet that made his pulse quicken. “Good,” she murmured, resting a hand on his knee. “It’d be a shame if you ran before the fun even started.”










Ava pulled into traffic, her presence behind the wheel just as commanding as it had been back in the club. The drive was quiet, tension settling between them, thick and charged. Every brush of Natalie’s fingers against his thigh sent a slow, torturous jolt of anticipation through him.










By the time they reached their destination—a towering penthouse with floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked the city—his body was thrumming with something raw, something he wasn’t ready to name.










Ava led the way inside, heels clicking against polished hardwood floors. Natalie trailed her fingertips up his spine as she passed, the teasing touch sending a sharp shiver down his back.










Ethan exhaled slowly. “So… what now?”










Ava turned, one perfectly arched brow lifting. “Now?” She stepped closer, fingers grazing the edge of his shirt before

 

gripping his tie and tugging him forward


 
. “Now, you follow orders.”










The heat in her gaze

 

burned


 
straight through him.










Natalie’s fingers slid beneath the hem of his shirt, nails scraping lightly against his stomach. “Strip,” she whispered, tilting her head. “We want to see what we’re working with.”










Ethan swallowed, pulse hammering. He wasn’t shy about his body, but something about the way they watched him—expectant, patient,

 

hungry


 
—made his fingers tremble slightly as he undid the first button.










Ava sat on the couch, one leg crossing over the other as she watched him. “Slower.”










Natalie smiled, sliding onto the armrest beside her, dark eyes locked onto him. “Make it worth our while.”










Fuck.










Ethan’s throat was dry as he peeled his shirt from his shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. He moved to undo his belt, but

 

Ava tsked, shaking her head


 
.










“Not yet,” she murmured.










Natalie’s fingers ghosted over his abs, her touch barely there. “You seem nervous.”










Ethan let out a slow breath, willing his cock to stop throbbing at the way they were

 

toying with him like prey


 
. “Maybe I don’t like giving up control.”










Ava smirked. “Oh, sweetheart.” She leaned forward,

 

gripping his jaw


 
, tilting his head just enough that he had no choice but to meet her gaze. “That’s exactly why you’re here.”










The air between them

 

crackled


 
.










Natalie’s hands slid lower, teasing at the waistband of his pants. “Let’s play a game,” she murmured. “One rule. No touching us unless we tell you to.”










Ethan clenched his jaw. “And if I break the rule?”










Ava’s lips

 

curved


 
into something dark, something deliciously cruel. “Then we punish you.”










The breath left his lungs in a slow, aching exhale.










Natalie’s fingers brushed over his belt, undoing it with slow,

 

deliberate ease


 
. “Still think you’re in control, Ethan?”










He didn’t answer.










Didn’t need to.










Because

 

they already knew


 
.









Chapter Three: No Way Out










Ethan could still hear the

 

click of his belt hitting the floor


 
, the sound echoing through the dimly lit penthouse. His pulse pounded at the base of his throat, his cock already straining against his briefs, but neither Ava nor Natalie had

 

touched him where he needed it most.











Natalie trailed her fingers up his chest, nails scraping lightly over his skin, a tease, a warning. “You’re already shaking,” she murmured. “That’s cute.”










Ethan clenched his jaw, forcing himself to

 

breathe slowly


 
, but Ava had already seen the slight tremor in his muscles. She leaned back on the couch, fingers drumming lazily against her thigh. “You’re used to being the one in charge,” she mused. “But tonight, we

 

take.


 
”










Natalie grinned. “And you?” She stepped behind him,

 

her lips grazing the shell of his ear.


 
“You just have to beg.”










Ethan exhaled slowly. “I don’t beg.”










Ava chuckled, tilting her head. “Oh, sweetheart.” She crooked a single finger. “Kneel.”










The command hit

 

low and sharp


 
, making his stomach tighten.










He didn’t move.










Didn’t obey.










And for a moment, he thought Ava might let him get away with it.










