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Nobody who saw Matt would suspect what he was packing between his legs. Maybe somebody who has a big dick didn't have a particular look, but if they did, Matt probably wasn't it. He was in shape, but he was mostly a cardio guy and didn't lift a whole lot of weights. He had brown hair that was usually messy and made him look younger than he actually was, which was in his early thirties. Business casual was about as fancy as he ever dressed, but he usually didn't need to. 

Matt's work didn't take place in an office building. Matt's work took place at the Bedlam Lounge, an exotic club where the dancers and the drinks were on the books, and the sex that was arranged behind closed doors was not. 

Matt didn't do that kind of sex work terribly often, but when he did, he was paid well for it, because the women who asked for him knew exactly what they were looking for. Outside of those arrangements, to keep the lights on, Matt tended bar at a few different clubs around the city, but mostly at Bedlam.

As a matter of fact, on this night, he was just finishing up a shift. Only a half hour left before he would punch out, and the tips had been pretty good tonight. Especially for a Thursday. He had seen Marcy floating around, but she hadn't really been paying any attention to him, which was fine. She was the front supervisor.

Bedlam was pretty busy tonight, with the music loud and the lights somehow also loud. Matt was behind the bar, a surprisingly elegant-looking thing of stained oak, though the mirror obstructed by the bottle shelves behind it made it look decidedly less fancy. The bar was toward the front of the club, and the dancers' stages sprawled all around it. Bedlam Lounge was a pretty big place, with six different stages and then a normal dance floor on the opposite side that had another, larger bar behind it. Matt preferred working the front bar, though, where the music wasn't quite as loud and people seemed more free with their tips. Maybe that was because they hadn't given all of their cash to the dancers yet. Usually.

"You sure you don't want to stay any later?" The question, mostly in jest, came from his coworker Claire, who grinned at him as she crushed mint leaves against ice in a glass. She was petite and blonde, her hair behind her in a ponytail. The lean muscles on her arms betrayed the fact that she dominated her kickboxing class three times a week.

"Boy, it's tempting," Matt answered, returning the smile. "You know how I usually come here on my days off, so it makes sense that I would stay here after my shifts, too."

"Yeah, don't be a stranger," Claire said. Matt laughed. He tried not to spend any more time at his place of work than he had to. He preferred getting paid to be here. Otherwise, there were better places to be.

Nevertheless, as his shift wound down, he looked up to see Marcy approaching the bar from the area over by the third stage. He finished with the bottle he was swapping and wondered what she might want. Marcy usually floated around the whole club, not really needing to supervise the bar area unless there were new hires, so her heading over here right at the end of his shift was probably not a coincidence. She was coming to talk to him.

Matt sighed internally and tried not to let his annoyance show on his face. He would have preferred to pick up shifts at a couple other spots that had better-paying customers on the weekends, but if she needed him to work this weekend, then he would do it for her. He liked Marcy well enough.

"Hey," she said, coming up to the bar and leaning one elbow on it while getting Matt's attention. "Talk to you real quick after you punch out?"

It wasn't really a question. Matt gave her a nod and told her he'd just be a minute. Marcy waited by the bar, turning her attention back to the club. She was a slim woman, with dark hair she kept cut short, dressed in one of her typical flowing shirts, with sleeves that could almost be described as billowing, like she was a dancer in the Middle East or something. This one was dark purple with rich blue sleeves. It was a strange style, but Matt had to admit that it suited her.

When his shift was officially over, Matt punched out and went over to the far side of the bar, where Marcy was waiting for him.

"You got some work for me?" Matt asked her. He was still behind the bar, leaning forward against it while Marcy rested her elbows on the front side. They were ten feet from the nearest patrons, who wouldn't be able to overhear them with the music blaring in the background.

"Yes. You're so insightful," Marcy said with a little laugh. "Are you free tomorrow night?"

"I can make myself free," Matt said, wanting some more details so that he could figure out what was going on. "Where do you need me and what's the shift?"

Marcy tilted her head. "It's not a bar shift," she said.

