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It was Rosalie and Patrick’s first wedding anniversary and for it, Rosalie wanted to do something special. There weren’t a lot of things she and Patrick hadn’t already tried in the bedroom. They had a pretty great understanding of exactly what the other liked and what they liked together. This just meant that Rosalie wanted to impress Patrick even more with what she had planned for them.




The suggestion of going to a sex party had been met with an eager agreement. That bit wasn’t new. As much as Rosalie loved playing with just Patrick, sometimes it was nice to play with Patrick and other people. He definitely agreed. They had had some very nice encounters at parties. Rosalie was confident, however, that she could still show Patrick a great time.




Without a doubt, this was the biggest party they had ever attended. It was held in a huge house, each room specifically set up to cater to a particular kink. Just being there made the whole of Rosalie’s body heat up. When they had first arrived, Rosalie had led them through room to room, to just see what was on offer. Whenever she spotted something that she knew Patrick would especially like, they stayed longer.




“Do you like imagining what you’d feel like in his position?” Rosalie asked, giving Patrick’s hand a squeeze as they watched a man tied to the St Andrew’s Cross and flogged. His hard cock stood to attention that he wasn’t receiving. Instead, the strands of the flogger licked across his thighs and his stomach, making him cry out in both pain and pleasure.




Rosalie could certainly imagine being in the position of the woman hitting the guy. Maybe this was something they could try at home, or a different party. Rosalie had other plans for this one. Watching, however, would do no one any harm.




One of Patrick’s hands lifted to tug at his thin t-shirt, as if even that much clothing was too warm. They were overdressed. Rosalie planned to enjoy taking each and every item of clothing off when the time was right. Keeping Patrick dressed was just another piece of control that he allowed her. One Rosalie would take full advantage of.




“You know I do,” he said, his eyes not leaving the scene in front of them. When the flogger came down again, the sub being punished moaned. So did Patrick. “God,” he carried on, “thinking of everyone watching me take that for you -” He didn’t need to finish the sentence, Rosalie knew just how much it turned him on.




Half-turning, Patrick glanced at Rosalie. “Are you enjoying it?” he asked. His tone was so eager, especially when he added, “Will you let me help?”




She gave a soft laugh at the question, turning her head to press a soft kiss against Patrick’s lips. “I’ll always let you help,” she promised. It was another thing they shared, the understanding that both of their desires came together. Patrick loved serving Rosalie. She loved the control he gave her over him. “But not here,” she told him before Patrick could do much more than run a hand over her back, fingers teasing against the skin that the straps of Rosalie’s dress left exposed.




“Come on,” she said, with one last glance at the activities in the room. Leading them further through the house, Rosalie paused every so often. She made a note of the things that Patrick wanted to stop to see. There were so many things they could do. All of those would have to come later or another time.




The room Rosalie had asked to be prepared looked perfect. There was a huge bed in the center and chairs around it, creating the perfect stage. “What do you think, baby?” Rosalie asked, turning to run her hand over Patrick’s chest. “You want to make an audience gather?” She had all the confidence in the world that he could. Patrick was stunning and that was before Rosalie had made him beg.




Patrick sucked his lower lip between his teeth. Rosalie recognized that as a sign of genuine excitement. “Anyone?” he asked, his gaze sweeping around the chairs that surrounded the bed. “Just anyone who wanted could come and watch?” He’d admitted to Rosalie before that not knowing who might see them was part of what Patrick found exciting about sex parties. She wasn’t terribly surprised that the thought of anyone just walking in and finding a seat had an effect.




“I definitely want that,” he added, as if there’d been any doubt. His eyes widened as he leaned into Rosalie’s touch. “Will you make me be loud?” he asked. “That would get people’s attention.”




“Amongst other things,” Rosalie said. Making Patrick be loud was only one of the things she was planning to do. It was thrilling to know just how much Patrick wanted to be seen. Rosalie was very excited for him to learn what else she planned to do.