But then she was standing, the slow,

 

deliberate


 
click of her heels against the floor making his cock throb painfully against the thin fabric of his briefs. “I was hoping you’d fight,” she murmured, brushing a single

 

cold


 
finger along his jaw before gripping his chin, forcing his head back.










Her lips were

 

inches from his


 
, her breath warm against his mouth.










“Because now,” she whispered, her nails

 

digging into his jawline


 
, “we get to break you properly.”











Ava shoved him down onto his knees.











Ethan landed hard, the impact sending a sharp jolt through his thighs. He

 

sucked in a breath


 
, gripping the couch for balance, his body

 

burning with humiliation and want.











Natalie hummed approvingly, trailing a

 

single fingernail


 
down his spine, slow and torturous. “You look better like this,” she said, stepping in front of him. “On your knees.”










Ethan’s jaw tightened, every nerve in his body

 

on fire


 
, but he refused to look away.










Ava smirked. “You’re stubborn.”










Natalie laughed. “Not for long.”










She reached behind her, the sound of

 

leather and buckles


 
filling the space between them. Ethan’s stomach

 

tightened


 
as she lifted something

 

long, thick, and strapped tight to her hips.











His

 

breath hitched.











“Oh?” Ava smiled, watching his reaction. “I think he’s starting to understand.”










Natalie

 

grinned down at him,


 
her fingers wrapping around the thick silicone shaft,

 

stroking it slowly


 
like she was teasing him. “Open your mouth, baby.”










Ethan

 

stayed still


 
, his pride clawing at him, but his cock twitched at the command.










Ava tilted his chin up, her nails

 

digging in just enough


 
to make him shudder. “You have two choices,” she murmured. “You can

 

take it nicely


 
like a good boy…”










Natalie ran the tip along his

 

parted lips,


 
letting it smear with her slick arousal.










“…or we can

 

make


 
you take it.”










Heat

 

flooded his body.











His fingers curled into fists against his thighs. His lips

 

parted


 
, a breath away from surrender.










Ava’s

 

smile sharpened.











“Good boy,” she whispered.










And then,

 

Natalie pushed inside.










Chapter Four: Breaking Point










Ethan’s

 

lips stretched around the thick silicone


 
, his jaw aching as Natalie

 

pushed deeper


 
, her fingers threading through his hair to

 

hold him steady


 
. The slick length

 

glided over his tongue


 
, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps as he tried to keep up with the

 

slow, deliberate pace


 
she set.










“Good boy,” Natalie

 

murmured


 
, her grip tightening as she

 

rolled her hips, feeding him more


 
. “You’re learning.”










Ava crouched beside him, fingers brushing along his cheek,

 

watching him fall apart


 
. “See how pretty you look like this?” she murmured. “On your knees, mouth full, no control at all.”










Ethan

 

tried to breathe through his nose


 
, but Natalie’s next thrust was

 

sharper


 
, making him gag, his throat constricting around the length.

 

She didn’t pull back.











She

 

held him there


 
, her other hand

 

stroking his throat


 
, feeling the way he

 

fought to take her


 
.










Ava’s nails traced along his jawline. “You’re trembling,” she

 

cooed


 
. “Is it too much?”










Ethan’s eyes snapped up, heat and defiance burning behind them.










Ava

 

smirked


 
. “Thought so.”










Natalie chuckled, finally

 

easing back


 
, letting him

 

suck in a shaky breath


 
before she

 

slid back in, slower this time


 
, letting him feel every inch. “He’s adjusting,” she murmured,

 

grinning down at him


 
. “That’s cute.”










Ethan’s

 

thighs tensed


 
, his cock still

 

aching in his briefs


 
, painfully hard from the sheer humiliation of

 

being used like this


 
. Ava must have noticed, because she

 

dragged her hand down his chest


 
, teasing the waistband of his pants.










“Oh,” she

 

murmured


 
, her fingers

 

brushing over his erection


 
, feeling how desperate he was. “You’re already soaked for us, aren’t you?”










