
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Invitation

The radiator in Marcus Chen's fourth-floor walk-up had been clanking for the better part of an hour, each metallic percussion a reminder that winter was creeping into the city earlier than usual this year. The October cold seeped through the single-pane windows—original to the 1920s building and never properly sealed—bringing with it the smell of someone's cigarette smoke from the fire escape below and the perpetual garbage-sweetness that Brooklyn streets gave off after dark. His studio was small enough that he could touch both walls if he stood in the center and spread his arms, furnished with a mattress on the floor, a battered desk he'd found on the curb in Park Slope, and a kitchen that was really just a hot plate and a mini-fridge tucked into an alcove.

Marcus sat on the edge of his unmade bed—grey sheets tangled from restless sleep, a coffee stain near the pillow he kept meaning to deal with—his phone screen casting cold blue light across his bare chest. Twenty-eight years old, mixed Chinese and white, he had the kind of lean-muscular build that came from walking everywhere and occasionally remembering to do push-ups: defined shoulders that tapered to a narrow waist, visible abs when he flexed but soft enough when he didn't, strong forearms marked with faded scars from a brief and ill-advised attempt at carpentry in college. His hair was black, grown out shaggy past his ears in a way that looked deliberately styled but was really just neglect, and he had the kind of face that read as handsome in certain lights—sharp jawline offset by full lips, dark brown eyes under heavy brows, a nose that had been broken once in high school and set slightly crooked.

He wore only boxer briefs, dark grey Calvin Kleins that hugged his thighs and showed the outline of everything underneath. His cock rested against his left thigh, thick even soft, circumcised, the head a shade darker than the rest of him. He'd been told by enough women that it was impressive—seven and a half inches hard, thick enough that most couldn't get their fingers all the way around the shaft, with a slight upward curve and prominent veins running along the sides. His balls hung heavy below, drawn up slightly in the apartment's chill.

He read Sienna's text for the fourth time, thumb hovering over the screen.

Tomorrow. My place. Wear something you don't mind losing. There'll be four of us. Well, five including you. Trust me?

The message had come through twenty minutes ago, and he'd been staring at it like it might rearrange itself into something less insane. Sienna Orozco. The editorial assistant from Meridian Publishing, the mid-sized house where he freelanced cover designs when his actual art wasn't paying bills. They'd met six months ago when she'd been assigned to handle the art direction on a fantasy series relaunch, and Marcus had spent their first three meetings trying not to stare at the way her blouses gaped when she leaned over his desk.

Sienna was twenty-six, half-Mexican, with copper-red hair that fell in natural waves past her shoulders—the kind of red that caught light and turned it into something close to flame. She had a heart-shaped face with a constellation of freckles scattered across her nose and cheekbones like someone had flicked a paintbrush at her, green eyes that held contact three seconds past comfortable, and a mouth that always looked like it was holding back a smirk. Her body was the kind that made professional clothing look pornographic: narrow shoulders, small high breasts that barely filled a B-cup, a waist that curved sharply inward before flaring to hips that swayed when she walked. She favored ankle boots with chunky heels that made her ass bounce with each step, and she always wore the same perfume—something vanilla-adjacent with burnt sugar underneath that made Marcus's mouth water.

He'd wanted to fuck her since the first meeting. Had imagined it in graphic detail during boring client calls, picturing those green eyes looking up at him while her mouth worked his cock, those small tits bouncing while she rode him, her nails dragging down his back. But she'd kept things professional, friendly but distant, until two weeks ago when she'd suggested drinks after a deadline and they'd ended up making out against a wall in the alley behind the bar, her hand down his jeans, his fingers buried in her cunt while she gasped into his mouth.

They hadn't fucked. She'd pulled back at the last second, adjusting her skirt, and said, "Not yet. I want to do something special." Then she'd disappeared into an Uber, leaving Marcus hard and confused on a Bushwick sidewalk.

And now this.

Four of us. Five including you.

His cock thickened against his thigh just processing the words. A gangbang. A reverse gangbang. Him and four women. It was the kind of thing that happened in porn, not real life, not to freelance designers living in shitty Brooklyn studios.

Marcus typed with one hand, the other absently palming himself through the thin cotton of his boxers. His cock responded immediately, blood rushing south, the shaft lengthening and thickening until the head pushed past the leg opening and the fabric strained around him. What kind of party we talking about?

The three typing dots appeared instantly, and his heart kicked against his ribs. The smell of his own arousal started to permeate the small space—something sharp and clean, precum already beading at his tip and soaking through the grey fabric.

Sienna's response: The kind where you're the only guy invited. Me and three of my friends. We've been planning this for weeks. You in or you out?

"Jesus Christ," Marcus muttered to the empty room. His hand slipped under his waistband, fingers wrapping around heated flesh. He was fully hard now, cock pulsing in his grip, veiny and thick, the head flushed almost purple. He could feel every ridge, every sensitive spot, his balls already drawn up tight against his body.

He typed back left-handed, his right hand stroking slowly from base to tip. I'm in.

Sienna's reply came with an address in the Meatpacking District and a simple: 8 PM. Don't be late. And Marcus? Save your energy.

He dropped the phone onto the mattress, both hands free now, one working his cock in long steady pulls while the other cupped his balls, rolling them gently. He leaned back against the wall, eyes closed, imagining Sienna naked on her knees, those green eyes locked on his while she sucked him. In his mind she took him deep, choking slightly, spit running down her chin, her small hand working what her mouth couldn't reach. Then the fantasy shifted—three other women appeared, faceless but present, hands on his body, mouths on his neck, his chest, his thighs.

"Fuck," he gasped, his rhythm increasing. His cock jerked in his hand, precum flowing freely now, slicking the way. The smell of it filled the small room, mixing with his sweat, the coffee grounds in the trash, the cold October air. His abs tensed, his thighs went rigid, and then he was coming—thick ropes of cum painting his stomach, his chest, some hitting his neck. He stroked through it, milking himself, each pulse accompanied by a low groan that would've been embarrassing if anyone could hear.

He stayed there for a long moment, breathing hard, cum cooling on his skin, his cock softening in his hand. Then he grabbed the t-shirt from earlier off the floor and cleaned himself up, tossed it in the general direction of the laundry pile, and collapsed back onto the mattress.

Tomorrow. Sienna and three other women.

He was so fucked.



The address led Marcus to a converted warehouse wedged between a boutique hotel and what used to be a nightclub, all exposed brick and industrial windows that probably cost seven thousand a month minimum. He'd taken the L train into Manhattan, walked the fifteen blocks from Union Square because he was too anxious to sit still on another subway, and now stood at the entrance trying not to look like he was having a panic attack.

He'd showered twice. Once when he woke up, again at seven PM, spending extra time making sure he was clean everywhere—ass, balls, the whole works—because if this was going where he thought it was going, he wanted to be ready. He'd trimmed his pubic hair down to a neat patch, cleaned under his nails, brushed his teeth three times. He wore dark jeans that fit well, a black button-down left untucked, his least-beaten leather jacket, boots that didn't have scuff marks. He'd even put on cologne—something woodsy he'd bought on a whim and never used.

The stairwell smelled like old wood and something floral, maybe jasmine from a diffuser on one of the lower floors. Music and laughter filtered through the door marked 3C, a low thrum of bass he could feel in his chest. Marcus knocked, his knuckles barely making contact before the door swung open.

Sienna stood there, backlit by warm light from inside, wearing a silk robe the color of champagne that hit her mid-thigh. Her copper hair was down, slightly tousled like she'd been running her fingers through it, and she wore minimal makeup—just something dark around her eyes that made them look even greener, her lips their natural pink.

"Marcus." She smiled, slow and wicked, stepping aside. "Right on time."

The robe was tied loosely at her waist with a sash, the neckline gaping open far enough that he could see she wasn't wearing a bra—just the inner curves of her small pale breasts, freckles scattered across the swell, her nipples barely hidden by fabric. Her legs were bare, toned calves flexing as she rose up on bare toes to kiss his cheek. Her scent hit him immediately—that vanilla and burnt sugar, but underneath it something warmer, headier. The smell of arousal, sharp and sweet, unmistakable. She was already wet.

"Come meet the girls," she said, her hand finding his, fingers interlacing. Her palm was warm, slightly damp.

The loft opened into one massive space that had to be two thousand square feet minimum. Exposed brick walls, original wooden beams running across a fifteen-foot ceiling, those industrial windows looking out over the darkening street. To the left, a kitchen with marble countertops and stainless steel appliances that looked like they'd never been used. To the right, a living area with low-slung leather couches in charcoal grey arranged around a glass coffee table, abstract art on the walls—real paintings, not prints, the kind with visible brush strokes. The whole space smelled like expensive candles, vanilla and sandalwood mixing with something greener, maybe eucalyptus, and underneath it all that same warm musk from Sienna.

Three women sat on the couches, all of them turning to look at him as he entered. The air felt charged, expectant, like the moment before a storm breaks.

The first woman stood immediately, unfolding from the couch with the kind of grace that spoke of decades of training. Tall—maybe five-ten even without heels—with skin the color of dark honey, smooth and flawless under the warm lighting. She had a dancer's body, all lean muscle and long lines: shoulders that formed perfect right angles, small breasts that barely moved as she stood, narrow hips, and an ass that curved out sharply from her lower back, high and tight and clearly visible through the white boy shorts she wore. Her legs went on forever, toned thighs and defined calves, bare feet with high arches.

Her face was angular, high cheekbones sharp enough to cut, a jawline that could've been carved, full lips painted dark burgundy. Her hair was black, straightened and pulled into a high ponytail that fell halfway down her back, not a strand out of place. She wore a thin white tank top that showed the outline of her nipples and the faint shadow of her ribs, the boy shorts riding low enough on her hips that he could see the V of muscle leading down.

She looked him over slowly, deliberately, dark eyes tracking from his face down his body and back up. He's prettier than Sienna described. Good bone structure. And if the bulge in those jeans is accurate, we're in for a good night.

"Amara," Sienna introduced. "She teaches ballet at Juilliard. And before you ask, yes, she's that flexible."

Amara's smile was slow, assessing. "Nice to finally meet you, Marcus. Sienna's been talking about you for months." Her voice was low, almost smoky, with the barest hint of a Southern accent underneath.

The second woman didn't stand, just raised a hand from her spot on the couch, waving lazily. Petite—couldn't have been more than five-two—with a round face, dimpled cheeks that made her look younger than she probably was, and thick black-framed glasses perched on a small button nose. Her hair was jet black, cut in a severe bob that ended just below her chin, completely straight with blunt edges that framed her face.

She had the kind of soft body that looked built for cuddling: heavy breasts that strained against a loose grey tank top, easily DDs, with visible nipple piercings creating small points in the fabric. Her arms were soft, pale, no visible muscle definition. She wore black sleep shorts that had ridden up, showing thick thighs pressed together, the fabric tight around where they met. Her stomach was soft, rolling slightly over the waistband of her shorts, and she had that natural cuteness that some Asian women managed effortlessly. Japanese, maybe, or Korean.

Oh fuck he's hot. Look at those shoulders. I want to bite them. I want to see what that cock looks like. She grinned, pushing her glasses up her nose. "Keiko. Graphic novelist, freelance, mostly erotica if I'm honest. Sienna showed me your portfolio—you're really good. Love your use of negative space."

"Thanks," Marcus managed, his mouth dry. His cock was already responding to the situation, a slow thickening in his jeans that he couldn't control.

The third woman was already standing by the time he turned to look at her, and Marcus had to actively stop his jaw from dropping. Latina—Puerto Rican or Dominican based on her features and the gold hoops in her ears—probably mid-thirties, with the kind of body that belonged in a Renaissance painting. Curves everywhere, abundant and unapologetic.

She was maybe five-six, with dark brown hair highlighted with caramel tones, wavy and wild around her shoulders like she'd been running her hands through it. Her face was round with full cheeks, dark eyes lined heavily in black with wings extending past her temples, thick eyebrows, and lips that looked perpetually swollen and kiss-bitten, painted deep red. She had a small beauty mark just above the left corner of her mouth.

But it was her body that made Marcus forget how to breathe. Massive breasts, easily DDDs, barely contained by a black lace bralette that showed more than it covered—he could see the dark circles of her areolas through the lace, large and prominent, her nipples already hard and pushing against the fabric. Her stomach was soft, rounded, with visible stretch marks silvering across the skin. Her waist was still defined despite the softness, curving into hips so wide they looked like they'd been photoshopped, and an ass so thick and round that the black yoga pants she wore looked painted on, the fabric straining, creating a visible panty line—lace thong—and showing every jiggle as she moved toward him.

Her thighs touched all the way down to her knees, thick and soft, and when she walked there was a slight sway to everything, her whole body moving in waves. She smelled like coconut oil and something floral, hibiscus maybe, and underneath that the same arousal-musk the others were giving off.

"Valentina," she introduced herself, her accent thick, definitely Puerto Rican now that he heard her speak. She stepped close, close enough that her breasts brushed his chest, close enough that he had to look down to meet her eyes, and her hand came to rest on his chest, right over his heart. "Sienna wasn't lying—you're fucking gorgeous, papi." I'm going to ride this man until he can't remember his own name. Look at him. I could just eat him up.

Marcus's cock was fully hard now, pressing uncomfortably against his jeans, the outline visible if anyone looked. He could smell all four of them now, their individual scents mixing into something intoxicating—vanilla and burnt sugar and coconut and sweat and that unmistakable smell of multiple aroused women in an enclosed space. The air felt thick with it.

Sienna's hand slid around his waist from behind, pressing flat against his stomach. "So here's the thing, Marcus. We've all been talking about you. Fantasizing, really. Keiko draws you into her work, Amara choreographs routines imagining you watching, Valentina has an entire folder of ideas. And I..." She pressed closer, her small breasts against his back, her breath hot on his ear. "I can't stop thinking about sharing you with them."

Keiko stood, moving to his left side, her soft body pressing against him. "If you're into it, obviously. Consent is sexy and all that."

Amara circled around behind him, her hands settling on his shoulders, squeezing gently. Strong hands, decades of dance giving them power. "We'll take very good care of you, Marcus. That's a promise."

Valentina's fingers found his belt buckle, her nails painted red and filed to sharp points, tracing the leather. "The question is, baby, can you handle all four of us? Because we can be... a lot."

Marcus's breathing had gone shallow, his heart hammering against his ribs. This was insane. This was literally a fantasy scenario, the kind of thing he'd jerked off to but never expected to actually happen. Four beautiful women, all different, all looking at him like he was their last meal.