"Okay..." Matt turned up one of his palms. "What is it?"

Marcy gave him a knowing look, then gave the tiniest jerk of her head toward the back of the club, where the secret rooms lay hidden behind the stages.

"Oh." Matt nodded. "I haven't taken on clients in a while. Don't you have other guys?"

"Sure, I have other guys," Marcy said offhandedly, "and I can recommend other guys to people if they ask. But the women in question who are looking for a fun night here at Bedlam are some good friends of mine, and specifically, they're interested in you."

Matt noticed the pluralization of the word 'women.' He thought as quick as he could while Marcy was staring him down. He enjoyed the sex, of course, and you would think that getting paid for it would just be a cherry on top, but he'd taken on fewer and fewer backroom clients over the years because he just wasn't finding as much joy in it as he used to.

"Come on," Marcy said in a loud whisper. "Don't let that big dick go to waste."

Matt rolled his eyes, but he cracked a smile. The women that Marcy knew weren't asking for him because of his sparkling personality or the seventeen-dollar shirts that he bought at Cole's. They heard what he was packing between his legs, probably from Marcy, and they had gotten attached to the idea. Meaning that Marcy couldn't exactly just turn them over to another guy to have a session with. Even though Bedlam had an extensive network, and in fact their services extended to many other clubs that they owned— none of them could offer what Matt could offer.

There were more unpleasant things he could do tomorrow night. After his short silence, Matt gave Marcy a quick nod. "Okay," he said, "I’m good for it. I assume they're good with the rate and everything?"

Marcy nodded, a smile creeping into the corners of her lips.

Matt was a little less excited that her two friends were sure to tell Marcy all about the time they would have with Matt— it was a little weird to know, but it was part of the business.

"All right, so tomorrow night," Matt said, "and then when does the other one want to come in?"

Marcy shook her head. "It's not going to be two sessions. They're both coming in tomorrow night together."

"Both of them?" Matt hesitated. He had been offering his services for a little over five years, admittedly dwindling down the last couple years, and he had never had a session with more than one client at the same time before. There had been offers for threesomes with another man, but that wasn't something he was into, so he had always politely declined and recommended someone else. And the concept of two women who were so interested in the idea of a threesome that they were willing to pay for it had not materialized for him.

Well, until now.

"Hello? Matt, you look like I've just given you bad news. I thought this would be the opposite." Marcy stared at him, tapping her fingernails on the bar.

Matt shook his head. "No, no, I'm just wrapping my head around it is all." He cleared his throat. "Yeah, that's fine, I can do both of them. What time tomorrow?"

Marcy smiled at the commitment, and told him to come back tomorrow at ten at night. Their business now taken care of, Marcy turned and departed so that she could go walk the floor and handle the rest of her shift.

Matt came out from behind the bar, his head spinning. He gave a brief wave to Claire before grabbing his jacket and heading out the door into the slightly chill wind of the end of winter. He got in his car around the back of the club and headed home, trying to get his thoughts straight.

The last time he'd had a sex client was a little over three months ago, a gorgeous woman probably about ten years his senior, and she had been very enthusiastic and Matt thought she had had a good time, but he didn't feel like he could draw on that experience to prepare himself for a threesome. This would be different from some casual threesome— not that he'd had one of those, either. He didn't have any issues with his performance, but he didn't know what to expect when it came to doubling the bill. For the first time in years, he found himself nervous about a session.

"It'll be fine," he told himself. "They always want the same thing. You're the guy with the big dick, and they want you to be the dominator and show them a good time. You've done this dozens of times, and this situation doesn't need to be any different."

He smiled, taking a quick right turn at a red light before the oncoming car could creep up on him. "Hell, just think of it as fun. It probably will be, and even if it's tough, you're not going to be in there with them for more than an hour. No big deal."

Matt got home just before midnight and pretty much went straight to bed, not finding himself hungry. He didn't work the next day, or at least he wasn't working at the bar, so when he got up, he made a quick breakfast of eggs and toast, lingered over his hazelnut coffee while flipping through some news websites, then hit the gym and spent a good hour and a half there, trying to outrun any concerns he had about tonight.