A sharp,

 

helpless groan


 
vibrated around the strap as

 

his hips bucked into her touch


 
, his body

 

betraying him completely


 
.










Natalie pulled out with a slick

 

pop


 
, tapping the tip against his swollen lips. “I think,” she mused, stroking his cheek, “he’s ready for something more.”










Ava

 

grinned


 
, gripping his chin and tilting his face up. “Would you like that, sweetheart?” she

 

murmured


 
. “Would you like to be fucked properly?”










Ethan’s

 

breath caught


 
.










His pulse

 

pounded at the base of his throat


 
, the room

 

spinning


 
around him. Every part of him screamed

 

yes, yes, yes—











But Ava wasn’t interested in what his body wanted.










She wanted to hear him

 

say it.











Natalie trailed her fingers through his hair, tugging

 

just enough


 
to make his head tip back. “Use your words, baby.”










Ethan clenched his

 

jaw


 
, his body

 

burning


 
, his pride

 

ripping itself to shreds


 
inside him.










Ava’s

 

fingers tightened


 
around his throat, not squeezing, just enough pressure to remind him who

 

owned


 
him now.










“Say it,” she whispered.










Ethan

 

swallowed hard


 
.










His lips

 

parted


 
.










“…Please.”










Ava’s

 

smile darkened


 
.










“Good boy.”










And then, they

 

ruined him.










Chapter Five: Ruined Between Them










Ethan’s

 

knees ached against the hardwood floor


 
, his breath ragged as he looked up at them—Ava standing over him, fingers still

 

wrapped around his throat


 
, and Natalie, her

 

cock slick with his spit


 
, grinning down at him like she had just

 

won a game


 
he didn’t know he was playing.










He wasn’t just

 

aroused


 
.










He was

 

fucking wrecked


 
.










His cock

 

throbbed painfully


 
, still confined in his briefs, a

 

visible stain of precum


 
seeping through the fabric. He should be embarrassed. Humiliated. But he couldn’t bring himself to care.










Because he wanted more.










And

 

they knew it.











Ava hummed, tilting her head as her nails dragged over his

 

heaving chest


 
. “You’re so

 

pretty like this


 
,” she murmured, her voice smooth, indulgent. “But I think we can make you even prettier.”










Ethan

 

swallowed hard


 
, his stomach tightening. “How?”










Natalie’s grin turned

 

wicked


 
. “By fucking you open, baby.”










Heat shot straight through him.










Ava pulled him up by his

 

collar


 
, her lips brushing against his ear. “You’re going to take everything we give you,” she whispered,

 

nipping at his jaw


 
. “And you’re going to

 

thank us


 
for it.”










A shiver

 

rippled


 
down his spine.










They led him to the bed, Ava pushing him

 

onto his stomach


 
, her fingers tracing down his back, nails teasing over his

 

spine


 
before curling under his waistband.










She dragged his pants down

 

agonizingly slow


 
, exposing the

 

firm swell of his ass


 
, the fabric of his briefs

 

stretched tight


 
over his aching cock.










Natalie hummed behind him,

 

her hands gripping his hips


 
, holding him in place. “Such a good boy,” she

 

purred


 
, pressing a single

 

wet, open-mouthed kiss


 
between his shoulder blades. “I bet you’ve never been fucked properly, have you?”










Ethan’s

 

breath stuttered


 
, heat flooding his face.










Ava chuckled darkly. “Oh, sweetheart,” she mused, running her fingers over the curve of his ass. “You’re already trembling.”










His

 

muscles tensed


 
when he felt the cool slickness of

 

lube being spread between his cheeks


 
, a single

 

finger circling his tight hole


 
before

 

pressing in just slightly


 
.










Ethan’s

 

hips jerked


 
, his breath catching.










“Relax,” Natalie whispered, her fingers smoothing over his

 

thighs


 
, her voice

 

mocking


 
. “We’ll start small.”










Ava slid one

 

slick finger inside


 
, slow and

 

unyielding


 
, stretching him open. Ethan

 

gasped


 
, his thighs

 

clenching


 
.










