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"In a world of circles, they chose a triangle."


Chapter 1: Sunrise Blackmail

The first light of dawn crept through the large windows of the cabin, painting the wooden walls in soft gold and rose. The three of them lay tangled together in the king-sized bed — Alex in the middle, Linda curled against his chest, Samantha spooned behind him, her arm draped possessively over his waist. The air still smelled of sex, sweat, and the faint woodsmoke from the fireplace that had died hours earlier. Their bodies were sticky, marked, exhausted, and blissfully content.

For the first time in weeks, they had slept deeply — no guilt, no secrets, just the three of them wrapped in each other.

It hadn’t always been this way. What began as Alex’s reckless office affair had nearly shattered their marriage—until the truth dragged into the light twisted everything into something neither of them expected. Linda hadn’t walked away. She’d stepped closer. Desire, honesty, and a dangerous kind of love had bound the three of them into something new, something fragile and fiercely real. And Samantha’s past—especially the man who never truly let her go—had always been the one shadow they couldn’t outrun.

Until the sound of tires crunching on gravel outside shattered the peace.

Alex stirred first.
“Who the hell…?”

A single envelope had been slipped under the cabin door. Plain white. No stamp. No return address. Just their names written in black marker:

Alex, Linda & Samantha

Linda sat up, pulling the sheet to her chest, her warm brown eyes narrowing. Samantha’s gray eyes hardened instantly — she recognized the handwriting. Alex picked up the envelope, his athletic body still glistening from the night before. The room, which had felt so safe only minutes ago, suddenly felt exposed.

He tore it open.

Inside were three things:

A stack of high-resolution photos — Alex and Samantha kissing passionately in the park weeks ago, his hand clearly under her skirt.
Several printed screenshots from a video — Alex fucking Samantha from behind on her living room sofa, her face contorted in pleasure.
A single typed note:

Times up.
I have everything. Videos. Photos. Timestamps. Locations.
$250,000 in Bitcoin by Friday or the world sees who the perfect teacher, the perfect executive, and the perfect little slut really are.
Linda loses her job.
Alex loses his career.
Samantha’s family gets the full uncut footage.
Pay up.
— David

Samantha’s ex-husband.

For a long moment, none of them spoke. Police? Lawyers? Paying him? The options flashed through their minds — each one slower, messier, and more dangerous than the last. David knew their reputations, their jobs, their weak points. If they hesitated, he’d control the pace.

David Reyes was a 34-year-old tech investor — tall, sharply dressed, cold-eyed, and dangerously intelligent. He had built a small fortune in cybersecurity before Samantha left him. Controlling, possessive, and vindictive, he had never accepted that she had moved on. He was the kind of man who kept tabs, who saved every message, who believed that once he owned something, it remained his forever.

And now he had proof.

The silence in the cabin was deafening.

Linda’s hand flew to her mouth.
“Oh my God…”

Alex’s jaw clenched so hard it looked painful. His blue eyes burned with rage.

Samantha’s face went pale, then flushed with fury.
“That bastard… he’s been watching me this whole time.”

The panic hit them in waves — first cold fear, then hot anger, then something darker, more primal. The threat was real. Their careers, their reputations, their entire lives were on the line.

The shock didn’t just bring fear — it brought adrenaline. The same pulse that made their hearts race also tightened every nerve, every breath, every glance between them. Danger had always done that to them — turned panic into heat before they could stop it.

And yet… the danger did something filthy to all three of them.

Alex’s cock twitched visibly under the sheet. Samantha’s nipples hardened. Linda’s thighs pressed together, her pussy already growing wet despite the terror.

Alex spoke first, voice low and rough.
“We’re not paying him a fucking cent.”

Samantha looked at him, then at Linda, her gray eyes blazing.
“No. We’re not.”

Linda’s breath trembled. Tears welled, but so did heat between her legs. The fear had flipped into something wild, angry, and unbearably horny.
“Then what do we do?” she whispered.

Alex’s answer was to stand, his thick cock already half-hard and rising. He grabbed the note and slammed it onto the kitchen table.

“We fuck,” he growled. “Right now. On this table. While we read his pathetic threat out loud. And then we destroy him.”

Alex looked from the photos to the two women, rage burning under his skin. David wanted them ashamed. Small. Fractured.
He wasn’t getting that.

The fear-fuck that followed was raw, furious, and deeply reclaiming.

Alex swept everything off the heavy wooden table in one furious motion—coffee mugs, the blackmail note, a half-empty bottle of wine—sending them crashing to the floor in a sharp, satisfying shatter. The sound echoed like a gunshot in the quiet cabin, raw and final.

He turned to Linda, eyes blazing, and scooped her up without a word. Her soft, curvy body felt fever-hot against his chest as he carried her the two steps to the table and set her down hard on the edge, her ass perched right at the lip, legs falling open instinctively. The wood was cool against her bare skin, a shocking contrast to the fire raging inside her. She gasped, thighs trembling, already slick and aching from the twisted cocktail of terror and need.

Alex dropped to his knees between her spread legs like a man starved. His hands gripped the backs of her thighs, spreading her wider, thumbs digging into the soft flesh just below her ass. He buried his face in her without preamble—long, angry strokes of his tongue dragging from her entrance to her clit, flat and forceful, tasting her fear-sweetened arousal. Linda’s head fell back, auburn hair spilling across the table, a broken moan tearing from her throat as his tongue curled inside her, then flicked her swollen clit in sharp, punishing lashes.

Samantha moved like liquid heat. She climbed onto the table with predatory grace, knees straddling Linda’s head, facing Alex. Her shaved pussy hovered just above Linda’s mouth for a heartbeat—glistening, swollen, dripping—then she lowered herself slowly, deliberately, until Linda’s lips met her folds. Linda didn’t hesitate; her tongue shot out, hungry and desperate, lapping at Samantha’s clit in frantic circles before plunging deep into her wet heat. Samantha hissed through her teeth, hips rocking forward, grinding down harder, smearing her arousal across Linda’s chin and cheeks.

Alex rose, cock so hard it throbbed visibly, thick veins standing out, head already leaking. He lined himself up at Linda’s entrance—teasing the head along her slick folds once, twice—then slammed in to the hilt in one brutal, claiming thrust. The table rocked violently beneath them. Linda’s scream was muffled into Samantha’s cunt, the vibration ripping a filthy moan from Samantha’s throat.

He didn’t give her time to adjust. He fucked her hard, deep, relentless—hips snapping forward, balls slapping wetly against her ass with every punishing drive. His hands gripped her hips bruisingly, pulling her onto him even as he drove in deeper. Each thrust shoved her face harder into Samantha’s pussy.

Samantha snatched the crumpled blackmail note from the floor where it had fallen, unfolded it with trembling fingers, and began to read aloud, her voice cracking between rage and raw lust:

“Time’s up.”

Alex growled, pounding harder, the wet smack of skin on skin filling the cabin.

“I have everything. Videos. Photos. Timestamps. Locations.”

He spanked Linda’s ass—sharp, stinging cracks that turned her pale skin bright red. She bucked beneath him, walls clenching around his cock like a vice.

“$250,000 in Bitcoin by Friday. ”

Samantha’s hips rolled faster, grinding her clit against Linda’s tongue in frantic circles, her own voice breaking into moans as she read.

“…or the world sees who the perfect teacher, the perfect executive, and the perfect little slut really are.”

Linda’s muffled cries grew desperate, her tongue working Samantha’s pussy with furious devotion—lapping, sucking, thrusting—while Alex fucked her like he was trying to erase the threat with every stroke. Samantha’s thighs began to shake, her free hand fisting Linda’s hair, holding her in place as she rode her face harder.

“Linda loses her job. Alex loses his career. Samantha’s family gets the full uncut footage.”

The words hung in the air like poison, but instead of breaking them, they ignited something feral. Alex’s thrusts turned savage—short, brutal punches that hit Linda’s deepest spot over and over. Samantha ground down with a sob of rage and pleasure, her pussy pulsing against Linda’s mouth.

“Pay up. —David.”

The name came out like a curse. Samantha dropped the note, both hands now braced on the table as she fucked Linda’s face in earnest. Linda’s body arched, back bowing off the wood, her orgasm building like a storm. Alex felt her walls flutter, clamp down—he drove in one last time, burying himself to the root, and roared.

They shattered together.

Linda came first—screaming into Samantha’s cunt, body convulsing, pussy gushing around Alex’s cock in hot, rhythmic pulses. Samantha followed a heartbeat later—hips jerking, thighs clamping around Linda’s head as she flooded her mouth with her release, a broken, furious cry tearing from her throat. Alex pulled out at the last second, fisting his cock and erupting—thick, hot ropes painting Linda’s stomach, her breasts, the table beneath her—marking her as theirs while his own roar joined theirs.

The three of them shook, trembling, laughing through tears, crying through ragged breaths—a messy, angry, triumphant release that left them boneless and gasping.

For a moment, the fear loosened its grip.

When the last spasm faded, the cabin fell into a heavy, trembling hush. Their bodies stayed locked together for several long heartbeats—Alex still buried deep inside Linda, his cock twitching with aftershocks; Linda’s thighs quivering around him, her pussy fluttering in slow, exhausted pulses; Samantha straddling Linda’s face, hips rocking in tiny, involuntary circles as the final ripples of her orgasm ebbed away.

Sweat slicked every inch of skin. Cum and arousal glistened on Linda’s stomach and breasts where Alex had painted her. Samantha’s inner thighs shone wet from Linda’s mouth. The air was thick with the raw, animal scent of them—sex, rage, and something fiercer: unbreakable unity.

Slowly, Samantha lifted herself off Linda’s face. Linda gasped for air, lips swollen and glossy, chin slick and shining. Samantha slid down the table until she was kneeling between Linda’s spread thighs, right beside Alex. She leaned forward, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to Linda’s cum-streaked stomach, then another to the sensitive skin just above her mound. Linda shivered, a soft whimper escaping her.

Alex eased out of Linda with a low groan, his cock still half-hard and glistening. He stepped back just enough to let Samantha take his place at Linda’s side. The three of them stayed close—bodies touching, breaths mingling—forming a tight, protective circle on the scarred wooden table.

Samantha lifted her head first. Her platinum bob was mussed, strands clinging to her damp cheeks. Her gray eyes—usually cool and sharp—burned now with a cold, lethal fire. She looked from Linda’s flushed, tear-streaked face to Alex’s clenched jaw, then back again, taking them both in like a general surveying her army after the first victorious skirmish.

She reached out, one hand cupping Linda’s cheek, thumb brushing away a streak of drying cum and tears. The other hand found Alex’s, fingers lacing tight with his.

“He’s not getting a cent,” she said. Her voice came out low, deadly quiet, each word sharpened to a blade. There was no room for doubt, no crack for fear to slip through. Only certainty. Only promise.

She leaned in closer, until her forehead nearly touched theirs, their breaths shared in the small, heated space between them.

“We’re going to destroy him.”


Chapter 2: The Seduction Counter

The cabin fell into a heavy, charged silence after Samantha’s declaration.

“We’re going to destroy him.”

No one argued. The three of them sat at the kitchen table — still naked, still sticky from their angry morning fuck — staring at David’s note like it was a declaration of war.

Alex spoke first, his voice low and dangerous.
“He wants Samantha back. That’s his weakness. His obsession. We use it against him.”

Linda’s warm brown eyes flickered with a mix of fear and dark excitement.
“You want to… seduce him?”

“Not just seduce,” Samantha said, her gray eyes turning icy. “I want to break him. Edge him until he’s begging on his knees, then walk away and leave him leaking like the pathetic loser he is.”

Alex had his doubts, “You really think it will work?”

They argued for nearly an hour first — lawyers, police, paying him, ignoring him — every option weighed and discarded. David knew too much, and the law would move too slowly. If they wanted control, they had to take it themselves.

The plan came together quickly.

Samantha would message David and agree to meet “one last time” at the penthouse bar of the luxurious Langham Hotel in downtown Chicago — neutral ground, public enough to feel safe, private enough to destroy him. She would be wired with a hidden microphone and a tiny camera. Alex and Linda would be in the adjacent suite, watching and recording everything live.

Samantha’s smile was cold and beautiful.
“Let’s make him suffer.”



Two nights later, the Langham Hotel bar was bathed in low amber lighting and quiet jazz. Alex and Linda were already in the suite upstairs an hour early, checking the camera feed, testing the audio, making sure Samantha had an exit route if anything went wrong.

Samantha arrived exactly on time.

She was dressed to destroy.

A skin-tight black micro dress that barely covered the bottom curve of her ass, thigh-high sheer stockings with a delicate lace top, and sky-high red heels. No bra. No panties. Her platinum bob was sleek and sharp, lips painted blood red. Every man in the bar turned to look as she walked in, but she only had eyes for one.

David was already waiting at a private corner booth — expensive suit, smug expression that faltered the moment he saw her.   A martini was already waiting at her place, pale and perfectly chilled, the thin curl of lemon peel catching the bar’s amber light. Of course he’d ordered for her. David had always liked to assume he knew what she wanted.

Samantha slid into the booth opposite him and smoothed her dress, taking a second before meeting his eyes. The music was soft, the bar warm with low light, and David leaned back like he’d been expecting this all along.

“You came,” he said quietly. “I wasn’t sure you would.”

“I almost didn’t,” she replied, voice calm but not cold. She picked up the menu just to put it down again. “I didn’t think you’d push things this far.”

He shrugged slightly. “You left first. I’m just making sure I’m not the only one dealing with consequences.”

She watched him for a moment, like she was weighing something.

“You always hated losing,” she said.

“I hate being replaced.”

She didn’t respond.

Instead, she lifted her glass when the waiter arrived, ordering a martini without looking away from David. The interruption passed quickly, and when they were alone again, she crossed her legs slowly — not to provoke him, just settling into the seat like his words hadn’t landed at all.

“So what happens now?” she asked.

David leaned forward, lowering his voice. “Now you remember what we had. And you decide whether it’s worth blowing up both our lives over.”

She took a small breath, fingers tracing the condensation on her glass when it arrived.

“You think this is about money?”

“I think this is about you pretending you were finished with me.”

She held his gaze, quieter now. “You really believe that?”

“I know you,” he said. “Better than anyone.”

A small pause.

“You did know me,” she said softly.

“I still do.”

Under the table, her foot slid along his calf — not bold, almost absent-minded, like testing whether the connection was still there. He stilled slightly, and she noticed, but didn’t acknowledge it.

“There are parts of a relationship that don’t just disappear,” she murmured.

Her foot moved a little higher. Still subtle. Still deniable.

