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Tease from your next Temptation


Preface

This story isn’t here to be polite. It’s pure smut—raw, intimate, and told in first person for your immersive pleasure. Every touch, every whisper, every wicked fantasy is crafted to make you feel as if they were your own. 




Everyone in this story is a consenting adult—because nothing turns the heat up like a clear, eager yes. 


Chapter One

Figures. The night I drag myself here, Club Temptation is suffocating with bodies.

The one night I need release after a week from hell, the place is pulsing with noise and sweat. Everywhere I turn, heat and perfume press in, laughter cutting through the bass. It is not just crowded; it is overwhelming—the kind of crush that makes me wonder if I have lost my mind thinking this is the cure for burnout.

High-top tables gleam with wet glasses, drinks abandoned in favor of touches and whispers. Along the edges, red leather couches curl into little dens, curtains swaying lazily like they are teasing promises of privacy. The mirrored wall at the back only makes it worse, multiplying the chaos until it feels endless. Fresh faces are everywhere, nerves painted over with eager smiles.

Lately, the universe has been spitting in my drink. Tonight is just another round. I book a scene with one of the resident Doms, splurge on a VIP room, set myself up for something special. Then, an hour before, he texts to say he is sick. Understandable, sure, but it still stings. Two weeks ago a hookup who checked every box ghosted me without so much as a goodbye. Now here I am, sweaty, boots pinching, determined to claw something good out of the wreck.

I claim a corner stool and finally let my shoulders drop.

"You look like someone who needs tequila," a familiar voice teases.

I look up and grin at Deb, taking in the familiar sight of her dark hair catching the light like chestnut, floral tattoos curling along her arms, and that sly smile that always knows more than it lets on. She slides me a chilled shot like she has been waiting for me to ask.

"So, what is going on tonight?" I knock it back. "Why does it feel like freshman orientation in here?"

"New Member Night," she says, sending another drink down the bar. "Discounts, nerves, fresh meat. Regulars get to shop, newbies get to sweat. And you would know all this if you ever read your damn emails."

"Deb, I barely read my rent reminders. My inbox is a graveyard."

"Girl, you missed half-priced drinks and free condoms last week."

"Now that offends me."

She tips her head. "So, you got someone lined up tonight?"

I shake my head. "Supposed to. Fell through."

"Figures."

"Tell me about it. Paid for a VIP room and everything; now I am just wasting your good tequila."

Deb smirks. "At least you have good taste in bartenders. Maybe you can find me a sugar daddy instead of hogging my bar. My car is still dead."

"What is the point of working in a sex club if you cannot snag one rich perv with a hero complex?"

"Right? Rigged system."

We both laugh, the edge in me softening. "Need a ride later?"

"God, yes. Unless one more 'just exploring' guy hits on me while I am clearly working, in which case I am walking into traffic." She taps the bar, eyes sparking. "Since your date bailed, why not pick up some fresh meat?"

"Nope. Not tonight. I am not here to babysit."

Her grin widens. "So let us make it fun. A bet?"

I groan. "Knew this was coming."

"You let me pick. If you strike out, I buy you dinner. If you land a second date, you set me up with your brother."

"You are shameless." She has been circling that fantasy for years. I worry more for him than her. He is sheltered. Deb is wild.

"I am bored," she shoots back, chin tipping toward the dance floor. "And I already know who I would pick for you."

I follow her gaze. A blonde in killer heels moves against a man like nothing else exists. Her laugh spills over the music, her pixie cut gleaming under the lights, confidence and cleavage impossible to ignore. His messy hair curls just enough to grab, pants hugging sinfully tight.

"And are you talking about the blonde or the handsome guy she is already dancing with?" I ask, turning back to Deb.

"They checked in together," Deb murmurs. "Haven't made a move on anyone, but they have turned down plenty already."

I catch myself biting my lip as, once again, I turn to look at them. I have been with guys. I have been with girls. Never both at once. And the thought alone has my pulse racing. Watching her grind against him makes me ache, every inch of me wishing I could slide between them.

"Really, Deb? You think the girl who cannot even land a second date can land a couple like that?" I tear my eyes away. "They are probably swingers. Or worse, unicorn hunters."

"Maybe," she says, too casual. "But I have a feeling. And if you strike out, dinner is on me."

"You should be saving for your car," I shoot back.

"Then you had better land the hook, babe."

Deb knows me too well. She knows I never back down from a dare, even when my common sense screams. Getting between a couple new to the scene, that wrapped up in each other, is asking for trouble. But she dangles the challenge anyway, waiting to see if my stubborn streak will win out.

She gives me that look. "So? You in or out?"

Fuck it. I tip back the rest of my tequila. "Fine. But if I crash and burn, I am blaming you."

"And I will be here with more tequila when you get back."


Chapter Two

I slid off the barstool and pushed onto the crowded dance floor, eyes locked on them. The room was a wet exhale of bodies and perfume. I don’t dance; it’s too performative, too messy. I came here to be handled, not to count steps. And yet here I was, shaking my head at myself, thinking I must be out of my damn mind. Still, something about that couple kept tugging at me. Maybe it was Deb’s “I’ve got a feeling” echoing in my head, but either way, I knew I was walking straight into trouble.