It worked about as well as running away from anything worked.

Breaking one of his own unwritten rules, Matt got to the Bedlam Lounge early, a little after nine o'clock. He typically showed up to these kinds of appointments either right on time or maybe a few minutes late, and nobody ever cared. He sat down at the rear bar, back behind the dance floor, and got a water from Rico, one of the other bartenders. They communicated nonverbally, as was required when you tended bar this close to the music. He sipped at his water, turning back in his chair to get a look around the place. Marcy saw him, giving him a flirty little wave and a smile, and he returned it with half a grin.

He sipped on his water, watched the club moving around him, and waited. The time passed pretty quickly, and before he knew it, Marcy was approaching him at the bar.

"Hey." Marcy met his eyes. "Are you nervous or something?"

"What's there to be nervous about? Performance issues?" he joked.

Marcy rolled her eyes. "Anyway. Since you're here early, you can head back to the Angel Suite if you want, or just stay out here and they'll find you at the bar."

Matt watched her face. "I'm getting a signal from you, here."

"Yeah. You're better off in the suite. They're eager. Susie and Carla, by the way," Marcy said, giving him the two women's names. "Late twenties and very pretty. You should be thanking me, you know."

Matt dipped his head in an affected nod. "Thank you very much. I'm sure they're lovely."

Marcy tsk-tsked. Standing right next to each other was the only way they could be heard, and Matt leaned into her ear and said, "I'll head back there."

Marcy gave him a thumbs up, and then she disappeared to tend to something or other and Matt stood up from the barstool chair. This close to the actual event, his nervousness really had faded into excitement, and he felt that down between his legs, too. He had no idea what these women would be like, but it was about time to find out.

Matthew left the bar and went around the furthest stage to the rear, where the sounds of the music and the people started to fade away. There was discreet door set into the back wall that was hard to see unless you were looking for it, since it was painted the same color as the wall around it. Matt pushed through the door and gave a nod to Barry, the beefy security guard stationed inside, sitting on a stool to the left of the door with his phone in his hand.

"Haven't seen you back here in a while, Matt," Barry commented.

"Duty calls," Matt told him, and he kept walking. This back hallway was short, and split off in two directions which led to the 'VIP Rooms,' so they were called. There were six of them, with over-the-top names like the Angel Suite, or the Captain's Quarters, or Matt's personal favorite, the Pretty Kitty Room. He passed by that nameplate, stuck up on the wall above the red door, and shook his head with a little laugh. Maybe one day Marcy would tell him what the club owners had been thinking when they had named these private rooms. But that was above his pay grade anyway.

The Angel Suite had a stylized gold-and-white door which Matt opened and stepped through. Some floral scent that he couldn't name hung in the air. He was familiar with whatever perfume they used in these rooms, but he had never known the name of it. Like all the rooms, the Angel Suite was dimly lit, making everything look soft and welcoming. Much quieter renditions of the music in the club drifted from a hidden ceiling speaker. 

The room had an adjoining washroom with a shower big enough to fit four people if needed, spotless and pristine. The room itself was a large, plush bedroom, with a king-sized bed, its frame draped with tulle to lend to the angelic facade. The lights set into the ceiling were yellow and soft, and the walls were a light pink with occasional adornments of gold. There were a couple of lounging chairs set in each of the corners on the front wall, and there was a large mirror set behind and above the bed that was currently covered by a large, simple tapestry of a blue sky and off-white clouds. The tapestry could be rolled up if the client liked to have the mirror.

Matt stripped down to the basics, removing his jeans and going down to tight-fitting athletic shorts and an undershirt of the same brand, showing off his body and the impressive bulge housed beneath the shorts. 

When the knock came at the door, Matt answered it to find Marcy standing there with the two clients.

"Hello, ladies," Matt said, giving them a welcoming smile, and stepping back so that they could come inside.

Marcy didn't say anything to Matt, just leaving her friends with a, "Have fun," and closing the door once they were inside with Matt.

