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Her Rules

Their First Threesome

There was no other word for it, the hotel room Grant had booked for his and Ella's first city break was lavish.The severe modern lines of the floor-to-ceiling windows somehow made the ornate chandelier look even more luxurious, and the plump bed even softer and more inviting.

Grant lounged back against the headboard, grinning at Ella as she touched up her make-up after their dinner. "Are you dressing to impress, darling?" he asked, and felt a flutter of arousal at the thought that Ella wanted to look good for their guest tonight.

Like most men he knew, Grant had always liked the idea of a threesome. Ella was the first girlfriend he'd ever had who'd responded with equal levels of enthusiasm. Knowing she wanted to enjoy another woman, while Grant watched, made the whole idea so much hotter.

Looking over her shoulder at Grant, Ella smiled. Her lips were a dark red that matched her dress, her blonde hair flowing nearly over her shoulders. "I want to make a good impression," she admitted with a small shrug.

It was difficult to tell and maybe if Grant hadn't known Ella well he wouldn't have noticed, but she was definitely nervous. If they hadn't talked all day about how Ella wanted this, still did want it, Grant might've been concerned. And then there was a knock at the door and Ella's eyes widened.

"She's here," Ella said, standing up and smoothing her dress. She then gave Grant a look, clearly expecting him to go answer the door.

"Coming," Grant called, in the general direction of the door as he got to his feet, not bothering to smooth his own rumpled shirt. It gave him the time to cross the room to Ella, setting a hand on the small of her back and pressing a kiss against her cheek - so as not to smudge her lipstick. "You look stunning," he told her, with genuine warmth.

He had to admit, when he opened the door, that Rachel was stunning, too, if in a completely different way. Where Ella was fair-haired and petite, Rachel was tall, almost as tall as Grant, and dark. Grant had seen her picture online, of course, but in person Rachel seemed to radiate an air of confidence which hadn't necessarily come across on a screen.

"You're right on time," Grant greeted, not bothering with introductions. They'd all exchanged names and photos online.

"Being punctual is something of a skill of mine," Rachel said with a smile. She moved past Grant almost gracefully, making her way to Ella to offer a greeting to her, too. "Your dress is beautiful," Rachel told her and Ella blushed, a much lighter red than her dress but still noticeable.

Rachel's dress was much darker, not quite black but on the edges. "Yours, too," Ella returned and Rachel gave a soft laugh, reaching out to brush a hand over Ella's arm. "Don't be nervous," she told her before turning to Grant.

"Are you nervous, too?"

Grant had heard Ella's female friends admiring her dresses often enough, and barely noticed it, but knowing why they'd invited Rachel into their hotel room added an undercurrent of something else entirely, and Grant licked his lips, closing the door and turning to watch Ella and Rachel interact.

"Isn't anyone going to tell me I'm beautiful?" he asked, with a grin that somewhat answered Rachel's question. Grant felt excited, and not at all nervous. He'd been looking forward to tonight for weeks, since he and Ella had first agreed that they wanted to try a threesome.

He moved closer, running a hand down Ella's side. "This is a first time for both of us," he told Rachel honestly, watching her nod.

"It's not a first time for me," she offered in response. "So maybe I should take the lead." It didn't quite sound like a question, for all it was phrased as one.

Ella moved into Grant's touch, but her eyes did focus in on Rachel, especially when she offered to take the lead. "I'd like that," Ella said, glancing up at Grant to check that he didn't object. "I am a bit nervous," she admitted.

"That's alright," Rachel promised easily, taking a step closer. She reached out to run a hand over Ella's side, looking up at Grant. "What does she like?" Rachel asked, running her hand upwards, until she could cup Ella's breast lightly.

"I like--" Ella started to answer but Rachel shook her head.

"Let him tell me. Let him show me," Rachel encouraged, so Ella stopped, pressing slightly more into Rachel's hand while also shifting into Grant a bit more.

Grant grinned, enjoying the idea of showing Rachel what Ella liked, and also at the idea of making Ella forget her nerves. He moved behind Ella, pulling her against his body, letting her feel how his cock was getting hard. "She likes feeling how she turns me on," he answered, "knowing how much I want her."

He glanced up at Rachel, tilting his head. "Do you want her?" he asked, openly, his hands moving to Ella's waist, spanning across her hips.

Cupping Ella's breast, Rachel ran her thumb over her nipple as she answered, "I do. I want both of you." That sent a wash of heat through Grant's body, and he nodded.