“God,” Natalie

 

groaned


 
, watching him squirm. “You’re already squeezing so tight.”










Ava’s

 

finger curled


 
, pressing against something

 

devastatingly sensitive


 
, making Ethan

 

let out a strangled sound


 
, somewhere between a

 

moan and a whimper


 
.










He heard

 

Ava’s smirk


 
in her voice. “Oh. That’s cute.”










Natalie

 

giggled


 
, rubbing soothing circles over his back. “Think he’s ready?”










Ava pushed a

 

second finger in


 
, scissoring him open. “Not yet,” she murmured, her tone

 

low and cruel


 
. “But he will be.”










Ethan’s

 

hips rocked back


 

without thinking


 
, a

 

desperate, mindless movement


 
that only made them

 

laugh softly


 
.










Natalie

 

bit his shoulder


 
,

 

just hard enough


 
to make him gasp. “You want more, don’t you?”










He

 

hated


 
how fast the words

 

left his lips


 
.










“Yes.”










Ava’s

 

fingers slid out


 
, and before he could even

 

catch his breath


 
, something

 

thicker


 
pressed against his entrance.

 

Natalie’s strap.











Ethan’s

 

entire body went tight


 
, his hands fisting the sheets.










“Breathe, baby,” Natalie cooed. “You can take it.”










The first

 

push was slow


 
, the pressure

 

intense


 
, his body

 

stretching


 
around the thick silicone.










Ethan’s

 

moan broke free


 
, his cock

 

aching, throbbing


 
, still trapped in his briefs,

 

leaking against the bedspread


 
.










“Fuck,” Ava breathed, watching him struggle. “Look at you. You love this.”










Natalie eased in

 

inch by inch


 
, giving him no choice but to

 

feel every moment


 
of it.










He was

 

shaking


 
, his thighs twitching, his cock

 

straining painfully against the fabric


 
, but

 

nothing had ever felt this good.











Ava grabbed a

 

fistful of his hair


 
,

 

forcing his head up


 
as Natalie finally

 

bottomed out


 
, burying herself

 

to the hilt inside him


 
.










Ethan

 

let out a choked whimper


 
, his fingers curling into the sheets as his body

 

adjusted, throbbed, craved more.











Natalie groaned. “Fuck. He’s

 

so tight.


 
”










Ava

 

smirked


 
, tilting his head to meet her gaze. “Tell us how it feels, baby.”










His

 

lips parted


 
, his mind

 

spinning


 
, his body

 

wrecked beyond reason.











“F-Fuck,” he gasped, his breath

 

shuddering


 
. “I—it’s so—”










Ava

 

grinned darkly


 
. “Good?”










Natalie

 

rolled her hips


 
, making him

 

cry out


 
.










“So good,” he

 

confessed


 
, barely able to speak through the

 

white-hot pleasure


 
coursing through his body.










Ava’s

 

smirk widened


 
.










“That’s my good boy.”










And then,

 

Natalie started fucking him properly.











She

 

set a pace that left him breathless


 
, her hands gripping his

 

hips tightly


 
, pulling him

 

back onto her cock


 
, forcing him to

 

take it all


 
.










Ethan’s

 

vision blurred


 
, his body

 

reduced to nothing but sensation


 
, his cock

 

aching, desperate


 
, still untouched.










Ava watched him unravel, fingers

 

trailing down his stomach


 
, teasing over the

 

soaking-wet fabric of his briefs


 
.










“Oh, sweetheart,” she purred, pressing her palm against his

 

straining cock


 
, feeling just how

 

soaked and wrecked


 
he was. “You want to cum, don’t you?”










Ethan

 

moaned brokenly


 
, his body

 

on fire


 
,

 

every thrust of Natalie’s cock sending him closer to the edge.











But Ava’s

 

smirk turned cruel


 
.










She

 

tightened her grip


 
—and didn’t let him move.










“Not yet.”










