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    The house was quiet when Brad got home from work, but he knew it wouldn’t stay that way for long. Erica had been hinting all day that she had big plans for their Friday evening; though Brad knew better than to ask for details. Erica would explain when, and only when, she was ready. If anything, that just built Brad’s expectations higher, because he’d never been disappointed by those evenings when Erica had a very specific vision of what she wanted.  
 
    She’d given him a few instructions already, including making sure that the bedroom was tidy, and the sheets had been freshly changed. Brad was just plumping the last pillow when he heard the distinctive sound of wheels on the gravel driveway. He was at the door before Erica even had to knock.  
 
    “Welcome home,” he said, greeting her with a kiss, and then pressing one against Meghan’s cheek too when she followed Erica inside.  
 
    “Is there anything else I can do for you?” he asked, going to his knees before Erica almost as soon as the door was closed behind her.  
 
    To show her appreciation, Erica ran a soft hand over Brad’s cheek. She didn’t reply immediately, instead letting Meghan help her out of her coat, before like Brad, Meghan went down to her knees, too. It was always thrilling to Brad to share Erica’s dominance with Meghan. They were both special to Erica and it was enjoyable to work together to make sure Erica got exactly what she wanted. 
 
    “Have you prepared the bedroom just like how I asked?” Erica asked and smiled when Brad nodded eagerly. “And what about you, Meghan? Did you get what I asked you for?”  
 
    That made Brad turned to look at Meghan because he didn’t know what it was, but the way Meghan’s cheeks tinted red implied that whatever it was would be very exciting. “I did,” Meghan nodded. “The ropes are in the bag,” she added. 
 
    There was, indeed, a bag sat neatly next to the shoes she’d taken off before kneeling and Erica smiled as she reached for it.  
 
    “I want you to tie the ropes securely to the bed frame,” she told Brad, handing him the bag. “Then, I want you to strip Meghan and tie her to the bed, legs spread. You are to make her ready but not to make her come, got it?” 
 
    Brad bit off the moan that threatened to spill from him, so that he could give Erica a proper answer to her question. “Yes,” he promised, “I’ll make sure her pussy is so wet for you, Erica.” He knew the words would turn Meghan on, and he reveled in the smirk Erica gave him, clearly knowing exactly why he’d voiced that particular thought.  
 
    “Here.” Erica held out the bag to him, and Brad took it. Before he could move to get up, Erica stopped him. “You may stand when you get to the bedroom, but not before. Go on.”  
 
    Brad crawled slowly, sure that both women were watching his ass as he moved ahead of them, and wanting to make the most of it. Looking back, he could see Meghan crawling too, while Erica followed with her heels clicking against the wooden floor.  
 
    Once they reached the bedroom, Brad stood, taking enough time to be sure the ropes were tied securely.  
 
    “Get on the bed, Meghan,” Erica ordered when she judged that everything was ready for the next step.  
 
    Obediently, Meghan did just that. She stroked her hand over her blouse, as if unsure if she should take it off or if Brad was to. Erica, like she always did, sensed the question before Meghan could even ask it, giving a nod. “Brad will undress you,” she told Meghan. Erica went to take a seat in the corner of the room where a chair they had specifically placed there for watching was. 
 
    It was thrilling to know that Erica would just view them, at least for now. Her legs were parted slightly, but the skirt she was wearing didn’t give Brad an opportunity to see up it. Perhaps, if he did well, she’d pull it up later. 
 
    “Brad,” Meghan said drawing his attention back to her. “Undress me,” she repeated, hands at her sides to give him access to the buttons on her blouse. 
 
    “Impatient,” he teased, moving to kneel next to Meghan on the bed, giving her a grin. He loved when the two of them got to do things together like this, when they could share the enjoyment of knowing Erica was watching. Brad liked putting on a bit of a show for her, and he knew that Meghan did as well.  
 
    Slowly, his hands unfastened the buttons of Meghan’s blouse, moaning appreciatively as he revealed the soft fabric of her bra. “Look at you,” he breathed, running his hands lightly over Meghan’s breasts. “Your nipples are hard already, you’re so turned on.” He bent his head, running his tongue over the fabric until it clung to each of Meghan’s nipples.  
 
    He helped her sit up, sliding her arms free of the blouse and dropping it to the floor beside the bed, out of sight. Once he’d stripped off her bra, he pushed her back down against the mattress, his mouth teasing at her breasts while his hands moved lower to find the buttons on her skirt.  
 
    Meghan’s body was incredibly pliant, she let Brad move her just as he wanted to, soft moans falling from her lips when his mouth sucked against one of her nipples. In as much as Meghan could, she shifted to help Brad pull down her skirt, exposing the stockings she was wearing and the panties that matched her bra. 
 