Pressing one more kiss against her husband’s lips, Rosalie made him take a step back. “Take a seat,” she told him. Once Patrick had, Rosalie discarded her shoes and got on the bed. She faced Patrick, kneeling on the bed, her dress flowing beautifully around her. Reaching up, Rosalie unclipped her hair, letting its locks drop loosely over her shoulders.




“First,” she said with a small grin, enjoying how Patrick’s eyes were completely focused on her. “I want you to enjoy me.” Once Rosalie had said as much, three other women entered the room. They joined her on the bed, no hesitation at all in reaching out to touch her, hands roaming Rosalie’s body. Her eyes stayed focused on Patrick, tongue running over her lower lip.




Patrick’s jaw went slack for a moment, almost as if he were too overcome to even moan. That was exciting, as was the way Patrick’s fingers curled around the seat of the chair. Rosalie knew what he was doing, that he didn’t want to risk touching himself before Rosalie had told him that he could.




Anything else she might’ve thought almost flew out of Rosalie’s head as she felt the light brush of fingers. It wasn’t just the touch against her breast, or the scrape of a nail across her collarbone, it was also the wet warmth of a mouth against her ear, and a generous chest pressed against her back.




Rosalie had been touched by more than one person at once before, but never by three. Each of the women seemed to be teasing her. They were teasing Patrick into the bargain. He leaned closer, tongue wetting his lips.




When organizing this, Rosalie had given the women clear instructions. Teasing was definitely part of it. She wanted to make Patrick watch. Make him want to touch so badly before she allowed it. So Rosalie tilted her head back, giving a soft moan when one of the women - Corine - bit Rosalie’s earlobe.




“Fuck,” she moaned softly. “Take my dress off,” she told Jemma. The woman instantly moved her hands to Rosalie’s side to undo the straps there. She didn’t rush, careful with each string. Rosalie saw her glance over her shoulder at Patrick, rocking her hips in an almost seductive fashion. Good, that was what Rosalie wanted.




The third woman - Ilsa - stroked over the skin exposed by Rosalie’s dress as it fell off her body with the straps undone. Her touch felt hot and Rosalie easily leaned into it. “Corine,” she moaned softly. “Will you undress Jemma and Ilsa?” She asked and Corine gave an eager moan from behind her.




“Oh yes.”




Ilsa turned, meeting Corine with an eager kiss. The two of them looked stunning together. One glance at Patrick showed Rosalie that it was still her who had captured his attention. He watched as Jemma helped Rosalie slide her legs free of the dress that had pooled around them. 




“Fuck,” Patrick groaned sharply. “You’re so hot in that underwear. I want to -” He caught himself, and Ilsa laughed. Her blouse was off now, discarded on the bed. Rosalie could see Corine’s fingers working at the clasp between her breasts, letting them bounce free.




“My turn,” Jemma interrupted, sweeping her hair up with one hand so that Corine could unzip her dress from behind. Rosalie saw Patrick’s gaze rove over Ilsa’s bare breasts, then move to Jemma’s firm, flat stomach and long legs. His gaze always came back to her, drinking her in as avidly as if he hadn’t seen her undressed a thousand times.




“Can I help?” he asked, eagerly. “Or can I take this shirt off? I feel so hot.”




It was tempting to say ‘no’, just to watch Patrick obey. Rosalie knew he would. She also liked seeing Patrick in various states of undress and wanted others to see that, too. She gave a nod, sucking her lower lip between her teeth as she watched him rush to pull his shirt off. She saw the way Jemma glanced at him, too.




“He’s beautiful, isn’t he?” Rosalie asked and Jemma nodded eagerly.




“He really is.”




Of course, what Patrick didn’t know yet was that Rosalie fully intended to let the other three women touch him too. First, however, she wanted to put on a show for Patrick. Show him all the things he couldn’t have right now.




