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Matthew & the Twins

The hush in Matthew’s penthouse was palpable, a rich, heavy calm that seemed to actively swallow the city’s far-off, muted buzz. It was a silence woven from thread-counts and triple-paned glass, the kind of absolute tranquility he had shelled out millions to own, a sealed-off sanctuary floating high above the incessant chaos of the streets. The faint, almost subliminal hum of the climate control system was the only sound, cleansing the air of the city’s grit and grime, leaving behind only a sterile, ozonic scent, vaguely reminiscent of a coming storm. Up here, in his glass-encased retreat, he was an emperor surveying his meticulously curated realm. Each piece of furniture, from the sprawling Roche Bobois sofa to the austere Noguchi coffee table, was a quiet testament to understated elegance, its lines clean, its purpose clear. Every surface, whether polished chrome, dark mahogany, or cool Carrara marble, gleamed with a relentless precision that bordered on the fanatical. Still, this well-crafted ideal felt profoundly unfulfilled, a stunning, architecturally perfect, yet vacant shell.

Matthew loved cats. This wasn’t the casual, meme-sharing, sentimental affection most people professed. For him, it was a profound, almost spiritual appreciation, a deep identification with their core being. He saw in their lithe forms the very embodiment of a perfect existence: graceful, fiercely independent, unapologetically sensual, and utterly, enviably self-possessed. They gave affection entirely on their own terms, a sudden, warm weight settling in his lap, a rumbling purr that vibrated deep within his core, a physical resonance that soothed the frayed edges of his soul. But they demanded nothing emotionally complex in return.

They didn’t dissect his motives with needy questions, nor did they judge the brutal length of his hours at the firm where he managed billions in other people’s wealth with cold, calculating brilliance. They simply…were. They existed, and in their existence, they were perfect. His own feline companions—Bastet, a sleek and imperious Siamese with sapphire eyes that seemed to judge the world and find it wanting; Tiberius, a magnificent, fluffy Maine Coon whose leonine mane and formidable size belied a gentle spirit; and little Cleo, a mischievous black cat who seemed to be made of shadows, mischief, and liquid night, were the only living things that truly brought him solace. They were his anchor in a world of abstract figures and transactional relationships.

He had meticulously constructed a fortress of success and solitude, brick by expensive brick, but lately, the walls had begun to feel less like a sanctuary and more like a beautifully appointed cage. The silence no longer felt peaceful; it felt empty, echoing with the sound of his own solitary footsteps on the polished hardwood floors. Relationships with women had always been transactional, a series of disappointing negotiations that left a bitter taste in his mouth. They were drawn to the edifice of his life, but never seemed interested in the architect. They wanted his time, his emotional energy, a piece of his carefully guarded inner world that he was utterly unwilling to cede. They saw the penthouse with its breathtaking views, the perfectly tailored Brioni suits, the limitless power of the black card, but they never seemed to see him, the man behind the curated perfection. And what they offered in return, demands disguised as affection, expectations wrapped in cloying smiles, a neediness that clung to him like cheap perfume, felt like an invasive weed in his meticulously tended garden.

He’d once brought a woman, a curator from a downtown gallery, back to the penthouse. She’d walked through the rooms, her fingers trailing over the priceless art, and said, “It’s magnificent. It’s like a museum.” She’d meant it as a compliment, but to Matthew, it felt like a condemnation. Museums were for sterile observation, not for living.

The idea, when it finally struck him, was not a gentle dawning. It was a flash of lightning in the sterile quiet of his mind, a bolt of pure, transgressive genius. It was born from a late-night conversation drenched in expensive whiskey with a colleague, a man of similar means and similar, crushing isolation. This colleague, Harrison, had spoken in hushed, almost reverent tones of a bespoke service he had discovered. An agency. Not for the cheap thrills or tawdry, forgettable encounters one could procure with a simple phone call, but for the meticulous, artful execution of one’s deepest, most private fantasies. The agency, known only as “Elysian Pursuits” in the encrypted, shadowy corners of the web where such things were discussed, catered to a clientele for whom money was a triviality and discretion was paramount. They didn’t just provide companions; they provided experiences, curated realities tailored to the most exacting specifications. Harrison had described it as “commissioning a living dream.”