    “Tie her hands to the bed,” Erica instructed from where she was seated and Meghan nodded eagerly. Meghan shifted her body up the bed, arms eagerly spread to reach for the ropes. There was absolutely no hesitation in her movement, her naked breasts bouncing at the speed with which Meghan aimed to do just as Erica had told her to. 
 
    Brad moved more slowly, but only so that he could be sure he tied Meghan’s hands nice and tight. He wanted to do exactly as Erica had said, not risk disappointing her later if Meghan’s wrists came free from the rope. He checked and double-checked the knots around her right arm, then moved to the other side of the bed, doing the same for her left.  
 
    “She’s tied up tight, Erica,” he promised, glancing over to where she was watching them. She waved a hand for him to continue, so Brad moved, lifting Meghan’s legs to pull the stockings down, his fingertips moving against her smooth skin. He was hard already, but what mattered more than that was making sure Meghan was ready.  
 
    Slowly, he pulled Meghan’s panties off, moaning at how good she looked once she was fully naked. He didn’t need reminding to move to the corner of the bed, wrapping the rope firmly around one of Meghan’s ankles.  
 
    Meghan tugged against the ropes that were around her hands, seemingly to lean in more and help Brad with the ones around her ankles. It felt good to not only know that Erica was watching but that Meghan was, too. She wanted exactly what Erica did and Brad was eager to please them both. 
 
    Once Meghan’s ankles were as securely and safely tied to the bed, Brad glanced at Erica, to see if she had any further instructions. She didn’t say anything, and Brad took that to mean that it was up to him to decide how to get Meghan ready for whatever was coming next. At the first touch of his mouth against her skin, Meghan moaned softly. 
 
    He kissed his way carefully up the inside of one leg until, still fully dressed himself, Brad could settle between Meghan’s spread legs. “Fuck, you look so beautiful,” he told her, enjoying the way a blush bloomed over Meghan’s cheeks. He circled his tongue around her navel, then licked his way lower and lower, until he could lap eagerly at Meghan’s clit.  
 
    Erica had given very specific instructions about not making Meghan come, so Brad teased her, licking her clit long enough for her moans to echo around the room, and then moving. He thrust his tongue inside her, fucking her with slow, precise strokes until he felt the muscles in her thighs quiver, then pulling back.  
 
    He glanced at Erica, giving a shiver himself at how cool and collected she still looked watching them. “Don’t stop,” she instructed, and the slight hitch in her voice was the only outward sign she was affected by their display.  
 
    Determined to turn both women on, Brad eagerly returned his mouth to Meghan’s pussy, letting his moans vibrate against her.  
 
    They only increased in volume as Brad continued. He knew Meghan’s body as well as he knew Erica’s, so Brad could easily tell when Meghan neared an orgasm. Every time she did, he pulled back, soft kisses against her inner thighs instead. Since Erica hadn’t told him to stop teasing Meghan, Brad carried on, loving how Meghan’s body responded to his touch. 
 
    Her moans came with small gasps, every so often being interwoven with either Erica’s name or Brad’s (more often Erica’s). “I want to come,” Meghan cried, sounding so needy. The tone very much resonated with Brad, he’d been in her position many times before. 
 
    “No,” Erica said strictly. She still didn’t tell Brad to stop, though, so he kept teasing Meghan, bringing her close and then pulling back. Over and over again until she was a whimpering mess under him. 
 
    Meghan’s cries were beginning to be filled with many pleas until finally, Erica spoke again, “Stop now.” Meghan moaned again, almost in relief that the teasing would cease. 
 
    “Strip,” Erica instructed Brad. 
 
    Brad stood, his gaze moving between Meghan on the bed and Erica still facing him in her chair. He unbuttoned his shirt efficiently, letting it drop to the floor behind him before he lifted his hands to the zip of his pants.  
 
    He didn’t want Erica to tell him off for rushing, so he peeled each layer down separately, first his pants, then his socks and finally his boxers, his hard cock springing free to slap against his stomach.  
 
    As soon as he was naked, Brad went back to his knees, looking eagerly up at Erica.  
 
    “Meghan’s ready,” he promised. Slowly, he ran a hand over his cock. He was ready too, for whatever Erica might ask of him next.  
 
    “Are you, Meghan?” Erica asked, her gaze sliding over Meghan’s naked form. 
 
    “Yes, yes!” Meghan moaned, even though she had as much awareness of what Erica wanted them to do as Brad did. Still, he knew they both trusted her, they both felt confident in the knowledge that whatever Erica did, it would please her and in turn please them. 
 