“Exactly,” he said, his voice tightening.

She leaned forward just enough to lower her voice.

“Then tell me what you actually want from me, David.”

“I want you to stop acting like this is over.”

She watched him for a long moment, letting the silence sit heavy between them like smoke. David’s eyes narrowed, that familiar flicker of arrogance warring with the raw hunger she could already see pooling in his gaze. The bar’s low amber light caught the sharp line of his jaw, the subtle sheen of sweat at his temple. He was trying so hard to look in control.

“And if it isn’t?” she asked quietly, voice soft but edged with steel.

He leaned closer across the small table, close enough that she could smell his cologne—expensive, sharp, the same one he’d worn when they were married. “You already know what happens if you walk away.”

Samantha moved her fingers through her platinum bob, tucking a strand behind her ear in a gesture that looked casual but wasn’t. Under the table, her stockinged foot pressed more firmly against him now—deliberate, slow, the arch of her foot molding perfectly to the thick ridge straining against his trousers.

“…Then maybe we should focus on what comes next,” she said, her voice dropping to a velvet murmur.

Her foot rubbed him slowly—long, teasing strokes along the full length of his cock through the fabric, from base to tip, then back again. The wool of her stocking caught faintly on the weave of his pants, adding a textured drag that made him flinch. David’s breath hitched audibly, a sharp, involuntary sound. He tried to speak—something commanding, no doubt—but the words died when she pressed harder, the ball of her foot circling the swollen head in lazy, torturous loops.

“Remember how I used to jerk you off under the table at restaurants?” she whispered, leaning in so her lips brushed the shell of his ear, voice low and filthy. “You always came so fast… like a desperate little boy. Couldn’t even last through dessert.”

Her toes flexed, curling around the outline of his shaft, squeezing gently then releasing in a slow, rhythmic pulse. David’s cock throbbed violently under the pressure, jumping against her sole. A dark spot bloomed across the front of his trousers—pre-cum soaking through in seconds, the fabric clinging wetly to him.

“Please…” he whispered, voice cracking, barely more than a rasp.

Samantha smiled—cruel, beautiful, the kind of smile that used to make him beg when they were still pretending love was enough.

“Please what?” she purred, dragging her foot up again, slow enough to make every nerve scream.

“Touch me… properly.”

She glanced around the bar—casual, unhurried. The jazz played on, low and sultry; conversations hummed; no one was looking their way. The booth’s high back and dim corner gave them just enough shadow.

Her hand slipped under the table like it belonged there. Fingers wrapped around his cock through the damp fabric—firm, possessive—stroking him with slow, torturous pulls from root to crown. She twisted her wrist on the upstroke, thumb brushing over the slick head where pre-cum had soaked through completely. David’s eyes rolled back, lids fluttering, a low, broken groan escaping his throat.

“You’re so pathetic,” she whispered, lips grazing his ear again, breath hot and slow. “Leaking for me already… just from my hand. Did you miss this? Did you jerk off every night after I left, picturing my fingers wrapped tight around you like this… or picturing how much better I moan when someone else is inside me?”

She smiled at him wickedly.

"Someone like Alex, huh?"

David’s cock jumped hard against her palm—once, violently—the kind of throb that made more pre-cum flood through the fabric in a sudden, thick rush. His hips bucked forward, helpless, chasing the filthy image she’d planted without ever saying a name.

Samantha felt it, the desperate surge, and her smile sharpened against his skin.

“You love knowing I sound different now, don’t you?” she breathed, barely audible, cruel and intimate. “That little whimper you’re making right now… you never got that out of me.”

David nodded frantically, hips bucking up into her grip in shallow, helpless jerks. His breathing came in ragged bursts now, chest rising and falling too fast.

Samantha stroked him faster—tight, perfect rhythm, hand gliding smoothly over the wet fabric, the friction obscene and slick. She built him right to the edge, felt the telltale swell, the frantic pulse in his shaft—then slowed to a crawl, squeezing hard at the base until the building orgasm receded with a whimpering denial.

He whimpered—actually whimpered—head dropping forward, forehead nearly touching the table as his body shuddered in frustrated agony.

In the next room, Linda was breathing hard, chest rising and falling in shallow, frantic bursts. The laptop screen cast a cold blue glow across her flushed face, illuminating the way her warm brown eyes were locked on the feed—wide, unblinking, pupils blown with a dark cocktail of rage and arousal. Her sundress was rucked up around her hips, one hand shoved deep inside her lace panties. Her fingers worked furiously over her swollen clit in tight, desperate circles, the wet sounds of her own slickness barely audible over the speakers carrying Samantha’s voice. Every time Samantha’s foot stroked David under the table, Linda’s hips jerked forward, chasing the rhythm like she could feel it herself.

Beside her on the plush hotel suite couch, Alex sat with his legs spread wide, trousers unzipped, thick cock freed and jutting up toward his stomach. The head was flushed dark, already leaking steadily—shiny beads of pre-cum rolling down the veined shaft. Linda’s other hand was wrapped around him, stroking in perfect sync with Samantha’s movements on screen: slow upstrokes when Samantha teased, faster twists when she squeezed. Alex’s breath came in low, ragged grunts, his hips lifting slightly into her grip every time David whimpered through the hidden mic.

On screen, Samantha leaned in closer, so close her blood-red lips nearly brushed David’s ear. The tiny camera in her necklace captured every detail—the way her platinum bob grazed his cheek, the cruel curve of her smile, the deliberate press of her breasts against the edge of the table as she angled herself to give him—and the hidden lens—a perfect view down her dress.

“You want to cum, don’t you?” she whispered, voice dripping honeyed venom. “You want to shoot your pathetic load all over my hand like the desperate ex you are.”

She paused, letting the silence stretch just long enough for his breathing to hitch again. Then she leaned in closer, lips brushing the shell of his ear, voice so soft it was almost intimate.

“Alex feels thick,” she murmured, the words casual, almost offhand, like she was simply stating a fact. “Really thick.”

David’s cock gave a violent, helpless throb against her palm—once, hard, the kind of pulse that made fresh pre-cum seep through the fabric in a thick, sudden rush. His hips jerked forward involuntarily, chasing the image her quiet words planted, the dark stain on his trousers spreading wider under the bar’s dim amber light.

Samantha felt the twitch, the sudden desperate surge, and her smile curved—slow, knowing, satisfied.

“It turns you on, doesn’t it?” she breathed, barely audible, lips grazing his skin. “Knowing that.”

David was shaking now—shoulders trembling, thighs clenched under the table, hips twitching helplessly into the ghost of her touch. His face was flushed crimson, eyes glassy, mouth open in a silent plea. The front of his trousers was visibly soaked, a dark, spreading stain that caught the bar’s amber light.

“Yes… fuck… please…” The words came out broken, barely audible, more whimper than speech.

Samantha’s smile widened—slow, predatory, beautiful in its cruelty. She held his gaze for one long, agonizing heartbeat, letting him feel the full weight of her control.

Then she pulled her hand away completely.

The sudden absence hit him like a slap. David’s hips jerked forward into empty air, a choked, desperate sound escaping his throat. His cock throbbed visibly against the damp fabric, straining, denied, leaking fresh pre-cum in thick, frustrated drops that rolled down his inner thigh and soaked into the wool of his trousers.

Samantha stood up gracefully, as if she’d merely finished a polite conversation. She smoothed the skin-tight micro dress over her hips with deliberate slowness—fingers lingering just long enough to draw his eyes to the way the fabric clung to her curves, the hem barely covering the curve of her ass. She looked down at him, gray eyes cold and glittering with contempt.

“Maybe next time,” she said sweetly, voice light and mocking, like she was promising a second drink. “If you’re a good boy.”

David sat there frozen—cock throbbing painfully in his ruined trousers, pre-cum still dripping in slow, humiliating rivulets down his thigh, pooling on the leather seat beneath him. His chest heaved, mouth working soundlessly, stunned disbelief etched into every line of his face. He looked wrecked—arrogant mask shattered, reduced to a leaking, aching mess in a public bar while the woman he’d tried to own walked away without a backward glance.

Samantha turned on her heel. Her sky-high red heels clicked sharply against the polished floor—each step deliberate, unhurried, the sound cutting through the low jazz like a blade. Heads turned as she passed, but she didn’t acknowledge them. She moved like she owned the room, the hallway, the entire hotel—leaving David behind in the booth, alone, humiliated, and still desperately hard.



The moment the hotel room door clicked shut behind her, Samantha was attacked.

Alex and Linda were on her in an instant, a coordinated surge of pent-up hunger and triumph. Linda dropped to her knees first, the carpet burning her skin as she shoved Samantha’s micro dress up over her hips in one rough yank. The fabric bunched around Samantha’s narrow waist, exposing her completely—no panties, just smooth, pale skin and a pussy already swollen, glistening, dripping from the bar’s cruel game.

Linda buried her face between Samantha’s thighs without hesitation, tongue lapping hungrily at the soaked folds—long, greedy strokes from entrance to clit, tasting the sharp tang of arousal that had built during every teasing second downstairs.

Samantha moaned loudly, the sound raw and unrestrained, echoing off the suite’s thick walls. Her hands shot down, fingers tangling in Linda’s auburn hair, gripping hard enough to pull strands loose as she rocked forward, grinding her clit against Linda’s eager mouth.

Alex moved behind her like a shadow made flesh. He pressed his body to Samantha’s back, one arm banding around her waist to hold her steady while his free hand worked his belt open. His thick cock sprang free—veined, flushed dark, head already slick with pre-cum. He guided it between the firm cheeks of her ass, sliding the hot length along her cleft until the swollen head nudged her dripping entrance. He didn’t push in yet—just rubbed, teasing, letting her feel every inch of him while Linda’s tongue continued its relentless assault below.

On the laptop screen across the room, David’s pathetic, desperate face remained frozen in the paused feed—mouth slack, eyes glassy, the dark stain on his trousers unmistakable evidence of his humiliation. The image looped silently in the background, a trophy they couldn’t stop watching.

The throuple recreated the scene in real time, turning revenge into ritual.

Linda pulled back just long enough to wrap her hand around Alex’s cock—fingers still slick from her own earlier touching—stroking him in long, firm pulls that matched the rhythm Samantha had used on David minutes ago. Samantha shifted, turning slightly so she could straddle Alex’s face as he sank to the floor. She lowered herself onto his waiting mouth, grinding her soaked pussy against his tongue in slow, filthy circles. Alex groaned into her, the vibration ripping another moan from Samantha’s throat as his tongue plunged deep, lapping at her walls while his hands gripped her narrow hips, pulling her down harder.

They kept the laptop angled so all three could see it—David’s frozen whimpering face, the looped footage of Samantha’s hand working him under the table, his broken “please” playing on tinny repeat through the speakers. The sound mixed with their own wet noises: Linda’s hand slicking up and down Alex’s shaft, Samantha’s hips rolling against his mouth, Linda’s fingers dipping back between her own thighs to rub furious circles over her clit.

The room filled with the obscene symphony—slurping licks, ragged breaths, the wet slap of skin, David’s recorded whimpers underscoring every filthy thrust of tongue and hand.

They built fast, feeding off the victory, off each other, off the image of their enemy reduced to a leaking, aching wreck.

Samantha came first—hips jerking violently, a sharp cry tearing from her as she squirted hard onto Alex’s tongue, hot pulses flooding his mouth and chin. Linda followed a heartbeat later—fingers buried deep inside herself, thumb grinding her clit until her thighs shook and she gasped out a broken sob of release, pussy clenching around nothing. Alex was last—Linda’s hand stroking him through the peak, his cock pulsing as he shot thick, powerful ropes across Samantha’s ass and the backs of her thighs, painting her skin in hot, sticky streaks.

They collapsed together onto the carpet in a sweaty, trembling heap—panting, laughing through ragged breaths, bodies still twitching with aftershocks. Samantha reached out blindly, pulling Linda close for a messy, cum-smeared kiss; Alex wrapped an arm around both of them, pressing his face to the crook of Samantha’s neck.

It wasn’t a solution yet—just the first move in a longer game. But for the first time since the envelope had slid under the cabin door, they felt like they were steering the game instead of reacting to it.

The war had only just begun.  


Chapter 3: Revenge at Play

Linda Thompson was alone in the house when the message arrived.

It was a Thursday evening, the kind of quiet midweek hour when the Lincoln Park streets outside had gone soft and golden, the last of the daylight bleeding through the living room curtains in lazy stripes across the hardwood. Alex was still at the office—“finishing a project,” he’d texted earlier, the same excuse he’d used more than once lately. Samantha had left an hour before to meet a client, promising she’d be back by dinner. The house felt too big without them—too still, too empty. The faint hum of the refrigerator and the occasional creak of the old two-story settling were the only sounds.

Linda was curled on the couch in one of Alex’s old gray T-shirts, the fabric worn soft and oversized, hanging loose over her bare thighs. She’d tugged her legs up underneath her, knees tucked close, a half-empty glass of Pinot Noir balanced on the armrest. The wine was sharp on her tongue, grounding her in the moment, but the silence pressed in anyway—heavier than usual, like the house was holding its breath.

Her phone buzzed once on the cushion beside her. She glanced down, expecting a quick check-in from Alex or Samantha.

Unknown number.

No preview text. Just a video file attached.

Her thumb hovered for a second—instinct warning her—then curiosity won. She tapped it open.

The clip started automatically, no warning, no title. Thirty seconds. Grainy footage, clearly shot from outside the car window, the angle low and slightly tilted like someone had crouched behind a pillar or leaned over from the next space. Alex’s black sedan sat parked in a quiet corner of a downtown Chicago parking garage, fluorescent lights buzzing overhead, shadows pooling under the concrete beams.

Samantha was in the passenger seat, dress already hiked up to her waist, legs spread wide across the console. Alex leaned over from the driver’s side, one hand fisted in her platinum bob, pulling her head back just enough to expose the long line of her throat. His other hand was buried between her thighs—two fingers pumping hard and fast, the wet sounds audible even through the grainy audio. Samantha’s back arched, head thrown back against the headrest, mouth open in a silent, ecstatic moan, hips rolling up to meet every thrust of his hand.

The angle shifted abruptly—someone had zoomed or moved closer. Alex pulled his fingers free, slick and shining. He unzipped his pants with one impatient jerk. Samantha didn’t hesitate—she leaned over the console, taking his thick cock into her mouth in one smooth, hungry motion. The camera caught everything: the wet slide of her lips down his shaft, the way her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, saliva dripping in glistening strings down his length. Her head bobbed frantically, throat working around him, taking him deep until her nose brushed his pelvis. Alex groaned her name—low, ragged, the sound tinny through the recording.