The thought took root in the fertile soil of Matthew’s loneliness and festered there, growing into an obsession. He spent weeks crafting his request, the process feeling less like hiring an escort and more like commissioning a masterpiece from a Renaissance master. He didn’t just want women; he wanted a specific dynamic, a very particular atmosphere. He yearned for the uncomplicated, perfect adoration of his cats, but transposed onto the intelligent, sensual, and infinitely more complex form of a human female. He wanted their fluid grace, their capacity for playful cruelty, their languid, sun-drenched sensuality, and most importantly, their implicit, instinctual submission to the one who provided for them, the master of the territory. And to amplify the aesthetic, to create a perfect, symmetrical fantasy of unparalleled beauty, he wanted twins. Identical in every conceivable way, a living, breathing, mirrored work of art for him to admire, command, and possess. The very idea of their identical forms, a perfect duplication of beauty, appealed to the part of him that craved order and perfection in all things.

The consultation with the agency’s handler, a disembodied female voice over a heavily encrypted line, had been intensely and clinically detailed. The voice was smooth, calm, and utterly devoid of judgment, a polished corporate instrument that made the entire transaction feel as normal as arranging a floral delivery. Matthew specified the material of the cat suits—a supple, matte-black faux leather, soft as a second skin, that would hug every curve without the cheap, distracting squeak of latex. He described the ears, not flimsy, comical things on a plastic headband, but sculpted, lifelike appendages that would convey a sense of genuine, animalistic alertness. The tails, long and expressive, were to have a subtle, internal weight to them, allowing them to sway and twitch with a convincing autonomy.

He meticulously outlined the desired behavior for the initial phase: they were to be entirely non-verbal, communicating only through a lexicon of meows, purrs, and eloquent body language. They were to explore his apartment as if it were a vast new territory, to play with the bespoke toys he would provide, to accept his touch with the pleased, pliant submission of a cherished pet. He was creating a living diorama, a theatrical installation of his innermost desires, and every single detail had to be perfect. The handler, to her credit, had listened with unnerving placidity, asking only clarifying questions about boundaries and safe words. Matthew provided them, “Metronome” for slow down, “Abacus” for stop, though he sincerely doubted he would ever have cause to use them. He wasn’t seeking to inflict pain or fear; he was seeking to create a perfect bubble of controlled, aestheticized worship.

Now, the day had arrived, and the air in the penthouse crackled with an energy it hadn’t possessed in years. The clock on the wall, a stark, faceless disk of brushed metal that usually served as a mere ornament, was now a ticking arbiter of his fate. It showed three minutes to the appointed hour. Matthew’s heart, usually a steady, regulated metronome ticking at a placid sixty beats per minute, was a frantic, wild drum against the cage of his ribs. A fine sheen of sweat prickled at his hairline. He had showered twice, scrubbing his skin until it was raw, as if to purify himself for the coming ritual. He had arranged and then obsessively rearranged the plush, dove-gray cushions on the vast, low-slung sofa.

A faint tremor in his hands betrayed his agitation. He had set out two heavy, leaded crystal bowls on the floor near the fireplace, which he now filled with creamy, organic whole milk. The pristine white liquid looked almost luminous against the dark wood of the floor. A small, opened tin of the finest, most expensive sushi-grade tuna—the same kind he sometimes shared with Bastet as a rare treat—sat beside the bowls on a chilled marble platter, its pink, oily flesh glistening under the recessed lighting. He had even, in a moment of ultimate commitment to the verisimilitude of the fantasy, purchased a clean, unused litter box and filled it with fine, sugar-white sand, placing it discreetly in the corner of the cavernous master bathroom. The sheer, calculated absurdity of that particular detail made a nervous laugh bubble in his chest, a hysterical sound he quickly suppressed. This was his world. His rules. His fantasy. There was no room for absurdity, only for perfection.

The profound, manufactured silence was shattered by the soft, melodic chime of the private doorbell. It was a sound he so rarely heard that it struck him like a physical blow. All his parcels, his groceries, his dry cleaning, were handled by the building’s discreet and efficient concierge service. This sound was for him alone. For a long, suspended moment, he was paralyzed, a jolt of pure, unadulterated excitement warring with a sudden, flickering wave of last-minute panic. This is insane, a rational, terrified corner of his brain whispered, its voice small and tinny. This is a descent into madness. But a much larger, more primal part of him, a part that had been starved for far too long, roared back with triumphant force, This is everything.

He moved toward the door, his own movements feeling stiff and alien, a stark contrast to his usual fluid, athletic confidence. He smoothed the front of his charcoal gray cashmere sweater for the third time, the soft wool doing nothing to calm the frantic energy buzzing beneath his skin. He took a deep, steadying breath, the clean, filtered air feeling cool in his lungs, and opened the heavy, solid oak door.