"Yeah," he said, his voice coming out rougher than intended. "Yeah, I can handle it."

Sienna's laugh was low, delighted. "Good. Then strip. Let us see what we're working with."

His hands shook slightly as he reached for his shirt buttons. Eight eyes on him, watching every movement. He shrugged off his leather jacket first, letting it fall to the floor, then started on the button-down, working from top to bottom. The fabric parted, revealing his chest—lean muscle, dark nipples, that trail of hair leading down from his navel. He pulled it off, tossed it aside.

His boots next, unlacing them quickly, toeing them off. Then his belt, the leather sliding through loops with a whisper, and finally his jeans. He popped the button, drew the zipper down slowly—it caught on his erection, straining against his boxer briefs—and pushed everything down in one motion.

His cock sprang free, fully hard, pointing slightly upward. Seven and a half inches of thick veiny flesh, circumcised, the head flushed dark and shiny with precum already gathering at the slit. His balls hung heavy below, drawn up but still visible, and the trimmed patch of dark hair above framed everything perfectly. The cool air made him twitch, another bead of precum welling up and starting to run down the underside of his shaft.

"Dios mío," Valentina breathed. She dropped to her knees in front of him without hesitation, her thick thighs spreading, and her hand wrapped around his base. Her fingers barely met, his girth stretching her grip. "Look at this fucking dick, girls. Jesus Christ."

She didn't ask permission. Her tongue flicked out, catching that drop of precum, and Marcus groaned, his hips jerking forward involuntarily. She moaned at the taste, her lips wrapping around just the head, sucking gently while her tongue swirled.

"Fuuuck," he gasped, one hand going to her hair, tangling in the waves.

Sienna and Keiko moved in from either side, hands everywhere at once. Sienna's small hands on his chest, nails dragging lightly over his nipples, making them harden. Keiko's softer hands on his abs, his obliques, fingertips tracing the V of muscle leading down. Amara pressed against his back, her small hard breasts against his spine, her hands reaching around to pinch and twist his nipples while her lips found his shoulder blade, sucking hard.

Valentina took him deeper, her mouth hot and wet and impossibly tight, her throat relaxing to let him slide in. She got halfway before she gagged slightly, pulled back, then dove down again, taking more. Her lips stretched obscenely around his girth, spit already running down her chin, her hand working the base in time with her bobbing head.

The sounds were pornographic—wet sucking, Valentina's little gagging moans, his own harsh breathing, the four women murmuring appreciation.

Sienna's hand slid down his stomach, over his hip, between his legs from behind. She cupped his balls, rolling them gently in her palm, her breath hot on his ear. "You're going to come so many times tonight, Marcus. We're going to drain you. Every single drop until you're empty and shaking."

Keiko's mouth found his neck, teeth scraping over his pulse point, sucking hard enough to leave a mark. Her soft body pressed against his side, her heavy breasts squishing against him, and he could feel her nipple piercings even through her tank top.

Amara's nails dragged down his back, hard enough to leave red lines, and she bit his shoulder—not gentle, actual teeth breaking skin slightly.

Valentina pulled off with a wet pop, gasping, stroking him with both hands now, her spit slicking the way, making everything slippery and obscene. "Mmmm, you taste so fucking good, papi. So thick I can barely fit you." Then she dove back down, taking him to the back of her throat, swallowing around him, the convulsion of her throat muscles making stars burst behind his eyes.

Marcus's head fell back, overwhelmed. The smell of them surrounded him—coconut and vanilla and burnt sugar and sweat and arousal, a heady cocktail that made his head spin. Valentina's mouth was a wet heat working his cock, Sienna's fingers massaging his balls, Keiko's teeth on his neck, Amara's nails raking his skin. Too much sensation, too much input.

"I'm—fuck, I'm going to—" he warned, barely coherent, but Valentina didn't pull off. She took him deeper instead, her nose pressing into the trimmed hair at his base, her throat working, and looked up at him with those dark lined eyes.

His orgasm slammed into him like a freight train. His balls drew up tight, his cock pulsing in her mouth, and he came hard, thick ropes of cum shooting directly down her throat. "Unnhhh—fuck—" He couldn't stop, spurt after spurt, Valentina swallowing every drop, her hands still working his shaft to milk out every last bit, her moans vibrating around him.

When she finally released him, his cock was still hard—softer but not soft, twitching with aftershocks. She sat back on her heels, licking her lips, a string of cum and spit connecting her mouth to his tip. "Mmmm. That's one, papi. But I know you've got more for us."

Sienna laughed, that low wicked sound, and guided him toward the couch. "Come on, baby. Lay back. We're just getting started, and the night is very, very young."

Marcus let himself be led, his legs slightly weak, and collapsed onto the soft leather. His cock was already responding again, blood flowing back, because four gorgeous women were surrounding him, and Valentina's mouth had felt like heaven, and they'd promised to use him up.

They descended on him together, a tangle of hands and mouths and soft bodies pressing against hard muscle, and somewhere in the back of his mind Marcus thought, This is how I die. Death by pussy. Worth it.


Chapter 2: Four Appetites

The leather couch was cool against Marcus's back as he sank into it, his body still humming from Valentina's mouth. The loft's ambient lighting—Edison bulbs strung along the exposed beams—cast everything in warm gold, making the four women surrounding him look like something out of a fever dream. The air was thick with the smell of their collective arousal now, that sharp-sweet musk mixing with vanilla and coconut and burnt sugar, underlaid by the faint metallic tang of his own cum still on Valentina's breath when she leaned close.

His cock lay against his stomach, half-hard and twitching with renewed interest, the head still sensitive and shiny with spit. A strand of precum connected his tip to his abs, stretching thin before breaking. His balls ached pleasantly, already working to replenish what Valentina had swallowed, and he could feel the slickness of sweat gathering in the crease where his thighs met his pelvis.

Sienna knelt beside the couch, her champagne robe falling open completely now, revealing her full body for the first time. Small pale breasts with pink nipples already pebbled hard, freckles scattered across her chest like constellations, a flat stomach with visible hip bones, and between her legs—freshly waxed, bare lips already glistening wet. She smelled like vanilla and arousal, acidic and sweet. God look at him. Still hard after coming that hard. We picked right.

"You okay, baby?" she asked, her hand tracing patterns on his chest, fingernails scraping lightly. "Need water? A minute?"

Marcus shook his head, his voice rough. "I'm good. Just... processing that this is real."

Keiko laughed, moving to sit on the arm of the couch, her thick thighs spread slightly. She'd pulled off her tank top while Valentina was working Marcus over, revealing heavy breasts that hung naturally with prominent dark nipples pierced through with silver barbells. Her stomach was soft, rolling slightly, and she still wore those black sleep shorts that had ridden up into the crease of her ass. He's so fucking pretty. I want to sit on his face and suffocate him with my thighs.

"Oh it's very real," Keiko said, adjusting her glasses. "And we've got all night. Sienna rented this place for the weekend specifically for this. No interruptions, no time limits."

Amara had disappeared briefly into what Marcus assumed was the bedroom, returning now completely naked. His breath caught. Her body was even more perfect without clothes—those small breasts with dark nipples, toned abs with visible muscle definition, that sharp V leading down to a completely bare pussy with prominent lips, and that incredible ass. She moved like water, each step deliberate, and she smelled like clean sweat and something floral, maybe jasmine. Let's see if all those yoga flexibility promises translate.

She was carrying something—a bottle of expensive-looking massage oil, the kind that probably cost sixty dollars for four ounces.

Valentina had stripped too, peeling off her bralette and yoga pants to reveal a body that made Marcus's mouth water. Those massive DDDs hung heavy and natural, dark areolas the size of silver dollars, nipples thick and already hard. Her stomach was soft and round, stretch marks silvering across it, and between her thick thighs her pussy was covered in a neat triangle of dark hair, her lips puffy and wet, practically glistening. She smelled overwhelmingly of coconut and arousal, and when she moved her whole body jiggled. I'm going to ride him until he breaks.

"Here's how this is going to work," Sienna said, standing and letting her robe fall completely. She gestured to the others. "We each get you for a bit. Show you our... specialties. Then we all share at the end. Sound good?"

Marcus's cock was fully hard again now, standing straight up from his lap, precum already beading at the tip. "Yeah. Fuck yeah."

"Good." Sienna looked at Amara. "You're up first. Show him what all that flexibility training is for."

Amara smiled, predatory, and moved to straddle Marcus's lap. Her legs spread wide, thighs pressing against his, and she was so warm, her pussy lips settling directly against the underside of his cock, slicking him with her wetness. She ground against him slowly, her hips moving in perfect circles, coating his entire length with her juices. The smell of her arousal was overwhelming this close—sharp and clean and intoxicating.

"You know what's great about being a dancer?" she asked, her hands on his shoulders, nails digging in slightly. She lifted her hips, reached down to line him up, and sank down in one smooth motion, taking all seven and a half inches without preamble.

"Fuck—" Marcus gasped. She was tight, incredibly tight, wet heat gripping him like a fist, her inner walls fluttering around his girth. He could feel every ridge, every detail of her pussy as she adjusted to his size, her cervix kissing his tip.

"Control," Amara finished, her voice steady despite being completely impaled. God he's thick. Hitting everything. She started to move, lifting until just his head was inside, then dropping back down, her ass slapping against his thighs. Then she did something impossible—lifted one leg straight up, her foot beside her head in a perfect vertical split, opening herself completely.

Marcus could see everything—his cock disappearing into her pink pussy, her lips stretched obscenely around his girth, her wetness coating his shaft and dripping down to his balls. She rode him like this, her leg in the air, her other foot braced on the couch for leverage, and the angle let him hit impossibly deep.

"Shit, Amara—" he groaned, his hands gripping her narrow hips, feeling the flex of muscle under skin as she worked.

The others watched, touching themselves. Valentina had one hand between her legs, fingers working her clit in slow circles, her other hand squeezing her breast. Keiko had pulled her sleep shorts aside, two fingers buried in her pussy, the wet sounds audible over Amara's gasps. Sienna just stood there, one hand teasing her own nipple, watching with hungry eyes.

Amara switched legs, the other coming up in a split, and the change in angle made Marcus see stars. She leaned back, hands braced on his knees, and bounced hard, her small tits barely moving but her ass slapping against his thighs with each impact, the sound pornographic. Sweat gathered in the hollow of her throat, the smell of it mixing with jasmine and sex.

"You like that, baby?" she purred, her dark eyes locked on his. "Like watching your cock disappear into my tight little pussy?" His face. God. He's losing it.

"Yes—fuck yes—" Marcus couldn't think straight. The visual of her completely split while riding him, the tight grip of her cunt, the smell of her, the other three women masturbating while watching—it was too much.

Amara must have felt him getting close because she suddenly stopped, lifting off completely, his cock slipping out wet and throbbing. "Not yet," she said, breathing hard. "We're just getting started."

Keiko moved immediately, gently pushing Amara aside. "My turn." She didn't straddle him—instead she turned around, presenting her thick ass, and bent over, hands braced on the coffee table. Her pussy was visible between her thighs, pink and dripping, her inner lips protruding slightly. "Come fuck me from behind. I want to feel every inch."

Marcus stood on shaky legs, his cock pointing straight ahead, slick with Amara's juices and his own precum. He moved behind Keiko, gripping her soft hips, lining himself up. Her ass was incredible up close, pale and thick, dimpled, and when he spread her cheeks he could see everything—her tight pink asshole, her soaked pussy, the way she was already clenching in anticipation.

He pushed in slowly, her pussy swallowing him inch by inch, so hot and wet and impossibly soft. She moaned low, pushing back against him, and he sank in to the hilt, his hips flush against her ass, his balls pressing against her clit.

"Oh fuck yes," Keiko gasped, her voice muffled against her forearm. So fucking full. Jesus Christ. "Hard. I want it hard."

Marcus didn't need to be told twice. He pulled almost all the way out and slammed back in, the impact making her whole body jiggle, her ass rippling, her heavy tits swaying beneath her. He set a brutal pace, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises, his cock pistoning in and out of her pussy, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing through the loft.

The smell was overwhelming—sweat and sex and that sweet arousal, mixing with something else, something musky coming from between her legs where his cock was stretching her open. Every thrust made her gasp, made those nipple piercings swing, made her glasses slide down her nose.

Valentina appeared beside him, her massive tits at eye level. "Open your mouth, papi," she ordered, and when he did she pressed her nipple past his lips. "Suck."

He did, drawing the thick bud into his mouth, his tongue swirling around it while he continued fucking Keiko. Valentina tasted like coconut oil and salt, and she moaned when he bit down gently, her hand tangling in his hair.

Sienna moved to Keiko's head, lifting the smaller woman's face, and kissed her deep, their tongues visible when they parted briefly. The sight made Marcus fuck harder, his cock swelling inside Keiko's tight pussy.

"I'm close—fuck I'm close—" Keiko whimpered against Sienna's mouth, one hand reaching down to rub her clit frantically.

Marcus felt her pussy start to flutter, the walls clamping down on him in waves, and then she was coming, screaming into Sienna's kiss, her whole body shaking, her juices flooding around his cock and dripping down his balls. The sensation almost triggered his own orgasm but he held back, teeth gritted, pulling out of her with a wet sound.

Valentina took his hand immediately. "Couch. Lay down."

He did, his cock standing straight up, wet and throbbing. Valentina climbed onto the couch, but instead of straddling his hips, she straddled his face, her thick thighs bracketing his head, her pussy inches from his mouth. He could see everything—the dark hair, her puffy lips, her clit already peeking out, and the smell was intoxicating, musky and sweet, so strong it made his head spin.

"Eat," she commanded, lowering herself onto his face.

Marcus opened his mouth, his tongue finding her clit immediately, and she tasted incredible—tangy and sweet and alive. He licked and sucked, his tongue exploring every fold, dipping into her entrance, flicking across that sensitive bundle of nerves. She ground down on his face, her thighs squeezing his head, her juices coating his chin and cheeks, and he couldn't breathe but he didn't care.

He felt someone straddle his hips—Sienna, sinking down onto his cock without warning, her pussy impossibly tight and hot, and he groaned into Valentina's cunt. Sienna started riding him immediately, her small body bouncing on his cock, her hands braced on his chest, and he was completely overwhelmed—Valentina's pussy smothering him, Sienna's cunt gripping him, the smell and taste and sensation of it all.