Ethan

 

whimpered, shaking


 
, his body

 

torn between pleasure and frustration.











Natalie

 

kept fucking him


 
, slow and

 

merciless


 
, her breath

 

hot against his neck


 
.










Ava pressed her lips against his

 

ear


 
, her voice

 

dark, promising, final


 
.










“You don’t get to cum,” she whispered.










“Not until we

 

say so.


 
”









Chapter Six: Kept on the Edge










Ethan’s body was

 

wrecked


 
, trembling violently as

 

Natalie’s cock stretched him wide


 
, filling him completely, while Ava’s

 

firm hand pressed against his aching cock


 
, trapping him in a torturous,

 

helpless limbo.











Every thrust

 

sent him spiraling


 
, but Ava refused to

 

let him move


 
, refused to let him chase the pleasure that was

 

so fucking close


 
but still

 

out of reach


 
.










He let out a

 

desperate, broken moan


 
, his hips

 

jerking instinctively


 
, only to be

 

held down tighter.











“Oh,” Ava

 

purred


 
, nails

 

dragging over his stomach


 
, watching the way his

 

thighs trembled


 
. “Look at you.”










Natalie

 

snapped her hips forward


 
, her cock

 

hitting deep


 
, and Ethan let out a

 

sharp, choked cry


 
.










“Feels good, doesn’t it?” she

 

murmured against his skin


 
, her hands

 

gripping his hips bruisingly tight


 
, keeping him exactly where she wanted him.










Ethan

 

nodded frantically


 
, his breath

 

ragged


 
, his mind a

 

mess of pure sensation


 
.










Ava chuckled, her

 

fingers tightening over the wet, leaking fabric of his briefs


 
, feeling just how

 

desperate and ruined


 
he was.










“You want to cum, don’t you?”










His

 

whimper was immediate, instinctual


 
. “Y-yes—”










Ava smirked. “Too bad.”










She

 

eased back


 
, taking her

 

warm palm away


 
, leaving his cock

 

throbbing and neglected


 
, twitching in the air.










Ethan

 

let out a strangled, needy sound


 
,

 

rocking forward


 
, trying to

 

find some kind of friction


 
, but

 

Natalie grabbed his wrists


 
, pulling them behind his back,

 

pinning him completely.











“You don’t get to move,” she

 

growled


 
,

 

fucking him deeper


 
, making his

 

entire body jolt


 
.










Ethan’s head

 

fell forward


 
, his lips

 

parted


 
, his

 

moans turning desperate


 
, raw,

 

completely at their mercy.











Ava watched him come apart,

 

her smirk growing darker


 
.










“You’re so fucking close, aren’t you?” she murmured, nails

 

trailing down his spine


 
, the

 

smallest touch


 
making him

 

shudder violently.











Ethan

 

nodded weakly


 
, his body

 

fighting against the cruel denial


 
, his cock

 

aching, throbbing, untouched, desperate.











Natalie leaned in, lips

 

brushing against his ear


 
as she

 

snapped her hips sharply


 
, making him

 

cry out.











“Ask nicely,” she

 

teased


 
, her voice dripping with

 

mockery


 
.










Ethan let out a

 

ragged breath


 
, his body

 

on fire


 
,

 

pushed past his limit


 
.










He clenched his fists, trying to

 

fight it


 
, trying to

 

hold onto some scrap of control


 
, but Ava’s

 

nails digging into his thighs


 
had him

 

breaking instantly


 
.










“P-please,” he

 

whimpered


 
, his voice

 

wrecked, desperate, pleading.











Ava’s

 

smile widened.











“Please what?”










Ethan’s head

 

fell back


 
, his

 

body trembling, shaking


 
,

 

completely ruined between them.











“Please let me cum.”










Natalie let out a

 

low, satisfied hum


 
,

 

rolling her hips deep


 
, keeping him

 

right on the edge


 
,

 

never letting him fall.











“Hmm…” Ava

 

pretended to think


 
, dragging her

 

nails up his stomach


 
, watching the way his muscles

 

tensed and twitched under her touch


 
.