And there they were. The reality of them was more potent, more dizzyingly perfect, than any fantasy his lonely mind had managed to conjure. They were flawless. Identical twins, just as he had specified, with faces like seraphim from a Renaissance painting, oval-shaped and delicate, framed by shimmering curtains of honey-blonde hair that fell to their shoulders. Their eyes, a startling, electric blue, met his, and in their depths he saw not just the practiced neutrality of a professional, but a flicker of intelligent, playful appraisal. They were in character, yes, but they were also assessing him, the alpha of this new territory, the source of warmth and food.

They were dressed in the tight-fitting cat suits of his elaborate imagination, the matte-black material clinging to them like a second skin, a shadow molded to flesh. It was flawless, without a single wrinkle or pucker. It defined the soft, round swell of their breasts, the impossible narrowness of their waists, and the perfect, heart-shaped curve of their asses. The sculpted ears stood perky and alert atop their heads, twitching almost imperceptibly as they took in their new surroundings. Behind them, long, black tails, artfully constructed, twitched ever so slightly with a life all their own. They didn’t speak. They simply stood there, two breathtaking, mirrored images of feline grace and feminine perfection, their presence radiating a silent, potent energy. The air in the hallway suddenly felt thick, charged with promise.

Matthew’s breath caught somewhere in his throat. He felt an unfamiliar, unwelcome blush creep up his neck, a rare and startling loss of his legendary composure. He cleared his throat, the sound loud and clumsy in the sudden hush. “Welcome,” he managed, his voice emerging as a hoarse, grating whisper, entirely inadequate for the moment. He gestured them inside with a stiff, awkward movement of his hand.

They flowed past him into the apartment, not walking, but moving with a low, sinuous, liquid grace that was utterly captivating. Their feet were bare, clad only in the same black material as the suits, making their movements completely silent on the cool marble of the foyer. Their eyes, wide and brilliantly curious, scanned the vast living space, taking in the floor-to-ceiling windows that displayed the sprawling city like a living tapestry, the minimalist art on the stark white walls, the deep, plush comfort of the rugs. One of them, he couldn’t yet tell them apart, dropped to her hands and knees with a lithe, boneless movement, her back arching in a perfect, stretching curve that was both exquisitely feline and deeply erotic. The other followed suit a moment later, a perfect echo, and together they began to explore his home, their movements a synchronized, hypnotic ballet of animalian curiosity.

Matthew closed the door, the heavy click of the latch echoing in the space, a sound of finality. It sealed them inside his world, his dream. He leaned his back against the cool, solid wood for a second, his heart hammering against his ribs with an almost painful force. It was happening. It was real. He watched, mesmerized, as they crawled across the expensive, antique Persian rug, their gloved hands and knees silent on the thick, soft pile. One paused, her head cocked to the side, to bat playfully at the thick, braided cord of a floor lamp, her movements tentative at first, then more confident. The other discovered a warm patch of late-afternoon sun pouring through the window near his reading chair. She circled it once before curling up within its golden embrace, her long tail wrapping elegantly around her legs as she emitted a soft, throaty sound from deep in her chest that was uncannily, astonishingly like a genuine purr. The sound vibrated in the quiet air, a low, contented rumble that seemed to physically soothe the frantic energy inside him.

Barely containing the giddy, triumphant excitement that was surging through him, Matthew pushed himself off from the door and followed them further into the room. His initial, crippling awkwardness began to melt away, dissolving in the heat of the fantasy as he sank deeper into his prescribed role of master. He moved with more of his customary assurance, silently pointing out the various amenities he had prepared for them. He gestured toward the scratching posts—tall, sisal-wrapped towers he’d had custom-built to blend with the apartment’s aesthetic—and the plethora of toys he had artfully scattered for them: feathered wands with tiny bells, iridescent crinkle balls, and a small, potent red dot of a laser pointer, which he now activated with a flick of his thumb.

The effect was instantaneous and electrifying. The twin who had been sunning herself pounced, her body a blur of coiled muscle and explosive motion, her blue eyes, now dilated and black, fixated on the elusive red light dancing on the carpet. She chased it with a focused intensity that was breathtaking, her body low to the ground, a perfect miniature predator.

He gave them their names for the day, then, christening them on the spot, the words feeling weighty and significant on his tongue. “You’ll be Rosy,” he said, his voice a low, steady murmur as he pointed the laser near the more aggressive, pouncing one. “And you,” he moved the dot to the other, who was watching the proceedings with a more coy, calculating gaze, her head tilted, “will be Daisy.”