Amara and Keiko appeared on either side, their mouths on Valentina's breasts, sucking those thick nipples, and Valentina started to shake, riding Marcus's face harder, faster, her thighs trembling.

"Ay dios—I'm coming—fuck I'm coming—" she screamed, and then she was, her pussy clenching and pulsing against Marcus's mouth, a flood of juices coating his face, and he drank it down, his tongue still working her through it.

Sienna bounced harder on his cock, chasing her own orgasm, her tight pussy milking him, and Marcus could feel it building at the base of his spine, his balls drawing up tight.

"Come inside me," Sienna gasped. "Fill me up—I want to feel it—"

That did it. Marcus grabbed her hips and thrust up hard, burying himself completely, and his orgasm hit, his cock pulsing as he shot rope after rope of hot cum deep into her pussy. She came too, her walls spasming around him, milking every drop, her small body shaking.

They collapsed together, breathing hard, covered in sweat and cum and pussy juice, and the night was far from over.


Chapter 3: Insatiable

The leather couch was slick with sweat and other fluids, the smell of sex so thick in the air it was almost visible—musk and salt and that sharp-sweet arousal scent that came from four different women mixing with Marcus's own cum. His chest heaved as he tried to catch his breath, Sienna still impaled on his cock, her small body draped across his chest, her copper hair sticking to both their skin. His second orgasm was still pulsing through him, his cock twitching inside her tight pussy as the last spurts of cum leaked out, mixing with her own wetness and dripping down his balls onto the leather beneath them.

Valentina had finally climbed off his face, his chin and cheeks glistening with her juices, the taste of her still coating his tongue—tangy and sweet with that underlying musk that made his head spin. She collapsed beside the couch, her thick thighs still trembling from her orgasm, one hand absently playing with her clit, her massive tits rising and falling with each breath. She smelled overwhelmingly of coconut oil and sex, and even from here Marcus could see her pussy still clenching, could see the wetness coating her inner thighs.

Keiko sat on the other couch, her glasses slightly fogged, her thick body flushed pink from exertion. She'd pulled her sleep shorts back on but they were visibly soaked through, a dark wet spot at the crotch. Her heavy breasts hung free, those nipple piercings catching the light from the Edison bulbs overhead, and she was watching Marcus with hungry eyes behind the lenses. Round three. I need round three. God, look at him still hard inside Sienna.

Amara stood near the kitchen island, completely unbothered by her nudity, drinking water from a glass bottle. Her body was still perfect—that high tight ass, those long legs, small breasts with dark nipples still hard from arousal. Sweat made her dark honey skin gleam under the lights, and between her legs Marcus could see the evidence of their fucking—her inner thighs were slick, her pussy lips still slightly swollen and glistening. She caught him looking and smiled, that slow predatory expression. He's got stamina. Good. We're nowhere near done.

Sienna stirred on his chest, lifting her head to look at him. Her green eyes were slightly unfocused, pupils blown wide with satisfaction, her freckled face flushed. She clenched her pussy around his still-hard cock—he hadn't fully softened, just gone from steel to firm, still thick enough to stretch her—and a mixture of his cum and her juices leaked out around where they were joined, running down over his balls.

"You okay?" she asked, her voice slightly hoarse. The vanilla and burnt sugar smell of her was everywhere, mixed now with the sharper scent of sex. "We can take a break if you need—"

"No," Marcus interrupted, his hands finding her narrow hips, his fingers digging into soft flesh. "I'm good. I'm really fucking good."

That made all four of them laugh, the sound filling the loft, and Valentina pushed herself up onto her hands and knees, crawling toward the couch like a predator stalking prey. Her huge tits swayed beneath her, nipples dragging across the hardwood floor, and her ass—god, that ass—jiggled with each movement, the flesh rippling. She looked up at him through thick lashes, her dark eyes lined in smudged black eyeliner, and licked her lips.

"Good," she purred, her Puerto Rican accent thick. "Because, papi, we're just getting warmed up. That was the appetizer." I'm going to make him scream my name. I'm going to ride that cock until he forgets every other woman he's ever fucked.

Sienna lifted off him slowly, his cock sliding out of her pussy with a wet obscene sound, and immediately a flood of his cum followed, thick white ropes dripping out of her stretched hole and running down her thighs. She stood on shaky legs, her small body swaying slightly, and gestured to the coffee table.

"Valentina, he's all yours. Show him what those hips can do."

Valentina's smile was wicked. She stood, her whole body moving in waves—those massive tits bouncing, her soft stomach jiggling, her thick thighs rubbing together. She moved to the coffee table, bent over it on her hands and knees, and looked back over her shoulder at Marcus.

"Come here, baby," she commanded, arching her back so her ass lifted higher, spreading her knees apart. Her pussy was completely exposed from this angle—that neat triangle of dark hair, her lips puffy and wet, her pink inner folds visible, her entrance already clenching in anticipation. Below that, her tight asshole winked at him. "I want you to fuck me like you mean it. Hard. Don't hold back."

Marcus stood on legs that were slightly unsteady, his cock pointing straight ahead, still slick with Sienna's juices and his own cum. Seven and a half inches of thick veiny flesh, the head flushed almost purple, precum already beading at the tip again despite having just come. His balls hung heavy, already working overtime to produce more, and he could feel the ache in them that meant he probably had at least two or three more orgasms in him before he'd be truly spent.

He moved behind Valentina, his hands gripping those wide hips, his fingers sinking into soft flesh. Her ass was incredible up close—huge pale globes with stretch marks silvering across the skin, dimpled, with that perfect teardrop shape. When he spread her cheeks, he could see everything—her tight pink asshole, her dripping pussy, the way she was already clenching, muscles fluttering.

"You're so fucking thick," he muttered, lining his cock up with her entrance. The head kissed her lips, and even that small contact made her moan, made her push back against him.

"Sí, papi, and you're going to stretch me open," she gasped. God yes, fill me up, wreck me, make me yours—

He pushed in slowly, watching his cock disappear inch by inch into her pussy. She was tight despite how wet she was, her walls gripping him like a fist, hot and slick and perfect. He sank in halfway and had to pause, overwhelmed by the sensation—she was clenching around him rhythmically, her pussy practically sucking him deeper.

"Fuck," he groaned, the smell of her overwhelming this close—coconut and sweat and that musky arousal, mixing with the sharper scent of her pussy, acidic and sweet.

"More," Valentina demanded, pushing back, taking the rest of him in one motion until his hips were flush against her ass, his balls pressed against her clit. "Ay dios, yes, so deep—"

Marcus pulled back until just his head was inside, then slammed forward, the impact making her whole body jiggle, her ass rippling, her tits swaying beneath her so hard they almost hit the coffee table. The sound was obscene—wet slapping, her gasps, his own harsh breathing.

He set a brutal pace, one hand gripping her hip, the other reaching forward to tangle in her hair, pulling her head back. Each thrust made her scream, made her pussy clench tighter around him, made more of her juices leak out around his cock and drip down her thighs onto the glass table.

The others moved in to watch. Sienna knelt beside Valentina, reaching under to rub her clit in fast circles, her small fingers slick with the mixture of fluids. Keiko had pulled off her shorts again, two fingers buried in her own pussy, masturbating while she watched Marcus fuck Valentina. Amara moved behind Marcus, pressing her small tits against his back, her hands reaching around to pinch and twist his nipples, her lips on his shoulder blade.

"Harder," Valentina gasped, each word punctuated by a thrust. "Harder—I can—take it—"

Marcus let go completely, fucking her like an animal, his cock pistoning in and out so fast he could barely process the sensation. Her pussy was making obscene sounds, wet squelching with each thrust, and he could feel his orgasm building already, that familiar tightening at the base of his spine.

"I'm close—" he warned, his voice rough.

"Don't you dare pull out," Valentina ordered, looking back at him with those dark eyes. "I want to feel you cum inside me, I want every drop—"

That did it. Marcus slammed in one final time, burying himself to the hilt, and came hard, his cock pulsing as he filled her pussy with thick ropes of cum. Valentina screamed, her own orgasm triggered by the sensation, her pussy clamping down on him so hard it almost hurt, milking every spurt.

He stayed there for a long moment, both of them breathing hard, before slowly pulling out. His cock was still half-hard, glistening with their combined fluids, and immediately his cum started leaking out of Valentina's stretched pussy, thick white ropes running down her inner thighs.

"Mmmm, dios mío," she moaned, reaching back to feel herself, her fingers coming away coated in cum. She brought them to her mouth, sucking them clean. He tastes so fucking good. I want more.

Amara moved around from behind Marcus, dropping to her knees in front of him. Without warning, she took his sensitive cock into her mouth, sucking hard, tasting Valentina and his own cum. He gasped, his hips jerking, but she held him steady, her hands gripping his thighs, cleaning him thoroughly with her tongue.

When she released him with a wet pop, she looked up at him with those dark eyes. "You've got one more in you at least. And I didn't get to feel you cum inside me yet." I want him desperate, begging, completely undone.

She stood, took his hand, and led him toward the bedroom. The others followed, a parade of naked women, and Marcus thought distantly that this was the most surreal night of his life.

The bedroom was huge—king-size bed with black silk sheets, more exposed brick, floor-to-ceiling windows looking out over the Manhattan skyline. The city lights cast everything in silver and gold, and the smell in here was different, cleaner—just a hint of Sienna's perfume and fresh laundry.

Amara pushed Marcus onto the bed, his back against the headboard, and straddled him facing away, her ass in his face, her legs spread on either side of his head. Reverse cowgirl, but positioned so he could see everything—her tight asshole, her dripping pussy, the way she was already reaching back to grip his cock, lining it up.

"Watch," she commanded, and sank down.

Marcus had the perfect view—his thick cock disappearing into her tight pink pussy, her lips stretching obscenely around his girth, the way her wetness coated his shaft. She started to ride him immediately, lifting and dropping in that perfect dancer's rhythm, her ass bouncing inches from his face.

The others climbed onto the bed too. Sienna straddled his face, her cum-filled pussy lowering onto his mouth, and he tasted himself mixed with her, tangy and thick. Valentina and Keiko flanked them, their hands roaming over everyone, mouths finding breasts and necks and lips.

It devolved into chaos—bodies everywhere, the smell of sex overwhelming, the sound of moans and gasps and wet flesh meeting wet flesh. Marcus lost track of who was where, just knew that someone's pussy was on his face, someone else was riding his cock, hands were everywhere, mouths were everywhere, and he was drowning in sensation.

Amara came first, her pussy clenching rhythmically around him, her dancer's control letting her milk his cock with precision. Sienna came on his face, flooding his mouth with her juices. Keiko was fingering herself frantically beside them, her thick thighs shaking as she orgasmed with a high keening sound.

Marcus's fourth orgasm built slowly, almost painfully, his balls aching with the effort of producing more cum. When it finally hit, it was almost too much—his cock pulsing weakly inside Amara, barely anything left to give, but the sensation still overwhelming. He groaned into Sienna's pussy, his whole body shaking.

They collapsed in a tangle of limbs, sweaty and satisfied and utterly spent. The silk sheets were ruined—soaked with cum and pussy juice and sweat—and the smell of sex permeated every inch of the room.

For a long moment, no one spoke, just lay there breathing hard. Then Valentina laughed, the sound breathless and delighted.

"Okay. Break time. Then round two."

Marcus's cock, somehow, twitched with interest despite having just come four times. This was going to be a very long night.

And he couldn't wait.



They ordered food—expensive sushi from some place that delivered at almost eleven PM, the kind with gold leaf and fish that cost forty dollars for six pieces. Marcus sat on the couch wrapped in a sheet, his body pleasantly sore, watching the four women moving around the loft in various states of undress.

Sienna had put her champagne robe back on but left it hanging open, her small pale breasts visible, the dark red marks on her neck from where Keiko had sucked standing out against her freckled skin. She was pouring wine—something that probably cost more than Marcus's rent—into five glasses.

Valentina was completely naked still, unbothered, her massive tits swaying as she moved to answer the door when the delivery arrived. The delivery guy—some kid who couldn't have been more than twenty—nearly dropped the bag when he saw her, his eyes going wide, and Valentina just laughed, tipped him fifty dollars, and shut the door in his face.

Keiko had pulled on an oversized band t-shirt that barely covered her ass, no shorts, and was setting out plates on the kitchen island. Her thick thighs were still marked with hand prints—Marcus's, from when he'd gripped them earlier—and she kept shifting her weight, clearly still sensitive.

Amara wore nothing but a silk kimono-style robe in deep burgundy, tied loosely at the waist, her long legs bare. She moved with that same liquid grace, each step deliberate, and when she sat on the couch beside Marcus she smelled like clean sweat and jasmine.

They ate in comfortable silence for a while, the city lights glittering through the windows, the sounds of Manhattan at night filtering up—sirens, car horns, the distant thump of bass from a club down the block.

"So," Keiko said eventually, pushing her glasses up and grinning at Marcus. "How're you feeling? Need to tap out?"

Marcus laughed, shaking his head. "I'm good. Surprisingly good actually. Usually after four times I'm done for the night but..." He glanced around at the four of them, his cock already starting to show interest again under the sheet. "Apparently not tonight."

"That's because you've got four gorgeous women taking care of you," Valentina said, reaching over to squeeze his thigh, her hand dangerously close to his crotch. "And trust me, papi, we're not done with you yet. That was just getting warmed up."

Sienna settled onto Marcus's other side, curling into him, her head on his shoulder. "We've been planning this for weeks," she admitted. "Ever since that night outside the bar. I couldn't stop thinking about you, and when I mentioned it to the girls..." She gestured to the others. "Turns out I wasn't the only one interested."

"I saw your Instagram," Amara said, her voice low. "Sienna showed us. Those shirtless photos from your trip to Rockaway Beach last summer? I've been fantasizing about you since July."

Keiko nodded enthusiastically. "Same. And Sienna kept telling us about your hands, how you'd touch her arm when you were showing her designs, how you always smelled like coffee and something woodsy. I was half in love before I even met you."

"And I just think you're fucking hot," Valentina added, completely shameless. "When Sienna said she wanted to share you with us, I was in immediately."

Marcus felt heat creeping up his neck, his cock definitely interested now, tenting the sheet. "So this wasn't just a one-time thing?"

"Fuck no," Sienna laughed, her hand sliding under the sheet to wrap around his hardening cock. "If tonight goes well—and so far it's going very well—we want this to be a regular thing. All five of us. No strings, no drama, just... fun."

