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CHAPTER 1




“Cock size,” Mariana said flatly, her ruby-red lips curling into a smirk as if she had just ordered a Diet Coke.

The poor guy across from her—white dude in a suede vest and a grey tam. Seriously, who still wore tams outside of weed dispensaries or bad poetry readings? He almost choked on his water. He sputtered like a busted showerhead, spraying a little fountain back into his glass before wiping his chin.

“I… what? Did you just say cock size?” His voice cracked halfway through like a prepubescent choirboy.

Mariana didn’t flinch. She just lifted one shoulder in a shrug, adjusted her glasses with one manicured finger, and popped an eyebrow. “Yeah. Of course. What else?”

The man blinked at her, dumbstruck. “Wait, you’re saying cock size is the most important thing you’re looking for in a… life partner?”

“More like ON a life partner,” Mariana corrected smoothly. “Wouldn’t make sense if it was IN him, now would it?”

She leaned forward, dark eyes gleaming with mischief, the dim lighting catching the copper flecks in her irises.

The guy’s mouth opened, then closed. He looked like a trout dropped on dry land.

Mariana squinted at his chest. There was a stupid “Hello My Name Is” tag slapped on his vest with the number 12 scribbled in marker.

“Number 12,” she said, deliberately slow, like she was talking to someone who just failed kindergarten math.

“It’s Andrew,” he supplied meekly.

Mariana nodded, leaning back with exaggerated grace, crossing one long leg over the other so her short black cocktail dress hiked up her thigh. “Andrew. Cute. So Andrew, let me save you some confusion. That’s what women want.”

He hesitated. “…They want…?”

Mariana spread her hands apart—a good foot of space—then gave him a dead-serious stare.

“We all want a big, thick, long, black cock to suck on.” She enunciated every single adjective like she was teaching phonics, letting her tongue curl around the words with obscene relish.

A woman at a nearby table snorted into her martini.

Andrew nearly fell back in his chair. “Seriously? That’s what you’re going with? Just—just announcing that to strangers?”

Mariana swirled her cocktail glass lazily, the ice cubes clinking. “Yup. Why waste time sugarcoating it? It’s called speed dating, not sermon on the mount.” She took a sip, licking the rim of her glass suggestively before continuing. “Look, sweetheart, we get eight minutes together. Eight minutes. You think I’m going to spend them pretending I care about your favorite vacation spot or your mom’s lasagna recipe? Hell no. Let’s cut the bullshit. Priorities matter.”

Andrew gave her a weak laugh, scratching the side of his pale cheek. “Well, uh… I guess I can’t really help you with the ‘black’ part…”

Mariana snapped her gaze back to him, one brow shooting high. “Really? You’re telling me you check all the other boxes?”

He stammered, “I—I mean, no, I wasn’t saying that, I just—uh, I wasn’t expecting—”

“Me to be so blunt?” she teased.

He coughed. “I was gonna say… abrupt.”

Mariana giggled, a wicked sound. “Honey, blunt, whorish, shameless—I’ve been called worse. But you know what? At least you know where I stand. Some of these women,” she gestured vaguely around the dim lounge filled with twenty other couples, “are pretending they want ‘honesty’ and ‘loyalty’ and ‘a man who texts back.’ Lies. We all want dick that makes us forget our own names.”

Across the room, another woman caught Mariana’s eye and winked, clearly eavesdropping. Mariana winked back. At least someone appreciated her candor.

Andrew, meanwhile, sat frozen, sweat forming under that ridiculous tam. Poor man looked like he’d wandered into the wrong class on the first day of school.

The sweet chime of a bell saved him.

“Time’s up, ladies and gents!” the perky hostess chirped from the center of the lounge. A redhead in stilettos with a grin like she owned stock in Botox. “Half-time! Twenty minutes to refresh. Gentlemen, fix those ties, ladies, powder those noses. Round Two coming right up!”

Chairs scraped, laughter bubbled, and the crowd shifted.

Mariana smoothed her dress down her thighs, grabbed her purse and “dance card,” then stood. She offered Andrew her hand like a queen dismissing her subject.

“It was really nice talking to you, Andrew.”

His hand was clammy, bless him.

“Uh, yeah, you too.”

Mariana softened for a brief moment, leaning in with a conspiratorial whisper. “Lose the cap, babe. Trust me. No woman is going to ride a man in a tam.”

That was the most honest thing she’d said all night.

***

At the bar, Mariana ordered another cocktail, downed the first in one swallow, then waved her empty glass like a flag. “Another. Keep ‘em coming.”

A freckled little pixie face popped up at her elbow.

“Hello, Number 7,” Mariana drawled without looking.

