
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Throne She Claims

I never thought of my face as a throne until Mia declared it one.

"It's where I belong," she'd whispered that first night, her thighs already trembling as she hovered above me. "My royal seat."

That was six months ago. Now, as I lay back on our bed watching her strip down to nothing but that wicked smile of hers, I understood completely. Some men collected watches or restored classic cars. I collected moments of Mia riding my face like she owned it—because she did.

"Josh," she purred, her fingers trailing down her stomach as she approached the bed. "You look hungry."

I was. Fucking starving, actually. The way her hips swayed when she walked naked toward me made my cock throb painfully against my boxers, but we both knew where this was heading first. It was Friday night, and Friday nights belonged to her throne.

"Get those off," she commanded, tugging at my underwear. I lifted my hips, letting her pull them down my legs. My cock sprang free, slapping against my stomach, but Mia barely gave it a glance. Her eyes were locked on my face, her prize.

"You remember the rules?" she asked, one knee already on the mattress.

"No hands unless you say so," I recited, placing my arms above my head. "No stopping until you come at least twice."

"Good boy," she smiled, crawling up my body. The scent of her arousal hit me before she even reached my chest. Sweet and musky—a perfume I'd grown addicted to. "And what do you say when you need to breathe?"

"Tap your thigh twice," I answered, my mouth already watering. "But I won't need to."

That made her laugh, the sound turning into a soft gasp as she positioned herself above me, knees on either side of my head. "Cocky bastard. Let's see if you can back that up."

The first touch of her pussy against my mouth sent electricity through my entire body. She was already wet, her folds glistening in the dim light of our bedroom. I extended my tongue, giving her a long, slow lick from her entrance to her clit, savoring the taste of her arousal.

"Fuck," she hissed, grinding down slightly. "That's it, baby. Get me nice and wet."

I didn't need the encouragement. My tongue circled her entrance, teasing but not penetrating, before flattening against her slit and dragging upward. When I reached her clit, I gave it a gentle suck, pulling the sensitive bud between my lips.

"God, your fucking mouth," she moaned, her hands finding the headboard for support. "Nobody eats pussy like you do."

Pride surged through me as I doubled my efforts, alternating between broad strokes of my tongue and focused attention on her clit. Mia began to move her hips, setting a rhythm that I matched with my mouth. This was the dance we'd perfected—her leading, me following, both of us climbing toward ecstasy.

"Right there," she gasped, grinding down harder. "Don't you fucking stop."

I had no intention of stopping. My world had narrowed to the taste of her, the feel of her thighs trembling against my cheeks, the sound of her increasingly desperate moans. My cock lay neglected against my stomach, leaking pre-cum, but I barely noticed. Making Mia come was all that mattered.

Her movements became more erratic, her breathing shallow. I knew she was close. I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked hard, flicking my tongue rapidly against the sensitive bundle of nerves.

"Fuck, fuck, FUCK!" she cried out, her thighs clamping around my head as she came. Her pussy pulsed against my mouth, flooding me with her release. I lapped at her greedily, drawing out her orgasm until she was shaking.

Most women might need a break after coming that hard. Not Mia. She lifted herself slightly, looking down at me with glazed eyes and flushed cheeks.

"One," she said breathlessly. "Ready for two?"

Before I could answer, she shifted forward, positioning her entrance directly over my mouth. "Tongue inside. Now."

I obeyed instantly, stiffening my tongue and pushing it as deep into her as I could. Mia threw her head back, a string of filthy curses falling from her lips as she began to ride my face in earnest. Her wetness coated my chin, my nose, my cheeks—marking me as hers.

"That's it," she moaned, rolling her hips. "Fuck me with that tongue. Make me come again."

The angle was perfect for her to grind her clit against my nose while my tongue worked inside her. I could feel her walls clenching, her body chasing another release. My lungs burned for air, but I wouldn't tap out. Not when she was this close.

"I'm gonna come all over your fucking face," she warned, her movements becoming frantic. "You want that, don't you? You want me to flood that pretty face of yours?"

I moaned into her pussy, the vibrations sending her over the edge. She came with a scream, her entire body shuddering as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her. True to her word, she gushed against my mouth, her release dripping down my cheeks and chin.

When she finally lifted herself off me, I gasped for air, my chest heaving. My face was soaked, my cock painfully hard, my mind dizzy with arousal and oxygen deprivation.

Mia looked down at me, satisfaction written across her features. "You look good wearing me," she said, tracing a finger through her wetness on my cheek before pushing it into my mouth. I sucked it clean, earning a smile of approval.

"Two," she counted, sliding down my body until she straddled my hips. My cock pressed against her ass, desperate for attention. "But I think we can do better than that, don't you?"

"Anything you want," I managed to rasp, my voice hoarse.

She laughed, leaning down to kiss me deeply, tasting herself on my lips. "That's what I like to hear. Because I invited Kayla over tonight."

My eyes widened. Kayla was Mia's best friend—tall, curvy, with a mouth that could make a sailor blush. We'd had a threesome with her once before, on Mia's birthday, but I hadn't expected a repeat performance.

"She should be here in about..." Mia glanced at the clock, "fifteen minutes. And she's been very curious about this throne I keep bragging about."

My cock twitched violently at the implication. "You want me to—"

"I want to watch her ride your face while I ride your cock," Mia said matter-of-factly, grinding her wet pussy against my length. "Then maybe we'll switch. Or maybe we'll both sit on your face together. We haven't decided yet."

The mental image alone nearly made me come untouched. Mia noticed my reaction and smirked, reaching between us to wrap her hand around my shaft.

"But first," she purred, positioning me at her entrance, "I think I'll take this for a spin. Consider it your reward for being such a good throne."

She sank down on me in one smooth motion, both of us groaning as she took me to the hilt. Her pussy was still sensitive from her orgasms, clenching around me like a vice.

"Fuck, you feel good," I groaned, fighting the urge to thrust upward.

"So do you," she moaned, beginning to ride me with the same expertise she'd shown on my face. "But don't you dare come yet. Not until Kayla gets her turn on the throne."

As Mia bounced on my cock, her breasts swaying hypnotically, I knew I was in for a long night. My face would be claimed as a throne not just by my girlfriend, but by her friend too. And somehow, I'd been lucky enough to become the man with the most coveted seat in the house.

The doorbell rang fifteen minutes later, right on schedule. Mia climbed off me with a wicked smile, my cock slipping out of her with an obscene wet sound.

"That'll be Kayla," she said, grabbing her robe from the floor. "Rest up, Your Majesty. Your throne is about to have another queen."