The women who would be Rosy and Daisy for the next several hours acknowledged their new names through a subtle, synchronized nod of their heads, a gesture of profound acceptance that sent a fresh wave of satisfaction through him. They played along with Matthew’s fantasy with a professionalism that was simply breathtaking. They meowed and purred as they crawled and slinked around the apartment on all fours, their sounds ranging from soft, questioning chirps when they discovered a new object, to deep, contented rumbles when his attention fell on them. He knelt on the floor, sinking down to their level, breaking the vertical hierarchy of human interaction. They even let him pet them.

He reached out a trembling hand and scratched behind Rosy’s sculpted ears. The texture of the suit was smooth and cool under his fingertips, a sleek, manufactured surface, but beneath it he could feel the radiating warmth of her skin, the solid reality of the skull beneath. When his fingers stroked under their chins, they both tilted their heads back in unison, exposing the long, graceful, vulnerable lines of their throats, their purrs intensifying into a vibrating thrum he could feel in his own chest. He was losing himself entirely in the verisimilitude of it all. They weren’t just women in costumes; for these few precious hours, they were his cats.

As the day wore on, stretching into a long, golden afternoon, Matthew became more and more enamored with his new pets. He documented everything with the high-resolution camera on his phone, taking endless pictures of them as they draped themselves over his expensive furniture, their pliant bodies forming elegant, sensual lines that were better than any sculpture. He captured Rosy perched atop the high back of the sofa, looking down at him with a gaze of regal, imperious disdain that perfectly mirrored his Siamese, Bastet. He photographed Daisy curled into a perfect, compact ball on his favorite Eames chair, pretending to sleep, one hand tucked delicately under her chin. They were living, breathing art, and he was their sole audience, patron, and creator.

He brought them the bowls of milk and the chilled platter of tuna. They lapped at the milk with delicate, pink tongues, the sound soft and wet in the quiet room. Occasionally, one would look up at him, her lips glistening with white, her blue eyes wide and deceptively innocent. Rosy, true to her more assertive, pouncing nature, nudged Daisy aside with her shoulder to get at the tuna first. She plucked a piece of the pink flesh with her gloved fingers and ate it with a theatrical, slow delicacy that was both jarringly animalistic and deeply, profoundly erotic. Daisy, embodying a more passive, watchful persona, simply waited her turn, her patience a form of submission in itself. The act of feeding them, of providing for these exquisite, beautiful creatures, sent a jolt of raw, possessive satisfaction through him that was far more potent, more fundamentally fulfilling, than any sexual conquest he’d ever experienced. This was not about negotiation; it was about instinct, about the simple, perfect dynamic of provider and provided-for.

The sun began its slow, majestic dip below the horizon, painting the sky in fiery, dramatic strokes of orange, magenta, and deep purple. The lights of the city below began to flicker on, one by one, until the view from his windows was transformed into a glittering, endless carpet of diamonds against black velvet. The atmosphere in the apartment shifted perceptibly. The playful, sunlit, daytime energy began to curdle and thicken into something else, something heavier, darker, charged with a palpable electrical anticipation. His excitement, which had been a steady, pleasant hum throughout the day, began to build into a demanding, rhythmic throb low in his belly. He had watched their lithe bodies move, had felt the radiating warmth of their skin, had heard their soft, intimate purrs. The fantasy had been perfectly realized, but now he felt it begin to evolve, to demand a new phase. He needed the final component: the total, unequivocal surrender.

He found them curled up together on the large, white faux-fur rug in front of the cold, black marble fireplace. They looked up as he approached, their bodies tensing for a moment before relaxing. In the deepening twilight of the room, their blue eyes seemed to glow with an internal luminescence. He knelt before them, his posture deliberately shifting, the energy he projected changing from benevolent owner to dominant, demanding master.

“Now, little kitties,” Matthew spoke, his voice a low, deliberate purr of his own, mimicking the sounds they had made for him all day. He let a slow, wicked smile spread across his lips, the predatory smile he usually reserved for closing a particularly ruthless, nine-figure deal. “You have been very good today. Daddy is very pleased with his new pets.”

He reached out, his hand no longer tentative. He stroked it firmly down Rosy’s back, feeling the elegant, feline curve of her spine beneath the material. He trailed his fingers down the entire length of her twitching tail, giving the tip a gentle, possessive tug. He felt and heard her breath hitch, a tiny, sharp intake of air.

“But the day is drawing to a close,” he continued, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial, intimate whisper that was meant for them alone. “And Daddy wants you to do something else for him. He wants you to show him just how grateful you are.” He paused, letting the weight of his words hang in the charged air, letting them understand the shift in the game. “He wants you to have sex with him.”