“Hey!” Sylvie beamed, nearly bouncing in her seat. “How’s it going?”

“Fabulous.” Mariana gulped her new drink. “Best time of my life. I’ve never wanted to fake an orgasm more.”

Sylvie rolled her eyes. “Oh dear. I’m sorry I dragged you here.”

Mariana patted her friend’s cheek. “Please. This night’s not about me. It’s about you. I’m just here for moral support—and the half-price cocktails.”

“And dinner at Portobello’s Friday,” Sylvie added with a grin.

Mariana smirked. “That too.”

As the night wore on, Mariana kept up the game—cutting, filthy, sharp banter with every man that sat across from her. Some squirmed, some blushed, some got hard (she saw the tenting, oh yes). She scared a few off permanently, and that gave her a secret thrill.

But then he walked in.

Not the Andrews. Not the Brads. Not the limp, awkward smiles or the nervous fingers on sweating glasses.

No. This one was tall, dark, broad-shouldered. Burgundy shirt. Grey blazer. A cool gaze that didn’t flicker even when another guy (poor IT Brad) tried to argue about whose seat was whose.

The stranger simply set one strong hand on the back of the chair, his knuckles brushing the wood, his expression calm. “I believe this is my seat, my friend.”

Brad sputtered. Mariana tilted her head, amused.

Two men squaring off over her? Now this was entertainment.

The tall stranger’s voice was smooth, deep, resonant. A man who wasn’t used to being told no. His eyes—dark, focused—slid to Mariana’s with the kind of intensity that made her nipples harden beneath her dress.

For the first time that night, Mariana didn’t have a snarky comeback ready.

Her panties—dry desert just moments ago—felt suddenly damp.

And she thought, Finally. A man worth playing with.


CHAPTER 2




The room at the bar was still vibrating with laughter and drunken chatter, but Mariana couldn’t hear any of it anymore. Her attention was locked, pinned, possessed by the dark-skinned stranger sitting across from her.

Tyson.

The name had rolled off his tongue with a deep velvet weight that made her pulse skip, then stumble, then run for its life. His gaze was molten, lazy but dangerous, like a man who had nothing to prove and yet everything to take. He hadn’t even touched her yet, not really, but the charge between them was thicker than the heavy air in the dimly lit bar.

Mariana leaned forward, pretending to laugh at something Sylvie whispered into her ear, but her hand was sliding, bold and mischievous, under the table. She didn’t even think twice. Her fingers brushed against Tyson’s thigh first—hard muscle wrapped in denim—and then higher.

Her palm found what she had been dying to confirm.

And good God, she moaned before she could stop herself.

It wasn’t a gasp, it wasn’t a polite intake of breath. It was a hungry, breathless moan that slipped from her throat and made Sylvie whip her head around in shock, then in sudden amusement. Tyson didn’t flinch. He leaned back in his chair like a king, watching her with a half-smirk as though daring her to keep her hand exactly where it was.

Mariana squeezed, and the heat of him, the sheer weight pressing back against her palm, made her bite down on her lip hard enough to sting. He was big. No, not big—massive. The kind of man whose very presence in your bed would be a story whispered over wine for years afterward.

She wanted that story. No, she needed it.

The speed-dating event was over. The night was over. Hell, her patience was over.

She turned to Sylvie, her voice low, urgent, trembling with both laughter and lust. “We’re leaving.”

Sylvie blinked at her, at first confused, then caught sight of Mariana’s hand still pressing boldly into Tyson’s lap. Sylvie’s mouth dropped open, then curved into the kind of grin that meant I’m absolutely not letting you do this without me.

They rose in unison, Mariana’s hand reluctantly leaving Tyson’s lap. The stranger stood too, slow and deliberate, towering over both women. He didn’t ask. He didn’t need to. He followed.

***

The apartment door hadn’t even slammed shut behind them before Mariana’s mouth was on his. There was nothing tentative about it. No careful teasing, no shy hesitation. She grabbed fistfuls of his shirt, dragging him down into her kiss as though she’d been waiting her whole life to devour him. Tyson kissed her back like he’d been born to dominate every inch of her mouth, tongue hot, lips demanding, his hands already roaming down the curve of her back.

Sylvie wasn’t left out. Tyson reached, pulled her into the heat, his mouth breaking from Mariana’s only to capture Sylvie’s lips next.

Mariana stepped back, panting, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand as she watched Sylvie melt into Tyson’s kiss. Something wild twisted in her stomach—jealousy, excitement, hunger—it was all tangled together, messy and intoxicating.

Tyson released Sylvie with a low growl that made both women’s knees buckle. Then he tugged his shirt over his head and tossed it aside. The sight of him made Mariana’s throat dry out instantly. His body was carved muscle, his skin gleaming like polished bronze beneath the apartment’s dim lights.