Chapter 2: Two Queens, One Throne

The sound of female laughter drifted down the hallway as I lay there, cock throbbing and face still damp with Mia's arousal. I could hear them in the living room—Mia's husky voice and Kayla's higher, more melodic tone—discussing me like I was the main course at a dinner they'd been anticipating for weeks.

"Is he ready?" Kayla asked, her voice carrying through the apartment.

"Oh, he's more than ready," Mia replied, and I could hear the smirk in her voice. "I've got him nice and warmed up for you."

My heart hammered against my ribs. The last time we'd been with Kayla had been incredible, but brief—a birthday gift for Mia that ended almost as quickly as it began. This time felt different. More deliberate. More planned.

The bedroom door swung open, and there they stood—Mia in her silk robe that did nothing to hide her curves, and Kayla, all five-foot-nine of her, wearing a tight black dress that hugged every inch of her voluptuous body. Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her red lips curved into a predatory smile when she saw me naked on the bed.

"Well, well," Kayla purred, her eyes traveling from my face to my cock and back again. "Mia wasn't exaggerating."

Mia closed the door behind them, leaning against it with a satisfied expression. "Did you think I was?"

"You know how it is," Kayla replied, kicking off her heels. "Everyone thinks their man has the magic tongue until you try it yourself." She approached the bed slowly, deliberately, like a lioness stalking her prey. "No offense, Josh."

"None taken," I managed, my mouth suddenly dry.

Mia pushed off from the door and moved to stand beside her friend. "He's been very well-trained," she said, reaching out to stroke my cheek. "Haven't you, baby?"

I nodded, unable to tear my eyes away from Kayla as she reached behind herself to unzip her dress. The fabric slid down her body, revealing a black lace bra that barely contained her generous breasts and matching panties that disappeared between the globes of her ass.

"Fuck," I breathed, earning a chuckle from both women.

"I told you he'd appreciate the lingerie," Mia said to Kayla, untying her own robe and letting it fall to the floor. The contrast between them was striking—Mia's petite, athletic frame against Kayla's lush curves. Both equally beautiful, equally intimidating.

"So," Kayla said, reaching behind to unclasp her bra, "how does this work exactly? Do I just..." She gestured vaguely toward my face as her breasts spilled free, heavy and full with dark nipples already hardened to stiff peaks.

"Allow me to demonstrate," Mia replied, climbing onto the bed. She straddled my chest, facing Kayla, her ass pressing against my sternum. "You want to position yourself so his mouth has full access," she explained, scooting forward until her pussy hovered inches from my lips. "Like this."

Without warning, she lowered herself onto my face, grinding slowly as my tongue automatically sought out her clit. She moaned, putting on a show for her friend. "See? The throne is all about your pleasure. He'll do all the work."

"And the rules?" Kayla asked, her voice noticeably huskier as she watched Mia ride my face.

"No hands unless given permission," Mia gasped as I sucked her clit between my lips. "And he taps twice on your thigh if he needs to breathe."

She lifted herself off me, leaving me gasping and even more aroused than before. "Your turn," she said to Kayla, moving to kneel beside my head.

Kayla didn't hesitate. She hooked her thumbs into her panties and slid them down her legs, revealing a neatly trimmed patch of dark hair above her pussy. Unlike Mia, who was always meticulously waxed, Kayla's natural look was incredibly erotic.

"You ready for me, Josh?" she asked, one knee already on the bed.

"Yes," I answered honestly, my cock twitching against my stomach at the prospect.

She climbed onto the bed with surprising grace for someone of her size, positioning herself above me just as Mia had demonstrated. The scent of her arousal was different from Mia's—headier, with an underlying sweetness that made my mouth water.

"Remember," Mia whispered in my ear as Kayla settled into position, "make her come at least twice. Show her why I call you my throne."

Kayla lowered herself slowly, tentatively, until her pussy made contact with my lips. I gave her a gentle, exploratory lick, getting my first taste of her. She was already wet, her folds slick with arousal.

"Oh," she breathed, her thighs tensing on either side of my head. "That's... nice."

"It gets better," Mia promised, her hand coming to rest on Kayla's hip. "Relax into it. He won't break."

Taking Mia's advice, Kayla pressed down more firmly, grinding slightly against my mouth. I responded by flattening my tongue and licking her from entrance to clit in long, steady strokes, learning what made her gasp and what made her moan.

"Fuck," Kayla groaned, her hands finding purchase on the headboard. "That's... fuck, that's good."

I could feel Mia's eyes on us, watching intently as her best friend rode my face. Her hand moved from Kayla's hip to her breast, cupping and squeezing the soft flesh.

"Told you," Mia said smugly, pinching Kayla's nipple and drawing a sharp gasp from her. "Best seat in the house."

Kayla was different from Mia in how she moved, how she responded. Where Mia was demanding and direct, Kayla was more exploratory, rolling her hips experimentally to find the angle that worked best for her. I adapted to her rhythm, focusing my attention on her clit when she ground forward and teasing her entrance when she rocked back.

"Oh god," she moaned, her movements becoming more purposeful. "Right there. Don't stop."

I had no intention of stopping. Her taste was intoxicating, her reactions fueling my own arousal. My cock lay neglected against my stomach, leaking pre-cum, but all my focus was on the woman riding my face.

"That's it," Mia encouraged, her hands now on both of Kayla's breasts, kneading and teasing. "Use his face. Take what you need."

Kayla's thighs began to tremble, her breathing shallow and quick. "I'm close," she gasped, grinding down harder. "Fuck, I'm so close."

I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked gently, flicking my tongue rapidly against the sensitive bud. The effect was immediate—Kayla cried out, her body going rigid as she came against my mouth. Her release flooded my tongue, different from Mia's but equally delicious.

"Holy shit," Kayla panted, her body still shuddering with aftershocks. "Holy fucking shit."

"One," Mia counted, just as she had with her own orgasms. "Ready for number two?"

Kayla nodded, still catching her breath. "Just... give me a second."

I used the brief respite to breathe deeply, preparing for round two. Kayla's thighs were still quivering on either side of my head, her pussy glistening with a mixture of her arousal and my saliva.

"Try this," Mia suggested, guiding Kayla to turn around so she was facing my feet. "Reverse throne. It hits different spots."

Kayla complied, carefully repositioning herself so her ass was now in my direct line of sight, her pussy still accessible to my mouth. The view was incredible—her full, round ass cheeks framing her glistening sex.

"Oh fuck," I heard Kayla say as she looked down the length of my body. "Look at his cock. It's fucking dripping."

"I know," Mia replied, her voice thick with arousal. "He gets so hard making us come. Don't worry, we'll take care of him soon."

Kayla lowered herself back onto my face, and I immediately went back to work, licking and sucking with renewed enthusiasm. From this angle, I could easily slip my tongue inside her while my nose pressed against her clit.