Then she spun in his arms and caught me staring. She winks and my rules dissolve. Fine. Trouble it is.

My lips curved before I could think. My feet threaded through bodies like they’d already made the decision for me. Before I reached her, some guy cut in, sloppy grin, hand hovering too close to my hip. I started to shut him down, but she was already there, arm sliding around my waist like it belonged.

“She’s ours,” she said, sharp enough to slice through the music. He blinked, muttered something, and vanished.

Heat licks up my spine. I nod, letting her keep me close.

“I’m Mia,” she said, her smile now close enough to burn. She tipped her chin toward the man behind her. “That’s my husband, Leo.”

Leo dips his chin—invited, aligned.

Husband. The word landed heavier than I expected. Marriage wasn’t just dating; it meant locked-in, complicated, way more than I should ever mess with as the third wheel. I should’ve bailed right then. But the way Mia said she’s ours wasn’t casual at all, it was possessive. My body leaned in instinctively, betraying every alarm bell screaming in my head. Mia tugged me between them and I went.

“You looked like you wanted to dance with us.”

My throat was dry, pulse hammering. “Yeah,” I lied. “I’d like that.”

Her fingers slid down my wrist, warm and sure, pulling me into the rhythm. The bass pounded, lights strobing, but once I was caught between Mia and Leo, the rest of the club blurred out. My knees went loose and my thoughts slid right out of reach.

We moved together, not really dancing, more like touching to a beat no one else could hear. Mia pressed her breasts against mine, soft curves molding to me, her hands gliding over my sides before her nails stung sharp enough to make me gasp. She caught the reaction instantly. Her smile said mine. My hips believed her. My hand skimmed her arm, clinging to her shoulder as if it might steady me. Behind me, Leo pressed firm and unyielding, chest hard at my back, his palm sliding lower on my waist, his gaze protective as he scanned the crowd even while his body pressed heat against my ass. The contrast unraveled me: Mia’s tease, Leo’s restraint. It was too easy to melt into them, like they had been waiting for me all along.

Mia in front, Leo at my back, and me threaded tight between.

By the time the song ended, I was flushed and trembling, shocked at how quickly my cunt took over my thinking. Mia leaned in, lips grazing my ear. “Want to sit down?”

I nodded, words gone. She led us to a corner sectional, the music still a dull throb. Mia slid onto the red leather couch, pulling me close. Leo settled on my other side, his warmth seeping in, bracketing me between them. Mia’s thigh against mine; Leo’s shoulder warm at my other side.

The flirting was instant. Mia’s eyes sparkled as she said, “Even prettier up close,” her fingers skating higher on my thigh.

I laughed softly, though my breath hitched. “Keep saying things like that and I won’t be held responsible.”

Leo’s gaze swept over me, slow and deliberate. “Believe her. She’s got good taste.” His voice was low and rough.

My head spins. They both carried that quiet dominance, and part of me knew I might be in for something I really liked. I should have been asking questions, setting boundaries, reminding myself of the rules. That was the smart thing to do. But the way they moved around me, the way heat kept coiling lower, I didn’t want to kill the vibe. I wanted to see how far they would take me.

Mia tilted her head, smile sly. “You look nervous,” she said softly. “We don’t bite… unless you ask.”

I met her eyes, pulse skipping. “I just don’t want to get caught up in something messy.”

“Then don’t overthink it, honey.” Her hand slid higher on my thigh. “So let’s keep it simple. Red light, green light. If you like it, green. If not, red.”

I let out a shaky laugh, heat crawling through me. “Guess we’re playing then.”

Her mouth was on mine before I finished, hot and insistent. I gasped when her nails bit into my hip. She tasted faintly of Moscato, sweet and fizzy, and completely addictive.

She pulled back just enough to murmur, lips wet and swollen, “Green?”

“Yes,” I panted, breath shuddering. “Green.”

Her confidence rubbed off on me, heat crawling up my skin until I couldn’t hold back anymore. I swung a leg over her lap, catching her gasp with another kiss. Her hands gripped my waist like she never wanted to let go. Leo groaned beside me, eyes fixed on us, and every warning in my head got shoved aside. Mia was right. Why overthink this?

I straddle Mia, thighs spread wide, her curves snug under me. My dress bunched at my waist as she grabbed my ass and pulled me down harder. My breath caught, thighs trembling. Her hands slid up to cup my breasts, thumbs circling until I gasped into her mouth. My fingers tangled in her short, blonde hair, clinging. She laughed against me, savoring every reaction.

She brushed her lips over mine. “Still green?”

“Green,” I whispered, no hesitation.

My gaze flicked to Leo. His arm stretched along the couch, fingers brushing Mia’s shoulder, a reminder he was part of this too. His eyes locked on me, sharpening the ache. I didn’t just want his eyes. I wanted his hands, both of them.