"Welcome to the Angel Suite," he said to them, seeing the same excited nerves on their faces that he had been dealing with himself only a couple hours ago. "I'm Matt."

"Carla," the woman on the left responded immediately. She was Latina, with long, dark and curly hair that wouldn't have looked out of place on the cover of a magazine. She wore a blue top with thin straps, her breasts straining at the material, and the stark outlines of her nipples said to Matt immediately that she was not wearing a bra. Her dark eyes roamed up and down his body, while his did the same to her, noting her thick thighs and the small black shorts that did little to hide them.

"I'm Susie," the other woman said, and her hair was a pale red, not quite as long as Carla's, but just as striking and beautiful. She had a few ghostly freckles on the tops of her cheeks underneath her blue eyes, and her wide hips bore a pair of tight workout pants that stopped just below her knee, hugging her hips and her crotch. Her form-fitting sleeveless shirt made it look like she was about to go on a hike, rather than about to take it off and let free the big set of tits underneath.

"I'm glad to see you both here," Matt said, quickly adopting the confident attitude he wore when he was working in the back of the Bedlam Lounge. "If you'd like, I thought we could all start by getting in the shower together. It's very accommodating, and it could be a nice, warm icebreaker."

"Oh! A shower," Carla said, her eyes sliding over to the cracked open bathroom door to the right. "Yeah, that sounds fun, what do you think, Susie?" 
Susie bit at her lower lip, looking toward the bathroom as well, then back to Matt. "Sure," she said, a little breathless.
"Right this way," Matt said, and he stepped up to the ladies, getting between them and putting a hand on each of their shoulders to guide them in the right direction. Obviously they were a little nervous, and the sooner he engaged in touch, the sooner they would get used to it. They didn't shy away from his hands, both of them giggling a little, nervously, as they all walked together into the large en suite bathroom.

The bathroom wasn't as thematically charged as the main room, mostly simple white tile with a compact, modern-looking sink counter, a sizable mirror set above it, and the large standing shower, which took up most of the room, with its dark stone tiles and twin showerheads set inside the frosted glass.

Matt closed the door behind them to ensure that things would get steamed up and help the women insert themselves more fully into the fantasy they were now living.

"I hope you don't mind me getting undressed first," Matt commented, standing by the shower door and peeling off his tight white undershirt in a deliberate way. Once it was off and they were staring at his naked torso, slightly hairy with respectable curves of pectorals and abs, he continued, "I used to show up here naked and just walk through the club like that, but people were saying things."

He flashed a smile, showing his teeth. "Not bad things. But there was just too much talk."

That made them laugh, and he was glad for it. Levity helped to make things go smoother, but once his pants were off, there wasn't really much room for that. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his tight shorts and the boxer briefs underneath, and pulled them down, revealing himself. He heard one of them gasp, very quietly, but still a gasp. He couldn't have said who it was.

Naked now, his cock was on full display, and while he was not completely hard at the moment, it was still an impressive sight; enough to elicit the gasp, that was for sure. Matt hung soft at an impressive eight inches, and he was semi-hard as he got naked. When he was fully erect, his cock stood at a thick thirteen inches, shocking most people who had never seen such a big package in real life.

He let the two women admire him for a moment before saying, "Do you two normally shower with your clothes on?" He grabbed the silver handle of the shower door and pulled it open slightly, an invitation.

Susie and Carla tossed brief glances at each other, and Susie had her mouth hanging slightly open, which made Matt think that she had been the one who had gasped.

"Holy shit," Carla said, getting her hands under her top and pulling it off in a more clumsy fashion than Matt had used. "Marcy wasn't kidding. How big is your dick?"

Matt told them, and Carla dropped her top to the ground, her big tits, at least a D-cup, bouncing on her chest with the motion, sexy with their light brown skin and darker nipples.

"Wow." Susie shook her head, getting her own clothes off. "You ever kill anybody with that thing?"

That caught Matt off guard, and he barked out a laugh. Solemnly, he placed his hand over his heart, his package swaying between his legs. "I swore to never use it as a weapon."