    “Get the anal toys out, Brad,” Erica told him. “And lube. I want you to use the beads on Meghan first, prepare her to take first your cock and then a plug.” The instructions were very precise and this time when Brad glanced at Erica, he could see her sliding her hand over her stomach and up to her breasts. Through the material of her dress, she was rubbing her nipple. 
 
    Brad felt a bolt of arousal so strong it almost distracted him from doing as Erica had ordered - almost, because Brad had gotten very good at following instructions, no matter how turned on he might be.  
 
    He crawled to the cupboard where they kept the toys, moving the box to sit by the bed, then quickly rifling through it for the beads and the lube.  
 
    Moving back onto the bed, Brad ran his hands soothingly over Meghan’s thighs, down past her pussy, so he could slide them under her body to give her ass a squeeze, one finger teasing between her cheeks.  
 
    “I can hardly wait to fuck you,” he said, teeth grazing across his lower lip, “but I’ll get you ready first. I don’t want to hurt you.”  
 
    Pulling back, he spread the lube over his fingers, then carefully pressed one against Meghan’s asshole, waiting until she relaxed and he could slide his finger inside her.  
 
    “Does it feel good?” he asked eagerly.  
 
    “Yes,” Meghan responded almost straight away. Brad knew she enjoyed having her ass played with, knew just the right ways to touch her. Meghan couldn’t do very much to help him, not with her arms and legs tied to the bed, but she still bucked upwards, pressing down against Brad’s finger. 
 
    With the lube against the beads, Brad replaced his finger with the first ball on the string. Meghan’s soft whimpers began to increase in volume as each of the balls pressed into her, increasing in size as they went. 
 
    “How does it feel, Meghan?” Erica asked. 
 
    “Oh, God, so good,” the other woman moaned loudly. Meghan bucked her hips up so hard, trying to fuck herself onto the next ball, that Brad had to hold her down with one hand. 
 
    He slowly pressed it into her, moaning as he felt her muscles squeeze against his fingertip before he pulled away. The next ball was even larger, and Brad had to tease Meghan with it before she could relax enough to take it in. 
 
    “Come on,” he urged, feeling his dick twitch as he imagined his cock replacing the balls, fucking into Meghan and feeling her press her ass back against him. He pushed harder, the ball sinking into Meghan’s ass slowly.  
 
    “Is that all of them?” Erica asked, and when Brad turned his head to look at her, she’d unbuttoned her dress to the waist, revealing her smooth skin and a hint of pale bra.  
 
    He nodded, running his tongue over his lips before he answered. “Yes, Erica,” he said, giving the balls a little twist, just to see how Meghan would react.  
 
    The scream that fell from her lips was definitely worth it and Meghan pulled against the ropes, in an attempt to buck up as much as she could. “Pull the last few back out and press them in again,” Erica told Brad, and even before he could do so Meghan was already moaning, knowing how good that would feel. 
 
    As he toyed with the beads, Meghan’s cries increased. It almost drowned out the soft moan that came from Erica, but Brad didn’t miss it, turning his head just in time to see her run her fingers over the breast she’d freed from her bra, tugging against the nipple. 
 
    “And back again,” Erica repeated, noticing Brad’s distraction. 
 
    “Yes, yes, back again!” Meghan moaned, wiggling under Brad’s touch. 
 
    If he hadn’t been so aroused, Brad might have laughed, but his cock was aching from how hard it was, how much he wanted to be given the order to fuck Meghan’s ass. It was an effort not to say so, not to beg Erica to let him, but the noises Meghan made absorbed plenty of Brad’s attention. He wanted to help her show off for Erica, he wanted Erica to be as turned on as they both were.  
 
    Brad wanted such a lot of things, but all his desires could be filled by pressing the balls back inside Meghan, shifting so he could push them in harder, almost as if he were fucking her with them.  
 
    “Shall I do it again?” he asked, his voice eager.  
 
    “Yes!” Meghan responded wiggling under Brad, but it wasn't her answer he was waiting on. Erica took longer, probably because Meghan had responded so eagerly. Brad watched as she teased her nipple, watching Brad and Meghan together. It was hard not to beg Erica to let him help her as well, but Brad hardly wanted to stop giving Meghan pleasure.  
 
    He pulled the balls free and thrust them in once more, his free hand trapping Meghan’s hip against the mattress. 
 
    “Do it again,” Erica nodded and Megan's moans echoed around them. “You both look so good from here, so hot.” Erica's words were joined by a soft moan from her, too. “Tell me how good Meghan looks, Brad.”  
 