“You’re begging so

 

pretty


 
,” she

 

murmured


 
, her tone

 

mocking, indulgent


 
. “But I don’t think you’ve earned it yet.”










Ethan

 

let out a strangled sob


 
, his

 

cock twitching uselessly


 
, his

 

thighs trembling violently


 
.










Ava

 

wrapped her fingers around his throat


 
, tilting his head up to

 

force his gaze on hers.











“You don’t get to cum, sweetheart,” she

 

whispered


 
,

 

pressing a slow, taunting kiss


 
against his lips before pulling away.










“Not yet.”










And then,

 

Natalie fucked him even harder.










Chapter Seven: The Breaking Point










Ethan was

 

falling apart.











Natalie’s

 

cock drove into him relentlessly


 
, her grip

 

tight on his wrists


 
, keeping him

 

pinned, helpless, ruined.


 
His body

 

shook violently


 
, his

 

thighs trembling


 
, his

 

cock leaking


 
, untouched, desperate, throbbing.










Ava’s

 

fingers stayed wrapped around his throat


 
, not squeezing, just

 

holding him there


 
, forcing him to

 

stay still


 
, forcing him to

 

endure every second of their torment.











He was

 

so close.











So

 

painfully, devastatingly close.











And still,

 

they wouldn’t let him fall.











“Oh, sweetheart,” Ava

 

cooed


 
, watching the way his

 

hips twitched


 
, the way his

 

muscles tensed


 
, the way his

 

breath hitched with every thrust


 
. “You look so

 

fucking pathetic.


 
”










Ethan

 

whimpered


 
, his

 

head tilting back


 
,

 

a broken, desperate sound


 
escaping his throat.










Natalie

 

groaned


 
behind him,

 

gripping his hips tighter, snapping her hips harder


 
, forcing him to

 

take it.











“You love this,” she

 

murmured against his neck


 
, her teeth

 

scraping over his flushed skin


 
. “You love being our fucking toy, don’t you?”










Ethan’s

 

breath shattered.











His

 

fingers curled into fists.











He tried to

 

speak


 
, tried to

 

answer


 
, but his

 

words were lost in a wrecked, gasping moan.











Ava

 

dragged her nails down his chest


 
, watching the way his

 

stomach tensed under her touch


 
, the way his

 

cock twitched desperately


 
against the soaked fabric of his briefs.










“You’re shaking,” she

 

whispered


 
, tilting his face toward hers.










Ethan

 

nodded weakly


 
,

 

his body completely breaking down, completely at their mercy.











Ava

 

smirked, slow, indulgent.











“Do you want to cum, baby?”










Ethan

 

let out a strangled sob


 
,

 

his back arching


 
, his

 

cock throbbing, aching, needing.











“Yes,” he

 

gasped


 
, his voice

 

wrecked, raw, desperate.











Natalie

 

groaned


 
. “Fuck, I can feel you clenching around me.”










Ava

 

chuckled


 
, stroking his

 

jaw, his throat, his sweat-slicked chest


 
, watching him

 

break completely.











“Beg.”










Ethan

 

let go.











Every last

 

scrap of control


 
he thought he had left

 

shattered.











“Please, please, please,” he

 

whispered


 
, his

 

voice trembling


 
, his

 

entire body shaking, twitching, writhing beneath them.











Ava’s

 

eyes darkened.











She

 

tilted his chin up


 
, pressing her

 

lips close to his ear


 
, her voice a

 

silken promise.











“You don’t get to.”










Ethan

 

choked on a sob.











Natalie

 

fucked him harder, deeper


 
, Ava’s

 

fingers teasing over his swollen cock


 
, never enough, never letting him

 

tip over the edge.











His

 

vision blurred.











His

 

mind shattered.











He was

 

gone.











Completely, utterly

 

wrecked.











And

 

still


 
, they didn’t let him

 

cum.










Chapter Eight: Ruined Beyond Repair










Ethan had no idea how long they had been

 

holding him on the edge.