Reaching out to slide her hand over Ilsa’s exposed breasts, Rosalie smirked. “I want you to suck my nipples,” she told the women. Corine didn’t hesitate to get Rosalie naked enough for them to obey. Jemma’s mouth was the first to close around one of Rosalie’s nipples, making her moan loudly, fingers tangling in Jemma’s hair.




When Ilsa joined her, the pressure of her mouth so different from Jemma’s, Rosalie’s moans grew even louder. Jemma sucked one nipple steadily, while Ilsa varied the pressure so that light licks followed on from harsher suction. The combination was intoxicating. Over their heads, Rosalie watched Patrick. One hand crept up to his own nipple, fingers plucking at it. He barely seemed aware of what he was doing.




His gaze followed Corine as she moved beside Ilsa, hands running over her thighs. Corine’s nails raked lightly over Ilsa’s panties. The moan Ilsa gave in response vibrated against Rosalie’s breast. Ilsa followed it with a bite to Rosalie’s nipple which sent a sharp pleasure-pain flying through her body.




“Please,” Patrick said, his voice carrying over the noise of Jemma still sucking at Rosalie’s nipple. “Please, let me touch you.”




“No.” Rosalie shook her head. She enjoyed how disappointed Patrick looked. She wanted him to watch. The build-up would be worth it, she was very certain. “I want you to enjoy how much pleasure the girls are giving me,” she added just before Ilsa bit her nipple again, making Rosalie give a sharp, unexpected cry of pleasure. Jemma, not to be outdone, sucked harder, making Rosalie’s pussy wetter.




“May I touch you?” Corine asked and Rosalie could see the small smirk against her lips. Like she was enjoying that she would be allowed and Patrick wasn’t. It was thrilling and Rosalie nodded.




“Make me come,” she instructed and Corine’s smile widened like she’d been expecting precisely a challenge like it.




Corine teased a hand over Ilsa’s breast before moving to arrange some pillows behind Rosalie. “Lean back,” she urged. When Rosalie did, Corine moved to slide Rosalie’s panties off. Instinctively, Rosalie parted her legs. The two other women were doing an excellent job of edging her closer and closer to an orgasm, just by sucking her nipples.




Patrick groaned as Corine kissed her way down Rosalie’s stomach. Rosalie could hear the need in his voice. That gave her its own kind of thrill. Patrick wouldn’t touch himself, not without asking her permission. All he could do was watch and enjoy, just like she’d ordered.




“She likes it when you start out softly,” he said, as Corine’s head moved between Rosalie’s thighs. Corine didn’t look up or give any other sign of having heard. Nonetheless, she did start softly. Her tongue moved gently over Rosalie’s pussy, avoiding her clit.




Ilsa moaned, dragging Rosalie’s attention away from Corine. She was pinching her own nipples, even as she continued to suck Rosalie’s. “Fuuck,” Patrick moan. “I’m so hard, babe. Can I touch myself, please? I won’t come.”




“No,” Rosalie said again. “But I will let you decide if Ilsa touches Jemma or the other way around.” That earned Rosalie a moan from Jemma, only slightly muffled by her breast.




With Corine between her legs, following Patrick’s suggestion to go slow, Rosalie leaned back more. She could still see Patrick, see the need in his eyes. When Corine’s tongue slid against her wetness, Rosalie gave a loud moan. “Fuck, yes, just like that,” she cried. Bringing her hand down to tangle her fingers in Corine’s hair, she pulled the other woman more against her.




“Ilsa,” Patrick decided, “touch Jemma.” His tone was confident, and Rosalie felt a thrill of pride. Patrick was much more used to taking orders, but he was doing so well! Ilsa gave a whine, brushing her hands across Rosalie’s stomach on her way to Jemma.




“Can I take her panties off?” Ilsa asked, looking to Rosalie for permission, rather than Patrick.




“You can,” Rosalie confirmed, her breath catching a little as Corine licked over her clit. Her touch was soft and wet, making a shiver run through Rosalie’s body. Jemma, whose tongue swirled around Rosalie’s nipple, gave a matching moan when Ilsa’s finger slid under the material of her panties, pushing them down. Rosalie watched the way Ilsa reached out to give one of Jemma’s nipples a tug.