    Brad loved how hot it made him feel, to know that Erica was watching, and he knew Meghan felt the same, so he pulled the balls slowly free, giving Meghan plenty of time to moan dramatically. “She looks so good,” he said, pausing and twisting the smaller balls inside Meghan. “She’s so wet, and she keeps bucking up trying to fuck herself more.”  
 
    He watched as Meghan shifted her hips, trying to get him to fill her again, and gave a low groan. “I think she’s ready for my cock, Erica,” he said, and though he was very eager to fuck Meghan, it was also true. He wouldn’t have risked saying it before Meghan was ready.  
 
    Erica hummed, making Brad pause, his attention focused on her. “Are you ready for Brad’s cock, Meghan?” she asked, still teasing her nipple between two fingers.  
 
    “Oh yes!” Meghan nodded, like ‘yes' was the only word left in her vocabulary. It was followed by more pulling against the ropes and more needy sounds.  
 
    “You can fuck her,” Erica said. “But only one of you is allowed to come.” She didn't specify which one of them, or even which of then got to choose. 
 
    Meghan parted her legs more, crying out loudly when Brad pulled the beads out again. “I want to feel your cock,” she half-begged to Brad. “I want you to stretch me out, show Erica how good you are at fucking my ass.” Brad was very experienced in fucking Meghan’s ass just the way she liked it.  
 
    He kissed his way up Meghan’s body, nipping lightly at her jaw, enjoying the way her body shifted under his to get more contact. Brad moved down to meet her, moaning when her breasts brushed against his chest, her nipples still hard. “Fuck, I’m so ready, too,” he told her, glancing at Erica, to make sure she was watching.  
 
    “We’ll show her together,” he promised, reaching for the lube and spreading it over his cock, giving a hiss at the feel of the cold substance against his overheated flesh. With one hand lifting Meghan’s ass up off the bed, Brad used the other to guide his cock to press against her.  
 
    He pressed forward smoothly, Meghan perfectly ready for him, just like Erica had instructed. Pumping his hips, Brad groaned at the tight heat all around his dick. “I want to come in you,” he said, his tone almost pleading with Meghan, hoping he could get her to agree. “And then fill you up with a plug while my cum’s still in you.”  
 
    The noises Meghan was making were almost as hot as having Brad’s cock in her ass. Almost but not quite as she pushed down more and harder, in as much as she could with the restraints on. “Okay,” she moaned. “But you have to fuck me hard.” Brad knew she couldn’t come from just being fucked in the ass, so there wasn’t a danger that they both would come. 
 
    “Do as she says,” Erica nodded, her own moan joining in and when Brad glanced her way, he saw that her fingers had made it down her panties, the skirt of her dress pushed up around Erica’s hips. 
 
    Brad turned his attention back to Meghan, the hand on her ass helping to lift her off the mattress so he could rock his hips into her. As Meghan’s moans got louder, Brad’s pace picked up, fucking her with as much force as he could manage. Even with her legs spread wide, Meghan was still so tight. Like this, it wouldn’t take Brad long, and he bit down on his lip as he tried to resist the waves of pleasure threatening to overwhelm him.  
 
    Turning his head, Brad took in the sight of Erica, fingers between her legs and hips pushing off the chair as she fucked herself in time with Brad’s own movements. “Faster, come on,” she ordered, and Brad did his best to obey, his knuckles going white where he held onto Meghan’s hip.  
 
    “That’s it,” Erica urged, “you look so good together. Fuck her harder.”  
 
    Meghan was as keen on Brad fucking her harder, moaning louder and louder. His hips slammed forward, doing just as he’d been told and fucking Meghan hard. She was clearly loving it, her whole body moving under him, tugging against the ropes like she couldn’t get enough of Brad’s cock in her. Her cries of pleasure urged him on, but Brad couldn’t take his eyes off Erica. 
 
    He could see the outline of her fingers through the material of her panties as she touched herself. Her lips were parted to let out soft moans, ones that were much quieter than Meghan’s but Brad knew they were there, knew she was moaning because of what he was doing to Meghan. 
 
    “Fuck, yes, yes, yes,” Meghan screamed, her body arching upwards and Brad knew that if he didn’t come soon she’d find a way to. 
 
    Without looking away from Erica, Brad thrust even harder and faster. He ran his hands over Meghan’s skin, nails leaving red lines against her sides as he plunged his cock deeper into her. Her muscles seemed to tighten around him as she moaned, sending Brad flying over the edge of his orgasm so quickly it was almost dizzying.  
 