“Clothes,” he ordered, his voice low, edged with command.

The word cracked through the air like a whip.

Mariana obeyed first, unzipping her dress and letting it fall in a careless puddle at her feet. Her bra hit the floor a second later, then her panties. She stood in nothing but skin, flushed and shaking, but her eyes were locked on him.

Sylvie followed suit, slower, teasing, peeling off her blouse button by button while maintaining eye contact with Tyson. She shimmied her skirt down her hips and let it drop, stepping out of it with a grin that was half-defiant, half-aroused.

Tyson’s gaze swept over both women, slow and assessing. Like a man choosing which delicacy to taste first.

“On your knees,” he said finally.

The women exchanged a glance. Mariana felt her stomach flip at the tone in his voice—not a request, a command. A delicious, dangerous command she couldn’t deny. She dropped to her knees on the plush carpet, Sylvie sliding beside her.

Tyson unzipped his jeans.

When he freed himself, Mariana’s eyes went wide. Her moan returned, louder, sharper, because her imagination hadn’t been exaggerating.

“Holy… shit,” Sylvie whispered, her eyes glued.

Tyson smirked, tilting his head like a king addressing worshippers. “Impressed?”

Mariana didn’t waste time answering. She leaned forward, lips parting, hunger written all over her face. Tyson stopped her with a hand in her hair, tugging her head back just enough to make her gasp.

“Not yet,” he growled. “Both of you, together. Take turns. Show me how bad you want it.”

Sylvie let out a breathless laugh, sliding her hand around his base, stroking slowly as she glanced at Mariana.

“Ladies first?” Sylvie teased.

Mariana didn’t argue. She leaned in again, her lips wrapping around the head, her tongue circling, savoring the weight of him. Tyson groaned, his hand tightening in her hair, guiding, testing, controlling.

Sylvie bent lower, trailing kisses down his length, her lips brushing Mariana’s cheek as the two women worked in unison. It was messy, it was filthy, and it was perfect.

Tyson let them please him until his breath turned ragged, until his groans filled the living room. Then he pulled free, slick and glistening, both women panting as they looked up at him like sinners begging for more.

“Up,” he ordered. “Both of you. Couch. Now.”

They scrambled onto the couch, bending forward on their knees as he directed, asses high, anticipation dripping from their every movement.

Tyson crouched behind them, spreading them apart with strong hands. He lowered his head between their thighs, tongue flicking first at Sylvie, then Mariana.

Sylvie gasped, clutching the couch cushions, her moan muffled but desperate. Mariana bit down on her knuckle, body quaking as his tongue worked her over, relentless and masterful. He switched between them, feasting, groaning into their heat like a man starved.

“Fuck!” Sylvie cried, trembling as her orgasm ripped through her. Mariana wasn’t far behind, her body convulsing, vision blurring as Tyson pushed her over the edge with nothing but his tongue and his dominance.

When he finally rose, his mouth glistening, his chest heaving, his eyes burned with raw hunger.

“Now,” he growled. “Now you’ll know what it means to be mine.”

***

Tyson didn’t wait a second longer. He gripped their hips, shifting their bodies with a predator’s ease. Both women were trembling beneath his hands, flushed, lips parted, eyes glazed with need. His presence alone was enough to make them shiver, the air thick with desire, tension, and raw energy.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice low and unrelenting. Mariana raised her eyes, heart hammering, and Sylvie mirrored her. Tyson’s gaze roamed their bodies, taking in every curve, every shiver, every breathless moan. “You’re mine tonight. Every inch. Do you understand me, slut?”

“Yes,” Mariana breathed, her voice barely audible, and Sylvie echoed her with a shaky nod.

“Good,” he said, leaning close, lips brushing the nape of Mariana’s neck. “Then let’s see how bad you really want it.”

He moved between them with a deliberate, commanding rhythm, brushing fingertips against the sensitive skin of their backs and thighs. Each touch made them quiver, gasping, pressing into him without realizing it. The air around them was electric, thick with the kind of heat that made your skin crawl and your stomach twist in delicious torment.

Mariana leaned into him, breath hot against his jaw. “Please,” she whispered, the single word loaded with need and hunger.

Tyson smirked, letting his hands travel up her sides. “Patience,” he said, and the word was more of a growl than advice. He alternated his attention between the two women, teasing, guiding, pressing, never letting them settle.

Sylvie gasped, tilting her head as his fingers trailed along her curves. “Tyson…” she moaned, her voice trembling. Every sound she made was a signal to him, and he thrived on it.

He leaned forward again, his lips near Mariana’s ear. “You want to feel alive tonight? You want to remember this moment forever?”