The clip ended on the pull-off: Samantha’s lips parting with a wet pop, thick strands of spit stretching between her mouth and the swollen head of his cock. She looked straight toward the hidden camera—eyes half-lidded, wicked smile curling her red lips, like she knew exactly who might be watching.

The video froze on that final frame.

Linda stared at the screen, chest heaving, wine forgotten. Her pulse hammered in her ears.

It had to be one of the garage’s security cameras—zoomed in, cropped, stolen. David had been watching longer than they thought. Maybe he’d had access all along, pulling strings, paying someone, waiting for the perfect moment to twist the knife.

No tears came.

Instead, something far more dangerous ignited inside her.

Pure, burning rage… mixed with a flood of raw, shameful arousal.

Her pussy clenched so hard she gasped aloud, a sharp, involuntary sound in the quiet room. Her nipples stiffened instantly against the soft cotton of Alex’s T-shirt, aching points that scraped with every ragged breath. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, slick heat already gathering between them, soaking through the thin fabric of her panties in seconds.

She watched the video again.

And again.

By the third time, her hand had slipped between her legs without conscious thought—fingers pressing hard against her clit through the drenched cotton, rubbing slow, angry circles that matched the frantic rhythm of Samantha’s head in the clip. Her hips rocked forward into her own touch, chasing the shame-laced heat building low in her belly.

“Fucking bastard,” she whispered, voice trembling with fury and lust, the words half-prayer, half-curse.

She didn’t cry.

She got angry.

And that anger turned into the hottest, most dangerous idea she had ever had.

She picked up her phone with shaking fingers and opened her messages to Samantha.

Come over. Now. Alone.

Samantha arrived thirty minutes later, still in her work clothes—a crisp white blouse tucked into a tight black pencil skirt that hugged her narrow hips and long legs. Her platinum bob was slightly mussed from the drive, gray eyes curious but alert as she stepped across the threshold.

The moment the door closed behind her, Linda reached out and locked it with a soft, deliberate click.

No greeting.

No small talk.

Linda grabbed Samantha by the front of her blouse—fingers curling into the crisp cotton—and pulled her in hard, crashing their mouths together in a fierce, hungry kiss. All teeth and tongue, pure rage and need poured into the contact. Samantha moaned into it, surprised for half a heartbeat before her body responded instinctively, hands sliding down to grip Linda’s full ass through the thin T-shirt, pulling her closer.

They broke apart, breathing hard, lips swollen and glistening, the taste of wine and fury still sharp on their tongues. Linda’s chest rose and fell in quick, shallow bursts, her warm brown eyes locked on Samantha’s like a predator sizing up prey.

“I saw the video,” Linda said, voice low and dangerous, each word edged with something feral. “David sent it to me.”

Samantha’s gray eyes flashed—shock, then instant recognition, then pure, blazing anger.

“That motherfucker.”

Linda’s hand slid down Samantha’s body in a slow, deliberate path—over the crisp white blouse, past the narrow waist, until her palm cupped Samantha firmly between the legs through the tight black pencil skirt. The heat radiating through the fabric was immediate, obscene. Samantha’s breath hitched, hips twitching forward into the pressure almost against her will.

“He wants to destroy us?” Linda’s voice dropped lower, thumb pressing just hard enough to make Samantha’s thighs tremble. “What does he think of himself? That he still owns you? That he can make us crawl?”

The two women stared at each other—rage, lust, and a shared, molten hunger burning between them like gasoline waiting for a match. The air in the living room thickened, heavy with the scent of arousal and the faint metallic tang of fury.

Then they attacked like animals in heat.

No more words. No hesitation.

Linda’s fingers curled into the front of Samantha’s blouse and yanked—buttons popping, scattering across the hardwood like tiny gunshots. Samantha retaliated instantly, hands diving under Linda’s oversized T-shirt, shoving it up and over her head in one rough pull. The fabric caught briefly on Linda’s auburn hair before tearing free. Bras followed—Samantha’s lacy black one unclasped with a snap, Linda’s simple nude one ripped off without ceremony and flung aside.

Skirts were next—Samantha’s tight pencil shoved up over her hips in a frantic bunch, Linda’s bare thighs already straddling her as they stumbled backward toward the couch. Samantha hit the cushions first, back arching, legs spreading instinctively. Linda climbed on top, knees bracketing Samantha’s narrow hips, their naked bodies slamming together—soft, generous curves crushing against lithe, toned muscle.

They kissed like they wanted to devour each other—deep, filthy, tongues fucking into mouths with bruising force. Teeth clashed, lips bruised, saliva slicked between them. Linda’s full breasts pressed heavily against Samantha’s smaller, firmer ones, nipples scraping together with every ragged breath, sending sharp jolts straight to their cores.

Linda broke the kiss first, gasping, strands of auburn hair falling into her face like a wild curtain. Her pupils were blown wide, cheeks flushed crimson.

“I watched you suck his cock,” she growled, voice thick with rage and raw need. “Desperate slut. You love getting fingered by him, don’t you? Spreading your legs in that car like it still belonged to you.”

Samantha’s eyes darkened with lust, pupils swallowing the gray until they were nearly black. Her lips curved—half-smile, half-snarl—hands sliding up Linda’s thighs to grip her ass hard enough to leave marks.

“And you love getting your pussy triggered, don’t you?” she shot back, voice hoarse, daring. “Watching us, touching yourself like a good little voyeur. Show me.”

Linda spun around with fluid urgency, straddling Samantha’s face in a perfect 69. She lowered herself slowly at first—teasing the moment—letting the slick heat of her soaked pussy hover just above Samantha’s waiting mouth. Then she sank down, pressing her swollen folds against Samantha’s lips and tongue in one smooth, deliberate motion. At the same instant, Linda bent forward and buried her face between Samantha’s spread thighs, inhaling the sharp, musky scent of her arousal before diving in.

The room filled instantly with wet, obscene sounds—slurping licks, muffled moans, the slick glide of tongues on flesh, the soft creak of the couch springs beneath their shifting weight.

Samantha’s tongue went to work immediately—lapping at Linda’s clit in slow, teasing circles that built the burn like a match struck low and slow. Each lazy swirl sent sparks racing up Linda’s spine, her hips twitching forward instinctively. Then Samantha sucked—hard, sudden, sealing her lips around the swollen bud and pulling with rhythmic pulses while moaning deep into Linda’s pussy, the vibration ripping a choked cry from Linda’s throat.

Linda answered in kind. She spread Samantha’s shaved lips wide with her thumbs, exposing every glistening inch, then dragged her tongue in long, filthy strokes—from the tight pucker of her ass all the way up to her clit and back again. She lingered at Samantha’s entrance, pushing her tongue deep inside the hot, clenching channel, fucking her with slow, deliberate thrusts before flattening her tongue to lap broad circles around the entrance. Samantha’s hips bucked up, chasing more, thighs trembling around Linda’s ears.

They ate each other with desperate hunger—slow at first, savoring every taste and texture, then faster, sloppier, more aggressive. Tongues plunged deeper, lips sucked harder, saliva mixed with arousal until both their chins were shining. Fingers joined the assault—Linda sliding two inside Samantha’s pussy, then three, stretching her open, curling to stroke that perfect spot while her thumb pressed relentless circles on Samantha’s clit. Samantha mirrored her—three fingers plunging into Linda’s dripping heat, pumping fast and deep, knuckles brushing her walls with every thrust.

The couch creaked rhythmically beneath them, protesting the frantic rocking of their bodies. Wet slaps echoed—fingers fucking, tongues lapping, hips grinding—filling the quiet house with raw, animal sound.

Linda pulled back for a second, gasping, lips swollen and slick, strands of arousal connecting her mouth to Samantha’s pussy like glistening threads.

“I want to fuck you,” she rasped, voice wrecked with need.

Samantha’s voice came hoarse, broken by moans. “Then fuck me.”

Linda rolled off, thighs shaking, and reached for the drawer beside the couch. She pulled out the thick strap-on they’d bought days earlier—realistic, veined, eight solid inches of silicone that gleamed under the lamplight. She stepped into the harness quickly, tightening the straps until the base pressed firmly against her own swollen clit, every movement sending fresh jolts of pleasure through her core.

Samantha flipped onto all fours without being told—ass high, back arched, looking back over her shoulder with pure, feral lust. Her gray eyes were dark, pupils blown, lips parted in anticipation.

Linda didn’t tease.

She gripped Samantha’s narrow hips, aligned the thick head with her dripping entrance, and slammed in with one hard, punishing thrust. The full length disappeared inside Samantha in a single stroke.

Samantha screamed—sharp, ecstatic, the sound bouncing off the walls.

Linda fucked her like she was punishing David through her proxy—deep, brutal strokes that made the harness slap against her own clit with every drive. Her hips snapped forward relentlessly, the thick dildo stretching Samantha wide, disappearing completely on every inward plunge. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room, punctuated by Samantha’s broken moans.

Samantha pushed back desperately, meeting every thrust, ass jiggling with the force.

“Harder…” she gasped, voice cracking. “Fuck me like he never could… like he’ll never get to again…”

Linda reached around, fingers finding Samantha’s clit and rubbing in frantic, tight circles while she pounded harder—faster—driving the strap-on deep enough to make Samantha’s whole body shudder.

They’d propped Linda’s phone on the coffee table earlier—recording everything: the wet slapping sounds, the filthy moans, the way Samantha’s pussy creamed thickly around the thick dildo, leaving glossy rings at the base with every withdrawal.

At the peak, Linda pulled out abruptly—Samantha whimpering at the sudden emptiness. Linda flipped her onto her back in one swift motion, straddled her face again, and lowered her dripping pussy back onto Samantha’s tongue. At the same time, she gripped the slick strap-on and jerked it over Samantha’s tits—fast, rough strokes, the veined shaft glistening with Samantha’s arousal.

Both women shattered at the same time.

Samantha came violently—back arching off the couch, thighs clamping around Linda’s head as she squirted in hot, pulsing jets onto the cushions and Linda’s chin. Linda followed a heartbeat later—riding Samantha’s tongue through wave after wave, soaking her face and chest in a flood of release, her own cries muffled against Samantha’s thigh.

In the afterglow, they stayed tangled for a long minute—panting, trembling, bodies slick with sweat and cum. Then Linda reached for the phone.

They propped it up again, replayed the footage, and edited a quick 10-second clip: Linda riding the strap-on reverse cowgirl, hips rolling deep, moaning loudly into the camera:

“This is what you lost, David.”

They attached it to a message and sent it with a simple caption:

“Pay us to stop… or we go viral.”

Then they kissed—slow, deep, and full of dark promise—tongues sliding lazily through the taste of each other, hands still roaming over sweat-slick skin.

The war had officially begun.


Chapter 4: Public Urges

The decision was made in the heat of rage and lust.

If David wanted to play dirty, they would play filthier.

They chose Chicago’s most exclusive, most depraved sex club—The Velvet Room—a members-only underground venue hidden beneath an upscale River North restaurant. Alex had secured access earlier that week through a client connection.

The entrance was unmarked, a discreet black door beside the restaurant’s service alley, guarded by a silent bouncer who checked names against a private list. Masks were mandatory. Phones were allowed but strictly for personal use—no posting, no live streams, no identifiable faces without consent. The crowd was rich, beautiful, and shameless: CEOs, models, politicians, artists, all shedding their daytime masks the moment they descended the velvet-draped staircase.

The throuple arrived at 11:30 p.m. on a Saturday night, the city still pulsing outside while the club throbbed below.

Samantha wore a tiny black latex micro-dress that barely covered the bottom curve of her ass—shiny, skin-tight, riding up with every step to flash the lace tops of her thigh-high stockings. No panties. Blood-red heels clicked like gunshots on the polished concrete stairs. Her platinum bob was sleek and razor-sharp, lips painted crimson. She looked like sin walking—untouchable, lethal, already wet from the anticipation.

Linda wore a sheer black babydoll that left nothing to the imagination—her full breasts and soft curves completely visible through the gossamer fabric, nipples already hard and dark against the material. A thin lace thong hugged her hips, the front panel already damp. Sky-high heels made her legs look endless. She carried herself with a new, dangerous confidence—the kind that came from knowing she was about to claim something no one could take away.

Alex wore a tailored black shirt, open at the collar to show the strong line of his throat, sleeves rolled to his forearms, dark pants that did nothing to hide the thick outline of his cock pressing against the fabric. All three wore elegant black masks that covered the upper half of their faces—simple, matte, leaving only their mouths and jaws exposed.

The moment they stepped inside The Velvet Room, every head turned.

The club was dark, luxurious, and dripping with sex. Low red lighting bathed everything in a carnal glow. Velvet booths lined the walls, some already occupied by writhing bodies. A central raised stage held a king-sized bed with black silk sheets, mirrored walls behind it, and a discreet tray of toys set beside the headboard, reflecting every angle. The air was thick with the scent of expensive perfume, fresh sweat, and raw arousal. Moans and wet sounds echoed from every corner—soft gasps, rhythmic slapping, the low hum of vibrators.

They were shown to a private booth near the stage. Champagne arrived immediately—ice-cold flutes on a silver tray. They sipped slowly, letting the anticipation build.

For the first hour, they simply watched.

A couple fucked slowly on the stage—sensual, beautiful, her legs wrapped around his waist as he moved in long, languid strokes. Another group in the corner had a woman on her knees servicing three men—mouth and hands working in perfect rhythm, their groans low and reverent.

The sexual energy in the room was thick, heavy, intoxicating. Every glance, every touch, every sigh fed into it.

Samantha leaned in first, her hand sliding up Alex’s thigh under the table until her palm cupped the hard length straining against his pants.

“I want to perform,” she whispered, voice dripping with lust, lips brushing his ear. “I want them to watch us. I want David to see what he’ll never have again.”

Linda’s breath hitched. Her pussy was soaked, the lace thong useless now, clinging wetly between her thighs.

“Then let’s give them a show they’ll never forget.”

Alex’s blue eyes darkened behind his mask, pupils blown wide.

“On stage. All of us. No limits.”

The club manager approached after they made their request—tall, discreet, dressed in black. His eyes widened slightly at the offer of a live threesome performance, but the Velvet Room had seen wilder things. For stage shows, the club quietly relaxed its phone policy—not officially, but everyone knew the spectacle was part of the legend. Recordings were allowed, as long as faces stayed masked.

“Stage is yours in ten minutes.”

The lights dimmed. A single spotlight hit the stage.