    His hips slowed down, his cock softening until he could slip free, sitting back on his heels and touching Meghan’s legs appreciatively. “Yeah, that’s it,” he said, trying to soothe her against the mattress. “You did so well, and you looked so hot. Erica was watching, did you see?” Brad glanced at Erica, who hadn’t stopped touching herself, making Brad’s stomach swoop with arousal.  
 
    Meghan was utterly breathless, but she did still turn her head towards Erica. She looked so beautifully ravished and there was so much more yet to come! Brad watched as Erica stood up, letting her dress drop to the floor, leaving her only in the sheer lingerie she was wearing. Walking across the room, Erica leaned down to press a kiss against Meghan’s lips, making the other woman moan gently. 
 
    “You did so well, baby. I love watching you get fucked,” she told Meghan, one hand brushing over Meghan’s stomach and making its way up to her breast. Erica teased one of Meghan’s nipples between her fingers before turning to look at Brad. “You did very well, too,” she said, making pride surge through him. 
 
    He went to his knees as she approached, and Erica leaned down to kiss him, too. 
 
    “Now stuff her ass, just like how you told her you would,” Erica instructed, moving to stand to one side. 
 
    “Yes, yes,” Meghan nodded. “Please!” 
 
    “I will,” Brad promised, casting a glance back at both women as he crawled to the box to fetch the plug. They were both watching him, and it made desire simmer low in Brad’s stomach. It didn’t matter that he was no longer hard, he still needed to please both Erica and Meghan as much as he could.  
 
    He selected a nice big plug, one that would keep Meghan stretched, almost to the point of being overwhelming. He held it out to Erica for her approval, while she rolled Meghan’s nipple between her fingers.  
 
    “Yes, that’s perfect,” she praised, reaching out to run her free hand through Brad’s hair once he joined them on the bed.  
 
    Brad pressed two fingers easily into Meghan’s ass, making sure she was still slick and loose. He moaned softly, shivers of arousal sliding down his spine knowing it was his own cum he could feel inside her.  
 
    “Ready?” he asked, though he hardly felt Meghan needed to be asked - she’d been so open with her begging.  
 
    “Ready,” Meghan nodded anyway and then cried out sharply as Brad inserted the tip of the plug into her ass. He was slow, but he still had to hold Meghan’s hip down against the bed so she wouldn’t push herself onto the plug too eagerly. Brad took care not to hurt Meghan and Erica hummed in approval, reaching to run her free hand through Brad’s hair again. 
 
    “You’re so good to her,” she praised. “Such a caring lover.” Brad was and Meghan moaned softly. Once the plug was inside her, Brad leaned down to kiss against the nipple Erica wasn’t playing with, sucking it lightly in his mouth briefly before he pulled back to see what Erica wanted him to do next. 
 
    Her attention shifted from Meghan to Brad and she smiled. “It’s your turn now to get your ass played with,” she told him letting go of Meghan’s breast and walking over to the box. “You want to try some beads, too, Brad?” She asked but Erica’s question wasn’t really a question, not when she was already picking a new set up. 
 
    “Get on top of Meghan, ass up in the air. Suck her nipples,” Erica instructed. 
 
    Brad moaned, feeling almost too turned on to put it into words. “Fuck, yes, Erica,” he said eagerly, if not very coherently. It was just so much, knowing that Erica was going to do to him what he’d done to Meghan, all while Meghan’s ass was still stuffed full.  
 
    Settling himself between Meghan’s spread legs, Brad leaned his weight on his elbows, sticking his ass up as much as he possibly could. He shifted forward, taking one of Meghan’s nipples into his mouth, cheeks hollowing as he sucked hard. Meghan’s body writhed below him, and Brad’s moan vibrated against Meghan’s breast when he felt Erica’s palm cupped tight against his ass.  
 
    He couldn’t keep quiet, not that he really tried, as Erica slid first one and then two fingers into him, getting him ready for the smallest of the beads. Brad fought to keep his ass still, whining in the back of his throat as Erica twisted her fingers.  
 
    “Please, Erica,” he begged. “Please. I’m ready for something bigger. I’ve been so good.” Erica had said so herself, and Brad’s whole body was hot with how much he wanted to feel his ass stretch more.  
 
    “Did I say you could stop sucking Meghan’s nipples to talk?” Erica asked, and Brad’s eyes widened. “You don’t want him to stop, do you, Meghan?” Erica asked.  
 
    “No,” Meghan whined. “It feels so good.” She pulled against the ropes until Brad’s mouth returned to her breasts, teasing one nipple between his teeth to give it a light nip before he sucked hard on it. Brad struggled not to let go when Erica replaced her fingers with the first few beads, lubing more up as she went. It felt so good, having his muscles stretch out and then tighten before the next ball entered. 
 