“Yes,” she whispered, breathless, the word half-scream, half-plea.

“Then move,” he ordered, and both women obeyed instinctively, bodies writhing against him, trembling with anticipation and desire. He moved like a force of nature, taking what he wanted with precision, dominance, and a rhythm that demanded complete surrender.

Their hands roamed over his body, exploring, teasing, but Tyson never lost control. Each motion, each shift, each gasp from them fueled his own hunger. He groaned low in his chest, the sound vibrating through them, and they pressed closer, desperate for more, needing him to drive them over the edge.

“Hold still,” he growled, gripping their hips, making them pause only to tease, only to draw out the anticipation until it was nearly unbearable. Their moans, their shivers, their shaky breaths filled the room, a symphony of desire orchestrated entirely by him.

Mariana’s fingers dug into the couch cushions, body arching instinctively as his hands roamed. Sylvie pressed her cheek to his chest, trembling, as he whispered instructions that made them shiver with both fear and longing. Every word, every command, every touch was a promise of the ecstasy they were about to lose themselves in.

He shifted again, this time moving around the couch to hold them both from behind, their bodies pressed together, heat blending, tension mounting. The energy was almost unbearable—every nerve ending on fire, every breath shallow, every moan a signal that they were completely under his control.

“Do you feel that?” Tyson whispered, his voice a low growl, lips brushing Mariana’s ear. “That’s what happens when you let go. When you let me lead. When you surrender.”

“Yes,” Mariana gasped, and Sylvie echoed her, voices mingling, trembling, desperate.

Tyson’s hands were everywhere, commanding, teasing, holding them in the perfect position, drawing every gasp, every moan, every shiver from them. The room was a whirlwind of heat, lust, and raw, untamed energy, with Tyson at the center, orchestrating their complete surrender.

He paused only long enough to let them catch their breath, then pressed closer, his hands gripping them firmly. “I want you both aching for me,” he growled. “I want you trembling, gasping, begging. And when I’m done, you’ll remember who owns you tonight.”

Mariana and Sylvie shivered violently, breathless, bodies twitching with anticipation and need. Every nerve ending burned, every pulse raced, and every thought centered entirely on him. They were completely lost in the heat, in the dominance, in the raw, electric desire that Tyson commanded so effortlessly.

“Good girls,” he whispered, voice thick with approval, smirk evident even without words. “Now show me how much you want it. All of it. Every inch. No holding back.”

And they did.

Bodies pressed together, moans and gasps filling the apartment, heat and desire rolling over them in waves. Tyson’s dominance was absolute, his presence overwhelming, and both women surrendered completely to the pleasure, tension, and intoxicating command of his hands, voice, and gaze.

By the time he finally allowed them to catch their breath, both Mariana and Sylvie were trembling, flushed, and entirely captivated by him. He smirked down at them, chest heaving, eyes dark with triumph and hunger.

***

Tyson’s Pov:

I went to kiss Sylvie but was intercepted by Mariana’s hungry mouth. We kissed deeply as my cock finally restored to its original full length. As my cock bounced out I felt a hand stroke its length, a wet sticky hand, Sylvie’s hand lubed by her juices. Mariana, pushed my back onto the bed so that I was lying down, then crawled onto the bed like a cat shaking her hips before hovering over me and planting another deep kiss. Sylvie continued to stroke my shaft, adding more and more of her wetness to its length.


Mariana hovered her cunt over my cock as Sylvie protested, “You can suck him, kiss him, he can eat you the fuck out, but you cannot fuck him until I’m fucking satisfied,” and her hand placed a barrier between Mariana’s cunt and my cock.


“Well someone’s getting fucking greedy!” Mariana exclaimed.


Sylvie just pushed Mariana forward before mounting me and riding my dick reverse cowgirl style. Mariana, on the other hand, flipped around, “I wanna see,” leaving me a gorgeous view of her round ass.


Sylvie sopping wet pussy easily slid right down my cock again. Her hot wetness guiding my cock, her pussy still pulsing from the powerful orgasm she had just had a few moments before. She started bouncing on my cock and I reached forward and grabbed Mariana’s hips, “She did say I could eat you,” and I planted Marian’s wet bald cunt on my lips as I sucked her labia hard.


I could hear Mariana hollering, “Fuck, fuck yeah!” 