Lifting one hand to move Ella's hair aside, Grant set his teeth against her earlobe, biting down in the way he knew usually made Ella cry out.

Ella's breath hitched, and the small moan that fell from her lips was very rewarding. Rachel, to give her credit, leaned in and bit Ella's other earlobe. The sound it made Ella give was much louder, arousal mixing with some surprise, it seemed. Not an unwelcome surprise, not if Ella's moans were any indication.

Thrusting her ass more back, Ella rocked her hips, rubbing against Grant's cock. "Help me out of my dress?" Ella asked, not actually specifying which of the two she meant.

Grant moaned, giving an enthusiastic nod at the idea of Ella in her underwear. "You're so gorgeous, babe," he said, moving his hands to the zip of Ella's dress. He looked over her shoulder at Rachel, winking as he undid it and helped tug the dress down Ella's body. He pressed a kiss to Ella's shoulder, letting his tongue drag along the edge of her bra strap. "Isn't she gorgeous?" he asked, feeling increasingly turned on, and rocking his hips against Ella's ass.

"She is," Rachel agreed, her own hands moving over Ella's body to push the dress down even further, revealing Ella's panties and her lovely tanned legs.

Ella moaned at the touch, twisting so she pressed against Grant more but giving Rachel more access to her body. Rachel leaned in again to run her tongue up over Ella's neck, teasing it against her earlobe when she got to it. Her hand ran over Ella's naked stomach and she pressed a palm against Ella's breast, rubbing her thumb over the nipple covered by the bra.

"You can touch me, too," Rachel said, taking Ella's hand and bringing it up to her breast. Ella gave another moan, whether in response to Rachel's touch or her own ability to touch Rachel, it was unclear, but nonetheless hot.

"Do you want to run your tongue over it?" Rachel asked, making Ella look up. She ran her tongue over her lips, before shaking her head, her hand still against Rachel's breast.

"No, I want Grant to," she answered turning to give Grant a look that could only be described as lustful.

Grant's eyes widened slightly in surprise, but he grinned. He always enjoyed when Ella asked for things directly, and he was more than happy to get his hands on Rachel. He didn't move immediately, instead pausing to suck Ella's earlobe into his mouth, knowing it would send shudders down her spine as he tugged at it with his teeth.

Still trailing a hand over Ella's skin, he shifted to stand closer to Rachel, running his hand over the material of her dress, fingertips seeking out a zipper.

"Just pull it down," Rachel ordered, not bothering to move her hand from Ella. Grant gave her dress a firm tug, and her breasts spilled out over the top of it. Immediately, Grant ran his tongue over the warm skin, finding her nipple and sucking it into his mouth.

Ella’s breath caught audibly, almost as if it was her own nipple Grant had sucked in his mouth. Rachel’s fingers were still against Ella’s breast, even if Grant was more focused on teasing Rachel’s own nipple. She moaned in response, her free hand coming up to Grant’s head so she could pull him in closer against her.

"Come," Rachel told Ella. "Suck the other one," she instructed. There was only the briefest of pauses, before Ella joined Grant, her mouth against Rachel’s other breast. In turn, Rachel moaned louder, her other hand coming to pull Ella’s head closer just as she had done with Grant. "Oh yes, just like that," she groaned.

Grant met Ella's eyes, and felt his cock twitch as he watched her sucking Rachel's nipple. He tried to pull back, wanting to see how Rachel responded to the light pressure of his teeth, but her grip in his hair hardly let him move. Somehow, that just made Grant feel harder, and he reached out for one of Ella's hands, pulling it to where his cock was tenting the front of his pants.

He swirled his tongue around Rachel's nipple until she moaned, her fingers tightening in his hair. "You're both so good," Rachel praised, sounding as if that, more than anything else, turned her on. "Ella, pull my dress the rest of the way off."

The praise seemed to surprise Ella briefly, but she did move back to take Rachel’s dress off. Her hand ran over Rachel’s side, almost as if Ella was exploring. And really, she was. She turned her head to look at Grant and he could see the tiny smile that graced her lips. After the smallest of pauses, Ella leaned in to kiss Rachel.

The other woman gave a soft moan against Ella’s lips, but then kissed back, dragging her teeth over Ella’s lower lip. Rachel then pulled Grant back, so when she broke the kiss, she could lean in and kiss him too.

"You're very overdressed now," Rachel observed, smirking slightly. "Strip," she instructed Grant, taking one of Ella's hands and leading her over to the bed. "Strip for us."