Minutes. Hours. A lifetime.










His

 

body was trembling


 
, wracked with

 

sobs of pure frustration


 
, his cock

 

throbbing violently


 
, trapped in the soaked, clinging fabric of his briefs. Every nerve in his body was

 

burning


 
, his

 

mind lost in a haze of pain and pleasure


 
, completely

 

broken down


 
under Ava and Natalie’s hands.










Natalie was

 

still fucking him


 
, her pace

 

cruel


 
, keeping him

 

right there, so close he could taste it


 
, but never letting him

 

fall.


 
Ava’s

 

fingers never stopped teasing


 
—stroking his

 

inner thighs, tracing light, infuriating touches over his cock


 
, but never enough to

 

give him release.











Ethan

 

let out a shattered moan


 
, his

 

head falling back, eyes glassy, lost in submission.











“Look at him,” Natalie groaned,

 

rolling her hips deep


 
, feeling the way he

 

clenched around her


 
, his

 

body desperate for something, anything.











Ava

 

cupped his jaw


 
, forcing his

 

wrecked, ruined gaze to meet hers.


 
“You’re ours now, aren’t you?”










Ethan

 

nodded weakly


 
, barely able to breathe.










Ava’s

 

smile was slow, indulgent.


 
“Then take it.”










Natalie

 

snapped her hips forward, hard and deep


 
, Ava’s

 

fingers finally wrapping tight around his cock


 
, stroking him

 

just once, just enough—











And

 

Ethan shattered.











His

 

entire body convulsed


 
, his

 

orgasm slamming into him like a tidal wave, dragging him under


 
,

 

choking on his own moans


 
as his cock

 

spasmed violently


 
, spilling

 

hot and thick inside his briefs


 
, soaking him, ruining him completely.










He

 

screamed their names


 
, his

 

fingernails digging into Ava’s wrists


 
, his

 

thighs shaking


 
, his

 

mind breaking apart into nothing but raw pleasure.











Natalie

 

groaned


 
, holding him

 

down


 
, grinding

 

deep


 
as she

 

kept fucking him through it


 
, her voice

 

a growl against his ear.


 
“Fuck, that’s it, baby, make a fucking mess for us.”










Ava watched him

 

fall apart


 
, stroking his

 

throat, his jaw, his heaving chest


 
, whispering

 

sweet, filthy praise.











“That’s my good boy.”











It didn’t stop.











Natalie

 

kept thrusting, Ava kept stroking


 
, the

 

overstimulation hitting him like fire


 
, his

 

whimpers turning into cries


 
, his

 

body shaking with aftershocks so intense they left him twitching.











His mind

 

was gone.











Completely

 

owned.











Completely

 

theirs.










Epilogue: Forever Theirs










Ethan woke to

 

soft hands


 
, warm silk sheets, and the delicious ache of

 

overuse.











He was

 

naked, spent, utterly ruined


 
, his body

 

buzzing with exhaustion and pleasure


 
. He didn’t remember falling asleep. Didn’t remember

 

how long they had been playing with him.











What he did remember was

 

submission.











Being

 

held there, on the edge, made to suffer, made to need.











Being

 

fucked, used, claimed.











And now, lying between them,

 

Ava curled around his back, Natalie tracing slow circles over his chest


 
, he felt it in his

 

bones.











He was

 

theirs.











Natalie pressed a

 

soft, lazy kiss


 
against his shoulder. “You awake, baby?”










Ethan

 

nodded


 
, voice

 

too wrecked to speak.











Ava’s fingers

 

slid through his hair


 
, her voice

 

warm, indulgent.


 
“Good. We weren’t done with you yet.”










Ethan’s

 

breath hitched


 
, his

 

cock twitching despite the exhaustion.











Ava

 

smirked against his neck.


 
“Oh, you’re going to love what we have planned next.”










And

 

Ethan knew.











He

 

wasn’t getting out of this bed anytime soon.











And

 

he didn’t want to.
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