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Chapter 1

The neon glow of *Eden’s Garden* pulsed like a slow, seductive heartbeat, casting a crimson haze over the parking lot where the air smelled of expensive cologne and the faintest hint of lube. Lena adjusted the strap of her dress—the dress—one last time, the fabric clinging to her curves like a second skin. The deep V-neck plunged so low her nipples brushed the lace edge of her bra, and the slit up the side teased every passing glance, promising what was already hers to give. She’d spent an hour in the mirror, adjusting, posing, making sure every angle was perfect—for him. The fabric shimmered under the parking lot lights, catching each curve, each valley of her body. The hemline of the dress kept riding up with her movements, teasing glimpses of smooth, toned thigh that made the passing cars slow down. She smoothed it down again with a practiced, provocative gesture that drew Tim’s eyes even more.

Tim’s fingers twitched at his sides as he watched her, his glasses slipping slightly on his flushed face. His breath hitched when she turned, the dress riding up just enough to flash a glimpse of her black lace thong before she smoothed it back down. The sheer fabric of the thong was visible through the slit, the triangle of lace barely covering her mound, the outline of her lips visible beneath. "Fuck," he muttered under his breath, his cock already pressing against his slacks, thick and eager beneath the fabric. He adjusted his glasses again, his eyes fixed on the way Lena’s fingers traced along the hem of her dress, occasionally hiking it up slightly to reveal more skin before letting it fall again. The rhythm was maddening, a tease designed specifically for him, and he was falling for it completely.

Lena smirked, knowing exactly what she did to him. She leaned in, her lips brushing the shell of his ear as she whispered, "You like that, don’t you?" Her voice was a purr, low and knowing, her fingers trailing down his chest before she gave his hardening length a slow, deliberate squeeze through his pants. "Mmm, already so hard for me." She squeezed harder, her fingers tracing the outline of his cock through his slacks, feeling the way it pulsed under her touch. She could feel the heat radiating from him, the tension in his body, the way he was struggling to maintain some semblance of control. She knew this game well—how to push him right to the edge without sending him over.

Tim groaned, his hips jerking forward instinctively. "Lena—"

"Shhh," she cut him off, pressing a finger to his lips before trailing it down his throat, over his collarbone, and finally to the waistband of his pants. "We don’t have time for this. Not yet." She straightened, her eyes flicking toward the club’s entrance, where the bouncer—a mountain of a man with a permanent scowl—held the door open for the next arrivals. "But inside? Oh, baby… inside, I’m gonna make sure you *remember* every second of this."

Tim swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he adjusted his glasses again, though they hadn’t even slipped. He was just trying to keep his hands busy, to stop himself from reaching for her, from grabbing her by that teasing dress and pushing her against the nearest car. "You’re sure about this?" His voice was rough, uncertain. "We don’t have to—"

"Tim." She turned to face him fully, her hips rolling just enough to make the dress ride up again, the lace of her thong peeking out from beneath the fabric. The way she moved was hypnotic, a practiced sway that rolled from her hips to her shoulders, making her entire body a living, breathing piece of art. "I *want* this. I want *him*." She jerked her chin toward the bar, where a towering figure stood, his broad shoulders nearly touching the ceiling, his arms crossed over a chest that looked like it could bench-press a small car. Dark, closely cropped hair framed a face that was all sharp angles and predatory charm—high cheekbones, a thick beard dusted with gold flecks, and lips that looked like they knew exactly how to use their teeth.

Darnell.

The name rolled off Lena’s tongue like a promise, and Tim’s cock twitched in response. He couldn’t help but imagine those strong hands on Lena’s body, those thick fingers exploring places he’d only ever touched. The thought sent a wave of both excitement and insecurity through him, making his cock pulse against his zipper.

She didn’t wait for an answer. Instead, she turned on her heel, her stilettos clicking against the pavement with each deliberate step, her ass swaying in a rhythm only she could hear. The dress hugged her hips, her thighs, the way it was meant to—like a glove, like a *tease*. She could feel the eyes on her, the heat of their gazes like physical hands, and she *loved* it. With every step, the dress would catch on her thighs, riding up for a split second before falling back into place, offering tantalizing glimpses of her skin. She exaggerated her movements slightly, knowing that each slow, deliberate step was driving Tim wild, was building the anticipation that would make tonight all the more satisfying.

The door to *Eden’s Garden* swung open before they even reached it, the bass of the music thrumming through the walls, the scent of expensive liquor and something sweeter—*lust*—hitting her like a wave. Lena didn’t hesitate. She stepped inside, her hips rolling with every step, her tits bouncing just enough to catch every eye in the room. The dress, in this dimmer light, seemed to shimmer and move with her, a living entity designed to entice. The air was thick with the sounds of moans, the clink of glasses, the occasional slap of skin against skin. Couples writhed against each other in the dim lighting, their bodies tangled in a dance of desire, and Lena *breathed* it in, letting the atmosphere surround her and feed the hunger she felt growing between her thighs.

Tim followed, his steps slower, his breath ragged. He didn’t look at her—couldn’t. His eyes were glued to the way her dress clung to her ass, the way her thighs pressed together with every step, the way her fingers traced the edge of her cleavage as if she were *begging* for attention. And oh, she was. The way she moved was a deliberate performance, designed to make every man in the room—and one man in particular—want her desperately. He could see the outline of her thong through the slit, could see how the fabric of her dress molded to her body with each breath she took. His cock ached against his zipper, demanding attention it wasn’t going to get, not yet. The anticipation was almost painful, his imagination running wild with thoughts of what was to come, of what Lena had promised.

Across the room, Darnell leaned against the bar, his arms crossed, his massive frame taking up more space than should be legal. His gold chains glinted in the low light, catching the glow of the neon sign above the bar. His eyes—dark, knowing, *hungry*—locked onto Lena the second she walked in, and his smirk deepened, slow and deliberate. It was a smirk that promised pleasure and pain, that hinted at a night neither Lena nor Tim would ever forget. His biceps bulged under his tight t-shirt, the fabric straining against his muscles. Lena’s eyes traced the lines of his body, taking in the bulging veins in his forearms, the way his jeans hugged his thick thighs. He was everything Tim was not—confident, powerful, overwhelmingly masculine. Lena could already feel the heat between her legs intensifying, her panties dampening with each step closer to him.

She didn’t look away.

Tim’s cock *ached*. He could feel the blood rushing to it, his balls tightening with every step Lena took, every sway of her hips, every glance she shot in Darnell’s direction. "Fuck," he breathed, his voice barely audible over the music. His hand instinctively went to adjust his glasses again, his fingers trembling slightly. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing, what Lena was about to do. The thought of another man touching her, of those strong hands exploring her body, of that thick cock filling her—it was both terrifying and exhilarating. His cock throbbed in his pants, making it difficult to walk straight. He was a mere spectator to this performance, and Lena was the star, drawing him in with every provocative movement.

Lena turned just enough to let her lips graze Tim’s ear. "You see that, baby?" Her voice was a whisper, but it carried the weight of a promise. "That’s what a *real* man looks like." She didn’t have to elaborate. Tim knew. He could *feel* the comparison, the way his own cock—smaller, less *impressive*—shrank in comparison to the *thickness* Lena was staring at, the way Darnell’s jeans strained against the outline of his *length*. Tim’s jaw clenched as he looked at the bulge in Darnell’s jeans, imagining what it would feel like, how it would stretch Lena, how it would make her scream. The thought was intoxicating and humiliating at the same time, sending a mix of emotions through his body that left him dizzy.