For a fleeting, silent moment, the girls watched each other, a silent, lightning-fast communication passing between their identical blue eyes. There was a flicker of shared understanding, a non-verbal acknowledgment of the scene’s inevitable next act. Then, Rosy’s tongue darted out to slowly, deliberately lick her lips, her gaze holding his, sharp and unwavering. Then she bit down, gently but firmly, on the plush fullness of her bottom lip. It was a gesture of calculated, deliberate, and theatrical submission, and it sent a spear of pure, white-hot heat straight to his groin.

“You’re an obedient little kitty, aren’t you?” he asked, his voice now thick with unconcealed desire. He reached up to pet her head, his fingers threading through the soft, clean blonde hair near her sculpted ear. His gaze shifted to the other twin, who watched him with a passive, waiting stillness. “Rosy… why don’t you open Daisy’s suit and suck on her tits? Show Daddy how you clean your sister.”

Rosy wasted no time. Her movements became instantly fluid and predatory. She turned to Daisy, her gloved fingers finding the nearly invisible zipper that ran down the front of her sister’s suit. The sound of the zipper gliding down its track was a sharp, electric buzz in the quiet room, a sound of imminent revelation. The matte-black material parted smoothly, exposing the pale, creamy, luminous skin of Daisy’s chest and stomach. Her breasts, full and round and impossibly perfect, strained against the sheer, fragile confines of a simple black lace bra.

Rosy didn’t bother with the bra’s clasp. Her hands were quicker, more efficient. She pushed the flimsy lace aside with an almost dismissive gesture, freeing Daisy’s breasts into the cool air of the room. Her gloved fingers immediately began to massage the tender flesh, kneading gently, possessively, before her thumbs found the nipples, rolling over them until they pebbled into hard, tight, pink buds. Daisy gasped, a sharp, choked sound, her head falling back as a visible shiver wracked her entire body.

Then Rosy bent her head, her blonde hair falling forward like a silken curtain, and took one of the erect, pink nipples fully into her mouth. She didn’t just lick or taste; she latched on, her mouth hot and wet and insistent, creating a soft, rhythmic suction that made Daisy cry out, a high, thin sound of pure pleasure. As Rosy’s mouth worked its magic on one breast, Daisy wrapped one long, elegant leg around Rosy’s thigh and began to rock her hips, rubbing the leather-clad mound of her pussy against her sister’s leg in a gesture of pure, desperate, building friction. The scent of her arousal, sharp and musky and intoxicatingly female, began to perfume the air, a heady fragrance that filled Matthew’s lungs. Rosy’s free hand came up to cup the other bare breast, her thumb expertly rolling over the nipple, mirroring the relentless, skillful ministrations of her mouth.

She took her time, seeming to savor Daisy’s helpless, breathy whimpers before she finally switched boobs, leaving the first one wet and glistening, a darker, angrier, more beautiful shade of pink. She licked a slow, deliberate circle around the aureole of the second nipple before drawing it deep into the hot cavern of her mouth, her tongue swirling and sucking with a practiced, devastating skill that spoke of long experience.

Matthew watched, utterly transfixed, his body rigid. His own erection was a painful, throbbing length inside his trousers, straining against the fine wool. This was a symphony of orchestrated sensation, and he was its sole conductor. “Put your fingers inside her,” he ordered, his voice now a deep, guttural command. He was no longer just watching; he was actively participating, directing their lust, shaping it to his will. He shifted his weight on his knees, the rough fabric of his trousers rasping against his straining, weeping cock. “Fuck that pussy.”

Rosy’s hand slid from Daisy’s breast, moving down over the taut, flat plane of her stomach. Her fingers reached the juncture of her sister’s thighs, sliding easily into the slick wetness that had already soaked through the thin black material of her panties. She didn’t go for the clit immediately. Instead, her gloved fingers slid over the slick, swollen outer folds, mapping the territory, spreading Daisy’s own copious juices like a sacrament. Daisy’s hips jumped at the contact, a small, aborted buck of pure pleasure. Then, two of Rosy’s fingers found the swollen, hidden nub of her clit and began rubbing in slow, deliberate, maddening circles.

A molten warmth coiled at the base of Daisy’s spine, a deep, spreading heat that made her whimper. Rosy put a little more pressure into the touch, and Daisy let out a soft, keening moan, her body arching off the floor as she started to rock her hips against the hand that touched her, chasing the elusive, spiraling pleasure.