The three of them walked up together—slow, deliberate, predatory. The crowd fell silent, the low murmur of conversation dying as all eyes turned to them.

Alex sat on the edge of the large bed, legs spread. Linda straddled him reverse cowgirl—her back to his chest, facing the audience. She reached down, guided his thick cock to her entrance, and sank down slowly, inch by inch, until he was buried to the hilt inside her soaked pussy. She moaned loudly—the sound echoing through the club, raw and unfiltered.

He started fucking her in long, powerful strokes—deep, possessive, hands gripping her soft hips, pulling her down onto every upward thrust. Her full breasts bounced with the rhythm, nipples tight peaks in the red light.

At the same time, Samantha climbed onto the bed and straddled Alex’s face, lowering her bare, dripping pussy onto his waiting mouth. She ground against his tongue in slow, filthy circles—smearing her juices over his lips and chin, moaning every time he flicked her clit or plunged deep inside her.

Samantha reached down and pinched Linda’s nipples—twisting them hard while Alex pounded her from below. Linda’s head fell back, a sharp cry escaping her lips.

The crowd watched in stunned silence at first. Then the moans started—soft at first, then louder, a chorus of arousal rippling through the room.

Linda rode Alex harder—her ass slapping against his thighs with wet, obscene sounds, pussy clenching around his cock like a fist. Samantha’s hips moved in perfect rhythm, grinding her clit against Alex’s tongue while she leaned forward to kiss Linda deeply—tongues fucking each other’s mouths in front of everyone, saliva stringing between their lips when they parted.

The energy in the room became electric. Linda felt it too—not fear, not shame. Ownership. This wasn’t exposure. This was their choice. Their power.

“Switch,” Alex growled, voice rough with need.

The word “Switch” rumbled from Alex’s throat like gravel dragged over silk—low, commanding, laced with the kind of hunger that made the air feel heavier.

Linda lifted off him first, slow and deliberate, his thick cock sliding free from her soaked pussy with a wet, obscene pop that drew scattered gasps from the nearest tables. Her inner thighs glistened under the red spotlight, slick trails of her arousal catching the light as she dismounted. She turned, facing him now, and dropped to her knees on the cool silk sheets beside the bed’s edge—her sheer babydoll clinging transparently to sweat-damp skin, nipples straining visibly against the gossamer.

Samantha stayed straddling Alex’s face a moment longer, grinding one last filthy circle against his tongue before she rose—legs trembling slightly, pussy swollen and flushed dark pink, lips parted and dripping. She stepped off the bed gracefully, heels clicking, and moved behind Alex as he stood.

Alex rose too—cock still rock-hard, veined and shining with Linda’s juices, curving upward aggressively. He gripped Samantha by the waist and spun her around in one fluid motion, bending her forward over the edge of the bed. Her latex micro-dress rode up instantly, exposing the perfect pale globes of her ass, already marked faintly from earlier slaps. No panties—just bare skin, the tight pucker of her asshole winking in the low light, her pussy visibly throbbing below it, dripping onto the black silk.

The crowd’s murmur swelled into something primal—phones lifted higher now, red recording dots blooming like fireflies in the dark. No one spoke. They watched.

Alex didn’t tease. He spat once—thick and deliberate—onto the cleft of her ass, letting it slide down over her hole, then pressed the blunt head of his cock against it. One brutal, unbroken thrust buried him to the hilt in her tight rear. Samantha’s scream tore through the club—pleasure and shock fused into one raw sound. Her back arched violently, spine curving like a bowstring pulled taut, platinum bob whipping back as her fingers clawed deep into the sheets. The latex dress stretched and creaked with the force of it.

He didn’t give her time to adjust. He started fucking her ass in deep, punishing strokes—each withdrawal dragging a slick, sucking sound from her stretched ring, each re-entry slamming home with a sharp crack of flesh on flesh. Her zero-figure body jolted forward with every thrust, small breasts swaying beneath the tight latex, nipples scraping against the silk sheets through the thin material.

Linda didn’t drop between Samantha’s legs this time. Instead she circled behind Alex—bare feet silent on the platform, breath coming in shallow pants. She sank to her knees directly behind him, palms sliding up the backs of his powerful thighs. Her nails dug in lightly, parting the firm globes of his ass as he kept pounding into Samantha with relentless rhythm.

The first touch of Linda’s tongue was electric.

She dragged it flat and slow from the sensitive skin just behind his balls, up the tight seam, circling the puckered ring of his anus in teasing spirals. Alex’s hips stuttered—once, hard—then drove even deeper into Samantha, as if the rimming tongue was fueling the fire already raging through him. Linda hummed against him, the vibration traveling straight to his prostate, making his cock swell thicker inside Samantha’s clenching ass.

She pressed harder—pointed tongue probing, then slipping past the tight muscle in shallow, hungry thrusts. One hand cupped his heavy sac, rolling the balls gently before tugging downward in slow, rhythmic pulls timed perfectly to his strokes—milking him from the inside out. Her other hand reached around to grip the base of his shaft where it plunged in and out of Samantha, fingers slick with lube and arousal, stroking what didn’t fit inside.

Samantha was unraveling. “Fuck—yes—harder—” she gasped, voice cracking into whimpers. Every time Alex bottomed out, her whole body shuddered; every time Linda’s tongue fucked deeper into him, his thrusts turned savage, cock pulsing visibly inside her. Samantha’s untouched pussy dripped steadily now—clear strands of arousal stretching from her swollen lips to the sheets below, pooling in dark wet spots.

Linda pulled back just long enough to spit directly onto Alex’s hole—warm saliva pooling there—before diving back in, tongue spearing as deep as it could go while she hummed low and filthy against him. The combined sensations—Samantha’s ass gripping him like a vice, Linda’s tongue pressing relentlessly on his prostate—had Alex snarling, sweat rolling down the carved lines of his back.

The mirrored walls multiplied every angle endlessly: Samantha’s blissed-out face contorted behind her mask, mouth slack, drool stringing from crimson lips; Alex’s powerful body flexing with each brutal thrust, ass clenching rhythmically around Linda’s invading tongue; Linda herself—eyes half-lidded in feral concentration, cheeks flushed, utterly devoted to pushing him over the edge while he wrecked Samantha.

The crowd was feral—low groans, sharp breaths, the occasional stifled curse. Phones stayed raised, capturing the glistening details: the way Samantha’s ass cheeks rippled with each impact, the scarlet handprints blooming where Alex’s palm cracked down again and again; the obscene shine of fluids on thighs and sheets; Linda’s tongue working shamelessly behind him.

Samantha broke first.

Her thighs locked, body seizing as a violent anal orgasm ripped through her—pussy spasming on nothing, clit throbbing untouched, clear fluid gushing in rhythmic pulses that soaked the leather edge of the bed. She sobbed through it, begging incoherently for more even as her inner walls milked Alex’s cock in frantic flutters.

Alex’s control snapped.

“Gonna fill her—” he growled, voice shredded.

Linda answered by pressing her tongue deep and vibrating hard—fingers squeezing his balls in one final, firm tug.

He roared—hips locking forward as thick, hot ropes erupted deep inside Samantha’s ass. She wailed again, feeling every pulse coat her insides, the pressure triggering aftershocks that left her trembling and gasping.

When he finally pulled out—slow, deliberate—his cum welled up immediately, pearly white trickling down her inner thighs in thick streaks.

Linda leaned in without hesitation. She dragged her tongue up the messy cleft of Samantha’s ass—lapping greedily at the leaking cum in long, filthy strokes—savoring the mingled taste of lube, seed, and Samantha’s stretched hole. Then she turned, taking Alex’s still-twitching cock into her mouth—cleaning him thoroughly, lips sealed tight, tongue swirling over every inch while her eyes locked on his through the masks.

The spotlight held on them—three bodies locked in sweat-slicked, shameless afterglow—while the club throbbed around them like a living thing. Phones stayed up. No one moved. The Velvet Room had just witnessed something unbreakable.

And they weren’t done yet.

The spotlight still burned hot on the stage, bodies slick and heaving in the red glow. Linda had just finished cleaning Alex’s cock—lips swollen, tongue lingering on the final salty drops—while Samantha’s ass leaked slow trails of his cum down her pale thighs. The crowd’s energy hadn’t faded; if anything, it thickened, expectant, hungry for more.

Alex pulled back from the edge first. He lay down on his back in the center of the massive bed, black silk sheets already ruined with sweat and fluids. His cock—still thick, veined, half-hard from the intensity—lay heavy against his lower abs, glistening. He crooked a finger at Linda.

“Come here,” he growled, voice rough from roaring earlier.

Linda crawled forward—knees sinking into the mattress, sheer babydoll clinging transparently to her curves—until she straddled his hips. She reached down, gripped his shaft, and guided the head to her soaked entrance. With one slow, deliberate roll of her hips, she sank down—taking him inch by inch until her ass met his thighs in a wet slap. A long, shuddering moan escaped her as he filled her pussy completely, stretching her walls around his girth.

Samantha moved next—graceful despite the tremble in her legs. She climbed over Alex’s chest and straddled his face, facing Linda. Her dripping pussy hovered just above his mouth for a teasing second before she lowered herself—smearing fresh arousal across his lips and chin. Alex’s tongue plunged up immediately—lapping greedily, flicking her swollen clit in sharp circles that made her hips jerk.

But this time, Samantha didn’t just ride his face.

She reached to the bedside tray—fingers closing around a thick, veined realistic dildo, slick with fresh lube she squirted on generously. The toy was girthy, ridged, slightly curved—perfect for what came next.

Linda leaned forward slightly—hands braced on Alex’s chest for balance—as Samantha positioned the dildo at the tight ring of her ass. Linda exhaled slow, pushing back just enough to help. Samantha pressed forward—slow at first, letting the head breach her, then deeper in one smooth glide until the toy was buried to the base in Linda’s ass.

Linda’s cry was immediate—sharp, ecstatic. “Fuck—yes—”

The double fullness hit her like lightning: Alex’s real cock throbbing deep in her pussy, the thick dildo stretching her ass alongside it. The thin wall between them pressed tight, every ridge and vein amplified. She rocked experimentally—hips circling in tiny figure-eights—and the dual penetration sent sparks up her spine.

Samantha controlled the rhythm now. She gripped the base of the dildo firmly and began thrusting—slow, deliberate strokes that pulled almost all the way out before slamming back in. Each push synced with Alex’s upward thrusts into Linda’s pussy, creating a filthy counter-rhythm: cock in, dildo out; dildo in, cock out. The wet squelch of both holes being filled echoed obscenely over the crowd’s rising moans.

Linda was lost between them—body shaking, full breasts bouncing wildly with every impact. Her nipples stood dark and tight in the spotlight; sweat rolled down the valley between her tits. She clawed at Alex’s chest, nails leaving red trails, then reached up to grip Samantha’s thighs for leverage.

Samantha rode Alex’s face harder—grinding her clit frantically against his tongue in desperate circles, hips rolling in frantic figure-eights. She leaned over Linda’s back—reaching around to pinch and twist her nipples hard—tugging them until Linda arched and sobbed. “Take it—take us both—”

The mirrored walls behind the bed threw the scene back in merciless triple exposure: Linda impaled front and back, mouth open in a constant wail; Alex’s powerful body flexing beneath her, tongue working Samantha relentlessly; Samantha’s platinum bob swinging as she fucked Linda’s ass with the dildo while grinding on his face. Every angle captured the stretch, the shine of fluids, the way Linda’s holes gripped and fluttered around the intrusions.

The crowd erupted—gasps melting into moans, scattered applause thundering through the room like rolling waves. Phones stayed high, flashes muted but constant, immortalizing the overload: Linda’s body quaking, the dildo disappearing rhythmically into her ass, Alex’s cock plunging up into her pussy, Samantha’s control absolute.

Linda broke first—violently. Her back bowed off Alex’s chest as the orgasm ripped through her. She screamed—raw, echoing off the high ceiling—pussy clenching like a vice around his cock while her ass spasmed on the dildo. Clear fluid squirted in hot, pulsing jets—spraying outward in glistening arcs that soaked Alex’s shaft, his thighs, the silk sheets. The release caught the red light like liquid fire, dripping everywhere.

Samantha followed seconds later—thighs clamping around Alex’s head as she flooded his mouth. Her cry was sharp, broken; body shuddering through wave after wave, gray eyes rolling back behind the mask as she ground down one final time.

Alex couldn’t hold back. He roared beneath them—voice primal, shredded. At the last second he bucked up hard—pulling free from Linda’s spasming pussy—and fisted his glistening cock. Thick, powerful ropes erupted across both women: painting Linda’s heaving tits and soft stomach in white streaks, streaking Samantha’s back and ass in hot, heavy lines that dripped slowly down her skin like molten wax.

The two women turned to each other instantly—greedy, unashamed. Hands smeared his cum into slick skin: Linda rubbing it across Samantha’s smaller breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until they shone hard and wet; Samantha dragging palms over Linda’s full curves—tits, stomach, thighs—then cupping her face to pull her into a deep, sloppy kiss. Tongues slid through the salty mess, sharing the taste; strings of cum stretched between their lips when they parted to gasp for air.

The crowd cheered louder—whistles, applause, raw shouts of approval rippling outward.

The lights dimmed slowly to soft amber, bathing them in victorious glow.

The three rose—bodies glistening with sweat, cum, triumph—masks still in place. They took one unhurried bow.

The Velvet Room had never seen anything like it.

The dim dressing room smelled of sex and expensive leather—sweat-soaked skin, lingering traces of lube, the faint metallic bite of cum still clinging to their bodies. A single low lamp cast amber shadows across the velvet bench where the three of them sat thigh-to-thigh, still breathing hard, masks discarded now on the low table in front of them. Their faces were flushed, hair wrecked: Samantha’s platinum bob mussed and sticking to her damp neck, Linda’s auburn waves tangled and wild, Alex’s dark hair falling into eyes that still burned with post-orgasm fire.

Linda held her phone between them like a shared trophy. The screen glowed pale blue against their sticky skin, illuminating the faint sheen of dried cum on Linda’s breasts, the faint red handprints still blooming on Samantha’s ass where she’d shifted to sit. They huddled close—shoulders touching, bare legs pressed together, the heat of their bodies radiating in the small space.

Alex tapped play again. The clip looped silently at first: the peak moment frozen in high definition. Linda’s body arched in exquisite agony—back bowed, mouth wide in a scream that had echoed through the club, pussy gushing in rhythmic jets while the thick dildo disappeared rhythmically into her ass under Samantha’s steady, merciless thrusts. Alex’s tongue buried deep between Samantha’s thighs, her hips grinding down in frantic circles. Then the money shot: Alex pulling free, fist pumping, thick white ropes painting both women in heavy streaks—across Linda’s heaving tits, down Samantha’s spine, dripping slow and obscene.