Grant watched, swaying his hips as Ella and Rachel settled on the bed. They made a very attractive and very appreciative audience. Grant could see Ella smiling at him, but more enticing than that he could see how she was watching him.

Slowly, Grant dragged his shirt off, flexing the muscles of his stomach and giving a surprised laugh as Rachel whistled her appreciation. Even more slowly, he dropped his hands to his pants, opening the buttons one by one.

When he kicked the pants away and moved to join the women on the bed, Rachel held up a hand. "And the rest," she instructed. As if to motivate Grant, she very deliberately moved her hands to the clasp of Ella's bra, letting it fall off her.

Ella moved her shoulder toward Rachel, the blush once again returning to her skin. With her eyes still on Grant, Rachel leaned in to press a line of kisses against Ella’s neck. A soft moan fell from Ella’s lips and she held a hand out to Grant, clearly wanting him to join them on the bed.

Seeing Ella's blush, Grant quickly stepped out of his boxers, leaving them and the rest of his clothes in a heap on the floor as he moved to take her hand. "You're beautiful," he assured her. "It's no wonder you've got two gorgeous partners who want to see all of you." He gave her his best confident grin, which he turned his head to include Rachel in.

Sliding an arm around Ella, Grant pulled her into his lap, his hand running over her stomach on his way to cup her breast. "What do you want?" he asked, his other hand teasing lower, fingers brushing against Ella's thighs. "Want me to tell Rachel what you want to try?" Grant was very eager to watch Ella eat another woman out, but he didn't want to rush her if she was feeling shy. Not that, in Grant's opinion, she had anything to feel shy about.

"I don't enjoy being told what to do," Rachel said bluntly.

"I do," Ella said and then her eyes widened slightly, almost as if she hadn't planned to say that. Rachel, in turn, smirked slightly, running her hand over Ella’s side and up to her exposed breasts. She rubbed her thumb over Ella’s nipple, making the other woman give a soft moan.

Moving slightly, Rachel leaned over Ella, dragging her lips hotly over Ella’s shoulder and towards Grant. "What does he like, Ella?" Rachel asked, her free hand travelling over Grant’s thighs, but not so close that she actually reached his cock.

Ella’s eyes followed Rachel’s movements and she licked her lips, giving Grant a look. "He likes watching," Ella said and whilst that wasn’t completely true, the almost deliberate way she said it made it seem very true. Chances were, it was more that Ella wanted him to watch.

"I do," Grant agreed. He liked the idea of watching, and he was very keen to find out if it lived up to his expectations. So far, it was all very promising, and neither Ella nor Rachel was even naked yet. "I love watching Ella touch herself," he added, his tone sultry. It was something he felt showed just how much Ella trusted him, and he always appreciated that.

Grant wanted to be involved, too, and he pulled Ella down against his lap, letting her feel how hard his cock was through the material of her panties.

"Shall we give him something to watch, then?" Rachel asked Ella, dipping her head to once more deliberately lick over Ella's nipple.

In response to Rachel’s mouth, Ella rocked against Grant’s hard cock, giving a moan at both. She brought a hand up to run through Rachel’s hair, nodding but not actually bothering to give more of a response. There was another soft moan that fell from Ella’s lips as Rachel sucked on her nipple and then a much louder one when Rachel bit her.

"Fuck," Ella sighed. She moved more against Grant, working her hand to his cock so she could stroke over it. Most of her attention was still on Rachel, though, and Rachel’s mouth on her.

Briefly, Rachel let go, glancing at Grant. "Take her panties off," she instructed before capturing Ella’s other nipple between her lips, tugging on it until Ella cried out in pleasure.

It briefly crossed Grant's mind to say that he didn't like being told what to do either, but it was easily overcome by just how much he wanted to take Ella's panties off. "Come on, love, lift up," he urged, as he dragged at her underwear. Once he had it off her, he pulled her back into his lap, facing Rachel.

Slotting his legs between hers, Grant pushed Ella's thighs apart, running a hand down to her pussy, stroking lightly over her clit. He moaned at finding her wet already. "You're so hot," he told her, not wanting her to feel shy at being so exposed. "I want Rachel to see just how much you want her, how much you want both of us."

"I do," Ella moaned, pressing back against Grant's fingers. She ran her hands over Rachel's sides, up to her breasts, cupping them with her hands. "You're so hot," she told Rachel before giving another loud moan when Rachel's response was to roll Ella's nipple between her lips, sucking against it.