"Fuck!" she cried out, clearly not expecting the new sensation. "That's... oh god, that's deep."

I felt the bed shift as Mia moved, and then suddenly my cock was enveloped in wet heat. I groaned into Kayla's pussy as Mia took me into her mouth, sucking me in time with the strokes of my tongue.

"Is he eating you good?" Mia asked after releasing my cock with a pop.

"So fucking good," Kayla moaned, grinding back against my face. "I see why you call it your throne now."

"Our throne," Mia corrected, before taking me back into her mouth.

The dual sensation of Kayla on my face and Mia on my cock was almost too much to bear. I focused on Kayla, determined to make her come again before I lost control. I alternated between fucking her with my tongue and sucking on her clit, using everything I'd learned about what she liked.

"I'm gonna come again," Kayla announced, her voice high and tight. "Fuck, I'm gonna come all over his face."

Mia released my cock again. "Do it," she encouraged. "Flood his fucking face. Mark your throne."

That seemed to push Kayla over the edge. She came with a scream, her pussy clenching around my tongue as she gushed against my mouth and chin. I lapped at her eagerly, drawing out her orgasm until she was whimpering from oversensitivity.

"Two," Mia counted as Kayla lifted herself off me, collapsing onto the bed beside me. My face was soaked, my cock painfully hard, my mind swimming with the taste and scent of both women.

"Your turn," Kayla said to Mia, her chest still heaving. "Ride that cock while I watch. I need a minute to recover."

Mia didn't need to be told twice. She straddled my hips, positioning my cock at her entrance. "You've been so good," she praised, sinking down slowly. "Making us both come so hard on your face."

I groaned as she took me to the hilt, her pussy still sensitive from earlier and clenching around me like a vise. She began to ride me in earnest, her small breasts bouncing with each movement.

"How does he feel?" Kayla asked, propping herself up on an elbow to watch.

"Fucking amazing," Mia moaned, grinding down hard. "So big. So hard."

Kayla moved closer, her hand coming up to cup Mia's breast. "Let me help," she offered, leaning in to take Mia's nipple into her mouth.

The sight of Kayla sucking on Mia's breast while Mia rode my cock was almost enough to make me come on the spot. I gritted my teeth, determined to hold out.

"Fuck, that feels good," Mia gasped, her rhythm faltering slightly. "Both of you... making me feel so good."

Kayla's free hand slid between Mia's legs, finding her clit and rubbing it in tight circles. Mia's moans grew louder, her movements more frantic.

"I'm gonna come again," she announced, her pussy clenching around me. "Fuck, I'm coming!"

She shuddered above me, her orgasm rippling through her body. The feeling of her pussy pulsing around my cock pushed me dangerously close to the edge.

"My turn," Kayla said as soon as Mia's orgasm subsided. The two women exchanged positions with practiced ease, as if they'd done this countless times before.

Kayla's pussy was different from Mia's—tighter, hotter, gripping me like she never wanted to let go. She sank down on me with a long, low moan, taking me inch by inch until I was fully seated inside her.

"Fuck, you're big," she breathed, adjusting to my size. "Bigger than I remembered."

Mia laughed, moving to kneel beside my head. "He gets bigger when he's really turned on," she explained, running her fingers through my hair. "And watching you ride his face definitely turned him on."

Kayla began to move, rising up until just the tip of my cock remained inside her before slamming back down. The pace she set was punishing, her heavy breasts bouncing hypnotically with each thrust.

"You like that?" she asked, her eyes locked on mine. "You like how my pussy feels after you made me come with your mouth?"

"Yes," I managed, fighting to hold back my orgasm. "Fuck yes."

Mia leaned down to whisper in my ear, her voice low and seductive. "You can come inside her if you want. She's on birth control. Or you can come on her tits. Your choice."

The permission was all I needed. After a few more of Kayla's powerful thrusts, I felt my orgasm building at the base of my spine, unstoppable and overwhelming.

"I'm gonna come," I warned, my hands gripping Kayla's hips.

"Inside," she demanded, grinding down hard. "Fill me up."

I exploded with a shout, pumping what felt like endless streams of cum into Kayla's welcoming heat. She continued to ride me through my orgasm, milking every last drop until I was completely spent.

When she finally lifted herself off me, my cum dripped from her pussy onto my stomach. Mia immediately moved between Kayla's legs, licking her clean with long, deliberate strokes of her tongue.

"Fuck," Kayla moaned, her hand tangling in Mia's hair. "That's so hot."

I watched, dazed and satisfied, as Mia brought Kayla to one final orgasm with her mouth. The sight of my girlfriend eating my cum out of her best friend's pussy was something I never thought I'd see, but would definitely never forget.

When they were both finally satisfied, they collapsed on either side of me, their bodies warm and slick with sweat against mine.

"So," Mia said, tracing patterns on my chest, "same time next week?"

Kayla laughed, her hand joining Mia's on my torso. "Definitely. The throne lives up to the hype."

As I lay there between them, my face and cock thoroughly used by two beautiful women, I couldn't help but smile. Being Mia's throne—our throne—was the best job in the world.

"Next time," Mia mused, her fingers trailing dangerously close to my slowly recovering cock, "we should invite Rachel."

"Rachel?" I echoed, thinking of Mia's redheaded coworker with the perpetual innocent expression.

Both women laughed at my surprised tone.

"Trust me," Kayla said, her hand wrapping around my semi-hard cock, "Rachel's been dying for a turn on the throne. Haven't you noticed how she always stares at your mouth when we go out?"

I hadn't noticed, but the thought of adding a third woman to our arrangement sent a fresh surge of blood to my cock.

"I think he likes that idea," Mia observed, watching me harden in Kayla's grip. "What do you say, throne? Ready for a third queen?"

As Kayla's hand began to stroke me back to full hardness and Mia's mouth descended toward my chest, I knew my answer didn't really matter. The queens had already decided, and the throne would serve.

And honestly, I couldn't wait.


Chapter 3: The Innocent Queen

Rachel wasn't at all what I expected.

When Mia first suggested inviting her redheaded coworker to join our "throne sessions," I'd pictured the shy, seemingly innocent woman I'd met at company parties—the one who blushed when conversations turned even mildly suggestive, who wore modest dresses and spoke in a voice so soft you had to lean in to hear her.

That Rachel disappeared the moment she stepped through our apartment door on Friday night.

"Sorry I'm late," she announced, shrugging off her coat to reveal a skin-tight black dress that left little to the imagination. "Traffic was a bitch."