“Impatient, little one?” Matthew spoke again, a teasing, sadistic cruelty in his tone that made his own cock pulse violently.

Rosy took the cue perfectly, her touch turning frustratingly playful. She caressed Daisy’s pussy, brushing her fingers lightly against the wet folds, making her jolt and whimper with raw, frustrated need. Daisy’s juices stained Rosy’s black gloves, an opalescent, pearly sheen in the dim, moody light of the room. With a theatrical flourish, Rosy lifted her fingers to her own face, just so she could stick her tongue out and lick a single, glistening drop from the tip of her index finger, her blue eyes never leaving Matthew’s. The taste of her own sister on her tongue, consumed for his viewing pleasure. It was an act of such calculated, depraved intimacy that Matthew felt his breath hitch violently in his lungs.

A second later, Rosy’s hands were back between Daisy’s legs, stroking her slick wetness with a renewed, merciless urgency. Her fingers found the entrance to her sister’s needy pussy and, with a single, smooth, powerful motion, sank fully into her.

“Ugh, that’s it. Ugh, that’s perfect,” gasped Matthew, his iron-clad control finally snapping like a frayed cord. Watching the girls, his perfect kittens, despoiling each other for his pleasure, was simply too much. His own hand shot down to his crotch, gripping the thick, straining ridge of his cock through the fabric of his pants. He couldn’t wait another second. With a low, animalistic groan, he fumbled with his belt buckle, the metal cool against his hot skin, yanked down the zipper, and freed himself. His cock, already weeping slick pre-cum, sprang into his hand, hot, heavy, and painfully hard. He began to jerk off, his strokes rough and hasty, his eyes locked on the breathtaking scene unfolding on the rug before him.

“You’re so hot, kitties,” he grunted, his voice ragged, stripped of all its usual polish and control.

Enveloped in a thick haze of pleasure and his own rising, desperate lust, he watched as Rosy began to finger-fuck Daisy with fast, merciless, piston-like thrusts. The moans were not long in coming. They filled the room, a breathless, rising duet of escalating ecstasy. It was a raw, primal sound that vibrated in Matthew’s bones, shaking him to his very core. Daisy’s breathing came in ragged, desperate pants, her eyes squeezed shut, her face a mask of pure bliss and exquisite agony. Rosy’s expression was one of intense, predatory concentration, her lips pulled back from her teeth in a feral snarl as she drove her sister closer and closer to the precipice. Soon, they were both caught up in the vortex of pleasure, their bodies moving in a frantic, perfectly synchronized rhythm of lust.

With a final, desperate cry from Daisy that tore from her throat, Rosy pulled her fingers out of her sister’s and immediately moved to unzip her own suit. A silent, urgent agreement passed between them. They helped each other, their hands moving with frantic energy, peeling the tight black material down their sweat-slicked bodies, until they were both completely, gloriously naked, save for the perky ears that remained alert and the long black tails that still twitched behind them. Now the origin of the tails’ lifelike movement was made startlingly clear: they were attached to slender, flared-base anal plugs, the polished chrome of the bases winking in the low light. It was a detail Matthew hadn’t specified but which the agency had included, a perfect, exquisitely kinky flourish that demonstrated their mastery of the craft. The slight, constant tension of the plugs as they moved was a subtle, internal reminder of their role, a secret anchor to the fantasy he had so carefully constructed.

There was no doubt that both blondes were scorchingly hot, their bodies identical canvases of smooth skin, firm, high breasts, and long, athletic legs. But watching them now, naked and raw and utterly abandoned to their lust, as they began to play with their own pussies and suck on each other’s tits, was simply too exciting. One low, guttural command from him, a simple murmur of “Show me more,” was enough for the women to begin rubbing their pussies together, a frantic, slick friction of flesh on yielding flesh. They knelt facing each other, their identical bodies perfectly aligned, their hips rocking as they brushed their clits against each other in a dizzying, hypnotic rhythm. The sound was wet and slapping and obscene, a pornographic counterpoint to their escalating, breathless moans. Their intertwined forms were a living, writhing sculpture of pure lust, and it gave them both powerful, shuddering spasms of pleasure that wracked their bodies.

“Oh! Oh… fuck!”

Matthew was so hard it was starting to genuinely, deeply hurt, a radiating ache that began at the base of his shaft and spread through his entire groin. He needed to fuck that pair of kittens. He needed it with a ferocity that eclipsed all other thought, all other sensation. If he continued to just watch them, it wouldn’t be long before he exploded uselessly in his own hand. And while that idea held a certain voyeuristic appeal, there was something he wanted even more: to be in the very center of their storm, to be the axis around which their world of pleasure revolved.