Rachel took Ella's hand and led it between her legs, rocking against it. She pulled back from Ella's breast enough to look at Grant. "You want to watch Ella go down on me?" Rachel asked. "Or do you want me to suck you off?"

"He wants both," Ella answered, her fingers reaching up to push Rachel's panties out of the way.

Grant laughed, but it was certainly true, he did want both. "Ella's wanted to go down on a woman for a while," he confided, because it was something he and Ella had talked about, part of why Ella had agreed to a threesome, because she was curious. "I want to watch her getting what she wants."

Stepping out of her panties, Rachel nodded, seeming to pause for a moment to assess the best way to give everyone what they wanted. It made Grant look up at her with approval, quite glad he didn't have to be the one orchestrating things.

"Stand up," she ordered, and Grant gave Ella a squeeze as they both got to their feet. He watched Rachel's breasts sway as she moved to sit on the bed, parting her legs and patting the sheets between them. "Come here, Ella," she urged, her voice low and seductive.

Ella dropped down to her knees, crawling towards Rachel. Her movements were slow, but in no way did they imply that she didn’t want this. If anything, the way Ella licked her lips seemed rather interested. She brought her hands up to part Rachel’s legs and then, seemingly, waited for permission to proceed. The smile Rachel gave her showed that she very much liked Ella’s willingness to wait for permission.

"Go on," Rachel nodded, reaching out to brush her hand over Grant's side and pull him in closer. At the first touch of Ella's mouth, Rachel gave a soft moan. "Yeah, just like that," she nodded, licking her own lips and looking up at Grant through her lashes. "Come closer," she instructed.

Grant was almost so transfixed by Ella that he didn't hear Rachel, his stomach lurching with desire to run his hands over Ella, to join her in pleasuring Rachel.

"Grant," Rachel said again, her harsh tone softened by the way his name turned into a moan as Ella ran her tongue between Rachel's lips. "I said come closer," she repeated, and Grant did, carefully kneeling on the mattress so that his cock was roughly at the same level as Rachel's mouth.

From his position, he could watch Ella perfectly, and he moaned even before Rachel leaned forward to brush her lips teasingly against his cock.

"Whatever you do to me, Ella, I'll do to Grant," Rachel promised.

The request seemed to surprise Ella for a moment and she stilled ever so slightly as if thinking about it. When Rachel equally slowed her own movements, something in Ella clicked, as she understood what Rachel meant. From the way Rachel moaned and then ran her tongue up and over the tip of Grant’s cock, he could somewhat imagine exactly what Ella had done with her tongue.

When Rachel moaned again, joined in the sounds of pleasure by Grant, Ella carried on more energetically, clearly encouraged by it all. It was almost possible to see Ella’s confidence build as she licked Rachel’s pussy. In turn, Rachel moaned around Grant’s cock and then sped up her movements, just as Ella had.

"Fuck," Grant moaned, one hand gripping hard at the headboard as Rachel ran her tongue over the tip of his cock. "Fuck, that's so hot, knowing exactly what you're doing, babe." Being able to both see and feel what Ella was doing had pleasure building way too fast.

One of Rachel's hands kept Grant's hip still, her head bobbing up and down his cock while Ella's tongue moved from Rachel's clit down to lap at her liquids. Grant could feel Rachel's lips move over him, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock.

Abruptly, Rachel pulled back. "I don't want you to come until I do, is that understood?" Desperate to get her mouth back against him, Grant nodded.

"Yeah," he promised, with no real idea of how he was going to manage it. He would, though, because he didn't want this to be over for Ella.

The mention of making Rachel come spurred Ella on and she moaned between Rachel’s legs, moving her head more energetically. Rachel gave an almost surprised ‘oh’ and swore, but returned her mouth to Grant’s cock, going faster just as Ella did. Her tongue swirled around Grant and she half-moaned, half-tried to suck his cock but her own pleasure was clearly winning out.

Letting go of Grant’s cock with a loud ‘pop’, Rachel let the moans fall from her lips, rocking her hips against Ella. "Yes, yes, just like that," she nodded, her hand against Ella's head pulling the other woman in closer. "Fuck, you're doing so well," Rachel encouraged.

Bringing her mouth back to Grant’s cock, Rachel moaned around it again before beginning to suck harder, her tongue teasing the climax closer just as Ella was doing to her.

The harder Rachel sucked, the more difficult it became for Grant to hold back. His knuckles went white where he gripped the headboard, but he fought to keep his hips still, letting Rachel show him what Ella's movements were.