“Mia,” I murmured, glancing down at her cleavage, pulse skittering. “Your husband looks lonely.”

She laughed, arching a brow at him. Leo answered with a slow smile that sent heat low and tight. “I’m fine just watching. It’s a hell of a show.”

“I’m not sure you could handle both of us,” Mia teased, her voice playful, edged with challenge.

“Try me,” I shot back, daring and breathless.

They traded a look, unspoken sparks passing that made my stomach twist. Maybe I’d pushed too far. Maybe this was just for Mia?

“If that’s okay,” I added quickly, words tumbling raw. I didn’t want this to stop.

Mia cupped my chin, eyes flicking between me and Leo before she smirked. “Go ahead, honey, all green. Show Leo what a good kisser you are.”

Without thinking, I grabbed his shirt and pulled him close. He didn’t hesitate. His kiss was rougher than Mia’s, stealing my breath. My hips bucked against her, bracing for a reaction, but she didn’t falter. She laughed against my neck before biting down, then soothing with her tongue. My head spun. She tugged my dress down, mouth closing around my breast, tongue drawing slow, merciless patterns. I sag against Leo’s shoulder, his hand sliding into my hair.

Leo leaned closer, his breath hot at my ear. “Color?” he asked, voice steady.

“Green,” I breathed, the answer tumbling out before I thought. He kissed me again.

Tell me what to do hovers on my tongue. I didn’t even know who I was moving for anymore, Mia’s mouth at my breast, Leo’s kiss devouring mine, my hips rolling helplessly. My chest flushed, skin tingling everywhere. Mia’s nails dug into my hips, pinning me down, Leo’s breath hot against my cheek as he murmured, “You’re going to be such a good girl for us, aren’t you, baby?”

“Yes,” I gasped. Mia’s teeth grazed my nipple, making me jolt. “Yes, sir.”

Leo’s eyes lit, grin wicked. “Good girl.”

Then his mouth found mine again before he leaned over to kiss Mia too. Watching them together made my whole body tighten. His hand slid down my spine, Mia’s fingers teased my skin, their mouths finding each other like there was already a space shaped for me. My lungs stuttered. It’s shockingly easy to slide into their rhythm, especially when I half expected them to turn me down. But these two had clearly done this before. Maybe new to the club, but not to this. And that was perfect. Deb’s so-called feeling had been dead-on. This night was going to be exactly what I needed.


Chapter Three

Mia’s lap was warm under me, my dress bunched up around my waist so my skin was bare to their hands and mouths. We kiss like we can’t stop, messy and greedy. Mia’s lips were soft but sure, while Leo’s mouth was rougher, tasting of salt and want. My hands moved without thinking, cupping Mia’s breast, circling her nipple with my thumb just to watch her shiver. Leo’s eyes darkened when he saw me touch her. He looked at me like he was already mapping out every filthy thing he wanted to see us do, and just the thought of it made me ache all over.

Mia arched into my touch with a low moan, and Leo’s hand slid higher up my thigh, bold and steady, making my breath hitch. Their mouths claimed mine one after the other, sloppy and ravenous, leaving me dizzy. Mia in front, Leo at my back; they trade places, and Leo’s mouth finds my collarbone. The three of us were tangled up in breath and skin, a reckless mess of lips, teeth, and roaming hands. My head tipped back when Mia’s tongue traced down my throat, only to shiver when Leo’s lips found my collarbone. Everything was spiraling fast—almost too fast—and I was already losing myself when a soft voice suddenly cut through the haze.

“Excuse me,” a waitress said gently, professional but firm. “You’ll need to take this to the back rooms.”

Perfect. I flash the waitress a grateful smile like she’s the best kind of wingwoman. I smooth my dress and laugh, already pivoting.

“Thanks for the reminder,” I tell her. Then, to Mia and Leo, bright and certain: “House rules. No sex in the lounge or on the dance floor. Which means we take this to the back.”

Mia’s lips are still kiss-swollen, and she gives a little pout. “I don’t want to stop,” she murmurs, dragging her nails lightly over my thigh like she’s testing how far she can push.

I grinned, leaning closer. “Then we don’t have to. I’ve got a VIP room for the night. Want to come with me?”

Leo’s eyes lit, his voice eager and low. “Lead the way.”

I led them down the back hallways, my heels clicking over polished concrete, the hum of the main floor fading with each step. The air back here was different, thicker with anticipation and the faint scent of leather and sweat.

The VIP play area opened up before us in a rush of color and sound. Red leather couches lined the room in semicircles. Mirrored walls caught every angle, reflecting bodies in motion. At the center, a massive circular bed was already crowded, couples and groups moving in rhythm under low amber lights. Flesh gleamed, moans rising and blending with the muffled bass of music from beyond.

I hesitated, stealing a glance at Mia and Leo, afraid this might be too much too soon. But Leo’s jaw was tight, his breathing uneven, and Mia’s tongue darted out to wet her lips as her gaze tracked the spectacle. Not hesitation, hunger. They weren’t overwhelmed; they were intrigued.