"And lots of fucking," Valentina added, her hand joining Sienna's under the sheet, both of them stroking him now.

"I'm definitely not opposed," Marcus managed, his breathing already getting heavier. The smell of arousal was starting to permeate the air again, mixing with the lingering scent of sex and sushi and expensive wine.

"Good," Amara said, standing and letting her robe fall. "Because I want to try something different."

She moved to the kitchen, returning with that bottle of massage oil from earlier. "Have you ever had a four-woman full body massage, Marcus?"

He hadn't. But twenty minutes later, lying face-down on the bed with four pairs of hands working oil into every inch of his body, he decided it was possibly the best thing that had ever happened to him.

They worked in synchronization—Amara on his shoulders and back, her strong dancer's hands working out knots he didn't know he had. Sienna on his arms, her small fingers surprisingly strong. Keiko on his thighs, her soft hands kneading the muscle. And Valentina on his feet, her touch somehow both firm and gentle.

The oil smelled like sandalwood and something citrus, and as it warmed on his skin it created a pleasant tingling sensation. Their hands moved lower, more intimate—brushing against his ass, his balls, the sensitive skin of his inner thighs.

"Turn over," Amara ordered eventually, and he did, his cock standing straight up, fully hard again, the tip glistening with precum.

The massage continued on his front—chest, stomach, legs—but now they were being deliberately teasing, their hands coming close to his cock but never quite touching it. Marcus was breathing hard, his hips lifting involuntarily, seeking friction.

"Please—" he finally gasped.

"Please what?" Sienna asked innocently, her small hand wrapped around the base of his cock but not moving.

"Fuck— please touch me, I need—"

Valentina's mouth wrapped around his head immediately, sucking hard, while Sienna stroked the shaft. Amara and Keiko each took a ball into their mouths, sucking gently, and Marcus nearly came right then from the overwhelming sensation of three mouths on him at once.

They worked him like that for what felt like hours—bringing him to the edge over and over but never quite letting him tip over, his cock leaking precum constantly, his balls aching with need.

"I can't—fuck—please let me come—" he begged finally, his voice wrecked.

"Where do you want to come?" Amara asked, pulling off his balls with a wet sound. "Tell us."

"I want—" Marcus's brain was barely functioning. "I want all of you. I want to fuck all of you at once."

They exchanged glances, smiling. "That can be arranged," Sienna said.

What followed was the most intense sexual experience of Marcus's life. They arranged themselves on the bed—Valentina on her back, Keiko straddling her face in a 69, Amara kneeling beside them, and Sienna riding Valentina's thick thigh.

Marcus moved between them, fucking each pussy for a few minutes before switching—Valentina's tight wet heat, Keiko's soft grip, Amara's dancer's control, Sienna's familiar tightness. His hands roamed over all of them, his mouth finding breasts and necks and lips, and the smell was overwhelming—four different variations of arousal mixing with sweat and oil and sex.

When his fifth orgasm finally hit, he was buried in Amara's pussy, and it was almost painful, his cock pulsing with barely anything left to give, but the sensation still mind-blowing. He collapsed immediately after, completely spent, and the women curled around him, their hands gentling now, soothing.

"Sleep," Sienna murmured in his ear. "We've got all day tomorrow too."

Marcus's eyes were already closing, his body completely satisfied and exhausted. His last coherent thought before sleep claimed him was that he was the luckiest man alive.

And the night was still far from over.


Chapter 3: Sunday Morning Worship

Marcus woke to the sensation of warmth surrounding him—bodies pressed against every available surface of his own, soft flesh and the lingering smell of sex thick enough to taste. His eyes opened slowly, adjusting to the grey morning light filtering through the floor-to-ceiling windows, the Manhattan skyline visible beyond smudged with fog. The silk sheets beneath him were completely ruined, stained with dried cum and pussy juice and sweat, sticking to his skin in places where fluids had pooled and cooled overnight.

He was on his back, and he took inventory: Sienna curled against his left side, her copper hair spread across his chest, one small pale breast pressed against his ribs, her leg thrown over his thigh. She smelled like vanilla and burnt sugar even now, mixed with the sharper scent of dried sweat and sex. Her breathing was slow and even, still deeply asleep, and he could feel the warmth of her pussy pressed against his hip—bare and soft, probably still slightly swollen from last night.

Valentina was on his right, her massive body taking up twice the space of Sienna's smaller frame. One thick arm was thrown across his stomach, her face buried in his neck, and her breath came out in soft snores against his skin. Her huge tits were pressed against his side, soft and heavy and warm, and he could smell coconut oil mixing with that musky scent that was purely her—arousal and sweat and something sweeter. Her thick thigh was between his legs, pressed up against his balls, and the contact was already having an effect.

Keiko lay across the foot of the bed perpendicular to everyone else, her soft body curled in a ball, her black bob mussed and sticking up at odd angles. She'd pulled on that oversized band t-shirt again at some point, but it had ridden up to show her thick ass, pale and dimpled, no underwear. Her thighs were still marked with fingerprints—his—dark bruises on the soft inner flesh. She was drooling slightly onto the silk, and even from here Marcus could smell her—that sweet arousal mixing with clean sweat.

Amara was the only one not touching him directly. She'd claimed the armchair near the window at some point, sitting cross-legged and completely naked, her dark honey skin luminous in the morning light. She was awake—had probably been awake for a while based on the water bottle in her hand and the fact that she was watching him with those dark eyes, a small smile playing at her lips. Even from the bed Marcus could see between her legs where they were crossed—her completely bare pussy, her lips still slightly puffy from last night's activities.

His cock was hard. Morning wood combined with being surrounded by four naked women and the persistent smell of sex had him at full mast—seven and a half inches standing straight up from his lap, the head flushed dark purple, already a bead of precum gathering at the tip. His balls ached pleasantly, that deep soreness that came from coming five times in six hours, but apparently his body had decided it wasn't done yet.

Amara noticed. Her smile widened, and she uncrossed her legs, standing and moving toward the bed with that liquid grace, completely unselfconscious in her nudity. Her small tits barely moved as she walked, nipples hard in the cool morning air, and her ass—god, that perfect ass—flexed with each step. She smelled like jasmine and clean sweat and sex.

"Good morning," she said quietly, her voice low and smoky. She knelt on the bed between his legs, careful not to wake the others, and wrapped one long-fingered hand around his cock. Still so hard after everything last night. Let's see how sensitive he is.

Marcus groaned softly, his hips lifting involuntarily. He was incredibly sensitive, his cock practically buzzing in her grip, and when she leaned down and ran her tongue from base to tip, collecting that bead of precum, he had to bite his lip to keep from waking everyone else.

"Amara—" he whispered, his voice rough with sleep.

"Shh," she murmured, her breath hot against his tip. "Don't wake them yet. I want you to myself for a bit."

She took him into her mouth slowly, her lips stretching around his girth, and the wet heat was almost too much. Marcus's hands fisted in the ruined silk sheets, his abs tensing, trying to stay quiet as she worked him with expert precision. Her tongue swirled around the head, dipping into the slit, and she hollowed her cheeks as she sucked, creating a vacuum that made his toes curl.

The smell of her arousal intensified as she got more into it—that sharp-sweet scent mixing with the jasmine perfume she wore, underlaid by the musk of her pussy. Marcus could see between her legs from this angle, could see how wet she was getting just from sucking him, could see her inner thighs glistening.

She took him deeper, her throat relaxing, and Marcus felt the head of his cock slip past that tight ring of muscle into her throat. She held there for a moment, swallowing around him, her eyes watering slightly but never breaking contact with his, and then pulled back with a gasp.

"Fuck, you taste good," she whispered, stroking him with both hands now, her spit slicking the way. "Even after coming five times last night, you're still leaking for me."

It was true—precum was flowing steadily now, coating her fingers, and the smell of his own arousal mixed with everything else. Sharp and clean and masculine.

Amara shifted, straddling his thighs, and without warning lined him up and sank down in one smooth motion, taking all of him. Her pussy was tight and hot and impossibly wet, gripping him like a fist, and Marcus had to clap a hand over his own mouth to muffle his groan.

"Jesus Christ—" he gasped against his palm.

She started to ride him immediately, lifting until just the head was inside and dropping back down, her dancer's control letting her move in perfect rhythm. Her small tits bounced slightly with each movement, and the visual combined with the sensation was overwhelming—his thick cock disappearing into her pink pussy, her lips stretched obscenely around his girth, her wetness coating his shaft and dripping down to his balls.

The movement woke Sienna. She stirred against Marcus's chest, lifted her head, and immediately smiled when she saw what was happening.

"Starting without us?" she murmured, her voice rough with sleep. Her hand slid down Marcus's chest to where Amara was riding him, her fingers finding Amara's clit and rubbing in slow circles. God they look hot together. His cock is so thick inside her.

Amara gasped, her rhythm faltering, and leaned down to kiss Sienna deeply. Their tongues were visible when they parted briefly, and the sight made Marcus's cock pulse inside Amara's pussy.

Valentina woke next, her dark eyes opening and immediately focusing on the action. "Ay dios, you started already?" She sat up, her massive tits swaying, and moved to kneel beside the tangle of bodies. Her hand found Marcus's face, turning him toward her, and she kissed him hard—her tongue invading his mouth, tasting like sleep and coconut. I want him again. I want that cock in my ass this time.

Keiko was the last to wake, startled by all the movement. She sat up, her glasses askew, and immediately her eyes went to where Marcus's cock was buried in Amara's pussy. "Oh fuck," she breathed, her hand already sliding between her own legs. I'm so wet just watching them.

Amara's rhythm increased, her pussy clenching rhythmically around Marcus's cock, and he could feel his orgasm building—that familiar tightening at the base of his spine, his balls drawing up. But Amara suddenly lifted off, his cock sliding out wet and throbbing, and she moved to straddle his face instead.

"I want you to eat me while someone else rides you," she commanded, her pussy lowering onto his mouth.

Marcus opened immediately, his tongue finding her clit, and she tasted incredible—tangy and sweet and alive, her juices coating his lips and chin. Above him he heard movement, felt someone straddle his hips, and then the tight wet heat of a pussy sinking down onto his cock.

Valentina. He'd recognize that tight grip anywhere, the way she took him in slowly, gasping and moaning in Spanish as she adjusted to his size. "Dios mío, so thick, splitting me open—"

She started to ride him hard immediately, her thick thighs slapping against his hips, her ass bouncing, and Marcus could imagine the visual even though Amara's pussy was blocking his view—Valentina's huge tits swaying, her soft belly jiggling, her face contorted in pleasure.

Sienna and Keiko weren't idle. They flanked Valentina, their mouths finding her breasts, sucking those thick nipples, and Valentina's moans got louder.

Marcus ate Amara's pussy like a starving man, his tongue exploring every fold, dipping into her entrance, flicking across her clit. She ground down on his face, her thighs squeezing his head, and he couldn't breathe but he didn't care. She tasted so good, smelled so good—that sharp arousal mixing with jasmine and sweat.

"Fuck yes—right there—don't stop—" Amara gasped, and then she was coming, her pussy pulsing against his mouth, flooding him with her juices. He drank them down, his tongue still working her through it.

Valentina was close too—he could feel her pussy starting to flutter around his cock, could hear her gasps getting higher and more desperate. "Papi—I'm gonna—fuck—"

She came with a scream, her pussy clamping down on him so hard it almost hurt, and the sensation triggered his own orgasm. His cock pulsed inside her, shooting rope after rope of cum deep into her pussy—his sixth orgasm in less than twelve hours, and it was almost painful but still mind-blowing.

Valentina collapsed forward onto his chest, crushing Sienna slightly, and everyone laughed, breathless and satisfied. Amara climbed off his face, and Marcus gasped for air, his face completely soaked with her juices.

"Shower," Keiko announced, standing on shaky legs. "We all desperately need a shower."

The bathroom was as excessive as the rest of the loft—a massive glass-enclosed shower with multiple heads, easily big enough for all five of them. The water was hot, almost scalding, and the steam quickly filled the space, turning everything hazy and surreal.

They washed each other, hands roaming over slick skin, and it was somehow more intimate than the sex had been. Sienna shampooed Marcus's hair, her small fingers massaging his scalp. Valentina soaped up his chest and abs, her huge tits pressed against his back. Keiko knelt to wash his legs, her soft hands lingering on his thighs, and Amara washed his cock and balls with gentle precision, making him hard again despite having just come.

"You're insatiable," she laughed, wrapping her hand around his renewed erection. The water sluiced down over them, and the smell of expensive body wash—something citrus and clean—mixed with the persistent scent of arousal.

"It's your fault," Marcus managed, his hands finding Valentina's hips behind him, pulling her closer. "Four gorgeous women washing me? Of course I'm hard again."

Valentina pressed her huge tits against his back, her hands reaching around to join Amara's on his cock. "Then we should do something about that," she purred. I want to feel him in my ass. I've been thinking about it all night.

She pulled away, turned around, and bent forward, bracing her hands on the tiled wall. Her thick ass lifted, water running down the crack, and she looked back over her shoulder at Marcus. "I want you to fuck my ass, papi. I want to feel that thick cock stretch me open."

Marcus's brain short-circuited. He'd never done anal with someone Valentina's size—never done anal period with someone who wanted it this badly. His cock twitched with interest, fully hard now, and the others moved to help.

Sienna produced a bottle of lube from somewhere—apparently they'd planned for everything—and Amara took charge, coating Marcus's cock thoroughly while Keiko and Sienna worked on preparing Valentina. Keiko's fingers slipped into Valentina's ass first, one and then two, working the tight muscle while Sienna rubbed her clit.

"Mmmm, yes, stretch me open," Valentina moaned, pushing back against Keiko's fingers. "Get me ready for that big cock."

The smell of sex was intense even through the steam and body wash—arousal and sweat and musk mixing with citrus. Marcus's cock was painfully hard, slick with lube and water, and when Amara finally guided him into position, lining up with Valentina's asshole, he was shaking with anticipation.

"Slow," Amara instructed, her hand on his hip. "Let her adjust."

Marcus pushed forward slowly, the head of his cock pressing against that tight ring of muscle. Valentina gasped, her whole body tensing, and then with a pop he was inside—just the head, but the grip was incredible, tighter than anything he'd ever felt.

"Ay dios—so big—give me a second—" Valentina panted, one hand reaching back to grip his thigh, holding him still.