"Lena—"

"Shhh." She pressed a finger to his lips, her touch feather-light, her nails painted a dark red that matched the ache between her thighs. "Tonight, you watch. You *learn*." Her eyes flicked back to Darnell, who was now pushing off the bar, his movements fluid, powerful, like a panther stalking its prey. His eyes never left Lena’s, and she felt the heat of his gaze like a physical touch, like invisible fingers tracing along her skin. "And when he’s done with me? Maybe… maybe you’ll get a turn."

Tim’s breath hitched. His cock *twitched*, his precome already dampening the front of his boxers. "You’re serious?"

Lena laughed, the sound bright and carefree, but her eyes were serious. She stepped away from him, her hips rolling as she walked toward Darnell, the dress riding up just enough to flash another glimpse of her thong. The movement was deliberate, a final tease for Tim before she devoted her attention to the man waiting for her. She could feel Darnell’s eyes on her, tracing every curve of her body, anticipating every step. Her own body responded to his gaze, her nipples hardening under her bra, the ache between her legs growing more insistent. She was putting on a show for Tim, but she was also putting on a show for herself, for Darnell, for the promise of what was to come.

Darnell didn’t speak. He didn’t have to.

His eyes said everything.

And Lena?

She *loved* it. She loved the power she held, the way she could make a man like Darnell—so confident, so in control—look at her with such hunger. She loved the way Tim watched her, his jealousy and desire mixing into a heady cocktail that only made her more turned on. As she approached, she let her fingers trail along the bar, her hips swaying in a slow, deliberate rhythm. The dress clung to her body, molding to her curves, making her feel powerful, desirable, in control. She was an offering, a sacrifice to the pleasure that awaited her, and she couldn’t wait to be consumed.




Chapter 2

The VIP lounge was a cocoon of velvet and dim amber light, the air thick with the scent of aged whiskey and the faint musk of desire lingering on the edges like an invitation. A couple had just left, their movements slow and sloppy, the woman’s legs still trembling from the intensity of their fucking, her dress barely covering the marks left by the man’s rough hands. Lena ignored the damp spot on the seat as she sank into the plush leather, her thighs pressing together tightly, the heat between them already unbearable.

Tim sat beside her, his fingers digging into the armrests like they were the only things keeping him from melting into the floor. *"Damn, Lena… you’re really doing this,"* he muttered, his voice raw with disbelief. The words should have been a question, but there was no hesitation in them—only awe.

She turned to him, the corset dress shifting with her movement, the soft swells of her breasts spilling over the lace cups just enough to tease. *"Oh, Timmy…"* Lena reached up, tracing the outline of his ear with her thumb, her eyes never leaving Darnell’s as he moved closer. *"You *wanted* this. You *need* this."* Her words were a dare, a whisper that vibrated through the space between them, the weight of what she was saying pressing down on his already-hard cock. The way her thumb circled his ear lobe sent a shiver down Tim’s spine, his cock straining against the confines of his slacks, the zipper feeling almost painful against his sensitive tip.

Darnell didn’t linger at the table. He stepped behind Lena first, his presence a physical shift in the air—strong, overwhelming, the kind of scent that clung to skin and lingered long after he’d gone. He wasn’t subtlety. His rough fingers found the zipper at the back of her dress, the sound of it lowering making Lena’s breath hitch. She knew that dress, knew the way it clung, knew the way it would *spill* open when that last tooth was released.

The zipper lowered slowly, inch by inch. Tim watched, mesmerized, as the fabric parted, revealing a sliver of Lena’s creamy skin. His cock pulsed in response, his hand instinctively going to cover the growing bulge, but he stopped himself, wanting to save that feeling for when the real action began. The anticipation was killing him, making his heart hammer against his ribs and his palms sweat.

She didn’t turn to face him. Instead, she tilted her head back, her neck exposed, her lips parted as she exhaled. *"Watch me,"* she whispered, her voice hotter than it had been earlier. *"Watch what *happens* when Darnell touches me."*

The last of the zipper released with a soft *snick*, and Lena’s dress slid open, the fabric pooling down her arms, baring her back. Darnell’s hands came to rest on her shoulders, his fingers flexing, the weight of him pressing into her spine with each slow, deliberate breath. His chest was a wall of muscle and warmth, the heat radiating through the thin material of his shirt, his beard brushing against her skin like a velvet scrape.

Lena shivered.

Not from fear.

From *desire*.

Tim’s hips twitched. His cock, trapped in his slacks, pressed uselessly against the fabric, throbbing with every second that passed. *"Lena—"* His voice was a broken chain, the word lost in the anticipation of what was coming. He shifted in his seat, trying to find a position that might alleviate some of the pressure building in his groin, but nothing worked. His eyes were fixed on Darnell’s hands, on the way they moved with such confidence, such ownership of her body.

Darnell’s fingers trailed down the corset, over the curve of her waist, his touch rough, possessive—but not unkind. His calloused thumbs grazed the tops of her hips, the outline of her panties already soaked through from the anticipation. *"You *sure* about this, baby?"* His voice was low, deep, the kind that could make promises or threats in the same breath. *"’Cause once I touch you? Ain’t no going back."*

Lena’s pussy clenched. *"I’m *sure*,"* she breathed, her fingers sinking into the table edge, her nails biting into the polished wood. *"Fucking *sure*."* Her knuckles were white with the force, her body trembling with a mix of excitement and nervous energy.

Darnell’s hands didn’t move to her front. Instead, he gripped the leather of the couch on either side of her, his thumbs brushing against her bare waist, the muscles in his arms straining beneath his sleeves. *"You *ready* to *listen* to what I got to say?"*

She nodded, her pulse hammering in her throat.

Darnell lowered his face, his breath hot against her ear, but he didn’t kiss her. Not yet. *"You *ever* felt a real man’s hands on you?"* He didn’t wait for the answer. His rough knuckles grazed the soft swell of her ass, her skin tingling in his wake. *"Not like this."* The contrast of his rough skin against her soft flesh sent a jolt straight to Lena’s core, making her inner muscles spasm with anticipation. Tim watched his wife’s reaction, his own cock throbbing in time with her breathing, the sight of her submission to another man’s touch a powerful aphrodisiac.

One of those thick, powerful fingers traced the edge of her thong, slipping beneath the fabric at the top of her slit, his touch barely there but *electric*. Lena’s moan was sharp, her hips jerking forward before she caught herself, before she *remembered* who she was—and who she was *letting* touch her. The sound was music to Darnell’s ears, a confirmation that she was exactly where he wanted her, ready for everything he had planned.

Tim watched, his breath ragged, his cock *leaking* into his boxers. This was *real*. This was *more* than just fantasy—a man Lena had *never* touched before was *touching* her. His wife. *His*. And she was *moaning* for him. Her body trembling beneath the other man’s fingers. The sight was intoxicating, a heady mix of jealousy and desire that made his cock feel like it might burst.

*"You *like* that, baby?"* Darnell pressed against her entrance, his finger moving in slow, teasing circles. *"Your *husband* hard for this, ain’t he?"*

Lena’s breath hitched. *"Y-yeah—"* Her voice broke, her body arching into his touch involuntarily. *"He’s *watching*—"*

*"Mmm."* Darnell’s finger *pushed* inside her, his thumb pressing against her clit before he pulled back, leaving her *empty*, *aching*. *"That’s good."* His hand slid higher, his fingers brushing against the wet lace of her thong. *"’Cause tonight? I’m gonna make sure you *both* get what you *want*."* The promise hung in the air, thick and heavy, a prelude to the pleasure and domination that was about to unfold.