“Come on,” I murmured, my voice rougher than I meant, I steer them past the spectacle to a side door. My pulse thundered in my ears. If they decided to bolt, it would gut me. But if they stayed… God, if they stayed.

Inside, the private room looked like a deviant’s dream. A huge bed took up most of the space, fitted with black leather cuffs and solid restraints. The walls were leather and shine, with enough gear to plan a dozen sins. A mini fridge hummed in the corner, stocked with bottled water for when things ran too hot. A wide dresser held a neat spread of supplies. In the corner, a low couch waited, perfect for anyone who wanted to watch before they touched.

I turned back to them, nerves buzzing under my skin, want still tugging hard. I wanted them to see me, to get exactly what I was offering. So I dropped to the floor, kneeling in the middle of the room. The carpet was plush under my knees, the air thick with leather and possibility. I looked up through my hair, heart thudding like I was about to say something reckless.

My voice came out steady, though inside I was shaking with want. “Use me tonight. However you want. I’m yours.”

The silence stretched long enough for anticipation to coil hot in my belly before Leo finally broke it.

“Well,” he said slowly, his voice low and rough, “I think I’m going to enjoy the show.”

I lifted my chin, meeting his gaze, a teasing smile curving my lips. “You don’t have to just watch,” I said. “You can join.”

His brow arched, interest sparking in his eyes. “Both of us?”

“Both,” I answer without hesitation, my voice steady despite the pounding of my heart.

Mia’s smile spread wide, her eyes glittering. She stepped closer, brushing a knuckle under my chin. “Don’t mind Leo; he’s just stunned we found someone so perfect our first night out.”

Leo’s laugh rumbled in his chest, deep and husky, and he nodded. “She’s right. It feels a little unreal. Like we lucked out.”

Mia moved toward the wall lined with toys, her fingers grazing the crops and coils of rope like she was browsing in a candy store. “What can we use? Do you prefer anything in particular?”

“Anything,” I said. “I’m yours.”

She lingers on rope—pretty, precise—then plucks a soft bundle of cord from the wall and tosses it to Leo. “Then tie her up pretty for me.”

Leo caught it easily, weighing it in his hands as his gaze settled on me. His voice dropped to a thoughtful rumble. “I know what I’m doing with knots. I’ve practiced on Mia before. She’s not really into it.”

“I am,” I said quickly, breathless with eagerness. “I like being bound. I like the way it feels.”

That pulled a grin from him, slow and sharp, his eyes dark with promise. He stepped back, gesturing toward the couch in the corner. “Then let’s make a scene of it. Mia, why don’t you strip our new friend?”

“With pleasure,” Mia purred. She took my hand and drew me up to my feet, circling me like she was unwrapping a gift. Her fingers skimmed my shoulders, tugging the straps of my dress down with infuriating patience. The fabric slid away, pooling at my feet. Her nails traced my sides as she reached behind me to unhook my bra, letting it fall. She knelt to unbuckle my shoes, kissing along my thighs as she rose again, until I was left standing in nothing but my panties.

“These can stay,” she said playfully, hooking a finger under the waistband. “They’re too cute to take off just yet.” She snapped the elastic lightly before nudging me toward Leo.

“Go on,” she murmured.

Leo guided me closer to the couch, the cord unraveling through his hands. He worked with surprising skill, winding it snug around my waist, looping it into a harness that hugged my body in all the right places. My wrists were bound, secured neatly to the harness at my waist. The pressure of it grounded me, aroused me—every pull of the cord a reminder that I was theirs.

“I wish I had more,” he admitted, tugging the last knot secure. “But this will do for now. Let me know if you feel any pinching or if anything goes numb.”

“I will,” I whispered, head tipping back. “It feels good. Really good.”

Mia’s hand slid over my shoulder as she came up behind me. The sharp crack came without warning, the crop snapping against the back of my thighs. The sting bloomed sweet and sharp, pulling a gasp from me.

“Kneel,” Mia commanded.

I obeyed instantly, sinking back onto the carpet, the bindings hugging me tight, my pulse racing. She crouched down behind me, a small toy in her hand, the faint hum already vibrating against my skin.

“That wasn’t on the wall,” I teased breathlessly, glancing back at her.

Mia smirked, bringing the toy to her lips like a secret. “I brought it myself. Insurance policy. House rules here allow personal toys if they pass check-in; this one did. If we hadn’t found you, I was going to use it to give Leo a show. But…” She leaned in close, her breath hot on my ear. “Since we did find you, mind if I use it on you instead?”

“Yes,” I gasped, shivering. “Please.”

“Good girl.” She pressed a kiss to my shoulder, then whispered against my skin. “But first, you’re going to thank Leo for tying you up.”

I lift my chin and catch the look Leo gives her, then me. His smile was slow and hungry, eyes glinting with satisfaction. Mia nods to Leo—permission given. He thumbs his button open and parts the fly.