Her voice wasn't soft anymore—it was confident, almost commanding. Her fiery red hair, usually pulled back in a conservative ponytail, now cascaded over her shoulders in loose waves. And the way she looked at me, her green eyes traveling slowly from my face to my crotch and back again, made it clear she wasn't here for casual conversation.

"Worth the wait," Mia replied, taking Rachel's coat and hanging it by the door. "Drink?"

"Please," Rachel said, kicking off her heels. "Something strong. I've been thinking about this all week."

Kayla emerged from the bathroom, already down to her underwear—a matching purple set that contrasted beautifully with her dark skin. "Rachel!" she exclaimed, pulling the redhead into a hug that pressed their bodies together in a way that made my mouth go dry. "You made it!"

"Wouldn't miss it," Rachel replied, her hands lingering on Kayla's waist. "Mia's been texting me details all week. Very explicit details."

All three women turned to look at me, and I felt heat rise to my face. I was still fully clothed, sitting on the couch, suddenly feeling like prey surrounded by predators.

"He's even better in person," Kayla assured her, accepting a glass of wine from Mia. "Trust me."

Rachel took her own glass, her eyes never leaving mine as she took a long sip. "I've always wondered about that mouth of his," she admitted. "The way he talks in meetings—so articulate, so precise. I've had... thoughts."

"We've all had thoughts," Mia laughed, settling beside me on the couch and placing a possessive hand on my thigh. "That's why we're here."

The casual way they discussed me, as if I were a particularly interesting sex toy they were eager to share, sent a jolt of arousal through my body. My cock strained against my jeans, already half-hard from the anticipation.

"So," Rachel said, setting down her glass and reaching behind herself to unzip her dress, "how does this work exactly?"

The dress slid down her body, revealing a lacy red bra that barely contained her surprisingly full breasts and matching panties that disappeared between her pale thighs. Her body was a stark contrast to both Mia's athletic frame and Kayla's lush curves—petite but curvy in all the right places, with creamy skin that practically begged to be marked.

"It's pretty simple," Mia explained, her hand moving higher on my thigh. "Josh here serves as our throne. His face, specifically."

"His very talented face," Kayla added, already unhooking her bra and letting her heavy breasts fall free.

"The rules are straightforward," Mia continued, unbuttoning my shirt with practiced fingers. "He stays still, uses his mouth to please whoever's sitting on him, and doesn't use his hands unless given permission."

Rachel's eyes darkened with desire. "And what about his cock? Does that get any attention?"

"Eventually," Mia promised, pulling my shirt off my shoulders. "But the throne comes first. Always."

"Always," I agreed, speaking for the first time since Rachel had arrived.

The sound of my voice seemed to break something loose in Rachel. She crossed the room in three quick strides, dropped to her knees in front of me, and pressed her lips against mine in a hungry kiss that tasted of wine and desperation.

"I've wanted to do that since the Christmas party," she breathed when she finally pulled away. "When you were explaining the quarterly reports and all I could think about was your mouth between my legs."

"Jesus, Rachel," Kayla laughed, now completely naked and perched on the arm of the couch. "Save some for the bedroom."

"Bedroom. Right," Rachel nodded, standing and adjusting her bra. "Lead the way."

Mia helped me up, her hands already working on my belt. "You're in for a treat," she whispered in my ear. "Rachel's been sending me some very interesting texts about what she wants to do to you."

By the time we reached the bedroom, I was down to my boxers, my erection obvious through the thin fabric. The women arranged themselves around the bed—Mia and Kayla sitting side by side against the headboard, Rachel standing uncertainly at the foot.

"How should we do this?" Rachel asked, her earlier confidence wavering slightly.

"Well," Mia said, patting the space beside her, "usually we take turns riding his face while the others watch or participate. But since it's your first time on the throne..."

"We thought you should go first," Kayla finished, her hand already between her legs, teasing herself. "Get the full experience without distraction."

Rachel's eyes widened. "All of you just... watching me?"

"Is that a problem?" Mia asked, her head tilted in curiosity.

A slow, wicked smile spread across Rachel's face. "Not at all. I've always enjoyed an audience."

With that, she reached behind herself and unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor. Her breasts were smaller than Kayla's but larger than Mia's, perfectly proportioned to her frame with pale pink nipples that hardened under our collective gaze.

"Lie down," she commanded me, hooking her thumbs into her panties and sliding them down her legs. Unlike Mia's bare pussy or Kayla's neat trim, Rachel sported a small, perfectly groomed strip of fiery red hair above her sex. "I want to see what all the fuss is about."

I complied immediately, positioning myself in the center of the bed. Rachel crawled up my body with predatory grace, her eyes locked on mine. When she reached my chest, she paused, lowering her head to flick her tongue across my nipple.

"Fuck," I gasped, not expecting the jolt of pleasure that shot straight to my cock.

"Sensitive," she noted with a satisfied smirk. "Good to know."

She continued her journey upward, positioning herself above my face. The scent of her arousal was different from both Mia and Kayla—lighter, with a hint of something floral.

"Remember," Mia instructed from beside us, "tap her thigh twice if you need to breathe."

"He won't need to," Rachel said confidently, lowering herself until her pussy hovered just inches from my lips. "I've been told I taste delicious."

Without waiting for a response, she pressed herself against my mouth. I gave her an experimental lick, getting my first taste of her. She was already wet, her folds slick with arousal that tasted sweeter than I expected.

"Oh," she breathed, her thighs tensing on either side of my head. "That's... nice."

I flattened my tongue and licked her from entrance to clit in a long, slow stroke, learning her body. When I reached her clit, I circled it gently, gauging her reaction.

"Harder," she demanded, grinding down slightly. "Don't tease me."

I obeyed, increasing the pressure on her clit and establishing a steady rhythm with my tongue. Rachel began to move her hips, finding the angle that worked best for her. Unlike Mia's demanding pace or Kayla's exploratory movements, Rachel rode my face with precise, calculated motions—like she knew exactly what she wanted and how to get it.

"Fuck, that's good," she moaned, her hands finding purchase on the headboard above me. "Use your lips too. Suck on it."

I complied, wrapping my lips around her clit and sucking gently while my tongue continued to flick against the sensitive bud. The effect was immediate—Rachel's back arched, a string of filthy curses falling from her lips.

"That's it," she hissed, grinding down harder. "Just like that. Don't fucking stop."

From the corner of my eye, I could see Mia and Kayla watching intently, both of them touching themselves as they observed Rachel riding my face. The knowledge that I was performing for all three of them spurred me on, making me redouble my efforts.

I alternated between broad strokes of my tongue and focused attention on her clit, adapting to her rhythm and responding to her increasingly vocal cues. Rachel was not shy about what she wanted, directing me with explicit instructions that left no room for misinterpretation.