Lena’s core *pulsed*, her thighs pressing together. *"Darnell—*please*—"*

*"Please what, baby?"* He didn’t remove his hand. If anything, he pressed closer, his fingers *teasing* the edge of her entrance. *"You want me to touch you? *Like this*?"*

She nodded, her body betraying her with another sharp moan as his fingers *stretched* the lace aside, his palm warm against her bare skin.

*"Use your *words*."* His voice was a command, low and rough, his fingers *skimming* over her slit, the sensation almost too much to bear. *"Tell me what you *want*."*

Lena’s fingers clawed at the edge of the table. *"I—I want *you*—*inside* me—*now*—"*

Darnell’s chuckle was dark, knowing. *"Not *quite* yet."* His fingers *slid* lower, brushing against the outer folds of her pussy, the sensation making her *whimper*. *"You *ever* put anything *bigger* in this cunt than your husband?"*

She shook her head, her breath lost in the anticipation of his touch.

Darnell’s fingers *dared*, *pushed* into her again, this time slipping deeper, into the first knuckle—then further, until his entire finger was buried inside her. *"*Tight*,"* he growled, his rough knuckles pressing against her swollen entrance. *"You *squeeze* me real good."* Lena’s moan was a *scream*, her body *jerking* forward, her hips *slamming* into his hand as she chased his touch. *"Oh *god*—*yes*—*you’re*—*so*—*fuck*—you’re *so*—"*

*"Thick?"* He *twisted* his wrist, his finger *grinding* inside her, the motion sending waves of pleasure crashing through her core.

Lena’s vision blurred, her body *melted* around his finger, every nerve ending *alive* with the heat of his touch. *"Yea—*ah*—*yes*—"*

Tim’s fingers dug into the table now, his cock *aching* to be anywhere but his useless pants. His wife was *taking* another man’s finger, her body *moaning*, *squeezing*—and it was *better* than anything he could have done to her. He could *feel* it—the way Darnell’s rough hands dominated hers, the way his voice *commanded* her responses, the way Lena’s *need* for this felt *real*.

*"You *like* being full, baby?"* Darnell’s voice was a rough rasp, his free hand coming to rest on her shoulder, his fingers squeezing lightly. *"You *ready* for more?"*

Lena’s breath came in sharp, desperate gasps. *"Please—*ah*—*please—"*

Darnell didn’t hesitate. His fingers *pushed* in again, this time two at once, his rough knuckles *stretching* her wide as he *fucked* her with his hand. *"You *squeeze* me so good."* His voice was *rough*, *pleasured*, each word a *thrust*—the way his fingers *grinded* inside her. *"Your *husband* watching you *take* me like this?"*

Lena’s *cry*, her body *trembling*, her pussy *dripping* onto his hand. *"Oh—*yes*—*he’s*—*right*—*there*—*watching*—*hard*—*oh*—!"

Darnell’s fingers *pushed* in deeper yet, his palm *brushing* against her clit with every movement. *"You *ready* to *scream* for me, baby?"*

Lena’s core *clenched*, her body *tightening* around his fingers, her breath *hitching* as she prepared to *obey*. *"Yeeess—*ah*—*fuck*—*yes*—"*

*"Good girl."* Darnell’s fingers *twitched* inside her, his thumb *pressuring* against her clit in a rhythm that was *maddening*. *"Now, I want you to *cum* for me. *Hard*. *Let your husband see how *good* a real man’s fingers can make you feel.*"

Lena’s body *exploded*, her scream *raw*, *unfiltered*, her pussy *gushing* onto Darnell’s hand as his fingers *worked* her through the orgasm. *"Oh—*fuck*—*oh*—*yes*—*so*—*good*—*ah*—*ah*—!"*

Tim’s cock *jerked* in his pants, his hips *thrusting* uselessly against the leather of the couch. *This*. *This* was why he’d come tonight. To watch Lena *cum*—to watch her *take* another man’s fingers—because watching her *scream* was *better* than anything his cock could do. The sight of her surrender was intoxicating, a heady combination of desire and taboo that made his own release feel imminent.

Darnell didn’t stop.

He *eased* his fingers out of her, the wet sound making Lena’s toes curl. His hand *slid* up her thigh, his fingers *catching* in the damp lace of her thong. *"You *like* that, baby?"*

Lena’s breath was still ragged, her body *sensitive*, her pussy *aching* for more. *"M-more,"* she stammered, her fingers finally finding their way back toward him, toward the *thickness* pressing into his jeans. Her hand hovered for a moment, as if seeking permission, before her fingers wrapped around the impressive bulge, feeling the hard length through the denim.

Darnell *grinned*, the sound a low, dark rumble. *"Oh, *sweetheart*…"* His free hand *gripped* her jaw, his fingers *tightening* in her hair just enough to make her *moan*. *"You *ain’t* seen nothing yet."* His thumb *pressed* against her lips, *forcing* them apart. *"Now, you’re gonna *watch*."*




Chapter 3

The air in the lounge was still thick with lust, the aftershocks of Lena’s orgasm lingering like a promise. Darnell’s hand left her thong to grip the back of her neck, his fingers pressing into the sensitive skin just below her hairline. Lena didn’t flinch—she couldn’t. Her pulse was still hammering, her breath coming in quick, shallow gasps, her body trembling with the weight of what had just happened. She’d come *hard* for him, for Tim, for the live stream—because *fuck* if she wasn’t ready to *take* everything this man had to offer.

Darnell’s thumb traced her bottom lip again, but this time, his touch was softer, almost *tender*. Lena’s pussy *clenched*, the sensation sending a fresh wave of heat through her core. She hadn’t realized just how *good* his fingers had felt until she was left empty, her walls still pulsing from the aftermath of her climax.

*"Open up,"* Darnell murmured, his voice a low, velvet demand.

Lena obeyed.

Her lips parted beneath his touch, the heat of his skin already *sweating* against the cold glass of the table they pressed against. His fingers *slid* against hers, teasing, testing, before he pulled away just enough to make her *whimper*.

Tim was *breathless*, his cock still trapped in his slacks, *throbbing* so hard it felt like a heartbeat. Lena’s dress was still half-off her shoulders, the corset hugging her body like a second skin, her **tits** barely contained in the lace that stretched over them. The way she’d responded to Darnell was **unbelievable**, the way she’d **arch** into his fingers, the **soft cries** she couldn’t seem to stifle—it was *driving* him mad.

Darnell didn’t stop there.

Instead, he *leaned* into her, his thighs pressing between hers, his body *crowding* her space until she could *feel* the weight of him—not just his hands, not just the way her body was *reacting* to his touch, but the *sheer presence* of him, the way his breath ghosted against her cheek, the way his cologne *clung* to her hair.

*"You *ever* have a real man fuck your *face*?"* His question was *rough*, his voice a low, gravelly *growl*, but there was no malice in it. Just curiosity. And something else—something *hungry*.

Lena’s core *pulsed* again, her husband’s cock *throbbing* beneath the fabric at her side. But she didn’t shy away. She wanted this. Wanted *him*. *"N-no…"* her voice was barely a whisper, but the word came out bold, defiant. *"You’re the first."*

Darnell’s smile was *slow*, his beard *bristling* against the shell of her ear as he spoke low, *"You *want* that, baby?"* the *weight* of his words pressing against her, threatening to *crush* her if she said no. *"You want me to *slide* my cock in your mouth? To make you *take* me?"*

Lena’s breath hitched, but she *met* his gaze. *"Y-yes,"* she nodded, *"I *want* it."*

He *growled* in approval, his thick fingers *fisting* in her hair before he *pulled*—hard enough to make the back of her head tilt. *"Then *show* me."*

Tim watched as Darnell’s hand moved to the front of Lena’s dress, his fingers *skimming* the lace cups before he *yanked* them down, baring her **tits**. He didn’t *tease*—he was *rough*, his touch *dominating* as he *grabbed* a handful of her **breast**, his thumb *rolling* over her **hard, pink nipple**.