Soon enough, everyone was naked, and Matt admired the wide hips and bountiful curves of both women's asses as he opened the door to the shower for them and invited them inside to walk past him. What the hell had he been nervous about, again? Marcy was right. He would have to thank her. Susie's boobs, surprisingly, were even bigger than Carla's, with small pink nipples that he looked forward to touching and sucking on—if she was into that. 

He got the water going, which was hot immediately out of the showerheads, and they found the right temperature where they were all comfortable, quickly getting wet. The showerheads were aimed such that Susie and Carla didn't have to get their hair wet if they didn't want to.

"Come on," Matt said, holding out his arms. The shower was more than big enough for him to stand fully spread-eagle. "Group hug, huh? Let's get comfortable with each other. And if my hands go anywhere you don't want them to just yet, push 'em away. I won't bite."

The steam of the shower and their nudity eased away the sharp edges of an unfamiliar situation, and Susie and Carla stepped over to Matt, at first pressing their own shoulders together, then pushing in close so that their breasts were squished up against Matt's chest. Their bodies were warm and slick, and their thick thighs couldn't help but to brush his dick, urging it to get to its full length. 

He felt their breath on his shoulders and chest, and he slid his hands down each of their backs, coming to rest on the curve of their buttocks.

"You seem pretty cozy together," he murmured, his words quiet but audible against the splash of the twin showerheads. "Are you two dating? Or do you just mess around every now and then?"

Carla flushed, but Susie was quick to respond, "The latter. Sometimes."

Matt gave them a lustful look, squeezing the meat of both of their asses while his dick grew hard between their thighs. "You wanna show me?"

"Show you...?" Carla asked, the color starting to leave her face as she recovered from the direct question.

"I always wanted to see girls kissing in the shower," Matt told her with a grin. 

He had hoped that the two women would be more open to each other, and that would help them be open to him, and he was right. Each of them still had a hand on his shoulder, and the three of them were locked together tight, the hot water slipping between their bodies, and Susie and Carla brought their full lips together in a kiss that made it clear this wasn't their first time. They turned slightly toward each other more, locking lips, and Matt felt Carla's fingers curl into him as Susie's tongue slid into her mouth.

It was a beautiful sight, the pale red hair drifting against Carla's dark locks, seeing the pink bits of their tongues as their lips parted to let each other inside their mouths, the way their eyes closed and they pressed closer together, breasts squishing up. Matt was fully hard now, his rod slid up between their thick thighs, and their strong legs squeezed his member in a most pleasurable way. He held the women close against him while their tongues fenced with each other, rubbing up and down their wet backs and cupping their rears, appreciating their shapeliness and warmth.

Taking a little more initiative, Susie turned back towards Matt, enough that she was able to guide the length of his cock between her legs so it could rub up against her hot pussy lips. Her eyes fluttered at the touch, and she still kissed Carla, her head turned to the side as she slid her hips back-and-forth over Matt's shaft. He felt the hot slickness of her against him, so different from the water.

"Oh God, he's big," Susie said to Carla, pulling away from their kiss for just a moment to make the comment. "I've got him up against me."

Carla peered down, looking at the healthy length of Matt's shaft that was sliding between Susie's thighs. She slipped her hand off of Matt and put it between the three of them, driving down to grab hold of his thick shaft. Her fingers couldn't close all the way around it, and she drew in a breath. "Wow..."

Susie let Carla pull his shaft free from between her legs, stepping back so that there was room for his dick between the three of them. With the combination of the water and Susie's wetness that had rubbed onto him, Carla moved her hand back-and-forth along his thirteen-inch length, stroking his cock with wonder.

"I think I'm ready," Carla breathed, giving Matt's cock a hard squeeze and making his knees buckle a little bit.

Susie nodded, and Matt said, "You ready to go back to the bed?"

"Yeah," Carla said, letting go of Matt's cock reluctantly. Matt turned off the shower and they stepped out, and he grabbed them a few towels that were folded nicely under the sunk. They were fluffy and white and did the job quickly, and once they were mostly dry, the three of them left the bathroom and went over to the bed.