They watched it twice more in silence. No one spoke. The only sounds were their breathing, still uneven, and the faint wet click of Linda’s thumb pausing the video on the exact frame where Samantha’s gray eyes—sharp behind the mask—locked with the camera like a dare.

“Crop tighter,” Samantha said finally, voice low and smoky from screaming. “Just from the shoulders down on me and Linda. Keep Alex’s face mostly out of it. Enough for David to know it’s us… but not enough for anyone else to prove it without context.”

Linda nodded, fingers moving fast across the screen. She zoomed, sliced, blurred the background until the Velvet Room’s mirrored walls and red lights vanished into shadow. What remained was pure, undeniable filth: two women double-penetrated and dripping, one controlling the toy in the other’s ass, both smeared in fresh cum, kissing through it like they owned the taste. Faces visible just enough—enough jawline, enough lip shape, enough mask silhouette—for anyone who’d ever fucked them to recognize instantly.

Twenty-five seconds. Perfect.

Alex dictated the caption while Linda typed:

Imagine this going viral with your name attached.

No emojis. No threats. Just fact.

Linda hit send. The message whooshed into the ether.

They waited.

Fifteen minutes felt like fifteen hours.

They didn’t move. Linda rested her head on Samantha’s shoulder; Samantha’s fingers idly traced drying cum patterns on Linda’s thigh; Alex’s arm draped heavy across both their backs, thumb stroking the nape of Linda’s neck in slow, possessive circles.

The phone buzzed once—soft, almost apologetic.

David.

Please stop. I’ll negotiate.

Three dots appeared. Vanished. Appeared again. Flickered like a heartbeat skipping.

Linda let out a low, wicked laugh—half breath, half growl.

“He’s typing and deleting,” she murmured. “Poor thing can’t decide how small to make himself.”

Samantha’s lips curved—slow, predatory. “He’s scared. Really scared. Not the fake kind he tried to pull on us. The kind that makes your hands shake when you type.”

Alex’s voice was gravel. “Good. Let him sweat.”

The dots danced longer this time. Stopped. Started. Stopped.

Finally—nothing. Just the single message hanging there, small and pathetic against the black background.

Linda locked the phone. Set it face-down on the table with a soft clack.

She turned to them both—eyes glittering in the low light.

“We didn’t just win tonight,” she said quietly. “We took the weapon out of his hand and shoved it up his own ass.”

Samantha leaned in, brushing a slow, filthy kiss across Linda’s cum-smeared lips. “And he knows it.”

Alex pulled them both closer—harder—until their bodies pressed flush together in a beautiful mass of romantic bliss and lingering heat.

“The war’s not over,” he said, echoing the thought they’d all had. “But tonight? Tonight we made him feel what fear actually tastes like.”

They sat like that for a long minute—sticky, triumphant, unbreakable—while the distant thump of the club’s bass vibrated through the walls like a fading heartbeat.

Outside, the city kept moving.

Inside this small, shadowed room, the three of them had just rewritten the rules.

And David—wherever he was right now—was finally learning what it felt like to be the one exposed.


Chapter 5: The Cabin Trap

The remote cabin in northern Wisconsin was the perfect trap—isolated on a narrow dirt road that dead-ended at the lake, surrounded by dense pine forest so thick the sunlight barely reached the ground in midday. No cell service for miles; the nearest neighbor was a summer cottage five miles back, empty this time of year. Off the grid completely—no Wi-Fi, no landline, just solar panels, a generator, and silence broken only by wind through the trees and the occasional loon call across the water.

Inside, the setup was simple and deliberate: a king-sized bed in the main bedroom with black sheets and extra pillows for leverage, a large flat-screen TV mounted on the wall opposite the doorway, and a sturdy wooden chair dragged into the center of the living room, positioned directly in front of the TV. The camera was hard-wired straight into the cabin’s internal DVR—no Wi-Fi, no cloud, no outside signal required. Alex had run a long Ethernet cable from the bedroom to the living-room TV that morning; everything stayed completely local and offline.

They’d rehearsed the angles earlier that afternoon—ensuring the chair was close enough that David couldn’t turn his head away without straining, far enough that he could see every detail in high definition.

Samantha had sent the message two days earlier from a burner phone:

I’m done fighting.
Come to the cabin alone.
I’ll give you what you want.
One last time.

She’d attached a short selfie video—shot that morning on the porch, wind tugging at her long black coat, face pale and tear-streaked, eyes red-rimmed and pleading. She looked broken, vulnerable, believable. The perfect lure.

David replied within minutes:
“I knew you’d come back to me.”

He arrived at dusk, the last light bleeding orange across the frozen lake. His black SUV crunched over the gravel, headlights sweeping the porch where Samantha stood alone—long black coat buttoned to her throat, hair loose, arms wrapped around herself like she was cold. Or scared.

He stepped out, smug and arrogant, expensive black coat open over a tailored shirt, triumphant smirk already in place. His eyes lit up when he saw her—vulnerable, beautiful, exactly how he remembered wanting her.

“Smart girl,” he said, voice smooth with victory as he closed the car door. “I knew you’d realize what you lost.”

Samantha gave him a weak, tearful smile—lips trembling just enough—and opened the door without a word.

David walked inside, chest puffed, shoulders squared like a man who’d already won.

The door clicked shut behind him.

And the trap sprang.

Alex and Linda stepped out from the shadows of the hallway—calm, composed, radiating pure dominance. Alex in dark jeans and a fitted black sweater, Linda in a simple black dress that clung to her curves, both barefoot on the cold wood floor. David froze mid-step, the smirk vanishing like smoke.

Before he could react—before he could even draw breath to shout—Alex moved like lightning. He grabbed David from behind, one arm clamping around his throat in a chokehold, the other pinning his arms to his sides with brutal efficiency. David thrashed, but Alex was stronger, taller, angrier. Linda was already there—zip ties in hand, moving fast. She secured his wrists behind his back, then dropped to her knees to bind his ankles to the chair legs. They’d rehearsed the move three times that afternoon; it took under thirty seconds.

David was tied to the heavy wooden chair, facing the large TV screen. Close enough that he couldn’t turn his head away without straining against the zip ties digging into his skin.

“What the fuck is this?!” he snarled, struggling, chair creaking under his weight. “Samantha—untie me. Now.”

Samantha walked up to him slowly, heels clicking on the wood, her gray eyes no longer vulnerable. They were ice-cold, sharp enough to cut.

“You wanted me back?” she whispered, leaning down so her lips brushed his ear, breath hot against his skin. “You’ll get to watch me instead.”

She straightened, picked up the remote from the side table, and pressed power.

The screen flickered to life.

A live local camera feed—wired through the cabin’s closed system, no signal needed. Crisp 4K, no lag. The camera was mounted high in the bedroom next door, angled perfectly to capture the entire bed.

Linda was already there—completely naked, her soft, curvy body glowing under the warm bedside lamps. She lay on her back for a moment, legs parted, fingers trailing lazily over her own breasts, pinching her nipples until they stood hard and dark. Alex stood beside the bed, shirtless, jeans unbuttoned, his thick, veined cock rock-hard and leaking pre-cum that glistened in the low light.

Samantha smiled at David—slow, cruel, beautiful.

“Enjoy the show, baby. This is what real love looks like.”

The performance began slowly, deliberately cruel.

Linda straddled Alex reverse cowgirl—facing the hidden camera, and therefore David. She gripped his shaft, guided the thick head to her entrance, and lowered herself inch by inch, moaning loudly as he stretched her soaked pussy wide. Her full breasts bounced gently as she started riding him—slow, deep rolls of her hips, taking every inch until her ass rested against his thighs.

At the same time, Samantha climbed onto the bed and straddled Alex’s face, lowering her shaved, dripping pussy onto his waiting mouth. Alex’s tongue went to work immediately—long, hungry licks from her clit to her ass, then pushing deep inside her, tongue-fucking her with steady thrusts. Samantha moaned, hips rocking, smearing her arousal across his lips and chin.

David watched, eyes wide, pupils blown. His cock strained painfully against his trousers, the outline clear even in the dim cabin light.

Samantha looked straight into the camera—straight at David—and moaned, voice low and mocking:

“He eats my pussy so much better than you ever did.”

Linda started riding harder—her ass slapping against Alex’s thighs with wet, rhythmic smacks, pussy clenching visibly around his cock. She reached back and spread her cheeks wide, showing David exactly how perfectly Alex disappeared inside her—thick shaft glistening with her arousal on every upstroke.

“Watch him fuck me,” Linda breathed, staring into the camera, voice thick with triumph. “Oh fuck, yes, yes!!”

The pace intensified.

Alex thrust up into Linda—deep, possessive strokes that made her breasts bounce wildly—while his tongue plunged deeper into Samantha’s cunt, lapping at her walls, sucking her clit until her thighs shook. The two women leaned forward over his body and kissed each other deeply—tongues fucking, moaning into each other’s mouths while Alex pleasured them both below.

David was breathing hard now—chest heaving, face flushed crimson, cock throbbing visibly against the fabric of his pants. A dark spot bloomed at the tip, pre-cum soaking through.

Then they switched.

Samantha got on all fours—ass high, legs spread wide, back arched just enough to open herself fully. She glanced over her shoulder at the camera—straight at David—gray eyes glittering with cold, quiet triumph. Alex moved behind her, thick cock still glistening from Linda’s pussy, veins standing out, head flushed dark and slick. He gripped her narrow hips, lined up, and pushed straight into her tight ass in one slow, deep thrust—steady, no pause, the thick head breaching her ring first with a burning stretch that made her gasp, then inch by merciless inch, filling her until he bottomed out, balls resting against her.

The sensation hit her like fire and velvet at once—full, overwhelming pressure, the drag of every vein along her sensitive walls, the deep ache blooming into raw pleasure as her body yielded. Samantha screamed in pleasure—sharp, raw, back bowing like a drawn bowstring, fingers clawing the sheets until they tore. Her whole body tensed and shuddered around him, ass clenching visibly on his shaft as she adjusted to the impossible stretch, every nerve alight.

She lifted her head, looked directly into the camera again—eyes half-lidded, lips parted—then winked once, slow and mocking, before letting her voice come out low, ragged, dripping with cruel satisfaction.

“Oh fuck… go on… ufff… fuck, Alex, you feel so big…”

She pushed back onto him deliberately—letting the camera catch every thick inch sliding in and out as he started thrusting—long, measured strokes at first, then harder, hips snapping forward with wet slaps that echoed through the cabin.

“David… look… a real man is taking… my… aa-ass… oh fuck…”

Her voice cracked on the last word, breath hitching with every punishing drive, but her gaze never left the lens—locked on him, making sure he saw every shudder, every clench, every glistening inch disappearing inside her.

Alex picked up the pace—deep, relentless strokes now—hands bruising her hips as he fucked her ass hard. Samantha moaned low and broken, pushing back to meet him, body rocking forward with each thrust, the burn turning into liquid heat that spread through her core.

Linda slid underneath—spreading Samantha’s cheeks wider with both hands, tongue lapping at Alex’s balls and the base of his cock as he pounded in and out, the musky taste of lube and arousal coating her lips. Then she moved lower, tongue lapping at Samantha’s dripping pussy at the same time—long, filthy strokes that made Samantha shudder violently and push back harder onto Alex, chasing the dual sensation.

The sounds were obscene—wet slapping of hips on ass, filthy moans rising and falling, the slick squelch of lube and arousal filling the cabin like a filthy symphony.

David was leaking steadily now—pre-cum soaking through his trousers in a visible dark patch, face red, breathing ragged, helpless, eyes wide and glassy as he watched the woman he’d tried to own get taken apart in front of him.

The throuple went harder.

Alex pulled out of Samantha’s ass, cock glistening with lube and her arousal. He lay on his back on the bed. Linda straddled him, sinking down onto his cock in her pussy—taking him deep in one smooth roll of her hips, moaning softly as he filled her completely. Samantha straddled his face again, lowering her dripping pussy onto his waiting tongue and grinding down slowly at first—then harder—smearing her wetness across his mouth and chin.

But this time, Samantha reached for the thick, realistic strap-on on the bedside table—veined, eight inches, still slick from earlier. She strapped it on quickly, the base pressing against her own clit, then positioned herself behind Linda. She guided the head to Linda’s ass and pushed in slowly—inch by inch—until both women were filled: Alex deep in Linda’s pussy, the strap-on stretching her ass wide. She was filled in both places at once.

Linda screamed in ecstasy—full in both holes, riding both cocks at once. Samantha fucked her ass deep and hard—steady, punishing thrusts that made the strap-on disappear completely on every inward plunge, the base grinding against Samantha’s clit with each snap of her hips—while Alex thrust up into her pussy from below, thick shaft stretching her wide, veins dragging along her slick walls with every powerful snap of his hips. The two women leaned forward over Alex’s body and kissed sloppily—tongues sliding deep, moaning into each other’s mouths, saliva stringing between their lips as their breasts pressed together, nipples scraping with every shuddering roll.

David was shaking—cock painfully hard, body straining against the zip ties, completely broken. Pre-cum had soaked through his trousers in a dark, spreading stain; his breathing came in ragged, humiliated gasps, eyes wide and glassy, unable to tear away from the screen.

The finale was merciless.

Alex and Samantha pulled out slowly—Linda whimpering at the sudden emptiness as her holes gaped, slick and flushed, inner walls fluttering with aftershocks. They stood over her on the bed—stroking their cocks furiously. Samantha used the strap-on to fuck Linda’s mouth—deep, slow thrusts that made her gag softly, drool running down her chin in thick strands, mixing with the cum already streaking her face—while Alex jerked his real cock over her tits, hand pumping fast, head swollen and leaking, veins pulsing under his grip.

Both came at the same time—massive, powerful loads.

Alex erupted first—thick ropes of cum painting Linda’s face, tits, and stomach in hot, heavy streaks that dripped slowly down her skin, pooling in the dip of her navel and sliding between her breasts in glossy trails. Samantha squeezed the base of the strap-on hard, releasing a warm, thick flood of artificial cum from the hidden reservoir—coating Linda’s tongue, cheeks, chin in pearly rivulets that ran down her neck and mingled with Alex’s real release, the two loads blending into one sticky mess.