He could see Rachel's hand still clutching Ella's head, hear Ella's moans against Rachel's pussy, and feel Rachel's echoing moans vibrate against his cock. "Fuck," Grant cried, hips bucking forward into Rachel's mouth. "I'm not going to-"

He didn't even get the sentence out before he came, aftershocks of pleasure making every muscle twitch as he leaned heavily against the wall.

Rachel pulled back, wiping her mouth. She ran her tongue over her lower lip and then reached to pull Ella back away from her. "No," she said and Ella genuinely looked almost sad for a moment. "He fails, I punish you both,” Rachel told Ella shaking her head. "But you did very well." That did earn a smile from Ella and Rachel urged her up from the floor.

Leaning in, Rachel kissed the wetness of Ella’s lips. "Later, you can make me come," she promised before glancing at Grant. "For now, you’re going to help me punish Grant for not following the rules." That made Ella’s eyes widen.

"I’ve never punished Grant for anything," she said, glancing at him and licking her lips before looking back at Rachel. "What is the punishment?" It was clear from Ella’s tone that she was both excited but also worried that it might be bad.

Rachel seemed to sense her worry, reaching out to brush a hand over Ella’s cheek. "Oh, he’ll love it, I promise," she told Ella confidently before looking at Grant. "Do you want Ella to punish you? To show you how unfair it is that she didn’t get to make me come?"

"It was unfair," Grant said, slowly. "Isn't not getting to watch you make Rachel come punishment enough?" he asked Ella, who seemed far more likely to take pity on him than Rachel. "I did try."

Rachel shook her head. "Answer the question. It's also not fair to guilt Ella into answering for you." Grant opened his mouth to protest but, yes, he supposed he had wanted Ella to answer so that he wouldn't have to.

He wasn't sure how he was supposed to know if he wanted the punishment, when he didn't know what it was. Rachel had said he would love it, and she didn't seem like a person who would lie.

Meeting Ella's eyes, seeing both nerves and desire in them, Grant firmed his jaw and nodded. "I want Ella to punish me."

Ella still didn’t look as sure, but she did seem rather okay with doing as Rachel said. If anything, Ella appeared to enjoy doing as Rachel told her to, which was... different. Ella was always a very keen lover, enjoying both taking and giving pleasure, but this seemed somehow different, like she was almost more turned on because she was being told what to do.

"Get on all fours facing the pillows," Rachel told Grant, running a hand over his ass when he did. "Now, Ella, every time Grant makes me moan, I want you to spank him," she instructed. "Do you think you can do that for me, sweetheart?"

There was a short pause and then Grant could hear some rustling and Rachel saying ‘good girl’, presumably because Ella had nodded. With Ella now behind Grant, Rachel moved up the bed so she could lie against the pillows, her legs wide and pussy exposed to Grant.

"Show me how good you are at this," she demanded.

The idea of Ella spanking him, of her doing it in front of Rachel, was enough to overcome any reluctance Grant might have felt, and he moved eagerly between Rachel's legs, running his tongue over her pussy to gather up her liquids.

It sent a shocking wave of heat through him to realise that Rachel was wet because of Ella, and Grant moaned loudly, letting Rachel feel the vibrations against her pussy. He certainly wasn't hesitant, pressing his nose against Rachel's clit while he teased his tongue inside her.

Satisfyingly quickly, he heard a moan from above him, and felt Ella's hand rather lightly swat his ass. "You can hit harder than that," Rachel informed her. "He wants you to." 
Grant didn't stop to confirm, just moaned again, pushing his ass back for Ella to try again.

The second slap was also light, almost as if Ella was testing, but whether she was testing herself or Grant, it was difficult to tell. Rachel above him moaned again, louder as if the volume was to indicate how hard Ella was to slap Grant’s ass. It seemed to work well enough, because the next blow that Ella delivered stang a tiny bit.

"That's good," Rachel said encouragingly towards Ella, but she did also tug on Grant's hair as if to reassure him that he too was doing well. The moan that then fell from Rachel’s lips as Grant licked upwards to her clit was also fairly telling.

Sharply, Ella’s hand landed against Grant’s asscheek, almost definitely leaving a red mark.

Grant could hear the blow, as well as feel it, and knowing that Rachel could hear it, too, that she was encouraging Ella to spank him harder, made Grant feel as if he were on display. Not only his performance at eating Rachel out, but his reactions.

With her hand still in Grant's hair, Rachel bucked her hips against him, her pussy almost riding his face. It made her moan, and Grant licked against her clit to get her to moan even louder.