Mia guided me forward, her hand firm at the back of my neck. “Green?” she asks.

“Green,” I breathe.

“Open wide for him.”

I obeyed, parting my lips and taking him in, the taste of salt and heat filling my mouth as I slid deeper, my throat tightening around him. His hand tangled in my hair, his groan vibrating through his chest.

“That’s it,” Leo murmured, his voice rough. “That seal—right there—keep it. Good girl.”

Behind me, Mia pressed the toy against my panties, the low hum jolting through my clit. I gasped around Leo, the vibration sharp and overwhelming. He hissed at the sudden suction, fingers tightening in my hair.

“That’s it,” Mia encouraged, her voice sultry. “Make him feel it while I play with you.”

My body trembled as the waves of pleasure hit, but every time I neared the edge, Mia pulled the toy away, leaving me aching, needy. I whimpered around Leo, the sound muffled but desperate. He cursed under his breath, thrusting deeper, his praise spilling over me. “You’re perfect. Fuck, you’re perfect.”

I tried to chase the feeling, hollowing my cheeks, swallowing around him—each movement rewarded with a groan. Mia dragged her nails down my spine, then pressed the toy back against me; the second time she holds me there, wickedly steady, before easing off when I buck toward it.

“Not yet,” she whispered darkly. “You’ll come when I say.”

The heat built higher, my body shaking, trapped between them. My mouth stretched around Leo, my throat working to take him deeper, while Mia kept me on a string, pulling me back from release again and again. I moaned, the vibration of it making Leo’s hips stutter, his voice breaking as he swore, “God, you’re killing me.”

Mia’s laughter was wicked in my ear. “Patience, baby. We’ll let her fall when we’re ready.” My vision grains at the edges; I’m hanging there.

Everything else drops away: bindings digging into my waist, Leo’s cock thick in my mouth, Mia’s wicked hand on my pussy, and me just giving in, every nerve buzzing, stuck on that edge where pleasure and denial blur into something filthy and addictive.


Chapter Four

Leo pulled back with a rough groan, slipping free of my mouth. My lips were slick, my chest rising fast, my whole body shaky from the ache Mia had been winding tighter and tighter inside me. I blinked up at him, lightheaded and needy, my wrists still tangled in rope. My throat burned from taking him, my body already wrung out from being teased on the edge, but that desperate hunger in me wasn’t anywhere close to done.

“Get on the bed,” he told me, his voice rough and scratchy. The way he said it made my stomach flip. He held out his hand and steadied me with a firm grip as I stood. My legs were jelly, barely holding me, but I let him steer me until the backs of my thighs hit the mattress. The sheets were cool against my overheated skin, and the contrast sent another shiver through me.

Mia was already undressing, her blazer slipping off her shoulders, her bra unclasped and tossed aside with an easy flick like she’d done it a thousand times. She eased me back into the sheets, climbed over me, and kissed me deep, her tongue teasing mine before trailing kisses down my throat. Her hands roamed everywhere—grabbing, squeezing, brushing over me—but never quite giving me what I was dying for. My back arched, reaching for more, and she just laughed quietly against my skin, that playful little sound making the ache inside me even worse.

When I finally glanced past Mia’s shoulder, Leo was already undressed, cock hard and slick, his eyes fixed right on me. My lips part on a shaky breath. He isn’t looking at Mia. He’s looking at me, like he’s memorizing every twitch.

Mia shifted onto her hands and knees over me, straddling my hips, her lips claiming mine again before she whispered against my mouth, “If you’re patient… you’ll earn Leo.”

Her words punch low. My hips rolled up helplessly, aching. I whimpered, but she only smiled, biting lightly at my bottom lip, feeding on how desperate I was.

Behind her, Leo pushed into her with a rough groan, his hands locking tight on her waist. Mia braces over me, Leo behind her; I’m the fulcrum beneath them. My eyes went wide as I watched the way his body moved with hers. And through all of it, his eyes never left mine.

Mia moaned into my mouth, her body rocking with his thrusts. She nipped at my throat and whispered, breathless, “You feel how hot he is? You’ll get it too… if you can be a good girl.”

I gasped, arching, my whole body on fire. “Please, please, Mia, touch me,” I begged, shameless and wrecked. My clit throbbed, my thighs shaking, the rope digging tight around my waist and wrist.

Mia only laughed softly, her nails dragging over my skin as she kept me pinned. “Patience, baby. Be patient.”

Leo’s voice cut through the haze, low and rough. “Look at you… so desperate, squirming. You want her fingers? Or do you just want me filling you up?”

My head snapped back, a broken moan spilling out. “Both. God, I want both.”

Mia kissed me again, slow and deep, then pulled back with a wicked grin. “Beg more.”

I let out a shaky whimper, my thighs trembling, eyes stinging from the frustration building in me. “Please, Mia. Please, I’ll be good. I need you to touch me. I need him.”

Her smirk curved against my cheek, her lips brushing my ear. “Not yet.”