Linda moaned like a whore—mouth full, tongue swirling through the messy mix—while Samantha pulled the strap-on out and let her lick it clean, slow and worshipful, lips sliding along the veined length until it shone again, tasting of lube, cum, and her own ass.

Then Linda and Samantha kissed deeply—swapping Alex’s cum between their tongues in slow, filthy passes, smearing it over each other’s bodies with greedy hands—fingers trailing sticky paths across breasts, stomachs, thighs—moaning filthily while looking straight into the camera, eyes locked on David’s helpless face.

A sudden, loud pfffrrrt escaped Samantha’s ass—wet, unapologetic—air finally releasing after the relentless stretch and pounding.

Samantha froze mid-kiss, eyes widening—then burst into breathless laughter, face flushing pink.

Linda pulled back, cracked up too—laughing so hard her stomach shook, cum still dripping from her chin.

“Speakers work fine,” Linda gasped between giggles, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Guess David heard that too…”

Samantha’s blush deepened, but she laughed again—low, delighted—leaning in to kiss Linda’s shoulder.

“Fuck… shut up,” she managed, voice shaking with laughter and leftover pleasure. “That’s your fault, Alex—you fucked the air right out of me.”

Alex chuckled darkly, still catching his breath. “He definitely heard it. Let him.”

Then Samantha spoke, voice dripping with contempt:

“I’m never coming back, David.
This is my family now.”

She blew a kiss at the camera—slow, mocking, lips still glistening with cum and spit.

The screen went black.

David sat tied to the chair, pants soaked with his own unwanted orgasm—cum seeping through the fabric in a humiliating dark stain—tears of rage and humiliation running down his face.

The throuple had just destroyed him.


Chapter 6: The Ultimatum

The silence in the cabin was absolute except for the low crackle of the dying fire and David’s uneven, humiliated breathing.

He remained bound to the heavy wooden chair, wrists raw and red from struggling against the zip ties, pants dark and soaked from the orgasm he couldn’t control—cum seeping through the fabric in a humiliating dark stain that clung to his thighs and pooled beneath him on the seat.

His face was flushed crimson, eyes glassy with shame, anger, and unwanted arousal. Sweat beaded on his forehead and upper lip; his chest rose and fell in shallow, ragged bursts.

The large screen in front of him had gone black, but the images refused to fade from his mind: Samantha riding a strap-on while Alex pounded her from below, Linda licking and moaning beneath them, all three of them lost in filthy ecstasy—moans, wet slaps, the sight of cum streaking their bodies while they laughed and kissed and owned each other completely.

Samantha stood inches from him, arms crossed, gray eyes like steel—cold, unyielding, stripped of any trace of the vulnerability she’d faked on the porch. Her platinum bob was mussed, skin still flushed from the performance, but her posture was regal, commanding.

“You have one chance,” she said quietly, voice cold and final, each word measured like a blade. “Delete everything. Right now. Every photo. Every video. Every cloud backup. Every hidden folder. In front of us. If we find even one frame later, we release everything we have of you—including the footage of you jerking off in this chair while watching us fuck.”

David’s jaw clenched so hard the muscle jumped under his skin. His eyes darted between the three of them: Alex standing tall, arms folded, blue eyes burning with quiet fury; Linda watching with quiet, furious intensity, arms crossed under her breasts, cum still drying in streaks on her skin; Samantha radiating dominance and zero remorse, the woman he’d once controlled now towering over him in every way that mattered.

He swallowed thickly, throat working visibly, Adam’s apple bobbing.

“…Fine.”

They untied one wrist—Alex slicing the zip tie with a small knife, the plastic snapping with a sharp crack. David’s arm fell limp, hand trembling as blood rushed back into numb fingers.

Alex placed David’s phone and laptop on the small table in front of him—devices he’d confiscated from David’s coat pockets earlier. Samantha stood over his shoulder, close enough that he could smell her perfume mixed with sweat and sex, watching every tap, every swipe.

Linda filmed the entire process on her phone—close-up, timestamped, undeniable proof—lens steady, capturing the defeated slump of his shoulders, the way his fingers shook as he navigated folders.

For fifteen long minutes, David deleted.

Cloud backups.
Encrypted drives.
Hidden photo albums labeled with innocuous dates.
Draft emails queued but never sent.

He even showed them the “recently deleted” folder and emptied that too—fingers hovering, hesitating, then pressing delete with a defeated tap.

When he was finished, he looked up—defeated, humiliated, voice barely above a whisper, cracked and small.

“It’s gone. All of it.”

Samantha leaned down until her lips were almost touching his ear—close enough that her breath ghosted across his skin.

“If you’re lying,” she whispered, voice soft but lethal, “we’ll know. And when we do… we’ll make sure the entire world sees what a pathetic, obsessed little man you really are.”

David shuddered—full-body, involuntary—shoulders hunching as if the words had physical weight.

They untied him completely—Alex cutting the remaining zip ties with quick, efficient snips. David stood on shaking legs, dignity in tatters, cock still half-hard in his soaked pants, the wet fabric clinging uncomfortably to his thighs.

Alex stepped forward, voice low and final, filling the space between them.

“Get out. And if you ever contact any of us again—even breathe in our direction—those copies we kept will go straight to your investors, your board, your family. Do you understand?”

David nodded once—jerky, broken, eyes downcast, no trace of the arrogance he’d walked in with. Then, from somewhere deep in his shattered pride, the last spark flared. His voice came out hoarse, cracked, barely above a whisper—but venomous.
“Samantha… you’re nothing but a fucking whore.”

The words hung in the air like smoke, bitter and final.

Samantha didn’t flinch. She tilted her head, a slow, amused smile curling her lips—almost playful, like he’d told a bad joke at a party. She stepped closer, close enough that he could feel the heat off her skin, still flushed from the bedroom.

She laughed—soft, low, delighted.

“Tell that to the pimps you flock around with,” she said lightly, voice dripping with mock sweetness. “You know—the ones who keep your ego stroked while you pay them to pretend you’re still in control.”

David’s jaw tightened, but she wasn’t done. She leaned in, lips brushing his ear, breath warm and teasing.

“Or better yet… ask yourself why you could never handle me.” She paused, letting the silence cut deeper. “Was it because I got pleasure out of it? Real pleasure—loud, messy, shameless? Or was it because every time I came for them, you knew it was never for you?”

She straightened, smile fading into something colder, more final.

“That’s the difference, David. I never faked it with them. And I never will with you again.”

She turned away, dismissing him like he was already gone.

Alex stepped forward, voice low and final.
“Leave. This ends tonight.”

David nodded again—smaller this time, defeated, silent. No more words. No more fight.

He stumbled to his feet on shaking legs, dignity in tatters, cock still half-hard in his soaked pants, the wet fabric clinging uncomfortably to his thighs.

The door opened. Cold night air rushed in.

He left without looking back.

The sound of his car peeling away down the gravel road was the last they ever heard from him.

The moment the taillights vanished, the tension inside the cabin snapped like a whip.

Samantha turned to Alex and Linda, gray eyes blazing with victory and raw, desperate lust.

“Home,” she said, voice thick. “Now.”

The drive would take hours, but none of them wanted to spend another minute in that cabin.

They didn’t even bother getting fully dressed.

The drive back to Chicago wasn’t tense anymore — it was loose, buzzing, almost giddy. Alex handled the wheel with an easy grin, occasionally checking his phone at red lights, while Linda and Samantha kept cracking filthy jokes in the back, their laughter spilling forward through the car. Every now and then one of them would replay a moment from the cabin, and the other two would groan or laugh all over again.

By the time they stumbled through the front door of their Lincoln Park house, the adrenaline from the cabin had burned down to a slow, simmering glow. The drive back had been long—three hours of charged silence broken only by wandering hands, filthy promises whispered in the dark, and the occasional soft laugh when one of them replayed a moment from the trap in their mind. They were still sticky, still marked, still wearing the faint scent of sex and pine and victory.

The moment the lock clicked, the energy shifted. No rush. No desperation. Just a quiet, deliberate celebration.

Alex flicked on the kitchen lights—low, warm, amber—and pulled a bottle of the good Cabernet from the rack. Linda kicked off her shoes, padded barefoot to the cabinet, and took down three wide-bowled glasses. Samantha leaned against the island, watching them both, a small, satisfied smile playing on her lips.

They didn’t speak at first. Alex uncorked the bottle with a soft pop, poured three generous measures, the deep red catching the light like blood and wine. He handed one to Linda, one to Samantha, then lifted his own.

“To surviving,” he said, voice low and rough.

Linda clinked her glass against his, then Samantha’s. “To winning.”

Samantha’s eyes sparkled behind the rim as she took a long, slow sip. “To us.”

They drank—deep, greedy swallows that warmed their throats and loosened the last knots of tension. The wine hit fast on empty stomachs and post-adrenaline emptiness. Laughter bubbled up easily now—soft at first, then freer. Linda leaned against the counter, glass in one hand, other hand trailing idly down Samantha’s arm.

“God, did you see his face when the screen went black?” Linda said, giggling. “I thought he was going to cry actual tears of rage.”

Samantha snorted, covering her mouth with her hand. “He did cry. I saw it. Pathetic little tears mixing with the cum stain on his pants.”

Alex chuckled darkly, refilling their glasses. “He’ll be jerking off to that memory for years. And hating himself every time.”

They laughed again—loose, tipsy, the sound echoing through the quiet house like music. The second glass went down smoother, faster. Linda’s cheeks were flushed now, eyes bright. Samantha swayed a little when she moved to set her glass down, hips brushing Alex’s as she passed.

“Come here,” Linda murmured, tugging Samantha closer by the waistband of her jeans. She kissed her—slow, wine-sweet, lingering—then turned and pulled Alex in too. Three mouths met in the middle—messy, laughing, tongues sliding over each other while hands roamed lazily over clothes that still carried the faint scent of the cabin.

They didn’t rush to the bedroom yet. They lingered in the kitchen, sipping, touching, teasing. Samantha hopped up to sit on the island; Linda stepped between her thighs, kissing her neck while Alex pressed against Linda’s back, hands sliding under her shirt to cup her breasts. They fed each other bites of leftover cheese and crackers from the fridge—laughing when Samantha dropped a piece down Linda’s cleavage and bent to lick it out, tongue dragging slow and deliberate.

By the third glass, the edges of everything felt soft and golden. The laughter had turned quieter, breathier. Eyes were heavy-lidded, touches lingered longer.

Linda set her glass down, voice husky. “Bedroom. Now.”

They didn’t argue.

The bedroom became a temple of depravity.

Linda was the offering.

They stripped her slowly—reverently—building unbearable anticipation. Samantha kissed her neck while Alex unbuttoned her blouse, fingers brushing her nipples until they ached into tight, needy peaks. Linda’s skirt fell away next, pooling at her feet, revealing lace panties already soaked through, the dark wet spot stark against the pale fabric. They left those on for a moment—teasing—Samantha rubbing her through the lace with slow, circling strokes while Alex sucked marks into the swell of her breasts, teeth grazing just hard enough to make her gasp.

Then the ropes came out.

Soft black silk cords—gentle on the skin but unyielding. They tied her spread-eagle to the bed—wrists to headboard, ankles to footboard, legs wide, pussy exposed and dripping through the ruined lace. Her full breasts rose and fell rapidly, nipples stiff peaks, stomach quivering with every shallow breath. She looked up at them—eyes glassy with wine and want—completely open, completely theirs.

Alex and Samantha stood at the foot of the bed, undressing each other slowly—eyes never leaving Linda’s helpless, beautiful form. Samantha peeled Alex’s shirt off first, nails dragging lightly down his chest. Alex unhooked Samantha’s bra, let it fall, thumbs circling her nipples until they hardened under his touch. They kissed—deep, languid—while they stroked each other’s bodies, hands roaming over familiar skin, cocks and pussies already aching.

Then they turned to their bound wife.

The night that followed was their dirtiest celebration yet.

It began with Samantha climbing onto the bed and straddling Linda’s face.

“Lick me clean while he fucks you,” she ordered, voice dripping with dominance.

Linda obeyed instantly—tongue plunging into Samantha’s dripping pussy, lapping hungrily at her clit while Alex positioned himself between her spread legs and slammed his thick cock deep into her soaked cunt in one brutal thrust.

Linda screamed into Samantha’s pussy—the sound muffled but desperate, vibrating through Samantha’s core.

Alex fucked her hard—deep, punishing strokes that made her tits bounce wildly and the bedframe rattle. At the same time, Samantha ground her pussy against Linda’s mouth, riding her face while pinching and twisting her own nipples, head thrown back in pleasure.

They switched constantly—never letting Linda come up for air.

Samantha strapped on the thick, veined dildo and fucked Linda’s pussy while Alex fed his cock into her mouth. Linda gagged happily—saliva dripping down her chin—while Samantha pounded her mercilessly, hips snapping forward with wet slaps.

Then they flipped her over—ass high, face down—and took turns claiming every hole.

The real depravity began when Alex slid his cock into Linda’s ass while Samantha fucked her pussy with the strap-on.

Alex went first—slow, deliberate—pressing the thick head against her tight ring until it yielded with a soft pop, then sinking in inch by inch, the stretch burning sweet and deep as her body opened around him. Linda’s breath caught, a low, trembling whine escaping her lips as he filled her ass completely, his hips finally flush against her cheeks. Samantha wasted no time—guiding the veined silicone deep into Linda’s dripping pussy in one smooth, steady push, the dual fullness making Linda’s eyes roll back, mouth falling open in a silent scream.

Linda was stretched beyond reason—both holes claimed at once, walls fluttering desperately around the invading cocks. The two moved in alternating rhythms—one pulling out slow and slick while the other slammed deep and hard—creating a relentless seesaw of sensation that drove her higher with every breath. Alex’s thick shaft dragged along her sensitive inner walls, veins catching and teasing; Samantha’s strap-on ground against her G-spot with every thrust, the base pressing rhythmically against her own clit.

The two women leaned forward over Alex’s body and kissed sloppily—tongues sliding deep, moaning into each other’s mouths, saliva stringing between their lips as their breasts pressed together, nipples scraping with every shuddering roll. Linda’s body shook violently between them—hips bucking, back arching—as the first orgasm crashed through her. She squirted hard around the strap-on, hot pulses soaking Samantha’s thighs and the sheets beneath, a wet flood that made every thrust louder, slicker.

They didn’t stop.

They made her come again and again—wave after relentless wave—until she was sobbing with pleasure, voice wrecked and raw, begging incoherently for more, for less, for everything. Her thighs trembled uncontrollably, pussy clenching, ass gripping, body reduced to pure sensation—sweat-slick, quivering, utterly theirs.