When it caused Jemma to moan louder, Ilsa slid her hand between her legs. “So wet,” she murmured. Rosalie’s pussy was also incredibly wet. She loved how good Corine was at licking it.




“I want you to put your fingers in Corine’s pussy, Patrick,” Rosalie instructed.




Corine and Patrick moaned almost at the same moment, giving Rosalie the sensation that she could feel both of them vibrating against her. Patrick moved onto the bed, pausing only long enough to kick off his shoes. He ran his hands up Corine’s legs, lifting the skirt up over her ass. He groaned when his action revealed she wasn’t wearing panties.




Though she parted her legs to make room, Corine didn’t stop lapping at Rosalie’s clit. The pleasure was steady, but not so distracting that Rosalie couldn’t watch. Patrick’s eyes met hers as he slid a finger slowly into Corine’s pussy. “Are you ready for her to lick you harder, now?” Patrick asked, his gaze dropping to Corine’s head still between Rosalie’s legs.




“So ready,” Rosalie breathed. Corine took the hint easily, her tongue moving faster against Rosalie. Patrick matched the speed in moving his fingers in and out of Corine. It made her give a string of soft moans and whimpers against Rosalie.




Jemma pulled back from Rosalie’s nipple to give a hard breath as Ilsa’s fingers began to match the speed of Patrick’s fingers. “Good girl,” Rosalie praised, reaching out to brush her hand over Ilsa’s bare back and down to her ass. She then gave it a slap, biting her lower lip at how Ilsa moaned. Oh, there was so much more Rosalie could do.




She was distracted from all of it by how Corine picked up the speed at which her tongue licked against Rosalie’s pussy. “Fuuuck,” she breathed. “Make her come, Patrick,” she demanded, sure that if Corine did so would Rosalie.




Meeting Rosalie’s eyes, Patrick gave a quick nod, to show he understood her instructions. Rosalie watched as his attention moved back to Corine. He thrust his fingers into her from behind, curving them slightly. Corine’s moans were muffled against Rosalie’s pussy, but still audible.




Turning her head, Rosalie could see people moving outside the door. Some passed by, but most stopped, at least long enough to lick their lips over the scene. Little did they know this was still only the beginning.




Corine lapped faster. Bringing her hands up to Rosalie’s thighs, she spread her even further open. Her tongue darted into Rosalie’s pussy, over and over, matching the pace of Patrick’s fingers.




“That’s it,” Patrick urged, fucking into with his fingers Corine even harder.




Ilsa was equally picking up speed as she fingered Jemma. The mix of moans from everyone felt amazing. Wanting to hear even more, Rosalie slid her hand between Ilsa’s legs, seeking out her wet heat. It didn’t take her long to make Ilsa join in with the moans, her fingers sliding inside the other woman skillfully.




“Oh God!” Jemma cried and almost like a cascade, the orgasms rolled over. Ilsa’s pussy tightened around Rosalie’s fingers. She cried out as Corine licked back up to her clit, sending a sharp thrill through Rosalie’s body.




“Fuck!” Rosalie screamed as she came, hard against Corine’s mouth. It seemed to do the trick for Corine, too, who shivered against Rosalie, trapped between her and Patrick’s bodies.




Once everyone had regained their breaths, Rosalie gave a pleased sigh. “Now girls, who else would like Patrick to make them come?”




Rosalie’s plan involved Patrick making all of them come.




Patrick groaned, but he didn’t object. That pleased Rosalie. She knew it was all for her that he was being so obedient. He could have asked, again, to be allowed to come himself. He didn’t, because Rosalie’s intentions had been clear enough that he wanted to follow them.




“I would,” Ilsa answered, with no hesitation. “Will you let him eat me out? I’m wet.” Her giggle was so sexy, especially as she moved her fingers back to her breast, stroking softly over her nipple.