I almost broke into sobs, the ache in me too much to take. Every time Leo’s hips slammed forward, Mia’s body rubbed against mine; her breasts slid over mine, our nipples catching and turning unbearably sensitive, the spark shooting straight to the place between my legs she refused to touch and that I couldn’t reach.

Leo groaned, his rhythm steady and rough, his gaze locked on me like I was the only thing in the room. “You’re not going to want anyone else after this, sweetheart,” he rasped. “When she finally lets you cum, you’ll remember it forever.”

Mia’s whole body trembled as Leo drove into her harder, her moans turning into sharp little gasps. She grabbed the back of my neck, her nails digging in, and pressed her face into the curve of my shoulder.

“So close,” she panted, biting down hard enough to make me yelp. “You want me to cum with his cock? Right here, on top of you?”

“Yes,” I cried out, shaking. “God, yes. Please.”

Leo’s voice was ragged, commanding. “Cum for me, Mia. Now.” Mia tips her chin to Leo; they’re in sync.

She comes hard on him, shuddering all over me, a muffled moan pressed into my throat while she milks him and rides out every thrust. I feel every ripple against me; her nails rake my skin, her breath hot at my ear. I’m shaking beneath them, ruined and starving, still stuck right on the edge.

Leo slipped out of her and rolled to my other side, flopping onto the bed beside me. He started stroking his cock in slow, lazy strokes, his eyes glued to me the whole time. The sight made my stomach knot with hunger, and that little smirk on his face as he fisted himself had my mouth watering.

Mia kissed me once more, slow and lingering, before sliding down between my thighs. Her lips traced kisses lower and lower, over my stomach, to the edge of my panties. Her smile was sinful as she hooked her fingers under the fabric.

“You’ve been so good for us tonight,” she murmured, tugging them down. “So patient.”

The cool air hit me for barely a second before her mouth did. Her tongue flicked over me in one slow, deliberate stroke that made my hips buck. I gasped, my hands tugging uselessly at the rope still binding my wrists.

She lets out a low hum, like she’s tasting me and loving every second. She seals her mouth over me and sucks, slow and sure; her tongue flattens for a long lick, then points and traces tight circles that make me squirm. She flicks side to side, then drags from my slick entrance up to my clit. She breaks the seal to breathe hot air on me, then goes back in wetter, rolling lazy figure eights around the spot. It’s the kind of mouth that could tie a knot in a cherry stem. I writhe under her, begging, “Please, faster, please, I need it.”

But Mia keeps her own pace, deliberate, steady, eating me out like she has all night to enjoy me. She hums and the vibration buzzes through my clit; she sucks and releases on a rhythm that milks a gasp every time. I want more, more, more.

Leo leaned closer, his free hand pinching my nipples, rolling them until my back arched off the bed. “Ask her,” he ordered, his voice a low growl. “Tell her what you want. Beg her to let you cum.”

“Please, Ma’am,” I gasped, tears stinging my eyes as the pleasure pushed me higher. “Please let me cum.”

That pulled a laugh from her, wicked and pleased. “Good girl.” Her tongue speeds up; she seals and releases in quick pulses, then draws tight, ruthless circles until my whole body seizes.

It hits hard. My body locks, then shatters; I scream, hips jerking, thighs locking tight around her head. It felt like every nerve in me caught fire as Mia’s mouth drags me over the edge, and Leo’s hand on my breasts kept me grounded while I completely unraveled. My vision blurred white, my whole body shaking against the sheets.

Before I could catch my breath, Mia slid up my body, her mouth wet with me, her grin sinful. “Green?” she asks.

“Green,” I breathe.

“Mount him,” she orders, tilting her chin toward Leo.

Leo leaned back against the pillows, stroking himself, just waiting. My body shook as I climbed onto his lap, letting his hands guide me. He caught my wrists, still bound at my waist, holding me steady as I sank down on him. The stretch burned in that perfect, addictive way, pulling a moan straight out of my chest. My walls clenched around him tight, and Leo cursed, his eyes squeezing shut for a second before finding mine again.

"Grind on me, nice and slow," he growls as I start to roll my hips.

Mia paces around us, her eyes sparkling with mischief. She palms the crop from the dresser as she circles. She gave a sharp smack to my ass that made me jolt, the sting burning hot across my skin. “Faster,” she ordered, her voice playful but firm. I obeyed, grinding harder against Leo’s cock, every move pulling a gasp from my throat.

Another crack landed, sharper this time, making me cry out. “Slower,” she added, dragging the tip of the crop across my thigh before snapping it back against me. I whimpered and rocked my hips slower, each roll making me feel every inch of him inside me. The sting of the crop mixed with the sweet ache of him stretching me, pushing me closer to the edge.

Mia circled behind me, watching the way I rode him, her smile wicked. Every time she gave an order, I obeyed, my hips grinding and shifting to her rhythm while Leo held me down. The smack of the crop, the deep drive of his cock, and the weight of both their control tangled together until I was shaking, my cries spilling louder with every movement.

“Beg to cum,” Mia purred, each word punctuated with another crack across my ass.