"It sounded like maybe you want to go first, huh, Carla?" Matt said to her, gesturing an arm towards the bed. 

That was where things took an unexpected turn. Carla looked to Susie, and Susie, with one hand on Matt's chest and her boobs pressed up against him, said, "Marcy said that you would have some...stuff here. Like stuff to tie people up with."

Matt blinked. "Bondage restraints? Sure, we've got those in spades. What were you thinking? I can put you in handcuffs, or tie the two of you together or to the bed..."

Susie shook her head. "Not quite. Actually, we wanted to tie you to the bed. And just, ah, I'm not sure how to say it..."

Matt gave the matter some quick thought. "Sorry," he said, giving his head a little shake to clear it. "I've just never had anyone ask for that before. Usually I'm the one who's 'on top,' so to speak. What with the big dick and all."

Carla looked almost apologetic, so Matt was quick to reassure her. "I'm up for whatever you ladies want, and that sounds fine to me. Do you want to strap me down to the bed, like legs and arms and all?"

Carla, reinvigorated by the quick move forward, looked to Susie and gave her a thoughtful musing. "Just arms," Carla suggested to Susie. "Probably good for him to have his legs free if he's going to, you know..."

"Fuck us?" Susie grinned. "Yeah, good Point. "Okay, Matt, where's the goods?" One of her hands went down to his muscular ass and squeezed it, showing her enthusiasm.

"Allow me." Matt quickly bent down and pulled a small chest out from underneath the bed, flipping it open to reveal an assortment of bondage-related toys. Of course, they were well-prepared for anything a client might want. There were two other containers underneath the bed, holding anything from vibrators and dildos all the way to different kinds of popular clothing items in case someone wanted to do a certain cosplay. 

Matt's own nerves came back as he pulled the leather straps free from the container and slid it back underneath the bed. They were black leather, bolstered by silver chain, and the women watched him as he secured two of their ends around his own wrists. Like he had indicated to the two of them, usually it was the clients who wanted to be strapped down or restrained in some way. No one had ever asked that of him, and it was strange to feel the cuffs around his wrists.

Regardless, he let himself lie down in the center of the bed and invited them over, holding his arms up towards the bed posts. His cock, still plenty excited, stood straight up with its gargantuan length.

"Tie me up," Matt told them, the leather and chain straps swinging from his wrists. "I deserve it."

Smiling, the two women went to either side of him and were quick to get him secured, not fumbling with the leather straps. Once they were done, Matt gave them a good tug and was surprised to find how secure they were.

"Well," he said softly, "I'm not going anywhere, that's for sure."

The mood shifted now that he was at the mercy of the two women. Suddenly they were the masters, and he was the one in a new situation. He watched them crawl onto the bed on their hands and knees, their big tits hanging down and jiggling most pleasantly while they moved toward him, warm skin pressing against his thighs and hips. His arms were strung upward, but he was still able to lie flat on the bed, though he tilted his head down so that he could look at what they were up to.

The two of them were actually whispering to each other, like they were revisiting plans they had made before showing up to the lounge. Now that they had Matt where they wanted him, they were more ready to launch into the things they'd fantasized about. And as each of them moved to take their positions, their plans became more clear.

Carla moved up toward his head, swinging a knee over him so that she could straddle him, looking down at his face while he looked up at her past the large swells of her breasts.

"Eat my pussy real good," she commanded, with a hint of her Hispanic accent coming out in the heat of the moment which Matt found incredibly hot. She had a little bush on top of her trimmed slit, and he smelled her arousal right before she pressed it onto his face. Matt dug into her pussy eagerly, tasting her strong flavor and rubbing his face into her while she gasped and put more weight down onto him, her knees pressing against the outsides of his shoulders.

Carla had ridden his face for a few moments before Susie got situated down below, forcing herself between his legs and taking his big cock in both hands. He felt her breath on him, but of course he couldn't see past Carla, and when her hot, wet mouth engulfed the head of his cock, he moaned into the Latina woman's snatch. She sucked on him for a few seconds, putting his cock deeper into her mouth, before pulling off and saying, "Jesus, it's so big. I fucking love it."