“Oh yes,” Rosalie nodded. “He is very good at that.” Patrick’s skills at eating pussy really were excellent. Rosalie was keen to show that off. She enjoyed having others appreciate just how good Patrick was. It was nice to be able to let someone else be pleasured by him but still know that she was the one who’d take him home and keep him.




Corine gave one more lick to Rosalie’s pussy, startling a moan from her before she pulled back. “What else can he do?” She asked, making Rosalie smirk.




“Many things,” she announced proudly, before glancing at Patrick who looked ever so beautiful. “Isn’t that right, baby? You’re very talented in pleasing a woman.”




Immediately, Patrick’s cheeks colored with a blush. “Yes,” he agreed. Rosalie knew how very well he’d earned the confidence of his tone. “I’d like to show you,” he added, to Corine. “If Rosalie will let me.”




Before Rosalie could answer, Corine sat up. “I need to catch up, first,” she announced, drawing her shirt over her head. She discarded her bra almost as quickly. Rosalie could see her pale pink nipples already stiff and eager for attention.




“Will you let him play with my breasts?” Corine asked.




“While he eats me out,” Ilsa clarified, clearly not willing to be passed over.




Patrick moaned, giving Rosalie an imploring look that made arousal throb between her legs. “Please,” he begged. “Will you let me? I’ll do it so well for you.”




Rosalie couldn’t help but give a soft laugh at how eager the women were to have a piece of Patrick. It made her proud. She wanted them to see just how good Patrick was for her, even while pleasing other women. Rosalie knew very well that it always would be for her.




Moving up the bed, Rosalie pressed a kiss against Patrick’s lips, biting down hard. “Show them how good you can be,” she instructed, before leaning back into Jemma’s welcoming arms. Smiling up at her, Rosalie licked her lips. “Let’s see what your hands can do, Jemma.”




As Jemma’s fingers stroked slowly down her body, Rosalie watched Ilsa and Patrick move together. She almost laughed again at how careful they were to put themselves in a position where she could see. Ilsa faced Rosalie on the bed, her legs spread so Patrick could slot between them. Rosalie could watch Ilsa’s reactions, and the way she tangled her fingers in Patrick’s hair.




He tugged against her hold, pressing kisses down her body until he reached her pussy. Rosalie knew the instant Patrick’s tongue made contact with Ilsa’s clit. The sound she made was almost a purr of satisfaction.




Corine moved closer, guiding Patrick’s hand to her breast. He pinched her nipple between two fingers. Jemma echoed the action on Rosalie’s breast, so she could almost imagine it was Patrick’s hands on her.




Rosalie moaned, a sound that only increased when Jemma’s fingers made their way between Rosalie’s legs. She was so wet that Jemma didn’t hesitate pressing not one, but two fingers inside her. “Fuuuck,” Rosalie breathed, pressing her hips down against Jemma’s hand. Both Ilsa and Corine turned to look at her, lust in their eyes.




“Jemma,” Rosalie breathed. “God, that feels good. Make me come and I’ll let you experience Patrick’s cock,” she told the other woman. It was a good promise. Jemma took it to heart as her hand began to pump in and out of Rosalie faster and harder. Rosalie’s cries of pleasure were joined by the ones that fell from Ilsa’s lips as Patrick skillfully ate her pussy.




It didn’t take long before Rosalie’s body began to tremble. She screamed louder, moving harder against Jemma’s fingers. She saw Corine lead Patrick’s hand between her legs, moaning almost as loudly as Rosalie was.




Patrick looked so good, his ass up as Ilsa pushed his face down between her legs. She was breathing hard, her head thrown back. Her fingers were tugging at her nipples so hard it had to hurt. The pain, and Patrick’s mouth against her pussy, seemed to bring Ilsa’s orgasm crashing down on her. She wailed as she came, the sound echoing around the room. Under it, Rosalie could hear Patrick moan, too.