*"Oh *god*!"* Lena’s cry was *sharp*, her body *jerking* forward, her **tits** spilling in his grip. Tim’s cock *ached*, his own fingers *itching* to touch her, but he wasn’t *allowed*—yet. He’d have to *wait*, if Darnell’s rule still stood.

Darnell’s mouth found her **breast**, his lips *sealing* over her **nipple** as he *sucked*—hard. Lena’s hands *clawed* at his shirt, her nails *dragging* against the fabric as she *moaned*, *"Please—*Darnell*—*please**—"*

*"You *beg* real nice,"* he *murmured* against her skin before his teeth *closed*—just *lightly*—around her **nipple**, pulling it taut, the bite sending a fresh wave of pleasure through her core.

*"You’re *killing* me—!"* Lena’s voice was *raspy*, her body *moving* in his lap, her thighs *pressing* against his as she *shivered*.

Darnell didn’t break. If anything, his grip *tightened*, his beard *brushing* against her **sensitive nipple** as he *released* his mouth with a *pop*. *"You *want* my cock, baby?"* His voice was a *threat*. *"My *monster*?"*

Lena *swallowed*, her fingers *sinking* into his shoulders. *"Yes—*yes, I do*—"*

*"Then *let’s* see if you can *handle* it."*

And with that, Darnell *stood*, his muscles *straining* beneath his shirt as he pulled her up with him. Lena stumbled, her **tits** spilling over the edge of her dress, her body *trembling* in his grip.

Tim’s heart *pounded*, his cock *throbbing* in his pants. He’d never seen Lena like this—not in the months since he’d slipped into her cunt, not in the years of marriage before that. She was *desperate*, her **breath ragged**, her **eyes wild** as she stumbled after Darnell, her fingers *clawing* at his belt as he *stepped* away.

*"No—!"* Lena’s voice was a sharp, *broken* sob. *"You’re *leaving*!"*

*"Not *quite* yet."* Darnell’s hand *fisted* in her hair again, *yanking* her head back until his mouth was at her ear. *"You *want* me so *bad*?"* His breath was hot, *rough*, *"Then *suffer*."*

He *pushed* her onto her hands and knees.

Lena *collapsed*, her **tits** spilling onto the couch as her body *slammed* into the leather. The pain was *brief*, a sharp snap of her skin against the cold material before the heat of Darnell’s hands was back, *exploring* her, his fingers *trailing* down the spine of her dress before he *yanked* it off her completely.

Now she was *naked* except for the **thong** that barely covered her **dripping pussy**, her body *exposed* to the world, to her **husband**, to the **live stream**—but most of all, to *Darnell*.

Tim’s cock *jerked*, *leaking* through the fabric of his slacks as he watched. Lena wasn’t just his wife. She wasn’t just *someone else’s* submissive. She was *both*. She was *theirs*. And the way she *moaned*, *"Please—*Darnell*—*I’ll take it—*anything* you *want*—"*

Darnell’s chuckle *rattled* through the room, the sound of his belt *buckle* *snapping* open sending a fresh wave of butterflies through Lena’s stomach.

*"You’re *mine*, baby."* His voice was a *command*. *"But I ain’t the only one *touching* you tonight."*

Lena’s breath hitched, but she didn’t *dare* look away from the **camera**. She’d already fucked Tim into *soulless submission*—she could be a *good slut* for Darnell too.

Darnell’s hands *found* her **ass**, his fingers *spreading* her cheeks before they *slid* down the crack, *brushing* against her **thong-covered pussy**. *"You *ever* take anything *here*?"*

Lena’s core *pulsed*, her breath *hitching* as she *whimpered*. *"No—"* She’d never *allowed* it—never *wanted* it like this. *"I—I’ve *only* taken your fingers—"*

*"Mmm."* Darnell’s hands *tightened* around her **ass**, his grip *rough*, *possessing*. *"That’s gonna *change*."*

Lena’s pussy *clenched*, her **tits** *spilling* over the couch as she *pushed* against him. *"Please—*Darnell*—*please*—"*

*"Please what?"*

*"*Fuck* me—*here*—"*

Darnell’s chuckle was *dark*, *promising*. *"We ain’t *there* yet."*

His hands *left* her **ass**, and Lena *felt* him move behind her, the *weight* of his belt *tugging* at the lace of her **thong** before he *yanked* it down, baring her completely. *"You *ready* for me, baby?"*

Lena’s breath hitched, her body *trembling* as she *waited*—for what, she didn’t know. But when Darnell’s fingers *reached* down, *skimming* over the **fresh, swollen lips** of her **pussy**, she *couldn’t* help it—her body *jerked* forward.

*"You *like* that?"* Darnell’s voice was *rough*, his fingers *flicking* against her **clit**, the sensation making her *moan* in response.

*"Yeees—!"* Lena’s hips *grinded* back against him, her **pussy** *aching* for more, for even the *hint* of his touch.

Darnell didn’t *obey*. Instead, his fingers *sank* deeper, *brushing* against the **tight, sensitive walls** of her **cunt**. *"You *ever* let anyone *stretch* you like this?"*

She shook her head, her fingers *clawing* at the seat of the couch.

*"*Ever*?"*

She *panted*, *"N-no—*only you*—"*

Darnell’s fingers *twisted* inside her, *grinding* against the **sensitive walls** of her **pussy**, the motion making her *breath* come in sharp, sharp gasps. *"You *tight* as fuck when you *squeeze* me like this."*

Tim’s cock *ached* inside his pants, his fingers *clawing* at the leather as he *watched*, his breath *hitching* in his throat. *"Lena—*fuck*—!"*

Darnell’s chuckle was a *promise*. *"You *like* watching your wife *take* my fingers?"*

She *panted*, *"Y-yes—!"*

*"What if I *put* my *cock* here, baby?"* His voice was *rough*, *daring*.

Lena’s core *clenched*, her body *tensing* around his fingers as she *whimpered*. *"Darnell—*"*

*"You want me to *stretch* this *hole*, baby?"* His thumb *trailed* lower, *brushing* against the **tight, fanged entrance** of her **ass**.

Lena’s cry was *sharp*, her body *jerking* forward as she *pushed* against him. *"Oh—*no*—!"*

"*No*?"* Darnell’s fingers *withdrew*, leaving her *empty*, *aching*. "You sure?"*

Lena’s breath *hitched*, her core *pulsing* with need. *"I—*I want*—*"*

*"You want *my cock*, baby?"*

She *panted*, *"Y-yes—!"*

*"Then *let’s* see how well you *take* it."*

Lena *felt* him move away, the *aching emptiness* her body *cried* for his touch. She *collapsed* onto the couch, her **tits** *spilling* over the edge as she *pushed* against the soft leather, her **pussy** *dripping* with need.

*"You *ready*?"* Darnell’s voice was *rough*, *deep*, but there was no *hesitation* in it.