Suddenly Sylvie lean forward and an “mmmfff,” escape from Mariana. I got a quick peek of my two ladies locked in a searing kiss, tongues darting before I went back to eating Mariana’s cunt. The dual pleasure of licking and sucking Mariana’s tenderness as Sylvie stroked deep long wet pumps along my cock was fucking amazing. The “mmmfff, mmmfff” and softened moans as the girls kissed was the topping of an ecstasy cake. I assaulted Mariana’s cunt hard, sucking her labia, nibbling her, tongue fucking her wetness and assaulting her clit, then I snuck two fingers into her wetness. Her moans drove Sylvie into overdrive, bouncing on my cock like she was riding an enraged bull, her silky wetness milking my cock and begging for its hot splash of reward to coat her innards and jet across her cervix.


Mariana stiffened on top of my assaulting, pushing her cunt hard against my lips, releasing a torrent of cuss words in no particular order like a deranged bitch. Mariana’s own orgasm seemed to spur Sylvie on to new heights and her body stiffened and her cannel tightened hard against my cock. This duet of feminine orgasmic ecstasy was more than my balls could take and I unleashed another tidal wave hot seed deep into Sylvie’s hungry pussy, causing her to scream as I let out a guttural groan from depths that must have been near where my seed was produced. The ladies collapsed into each other’s arms, trading light kisses as my cock twitched madly in Sylvie’s cunt, my seed overflowing and running down my balls and ass.


We remained that way for what seemed forever, until Mariana finally broke the silence. “Sylvie, I’m still fucking horny. God, I need to get fucked like that too. Look at that… even when flaccid that black dick is still a fucking monster.”


Sylvie just gazed at Mariana with glazed eyes, before finally saying, “Well, if you can get that black monster hard again you’re more that welcome to shove it in your pussy and jerk yourself off.” 

I am fairly sure I twitched and stiffened slightly as Sylvie responded with an “Ohh.”


Mariana nearly flung Sylvie off my cock and gobbled its hot sticky mass into her mouth. I just laid back in satisfaction as Mariana sucked my cock with ferocity, her sweet fucking cunt wagging in front of me.


“Holy shit, Mariana,” Sylvie erotically hissed, “you really are a slut for a big black fucking cocks, aren’t you?” 

Mariana pulled off her mouth off my cock with a pop and said, “Damn right I am.”

Fuck, I groaned in pleasure as Mariana’s lips and mouth were coaxing my cock back to stiffness, sliding down her fucking throat as soon as it was long enough. Sylvie continued to watch as her friend continually deep throats my cock, her pussy still leaking my seed all over the bed.


Soon, Mariana had my cock just where she wanted it and crawled off of me on all fours. I took the hint and crawled between her legs and was surprised once again when Sylvie handled my cock, pulling it right into her friend’s hot cunt. My head quickly separated her lips as I plowed into her depths. Sylvie was caressing the length not in Mariana until I plunged it in her hot cunt in which she played with my balls. 

Soon, Sylvie’s had was replaced with her mouth as I made long strokes deep into Mariana’s hot wet cunt. Mariana seeing Sylvie near her, seeing her hot lips and warm tongue on my balls as I dug my cock deep into her belly, Mariana lifted Sylvie’s ass and dropped her mouth directly onto her pussy.


Sylvie quickly dropped my balls from her mouth and moaned out, “Ohhh, fucking… hell.”


Hearing this, I just started pumping into Mariana’s cunt with all of my remaining strength, power fucking this woman eating out her friend’s hairy cunt. Mariana’s pussy fluttered around my cock as she ravaged her friend’s pussy with her lips. 

It did not take long before Sylvie’s once again stiffened and pulsed below and I could hear a wet squishing sound as Mariana continued to munch on her friend’s worn out pussy. I continued to fuck Mariana’s cunt with vengeance, the hot pink glove coaxing my cock along for yet another wave of seed. Then seeing Mariana’s face covered with Sylvie’s juices was all I could take and I shoved myself as far and hard as I could, Mariana responding with an “Oh fuck,” before I unleashed for the third time this evening.

After Sylvie ate my cum from Mariana’s pussy, they both clean my cock and balls, then later kiss on my nipples, thanking me for giving them the best fuck of their lives. Soon, all three of us fell deep into slumber, obviously spent.


CHAPTER 3




I woke to the faint hum of the city outside Mariana’s window, the morning light spilling through the blinds in soft golden streaks. But I wasn’t noticing the city, not even the coffee brewing somewhere in the apartment. My attention was already claimed—claimed by the two most delicious women I’d ever had under my roof. Mariana and Sylvie.

They were still asleep, sprawled across my chest and the couch cushions like they’d never want to leave. My fingers itched, not with restraint, but with the kind of hunger that made a man realize he wasn’t built for subtlety. I traced lazy patterns over the curve of Mariana’s shoulder first, then slid down toward Sylvie, my hands hungry but careful, teasing, testing, awakening.