They stayed like that for a long moment, the hot water beating down on them, Marcus's cock halfway in Valentina's ass, everyone breathing hard. Then Valentina pushed back slightly, taking another inch, and moaned.

"Sí—more—fuck give me more—"

Marcus pushed in slowly, feeling every inch of his cock sink into her tight ass, until his hips were flush against her huge ass cheeks. He stayed there, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust, and the sensation was overwhelming—impossibly tight, hot, her muscles clenching around him rhythmically.

"Move," she finally gasped. "Fuck my ass, papi, I can take it—"

He pulled back slowly and thrust forward, and Valentina screamed—pleasure not pain—her thick body shaking. The visual was incredible—his thick cock disappearing between those huge ass cheeks, her tight hole stretched obscenely around his girth, water running down both their bodies.

Marcus set a steady rhythm, fucking her ass with long deep strokes, and the others watched with hungry eyes, touching themselves. Sienna was fingering her pussy frantically, Keiko had two fingers buried in her cunt, and Amara was rubbing her clit in fast circles.

"Harder—I want it harder—" Valentina demanded, and Marcus let go, pounding into her ass with abandon. The sound was obscene even through the shower—wet slapping, Valentina's gasps and moans, his own harsh breathing.

His orgasm built quickly—too much stimulation, too intense—and when it hit it was almost painful, his cock pulsing in her ass, barely anything left to give but the sensation still overwhelming.

"Fuck—cumming—" he gasped, and emptied what little he had left deep in her ass.

Valentina came too, triggered by the sensation, her whole body shaking, and they collapsed together against the tile, the hot water still beating down on them.

"Seven," Sienna said breathlessly, counting on her fingers. "That's seven orgasms in less than fourteen hours. Marcus, you're incredible."

"I think you broke me," Marcus laughed weakly, his cock finally softening, slipping out of Valentina's ass. "I've got nothing left."

"That's okay," Keiko said, turning off the water finally. "We've got all day to recover. And then..." She grinned wickedly. "Round three tonight."

They dried off slowly, hands still roaming, unable to keep from touching each other, and Marcus thought—not for the first time—that this was the most surreal weekend of his life.

And he couldn't wait to see what came next.



They'd eventually made it out of the bathroom, everyone wrapped in various states of towels and robes, hair still damp. They ordered brunch—avocado toast and eggs benedict and mimosas delivered from some bougie spot in the West Village—and ate sprawled across the couches, comfortable in their post-sex exhaustion.

Marcus sat in the middle of it all, still processing. His body ached pleasantly—his cock was tender, his thighs sore, scratch marks decorating his back and shoulders. He could still smell sex on his skin despite the shower, that persistent musk that wouldn't quite wash away.

Sienna sat curled against his side, picking at her avocado toast, her champagne robe falling open to show one small pale breast. She caught him looking and smiled. "So. Verdict? Was it everything you hoped?"

"Better," Marcus admitted honestly. "I don't think I've ever—" He gestured vaguely at all of them, at the destroyed bedroom visible through the open door, at his own marked-up body. "This doesn't feel real."

"It's real," Valentina said from the other couch, completely naked still except for a towel wrapped around her wet hair. Her huge tits were on full display, nipples hard in the cool air, and between her thick thighs Marcus could see evidence of their shower activities—his cum slowly leaking from her ass. She caught him staring and spread her legs wider, shameless. He's still interested even exhausted. Perfect. "And like Sienna said last night, if you want, this can be a regular thing. All five of us."

Keiko nodded enthusiastically, her glasses slightly fogged still. She'd pulled on a clean pair of sleep shorts and a tank top, but the shorts were already riding up, showing the curve of her thick ass. "I vote yes. That was the best sex I've ever had."

"Seconded," Amara added. She was doing yoga stretches near the windows, her burgundy robe discarded, completely nude, her body moving through poses with effortless grace. Every stretch showed everything—the flex of her abs, the curve of her ass, the wet pink of her pussy still glistening from arousal. We work well together. And he can keep up. That's rare.

Marcus looked at Sienna, his main connection to this whole situation. "Is this really what you want? Sharing?"

Sienna set down her toast and turned to face him fully, her green eyes serious. "Marcus, I like you. A lot. But I'm not ready for a relationship—not a traditional one anyway. I'm twenty-six, I'm figuring my shit out, I don't want to be tied down." She gestured to the others. "But this? Having you, having them, all of us together? No jealousy, no drama, just fun and connection and really fucking good sex? That's perfect."

"Plus," Valentina added, "four women means you don't have to perform every single night. If you're tired or busy or whatever, there's three others to pick up the slack. No pressure."

"And we all like each other," Keiko said. "We've been friends for years. You're just... the final piece. The pretty boy who can actually keep up with us."

Marcus felt something warm bloom in his chest. It was insane—the whole thing was insane—but also kind of perfect. No expectations beyond honesty and enthusiasm. No pressure to be anything except himself. And four gorgeous, interesting women who actually wanted him.

"Okay," he said finally. "Yeah. Let's do this. Whatever this is."

The four of them cheered, and Sienna kissed him hard, her tongue invading his mouth, tasting like mimosa and satisfaction.

"Good," she said when they finally parted. "Because we've got plans for you tonight too. There's this thing Keiko wants to try—"

"Oh god," Marcus laughed. "What now?"

Keiko grinned wickedly. "You'll see. But first—nap time. We all need to recover."

They piled onto the destroyed bed together, a tangle of limbs and soft bodies and lingering arousal. Marcus ended up in the middle again, Sienna and Valentina pressed against either side, Keiko curled at his feet, Amara stretched out perpendicular across everyone's legs.

The last thing he was conscious of before sleep claimed him was the smell—vanilla and coconut and jasmine and sex and satisfaction, all of them mixed together into something uniquely theirs.

He'd never been happier in his life.

And the weekend was only half over.


Chapter 4: Keiko's Request

Marcus woke slowly, his body warm and pleasantly weighted down by soft flesh pressed against him from multiple angles. The light coming through the floor-to-ceiling windows had shifted—no longer the grey morning fog but the golden hour of early evening, Manhattan's skyline painted in oranges and pinks. The air smelled like sex still, that thick musk that had permeated every surface of the loft, mixed now with the lingering scent of the citrus body wash from their shower hours ago and something else—food cooking, garlic and butter and herbs.

His cock was hard again. Morning wood had transformed into evening wood apparently, seven and a half inches standing at attention despite having come seven times in the last twenty-four hours. His balls ached with that deep pleasant soreness, and he was hypersensitive—even the silk sheets dragging across his tip made him twitch.

Sienna was still curled against his left side, her small body tucked perfectly into the curve of his arm, one leg thrown over his thigh. Her copper hair was completely dry now, spread across his chest in waves that smelled like vanilla shampoo and burnt sugar. She'd ditched the robe at some point during the nap, and her bare skin was warm against his—one small pale breast pressed against his ribs, the nipple a hard point, and between her legs where her pussy rested against his hip he could feel heat and slight wetness. She was aroused even in sleep. Mmm... hard again already. God he's perfect.

Valentina had shifted during the nap. She was now sprawled on her back beside him, one thick arm thrown above her head, her massive tits falling slightly to either side with gravity, nipples pointing toward the ceiling. Her hair had dried in wild waves around her face, and her lipstick from yesterday was completely gone, her full lips their natural pink. She'd kicked off whatever towel she'd been wearing, and between her thick thighs Marcus could see everything—that neat triangle of dark pubic hair, her puffy lips still slightly swollen from this morning's activities, her inner thighs marked with bite marks and fingerprint bruises. His cum from the shower had long since dried, but there was fresh wetness there now, her pussy glistening in the golden light. She was dreaming, her eyelids fluttering, soft moans escaping her lips. Fuck yes, right there, harder—

Keiko had apparently gotten up at some point—the spot at the foot of the bed was empty, and Marcus could hear movement from the kitchen, pots clanging softly, the sizzle of something in a pan. The smell intensified, making his stomach growl. When had they last eaten? Brunch, hours ago. His body needed fuel if they were going to keep going.

Amara was awake. She sat cross-legged at the head of the bed, still completely naked, her dark honey skin luminous in the evening light. She'd been watching him sleep apparently, because when his eyes opened and met hers, she smiled that slow predatory smile. Her small tits looked perfect in this light, dark nipples hard, and between her crossed legs he could see the pink of her pussy, her lips slightly parted, a hint of wetness visible.

"Good evening, sleepyhead," she said quietly, her voice low and smoky. "You've been out for almost five hours."

Marcus's throat was dry. He tried to speak, coughed, tried again. "Fuck. Really?"

"Really." Amara uncrossed her legs and crawled toward him with that liquid grace, each movement deliberate. Her ass flexed as she moved, and the smell of her—jasmine and clean sweat and arousal—intensified as she got closer. She straddled his stomach, careful not to wake Sienna, and her wet pussy lips settled against his abs, slicking them immediately. "You needed the rest. We all did." But now I want to play again. Look at that cock.

Her hand reached back to wrap around his erection, and Marcus groaned softly, his hips lifting involuntarily. He was so sensitive, her touch almost too much, and precum beaded immediately at his tip, running down over her fingers.

"Still ready to go," Amara observed, stroking him slowly. "Even after seven times. You're incredible."

The movement woke Sienna. She stirred, lifted her head, and immediately zeroed in on Amara stroking Marcus's cock. Her green eyes went dark with arousal, and she shifted, her hand joining Amara's, both of them working his shaft together.

"Mmm, good nap?" Sienna murmured, leaning up to kiss Marcus. Her tongue invaded his mouth, tasting like sleep and satisfaction, and when they parted her hand left his cock to slide down between her own legs. She was soaked, her fingers coming away glistening. "I had the best dream about you."

Valentina woke next, her dark eyes opening slowly, focusing on the scene—Amara straddling Marcus's stomach, Sienna kissing him, both women's hands on his cock. She smiled, stretching, her whole body moving in waves, and rolled toward them.

"Starting without me?" Her accent was thick with sleep, and she didn't wait for an answer, just moved down the bed and took Marcus's cock into her mouth without warning, displacing Amara and Sienna's hands.

"Fuck—" Marcus gasped, his whole body jerking. Her mouth was so hot, so wet, and she took him deep immediately, her throat relaxing to let him slide past that tight ring of muscle. She swallowed around him, and stars burst behind his eyes.

Keiko appeared in the doorway, completely naked now, her thick body on full display. Her heavy breasts swayed as she moved, nipple piercings catching the light, and her soft stomach jiggled slightly. She'd cleaned her glasses—they were perfectly clear now—and she was smiling, holding a wooden spoon. "Dinner's almost ready. But first—" She set down the spoon on the nightstand and climbed onto the bed. "I want to talk about tonight."

Valentina pulled off Marcus's cock with a wet pop, stroking him with both hands, keeping him on edge. "What's the plan, chica?"

Keiko settled cross-legged near the head of the bed, her thick thighs spread, her pussy completely exposed and visibly wet. She pushed her glasses up her nose, suddenly looking nervous. Okay. Just ask. They'll say yes. He'll say yes. It's fine. "So. I have this... fantasy. Something I've wanted to try for a while but never had the right setup." She looked at Marcus directly. "And I think tonight might be perfect."

Marcus's brain was struggling to function with Valentina still stroking his cock, Amara's pussy grinding against his stomach, Sienna's hand playing with his balls. "What kind of fantasy?"

Keiko bit her lip, her cheeks flushing pink behind her glasses. "I want... I want all of you to use me. At the same time. Like, completely. Every hole." Her voice got quieter. "I want to feel overwhelmed. I want to not be able to think. I want—" She gestured helplessly. "I want to be the center of attention for once."

There was a beat of silence, and then Valentina grinned wickedly. "Ay, mami, I love it. We can absolutely make that happen."

"We'd need toys," Sienna said practically, already problem-solving. "Strap-ons at minimum. Lube. Maybe some restraints if you want that too?"

Keiko nodded enthusiastically. "I've got a whole bag. Brought it just in case." She gestured toward a duffle bag near the closet that Marcus hadn't noticed before. "Everything we'd need."

Amara's smile was predatory. "Then let's make it happen. But first—" She ground down harder on Marcus's stomach, her wetness spreading. "Food. We need energy for what Keiko's asking."

They disentangled reluctantly, and Marcus followed them to the kitchen on shaky legs, his cock still standing at attention, bobbing with each step. The loft smelled incredible—garlic and butter and herbs, something Italian cooking. Keiko had made pasta, he realized, watching her drain linguine in the sink, completely nude, her thick ass jiggling as she moved.

They ate standing around the kitchen island, still naked, passing plates and wine. The food was incredible—linguine with clams in white wine sauce, fresh bread, a simple arugula salad. Marcus was starving, his body demanding fuel, and he ate three helpings while the women chatted around him.

"So here's what I'm thinking," Keiko said between bites, her glasses fogging slightly from the steam of her pasta. "Marcus fucks my pussy. Valentina wears a strap-on and takes my ass. Sienna and Amara work my mouth and tits." She said it so casually, like she was discussing dinner plans, but her cheeks were flushed, her nipples hard, and Marcus could smell her arousal from across the island—sweet and sharp.

"I can do that," Marcus said, his cock twitching with interest despite being exhausted. "But I might need a few minutes after dinner to... recover."

"Take your time, papi," Valentina said, her hand finding his thigh under the island, nails dragging up toward his cock. "We can warm Keiko up while you watch. Get her nice and ready."

The thought alone made Marcus's cock leak, a drop of precum running down the shaft. Sienna noticed, reaching over to collect it on her finger and bring it to her mouth, sucking it clean. "Mmm. Still tastes good."

They finished dinner slowly, the sexual tension building with every passing minute. Finally Keiko stood, pushing her glasses up nervously. "Okay. Let's do this before I lose my nerve."

The bedroom had been transformed while they ate. Sienna must have snuck away at some point, because now there were candles lit on every surface, casting flickering shadows on the exposed brick walls. The destroyed silk sheets had been replaced with fresh ones in deep burgundy, and laid out on the bed was an array of toys—strap-ons in various sizes, bottles of lube, a vibrator, restraints.

Keiko moved to the bag near the closet, pulling out her personal collection. More toys—a butt plug, nipple clamps, a blindfold. She set them on the nightstand, her hands shaking slightly.

Amara moved behind her, wrapping her arms around Keiko's soft body, her small tits pressing against Keiko's back. "Hey. We don't have to do this if you're not ready. No pressure."