As soon as Ilsa released him, Patrick moved to press his body against Corine. His fingers pumped between her legs, and he lapped eagerly against her nipples. “Fuck,” Jemma moaned, her breath warm against Rosalie’s ear. “I bet you want to watch us all with him.”




“I do,” Rosalie breathed harshly. It was so hot to watch Patrick make all these women come. Rosalie wanted them to know just how good Patrick’s cock was, too. It thrilled her to know that Patrick would do exactly what she told him to - including fucking other women. Not that Rosalie imagined he wouldn’t enjoy it. She’d hardly do this if she thought Patrick didn’t want it.




The way he made Corine moan definitely implied that Patrick did want it. Rosalie could see how hard he sucked her nipple. Corine’s whole body trembled and Rosalie’s responded, shivering under Jemma. Her hands tightened as she gripped the sheets below her, her wetness covering Jemma’s hand as she pressed another finger in. It was enough to send Rosalie over the edge and she screamed loudly as she came, the pleasure tingling at every nerve ending in her body.




“You promised,” Jemma smirked, bringing her fingers up to her mouth to lick them before she turned to look at Patrick who was making Corine increasingly loud as he finger-fucked her.




“I did,” Rosalie nodded. “Come on Patrick, I want you to show Jemma how good I am at keeping my promises.”




Patrick didn’t even hesitate, pulling his fingers free from Corine and moving to kneel by Rosalie on the bed. Corine whined at the loss, but Ilsa wasted no time settling herself between Corine’s legs, picking up where Patrick had left off.




“Can I undress?” Patrick asked, and it almost made Rosalie laugh. Jemma was hardly going to be able to take Patrick’s cock with his pants still on. It thrilled her to know that Patrick had asked, that he would always ask for her permission.




She nodded, and Patrick moved to stand beside the bed. Glancing around, Rosalie could see how every eye was on him as he stripped. When he pushed his boxers down and his cock sprang free, Jemma licked her lips.




“You’re a very lucky woman,” Jemma observed to Rosalie, making Patrick blush.




“I am,” she agreed easily. It wasn’t just that Patrick had a beautifully huge cock - though, Rosalie did love that, too. Patrick’s obedience made Rosalie very lucky. He trusted her so fully. Rosalie wanted to do everything in her power to show him that he should. “Get on all fours, Jemma,” Rosalie instructed before parting her legs more.




Jemma took it for what it was, moving between Rosalie’s legs almost instantly. The wet tongue she ran over Rosalie’s wet pussy made her moan, but not as much as when she watched Patrick position himself behind Jemma. “Fuck her hard, baby,” Rosalie said.




Corine moaned loudly as Ilsa’s fingers moved in and out of her, licking her lips. “Can I be next?” Ilsa asked hopefully before Patrick had even had the chance to fuck the first of them, and Rosalie laughed.




“You will all get fucked by Patrick, I promise.”




Patrick’s eyes went wide as he looked up at her. “All?” he asked. Rosalie loved knowing she’d surprised him. More than that, she loved knowing just how much Patrick would love the idea.




Jemma moaned, bringing Patrick’s attention back to Rosalie’s order. He brought his hands up to her hips. Rosalie watched his mouth drop open as he pressed his hard dick into her. “Fuck,” he groaned. “You feel so good around my cock.”




He didn’t give Jemma long to adjust. After a brief glance at Rosalie, he drew his hips back. The sounds of him slamming his thighs against Jemma’s ass filled the room, pierced by Jemma’s cries for Patrick to fuck her more and harder.




Rosalie could feel the heat of Jemma’s breath against her thighs. She pushed her hips forward to remind Jemma she also wanted things. With Patrick fucking into her hard, Jemma’s mouth was too busy screaming in pleasure. She brought her fingers back to Rosalie’s pussy. “Fuck,” Rosalie moaned when Jemma began to match Patrick’s thrusts with her fingers.