He lurched to his feet, his half-masturbated, glistening erection swinging from side to side. He moved, not to the living room sofa, but to the wide, low bed in the center of the master suite, a platform of dark wood and pristine white linen. He pulled back the heavy silk duvet with one violent motion. He positioned both girls next to each other on the pristine white sheets, their flushed skin and blonde hair a stark, beautiful contrast to the stark white. He then took turns to kiss them, a deep, bruising, possessive claiming of their mouths. He licked their tits, tasting their skin, the salt of their sweat, the lingering, faint sweetness of the milk from hours before. His hands were suddenly everywhere, touching their round, heavy tits, pinching their nipples with his fingers, twisting and turning them until they were dark, engorged, and exquisitely sensitive.

They reacted to his sudden, dominant energy with a renewed, desperate fervor. Together, as if directed by a single mind, they managed to yank off his expensive trousers and his underwear as well, their hands working in perfect tandem, finally freeing the huge, throbbing, painfully erect cock that was already dripping with his slick pre-cum. The cool air of the room on his exposed flesh was a shock, a jolt that sent another powerful wave of raw desire crashing through him.

Matthew crawled up onto the vast expanse of the bed. As he did, Rosy, ever the instigator, the predator, gave him a slight but firm push on his chest so that he fell flat on his back among the cool sheets. Before he could react or process the shift in power, she crawled over him, her body lithe and powerful, and positioned herself between his open legs. She leaned down, bringing her face close to his erect dick, a wicked, knowing smirk playing on her lips. She licked them, a slow, deliberate motion, her blue eyes promising a world of glorious, unspeakable debauchery. She was ready to devour that huge cock and every last drop that would eventually spill from it.

Then her mouth descended. The wet heat was instantaneous, a perfect, shocking, all-consuming pleasure.

“Oh… fuck. Shit,” Matthew muttered between ragged, helpless gasps. “You really know how to suck it, kitten.”

Rosy’s technique was masterful, nothing short of genius, clearly honed by what he could only imagine were years of dedicated, professional practice. Her lips created a perfect, airtight seal around his shaft, her tongue swirling around the sensitive, flared corona of the head before she took him deeper, the back of her throat creating an incredible, insistent suction that threatened to pull the orgasm right out of him, far too soon. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound of surrender, opening his legs a little more for her, giving her better access, yielding completely to her skill.

While Rosy was busy working her particular brand of magic on his cock, Daisy, who had been lying next to him and fondling her own pussy with her fingertips, did not hesitate to get up. A new, wicked little smile spread on her face as she straddled his torso, her knees landing softly on the mattress on either side of his head. He immediately grabbed her hips, his hands sinking into the soft, yielding flesh, and helped guide her into a new, perfect position. Suddenly, his face was inches away from her slick, glistening, perfectly formed pussy. The musky, intoxicating scent of her arousal filled his senses, overwhelming him, making his head swim.

He clutched his hands to her ass, spreading the cheeks wide, admiring the perfect, pink, virginal-looking pucker of her anus just above the glistening, swollen slit of her cunt. He gave one of her silky smooth butt cheeks a sharp, stinging spank. The sound of the impact echoed through the room, sharp and clear, accompanied by a small, sharp cry of pleasure from Daisy. This was control. This was power. This was perfection.

His hot, hungry tongue worked its way between her wet folds, painting her with his saliva before finding her clit and delivering a long, slow, deliberate lick that made her entire body shiver violently. His lips closed on her hard pink button, sucking lightly on the swollen nub, teasing it, before his tongue returned, hungrily flicking and darting like a serpent. Her juices flowed freely, most of it directly into his mouth, a salty, sweet, addictive nectar. She moaned and purred like a contented kitten, grinding her hips down against his face, demanding more, taking more.

Matthew focused all his concentration on eating her pussy, losing himself in the taste and texture of her, trying desperately to delay the inevitable, earth-shattering orgasm that Rosy was building in him with her incredible, relentless tongue skills. He could feel the pressure building at the base of his spine, the telltale, irreversible tightening of his balls. He couldn’t take it anymore. He was seconds from losing it. Either she would have to stop, or he would end up coming straight down her throat.

Before that could happen, he needed to change the dynamic again, to regain absolute control of the pace and the outcome. He reached up, grabbing a thick handful of Rosy’s blonde hair and gently but firmly pulling her head back. She looked up at him, her lips glistening with his pre-cum, her blue eyes wide and questioning, but not resistant.