“I—I need it, please,” I gasped, barely holding myself together. “Please, Ma’am, let me cum.”

“Sweeter.” Another sting. “Cherry on top.”

I nearly sobbed, body quaking. “Please, Ma’am, please—with a cherry on top—let me cum.”

"How perfect," she purrs, tossing the crop aside. "Leo, do we let her cum?"

Leo just grunts.

Mia slides in behind me. One hand closes on my throat, light but firm. The other slips between my thighs.

"Go ahead baby, when your ready, cum." She whispers in my ear.

Then her fingers press to my clit and circled with hard, steady pressure that made me cry out. Leo groaned under me as I clenched tight around him, his hands holding my bound wrists, anchoring me in place.

I cum so hard I scream, messy and dripping over his cock. My whole body shakes and I fold forward, useless, until Mia catches me and eases me onto my side. I'm gasping, sheets slick under me, body still twitching with aftershocks.

Leo chuckled, breathless. “Look at the mess you made.”

Mia smirked as she leaned down, her tongue dragging slowly over his cock, tasting every drop as she cleaned me off him. She licked along his length with long, deliberate strokes before closing her lips around the head, sucking just enough to make his breath hitch. She worked him deeper, her hand twisting at the base while her mouth slid down, taking him in until his groans shook the room.

She bobbed her head in a steady rhythm, tongue swirling, her throat flexing as she swallowed him. His hips twitched, his hand sliding to her hair, and the sound he made when he finally let go was raw and guttural. He came hard down her throat, and she swallowed greedily, pulling back with a wicked smile, licking her lips like she’d just devoured something sinful and decadent.

Then she leaned over and kissed me, slow and messy, letting me taste him on her lips. The mix of his taste and hers had my head spinning, my tongue chasing after hers, greedy for every bit of it.

My eyes are heavy, my body trembling, every nerve buzzing. Watching her swallow him and then kiss me with his taste still on her tongue makes me ache all over again. My thighs press together on their own, already sore and used, and I'm still throbbing just from watching them. The fire between us doesn't die; it only burns hotter, leaving me wrecked, messy, and shamelessly hungry for more.


Chapter Five

Leo untied the ropes carefully, rubbing my wrists where the bindings had dug into my skin. His touch was warm and gentle, like he wanted to remember every mark he’d left. Mia pressed a cold bottle of water into my hand, her smile soft and easy, nothing like the wicked grin she’d worn while teasing me earlier. I drank fast, my throat raw and my body still shaky. The cool water steadied me, even though my mind was still buzzing and every nerve felt alive.

“You okay?” Mia asked, brushing damp hair from my face. Her tone was gentle, almost protective, as if she’d flipped a switch the moment the scene ended.

“I’m good,” I managed, my voice hoarse but steady. “Just… shaky.” My knees still weren’t sure they wanted to hold me. I felt like a puppet with its strings cut, and the only thing keeping me upright was the warmth of their attention.

Mia smiled, running her thumb across my cheek. “Then I’ll make sure you don’t fall.”

Leo chuckled, leaning back against the headboard with his own bottle of water. His chest rose and fell as he took a slow sip, eyes glinting. “You should know something,” he said, glancing at Mia. “We’ve never done this before.”

I blinked, stunned. “What?” The word cracked out sharper than I meant, because there was no way in hell they had pulled this off so smoothly if it was their first time.

Mia nodded, her smile turning sheepish, though there was still a spark of pride in her eyes. “We’re both doms. For years we’ve just switched for each other when we needed it. Tonight… we wanted to try something different. Something more. And you were perfect.”

I looked between them, trying to wrap my head around it. “You’ve never—” I shook my head. “You acted like you’d done that a hundred times.”

Leo gave a crooked smile. “Guess we’re naturals. Or maybe you just brought it out of us.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks, my chest tightening at the way Mia said it, like I’d given them something they hadn’t known they were missing. The thought stirred something heady in me, almost as strong as the aftershocks still humming through my body.

They helped me get dressed, with Mia smoothing my skirt back over my hips with such care it sent a shiver through me, and Leo steadying me whenever I wobbled. Every small touch felt close and tender, like they weren’t quite ready to let me go. When we finally stepped into the hall, the cozy hush of the room gave way to pounding music. With each step, the beat got louder, the bass thudding through my chest, laughter and voices spilling over each other. It felt like coming up for air after being underwater.

By the time we reached the bar, I’d caught my breath, but the flirting hadn’t stopped. Leo kept brushing his hand against my lower back, testing how close he could get before I leaned into him instead of away. Mia leaned in close, whispering compliments in my ear, telling me I was everything they’d been looking for, her breath tickling my neck in a way that made me want to drag her back down the hall.

“Want us to take you home?” Leo asked, hopeful, his hand resting low at the curve of my waist. His eyes searched mine like he was already imagining what might happen if I said yes. We were leaning against the bar now.

For a split second I almost did, almost let them sweep me into another whirlwind. But then I remembered. “I promised my friend a ride,” I said, nodding toward the counter. “She’s waiting on me.”