    Meghan was wiggling under him, making Brad run a hand over her side, steadying her slightly. 
 
    “What do you want, Meghan?” Erica asked from behind Brand. 
 
    “Fingers. Please! Can he please put his fingers in me?” She begged, making Brad groan just at the thought of having his hand between her legs, against her wet pussy. 
 
    “Yes,” Erica confirmed. “Go ahead, Brad, finger fuck her, but do it slowly.” 
 
    It took an effort of will not to rush, but Erica had been very specific, and Brad knew everything would be better if he did as she had asked. Slowly, he teased his hand down from Meghan’s breast, over the soft curve of her stomach and then lower, brushing tantalizingly against her nearest thigh.  
 
    “Fuck, I can feel how hot you are already,” Brad said, before returning his mouth to Meghan’s breast, circling his tongue around her nipple. He loved how needy Meghan’s moans sounded. The more stimulation she had, the more she seemed to crave, and Brad could hardly wait to give it to her.  
 
    He slid a finger over her pussy, past her clit and down to where she was wettest. With the plug still in her ass, she was tight even around one finger, but Brad quickly added a second, fucking Meghan slowly just as Erica had ordered.  
 
    As if to reward him, Erica pressed the next biggest ball inside him, and Brad moaned against Meghan’s chest, the muscles in his thighs shaking as he tried to push his ass up more, press back against Erica to take another.  
 
    It felt so good, the way she stretched him out. And then Erica pulled the ball back out and pressed it in, making Brad’s hips buck forward. His cock was once again unbearably hard, as if he hadn’t already come once. Beneath him, Meghan moaned, tugging against the ropes to try and fuck herself more against Brad’s fingers. 
 
    “You can go a little faster,” Erica told him and Meghan cried out as Brad did. She felt so hot against his fingers, completely restricted from getting anything she wasn’t being given. Behind Brad, Erica pressed an even larger ball in and then pulled it back out, the rest of the string following before she then moved it back in. 
 
    Brad’s whole body felt so needy, like he couldn’t wait for Erica to do so much more to him. She played with the beads, matching the speed with which Brad was moving his fingers in and out of Meghan. “Faster,” she instructed picking the pace up and making Brad’s toes curl with how much pleasure that sent down his body. 
 
    “Make Meghan come and I’ll fuck your ass,” Erica instructed and Meghan nodded ever so eagerly, breasts bouncing as she moved on the bed. 
 
    Brad knew just what to do, twisting his wrist so he could hold his thumb against Meghan’s clit while his fingers thrust in and out of her. The way Meghan moved, bucking her hips to fuck herself on Brad’s fingers, he almost didn’t have to do anything, letting her grind her clit against his hand.  
 
    Wanting to earn his praise and his reward from Erica, Brad worked his thumb and fingers faster, circling Meghan’s clit and pumping his fingers deeper into her pussy. He could feel the plug that still filled her ass, and he pressed against it, giving a shudder at the way it made Meghan’s breath catch in her throat.  
 
    “Fuck, you’re so full,” he said, whispering the words into Meghan’s skin before he closed his lips around her nipple again, sucking slow but steadily.  
 
    “You’re so full, too,” Erica observed from behind him, teasing one of the larger balls against Brad’s asshole. “But you’ll be fuller when I fuck you, and I do so want to fuck you.”  
 
    That made Brad even more determined, moving his hand so he could apply more pressure to Meghan’s clit.  
 
    It hardly took long before Meghan was coming against Brad’s fingers. Her screams of pleasure resounded around them. Her whole body trembled and Brad felt so pleased for having been the one responsible for such an intense orgasm. Especially when it was followed by praise from Erica. 
 
    “Such a good boy,” she hummed, a hand stroking over Brad’s back. “Meghan, you look so good, coming like that,” she added making Meghan give a weak smile, her body clearly still feeling the tingles of her climax. Erica didn’t slow down, though, pulling the beads out of Brad’s ass one by one in quick succession. 
 
    “You’ve earned your reward,” she told him. Glancing over his shoulder, Brad could see Erica standing up to get one of his very favorite strap-ons out of their toy box. It made him swallow a moan, just imagining how good it’d feel to have Erica fuck him with it. 
 
    Once she’d pulled it on, over her sheer panties, Erica reached for the lube. “You’re going to fuck Meghan while I fuck you,” she told Brad. “Do you want that? Do you want your cock in her hot, tight pussy?” 
 