I smirked at the tiny, startled gasp that escaped Mariana when her eyes fluttered open. I leaned in close, whispering in her ear, letting my voice carry all the heat I felt, all the dominance I wanted to make hers.

“You awake yet, sweetheart?” I murmured.

Her lips parted, her breath hitching. I could feel her pulse, quick and unsteady, responding to my touch. Sylvie followed soon after, shifting against me, eyes wide, a mixture of surprise and anticipation flashing across her face.

I ran my hands along their sides, along the small of their backs, letting the energy between us build. The tension in the room was so thick I could slice it with a knife. Their warmth pressed against me, and I knew I had them right where I wanted.

“You know,” I said, my voice low, commanding, “mornings like this? They’re mine. And I don’t share lightly.”

Mariana’s breath hitched. “Tyson…” she whispered, voice trembling.

“Shh,” I replied, letting my fingers trail teasingly along their curves, careful to stop just short of the line that would make things explicit. “No need to say anything. Just feel. Feel what happens when I take control.”

I moved between them, alternating attention, hands tracing, brushing, teasing. Their reactions were immediate. Moans, shivers, and gasps filled the apartment—a symphony of want that made my chest tighten. I leaned close to Sylvie, murmuring into her ear.

“You like this, don’t you?”

Her response was instant, almost breathless. “Yes… so much.”

“Good,” I said, my grin darkening. “Because I’m not done. Not even close.”

I could feel their bodies responding, heat building, muscles tensing, anticipation twisting every nerve into sharp focus. I let my lips brush against Mariana’s shoulder, then her neck, inhaling the scent of her hair, the warmth of her skin. Sylvie shifted closer, pressing herself against me, and I welcomed it—the chaos of two women responding, needing, craving.

“Tyson,” Mariana murmured again, almost pleading.

I chuckled, low and wicked. “You don’t need to plead. You just need to surrender.”

And they did. Every small movement, every shiver, every gasp told me they were mine to command. I let my hands roam, teasing, teasing, drawing out their anticipation, holding them on the edge of want. I wanted them trembling, desperate, knowing that everything they craved would be mine to give — or withhold.

We stayed like that for what felt like hours, me orchestrating, them responding, the energy building until the tension in the apartment was nearly unbearable. I could feel the shift in them, the heat crawling higher, the way they pressed into me, needing, wanting, aching.

Finally, I pulled back just enough to let them catch their breath, my gaze sweeping over both of them. “You thought last night was intense?” I murmured, letting a slow grin spread. “That was just the beginning.”

Mariana’s eyes were bright, cheeks flushed, lips parted. Sylvie’s grin was almost wicked, mischievous, a spark in her gaze that told me she was already planning her own ways to make me obey.

I stood, stretching, and motioned toward the bathroom. “Shower. Now. And this time… you’ll both follow my lead.”

The words had them moving instantly. I could see the mix of excitement and arousal written in their every motion, their eagerness to obey and be part of what I was orchestrating. I didn’t let them get comfortable, didn’t let them linger. My hands guided, my gaze commanded. Every step, every breath, every glance was mine to own.

In the shower, the heat of the water did little to calm the tension in the room. It only amplified it. Steam rose, swirling around us, a misty veil that made every touch, every brush of skin, every shiver and gasp feel more dangerous, more intoxicating.

I took my time, letting my hands trace paths of dominance, teasing, commanding, and rewarding. They were completely under me, responding, giving in, craving the intensity I was creating. Their reactions— gasps, shivers, small moans—were intoxicating, every sound a reinforcement of the power I wielded.

“Do you feel that?” I whispered, letting my hands glide over them just enough to make the anticipation unbearable. “This is what happens when you let go. When you surrender. When you let me lead.”

Mariana’s breath hitched, and I felt her tremble. Sylvie pressed closer, responding instinctively to the rhythm I set. I alternated between them, teasing, testing, watching the heat build until it was nearly unbearable.

I knew exactly what I wanted. I wanted them desperate, needy, fully aware that the intensity, the dominance, the raw sexual energy I wielded, was theirs to submit to. Every small shiver, every gasping laugh, every tremble of anticipation, told me they were mine to control.

When they were finally trembling with want, I leaned back, allowing the tension to build one last time. Their eyes were locked on me, full of desire, anticipation, and complete surrender. I smirked, letting the control and dominance radiate from me, knowing they were lost in the moment, in the heat, in the power I wielded.

The rest of the morning passed in a haze of heat, tension, and anticipation. Every glance, every touch, every whispered word was charged, filthy, and intoxicating. They were mine, fully aware, fully submissive, and the energy between us was electric, raw, and undeniable.