Then came the cum play.

Alex and Samantha pulled out slowly—Linda whimpering at the sudden emptiness as her holes gaped, slick and flushed, inner walls fluttering with aftershocks. They stood over her on the bed—stroking their cocks furiously, eyes locked on her debauched form.

“Open,” Alex growled, voice rough with need.

Linda’s mouth fell open, tongue extended, eyes half-lidded in bliss.

Both of them exploded.

Alex came first—thick, powerful ropes shooting straight into her waiting mouth, across her tongue, splashing her cheeks and forehead in hot, heavy streaks. Samantha squeezed the base of the strap-on hard, releasing a warm, thick flood of artificial cum from the hidden reservoir—coating Linda’s tongue, cheeks, chin in pearly rivulets that ran down her neck and mingled with Alex’s real release, the two loads blending into one sticky, glistening mess.

Linda moaned in pure bliss—mouth full, tongue swirling greedily through the thick, warm mess—while Samantha pulled the strap-on out and let her lick it clean, slow and worshipful, lips sliding along the veined length until it shone again, tasting of lube, cum, and her own ass.

Then Linda and Samantha kissed deeply—swapping Alex’s cum between their tongues in slow, filthy passes, smearing it over each other’s bodies with greedy hands—fingers trailing sticky paths across breasts, stomachs, thighs—moaning filthily while looking straight into each other’s eyes, lost in the taste and touch.

Alex joined—the three of them sharing the messy, salty load between their mouths, strings of cum stretching between lips as they pulled apart to breathe, laughing softly at the sheer excess of it.

Linda swallowed what she could; the rest dripped down her chin onto her tits, pooling between them in warm, glossy trails.

Then they continued.

Alex and Samantha jerked themselves again—slower this time, savoring—and painted her body: Alex aiming thick ropes across her full breasts, letting it drip down her nipples in slow, teasing rivulets; Samantha releasing another warm flood from the strap-on across Linda’s stomach and mound, the artificial cum pooling in her navel and sliding down toward her still-throbbing pussy.

When they were done, Linda was drenched—face, tits, stomach, and pussy coated in a glistening layer of real and artificial cum, skin shining under the bedroom lights like she’d been glazed in honey and sin.

She ran her hands over her body slowly—rubbing it into her skin like erotic lotion, pinching her cum-covered nipples until they ached anew, sliding fingers through the mess on her stomach and pushing it inside her pussy while moaning softly, body still trembling with aftershocks.

Alex and Samantha watched—both hard again already—as their beautiful, filthy wife turned herself into a living canvas of their combined release.

Samantha shook her head, laughing low as she watched the sheer volume still dripping from Linda’s skin.

“Fuck, Alex… those balls are cum chambers. How do you come so much? David would never—”

Alex burst out laughing—deep, rough, head thrown back against the pillow.
“Genes, I guess,” he said, grinning, voice still thick with leftover heat.

Linda looked up from her cum-slicked body, eyes sparkling with mischief and wine.
“Well… that’s my husband,” she said proudly, reaching over to trail a sticky finger down his chest.

Samantha leaned in, kissing Linda’s shoulder, then Alex’s jaw.
“And my boyfriend,” she added, voice teasing but possessive.

All three dissolved into soft, breathless laughter—tangled limbs, sticky skin, the sound warm and easy in the dim bedroom.

Finally, all three collapsed together—sticky, sweaty, laughing softly in the afterglow. The sheets were ruined, the air thick with the scent of sex and wine and them.

Alex kissed Linda’s cum-smeared lips, tasting himself and Samantha on her tongue, then turned and kissed Samantha the same way—slow, lingering, full of everything they’d survived and claimed.

“We’re in this forever,” he whispered, voice raw with emotion. “No one breaks us. Not David. Not anyone.”

Linda and Samantha both nodded, tears of love and exhaustion in their eyes, hands finding each other across Alex’s chest.

They fell asleep like that—tangled, filthy, marked, and completely, irreversibly bonded.


Chapter 7: Empire Ruled by Three     

Months had passed since the cabin.

David vanished from their lives like smoke—no more messages, no more threats, no more shadows at the edge of their vision. The copies he claimed to have deleted never resurfaced. No anonymous emails, no grainy screenshots, no late-night unknown numbers lighting up their phones. The silence felt almost suspicious at first—too clean, too final—but gradually they stopped flinching at every notification. The throuple breathed again. Not freely—never freely—but deeply, hungrily, possessively, the way people who’ve stared down destruction learn to savor every ordinary day.

They moved Samantha into the Lincoln Park house officially.

No announcement. No explanation to the neighbors. No awkward “we’re in a relationship now” conversation with the couple next door who still thought Samantha was just “Alex’s colleague who crashes sometimes.” They simply started carrying boxes up the narrow staircase on quiet weekends: Samantha’s sleek black suitcases beside Linda’s overflowing weekend bags, her minimalist wardrobe sliding into the closet next to Linda’s colorful dresses and Alex’s pressed shirts. Her graphic design monitor claimed a corner of the living room desk beside Alex’s marketing files and Linda’s scattered lesson plans. Her vanilla-spice perfume began blending with Linda’s lavender candles and Alex’s cedar aftershave until the entire home smelled like the three of them combined—warm, layered, unmistakably theirs.

They lived openly in private.

Shared bed—king-sized, black sheets, always tangled by morning.
Shared mornings—coffee brewing while three bodies moved around each other in easy rhythm, someone’s hand brushing a hip, a quick kiss stolen over the toaster.
Shared nights—wine on the couch, movies half-watched, hands wandering until clothes hit the floor.
Shared everything—laughter, groceries, secrets, orgasms, fears, the quiet knowledge that whatever came next, they’d face it together.

The rooftop party was their quiet celebration of survival.

A private members-only event on the roof deck of a River North penthouse—black-tie masks required, phones confiscated at the door, only the elite and the depraved invited. The city skyline glittered below like scattered diamonds; the lake was a dark mirror reflecting the lights. Jazz drifted from hidden speakers, low and sultry, mingling with the faint scent of expensive cologne, cigar smoke, and arousal. Bodies moved in shadows—some watching from velvet booths, some fucking slowly in dark corners, all masked, all anonymous, all hungry.

In the center of the roof, under a canopy of string lights that cast a soft golden glow, stood a wide black chaise longue.

Alex, Linda, and Samantha were already there—naked except for their masks.

Earlier, when they’d arrived, the rooftop had still been humming with arrivals. Samantha had worn a tiny black latex micro-dress that clung like liquid shadow, barely covering the curve of her ass, thigh-high stockings whispering with every step, blood-red heels clicking sharp against the deck. Linda had chosen a sheer black babydoll that left nothing hidden—her full breasts and soft hips visible through the gossamer fabric, nipples already peaked against the material, paired with a thin lace thong and sky-high heels that made her legs look endless. Alex had kept it simple but lethal: tailored black shirt open at the collar, dark pants hugging his thighs, the thick outline of his cock already pressing against the fabric as they stepped into the night air.

They hadn’t rushed to strip. The three of them had lingered at first in the shadows near the chaise—sipping champagne, letting the jazz and the low murmur of masked bodies build the tension. Then, wordlessly, they began.

Samantha reached first—fingers sliding under the hem of her latex dress, peeling it up slowly over her hips, the material catching on her skin before snapping free. No bra, no panties; she stepped out of the dress and tossed it aside, stockings and heels staying on for now, her platinum bob falling forward as she arched her back just enough to draw every eye.

Linda followed—untying the thin straps of her babydoll, letting it slide down her body like water, breasts spilling free, nipples tightening in the cool night air. She hooked her thumbs into the lace thong, dragged it down her thighs, stepped out of it, and kicked it toward the shadows.

Alex unbuttoned his shirt with deliberate slowness—each button revealing more of his defined chest—then unzipped his pants, letting them fall along with his boxers. His thick cock sprang free, already rigid, head glistening with pre-cum under the string lights.

They shed the rest—stockings rolled down, heels kicked off—until only the elegant black masks remained, covering the upper half of their faces, leaving mouths and jaws exposed, anonymous yet unmistakable.

Alex lay on his back on the wide black chaise longue, muscular thighs spread wide, thick cock standing rigid and glistening with pre-cum, veins pulsing visibly in the golden light.

Linda straddled him reverse cowgirl—facing outward toward the crowd—slowly sinking down onto his shaft. She guided the head to her entrance with one hand, the other braced on his thigh, and lowered herself inch by inch until he was buried to the hilt inside her pussy. She moaned long and low as he filled her—the sound carrying over the rooftop like a siren call—her walls stretching around his thickness, slick heat enveloping every ridge and vein. Her full breasts bounced softly with every roll of her hips; her auburn hair swayed down her back in loose waves, catching the light.

Samantha straddled Alex’s face at the same time—facing Linda—lowering her shaved, dripping cunt onto his waiting tongue. She ground slowly at first, smearing her wetness across his lips and chin, moaning every time his tongue flicked her clit or plunged inside her, lapping hungrily at her folds.

The crowd watched in reverent silence—masked faces turned toward the chaise, breaths held, hands already wandering in the shadows.

Then the rhythm began.

Linda rode Alex’s cock in deep, rolling circles—slow at first, savoring every second of the stretch. She lifted almost off him, letting the thick head tease her entrance, then sank back down deliberately, feeling every veined inch drag along her walls with delicious friction. The shaft caught and tugged at her sensitive spots, sending sharp sparks racing through her core each time the base ground against her swollen clit. Her pussy clenched greedily around him, slick and hot, coating him in fresh arousal with every downward roll.

She moaned long and low—the sound carrying over the rooftop like a siren’s call, raw and unfiltered—her full breasts bouncing softly with each deliberate motion, nipples tight and dark in the warm glow of the string lights. Her auburn hair swayed down her back in loose waves, brushing Alex’s chest as she leaned forward slightly, hands braced on his thighs for leverage, nails digging in just enough to leave faint crescents.

Samantha matched her pace perfectly—grinding her pussy against Alex’s mouth in the same hypnotic rhythm. She rolled her hips in slow, filthy circles, smearing her wetness across his lips and chin, coating him in her arousal until his face shone under the lights. Every time his tongue flicked her clit—sharp, quick lashes—or plunged deep inside her, curling against her walls to stroke that perfect spot, she moaned, the sound low and throaty, vibrating down through his throat. Her thighs trembled around his head, fingers threading into his hair to hold him exactly where she wanted him, hips rocking faster as the pleasure built.

Alex’s hands gripped Linda’s hips harder—fingers bruising the soft flesh—guiding her down with firm, possessive pulls that made her take him deeper, faster. At the same time, his tongue worked Samantha relentlessly—long, hungry laps from her clit to her entrance, then thrusting inside, tasting her deeper with every pass, sucking gently on her swollen bud until her moans turned sharp and desperate.

The three of them moved as one organism—connected, synchronized, shameless. Linda’s rolling ride set the tempo; Samantha’s grinding hips echoed it; Alex’s body was the anchor beneath them both, cock and tongue driving them higher in perfect tandem. The wet sounds of sex filled the night air—slick thrusting, slurping licks, desperate moans rising and falling like a filthy symphony, blending with the distant jazz and the soft rustle of wind across the rooftop.

The crowd watched in reverent silence at first—masked faces tilted toward the chaise, breaths held, bodies frozen in collective hunger. Then hands began to wander in the shadows. Fingers slipped beneath fabric—slow at first, then bolder—low groans mingling with the music, eyes devouring every glistening inch, every shudder, every shared breath. A woman in a feathered mask bit her lip as her companion’s hand disappeared between her thighs; a man across the deck stroked himself openly, gaze locked on Linda’s bouncing breasts. The energy shifted—reverent turning ravenous—as the rooftop filled with the quiet, unmistakable sounds of arousal building in the dark.

The three on the chaise didn’t acknowledge the watchers. They didn’t need to. This was theirs—their rhythm, their release, their defiance—and every moan, every wet slap, every trembling roll of hips was a silent fuck-you to anyone who’d ever tried to tear them apart.

Then came the switch.

Samantha dismounted Alex’s face—her pussy reluctant to leave the heat of his mouth, shining with his saliva and her own thick arousal, lips swollen and flushed dark pink. She turned, bent over the chaise—ass high, legs spread wide, back arched in shameless invitation. The cool night air kissed her exposed skin, raising faint goosebumps along the backs of her thighs, but the heat radiating from her core drowned it out completely. Her tight, crinkly hole winked open and closed with every shallow breath—pink and glistening, the delicate ring of muscle fluttering like it was begging to be filled again. A single bead of lube clung to the rim, catching the golden string lights overhead, sparkling as it slowly dripped down toward her soaked pussy below.

Alex rose behind her, cock slick and rigid, still glistening from Linda’s pussy, veins pulsing thick and prominent under the string lights. He gripped her narrow hips—fingers digging into the firm flesh, thumbs spreading her cheeks just enough to expose her fully—and lined up the swollen head against that winking, crinkly entrance. The first touch made Samantha whimper—low, needy—the ring twitching eagerly around nothing, as if trying to pull him in.

He pushed forward slowly—deliberate—watching the tight hole resist for one heartbeat, then yield with a soft, wet pop as the head breached her. The stretch was immediate and obscene: her ass opened around his girth, the delicate crinkles smoothing out, flattening, then gripping him like hot velvet as he sank deeper. Every inch forced another low moan from her throat—the burn blooming into liquid fire, walls fluttering helplessly around the invading thickness, clinging to every ridge and vein as he filled her completely. The fullness hit her like a wave—deep, overwhelming pressure, the drag of every vein along her sensitive inner walls, the lube easing the way but amplifying the friction until pleasure-pain bloomed hot and electric through her core. Samantha’s back bowed sharply—head dropping forward, platinum bob spilling across her shoulders—fingers clawing the chaise as the fullness bottomed out, his hips finally meeting her cheeks with a soft, wet slap.

Linda slid underneath on her back—positioning herself perfectly, hands reaching up to spread Samantha’s cheeks even wider, exposing the obscene stretch to the rooftop air and the crowd’s ravenous eyes. Linda’s tongue darted out first—lapping at the stretched rim where cock met ass, tasting the mingled musk of lube and Samantha’s arousal—then circling the tight, fluttering ring in slow, wet swirls that made Samantha’s thighs quake. She alternated between rimming the stretched hole—tongue probing the sensitive edges, teasing the thin band of skin gripping Alex—and sucking his balls, drawing one into her mouth with a soft, wet pull while her tongue flicked the underside of his shaft every time he pulled back, savoring the salty heat coating him.