“Damn right she did,” Deb chimed in, appearing from behind the counter with perfect timing. She gave me a knowing smile, wiping down a glass that didn’t need it. “But you two should leave her your number.”

Leo and Mia exchanged amused looks and agreed right away. Deb, of course, already had a pen and slip of paper ready like she’d been waiting all night. Mia scribbled their number down, slid it across, and winked. “Don’t wait too long before texting us.”

“Best wingman ever,” I joked, smiling at Deb. My cheeks hurt, but I couldn’t stop.

Mia laughed, leaning on the counter. “Thanks for sending her our way.”

I frowned at that, the comment landing strangely in my head. Before I could puzzle it out, Mia leaned in, her lips brushing mine.

“Don’t make us wait too long,” she whispered, her eyes glittering with mischief.

Leo followed, pressing a warm kiss to my cheek and adding, “We’ll be thinking about you until you do.”

They both lingered, not quite ready to leave, and for a heartbeat I almost asked them to stay. Instead, I forced myself to smile and nod, my heart hammering as they finally turned and walked away.

I turned back to Deb, still curious. “So what did Mia mean when she said you sent me their way?”

Deb shrugged, her grin giving her away. “They got here early. I had plenty of time to feel them out, figure out what they wanted. I’m glad you showed tonight, because you’re the only one who fit the bill.”

My jaw dropped. “You cheat.”

Deb reached for the slip of paper with a sly smile. “Well, fine. I guess you don’t need their number, then.”

I yanked it back out of reach, clutching it. “Oh no, I’m keeping this.”

Deb smirked. “Then you owe me a call from your brother.”

“You’ll get that as soon as I get my second date,” I shot back.

“So soon?” Deb teased.

“Please just don’t bring him here,” I grumbled. “He might die of shock.”

Deb laughed. “No promises. I’m going to finish shutting down. See you at the car?”

“Take your time,” I said with a smile.

My heart thudded as I stepped away to gather my things. The night clung to me, heat and sweat and perfume tangled together, every nerve still buzzing from what they’d done to me. No way was I waiting. The night had been too good, too intoxicating. Red flags or not, I was already planning to text them the second I got home, consequences be damned.
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“So, Daniel,” I said, reeling him in, “what do you want?” 

He paused, really thinking about it, then sighed. “That’s the problem. I don’t know.” 

“Alright, then tell me what you’ve enjoyed so far.” 

“Well, I liked watching last time. That was sexy. But I don’t want to be watched. And I definitely don’t want a threesome. I don’t want to share.” 

“That’s a great start,” I told him. “You already know more than you think.” 

He smirked, clearly loosening up. “Your turn. What do you want?” 

The way he asked told me he was flirting now. “Careful, kid. You don’t know what you’re asking for.” 

“That’s why you should tell me. Communication, right?” He laughed. 

“Got me there.” 

“And don’t call me kid,” he added with a grin. “Unless you want me to start calling you Ma’am.” 

“You can call me Ma’am as much as you like,” I said smoothly. “We'll need to work on your tone.” 

His mouth opened, then closed again as he searched for a comeback. Finally, he tried, “Well… Ma’am. If we were to plan a scene, what would you want?” 

I thought about warning him off. Telling him he’d just dumped a girlfriend and didn’t need to dive headfirst into something new. But that wasn’t what I wanted. I wanted to see his reactions to what I wanted. 

“I’d take you to a room and start with some training. Make sure you know how to listen, how to respond when I give you instructions.” I leaned in, close enough for him to feel the heat of my words. 

“Training?” He wasn’t sure if I was serious. "Like a dog?" 

"Would that bother you?" I ask waiting for his response. 

It's clear he doesn't know what to think. "Would I have to wear a collar?" 

I keep my voice very firm. I don't want him thinking this is a joke. "No that's something you earn." 

He swallowed hard, his eyes flicking away for a second. "You didn’t strike me as someone who was into role play." The way he said it told me he was pulling back, testing the ground. For a beat, disappointment flickered through me. I shouldn’t have let my hopes get ahead of reality. Just because he looked like a puppy didn’t mean he wanted to be treated like one. Still, part of me wanted him to. 

“I enjoy it,” I admitted, keeping my tone steady. “I like watching my partner slip out of their own head. Letting me take control. It isn’t for everyone, and I wouldn’t force it. But when it works, it’s intoxicating.” 

His shoulders eased, and he leaned back toward me. “And after the training?” There it was—interest creeping back in, even if he wasn’t ready to name it yet. 

“If you did well, I’d reward you. Let you touch me, maybe even taste me.” 

That landed. I could see it in the way his body shifted, his knee bouncing under the bar, his throat working as he swallowed again. He was already picturing it. 

“And if you did very well,” I added, lowering my voice so it brushed against him like a promise, “I’d let you come. Does that sound like something you’d enjoy?” 

“Yes,” he answered too quickly. His nerves were obvious, but so was the hunger.
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