Ella followed the moans, her hand so obediently punishing. Rachel’s fingers tightened in Grant’s hair, tugging almost painfully, but not quite, toying on the verge there. When Rachel moaned again, Ella slapped Grant’s ass, giving a moan before a small, startled sound followed. Rachel, Grant could see through his lashes, was smirking slightly over him at Ella.

"Are you enjoying it? His punishment?" Rachel asked, her tone sounding a little teasing and Ella, in response, gave another soft moan and what Grant could only assume was a nod.

Tugging Grant’s hair so he’d pull back from her pussy briefly, Rachel grinned at him. "And you? Are you enjoying Ella punishing you?"

The question made Grant confront just how much he did like it, and he gave a sharp nod, glancing over his shoulder to find Ella. She looked about as surprised as Grant felt, and he gave her a grin he hoped was reassuring.

"It's hot," he said, "feeling like I have to please you both. That you're rewarded for when I'm good." As much as it was supposed to be a punishment, it was as if Grant could see just as much of the other side of the coin, that Ella would enjoy his punishment.

"I think you should hit Grant harder," Rachel said, but she was smirking in a way that included both of them. "He's clearly enjoying himself too much."

There was a much shorter pause from Ella this time around before her palm once again made contact with Grant’s ass, making him groan from how harsh the spank was. It must’ve hurt Ella’s hand, because it certainly hurt him. But before he could really mention it, Rachel pulled his mouth back against her pussy, giving Grant’s hair another tug.

When she moaned, Ella spanked him again, not even trying to mask the moan that fell from her own lips. The knowledge that Ella liked this, that she took pleasure in spanking Grant made the blows feel even sharper, even hotter.

"My hand hurts," Ella admitted.

"Don't stop," Rachel instructed Grant when he tried to pull back, tugging on his hair again. "Come here, baby," she said to Ella and Grant could see her holding her hand out. When Ella crawled over to Rachel, the other woman ran her hand over Ella's stomach and then between her legs. "You've done well," she promised, teasing her fingers against Ella's clit, making Ella moan.

Grant's ass still ached, and that just excited him more, knowing that he'd be able to feel the effects of Ella's hands on him even as she and Rachel moved closer to one another. Grant reached out, one hand running over Ella's leg, giving it a squeeze, just because she was there.

He focused the rest of his attention on Rachel, circling his tongue around her clit. Rachel had told him not to stop, and Grant didn't intend to. He brought his free hand up, fingers teasing Rachel's pussy, trying to mimic what he imagined she might be doing to Ella. What Grant wanted her to be doing to Ella.

It was difficult to see from the position Grant was in precisely what Rachel was doing, but the sounds that Ella gave in response assured him that she was enjoying herself. Ella rocked against Rachel’s hand, teeth biting against her lower lip as she moaned. Her movements showed Grant that she wanted this, that she enjoyed Rachel’s touch. In turn, Rachel seemed to enjoy Grant’s mouth, certainly if how she rocked against him was anything to go by.

"Oh, yes, fuck, come on," Rachel groaned, her hips moving more aggressively. Ella also moaned louder, and at a glance Grant could see the way Rachel had slid two fingers inside her, a thumb pressed against Ella’s clit.

Grant took Rachel's words as permission, and mimicked her own actions, sliding a finger down to press into her pussy. Her muscles squeezed around him, making Grant groan and thrust his finger slowly, enjoying how tight she felt.

"Yes, yes," Rachel cried out, making Grant even more fiercely determined. He wanted Rachel to come, and for Ella to come, and the best way to make both of those things happened seem to be concentrating his attention on Rachel's pussy. He slid another finger in, making Rachel buck her hips right off the bed, moaning louder as Grant's fingers rubbed against her.

Grant pressed his thumb against one side of Rachel's clit, his tongue continued to lap hard against it from the other side, doubling the amount of sensation. Rachel practically screamed, her hips twisting so hard under Grant's weight that he could barely hold her down.

Ella’s moans, too, increased in volume above them and she rocked her hips harder and faster against Rachel’s fingers. It seemed that the more pleasure Grant gave Rachel, the quicker Ella fucked herself against Rachel’s fingers, sounds of satisfaction and need falling from her lips.

"Yes, yes, yes!" Ella chanted. "Oh, god, fuck, yes!" Another string of words fell, moans mixed in. Grant knew Ella well enough to tell when she was close and he put all the more effort into making Rachel come. His tongue was wetly licking against her clit and Rachel pushed her hips down more, joining in with Ella in the string of ‘yeses’ and ‘fucks’.