The rooftop was silent except for the wet slap of skin on skin—Alex’s hips meeting Samantha’s ass with rhythmic, echoing cracks—the filthy moans rising in pitch, the occasional gasp from the audience as hands moved faster in the dark, fabric rustling, low groans blending with the jazz like a distant storm.

Alex fucked Samantha’s ass harder—deep, punishing strokes that made her small breasts bounce with every impact, nipples tightening into hard peaks in the cool air, her fingers clawing the chaise, nails digging into the black fabric until it bunched. The burn deepened into liquid heat, spreading through her belly, her clit aching untouched; each thrust bottomed out with a slick squelch, his balls slapping against her, the scent of their combined arousal rising sharp and heady.

Linda sucked Samantha’s clit at the same time—tongue flicking in rapid, insistent circles, then flattening to lap broad and firm against the swollen bud, drawing it into her mouth for a hard, pulsing suck that sent jolts straight up Samantha’s spine. The dual assault—Alex’s relentless pounding from behind, Linda’s hot, wet mouth devouring her from below—pushed her to the edge fast, body tensing like a coiled spring.

Samantha came first—violently—screaming into the night as her pussy gushed over Linda’s face in hot, pulsing jets, body convulsing, ass clenching rhythmically around Alex’s cock as he pulsed inside her, veins throbbing against her walls. The release flooded her—waves crashing, thighs shaking, a sharp cry tearing from her throat that echoed off the penthouse walls, her wetness dripping down Linda’s chin in glistening trails.

Linda came next—untouched—just from the taste flooding her mouth, the salty-sweet flood of Samantha’s release coating her tongue, the sight of her unraveling above, the sheer filth of it all. Her body shook as she squirted across the chaise in sharp arcs, soaking the fabric beneath them in warm, erratic pulses, thighs trembling uncontrollably, a broken moan vibrating against Samantha’s clit as her own pleasure peaked.

Alex kept thrusting through Samantha’s clenching spasms—deep, possessive strokes that milked every last flutter from her ass—his thick shaft dragging along her sensitive walls with deliberate, torturous slowness, veins pulsing visibly against the stretched pinkish brown ring every time he withdrew halfway before plunging back in. Her body trembled violently beneath him, small breasts quivering with each breath, platinum bob plastered to sweat-slick shoulders, ass cheeks rippling with the force of his rhythm until she was reduced to soft, broken whimpers, utterly spent and quivering.

His control finally shattered.

A low, animal growl tore from deep in his chest—primal, ragged—as his hips slammed forward one final time, burying every thick inch to the root. His cock throbbed violently inside her and then unleashed: thick, scalding ropes of cum erupted in heavy, rhythmic jets, flooding her core, painting every inch of her stretched walls until the pressure swelled to something obscene, almost too much. Samantha’s eyes rolled back behind her mask, a sharp, gasping cry ripping from her throat as the sudden molten heat bloomed deep in her belly—pulse after pulse after pulse filling her so completely she could feel the warm, liquid weight spreading, pressing outward, making her lower abdomen visibly flutter with each spurt.

He stayed locked inside her for a long, suspended moment—hips ground flush to her ass, letting her feel every last twitch and throb, every final gush coating her from within—claiming her so thoroughly her body clenched around him in helpless, greedy aftershocks. Samantha’s thighs shook uncontrollably, a faint sheen of fresh sweat breaking across her lower back, the delicate muscles of her ass still rippling around his buried length.

Only then did he begin to pull out—slowly, deliberately—each inch dragging along her oversensitive ring with a wet, sucking drag until the swollen head finally slipped free with an audible, filthy pop. The instant he withdrew, a thick, creamy pearl of cum welled up from her gaping, flushed-rosy-brown hole—glistening white against the darker rose of her stretched rim. It spilled in slow, luxurious ribbons down the cleft of her ass, heavy drops catching the golden string lights overhead and sparkling like liquid pearls before sliding in thick, glossy trails along her inner thighs—two shimmering rivers of his release snaking toward Linda’s upturned face below.

Linda’s eyes darkened with raw hunger behind her mask.

She tilted her head back, lips parting wide, tongue already extended—and dragged it upward in one long, deliberate, worshipful stroke from the dripping cleft all the way to Samantha’s swollen clit. The taste slammed into her: hot, salty seed mingled with slick lube and the deep, animal musk of Samantha’s freshly-fucked ass. She moaned openly into the mess, the vibration traveling straight through Samantha’s core, tongue probing the fluttering edges of that still-gaping hole—teasing the sensitive rim, coaxing more thick overflow to ooze out in warm, heavy beads that dripped directly onto her waiting tongue.

Then she sealed her mouth over Samantha’s dripping pussy—lips forming a tight, sucking seal—drawing the creamy mixture out in slow, pulsing pulls while her tongue lashed the oversensitive clit in rapid, merciless flicks. Samantha’s hips jerked violently, thighs clamping around Linda’s head as overstimulation crashed through her like lightning—another broken, keening moan tearing free, fresh shudders rolling down her spine. Linda drank greedily, cheeks hollowing with each pull, cum and arousal blending on her tongue in thick, intimate waves—some of it spilling from the corners of her mouth to streak down her chin in glossy white threads.

Both women finally rose to their knees before Alex—faces flushed a deep, feverish crimson, skin shining with sweat and release, elegant black masks framing wide, glassy pupils and swollen, glistening lips. They crashed together without a word—mouths colliding in a sloppy, desperate, starving kiss, tongues plunging deep, shoving the stolen taste of his cum back and forth in wet, filthy passes. Thick strings of it stretched between their lips every time they parted for ragged breath—glistening silver threads catching the light—before they dove back in, moaning into each other’s mouths like they were trying to devour the flavor whole.

Their hands moved with instinctive reverence—fingers dipping between Samantha’s still-quivering thighs to scoop the warm, leaking mess that continued to trickle from her ass in slow, creamy rivulets. They smeared it across each other’s bodies with slow, possessive strokes: over the soft, heavy swell of Linda’s breasts, thumbs circling her dark, hardened nipples until they shone wet and slick; down the smooth plane of stomachs, leaving glistening trails that pooled in navels before sliding lower toward swollen mounds; across inner thighs and the tender curves where leg met hip, painting every inch they could reach with deliberate, claiming care.

Samantha’s fingers lingered on Linda’s swollen, cum-slick generous tits—kneading the thick overflow deep into the heavy, yielding mounds with greedy, rolling pressure, pinching and tugging the glistening nipples until fresh beads welled up and dripped from the peaks in slow, obscene trails. Linda dragged her palms up Samantha’s narrow waist, painting her ribs and sharp collarbones in glossy streaks, then cupped her small, firm breasts—thumbs brushing over peaked nipples, spreading the mess until they gleamed under the golden string lights like polished marble streaked with sin.

They moaned softly—low, reverent, almost prayer-like—into each other’s mouths, lost in the taste, the slick heat, the sheer decadent excess of it all: two women gloriously, shamelessly marked by the man who belonged to them both, bodies radiant and dripping under the open Chicago sky, the city skyline glittering below like scattered diamonds, the masked crowd bearing silent, ravenous witness to their unbreakable claim.

Linda’s hand drifted lazily backward, fingers trailing down Alex’s toned flank until they reached the firm cleft of his ass. She slid one fingertip teasingly along the butt crack—slow, flirtatious, a light scrape of nail against warm skin—making his muscles flex and a low, amused growl rumble from his chest. Samantha caught the motion, eyes sparkling behind her mask, and shot Linda a wicked, conspiratorial wink—lips curving in silent approval, as if to say yes, claim him too.

The rooftop erupted in applause—low at first, a scattered ripple of gloved hands clapping in the shadows, then building into full-throated cheers and sharp whistles that rolled across the deck like thunder breaking over the lake. But beneath the applause, other sounds layered in—rawer, more private.

The woman in a feathered mask gasped sharply—her breath hitching into a choked moan as her companion’s fingers worked faster between her thighs, the wet, rhythmic slick of skin on skin barely audible under the cheers. Nearby, a man groaned low in his throat—deep, guttural—his hand pumping furiously inside his open trousers, hips jerking once, twice, as thick ropes of cum spilled over his knuckles and dripped onto the polished deck. Another couple in the corner let out twin, shuddering cries—her head thrown back, his face buried in her neck—bodies convulsing together as they came in quiet, desperate waves, the scent of fresh release drifting on the night breeze.

Low grunts punctuated the air—masculine, ragged—from half a dozen dark booths where masked figures stroked themselves in time with the fading echoes of Linda’s screams and Samantha’s gushing release. A soft, wet squelch here, a stifled whimper there—bodies rocking, fingers plunging, breaths turning to broken pants as the crowd chased their own edges, feeding off the energy the throuple had unleashed.

The applause swelled one last time—wild, approving—then settled into a heavy, satisfied hush, the rooftop thick with the mingled smells of sweat, sex, champagne, and night air. The string lights cast golden halos over flushed faces and glistening skin; the lake below reflected the city’s glow like a dark mirror.

Masks hid identities, but the moment was theirs—raw, shameless, triumphant.

Later, back home—still sticky, still glowing from the rooftop—they stepped under the shower together without a word.

The bathroom filled with steam almost instantly, warm water sluicing over their bodies in thick, soothing sheets. It ran in rivulets down Linda’s full breasts and soft stomach, washing away streaks of dried cum in pale, milky trails. It darkened Samantha’s platinum bob until it clung to her neck and shoulders like wet silk, droplets catching on her lashes. Alex stood between them, broad shoulders blocking most of the spray, letting it cascade over his chest and down the defined ridges of his abs before it reached the women.

No one spoke at first. Hands lingered—slow, unhurried. Linda’s fingers traced lazy circles over Samantha’s lower back, following the curve of her spine down to the dimples above her ass. Samantha pressed her palm flat to Alex’s chest, feeling the steady thud of his heart beneath her fingers, then slid it lower to rest possessively over his cock—still half-hard, slick with water and the faint residue of the night. Alex cupped the back of Linda’s head, thumb brushing her cheek, then leaned down to kiss her—soft, lingering, tasting the last traces of salt and champagne on her lips. He turned and kissed Samantha the same way—deeper this time, tongue sliding slow against hers, a quiet claim renewed.

They washed each other with the same unhurried care. Linda lathered shampoo into Samantha’s hair, fingers massaging her scalp until Samantha sighed and leaned back against her breasts. Alex soaped Linda’s body—hands gliding over her curves, thumbs circling her nipples until they peaked again under the warm water, then slipping between her thighs to gently clean the lingering slickness there. Samantha returned the favor—palms sliding over Alex’s chest, down his stomach, wrapping around his cock to stroke him lazily, not to arouse but to savor, to remind herself he was real, he was theirs.

When the water finally ran clear, they stepped out, skin flushed and steaming. No towels at first—they stood dripping on the bath mat, bodies close, letting the cool air kiss their wet skin. Samantha reached for the oversized robes hanging on the door, but Linda stopped her with a soft hand on her wrist.

“Not yet,” Linda murmured.

They padded naked into the bedroom, the house quiet except for the faint hum of the city outside. The sheets were already turned down—fresh, crisp white against the dark headboard. They climbed in without ceremony, limbs tangling naturally.

Alex lay in the center, pulling both women against him—one on each side. Linda curled into his left, head on his chest, leg thrown over his thigh. Samantha pressed to his right, face tucked into the crook of his neck, hand resting possessively over his heart. Their bodies fit like puzzle pieces—soft curves against hard muscle, warm skin against warm skin, the faint scent of soap and lingering sex wrapping around them like a blanket.

Alex kissed the top of Linda’s head, then turned to brush his lips against Samantha’s temple.

“This is us,” he said quietly, voice rough with exhaustion and something deeper. “Right here. Right now. Nothing changes that.”

Linda lifted her head just enough to meet his eyes, then Samantha’s.

“No more waiting,” she whispered. “No more looking over our shoulders. We’re here. We’re enough.”

Samantha’s fingers tightened against Alex’s chest. She kissed the underside of his jaw, then leaned across him to press a slow, lingering kiss to Linda’s lips—soft, tasting faintly of mint toothpaste and shared secrets.

“We belong to each other,” she said against Linda’s mouth. “And that’s all that matters.”

They settled deeper into the bed, bodies entwining until it was impossible to tell where one ended and another began. Breaths slowed, synced. Hands found familiar places—Alex’s palm resting on Linda’s hip, Samantha’s fingers threading through Linda’s hair, Linda’s leg draped over both of theirs.

They fell asleep like that—safe, sated, loved—wrapped in each other, the city humming faintly beyond the windows.

But late that night, while they slept, Samantha’s phone lit up silently on the nightstand.

The room was dark except for the faint spill of city glow through the curtains and the slow, steady rhythm of three sleeping bodies tangled together beneath the sheets. Alex’s arm lay heavy across Linda’s waist; Samantha’s fingers were still curled loosely against his chest, her breath soft and even.

The vibration was almost nothing—a muted tremor against the wood—but the screen bloomed awake, cold and bright in the quiet.

One new message.
Unknown number.

It lingered there, glowing, patient. Waiting.

Samantha didn’t stir. None of them did.

The notification opened on its own after a moment, the light spilling across the nightstand, reflecting faintly off the glass of water beside it.

Three messages. Short. Calm. Certain.

“Beautiful show on the roof.”
“I kept one copy.”
“Just in case.”

The words sat there in the silence, sharp and deliberate, as if they’d always belonged in the dark.

Outside, somewhere far below, a car passed. The sound faded. The city kept breathing. Inside the bedroom, nothing moved but the slow rise and fall of their chests, unaware that the past had slipped quietly back into the room.

The screen dimmed slightly, then brightened again, stubborn against the darkness, holding the threat like a secret waiting to be spoken aloud.

They had fought for this life.
They had claimed it in the open, in defiance, in heat and laughter and stubborn, reckless love.

What they built together hadn’t shattered.
It hadn’t become a battlefield.

It had become something stronger.
Something dangerous in its own way.
An empire built on trust, desire, and the refusal to break.

But empires draw attention.
Empires create enemies.

And some enemies don’t disappear.
They wait.
They watch.
And when the moment is right…

They remind you they were never gone. 
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?? Let’s Stay Connected

If these stories stayed with you…
follow @kateirrel for more sensual tales where love is tested, fantasies are explored, and relationships are anything but boring.

?? Email: kateirrel@gmail.com
?? Instagram: @kateirrel
?? Facebook: @kateirrel
▶️ YouTube: @kateirrel

From erotic romance to exotic thrillers,
Kate Irrel writes stories that stir—
the heart, the mind… and yes, the thighs.
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