"I'm ready," Keiko said firmly, turning to kiss Amara deeply. "I want this. I've wanted this for so long." Please let me be good enough. Please let me not disappoint them.

"Then let's get you ready," Sienna said, guiding Keiko to the bed. "Lay back, baby. Let us take care of you."

Keiko laid back on the burgundy sheets, her thick body spread out, and the visual was incredible—pale skin against dark fabric, her heavy breasts falling slightly to either side, her soft stomach rising and falling with each breath, and between her thick thighs her pussy, pink and glistening and already so wet.

Valentina picked up one of the strap-ons—black leather harness with a purple silicone cock, thick and about seven inches long—and started putting it on, adjusting the straps around her wide hips. It looked obscene and perfect against her dark skin, the purple cock jutting out from between her legs, and Marcus's own cock twitched watching her transform.

Sienna and Amara moved to either side of Keiko, their hands roaming over her soft body—stroking her thick thighs, her stomach, her breasts. Amara took one nipple piercing between her fingers, tugging gently, and Keiko gasped, her back arching.

"You're so beautiful," Sienna whispered, her small hand sliding between Keiko's legs, fingers finding her clit. "So soft and perfect."

Marcus stood at the foot of the bed watching, stroking his cock slowly, and the smell in the room was overwhelming—arousal from four different women mixing with candle wax and that lingering sex musk, creating something heady and intoxicating.

Amara's mouth found Keiko's breast, sucking the nipple and piercing together, her tongue playing with the metal, and Keiko moaned loudly, her hips lifting off the bed. Sienna's fingers slipped lower, two of them sliding easily into Keiko's soaked pussy, pumping slowly while her thumb worked her clit.

"Fuck—yes—more—" Keiko gasped, one hand tangling in Amara's dark ponytail, the other gripping the sheets.

Valentina moved between Keiko's legs, pushing them wider apart, the strap-on cock bobbing with her movements. She picked up the bottle of lube, coating the purple silicone thoroughly, and then her fingers found Keiko's asshole, circling the tight muscle. "Relax, mami. Let me in."

Keiko forced herself to relax, breathing deep, and Valentina's finger slipped inside, working slowly, adding more lube. Then two fingers, scissoring gently, stretching that tight hole. Keiko was gasping now, overwhelmed by sensation—Sienna's fingers in her pussy, Amara's mouth on her tits, Valentina's fingers in her ass.

"Ready for more?" Valentina asked, and when Keiko nodded frantically, she withdrew her fingers and lined up the strap-on, pressing the head against that stretched hole.

The purple cock slipped in slowly, inch by inch, and Keiko screamed—pleasure not pain—her whole body shaking. Valentina held still once she was fully seated, letting Keiko adjust, and then started to move, pulling back and thrusting forward in a slow rhythm.

"Oh god oh god oh god—" Keiko chanted, her eyes squeezed shut behind her glasses, her mouth open in a perfect O.

"Now you, Marcus," Sienna said, withdrawing her fingers from Keiko's pussy, making room. "Fill her up."

Marcus moved onto the bed, positioning himself between Keiko's spread thighs, his cock lined up with her entrance. Valentina paused her thrusting, holding still with the strap-on buried in Keiko's ass, and Marcus pushed forward slowly.

Keiko's pussy was incredibly tight with the strap-on already filling her ass, and Marcus had to go slowly, feeling every inch as he sank in. The sensation was intense—he could feel the strap-on through the thin wall separating her holes, could feel Valentina's rhythm when she started moving again.

"Fuck—so full—I'm so full—" Keiko sobbed, tears leaking from behind her glasses, but her pussy was clenching around Marcus rhythmically, pulling him deeper.

They found a rhythm—Marcus and Valentina alternating thrusts, one pulling out while the other pushed in, creating a constant sensation for Keiko. Amara moved up to straddle Keiko's face, lowering her pussy onto Keiko's mouth, and Sienna took one of Keiko's hands, guiding it between her own legs.

The visual was pornographic—Keiko completely surrounded, every hole filled, her soft body shaking with each thrust. The smell was overwhelming—sweat and arousal and musk and candle wax, all of it mixing in the warm air. The sounds were obscene—wet slapping, Keiko's muffled moans against Amara's pussy, Valentina's gasps, Marcus's harsh breathing, Sienna's whimpers.

Marcus's orgasm built quickly—too much sensation, too hot, too tight. "I'm close—fuck I'm close—"

"Cum inside her," Sienna gasped, her own orgasm approaching from Keiko's fingers working her clit. "Fill her up—"

Marcus slammed in one final time and came hard, his cock pulsing inside Keiko's impossibly tight pussy, shooting rope after rope of cum deep inside her. The sensation triggered Keiko's orgasm, her whole body convulsing, her pussy clamping down on Marcus so hard he saw stars, her ass clenching around the strap-on, her tongue working frantically against Amara's clit.

Amara came with a scream, flooding Keiko's mouth with her juices. Sienna came seconds later, her hand gripping Keiko's wrist, riding out her orgasm on Keiko's fingers. Valentina kept thrusting through it all, prolonging Keiko's orgasm until she was sobbing with oversensitivity.

Finally they all collapsed, a tangle of sweaty satisfied bodies, breathing hard. Marcus's cock slipped out of Keiko's pussy, and immediately his cum started leaking out, mixing with her own wetness, dripping down to where the strap-on was still buried in her ass.

Valentina pulled out slowly, gently, and Keiko whimpered at the emptiness. Amara climbed off her face and immediately Keiko started crying—not sad tears, but overwhelmed satisfied tears.

"That was—fuck—that was everything—" she gasped between sobs, and Sienna gathered her close, holding her, stroking her hair.

"You did so good, baby. So good."

They stayed like that for long minutes, just holding each other, coming down from the intensity. Finally Keiko's sobs turned to hiccupping laughs, and she pushed her glasses up, which had somehow stayed on through everything.

"Okay. That was the best sex of my entire life."

"Good," Valentina said, working the strap-on off her hips. "Because we're just getting started. The night is young, and I've got ideas."

Marcus groaned, collapsing back onto the bed. His cock was soft finally, spent, and he didn't think he had another orgasm in him. But looking at the four women surrounding him—all flushed and satisfied and already getting that hungry look again—he knew he'd find a way.

This weekend wasn't over yet.

And he couldn't wait to see what came next.


Chapter 5: Sunday Night Devotion

The candles had burned down to nubs, wax pooling on every surface, their flickering light casting dancing shadows across the exposed brick walls. The burgundy sheets were completely destroyed now—soaked through with cum and pussy juice and sweat, dark wet spots everywhere, the fabric clinging to skin. The smell in the bedroom was overwhelming, almost visible in its thickness—musk and salt and that sharp-sweet arousal scent from four different women, underlaid by Marcus's own cum and the waxy smoke from the candles and something deeper, earthier, the smell of bodies pushed to their limits.

Marcus lay sprawled on his back in the center of the bed, his chest heaving, his skin slick with sweat that caught the candlelight and made him gleam. His cock was soft against his thigh, finally spent after eight orgasms in twenty-seven hours, tender and sensitive and slightly swollen. His balls ached deeply, that hollow soreness that came from being completely drained. Scratch marks decorated his chest and shoulders—Amara's work, deep red lines that would definitely scar. Bite marks covered his neck and collarbone—Valentina had been particularly enthusiastic. His thighs were bruised from gripping hands, and his lower back hurt in that pleasant way that meant he'd been using muscles he normally didn't.

Keiko was curled against his right side, her soft body still trembling with aftershocks, her thick thighs pressed together, cum—both his and her own wetness—slowly leaking out of both her pussy and ass, creating a wet spot on the sheets beneath her. She'd taken off her glasses finally, setting them on the nightstand, and without them she looked younger, more vulnerable. Her heavy breasts were marked with hickeys and teeth marks, her nipple piercings slightly swollen from all the attention. She smelled like sex and sweat and something sweeter, her natural scent mixing with everything else. That was... I can't even process. I've never felt so complete.

Sienna had collapsed across Marcus's chest, her small body completely limp, her copper hair stuck to both their skin with sweat and other fluids. One leg was thrown over his hip, and he could feel the heat of her pussy against his side, still swollen and sensitive, probably as worn out as his cock. She was breathing hard, her small tits pressed against his ribs, and she smelled overwhelmingly of vanilla and burnt sugar and sex. God. I knew it would be good but this is... we're keeping him. Forever.

Valentina sat at the edge of the bed, the strap-on harness finally removed and tossed aside, her massive body gleaming with sweat. Her hair was completely wild now, curls everywhere, and her makeup was utterly destroyed—eyeliner smudged, lipstick gone, just her natural beauty showing through. Between her thick thighs her pussy was visibly swollen and red, well-used, and cum—Marcus's from earlier—was still slowly leaking out, mixing with her own arousal and creating a sticky mess on her inner thighs. She was drinking water from a bottle, her throat working, and even exhausted she looked like a goddess. Dios mío, I could go again. But he needs rest. We all need rest.

Amara was the only one who looked relatively composed. She sat cross-legged at the head of the bed, her dark honey skin still somehow luminous despite the exertion, her small tits perfect in the candlelight. She'd pulled her hair out of the ponytail finally, and it fell in waves around her shoulders. Between her legs where they were crossed, Marcus could see her pussy—pink and glistening, slightly swollen, but not as destroyed as the others. She had that dancer's control even now, her breathing steady, her dark eyes watching everyone with satisfaction. Perfect first weekend. He fits with us. This is going to work. She smelled like jasmine and clean sweat and sex, and there was something centering about her presence.

"Water," Sienna croaked eventually, her voice completely wrecked. "Someone get water before we all die of dehydration."

Amara uncrossed her legs gracefully and stood, moving to the kitchen. Her ass flexed with each step, and even exhausted Marcus felt a weak twitch of interest from his cock. She returned with five bottles of water, ice cold and sweating condensation, and passed them around.

Marcus drained his in seconds, the cold liquid shocking his system back to awareness. "Fuck. I think you actually killed me. This is the afterlife."

That made them all laugh, the sound filling the bedroom, and Valentina reached over to squeeze his thigh. "Papi, if you're dead, then we all died happy."

"Stats," Keiko said, pushing herself up on one elbow, her soft body jiggling with the movement. "We need stats. How many times did we all cum tonight?"

"Eight for Marcus," Sienna said immediately, having apparently been keeping track. "Five yesterday, three today so far."

"I came four times," Keiko said, her cheeks flushing. "That last one with everyone... holy shit."

"Three for me," Amara added. "But quality over quantity."

"Five," Valentina said proudly. "And I'd go for six if papi could get it up again."

"Four," Sienna finished. "And I'm so fucking sensitive right now I think if someone breathed on my clit wrong I'd cum again."

Marcus groaned. "You're all insatiable. I'm one man. One very exhausted, very satisfied, very empty man."

"That's okay," Amara said, settling back into her cross-legged position. "We can entertain ourselves while you recover."

And that's exactly what happened. While Marcus lay there watching, his soft cock occasionally twitching with weak interest, the four women put on a show that would've made professional porn stars jealous.

It started innocently enough—Sienna kissing Keiko, soft and gentle, their tongues visible when they parted. Then Amara joined, her long fingers sliding between Keiko's thick thighs, finding her sensitive pussy, making Keiko gasp into Sienna's mouth. Valentina moved behind Amara, her massive tits pressing against Amara's back, her hands reaching around to play with Amara's small breasts, pinching those dark nipples until they were hard as diamonds.

The smell in the room intensified—renewed arousal from all four of them mixing with the persistent sex musk, creating something almost visible in the candlelight. Marcus could see everything from his position—Amara's fingers disappearing into Keiko's pussy, the way Keiko's thick thighs trembled, Sienna's small hand sliding down to rub her own clit, Valentina's thick fingers working between her own legs.

They rearranged themselves—Keiko on her back, Sienna straddling her face, Amara between Keiko's legs eating her pussy, Valentina behind Amara eating her ass. A daisy chain of pleasure, each woman giving and receiving simultaneously, and the sounds were obscene—wet licking, desperate moans, gasps and whimpers and eventually screams.

Keiko came first, her thick thighs clamping around Amara's head, her whole body convulsing, muffled screams against Sienna's pussy. That triggered Sienna's orgasm, flooding Keiko's mouth with her juices. Amara came seconds later from Valentina's tongue working her ass, and finally Valentina, her thick fingers buried in her own pussy, screaming in Spanish as she soaked her hand.

They collapsed in a tangle of sweaty satisfied limbs, breathing hard, and Marcus just stared, amazed. "You're all incredible. Holy shit."

"We know," Valentina said smugly, extracting herself from the pile. "But now—" She checked her phone, which had somehow survived the weekend on the nightstand. "It's almost nine PM. We've been at this for over twenty-four hours. I vote for actual food, not just snacks, and maybe a movie? Something to let us all recover before round four."

"There's a round four?" Marcus asked weakly, his cock giving a valiant twitch at the thought despite being completely spent.

"Tomorrow morning," Sienna said, stretching like a cat. "We've got the place until checkout at eleven. One last session before we all go back to real life."

They ordered food—Thai this time, expensive from some place in the West Village that did delivery—and while they waited they showered. The massive glass-enclosed shower fit all five of them easily, and it was more intimate than sexual this time. They washed each other gently, careful with sensitive areas, and the water ran grey with sweat and cum and everything else before eventually running clear.

Marcus found himself standing under one of the shower heads with Amara pressed against his back, her arms around his waist, and he felt something shift in his chest. This wasn't just sex anymore—this was something deeper. Connection. Trust. Maybe even love, in whatever form that took between five people.

"You okay?" Amara asked quietly, her chin on his shoulder.

"Yeah," Marcus said honestly. "Better than okay. This is... I don't even have words."

"Good," she said simply, squeezing him gently. "Because we're not letting you go."

They dressed in comfortable clothes—Marcus in borrowed joggers and a t-shirt that was too small on him, the women in various states of robes and sleep clothes. The food arrived and they ate sprawled across the living room couches, passing containers back and forth, comfortable and sated.

Keiko picked a movie—some rom-com that nobody really paid attention to—and they cuddled on the couch, a tangle of limbs. Marcus ended up in the middle again, Sienna and Keiko on either side, Valentina using his lap as a pillow, Amara stretched across everyone's legs like a cat.

Somewhere around ten-thirty, Valentina's hand started wandering. It slid up Marcus's thigh, under the borrowed joggers, and wrapped around his cock. He was soft still, exhausted, but her touch was gentle, exploratory, not demanding.