"Inside," she commanded, shifting her position slightly. "Tongue inside me. Now."

I stiffened my tongue and pushed it as deep into her as I could, feeling her walls clench around the intrusion. Rachel threw her head back, a sound somewhere between a moan and a growl escaping her throat.

"Fuck yes," she gasped, riding my tongue with abandon. "That's it. Fuck me with that tongue."

I could hear Mia and Kayla's breathing growing heavier beside us, their own pleasure building as they watched Rachel use my face for her satisfaction. The room filled with the sounds of female arousal—moans, gasps, the wet sounds of fingers working between legs.

"I'm close," Rachel announced, her movements becoming more erratic. "So fucking close. Back to my clit. Now."

I immediately shifted my attention back to her clit, sealing my lips around it and sucking while my tongue flicked rapidly against the swollen bud. Rachel's thighs began to tremble, her breathing shallow and quick.

"Yes, yes, YES!" she cried out, her body going rigid as she came against my mouth. Her release flooded my tongue, sweeter than I expected, her pussy pulsing with each wave of her orgasm.

Unlike Mia and Kayla, who usually needed a moment to recover, Rachel immediately repositioned herself, turning around so her ass was in my face, her pussy still accessible to my mouth.

"Again," she demanded, lowering herself back onto my face. "Make me come again. Right now."

I didn't hesitate, diving back in with renewed enthusiasm. From this angle, I could easily slip my tongue inside her while my nose pressed against her clit, creating dual points of stimulation that had her moaning within seconds.

"Fuck, that's good," she gasped, grinding back against my face. "So fucking good."

I felt the bed shift as Mia and Kayla moved closer, their hands reaching out to caress Rachel's body. Mia cupped Rachel's breasts from behind, pinching and rolling her nipples, while Kayla leaned in to kiss her deeply.

The sight above me was incredible—three beautiful women touching, kissing, moaning, all while I worked diligently between Rachel's thighs. My cock throbbed painfully against my stomach, leaking pre-cum, but I focused entirely on Rachel's pleasure.

"He's so hard," I heard Kayla say, her hand wrapping around my shaft. "Look how much he's leaking."

"He loves it," Mia replied, her voice thick with arousal. "Don't you, baby? You love being our throne."

I moaned into Rachel's pussy in affirmation, the vibration drawing a sharp gasp from her. Kayla's hand began to stroke me slowly, her grip firm but gentle, while I continued to lick and suck at Rachel's sex.

"I'm gonna come again," Rachel announced, her voice high and tight. "Fuck, I'm gonna come all over his face."

"Do it," Mia encouraged, her hands still working Rachel's breasts. "Flood his fucking face. Mark your throne."

Those words seemed to push Rachel over the edge. She came with a scream, her pussy clenching around my tongue as she gushed against my mouth and chin. I lapped at her eagerly, drawing out her orgasm until she was whimpering from oversensitivity.

When she finally lifted herself off me, my face was soaked, my cock painfully hard in Kayla's grip, my mind swimming with the taste and scent of Rachel's arousal.

"Holy shit," Rachel panted, collapsing onto the bed beside me. "That was... holy fucking shit."

"Told you," Kayla smirked, still slowly stroking my cock. "Best seat in the house."

Rachel looked down at me, her chest still heaving with exertion. "Your turn," she said to Mia. "I want to watch him make you come."

Mia didn't need to be told twice. She straddled my face, facing Rachel, and lowered herself onto my waiting mouth. The familiar taste of her arousal mixed with the lingering sweetness of Rachel's, creating an intoxicating blend on my tongue.

"He's so good at this," Mia moaned as I immediately found her clit and sucked it between my lips. "So fucking good."

Rachel watched with fascination as Mia rode my face, her hand drifting between her own legs again. "Does he always make you come this quickly?"

"Always," Mia gasped, already approaching her peak. "He knows exactly how I like it."

I demonstrated my knowledge by focusing all my attention on her clit, alternating between firm, circular motions with my tongue and gentle suction with my lips. Mia's thighs began to tremble on either side of my head, her moans growing louder.

"I'm coming," she announced, grinding down hard. "Fuck, I'm coming on your face!"

Her orgasm washed over her in waves, her pussy pulsing against my mouth as I lapped at her greedily. When she finally lifted herself off me, she was replaced almost immediately by Kayla, who positioned herself above me with practiced ease.

"My turn," she declared, sinking down onto my face without hesitation.

I welcomed the familiar taste of her, adapting my technique to what I knew she preferred—long, broad strokes of my tongue followed by focused attention on her entrance. Kayla moaned appreciatively, her heavy breasts swaying as she began to ride my face in earnest.

"Fuck, I missed this," she groaned, finding her rhythm. "His tongue is fucking magical."

Rachel and Mia watched from either side, their hands roaming over Kayla's body, teasing her nipples and caressing her thighs. The combined attention had Kayla approaching her peak in record time.

"I'm gonna come," she warned, her movements becoming frantic. "Make me come with that fucking tongue!"

I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked hard, flicking my tongue rapidly against the sensitive bud. Kayla came with a shout, her entire body shuddering as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her.

When she finally lifted herself off me, I gasped for air, my face soaked with the arousal of three different women. My cock was painfully hard, throbbing with each heartbeat, desperate for release.

"Look at him," Rachel marveled, trailing a finger through the wetness on my cheek. "Absolutely drenched."

"He wears it well," Mia agreed, her hand wrapping around my shaft. "But I think our throne deserves a reward, don't you?"

"Definitely," Kayla nodded, moving down my body to position herself between my legs. "What did you have in mind?"

Mia looked at Rachel, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "What do you think, Rachel? How should we reward our throne?"

Rachel's eyes darkened with desire. "I want to ride his cock while you ride his face," she said decisively. "And Kayla can sit on his hand."

"Perfect," Mia agreed, straddling my chest and facing Rachel. "You heard the lady, Josh. Hands up."

I raised my hands, allowing Kayla to position herself over my right one. She guided my fingers to her entrance, gasping as I immediately pushed two inside her.

"Fuck," she moaned, beginning to ride my hand. "His fingers are almost as good as his tongue."

Rachel straddled my hips, positioning my cock at her entrance. "I've been thinking about this since the moment I walked in," she admitted, sinking down slowly. "Fuck, you're big."

I groaned as she took me inch by inch, her pussy tighter than I expected and gripping me like a vise. When she finally bottomed out, taking me to the hilt, we both moaned at the sensation.

"Now me," Mia said, lowering herself onto my face. The familiar taste of her arousal filled my mouth as I immediately went to work, licking and sucking with practiced precision.