Lena’s breath *hitched*, her fingers *sinking* into the soft material. *"Yes! *Yes*, Darnell! *Please*—"*

And then—

The *cold* wetness of his **cock tip** *pressed* against her **thong-covered pussy**, the sensation making her *scream*. *"*Ah*—!"*

Darnell’s fingers *trailed* down her **back**, his touch *rough*, *calloused*, before he *pulled* the **lace aside**, baring her completely. *"You *sure* now?"*

Lena’s core *pulsed*, her **pussy** *dripping* in anticipation. *"*Yes*—!"*

*"Then *say* my name."*

Lena’s breath *hitched*, *"Darnell—*Darnell*—!"*

*"Louder."*

*"*DAAAARNELL!*!"*

*"Good girl."*

And then—

Darnell’s **cock tip* *pushed* inside her, *stretching* her, *filling* her with a *thickness*, a *heat*—

*"Oh—*GOD*—!"* Lena’s scream echoed through the lounge, her walls *clenching* around his **monstrous length**, her **pussy *aching** to take him in completely.

Tim *couldn’t even breathe*, his fingers *sinking* into the edge of the couch as he *watched*, the weight of what was happening pressing down on him. His wife was *taking* Darnell’s **cock*—**her body arching**, her **tits* spilling over the edge of the couch, her **cunt** *stretched open*—and it was *better* than anything he could have *imagined*.

Darnell’s hands *found* her **hips**, his fingers *digging* into her skin as he *pushed* deeper, his **cock* *stretching* her wide—

*"Oh—*GOD*—!"* Lena’s voice was a *broken* sob, her body *trembling* beneath him, her **pussy** *aching* to take him in completely.

Tim’s own cock *jerked* inside his pants, his fingers *clawing* at the edge of the couch. He’d *never* felt so *powerless*—so *desperate*—

*"You *good*, baby?"* Darnell’s voice was a *promise*.

Lena *panted*, *"Ngh—*yes*—! *Just*—!"* Her voice broke, her body *jerking* beneath him.

*"Just *what*?"*

*"*JUST*—*OH*—*GOD*—!"* She couldn’t even *finish* the sentence—the way his **cock* was *stretching* her wide, the way he *filled* her, pushing against the **sensitive walls** of her **pussy*—it was *too much*—she was *drowning*—

*"You *like* being *stretched*, baby?"*

She *panted*, *"M-more—! *Deeper*—!"*

*"That’s what I *thought*."*

And then—

Darnell’s **cock* *pushed* in, *deep*—

*"Oh—*GOD*—!"* Lena’s scream was *raw*, *unfiltered*, her walls *clenching* around him, her **pussy** *dripping* with need, her body *trembling*, *stretching*—

Tim’s own cock *jerked* inside his pants, his fingers *clawing* at the edge of the couch, his body *moving* uselessly against the soft leather. He wanted to *touch*—to *fuck*—to *claim*—but he didn’t *dare*—not when Darnell was *doing* it, *owning* his wife like this.

Lena’s body *melted* around Darnell’s **cock**, her **pussy** *squeezing* him tight, her walls *clenching* as he *filled* her completely.

*"You *squeeze* me like *fuck*, baby."* Darnell’s chuckle was *dark*, *pleasured*.

*"Oh—*GOOD*—!"* Lena’s legs *trembled*, her fingers *sinking* into the edge of the couch as she *panted*, her body *moving* beneath him, her **pussy** *aching* for more.

*"But you’re *ready* for more, ain’t you?"*

She *panted*, *"Y-yes—!"*

*"*Ever*?"*

She *panted*, *"N-no—*"*

Darnell’s chuckle was *promising*. *"We’re gonna *fix* that."*

And then—

Darnell’s fingers *found* the **melted lace** of her **thong**, *pulling* it aside before he *pushed* harder, his **cock* *sliding* deeper—

*"*AAAAH*—!"* Lena’s scream was *lost* in the room, her body *trembling*, her **pussy** *stretched open*, her walls *clenching* around his **monstrous length*.

Tim *couldn’t take it*—the way Lena *screamed*, her voice *broken*, her body *moving*—his fingers *found* his own **cock**, *yanking* his pants down, *freeing* his hard, aching length.

*"*Fuck*—!"* Lena’s body *moved* beneath Darnell’s, her **pussy** *dripping* with need.

Darnell’s fingers *tightened* around her **thong**, his voice a *growl*. *"You want that, baby?"*

*"*Yes*—!"* Lena’s voice was a *broken* cry, her body *moving*, her **walls clenching** tight around Darnell’s **cock* as he *pushed* deeper.

*"*You want your husband to *fuck* you while I *fill* your *cunt*?"*

Lena’s breath hitched, *"*Yes*—!"*

*"Then *let’s* see how *good* you *suffer*."*

Darnell’s fingers *withdrew* just enough to *release* her **thong**, and then—

His **cock* *pulled* out, *leaving* her *empty*, her walls *aching*, her body *wanting*—

*"*No*—!"* Lena’s protest was *sharp*, her fingers *clawing* at the edge of the couch.

Darnell’s chuckle was *dark*. *"You *ain’t* done *begging* yet."*

And then—

His **cock tip* *pressed* against the **sensitive flesh** of her **pussy**, and he *pushed*.

*"Oh—*GOD*—!"* Lena’s scream was *broken*, her body *moving* beneath him, her **walls clenching** tight around his **monstrous length**.

Tim’s hands *found* her **hips**, his fingers *sinking* into her skin as he *pushed*—hard.

*"*Lena*—!"* His voice was a *desperate* cry, his **cock* *sliding* deep inside her **pussy**, her **walls clenching** tight around both of them.

*"*FUCK*—!"* Lena’s scream was *lost* in the room, her body *moving* between them, her **holes** *filling*, her walls *clenching*—

Tim *couldn’t take it*—the way Lena *moaned*, the way she was *stretching*, *suffering*—his fingers *sank* deeper into her **hips**, his **cock* *sliding* deep inside her **pussy**, his walls *clenching*, his release *shaking* him from the inside out.

*"*Lena*—!"* His voice was a *broken* cry, his **cock* *spilling* inside her, his own **body** *moving* beneath hers, the weight of what was happening pressing down on him.

Lena’s walls *clenched* tight around both of them, her **pussy** *milking* Tim’s **cock* as he *spilled* inside her, her **ass** *squeezing* Darnell’s **monstrous length** as she *screamed*—

*"*OH*—*GOD*—!"* Her scream echoed through the room, her body *trembling*, her walls *milking* them both, her release *overflowing* around their **cocks**, her **body** *softening* beneath them, her **legs trembling** as she collapsed, her **walls clenching** long, lingering seconds—

*"*Fuck*—!"* Tim’s voice was a *broken* cry, his **cock* *spilling* inside her, his body *trembling* as he *pushed*—hard, deep, his fingers *sinking* into her **hips**, her **walls clenching** tight around his **desperate thrusts**.

Darnell’s **cock* *withdrew* just enough to *release* her **ass**, his fingers *brushing* against the **sensitive entrance** as he *smirked*.

*"Whew."* He *adjusted* his pants. *"You *two* are *insane*."*

Tim *panted*, his **cock* still *twitching* inside Lena’s **pussy**, his fingers *sinking* deeper into her **hips**, the weight of what had just happened pressing down on him.