Matt was in no position to reply, as Carla pressed her pussy into his face, making sure that her clit found its way into his mouth. Matt tasted her and sucked on her, while down below, Susie did the same to him, still keeping both hands around the girth of his shaft as she took as much of his cock as she could. She didn't quite make it halfway down his shaft, but she was close, and her mouth felt amazing on his hardness.

Carla pulled herself off of his mouth just to drop a little lower, pressing her breasts into his face and ordering him to suck on her nipples. "Bite them," was what she actually said, adding, "I like it rough."

His face got buried in her tits, and his mouth found her nipple and pulled it in, first licking and sucking, then chewing, ever so gently using his teeth on Carla's big nipples as she encouraged him and rubbed her wet pussy against his stomach, twisting so that she could get the other tit into his mouth and have him yank on it.

"He has a really good mouth," Carla panted, while Matt used that mouth to try to suck her nipple right off her chest. Matt felt her arm squirm between their bellies, reaching down to rub at her clit while she gyrated against him. "I'm so close already, Susie, ah! Let me...I wanna go first on him."

With a wet sound, Susie pulled her mouth off his cock, still gripping his hard shaft like he was the safety bar on a roller coaster. "You still want me to eat your pussy, right?" Susie questioned, her breathing coming hard on the tail end of the blowjob.

"Please," Carla begged in agreement, and there was a sharp crack! as Susie smacked her on the ass. Matt felt it in his own body through her, and Carla pulled back, letting him get a full breath of air as she stopped smothering him with her tits. Matt's hands pulled instinctually at the bonds, because if he weren't strapped down, he might have held Carla down on him for just a moment longer to make her crazy. But he was at their mercy, and the leather held him in place securely. He realized that there wasn't even enough slack for him to bend back and reach the buckle that sealed the cuff, so he really wasn't going to get off this bed until someone let him.

The women, practically panting with their lust, got up off of him and exchanged places. The open air felt cold on Matt's dick, and he saw the glistening remnants of Susie's blowjob coating half of his shaft.

Susie hung off to the side, still on the bed, for just a little bit while she watched Carla get into position. Carla got up on top of Matt's dick, quickly pressing him against her entrance, and he bit his lip at the feeling of the tightness and warmth encircling the head of his cock.

"Take it slow," Susie advised her, her eyes glittering with the excitement of watching her friend get penetrated on Matt's huge rod. "You'll get it all in you eventually. I've seen you take my big XL toy, and that was—"

"Okay, hush," Carla said, shaking her head. "I know what I'm doing. Just...ah..."

She started to press down onto him, and Matt's dick started to slide into her, and fuck did she feel good. Somehow he hadn't really understood it until he was actually going inside of her, but he was really enjoying this position. Being tied down, being used and ordered around—it was usually the other way around. This was something else entirely.

Carla breathed heavily, her dark hair a mess around her face, her lips parted. She was halfway down his shaft now, and she rode back up again, just a little, tossing her head back and moaning at how good it felt. Matt tried hard not to do the same, but she was tight and hot and god she was going down again, further now, finding room inside of herself for his long, thick shaft, down and down further and further until her stretched pussy lips pressed against his crotch and she shuddered. 

"God..." she whispered.

"That is so fucking hot," Susie cried, and immediately she flung herself over Matt's chest, straddling him backwards so that she could face Carla. "Look at your clit sticking out. You're shaking! You're gonna cum any second, aren't you?"

"I...am going to hold onto it," Carla said, but she didn't sound too convincing, her voice quivering.

"Fuck him," Susie told her. "Come on. I want to see you cum on his big cock, Carla. I want to see you cum harder than you ever have."

With that, Susie bent down to flick her tongue against the nub of Carla's clitoris, and Carla cried out, then started riding Matt up and down, slowly, slowly, then faster. Susie wasn't letting her off the hook, sucking her clit into her mouth and trying to make her friend cum. From the feel of things, she wasn't going to need much help. Matt would bet that she could cum just from riding on his pole for a little while longer. 