The three women established a rhythm, each using a different part of my body for their pleasure. Rachel rode my cock with deliberate, measured strokes, taking me deep with each downward movement. Mia ground against my face, her clit finding friction against my tongue. Kayla bounced on my hand, my fingers curling inside her to hit her g-spot with each thrust.

The room filled with the sounds of female pleasure—moans, gasps, the wet sounds of bodies joining together. I was surrounded by sensation, overwhelmed in the best possible way. The taste of Mia on my tongue, the feel of Rachel clenching around my cock, the warmth of Kayla on my hand—it was almost too much to process.

"I'm close again," Rachel announced, her pace increasing. "His cock feels so fucking good."

"Come on his cock," Mia encouraged, her own movements becoming more erratic as she approached another orgasm. "I want to feel you come while I'm riding his face."

That seemed to push Rachel over the edge. She came with a cry, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my shaft. The sensation was incredible, pushing me dangerously close to my own release.

"Don't come yet," Mia warned, lifting herself slightly to speak before settling back onto my face. "Not until we all come again."

I gritted my teeth, fighting back my orgasm as Rachel continued to ride me through her climax. Kayla was next, crying out as my fingers found that perfect spot inside her, her release coating my hand and wrist.

Mia was the last to come, grinding down hard against my mouth as her orgasm washed over her. "Now," she gasped, lifting herself off my face. "Come inside Rachel. Fill her up."

The permission was all I needed. After a few more of Rachel's tight, wet strokes, I exploded inside her, pumping what felt like endless streams of cum into her welcoming heat. She moaned at the sensation, grinding down to milk every last drop from me.

When we were all finally spent, the four of us collapsed onto the bed in a tangle of limbs and sweat-slicked skin. My face and hand were soaked with female arousal, my cock softening but still twitching occasionally from aftershocks.

"Well," Rachel said after a long moment of contented silence, "that was certainly worth the wait."

"Told you," Kayla laughed, her head resting on my chest.

"So," Mia mused, her fingers tracing patterns on my stomach, "same time next week?"

Rachel propped herself up on an elbow, her green eyes gleaming with mischief. "Actually, I was thinking... my sister's coming to town next weekend. She's always been curious about my... adventures."

The implication hung in the air, sending a fresh surge of blood to my slowly recovering cock.

"Four queens," Mia said thoughtfully, her hand wrapping around my semi-hard shaft. "Think the throne can handle it?"

As the three women exchanged knowing looks, their hands already beginning to roam over my body again, I knew my answer didn't matter. The queens had decided, and the throne would serve.

And honestly, I couldn't fucking wait.


Chapter 4: The Royal Flush

I'd never considered myself a religious man, but as I lay in the center of our king-sized bed, surrounded by four naked women, I was pretty sure I'd found heaven.

"Are you sure he can handle all of us?" asked Vanessa, Rachel's sister, her voice carrying the same husky quality but with a deeper timbre that vibrated through my already aching cock.

Where Rachel was fire—all pale skin and flaming red hair—Vanessa was ice. Platinum blonde hair cascaded down her back, framing piercing blue eyes and full lips painted blood red. Her body was a mirror image of her sister's, but with larger breasts that swayed hypnotically as she crawled onto the bed.

"Oh, he can handle it," Mia assured her, already naked and straddling my chest. "Our throne has never disappointed."

"Throne?" Vanessa arched a perfectly shaped eyebrow.

Rachel laughed, positioning herself between my legs, her warm breath teasing my cock. "That's what we call his face. You'll understand why soon enough."

Kayla, kneeling beside my head, ran her fingers through my hair. "We've been training him for months. He knows exactly how to please each of us."

"And now you," Mia added, sliding forward until her pussy hovered inches from my lips. "But first, I need to warm him up."

Without warning, she lowered herself onto my face, grinding her already wet sex against my mouth. I responded immediately, my tongue finding her clit and circling it with practiced precision.

"Fuck," Mia moaned, her thighs tensing on either side of my head. "See? He knows exactly what I need."

I felt warm wetness envelop my cock as Rachel took me into her mouth, sucking me deep while her hand worked the base. The dual sensation of Mia on my face and Rachel on my cock sent electricity through my entire body.

"Don't let him come yet," Kayla warned, her hands massaging Mia's breasts from behind. "We've got plans for that load."

I heard Vanessa's appreciative hum as she watched her sister work my shaft. "You weren't exaggerating," she said. "He's fucking huge."

"Wait till you feel him inside you," Rachel replied, releasing my cock with a wet pop. "But his tongue is the main event."

Mia was already approaching her peak, her movements becoming more erratic as she ground against my face. "Fuck, I'm gonna come," she gasped, her hands finding purchase on the headboard. "Make me come on your fucking face!"

I doubled my efforts, sucking her clit between my lips while my tongue flicked rapidly against the sensitive bud. She came with a scream, her release flooding my mouth and chin as her pussy pulsed against my tongue.

When she finally lifted herself off me, my face was slick with her arousal, my cock painfully hard in Rachel's grip.

"My turn," Kayla announced, quickly taking Mia's place. She positioned herself above me, her heavy breasts hanging tantalizingly close to my face. "I need that tongue inside me."

She lowered herself onto my mouth, and I immediately pushed my tongue into her entrance, fucking her with firm, deep strokes. Kayla moaned, her hips rolling to meet each thrust of my tongue.

"Fuck, that's good," she groaned, reaching down to spread herself wider for me. "Get in there. Deeper."

I felt the bed shift as Vanessa moved closer, her curiosity evident in her voice. "Does it really feel that good?"

"Better than any toy," Kayla assured her, grinding down harder. "Better than most cocks. His tongue... fuck, his tongue is magic."

I continued working Kayla with my tongue, occasionally moving up to suck on her clit before diving back inside her. Her thighs began to tremble, a sure sign she was close.

"I'm gonna come," she warned, her movements becoming frantic. "Fuck, I'm coming on your face!"

Her orgasm hit hard, her pussy clenching around my tongue as she flooded my mouth with her release. I lapped at her greedily, drawing out her pleasure until she was whimpering from oversensitivity.

As Kayla lifted herself off me, gasping for breath, Rachel took her place. "My turn on the throne," she declared, positioning herself above my face. "I've been thinking about this all day."

She sank down onto my mouth, and I immediately went to work, knowing exactly how she liked it—firm pressure on her clit, alternating between circular motions and rapid flicks of my tongue.

"Yes," she hissed, grinding down. "Just like that. Don't fucking stop."

I felt hands on my cock—multiple hands, working together to stroke me from base to tip. The sensation was overwhelming, pushing me dangerously close to the edge.

"He's leaking so much," I heard Vanessa say, her voice thick with arousal. "Does he always get this wet?"