Lena *licked* her lips, her body *softening* beneath Tim’s. *"Same time next week?"*

Darnell’s **laughter** filled the room, the sound *dark*, *knowing*. *"Oh, baby…"* He *stepped* closer, his **cock* *leaking* inside his slacks. *"Next week? We *bringing* a *friend*."*

Darnell's fingers traced a lazy path up Lena's inner thigh, making her shudder and press her thighs together. "You heard right, sweetheart. Next week we're doubling the fun." His grin widened as he watched the realization dawn on Lena's face, her eyes going wide with anticipation. "That is, if you can handle it." His hand moved up to cup her breast, his thumb brushing over her nipple, already hard again. "You seemed to enjoy the attention tonight."

Lena bit her lip, a soft moan escaping as Tim continued to thrust inside her, his cock still hard despite his release. "I did, but..." she hesitated, her eyes flicking to Tim whose breath was still coming in ragged gasps. "I don't know if..."

"Don't worry about Tim," Darnell interrupted, his hand moving to Tim's shoulder, giving it a firm squeeze. "He's a big boy. He knows what's expected of him." Darnell's eyes locked onto Lena's, his gaze intense. "The question is, what do *you* want?"

Lena's body responded before her mind could process, her hips arching against Tim's thrusts, her pussy clenching around him. "I want..." she began, her voice barely a whisper. "I want to be good for you both."

Darnell's chuckle was low and promising. "Oh, you'll be more than good, baby." His hand slid down Lena's stomach, his fingers brushing against her clit, making her gasp. "You'll be perfect." He leaned in, his beard brushing against her cheek as he whispered in her ear. "And next week, we're going to make sure you know exactly what that feels like."

Tim's thrusts became more urgent, his fingers digging into Lena's hips as he felt her body tighten around him. "Fuck, Lena," he groaned, his voice strained. "You're so damn tight."

Lena's head fell back, her eyes closed, a soft cry escaping her lips. "Please, Darnell," she begged, her body writhing between them. "Please don't stop."

"That's it, baby," Darnell murmured, his fingers continuing to circle her clit, keeping her on the edge. "Take what you need."

Tim's movements became frantic, his body slamming against Lena's, his cock pistoning in and out of her dripping pussy. "I'm going to come again," he gasped, his voice thick with need.

"That's right," Darnell encouraged, his free hand moving to Tim's back, urging him on. "Fill her up, make sure she feels every inch of you."

With a final, desperate thrust, Tim buried himself deep inside Lena, his cock pulsing as he came, filling her with his seed. Lena's body convulsed, her pussy clenching around Tim's cock as she came with a cry, her release washing over her in waves of pure ecstasy.

As they both collapsed, breathless and spent, Darnell stood back, watching them with a satisfied smirk. "See? That's what I'm talking about," he said, his voice rough with desire. "Next week, we're going to take this to a whole new level." His eyes locked onto Lena's, who was still panting, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm. "And you're going to love every minute of it."

Lena could only nod, her body still humming with pleasure, already anticipating what Darnell had in store for them next week. She knew, deep down, that she was in for the ride of her life, and she couldn't wait.




Chapter 4

The lounge was still alive with the hum of the party, but the air had shifted. The weight of what had just happened between Lena, Tim, and Darnell lingered like a thick, intoxicating fog—sweat, cologne, and the musky scent of sex. Lena’s body still thrummed with the aftershocks of her orgasm, her skin hypersensitive, every brush of fabric against her bare shoulders sending a fresh wave of heat through her core. She could still *feel* Darnell’s fingers inside her, the way his cock had stretched her wide, the way Tim’s had filled her from behind while Darnell watched—*judged*—*owned* her. The particles of pleasure still danced across her nerve endings, leaving trails of fire in their wake.

She didn’t regret it.

Not one bit.

But now, as she sat on the edge of the couch, her legs still trembling, her thong discarded somewhere in the chaos of the night, she felt the familiar pull of something else—something *darker*. Something that had been simmering beneath the surface, demanding attention. A *punishment*. Because Darnell hadn’t just taken her.

He’d *exposed* her.

And Tim? He’d *watched*.

And *loved* it.

The private lounge was dimly lit, the glow of the TV casting long shadows across the walls. Tim sat in the armchair, his cock still half-hard, his fingers tracing idle circles over the damp spot on his slacks where he’d come earlier. The live feed had been turned off, but the memory burned brighter than any screen—Lena’s ass in the air, Darnell’s hands gripping her hips, the way her pussy had clenched around his fingers before he’d buried himself inside her. His cock twitched at the memory, thickening against his palm as he imagined the sounds she’d made—the sharp intake of breath, the desperate moans, the way her walls had tightened around Darnell’s length. The party outside seemed miles away, their own little world contained within these four walls.

"Your *cock* looks painful," Lena murmured, her voice low and teasing as she leaned against the doorframe.

Tim’s eyes shot up, following the curve of her body as she entered the room. Her dress was still slightly askew, revealing the hint of lace where it gaped open. His mouth watered at the sight of her.

"Just thinking about how good you looked," he admitted, his voice rough.

Lena smirked, running her tongue along her lower lip. "Were you? Were you thinking about how *wet* I got for him?" She took a step closer, her hips swaying with a deliberate sensuality that made his cock jump. "Or were you thinking about how *tight* I was around his fingers?"

Tim’s breath hitched as she knelt between his legs, her hands resting on his thighs. "Both," he confessed. "I was thinking about both."

Her fingers traced the outline of his cock through the fabric, her touch feather-light, almost playful. Tim’s hips jerked involuntarily, his fingers kneading the armrests of the chair. She was torturing him, and she knew it. Her smile grew as she watched the strain on his face.

"You *like* watching me, don’t you?" Her voice was soft, almost innocent, but her eyes were dark, knowing.

Tim swallowed hard. "Yes," he admitted, his voice raw. "God, *yes*."

She chuckled, giving his cock a gentle squeeze through his pants. "Then *let’s* see how *good* you *behave*."*

Before he could react, she yanked his slacks down, his cock springing free—thick, veiny, already leaking a small pearl of pre-cum at the tip. Lena’s tongue snaked out, tracing a slow, deliberate path up the underside of his shaft, her touch firm, demanding. The contrast between her gentle tease and this sudden assault sent a shockwave through Tim’s body.

"Fuck—!" His hips bucked, his fingers tangling in her hair.

Lena took him deeper into her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth, her tongue swirling against the sensitive head before she pulled off with a wet pop that echoed in the quiet room.

"You *want* to cum, baby?" Her voice was mocking, teasing, as she stroked him lightly. "You want to spill that beautiful cum?"

Tim’s breath came in ragged gasps. "P-please—Lena—I’ll do *anything*—"

She laughed softly, her fingers trailing down his thighs. "Anything?"

Tim nodded frantically. "*Anything*—!"

"Even if I *make* you *watch*?" She ran her thumb over his tip, spreading the pre-cum around the head.

Tim’s cock jerked violently. "Yes—!"

Lena’s smile was slow, dangerous. "Good."

She stood, turning her back to him, her ass sticking out just enough to tease. "Then *let’s* see how *well* you *obey*."

The hallway outside the lounge was narrow, the walls lined with mirrors that reflected their every move. Lena walked with purpose, her hips swaying just enough to make Tim’s cock throb in his hand. She didn’t look back—she didn’t *need* to. She knew he was watching. And she loved it.

She pushed open the door to the supply closet, the small, cramped space barely big enough for two. The air was stale, the scent of disinfectant and old sweat thick in her nostrils. Lena flipped the lock, the click of the mechanism echoing in the silence.

"You *like* playing games, baby?" Darnell’s voice rumbled from behind her, deep, commanding.

Lena turned, her breath hitching as she saw him leaning against the doorframe, his arms crossed, his cock already tenting his slacks again. "You *bet* I do."