    Meghan and Brad both moaned together, so that their words were barely distinguishable. “Yesss,” Brad hissed. “Fuck, yes. I want that, please.” Erica smoothed a hand over his ass, giving Brad a little push forward. Taking her hint, Brad lined his cock up against Meghan’s pussy, holding himself up over her so he could watch her face as he pressed his cock inside her.  
 
    As his cock slid into Meghan’s tight heat, Brad groaned, pulling back only to feel the blunt tip of the strap-on against his asshole. He stilled, chest heaving as Erica eased the long, thick dick inside him.  
 
    “How does it feel?” she asked, giving Brad another small push, sending him forward into Meghan before he pulled back, fucking himself onto Erica’s cock.  
 
    It took Brad a long moment to find the words, too wrapped up in how good it felt to have Meghan’s pussy in front of him, and Erica’s cock behind. “It’s amazing,” he finally panted. “Meghan, you feel so tight. And I’m so full, too. It’s - everything, all at once.”  
 
    “It’s so good,” Meghan moaned. “I can feel your thrusts through him, Erica. And my ass! It feels so fantastic!” Her words were interrupted by moans, soft little cries that turned harder and harsher as Brad fucked into her with more force. Every thrust was met by Erica fucking into him, too, filling him up just like how he was filling up Meghan’s tight pussy.  
 
    “You both look amazing,” Erica praised and slammed her hips forward, making Brad do the same. The cries of pleasure were now indistinguishable, making it impossible to tell who they were coming from. Erica fucked Brad harder and harder, in turn, he did the same to Meghan. Her body, still tied to the bed, was thrashing under them, fucking back as much as she possibly could. 
 
    “I’m going to come, oh my God, Erica, please!” Meghan cried and Erica’s hand tightened on Brad’s hip as she fucked forward. The movement hit that magical spot inside Brad just right and he, too, screamed, matching Meghan’s cries. 
 
    “Go on, Meghan, come for me, come hard,” Erica said and Brad felt the moment Meghan did. 
 
    Her muscles tightened around his cock, making Brad choke on a moan, pleasure surging through his whole body. He almost lost control, his hips bucking forward wildly, but he fisted one hand in the bedsheets and made a concerted effort to hang on.  
 
    “Can I come, too, Erica, please?” he begged, the words pouring from him as Erica’s hips continued to slam against his ass with the echoing smack of skin on skin. Every time her cock hammered the sensitive spot inside him, Brad felt his orgasm build, the pleasure coiling tighter and tighter until he almost couldn’t take it.  
 
    “Pleeease,” he whined, almost sobbing with how much he needed it, and he felt Erica’s soft, strong hands stroke down his sides.  
 
    “Go on,” she urged, her cock pressing deeper into Brad’s ass. “Come for me. Fill Meghan up with your cum.”  
 
    Brad cried out wordlessly as he fucked forward into Meghan one last time, her pussy still so hot and so tight as she pulled at him, trying to keep him close.  
 
    Everything around Brad went white as he came, so hard, with Erica still fucking him. Underneath, Meghan cried out loudly, both Brad and Erica’s names falling from her lips. Erica rode Brad through his climax, slowing with each thrust until she finally stopped altogether. 
 
    “God, you’re both so hot,” she sighed, breathless. Brad gave a small cry when Erica pulled out of him, and then slid out of Meghan, too, pressing a kiss against her cheek. She looked absolutely ravished, and Brad felt that he must’ve looked similar. 
 
    When Meghan regained the ability to speak, she turned her head to Erica, where the other woman was removing the strap-on, letting it fall to the floor. “Can we make you come, too, Erica? Please?” She asked hopefully, tongue running over her lips. 
 
    “Yes,” Brad said, nodding eagerly. “Please, let us do something for you.” After coming so hard, he felt as though his limbs were loose and uncoordinated, but he’d overcome it if it meant getting to make Erica come.  
 
    Erica looked down over them, smirking at how eager they were to please her. “Such eager subs,” she teased. “Brad, untie Meghan.”  
 
    The knots were tight from how much Meghan had strained against them, so it took Brad a few moments to loosen them, pressing kisses to where Meghan’s wrists and ankles were red from the ropes. From having been tied up himself, Brad knew how good the pain could feel.  
 
    Once Meghan was unbound, she and Brad went to their knees, looking up at Erica, who was still wearing her sheer lingerie.  
 
    “Brad, sit on the bed, legs wide enough for me to sit between them.”  
 
    Brad scrambled to obey, while Erica ran a hand over Meghan’s hair. “Undress me,” she ordered.  
 
    He watched as Meghan eagerly followed Erica’s orders. Her legs were parted and Brad could see the butt plug still in her ass. Meghan rocked against it every so often, but most of her attention was on Erica as she slid the other woman’s panties off so carefully. With a kiss against Erica’s hip, Meghan reached to undo her bra, removing that just as carefully as she had with the panties. 
 