Ella came first and Rachel was close to follow, trembling against Grant’s mouth, her muscles tightening around his fingers.

Grant slowed his tongue, licking Rachel gently as her moans got quieter. He pulled his hand back, reaching immediately to run it over Ella's thigh, letting her feel the wetness from Rachel's pussy against her skin.

Finally, Grant stopped, sitting up, his stiff cock bobbing before him as he rested on his knees. "Fuck, you're both so hot," he said, leaning over so he could kiss Ella, share the taste of Rachel with her. Having them both come for him had been incredible, but Grant was very curious to find out what Rachel had in store for his orgasm.

"You did very well," Rachel said, and Grant didn't bother to wonder whether she meant him or both of them. She smirked at Ella. "Enjoy yourself?"

"Yes," Ella nodded, running her tongue over her lower lip, licking the taste Grant had left against it off. "I liked--" Ella began, glancing over at Grant and Rachel laughed.

"You liked punishing him?" She asked and Ella blushed, but nodded anyway.

"And the orgasm," Ella added, giving Rachel a teasing look, which earned her another laugh. Rachel brough a hand up to brush over Ella’s breast, teasing her nipple between her fingers, in turn Ella moaned softly, bringing her own hand up to mimic the action on her other nipple.

Her eyes moved from Rachel to Grant and then back again. "Will you fuck him?" The question sounded almost curious. After a moment during which Rachel seemed to assess what Ella meant by it, she gave a nod.

Grant looked up just in time to catch it, having been enjoying the show of Rachel's and Ella's hands moving together over Ella's body. "Please," he said, the word slipping out before he'd really thought about it.

As much as he was eager for some attention to his cock, Grant turned to look at Ella, his hand moving slowly up her back before he leaned in, rocking his cock into her hip and giving her earlobe a sharp tug with his teeth. "You want that?" he asked, because he wasn't going to do anything that Ella wasn't completely happy with.

"I do," Ella answered and the absolute lack of hesitation showed Grant that she really did. And if it hadn't then the way Ella's eyes seemed to glaze over with lust would've done. She leaned in to kiss him, giving his lip a small bite. "But I want you to come in me," she told him, glancing at Rachel as if to check if that was okay.

Rachel moved closer to Ella, pressing her hand against Grant’s shoulder to roll him on his back. "Sit on his face," she told Ella. As much as Grant had gone down on Ella - and he had done plenty of that - they'd never done it like this, but Ella nodded straight away, eager to do what Rachel said, but also obviously eager to have Grant’s mouth please her.

It took Grant a moment to adjust to the new angle, but he didn't keep Ella waiting long, his tongue eagerly licking over her pussy. Having come once already, he felt fairly confident in his ability to hold off, no matter what Rachel did to him, and he was very eager to see just what that was.

With Ella sitting over him, Grant couldn't see much of anything, which only made his other senses seem that much sharper. He could hear the noises Ella was making, the pleased gasp as he worked out how to flick his tongue over her clit the way she liked. He could certainly feel Rachel, her hand moving over his cock, squeezing in a grip that was just the right amount of tight.

Grant moaned, bucking his hips up only for him to feel Rachel's hand press him down against the mattress.

"Come suck my breasts, Ella," Rachel said and Ella leaned forward. There was a sharp moan from Rachel and Grant could swear Ella's pussy got even wetter against his tongue. And then Rachel lowered herself onto him, so slowly that he could feel just how hot and wet she was, every increment earning a grunt from him.

With her hands against Grant’s hips, Rachel had him pinned down, unable to thrust up into her no matter how much he wanted to. Ella rocked her hips against Grant’s mouth more demandingly and Rachel slowly moved up and down his cock, teasingly.

"So obedient," Rachel praised and it wasn't very clear which of them. Probably Ella, since she'd been far more obedient and Grant could hear the wet suckling noises Ella made against Rachel’s nipple. "He's got a very nice cock, Ella," Rachel observed and Ella moaned loudly in agreement, but didn’t pull away from sucking on Rachel’s breasts.

Even without being able to see, it was just so hot to hear Rachel and Ella interact. Grant was surprised how much it turned him on to not be able to really move. Ella was on his face, rocking her hips so that all he could do was try to match her rhythm, while Rachel was setting her own excruciating pace as she fucked herself up and down on his cock.