Darnell pushed off the wall, his boots thudding against the floor as he stepped closer. "Then *let’s* see how *long* you can *last*."

Lena’s pulse spiked, her pussy clenching at the promise in his voice. "What do you *have* in mind?"

Darnell’s fingers traced the neckline of her dress, his touch rough, possessive. "You *ever* been *tied* up?"

Lena shivered, her breath catching. "N-no."

Darnell’s fingers moved to her wrists, gripping them tightly. "Then *let’s* fix that."

Before she could react, Darnell’s hands fisted in her hair, yanking her head back as his mouth crashed against hers. His kiss was rough, demanding, his tongue forcing its way inside, dueling with hers in a hot, wet battle. Lena moaned, her hands clawing at his chest, her nails digging into the fabric of his shirt through the thin material of her dress.

"You *like* that?" Darnell growled, his fingers tightening in her hair.

Lena panted, pushing her body against his. "Y-yes—!"

"Good." Darnell released her, his hands dropping to her wrists. "Because *tonight*, you’re *mine*."

He pushed her against the wall, his body crowding hers, his hands trailing down her sides before he grabbed her wrists, twisting them behind her back. Lena’s breath came in short, sharp gasps as she felt the rope circle her wrists, tightening around them.

"You *trust* me?" His voice was low, rough, but there was no hesitation in it.

Lena nodded, her chest heaving. "Y-yes."

Darnell smiled, his fingers tying the knot securely. "Good."

He stepped back, his eyes trailing over her body—her bare tits, her swollen lips, the damp patch between her thighs that revealed how much she wanted him. "You’re *beautiful* like this."

Lena’s core clenched, her pussy aching for touch. "Darnell—"

"Shhh." He silenced her with a finger to her lips, his touch light, almost gentle. "You *want* something?"

Lena’s voice was barely a whisper. "Y-yes—I want—" Her eyes darted to his cock, still straining against his pants. "I want you—"

Darnell’s chuckle was dark, promising. "You *already* have me, baby."

He stepped closer, his hands finding her thighs, his fingers spreading them apart. "But *tonight*, you’re *going* to *learn* how to *take* what you *want*."

Lena’s breath hitched as Darnell’s fingers traced closer to her pussy, brushing against the sensitive flesh that was soaking wet. "Oh—"

"You *like* that?" His voice was rough, his fingers teasing her swollen lips. "My fingers on your cunt?"

Lena’s hips jerked forward, her body aching for more. "Y-yes—!"

Darnell chuckled, his fingers withdrawing just enough to tease. "Then *let’s* see how *good* you *take* it."

He dropped to his knees, his hands gripping her thighs, his mouth pressing against her inner thigh. Lena’s legs trembled, her body jerking as his tongue trailed higher, brushing against her pussy lips. The sensation sent a sharp wave of pleasure through her core.

"Oh—GOD—!" Lena’s voice was a broken cry, her fingers clawing at the rope that bound her wrists.

Darnell’s tongue flicked against her clit, the sensation sending a lightning bolt of pleasure through her entire body. "You *taste* so *good*, baby."

Lena’s breath hitched, her body moving against his mouth, her pussy aching for more. "Darnell—please—!"

"Please what?" His voice was rough, his tongue circling her clit in slow, deliberate motions. "You want me to stop?"

"N-no—I want—" Lena panted, her body trembling. "I want you to fuck me—Please, Darnell, I need you inside me—"

Darnell’s chuckle was dark, promising. "You *want* my cock, baby?"

"Y-yes—!" Lena’s voice was broken, her body aching for his touch. "Please, I want your cock—"

"Then *let’s* see how *well* you *take* it."

Darnell stood, his hands moving to his pants, unzipping them with deliberate slowness. His cock sprang free—thick, veiny, already leaking at the tip. Lena’s pulse spiked, her pussy clenching at the sight of him.

"You *ready*?" Darnell’s voice was rough, deep, but there was no hesitation in it.

Lena nodded frantically, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. "Y-yes—!"

Darnell smiled, his fingers tracing down her side, his touch light, almost gentle. "Good."

And then—

His cock tip pressed against her pussy, stretching her, filling her with a thickness, a heat that made her gasp. Darnell pushed deeper, his cock stretching her wide, her walls clenching around his length as he filled her completely. Lena’s head fell back against the wall, a cry tearing from her throat as he bottomed out inside her.

"Oh—GOD—!" Her walls clenched around his monstrous length, her pussy aching to take him in completely.

Darnell’s hands found her hips, his fingers digging into her skin as he began to move. His cock pulled out, leaving her empty, her walls aching, her body wanting—

"No—!" Lena’s protest was sharp, her fingers clenching into fists.

Darnell’s chuckle was dark. "You *ain’t* done *begging* yet."

And then—

His cock pushed back inside her, stretching her wide, filling her completely. Lena’s head fell back again, a cry spilling from her lips as he hit her deepest spot. Darnell’s thrusts were deep and powerful, his cock stretching her with each push, his hips slapping against hers with a sound that filled the small room.

"Oh—GOD—!" Lena’s voice was a broken sob, her body trembling against the wall, her pussy aching to take him in completely.

"Beg me for it, baby," Darnell growled, his voice rough with lust. "Beg me to fuck that tight pussy."

Lena’s mind was a blur of sensation, but she managed to whimper, "Please—please fuck my pussy—"

"Tell me what you want," Darnell demanded, his thrusts becoming harder, faster. "Tell me you want my cum inside you."

Lena’s breath caught. "I want—" Her words were cut off by a moan as he hit her G-spot. "I want your cum—I want you to fill me up—Please, Darnell, come inside me—"

"Fuck *yes*." Darnell’s hips snapped forward, his cock plunging deep inside her. "You *take* my cock so good, baby."

The friction built, Lena’s body coiling tighter and tighter with each thrust. Darnell’s fingers found her clit, rubbing in tight circles that sent electricity through her nerves. Lena’s moans grew louder, her body writhing against the restraints.

"Oh—oh my God—!" Lena’s walls clenched around him, her orgasm building like a tidal wave. "I’m going to—!"

"Cum for me, baby," Darnell commanded, his voice rough with need. "Cum all over my cock."

And then—

The wave crashed over her. Lena’s body convulsed, her pussy clenching rhythmically around Darnell’s cock as she came. Her scream echoed through the closet, her body shaking with the intensity of her release. Darnell groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic as he chased his own climax.

"Fuck—" he growled, his hips snapping forward. "Fuck, I’m going to cum—"

His cock pulsed inside her, hot streams of cum filling her pussy as he came. Lena’s body milked him, every spasm of her orgasm pulling more cum from his cock until they were both spent, breathing heavily in the small closet.

Darnell’s hands moved to the rope, gently unfastening her wrists before pulling her into a kiss. Lena melted into him, her body still trembling from the aftermath of their encounter. When they finally pulled apart, Darnell’s eyes were dark with satisfaction.

"You *good*, baby?" His voice was rough, but there was a tenderness in it now.

Lena managed a weak smile. "Better than good."

Darnell’s smile matched hers, and he pulled her close again, his hands already roaming her body, promising more to come.




Chapter 5

The first spurt of his release was unexpected, a violent jerk of his hips that lifted him off the patio chair. Lena gasped as she felt the warm flood of him deep inside her, her pussy clenching around his pulsing cock as he came. Tim's fingers strained against the ropes that bound his wrists, not trying to escape now but grasping for something solid as pleasure washed over him in wave after wave.

"Oh fuck, baby," Lena whispered, her voice thick with desire as she felt his cum filling her up. She ground down on him, taking every last drop as he shuddered beneath her. "You came so good for me."