"Only when he's really turned on," Mia explained. "And having four women use him definitely turns him on."

Rachel's movements became more urgent, her breathing shallow and quick. "I'm close," she gasped, grinding down harder. "So fucking close."

I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked hard, flicking my tongue rapidly against the sensitive bud. She came with a cry, her entire body shuddering as waves of pleasure crashed through her.

When she finally lifted herself off me, my face was drenched, my cock throbbing painfully in the grip of whoever was stroking it.

"Your turn," Rachel said to her sister, sliding off me with a satisfied sigh. "See what all the fuss is about."

Vanessa hesitated only briefly before positioning herself above me. Unlike the others, who had been confident in their movements, she seemed almost nervous.

"Just relax," Mia coached from beside us. "Lower yourself down. He'll do all the work."

Vanessa nodded, slowly lowering herself until her pussy made contact with my lips. I gave her a gentle, exploratory lick, getting my first taste of her. She was already wet, her arousal carrying a slightly tangy flavor that differed from her sister's sweetness.

"Oh," she breathed, her thighs tensing on either side of my head. "That's... nice."

I continued with gentle, broad strokes of my tongue, letting her get accustomed to the sensation before gradually increasing the pressure. When my tongue found her clit, she gasped, her hips jerking involuntarily.

"Fuck," she moaned, her hands finding purchase on the headboard. "That's... fuck, that's good."

Encouraged by her response, I focused my attention on her clit, circling it with firm, deliberate strokes of my tongue. Vanessa began to move her hips, tentatively at first, then with increasing confidence as she found her rhythm.

"Now you see why we call it the throne," Rachel said, her hand joining the others on my cock. "He serves us so well."

Vanessa's movements became more purposeful, her moans growing louder as she ground against my face. "I'm already close," she admitted, her voice tight with approaching orgasm. "His tongue is... fuck, it's incredible."

"Let go," Mia encouraged, her hands caressing Vanessa's breasts. "Come on his face. Mark your throne."

That seemed to push Vanessa over the edge. She came with a scream, her pussy pulsing against my mouth as she flooded me with her release. I lapped at her eagerly, drawing out her orgasm until she was trembling from the intensity.

When she finally lifted herself off me, her legs shaking, she looked down at me with wide eyes. "Holy shit," she breathed. "That was... holy fucking shit."

"Told you," Rachel smirked, helping her sister move to the side. "Best seat in the house."

My face was completely soaked, a mixture of four different women's arousal coating my cheeks, chin, and lips. My cock lay against my stomach, harder than I'd ever been, leaking pre-cum in a steady stream.

"I think our throne deserves a reward," Mia declared, straddling my hips. "What do you say, ladies? Should we let him come?"

"Not yet," Kayla replied, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "I want to feel him inside me first."

"We all do," Rachel added, her eyes dark with desire. "I say we take turns riding his cock until he can't hold back anymore."

"And whoever he's inside when he comes gets the load," Vanessa suggested, already recovering from her intense orgasm.

"Perfect," Mia agreed, positioning my cock at her entrance. "I'll go first."

She sank down on me in one smooth motion, taking me to the hilt. We both groaned at the sensation—her tight, wet heat enveloping me completely.

"Fuck, you feel good," she moaned, beginning to ride me with slow, deliberate strokes. "So hard. So big."

The other women arranged themselves around us—Kayla kneeling beside my head, Rachel and Vanessa on either side of my chest. Their hands roamed over both Mia's body and mine, pinching nipples, scratching skin, adding to the overwhelming sensations.

"Don't come yet," Mia warned as she increased her pace, bouncing on my cock with abandon. "Not until we've all had a turn."

I gritted my teeth, fighting back my orgasm as Mia rode me to her own climax. She came with a shout, her pussy clenching around me like a vise, making it even harder to hold back.

When she finally lifted herself off me, my cock slapped against my stomach, wet with her arousal and still painfully hard.

"My turn," Kayla announced, quickly taking Mia's place. She positioned herself above me, her back to my face, and slowly lowered herself onto my shaft. "Fuck, he's so deep like this."

The reverse cowgirl position gave everyone a perfect view of my cock disappearing into Kayla's pussy with each downward stroke. She set a punishing pace, her ass slapping against my thighs as she bounced on me.

"Play with my ass," she demanded, and I felt fingers—not mine—circling her asshole, pressing gently but not penetrating.

"You like that?" Rachel asked, her finger teasing Kayla's tight hole. "You want something in here too?"

"Yes," Kayla moaned, her pace faltering slightly. "Fuck yes."

I felt Rachel's finger push slowly into Kayla's ass, the added stimulation making her clench even tighter around my cock. The sight and sensation were almost too much to bear.

"I'm gonna come," Kayla warned, her movements becoming erratic. "Fuck, I'm coming on his cock!"

Her orgasm rippled through her, her pussy pulsing around me as she cried out in pleasure. I was dangerously close to my own release, my balls tight and heavy between my legs.

When Kayla finally lifted herself off me, I was trembling with the effort of holding back my orgasm. My cock glistened with her arousal, twitching with each rapid heartbeat.

"He's close," Mia observed, wrapping her hand around my shaft and squeezing firmly at the base. "We need to slow him down."

"I know how," Rachel said, a mischievous glint in her eye. She lowered her head and took one of my balls into her mouth, sucking gently while Mia continued to grip the base of my cock.

The combination of pleasure and the pressure at the base of my shaft helped stave off my impending orgasm. When Rachel released me with a wet pop, I was still rock hard but no longer on the edge.

"My turn," she declared, straddling my hips. She positioned my cock at her entrance and sank down slowly, taking me inch by inch until I was fully seated inside her. "Fuck, you feel even bigger than last time."

She began to ride me with long, measured strokes, lifting herself until just the tip remained inside before slamming back down. The pace she set was deliberate, designed to build pleasure without pushing me over the edge too quickly.

"Touch my clit," she instructed, and I felt fingers—Vanessa's—circling her sister's clit as she rode me.

"Like this?" Vanessa asked, her movements mirroring the pace of Rachel's hips.

"Yes," Rachel moaned, her head falling back. "Just like that. Make me come while he's inside me."

The sight of Vanessa touching her sister while Rachel rode my cock was incredibly erotic. I watched, transfixed, as Rachel's pleasure built, her movements becoming more urgent.

"I'm coming," she announced, her pussy clenching around me as her orgasm washed over her. "Fuck, I'm coming on your cock!"

She rode me through her climax, her inner walls pulsing around my shaft. When she finally lifted herself off me, I was once again teetering on the edge of my own release.