“We’ll help,” Corine offered. Her and Ilsa moved closer to Rosalie. Corine leaned down to run her tongue over Rosalie’s clit, making her whole body buck upwards to meet the touch. Ilsa didn’t hesitate either, her mouth going straight to Rosalie’s breasts. While she sucked on one of Rosalie’s nipples, her hand came up to the other breast, fingers pinching Rosalie’s nipple hard.




Patrick was in the perfect position to watch all of it. That was just what Rosalie had wanted. He bit his lower lip hard as he thrust into Jemma. The whole bed seemed to sway with his movements, and Corine and Ilsa moved along with it. “God, you look incredible,” Patrick breathed. “So fucking hot, with all these women helping to make you come.”




He leaned forward, one hand moving to cup Jemma’s breast. It barely made a difference to the noises she was making. They were already so loud it was hard to imagine them any louder. “Can I make Jemma come, babe, please?” Patrick asked.




Rosalie absolutely loved that he asked. She loved it even more when Patrick’s question was joined by a string of ‘pleasepleaseplease’ from Jemma. Having them both ask Rosalie for permission made her whole body heat up. The power made her so much wetter. As if to sweeten the deal, Jemma pressed another finger inside Rosalie, making her wet pussy feel so much more full.




“Yes, yes you can,” Rosalie allowed. She saw Patrick’s hand instantly move from Jemma’s breast down between her legs so he could rub her clit. With Corine’s tongue against Rosalie’s clit and the sight of Patrick fucking Jemma harder and harder as she screamed, Rosalie came. Everything around her went white at how much pleasure her body was feeling.




Ilsa tugged her nipple even harder, sending a spike of pain through Rosalie. “Fuck Ilsa next,” Rosalie instructed and Ilsa moaned against Rosalie’s breast.




Rosalie could tell when Jemma came, because Patrick gave a cry that was almost a sob. She watched as he pulled out of her, still hard. He was so obedient. Rosalie knew he’d make every effort not to come until after he’d fucked all three women. Whether he would succeed was another matter entirely. If he didn’t, Rosalie looked forward to punishing him.




Jemma groaned as she moved into Corine’s arms. “Fuck, that was good,” she said. “He’s very talented with his cock.”




Ilsa lay back against the pillows, her legs spread so wide that her knee bumped against Rosalie’s. Patrick nipped and licked his way up her thighs, pressing a teasing kiss to her clit before he moved. Rosalie could hear Ilsa’s breath hitch as Patrick brought his cock to the opening of her pussy.




“Fuck me fast,” Ilsa encouraged, her hands moving to Patrick’s ass to pull him into her.




Rosalie knew it would take all of Patrick’s concentration to fuck Ilsa fast and not come. She moaned, pressing her back more into the bed when Jemma leaned to resume her position of having her mouth against Rosalie’s pussy. Corine moved, too, lightly slapping Jemma’s pussy before she disappeared between the woman’s legs, making Jemma cry out. Rosalie was sure she would be sensitive from having just come. Corine was clearly taking advantage of that. It was hard to disapprove.




A small crowd had now gathered around them, some even taking seats as they watched the way Patrick fucked into Ilsa. Jemma’s tongue was making Rosalie cry out as she reached out to pinch Ilsa’s nipple, just as she’d done to Rosalie. It seemed to send the other woman even closer to an orgasm and she whined loudly.




The moans from Jemma were muffled against Rosalie’s pussy. She enjoyed how much her body tingled with pleasure. “You’re so hot, baby,” she praised Patrick. “So good at fucking Ilsa so fast. Got to keep going, I want you to fuck Corine the hardest.” She had certainly earned it.




The way Corine bit her lower lip, fingers still in Jemma’s pussy was a good indication that she was keen for Patrick to fuck her as soon as he was done with Ilsa.




Ilsa had her legs wrapped around Patrick’s waist, clinging to him. His hips snapped quickly forward and back, rocking into her as fast as he could go. “Fuck,” he groaned. His ribs were heaving with the effort. His hair fell damp across his forehead as he lowered it with a look of concentration. “Fuck, fuck, I’m close,” he groaned, but he didn’t stop or slow down.