    Erica stood beautiful and naked before them, only her heels still on and when Meghan reached to take those off, too, Erica shook her head. “They stay,” she told Meghan and she nodded obediently. 
 
    Erica moved to the bed, settling herself between Brad’s spread legs so that he could feel the warmth of her back against his chest, his cock soft against her ass. She turned her head, lifting a hand to grab Brad’s hair and pull him forward so that she could kiss him, hard. Her tongue swept into his mouth, thrusting almost as if she wanted to remind him of how well she’d fucked him mere moments ago.  
 
    When she let him go, Brad almost felt dazed, but he snapped quickly back to attention at the sound of his name. “Play with my nipples,” Erica ordered, and Brad eagerly reached up to cup one breast in each hand, his fingers teasingly lightly against Erica’s hard nipples.  
 
    “Meghan,” Erica called, reaching out a hand to her. “Come here.” She parted her legs, patting the space between them for Meghan to join them on the bed. “You’re going to eat me out.”  
 
    It took Meghan no time at all to settle between Erica’s thighs and Brad could see her pressing a line of kisses against Erica’s inner thigh, moving higher and higher as she went until finally she reached Erica’s pussy. Even if he hadn’t been watching, Brad would’ve known exactly when Meghan’s tongue made contact with Erica’s heat, because Erica gave a loud, incredibly satisfying moan. 
 
    “Yes, just like that,” she praised and Brad was certain she meant them both. He dedicated himself to playing with Erica’s nipples, just how she liked it, a mixture of soft strokes and hard tugs. Meghan, similarly, licked Erica’s pussy just the way Erica enjoyed it. Brad would’ve been jealous that he didn’t get to, but knowing that he and Meghan were working together to make Erica come was far more rewarding. 
 
    He could tell when Erica’s orgasm was approaching and so could Meghan, he was sure. She began to lick faster, matching the way Erica cried out louder and louder until finally, her muscles tensed and she came with a loud scream. 
 
    Meghan took her time to lick softer and softer until she finally pulled back to see if Erica wanted her to continue. Brad’s fingers, too, had slowed to see what Erica wanted next. 
 
    “God, you’re both so good,” she praised. She pressed her back harder against Brad, smiling down at Meghan. “You’ve done well, baby,” she praised, leaning down to kiss Meghan, before turning her head to do the same with Brad. “And you. Are you going to be a good boy and help Meghan take out the butt plug?” 
 
    Erica hardly needed to ask, both because Brad always wanted to be good for her, and because he would always choose to help Meghan when given the option. Still, she’d asked and so Brad would give her an answer. “Of course,” he said, and Erica shifted so that Brad could climb out from behind her.  
 
    “You can stay there,” she told Meghan, running a hand through her hair while Brad kissed his way down Meghan’s back. When his hands got to her ass, he gave it a squeeze, pressing against the plug inside her in a way that made Meghan give a very rewarding moan.  
 
    Slowly, carefully, Brad worked the plug loose, pressing many more kisses to Meghan’s ass and thighs while Erica continued to stroke her hair.  
 
    Once he’d finished, Erica gave Brad a wide smile of satisfaction. “How do you feel?” she asked, looking at both him and Meghan.  
 
    “Well fucked,” Meghan answered, but there definitely was a lightness to her tone. She followed it with a smile, which somehow managed to make her look even more well fucked. “Thank you, Erica,” she said before looking at Brad and giving him another smile that he knew was an implied thanks. It was Erica’s doing, but he still smiled back, pleased that he’d pleased them both. 
 
    “Shall we have some dinner?” Erica suggested. “And perhaps then I’ll let you tie Brad to the bed instead,” she teased but even the suggestion was enough to make Brad’s body heat up all over again. 
 
    “Yes, please!” Brad agreed, knowing Erica would tease him about sounding so eager. He knew, too, that Erica would deliver on her playful promise, if not after dinner then another day. “You’re always so good to us,” he said, getting up and pressing a kiss against Erica’s cheek before he turned to offer Meghan his hand.  
 
    She stood up, only a little wobbly, and while she also gave Erica a kiss of thanks, Brad went to fetch her robe, helping Erica into it. She gave a satisfied-sounding sigh that made Brad’s stomach swoop with affection for her, and for Meghan.  
 
    “Come on then,” she instructed. “Brad, you can cook, and Meghan will wash up afterward. If you’re both good, I’ll come up with some rewards.” Her eyes glittered, and Brad shared a pleased smile with Meghan while they both gathered their clothes.  
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