By the time we stepped out of the shower, dripping and flushed, the air in Mariana’s apartment was charged with the kind of tension that promised hours of dirty, dominant fun. I could feel it in the way they looked at me, in the way they moved, in the way they breathed. I was in control, I was dominant, and they were completely mine.

And they knew it.

Mariana’s POV:

Sylvie was gone, had to run some errands, so that left me with Tyson and we didn’t waste any time devouring each other again. I wanted to play the dominant role for once and asked Tyson if he’ll let me, to which he obliged. He told me also one of his friends will pull up soon to service my pussy. I was shocked but decided to play along, after all, the more dicks the merrier.

"Do you want to fuck this white pussy again?" I asked him.

"Of course," he replied.

"Let’s go to the master bedroom. Follow me," I said, and walked ahead of him. I made sure to put a little extra sway in my hips as I knew he was watching my ass.

Fuck, my pussy was on fire and I needed a skilled fireman to put it out. When Tyson came out of the toilet, after taking a leak, I was standing with one leg on the bed and my robe pulled up.

"Come here and eat this fucking white pussy," I said, aggressively.

Tyson obeyed and came over to me, dropped to his knees, and began to lick my pussy.

"Oh fuck, yes. Just like that," I said as I forced his head into my pussy to increase the pressure.

I felt an orgasm building so I pushed him away and told him to fuck me. Tyson dropped his trousers in a flash, revealing that nice eleven inch obsidian monster. God, I love his fucking cock. I’m a fucking size queen and Tyson was far the biggest I’ve seen and ever had.

Horny, I bent over so that I could see out of the window. Tyson slid his dick into me and began to fuck me hard. Through the window, I saw my next door neighbor spraying her lawn.

Tyson was pounding my pussy on his way to his orgasm. I was slamming my ass into him as well, trying to cum again before he did. The intense pounding made my pussy convulse and erupt.

"I'm cumming," Tyson said, just as I came. I jumped off his dick, spun around and swallowed his dick. I made sure that none of his sperm spilled. Once he stopped cumming, I bathe his cock with my mouth, giving his dick the five star cleaning services it deserves.

Thirty minutes later… Tyson’s friend arrives.

"God, I love a fat white pussy," and with that, he buried his face in it. My clit was already at attention from my session with Tyson.

Tyson left the minute his friend arrives, telling me he had some important business to tend to but will return to my pussy later, and in the meantime I should enjoy his friend, Rogan, who was an handsome black man and sexy too.

"Mariana, you naughty fucking slut. Looks like you had some action already," he said before he dived back in.

"Yes on both counts," I replied in between the moaning.

The first orgasm with Rogan came like a freight train. Almost as soon as my brain registered that an orgasm was near, I came very hard. I was grinding my pussy into Rogan’s face as that powerful orgasm ripped through me. It seemed to go on forever, not helped by his continuous assault on my clit. It got to the point where I had to push him away or pass out.

I moved to the other side of the room to the couch and motioned to him.

"Fuck me."

When Rogan dropped his pants and boxers, I froze. In front of me was a very long and thick dick. It was substantially bigger than Tyson’s, and I wonder for a moment how I’ll take it. Before I could even protest, Rogan moved quickly behind me and slid that monster of a black cock into my pussy.

"JESUS FREAKING CHRIST!" I shouted as my pussy was stretched wide.

Rogan had a firm grip on my hips and was fucking me with long, powerful strokes. I started slapping the fucking couch as I first dealt with the pain, and then the pleasure. Every millimeter of my pussy was getting attention from this huge dick. My pussy was never so stuffed.

I can't tell you how many times I came in the short time we fucked. The first explosion in my pussy occurred when Rogan grabbed a hand full of breast and squeezed my nipple. The rest was a blur as he finishes off in me, flooding my pussy with his creamy seed.

Later, he thanked me and I gave him my number and squeezed his cock goodbye as I now close my front porch door to the world, waiting for my Tyson and Sylvie to return.


EPILGOUE




Tyson’s Pov:

Three months had passed since that unforgettable night—the night I’d lost myself to desire, dominance, and the tangled, electric connection with Mariana and Sylvie. Yet somehow, despite the weeks, the tension hadn’t diminished. If anything, it had grown sharper, more insistent. Every glance, every memory, every shiver-inducing whisper lingered in my mind like a permanent brand.

I was in my apartment now, lights dimmed low, the city humming in the background, and I could feel the weight of their presence even before they arrived. Mariana, ever fierce, ever playful, never shy about taking what she wanted—and Sylvie, her sweet, teasing shadow, ready to bend, to push, to tease right back. They had a rhythm with me, one I’d cultivated, refined, and dominated, and I could tell they craved it just as badly as I did.