“Let’s try something else,” he said, his voice a commanding, low growl that left no room for argument.

He pushed himself up, his muscles bunching with newfound energy. Kneeling on the vast bed, he drew Rosy towards him, holding her by the waist and keeping her back pressed firmly against his chest. He could feel the frantic, wild beat of her heart against his own. He laid Daisy down flat on the mattress, and once she had settled, her eyes watching him with rapt, obedient attention, Matthew pushed with one hand on Rosy’s back. He made her bend over at the waist, supporting her weight on her hands and knees, but her body was positioned directly over Daisy’s, who remained on her back, her legs automatically spreading wide in anticipation.

His palm, slick with their mingled fluids, reached down between Rosy’s thighs to her pussy. As his fingers slid inside her, she let out a sharp, sudden gasp, her body tensing as a powerful wave of pleasure hit her. She was just as wet and just as eager for his attention. Meanwhile, Daisy’s legs parted as if of their own free will, a clear, silent, wanton invitation for Matthew. She arched her back like an animal in heat, her own pussy dewy and open and waiting, and she tilted her head back when she felt the first few inches of Matthew’s huge, slick dick pressing against her entrance.

He didn’t tease. He didn’t wait. He drove forward in one smooth, powerful thrust.

Daisy’s depths were obviously well lubricated, and she took him with a wet, welcoming, encompassing heat. She immediately began moving her hips back and forth, taking him deeper, her body accommodating his impressive size with practiced ease. Several more inches of thick, big cock disappeared into her pussy, stretching her, filling her completely.

Matthew groaned like a wounded animal. The sensation was white-hot, electric, overwhelming. He looked down, watching the way her pink hole was stretched taut around his hard, thick dick. He began to move his hips, a powerful, rhythmic, primal wave, pushing hard into her cunt, again and again and again. He felt his balls collide against Daisy’s rounded ass with every deep, merciless thrust, a wet, slapping sound that was pure, filthy music to his ears.

He looked down again, at the incredible tableau of bodies he had created. He saw Rosy’s beautifully arched back, her perfect ass high in the air, the chrome base of her tail-plug twitching with her ragged breaths. And then he saw the true genius of his arrangement. Every time he penetrated Daisy, the powerful downward movement of his hips made Daisy’s pubic mound press up hard against Rosy’s clit. Their bodies were connected, a closed circuit of pleasure with him as the undeniable power source.

To amplify this effect, he began to massage Rosy’s wet folds with his free hand, two of his fingers digging deep into her wet, dripping pussy. He began to pump his fingers in and out of her, following the exact same relentless pace he was using to fuck her sister.

The two women moaned like crazy, their voices rising and falling in a breathless, desperate chorus, filling the massive room with a sound that denoted a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Daisy’s nails clawed at the expensive Egyptian cotton sheets, her hips meeting his every thrust with a desperate, hungry force of her own. Rosy, caught in the exquisite torture between the grinding friction of her sister’s body and the relentless intrusion of his fingers, bucked and whimpered, her face buried in the mattress.

After a few minutes of this relentless, pounding, sensory assault, a searing, collective orgasm washed over them. It started with Rosy, a high, keening shriek that escaped her lips as her body convulsed violently around his fingers. Her powerful orgasm seemed to trigger Daisy, whose inner walls clamped down on his cock with incredible, spasming force, her own cry ripping from her throat as her body shuddered violently beneath him. The simultaneous, overwhelming shock of their climaxes sent Matthew hurtling over the edge.

With a final, guttural roar that was more beast than man, a sound torn from the depths of his soul, he emptied himself deep inside Daisy, his hot seed flooding her, filling her completely. The girls purred and meowed, their exhausted bodies trembling and twitching, their pleasure cries softening into contented, drowsy whimpers.

He collapsed on top of them, a heavy, sated tangle of sweat-slicked limbs, his own body shaking with the powerful aftershocks of his release. The scent of sex, sweat, and profound satisfaction was thick and heavy in the air, a primal, animal musk. His fantasy was finally, gloriously, true. He had them, his perfect kittens, purring and spent, marked by his scent and filled with his cum. He could feel the soft, intermittent twitch of their tails against his legs, the gentle, synchronized rise and fall of their breathing beneath him. A profound peace settled over him, a deep sense of rightness that chased away the last lingering ghosts of his loneliness. And as he lay there, adrift in a sea of blissful, exhausted contentment, he knew with absolute, unshakeable certainty that this was not an ending. This was a beginning. They were only just starting.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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