"Last but not least," Vanessa said, taking her sister's place. She positioned herself above me, her blue eyes locked on mine as she slowly lowered herself onto my cock. "Oh my god."

The sensation of entering her for the first time drew groans from both of us. She was incredibly tight, her pussy gripping me like a fist as she took me to the hilt.

"He's so deep," she gasped, adjusting to my size. "I can feel him in my fucking stomach."

She began to move, establishing a rhythm that had us both moaning. Unlike the others, who had ridden me with confidence and purpose, Vanessa's movements were exploratory, as if she was discovering what felt best with each stroke.

"That's it," Mia encouraged, her hands on Vanessa's hips, guiding her. "Use his cock. Take what you need."

Vanessa's pace increased, her confidence growing as she found the angle that worked best for her. Her breasts bounced with each movement, her platinum hair sticking to her sweat-slicked skin.

"I want your cum," she declared, her voice husky with desire. "I want to feel you explode inside me."

"Not yet," Mia cautioned, her hand once again wrapping around the base of my cock as Vanessa lifted herself up. "We have one more thing planned."

Vanessa whimpered in protest but allowed herself to be guided off my cock. I lay there, breathing heavily, my shaft glistening with the arousal of four different women and throbbing with the need for release.

"What now?" I managed to ask, my voice hoarse with desire.

Mia exchanged looks with the others, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "We want to try something new," she explained. "All four of us, at once."

My eyes widened as I tried to imagine how that would work. "How—"

"You'll be inside me," Mia said, straddling my hips and positioning my cock at her entrance. "Kayla will ride your face. Rachel will ride your hand. And Vanessa..."

"Will ride your other hand," Vanessa finished, already moving to position herself beside me.

The logistics seemed impossible, but the women had clearly thought this through. Mia sank down on my cock, taking me to the hilt with a satisfied moan. Kayla positioned herself above my face, her pussy hovering inches from my lips. Rachel and Vanessa each took one of my hands, guiding my fingers to their entrances.

"Ready?" Mia asked, looking down at me with lust-darkened eyes.

I nodded, beyond words at this point. The sensation of being surrounded by four beautiful, eager women was overwhelming in the best possible way.

They moved as one, each finding their rhythm on a different part of my body. Mia rode my cock with deep, grinding strokes. Kayla lowered herself onto my face, her familiar taste filling my mouth as I immediately went to work with my tongue. Rachel and Vanessa guided my fingers inside them, each using my hand to find their pleasure.

The room filled with the sounds of female ecstasy—moans, gasps, the wet sounds of bodies joining together. I was surrounded by sensation, overwhelmed by the taste, smell, and feel of four different women using me for their pleasure.

"I'm close," Mia announced, her pace increasing. "So fucking close."

"Me too," Kayla moaned, grinding down harder on my face.

"Us too," Rachel and Vanessa said almost in unison, their movements becoming more urgent on my hands.

The combined stimulation was too much to bear. I felt my orgasm building at the base of my spine, unstoppable and overwhelming.

"I'm gonna come," I managed to gasp as Kayla briefly lifted herself to allow me to speak.

"Inside me," Mia demanded, grinding down hard. "Fill me up. Now!"

The permission was all I needed. With a shout that was muffled by Kayla's pussy, I exploded inside Mia, pumping what felt like endless streams of cum into her welcoming heat. The intensity of my orgasm triggered a chain reaction—Mia came first, her pussy clenching around my cock as she milked every drop from me. Kayla followed, flooding my face with her release as she ground against my mouth. Rachel and Vanessa came almost simultaneously, their pussies pulsing around my fingers as they rode my hands to completion.

When we were all finally spent, the five of us collapsed onto the bed in a tangle of limbs and sweat-slicked skin. My face was soaked, my hands were wet, my cock was softening inside Mia, and my mind was completely blown by what had just happened.

"Holy fuck," Rachel was the first to speak, her voice hoarse from screaming. "That was..."

"Incredible," Vanessa finished, still trembling from her intense orgasm.

"The best yet," Kayla agreed, her head resting on my chest.

Mia lifted herself off my cock with a satisfied sigh, my cum dripping from her onto my stomach. "Our throne has served us well," she declared, leaning down to kiss me deeply. "Very well indeed."

As I lay there, surrounded by four beautiful, satisfied women, I couldn't help but smile. Being their throne—serving them, pleasing them, belonging to them—was better than any fantasy I could have imagined.

"Same time next week?" Mia asked, her fingers already tracing patterns on my slowly recovering cock.

The other women exchanged knowing looks, their hands beginning to roam over my body again.

"Actually," Rachel said, her eyes gleaming with mischief, "I was thinking we could make this a twice-weekly thing. Tuesdays and Fridays."

"Perfect," Kayla agreed, her hand joining Mia's on my shaft. "The throne should be used regularly, don't you think?"

"Definitely," Vanessa nodded, leaning down to flick her tongue across my nipple. "And I'm moving to town next month, so I'll be available for all the... royal appointments."

As their hands and mouths began to work me back to hardness, I realized that my life had changed forever. I was no longer just Josh, the boyfriend, the friend, the coworker. I was the throne—their throne—and my purpose was to serve.

And fuck, what a purpose it was.

"Ready for round two?" Mia asked, her hand wrapped firmly around my now fully hard cock.

I looked up at the four beautiful women surrounding me, their eyes dark with renewed desire, and gave the only possible answer:

"Your throne awaits, my queens."

As the night deepened, our bodies finally surrendered to exhaustion. The five of us lay tangled together, a constellation of limbs and satisfied sighs, the sheets beneath us hopelessly soaked with sweat and release.

"I never thought sharing could be this good," Mia murmured, her head resting on my chest, fingers lazily tracing the bite marks Vanessa had left on my shoulder.

"The throne belongs to all of us now," Rachel agreed, her fiery hair splayed across my stomach, one leg draped possessively over mine.

Kayla laughed softly, her full breasts pressed against my side. "A royal arrangement for royal pussy."

"I'm just glad I was invited to the coronation," Vanessa added, her blue eyes half-lidded with satisfaction, lips swollen from countless kisses.

As sleep began to claim them one by one, their breathing deepening into peaceful rhythms, I gazed at the ceiling and reflected on how my life had transformed. From boyfriend to throne, from lover to royal servant—each transition more fulfilling than the last.

My face had become their seat of pleasure, my body their playground, my existence defined by the ecstasy I could provide. And I wouldn't have it any other way.

"The queens need rest," Mia whispered, placing one final kiss on my lips before nestling closer. "Their throne has served them well."

As I drifted off surrounded by the warmth of four beautiful women, I knew with absolute certainty that I'd found my purpose. The throne would always be ready, always willing, always eager to serve.

Long live the queens.
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