Tim could only gasp in response, his chest heaving as he rode out the aftershocks of his orgasm. He watched, captivated, as Lena's tits bounced with her movements, her nipples stiff peaks against her flushed skin.

Darnell stepped closer, his own cock hard and eager. "You gonna share that with me, baby?"

Lena's smile was devastating as she slowly rose from Tim's lap. "Maybe later, big guy." She winked at him before turning back to Tim, who was still panting, his cock softening but still gleaming with her arousal and his release. "You came so fast, baby. I'm not sure you earned that."

Tim's eyes widened. "But—"

"You didn't even beg properly," Lena said, trailing a finger down his chest. "You just came without permission."

"I—I couldn't help it," Tim stammered, his cock twitching slightly at her touch.

"Maybe you need to learn some discipline," Darnell rumbled, stepping behind Lena and wrapping his arms around her waist. His hands found her tits, squeezing them gently as he pressed his hard cock against her ass.

Lena moaned, arching her back against him. "You think he needs to be taught a lesson?"

"I think he needs to learn how to control himself," Darnell replied, one hand sliding down Lena's belly and between her legs. He teased her clit, making her gasp. "Especially when he's inside my woman."

Tim watched, mesmerized, as Darnell's fingers worked on Lena. Her pussy was still glistening with Tim's cum, and Darnell was spreading it around her clit before pushing it back inside her. Lena moaned, her hips moving in time with Darnell's fingers.

"You liked it when he came inside you, didn't you?" Darnell whispered in her ear, his voice low and rough.

"Mmm, yes," Lena admitted, her eyes half-closed with pleasure. "I loved feeling him spill inside me."

Darnell's hand moved from her clit to grip her hip. "Maybe we should give him another chance. Let him try to hold back this time."

Lena bit her lip, considering. "I don't know, big guy. He came so fast last time. I'm not sure he's ready."

"I think he needs the practice," Darnell argued, his cock pushing against her ass.

Lena turned her head to look at Tim. "What do you think, baby? Do you think you can last longer this time?"

Tim's cock was already starting to harden again at the thought. "I—I'll try, Lena. I promise."

"Good boy," Lena purred, sliding her hand down to grip Tim's growing erection. "But I'm not sure if you deserve another chance so soon."

Before he could respond, Darnell was lifting Lena up and turning her around, pressing her back against the patio table. He positioned her so that her pussy was right over Tim's cock, which was now fully erect again.

"Maybe we should tie his hands tighter," Darnell suggested, his eyes fixed on Tim's cock. "Make it harder for him to move too much."

Lena nodded, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Good idea. We don't want him coming too fast this time."

Darnell produced another length of rope and quickly tied Tim's hands more securely to the arms of the chair. Now Tim was completely at their mercy, his arms immobilized and his cock exposed and ready for whatever they had in mind.

"Ready, baby?" Lena asked, positioning herself over him.

Tim could only nod, his breath coming in quick gasps as he anticipated feeling her pussy wrapped around his cock again.

Lena lowered herself slowly, taking him inch by inch. Tim groaned, his hips jerking involuntarily as he felt her tight heat enveloping him. Lena was wet and ready, her pussy gripping him tightly as she took him all the way inside.

"Oh god, you feel so good," Tim whispered, his eyes closed in ecstasy.

Lena began to move, her hips rocking slowly at first, then building in speed and intensity. Tim could feel her pussy clenching around him, her inner muscles working him as she rode him. With his hands tied, he could only lie there and take it, allowing her to set the pace and depth of their coupling.

Darnell stood beside them, his cock in his hand as he watched Lena ride Tim. "You like that, baby?" he asked, his voice thick with desire.

Lena nodded, her eyes closed in concentration. "He feels so good, Darnell. So big and hard inside me."

"I can see that," Darnell replied, his hand moving faster on his cock. "Maybe I should help you out."

Without waiting for a response, Darnell positioned himself behind Lena and pressed the head of his cock against her ass. Lena gasped, pausing her movements for a moment as she adjusted to the sensation.

"Relax, baby," Darnell murmured, slowly pushing himself inside her. "Let me in."

Lena took a deep breath and pushed back against him, allowing him to enter her ass. Tim could feel the pressure change as Darnell's cock filled her from behind, his shaft pressing against Tim's cock through the thin wall of tissue separating them.

"Oh my god," Lena gasped, her hands gripping the back of the chair. "You both feel so good inside me."

Darnell began to move, his hips thrusting in a steady rhythm that matched Lena's movements on Tim. The three of them found a rhythm together, their bodies moving as one in a dance of pleasure that sent waves of sensation through them all.

Tim could feel Darnell's cock moving against his own through Lena's body, the sensation strange and erotic at the same time. He was sandwiched between them, his cock buried deep in Lena's pussy while Darnell's cock filled her ass. The pressure was intense, a delicious stretching that made him feel simultaneously owned and liberated.

"Don't you dare come yet," Lena warned, her eyes opening to meet Tim's. "You have to wait for me this time."

Tim nodded, his jaw clenched as he fought to control himself. The pleasure was building fast, the sensation of Lena's tight pussy gripping him combined with the knowledge of Darnell's cock moving just on the other side of her inner wall. It was almost too much to bear.

Darnell reached around Lena's body and began to tease her clit, his fingers rubbing in tight circles as he continued to thrust into her ass. Lena moaned, her movements becoming more urgent as the pleasure built.

"Oh god, I'm close," she gasped. "So close."

Tim could feel her pussy clenching around him, her inner muscles rippling with approaching orgasm. He was teetering on the edge himself, the sensations overwhelming and the need to release almost painful.

"Please, Lena," he whispered, his voice strained. "Let me come with you."

Lena's eyes flew open, meeting his gaze. "Not yet, baby. Wait for Darnell."

Tim looked at Darnell, who was watching them with intense concentration, his eyes fixed on where his cock disappeared into Lena's ass. The big man met his gaze and nodded slightly, an understanding passing between them.

Lena's breathing became ragged, her movements erratic as she chased her orgasm. "Oh god, oh god, oh god," she chanted, her pussy gripping Tim's cock tightly.

"Now," Darnell commanded, and on his signal, they both let go.

Tim felt Lena's pussy clamp down on his cock as she came, her inner muscles spasming in waves of pleasure. At the same time, he felt Darnell's cock twitch and pulse as he empty himself into her ass. The sensation was too much, the feeling of Lena's orgasm combined with Darnell's release triggering his own climax.

Tim cried out as he came, his cock pulsing deep inside Lena as his release spilled out. He felt Lena's body trembling between them, her own orgasm cresting as they all rode out the waves of pleasure together.

When it was over, they collapsed against each other, gasping for breath. Darnell pulled out first, his cock glistening with his release. Lena slid off Tim and sank to her knees beside him, her body still trembling with aftershocks.

Tim looked down at her, his heart pounding in his chest. "That was incredible."

Lena smiled, her eyes soft with satisfaction. "You did so much better that time, baby. You held back for me."

Tim returned her smile, feeling a sense of pride mixed with the lingering pleasure of their shared experience. "I wanted to make you happy."

"Mission accomplished," Lena purred, leaning in to kiss him gently. "Now, let's get you untied so we can take a shower. Together."

Tim nodded, already anticipating the feel of her body soaped and slick against his under the spray of the shower. As Lena worked at the ropes binding his hands, he couldn't help but wonder what other pleasures the day might hold, and he found himself eagerly awaiting whatever came next.
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