Susie moved so that her own wet pussy was against his mouth, though, the tip of his nose pressing into her ass, and he took the implicit command and licked at her pussy, shoving his tongue up into her tunnel when she pushed against him. She moaned when he did that, and he fucked her with his tongue.

Carla's breathing was ragged, and her motions on his cock became smaller and faster as he stretched her to her limit. With Susie mercilessly working her clit, her breath hitched, and then she cried out as she took Matt's cock to the hilt again and her orgasm slammed into her with the force of a truck. Her hands grabbed at Matt's legs and she moved herself back and forth on his cock, screaming, her pussy pulsing around him and her hair flying around her as she shook, quaking on his cock and making the whole bed shake like there was a natural disaster.

"So fucking hot," Susie whispered, as Carla pulled off of Matt's cock and slumped backward on the bed, completely worn out. She pulled her pussy off Matt's face and spun around so that she was where Carla was, looking Matt in the eye.

"You gonna cum for me, too?" she asked him, teasingly, as she settled her pussy down on his cock.

"If there's room in there for it," he said, short of breath, and Susie licked her lips and pressed down on him and let him stretch her wide, her eyes fluttering and her head tilting back as she lowered herself down onto him and got parts of her touched that had never been touched before. She hilted him faster than Carla had, and Matt knew that he was going to have no trouble cumming inside of her. He was surprised he had lasted this long at all, with how turned on he was.

She started to pump up and down, swearing softly to herself as she did, the sensations overpowering her bravado and teasing. Her pale red hair hid one of her eyes, and she focused on the pleasure, on Matt's girth stretching her wide, on how good it felt to be this full.

"I'm gonna...fucking...ah..." Matt could hardly get the words out, and Susie responded simply by biting her lip and riding him faster, and then he let go and started to shoot inside of her, moaning loudly as he bent his head back against the pillows. He pumped into her, thrusting up to meet her coming down, really fucking her, and spilled so much cum inside of her cunt that it spilled out and dripped down the sides of his shaft, all the while he yelled, pumping into her harder, her hot, tight tunnel gripping him just as much as he was filling her.

Carla, recovered some, now reached around Susie's waist from behind, her fingers sliding through the slick cum on Matt's shaft to find her friend's clit and rub it. Susie gasped and cried "Yes!" throwing her head back and riding Matt's shaft harder as his orgasm wound down, and when she came she hunched forward, slamming herself down on his cock while Carla expertly worked her sensitive slit until she had to slap her off, the waves of her orgasm leaving her face redder than her hair.

When it was over and everyone had lost what felt like two years of their lives through cumming, they did untie Matt, who had forgotten that he might be trapped. His arms could have hung there uselessly for hours more for all he cared, with how hard he had cum inside of Susie, his cock slowly softening. He could have fallen asleep restrained like that, easily.

The three of them did hop in the shower again though, much more handsy this time, cleaning each other off, and Carla took a turn on sucking Matt's cock, getting more of him into her mouth than Susie had, leading to a little bout of teasing. There was no chance of him cumming again so soon, but it never felt bad to get your cock sucked, and he let the ladies play until everyone was clean and they were ready to go.

Left alone in the Angel Suite, he fell back onto the bed (making sure to miss the wet spots) and reminded himself that he was getting paid for this, and he'd handled a new situation—both the two women and him being tied up—pretty goddamn well, judging by the smiles on their faces. And god, the way they had kissed each other, and gotten right into helping each other cum...he'd never seen anything like it. He wanted to see more of it. Surely there were more pairs of women out there who'd like to do something like this, right?

"Maybe my little sophomore slump here is over," he said to himself. "I think I'm gonna ask Marcy to find me some more clients."

He grinned. Maybe he'd owe her a favor after this. He wasn't too worried about that, though. He was good for it. He just knew that he had to get himself in another room with two woman who liked to kiss each other as much as they wanted to get Matt inside of them.

Matt closed his eyes. He'd rest a little, and then he'd get to work on that.

––––––––
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