"Just want to hold it," she murmured, not looking away from the TV. "It's mine now. All of ours."

Nobody objected. Sienna's hand joined Valentina's, both of them just holding him, occasionally stroking gently, and despite his exhaustion Marcus felt himself starting to harden slowly.

"Seriously?" he laughed. "Again?"

"You love it," Keiko said, her own hand sliding under her sleep shorts, clearly getting turned on watching the other two touch him.

The movie was forgotten. Valentina sat up, pulling Marcus's joggers down, and his cock sprang free—not fully hard yet, maybe seventy percent, but thickening by the second. She wrapped both hands around it, stroking slowly, and leaned down to lick the tip.

"Mmm," she hummed, the vibration traveling through him. "Still tastes good."

Sienna moved to help, her small mouth wrapping around his head while Valentina's tongue worked the shaft, and Marcus groaned, his hands tangling in both their hair. His cock was so sensitive, almost painfully so, but their mouths felt incredible—hot and wet and perfect.

Keiko and Amara weren't idle. They'd started making out on the other couch, hands roaming over each other's bodies, and the smell of renewed arousal filled the living room—vanilla and coconut and sex and sweat.

Marcus's ninth orgasm built slowly, almost reluctantly, his body protesting that it had nothing left to give. But Sienna and Valentina were relentless, their mouths working him in tandem, and when he finally came it was weak, barely anything—just a few drops that they both licked up eagerly—but the sensation was still overwhelming enough to make him see stars.

"Nine," Sienna said triumphantly, sitting back and wiping her mouth. "That's got to be some kind of record."

"For you maybe," Valentina teased. "I once made a guy cum twelve times in one night."

"Bullshit," Keiko called from the other couch, her glasses fogged again.

"It's true! Ask my ex-boyfriend Carlos. Well, don't actually, he's probably still traumatized."

They dissolved into laughter, and the mood shifted from sexual to just comfortable again. They moved back to the bedroom eventually, the candles replaced with soft lamp light, and piled onto the bed together.

Marcus lay in the center, completely satisfied and exhausted, surrounded by four beautiful women who somehow wanted him, and thought that maybe this was what happiness felt like.

"Tomorrow morning," Sienna murmured sleepily against his chest. "One last time. Then real life. But we'll do this again next weekend, right?"

"And the weekend after," Keiko added.

"And the one after that," Amara finished.

"Forever," Valentina said firmly. "This is ours now. All of us."

Marcus fell asleep smiling, surrounded by warmth and satisfaction and the knowledge that his life had just gotten infinitely more complicated and infinitely better.


Chapter 6: Monday Morning Glory

Marcus's eyes opened slowly to the pre-dawn grey filtering through the floor-to-ceiling windows, the Manhattan skyline still dotted with lights that would fade as morning broke fully. The air in the bedroom was cool now—someone had cracked a window at some point during the night, letting in the October chill that carried the smell of the city waking up: coffee from the shop three floors down, garbage trucks making their rounds, the metallic scent of subway grates, car exhaust, and underneath it all that persistent urban smell of concrete and rain that hadn't fallen yet but would soon based on the heavy clouds visible through the glass.

His body felt simultaneously destroyed and alive. Every muscle ached pleasantly, that deep soreness that came from exertion and satisfaction. His cock was soft against his thigh, tender and slightly swollen from nine orgasms in thirty-six hours, but even now as consciousness returned fully, he felt the first stirrings of morning arousal—blood flowing south despite his exhaustion. His balls ached with that hollow empty feeling, completely drained, but his body apparently hadn't gotten the memo that there was nothing left to give.

The bedroom smelled overwhelmingly of sex—that thick musk had permeated every surface, mixed now with the waxy smoke from burned-down candles, the citrus body wash from last night's shower, and the distinct scents of four different women. Vanilla and burnt sugar from Sienna. Coconut oil and something floral from Valentina. That sweet arousal-scent from Keiko. Jasmine and clean sweat from Amara. All of it layered together into something uniquely theirs, something that would probably never wash out of these sheets or this room.

The bed was a disaster. The burgundy silk sheets were completely ruined—soaked through with cum and pussy juice and sweat, multiple wet spots that had dried crusty and uncomfortable, the fabric stiff in places. There were tears in the material where someone's nails had caught. Pillows were scattered everywhere, some on the floor, one somehow on top of the armoire. The smell emanating from the mattress itself was intense—sex and bodies and fluids, so thick Marcus could taste it.

He took inventory of the bodies surrounding him: Sienna was draped across his chest, her small body perfectly fitted against his side, one leg thrown over his thigh, her copper hair spread everywhere in tangled waves that stuck to his skin with dried sweat. She was completely naked, her pale freckled skin luminous in the grey morning light. One small breast was pressed against his ribs, the nipple a hard pink point, and he could feel the warmth of her pussy against his hip—bare and soft, probably still swollen from last night. She smelled overwhelmingly of vanilla even now, mixed with that sharp scent of dried arousal. Her breathing was slow and even, deeply asleep, her lips slightly parted. In sleep she looked younger, vulnerable, and Marcus felt something warm bloom in his chest looking at her. Mine. She's mine now.

Valentina had claimed his right side, her massive body taking up at least half the bed. She was on her stomach, face buried in a pillow, one thick arm thrown across Marcus's waist possessively. Her huge tits were squashed beneath her, spilling out to either side, and her ass—god, that incredible ass—rose like two pale mountains, dimpled and perfect, the crack visible and inviting. Her wild dark hair was everywhere, and even from here Marcus could see the evidence of last night between her thick thighs—dried cum crusted on her inner thighs, her pussy lips visibly swollen and red, her asshole slightly gaping from the strap-on work. She smelled like coconut and sex and something earthier, muskier. Her breathing came out in soft snores against the pillow. So fucking beautiful. Every inch of her.

Keiko had somehow migrated to the foot of the bed during the night. She was curled in a ball, her thick body taking up minimal space despite her size, wearing that oversized band t-shirt again that had ridden up to show her pale ass and thick thighs. Her black bob was mussed, sticking up at odd angles, and her glasses were on the nightstand, leaving her face bare and soft-looking. Even from here Marcus could smell her—that sweet arousal mixing with clean sweat and something else, maybe her natural pheromones, slightly vanilla-adjacent but different from Sienna's. Her thighs were pressed together, and he could see bite marks and fingerprint bruises decorating the soft flesh, evidence of how thoroughly they'd used her last night. She wanted to be overwhelmed. We gave her that. Fuck.

Amara was the only one not on the bed. She was in the armchair near the window again, and this time she wasn't naked—she'd pulled on that burgundy silk robe, tied loosely at the waist but not closed, showing the valley between her small breasts, her flat stomach, the dark hair between her legs. She sat with one leg drawn up, her chin resting on her knee, watching the city wake up through the window. Her profile was perfect in the grey light—high cheekbones, full lips, that long elegant neck. She must have sensed him stirring because she turned her head, meeting his eyes, and smiled that slow predatory smile. He's awake. Good. One more time before we have to leave this bubble.

"Good morning," she said quietly, her voice low and smoky. "Last day. Last morning. Checkout's at eleven."

Marcus groaned softly, careful not to wake Sienna or Valentina. "What time is it?"

"Almost seven." Amara stood, letting the robe fall completely, and moved to the bed with that liquid grace. Completely naked now, her body was perfect in the morning light—dark honey skin, small tits with hard nipples, that tight high ass, long legs that seemed to go on forever, and between her thighs her completely bare pussy, lips already slightly parted and glistening with morning arousal. She smelled like jasmine and clean sweat and sex. "Which gives us about three hours if we want to shower and pack."

"Three hours," Marcus repeated, and despite his exhaustion, despite having cum nine times already, his cock stirred with interest, thickening slightly against his thigh.

Amara noticed. Her smile widened, and she knelt on the bed, moving between his legs carefully. "Still ready to go? Even after everything?" Her hand wrapped around his semi-hard cock, stroking slowly, and Marcus groaned, his hips lifting involuntarily. So sensitive. Perfect.

"Apparently my dick has a mind of its own," he managed, his voice rough with sleep.

"Good," Amara murmured, leaning down. Her tongue ran from base to tip, collecting the bead of precum that had already formed despite him being barely half-hard. "Because I want you one more time. Just you and me. Before we wake the others."

She took him into her mouth slowly, her lips stretching around his growing girth, and the wet heat made Marcus bite his lip to keep from groaning loud enough to wake everyone. He was incredibly sensitive, his cock practically buzzing with oversensitivity, and every touch of her tongue, every movement of her lips, sent shockwaves through his system.

Amara worked him expertly, one hand wrapped around his base, the other cupping his sore balls gently, and her mouth—fuck, her mouth was perfect. She took him deeper with each bob of her head, her throat relaxing to let him slide past that tight ring of muscle, and the sensation of being completely engulfed in wet heat was overwhelming.

Within minutes he was fully hard—seven and a half inches of thick veiny flesh, the head flushed almost purple, precum flowing steadily now despite having nothing left to give. His balls ached with the effort of trying to produce more, but his cock didn't seem to care, standing proud and ready.

Amara released him with a wet pop, stroking him with both hands now, her spit slicking the way. "I want to ride you. Nice and slow. Just us."

She straddled his hips carefully, mindful of Sienna still sleeping against his chest, and lined him up with her entrance. Her pussy was hot and wet, already ready for him, and she sank down in one smooth motion, taking all of him.

"Fuck—" Marcus gasped, his hands finding her narrow hips, fingers digging into lean muscle. She was tight, so tight, her walls gripping him like a fist, and he could feel every ridge, every detail of her pussy as she adjusted to his size.

Amara started to move immediately, lifting until just his head was inside and dropping back down, using that perfect dancer's control to create a rhythm that was slow and deliberate and absolutely mind-blowing. Her small tits bounced slightly with each movement, and the visual combined with the sensation was incredible—his thick cock disappearing into her pink pussy, her lips stretched obscenely around his girth, her wetness coating his shaft and dripping down to his balls.

The smell intensified as she moved—jasmine and arousal and sweat, mixing with the persistent sex musk in the room. Marcus could see everything from this angle—the flex of her abs, the way her thighs trembled slightly with exertion, the concentration on her beautiful face.

"You feel so good," she whispered, leaning down to kiss him. Her tongue invaded his mouth, tasting like sleep and him, and when they parted she was breathing harder. "So thick. Filling me completely."

The movement woke Sienna. She stirred against Marcus's chest, lifted her head, and immediately focused on Amara riding him slowly. Her green eyes went dark with arousal, and instead of being jealous or upset, she smiled. God they look good together. His cock stretching her. Fuck.

"Starting without me?" Sienna murmured, her voice rough with sleep. Her small hand slid down Marcus's chest to where Amara was impaled on him, her fingers finding Amara's clit and rubbing in slow circles.

Amara gasped, her rhythm faltering, and leaned down to kiss Sienna deeply. Their tongues were visible when they parted, and the sight made Marcus's cock pulse inside Amara's tight pussy.

The movement woke Valentina next. She rolled over, her huge tits swaying, and immediately focused on the action. "Ay dios, you started already?" She sat up, her thick body gleaming with sweat from sleep, and moved closer. "Can't let you have all the fun, mami."

Valentina's hand joined Sienna's between Amara's legs, and now two sets of fingers were working Amara's clit while Marcus's cock stretched her pussy. Amara's head fell back, her mouth open in a silent scream, and her rhythm increased—faster, harder, chasing her orgasm.

Keiko woke last, startled by all the movement and sound. She sat up, her glasses immediately going to her face, and her eyes went wide behind the lenses seeing Amara riding Marcus with Sienna and Valentina helping. "Oh fuck," she breathed, her hand immediately sliding between her own thick thighs. I'm so wet just watching them. God.

Amara's pussy started to flutter around Marcus's cock, the walls clenching rhythmically, and he knew she was close. "I'm gonna—fuck—I'm gonna cum—"

"Do it," Marcus gasped, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise, helping her move faster. "Cum on my cock, Amara, I want to feel it—"

She came with a scream, her whole body convulsing, her pussy clamping down on him so hard it was almost painful. The sensation triggered Marcus's own orgasm—his tenth in thirty-eight hours—and it was weak, barely anything, just a few drops of cum that leaked out rather than shot, but the sensation was still overwhelming enough to make his vision white out.

They collapsed together, breathing hard, and Amara's pussy kept pulsing around his softening cock, milking out every last drop he didn't have.

"Ten," Sienna said breathlessly, still counting. "That's ten orgasms in less than two days. Marcus, you're a fucking machine."

"A broken machine," Marcus laughed weakly. "I think that's it. I'm officially empty."

"That's okay," Keiko said, moving closer. "We can still have fun. Non-penetrative fun."

What followed was the most decadent hour of Marcus's life. They moved to the shower—all five of them crowded into the glass enclosure, hot water beating down—and washed each other slowly, thoroughly, hands roaming everywhere. But true to Keiko's word, it stayed non-penetrative. Just touching, kissing, exploring.

Valentina soaped up Marcus's chest and abs, her huge tits pressed against his back, while Sienna knelt to wash his legs, her small hands lingering on his thighs. Keiko washed his arms, her soft body pressed against his side, and Amara washed his face and hair, her long fingers massaging his scalp.

Then they turned their attention to each other, and Marcus just watched—Valentina eating Keiko's pussy while Sienna and Amara made out under one of the shower heads, hands roaming over each other's wet bodies. The visual was incredible, and despite being completely spent, despite his cock being tender and swollen and definitely not getting hard again, Marcus felt satisfaction watching them pleasure each other.

They finally got out when the water started to run cold, toweling off slowly, and moved back to the bedroom to pack. The mood shifted from sexual to melancholic—reality creeping back in, the bubble of the weekend starting to pop.

Marcus pulled on his jeans from Friday night, his black button-down, and watched the four women dress in their own clothes. Sienna in tight jeans and a loose sweater that fell off one shoulder. Valentina in yoga pants and a sports bra that could barely contain her massive tits. Keiko in oversized sweatpants and a hoodie that made her look tiny despite her thick body. Amara in leggings and a fitted t-shirt that showed every line of her dancer's physique.

"So," Sienna said eventually, sitting on the edge of the destroyed bed. "Next weekend? My place in Brooklyn? It's smaller but we can make it work."

"I'm in," Valentina said immediately.

"Me too," Keiko added.

"Obviously," Amara finished.