The door clicked open, and in they came—laughter first, soft and teasing, a sound that made my chest tighten with desire. Mariana’s dark hair fell like a wave over her shoulders, eyes alight with mischief, while Sylvie’s emerald gaze sparkled, lips curling in that shy-but-knowing way that always made me smirk.

“You two look…dangerous,” I said, voice low, letting the tension hang thick in the air.

“We’re exactly what you ordered,” Mariana replied, lips curved, stepping closer, hips swaying with that familiar rhythm that made my body ache with want. Sylvie trailed just behind, playful, teasing, and utterly intoxicating.

I let my hands wander as soon as they were near. One hand on Mariana’s waist, the other grazing Sylvie’s arm. I felt them shiver beneath my touch, anticipation rippling through them, and a slow grin spread across my face. The power, the heat, the raw, delicious tension—it was all mine to orchestrate.

“Tonight,” I murmured, leaning close to Mariana’s ear, “we forget the world. No rules. No hesitation. Only… us.”

Mariana’s breath hitched. “And if we can’t take it?” she teased, lips brushing my jaw.

“You will,” I growled softly. “You’ll take it and beg for more. And I’ll give it to you.”

Sylvie stepped closer, pressing into my side, eyes bright with anticipation. “We’re ready,” she whispered.

I could feel the energy building instantly, a delicious, intoxicating tension that made every nerve ending sing. I guided them with firm, commanding touches—hips, shoulders, small, teasing caresses—letting them feel the heat radiating from me. Their moans were soft, playful, erotic, and it drove me wild.

“God,” Mariana breathed, letting her fingers trail along my chest. “I can’t… I’ve never…”

“Shh,” I whispered, leaning closer, letting my voice alone dominate, control, tease. “You don’t need words. Just follow. Trust me.”

They obeyed instantly. Every small movement, every shiver, every shuddering breath was mine to command, mine to savor. The air between us was thick with desire, a heat that made the room pulse in rhythm with our bodies.

Hours seemed to pass like minutes. Teasing, flirting, dominating, surrendering—every glance, every touch, every whispered word was charged with lust and devotion. The way they responded to my presence, to my voice, to my hands, was intoxicating. Every shiver, every gasp, every playful squeal became a note in the symphony of heat I orchestrated.

Mariana pressed herself against me, lips brushing mine, eyes bright with want and trust. Sylvie pressed close from the other side, fingers tracing tantalizing patterns along my chest. I let my hands roam, firm, commanding, teasing, guiding them, drawing out their laughter, their gasps, their moans.

“You’ve been…waiting for this, haven’t you?” I murmured, letting a low, playful growl slip through my lips.

“Yes,” Mariana gasped, almost whining, the word dripping with need.

Sylvie echoed her, voice trembling, “So ready for you…”

I smiled, letting the tension linger, letting the anticipation build until it was nearly unbearable. I could feel their hearts hammering, their bodies trembling, and it only made the heat between us burn brighter.

We spent the evening exploring that tension, teasing it, playing with it, letting it simmer just beneath the surface. Every movement, every touch, every word was a promise of what could come, what we had already shared, and what we would claim together again and again.

By the time the night drew in, I could see it—the glint of mischief, desire, and surrender in their eyes. They trusted me, craved me, and surrendered to the heat we created. And in that surrender, there was beauty, there was passion, there was ecstasy.

I pulled them close, letting my lips brush theirs, hands roaming, teasing, commanding. They were mine tonight—mine to dominate, mine to seduce, mine to captivate. And as I held them, felt their warmth, their trust, their want, I knew one thing: the story wasn’t ending. It was just beginning.

Mariana looked up at me, lips curved, breath trembling. “We’re yours,” she whispered.

Sylvie pressed closer, a smile playing at the corners of her lips. “Completely,” she murmured.

I grinned, low and wicked, feeling the power, the heat, the intimacy of the moment. “Then tonight,” I said, voice low, “we burn the world down. And we rise again, hotter, hungrier, and closer than ever.”

The night stretched ahead, full of heat, passion, and anticipation. And in that moment, holding them close, feeling the rhythm of their desire, I knew—this was exactly how it was meant to be. Dominance, trust, lust, and surrender, intertwined, inseparable, unrelenting.

Mariana and Sylvie, flushed, trembling, and completely captivated, were mine. And I was theirs.

The city hummed outside, the night thick and alive, but inside, in the apartment, nothing existed but heat, desire, and the intoxicating, unbreakable bond we’d created. I let them drift in my arms, whispered promises of more, more heat, more intensity, more nights like this—nights that would leave us all breathless, craving, and entirely consumed by the fire we shared.

And as they pressed close, I realized: this was the epilogue not of an ending, but of a beginning—a life of passion, dominance, lust, and unwavering desire.
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