As he moved one hand between Ilsa’s legs, she cried out, urging him to go even faster. Rosalie could see how desperately his hand worked. His fingers circled over and over again around Ilsa’s clit.




“Oh! Oh, yes!” Ilsa moaned, her body shaking hard as she surrendered to the pleasure washing over her. Patrick groaned too, in mingled pleasure and relief. Rosalie knew it must be almost painful how much he wanted to come.




Yet, he didn’t even hesitate to turn towards Corine as soon as he had pulled out of Ilsa. Corine, all too ready, was already crawling towards him. “I’ll fuck you,” she told him confidently. Patrick glanced at Rosalie for confirmation, which she gave in a swift nod. Her own pleasure was building once again as Jemma’s tongue lapped against her wetness.




“Let her enjoy you,” Rosalie instructed. “I’ll let you come but you have to wait.” Rosalie would enjoy seeing how Corine brought Patrick to the edge and pushed him over, but first, she wanted to see how much Patrick wanted it.




Patrick let Corine push him back. It thrilled Rosalie just how pliant he was, how easily he let Corine be the one to take control. She straddled him, lining his cock up under her and sinking down. She threw her head back, moaning. Sounds of approval rippled through the crowd around the bed.




“Fuck, he’s so big,” Corine cried. She pulled one of Patrick’s hands up to her breast, pushing against it as she rode him eagerly. Patrick lifted his hips off the bed to meet her, fucking up into her as hard as he could.




His other hand gripped Corine’s hip, holding on as he let her dictate the pace. “Can I make her come, too, baby?” he asked, turning to seek out Rosalie. “Can I try? I’ll show you how good I can be.”




“Yes,” Rosalie moaned, both in response to Patrick’s question and in the way Jemma licked against her clit. Her tongue slid lower and inside Rosalie. “Fuck,” she breathed. Ilsa crawled up over Patrick so she could straddle his face, leaning forward to suck Rosalie’s nipple into her mouth. Rosalie knew the moment Patrick’s tongue touched Ilsa’s clit because her cry of pleasure vibrated through Rosalie.




Even with another pussy against his mouth, Rosalie saw how Patrick led his hand between Corine’s legs, his thumb rubbing her clit. Corine screamed, bouncing on Patrick’s cock even faster. Rosalie was certain it wouldn’t take him long now. The way Jemma was licking against Rosalie, it wouldn’t take her long either and she wanted to come with Patrick.




“Come on, Jemma, faster,” she encouraged. When Jemma did lick faster, Rosalie felt pleasure shoot through her. “Fuck, yes! Patrick, come with me! Come inside Corine, fill her up!”




Patrick’s groan was so loud and so deep that it was audible, even with his face buried between Ilsa’s legs. He pushed his hips up off the bed, thrusting his cock as far into Corine as it would go. When his thighs started to tremble, he kept his fingers moving quickly, pushing Corine higher and higher. Rosalie knew the moment that she came, because she and Patrick both wailed as her muscles tightened around his sensitive cock.




Ilsa rocked her hips, riding Patrick’s face until she collapsed against Corine with a loud whine. “God,” she breathed. “I feel thoroughly fucked. Three orgasms!” Corine chuckled, moving off Patrick and giving his thigh an affectionate squeeze.




As soon as Patrick seemed able to move, he came over to Rosalie, pressing his body against her side. “Did I do well?” he asked, his tone so eager for Rosalie’s praise. “Did you enjoy it?”




She instinctively brought her hand up, running it softly over the back of Patrick’s neck and into his hair. “You did very well, baby,” Rosalie praised and was met with a chorus of agreement, not just from the other women but also from the people in the audience. Rosalie pressed a kiss against Patrick’s forehead. “Happy anniversary,” she whispered, feeling as fucked out as the other women looked and she hadn’t even gotten fucked by Patrick.




Not yet, anyway. The night was still young.
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