They all looked at Marcus. He felt that warm thing in his chest again, looking at the four of them—so different, so perfect, so his. "Yeah. Absolutely. Every weekend. However long you'll have me."

"Forever," Sienna said firmly, standing to kiss him. "This is ours now. All of us."

They left the loft at ten-thirty, the five of them piling into an Uber XL, and Marcus sat in the middle of the back row with Sienna and Keiko on either side, Valentina and Amara in front. His body ached, his cock was tender, his balls were empty, and he'd never been happier in his entire life.

The weekend was over. But it was also just beginning.

And Marcus couldn't wait for next Friday.


Chapter 7: Coming Home

The studio felt emptier than it had before. Marcus stood in the center of the small space—one arm's width from touching either wall—and stared at his unmade bed with its stained grey sheets, the battered desk with abandoned design work, the kitchen alcove with its single dirty coffee mug. The radiator clanked its familiar percussion, and the smell of cigarette smoke drifted up from the fire escape below, mixing with the garbage-sweetness of Brooklyn streets after dark. Everything was exactly as he'd left it Friday evening.

But everything was different.

His body ached in the best way—muscles sore, cock tender, scratch marks decorating his shoulders and back, bite marks on his neck and collarbone. He could still smell them on his skin despite the shower at the loft—vanilla and coconut and jasmine and that sweet arousal-scent, all of it mixed into something uniquely theirs. His jeans chafed against his sensitive cock, and every movement reminded him of the weekend, of four women who'd taken him apart and put him back together.

His phone buzzed. Group chat—Sienna had created it in the Uber on the way back, titled simply "Us ❤️".

Sienna: miss you already

Valentina: papi left ten minutes ago and my pussy already wants him back

Keiko: [sends photo—her thick thighs spread, visible wetness between them, caption: "same"]

Amara: We're pathetic. It's been twenty minutes.

Sienna: speak for yourself, I'm currently touching myself to the memory of his cock

Marcus's cock stirred despite being thoroughly spent, thickening in his jeans. He typed one-handed, the other adjusting himself.

Marcus: You're all going to kill me. My dick can't handle this right now.

Valentina: your dick was MADE to handle this papi

Valentina: I can still feel you in my ass from this morning

Keiko: I can still taste you

Amara: I can still feel how thick you were stretching me

Sienna: Friday. My place. 8pm. Everyone's coming right?

Valentina: I'll be cumming all week thinking about Friday

Keiko: absolutely yes

Amara: Wouldn't miss it

Marcus: I'll be there

Sienna: good. because I've been planning things. Special things.

Valentina: 👀

Keiko: do tell

Sienna: you'll see Friday. But Marcus? Don't jerk off all week. Save it for us.

Marcus: that's cruel

Sienna: that's the point baby. I want you DESPERATE by Friday

Amara: I second this. No cumming until Friday. That's an order.

Valentina: I third it. Your cock belongs to us now

Keiko: fourthed? is that a word? anyway yes.

Marcus groaned, his cock now fully hard and straining against his jeans. A week. Five days of knowing what was waiting, of remembering this weekend, of wanting and not having. It would be torture.

Marcus: Fine. But you all owe me.

Sienna: oh baby, we're going to RUIN you Friday 😈

The week passed in a blur of sexual frustration and constant messages. The group chat was relentless—photos and videos and voice messages that kept Marcus in a permanent state of arousal. Valentina sent a video of her touching herself in her shower, her massive tits covered in soap, her thick fingers working her pussy while she moaned his name. Keiko sent photos of her in various lingerie sets, asking which he preferred. Amara sent a video of her doing yoga completely naked, every stretch showing everything, and Marcus could see how wet she was from the glistening between her legs. Sienna sent voice messages of her masturbating, gasping and moaning about how much she missed his cock.

Marcus kept his promise—no jerking off—but it was agony. By Wednesday his balls ached constantly, his cock was semi-hard all day, and he couldn't think about anything except Friday. By Thursday he was dreaming about them, waking up with precum soaking his boxers and his cock throbbing painfully.

Friday morning he woke at six AM, too excited to sleep, his whole body humming with anticipation.



Sienna's place was a fourth-floor walk-up in a converted warehouse, smaller than the Meatpacking loft but still nice—one large bedroom, exposed brick, industrial windows looking out over the Williamsburg waterfront. Marcus climbed the stairs with nervous energy, his cock already half-hard in his jeans, his balls aching with a week's worth of pent-up need.

He could hear them before he knocked—music and laughter filtering through the door, that same charged energy from last week. He knocked twice, and the door flew open immediately.

Valentina stood there wearing nothing but a black lace teddy that was completely transparent, her massive tits and dark nipples visible, the fabric ending just below her pussy which was bare and already glistening wet. Her hair was wild around her shoulders, her full lips painted that deep red, and she smelled overwhelmingly of coconut and arousal.

"Ay, papi, you're late," she purred, pulling him inside and immediately pressing her thick body against his, her huge tits squashing against his chest. She kissed him hard, her tongue invading his mouth, tasting like rum and something sweeter. When they parted she bit his lower lip hard enough to draw blood. "Did you follow orders? No cumming all week?"

"No cumming," Marcus confirmed, his voice already rough. His cock was fully hard now, straining painfully against his jeans. "I'm so fucking pent up—"

"Good," Sienna said, appearing from the bedroom wearing a red silk robe that barely covered her ass, her copper hair loose around her shoulders. She smelled like vanilla and burnt sugar and arousal. "Because we've been planning all week." He looks desperate. Perfect. Exactly how I want him.

The apartment smelled incredible—candles burning, something cooking in the kitchen, and underneath it all that familiar mixture of arousal from multiple women. Keiko appeared from the kitchen wearing an apron and nothing else, her thick ass and pussy visible from behind, her heavy tits barely covered by the fabric. She had her glasses on, pushed up on her nose, and she was stirring something in a pot that smelled like garlic and wine.

"Dinner's almost ready," she called over her shoulder. "But first—" She set down the spoon and moved toward Marcus, her soft body jiggling with each step, pressing against his side. "Let me feel how hard you are."

Her hand found the bulge in his jeans, squeezing gently, and Marcus groaned, his hips jerking forward. A week of no release had him hypersensitive, ready to explode at the slightest touch.

"Fuck, he's so hard," Keiko breathed, her hand working him through the denim. "I can feel him throbbing." I want him inside me. Now.

Amara emerged from the bedroom last, completely naked except for heels—black stilettos that made her already long legs look endless. Her dark honey skin gleamed in the low lighting, her small tits perfect, and between her legs her completely bare pussy was visibly wet, her lips slightly parted. She moved with that liquid grace, each step deliberate, and the smell of jasmine intensified as she got closer.

"Welcome back, Marcus," she said, her voice low and smoky. She kissed him softly, her tongue tracing his lips, her hand sliding down to join Keiko's on his cock. "We missed you." A whole week. He's going to explode. Perfect.

"Strip," Sienna commanded, and Marcus did, fingers fumbling with his shirt buttons while four pairs of hands helped—pulling off his jacket, unbuckling his belt, shoving his jeans and boxers down. His cock sprang free, standing straight up, seven and a half inches of thick veiny flesh flushed almost purple at the head, precum flowing steadily, a strand connecting his tip to his abs.

"Dios mío," Valentina breathed, dropping to her knees immediately. "Look at him. A whole week of cum built up." She leaned forward, tongue catching that strand of precum, and Marcus nearly came right then from just that small contact.

"Wait—" he gasped, one hand in her hair, stopping her. "If you put your mouth on me I'm going to cum immediately—"

"That's the point, baby," Sienna laughed, moving behind him, her small tits pressing against his back, her hands reaching around to cup his swollen balls. "We want that first one out of the way so you can last for the rest of the night."

Valentina didn't wait for further permission. Her mouth wrapped around his head, sucking hard, and her throat relaxed to take him deep, swallowing around him, and Marcus lasted exactly five seconds before his first orgasm in a week slammed into him like a freight train.

"Fuck—cumming—oh fuck—" He came harder than he ever had, his cock pulsing in Valentina's mouth, thick ropes of cum shooting directly down her throat, and she swallowed every drop, moaning around him, her hands working his shaft to milk out every spurt. It felt endless—pulse after pulse after pulse, a week's worth of pent-up need releasing all at once, and when it finally stopped he nearly collapsed, his legs shaking.

Valentina pulled off slowly, licking her lips, a strand of cum connecting her mouth to his still-hard cock. "Mmmm, papi, so much. So thick." She sat back on her heels, one hand between her legs, clearly turned on. I want more. I want him to fuck me until I can't walk.

"One down," Keiko said, her hand stroking his cock gently, keeping him hard despite having just come. "Many more to go."

Dinner was a blur—pasta with clams again, Keiko's specialty apparently, eaten standing around the small kitchen island. Marcus was still naked, his cock semi-hard and twitching with interest every time one of the women brushed against him. They were all in various states of undress—Valentina in that transparent teddy, Sienna in her short robe, Keiko in just the apron, Amara completely nude except for those heels.

The conversation was light, comfortable, but underlaid with sexual tension so thick Marcus could taste it. Every glance was loaded, every touch deliberate, and by the time they finished eating his cock was fully hard again, ready for more.

"Bedroom," Sienna announced, taking his hand. "Time for the main event."

The bedroom had been transformed. The bed was massive—bigger than Sienna's old one, probably a California King—with deep purple sheets that looked expensive. Candles covered every surface, casting flickering shadows. Toys were laid out on the nightstand—strap-ons, vibrators, lube, restraints. And hanging from a hook on the exposed brick wall was something new—a leather harness system with straps and buckles.

"What's that?" Marcus asked, his cock twitching with nervous excitement.

Sienna's smile was wicked. "That's for later. First—" She pushed him onto the bed, and the others climbed on, surrounding him. "We want to worship you. Just... touch and taste and feel. No pressure to perform, just let us take care of you."

What followed was possibly the most intense hour of Marcus's life. Four women touching him simultaneously, hands and mouths everywhere at once. Sienna sucking his cock while Valentina rode his face, her thick thighs squeezing his head while she ground her pussy against his mouth. Keiko and Amara on either side, their mouths on his chest and nipples, their hands stroking his thighs and balls.

They rotated positions constantly—now Keiko riding his cock while Amara sat on his face, now Valentina sucking him while Sienna rode his fingers. The smell was overwhelming—vanilla and coconut and jasmine and that sweet arousal, all of it mixing with sweat and cum and musk. The sounds were pornographic—wet slapping and sucking, desperate moans and gasps, his own harsh breathing when they let him up for air.

He came twice more during that hour—once inside Keiko's tight pussy, once down Amara's throat—and by the end he was covered in sweat and cum and pussy juice, completely overwhelmed, and somehow still ready for more.

"Now," Sienna said, climbing off him and moving to that leather harness on the wall. "The special thing I mentioned."

She brought it to the bed—it was a suspension system, he realized. Leather straps with padded cuffs for wrists and ankles, connected to a central ring that could be attached to a hook in the ceiling.

"I want to be suspended," Sienna said, her green eyes dark with arousal. "All of you fucking me at once while I'm completely helpless."

They spent ten minutes getting her secured—wrists above her head, ankles spread wide, her small body hanging in the air at the perfect height. She was completely exposed, her pale freckled skin flushed pink, her small tits with hard pink nipples, her bare pussy dripping wet and clenching around nothing.

Marcus stood behind her, his cock lined up with her entrance, while Valentina strapped on that purple dildo from last week, positioning it at Sienna's ass. Keiko and Amara flanked them, ready to work Sienna's tits and clit.

"Ready?" Marcus asked, his hands gripping Sienna's narrow hips.

"Please," Sienna gasped, completely desperate. "I've been thinking about this all week—"

They pushed in simultaneously—Marcus's cock stretching her pussy, Valentina's strap-on filling her ass—and Sienna screamed, her whole body convulsing in the harness, held completely still by the restraints. They found a rhythm immediately, alternating thrusts, and Sienna was completely overwhelmed, screaming and sobbing and begging for more.

Keiko's mouth found her tits, sucking hard on her nipples, while Amara's fingers worked her clit frantically. The visual was insane—Sienna suspended and helpless, two cocks filling her completely, four people working to bring her pleasure, her face contorted in ecstasy.

She came with a scream that probably woke the neighbors, her whole body shaking in the harness, her pussy clamping down on Marcus so hard he couldn't move. The sensation triggered his fourth orgasm, and he filled her pussy with cum, groaning against her shoulder.

They let her down gently, removing the restraints, and Sienna collapsed onto the bed, completely boneless and satisfied, cum leaking from both her holes.

"My turn," Keiko said immediately, climbing into the harness.

What followed was hours of rotation—each woman taking a turn suspended and filled, each one screaming and cumming and begging for more. Marcus lost count of how many times he came—his cock staying hard through sheer force of will and the constant stimulation, his balls aching with the effort of producing cum he didn't have left.

By three AM they were all completely spent, collapsed in a tangle of sweaty satisfied limbs on the destroyed purple sheets. The candles had burned down to nothing, and the first grey light of dawn was starting to filter through the industrial windows.

"I love you," Sienna said suddenly, her voice quiet in the darkness. "All of you. This isn't just sex anymore. This is... more."

"I love you too," Keiko added immediately.

"Same," Valentina murmured.

"Obviously," Amara finished.

They all looked at Marcus. He felt that warm thing in his chest explode into something bigger, something that filled every inch of him. "I love you. All of you. This is the best thing that's ever happened to me."

They fell asleep like that, tangled together, and Marcus dreamed of a future filled with exactly this—five people who somehow fit together perfectly, who loved each other completely, who had found something rare and precious and worth keeping.

When they woke Saturday afternoon, they ordered food and ate in bed, still naked, still touching constantly, and talked about logistics. They'd rotate apartments—Sienna's one week, Valentina's the next, then Keiko's, then Amara's, then eventually Marcus's once he found a place bigger than a studio. They'd keep the group chat active all week. They'd be exclusive to each other—five people was enough.

Six months later, they'd moved into a loft together in Bushwick—massive space with three bedrooms, exposed brick, industrial everything. They'd figured out a system—rotating who slept where, who cooked when, how to navigate jealousy when it cropped up. It wasn't perfect, but it was theirs.

And every weekend, without fail, they'd lose themselves in each other—five people who'd found something impossible and made it work through honesty and communication and really fucking good sex.

Marcus had never been happier in his entire life.

And he knew, looking at the four women who'd somehow become his everything, that this was just the beginning.
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