Lifting his hands to Ella's hips, Grant encouraged her rocking, moaning as she sped up. The vibrations from his mouth set of a chain reaction, Ella moaning around Rachel's nipple and then Rachel moaning too. "You're being so good," she said, and it really wasn't clear who she was talking to, because the way she moved faster on Grant's cock felt like a reward.

"I'll let him fuck you, after you make me come," Rachel promised, and Grant could feel Ella shift her position above him.

"I want to make you come," Ella said breathily. The way her body trembled above Grant. "I want to make you come with my mouth," she added. Rachel shifted on Grant's cock, clearly pleased at Ella's words. She even rewarded Grant by moving up and down his cock at a faster pace, but only a few times.

"You're so good, Ella," Rachel told her and Grant could hear her kissing Ella, a moan falling from her lips. "Lean forward, with your breasts against Grant's stomach. I want his mouth to carry on pleasuring you," Rachel instructed and then shifted.

Her leaning back and Ella moving forward made Grant's angle inside Rachel shift and he seemed to go even deeper inside her wet heat.

He groaned, pushing his tongue inside Ella, trying to lick her deeper, too. With Rachel leaning back, her weight was on his legs, rather than his hips, and Grant could thrust up, though not much. He moved slowly, both because he didn't want Rachel to tell him to stop and because he didn't want to dislodge Ella's mouth.

Judging by the noises Rachel was making, Ella was doing a very, very good job, and it spurred Grant on, pushing his tongue against her clit while he brought a hand up to slide a finger into Ella's pussy. He could hear her moan, muffled against Rachel, and replaying the image of what she'd looked like eating Rachel out earlier was enough to make Grant's hips thrust harder.

"God, yes, that feels amazing," Rachel moaned, her muscles squeezing around Grant's cock. He thrust again, his thighs trembling from the effort of going both hard and slow.

It was especially challenging when the tip of Ella’s tongue brushed over Grant’s cock in her effort to lick Rachel’s pussy, sending a hot wave of pleasure through him. The groan that Grant then gave against Ella seemed to travel all the way through her and echo around his own cock. Rachel’s pace didn’t increase, but she did take Grant in deep, her moans surrounding them.

"Yes! Ella, fuck!" Rachel cried and Grant could feel her orgasm, her muscles tightening around his cock. In turn, his fingers moved faster in and out of Ella, bringing her to a climax, too. Having them both come atop of him was so hot and Grant didn’t stop until Rachel pulled back, climbing off him.

When Ella climbed off Grant it was into Rachel’s arms and Rachel’s mouth was against one of Ella’s nipples before Grant even had the chance to lick his own lips. Satisfied to tease another moan from Ella, Rachel turned to Grant.

"You ready to fuck her?"

"Yeah," Grant answered eagerly, sitting up so he could reach for Ella. He didn't pull her to him, not when she was clearly enjoying Rachel's arms around her. He did smooth his hand over her back, pressing against her from the other side, so she was caught between the two of them.

"You want me, sweetheart?" he asked, one hand come round to cup her breast, his fingers teasing against first her nipple, and then against Rachel's. They both moaned, the sound sending tingles of pleasure down Grant's body.

"How do you want him?" Rachel specified, giving Grant a slight smirk over Ella's shoulder.

Ella looked back at Grant, licking her lips, and then at Rachel. "I want him to fuck me while I make you come with my mouth," she said, sounding so confident that this was what she wanted. Rachel seemed to very much appreciate that and gave a nod, before leaning in to kiss Ella.

"Get on all fours," she told Ella and the other woman followed the instructions. Rachel moved herself against the pillows, legs falling open so Ella could have access to her wet pussy. It reminded Grant of the position he had been in not that long ago.

Ella seemed to recall that, too, turning her head to look at Grant and then back at Rachel. "Can he slap my ass?" She asked and it was striking how Ella seemed to look for all of her instructions and permissions from Rachel, like she wanted the other woman to decide what Ella could and could not have.

Grant gave a soft groan. There was nothing to punish Ella for, but knowing she'd asked, that she might enjoy it as much as Grant had enjoyed it, made him look eagerly to Rachel. "Please," he said, very willing to beg if it would help get Ella what she wanted.

Rachel pursed her lips for a moment, then nodded. "Every time we make him moan," she decided, a twinkle in her eye as she brought a hand up to Ella's hair, guiding Ella's face down to her pussy.

Grant ran his hands over Ella's back, kneeling behind her and giving her ass a squeeze. He pressed his cock slowly into her pussy, groaning at how wet she was, and remembering to bring a hand down against her ass. The slap sounded surprisingly loud, and Grant could feel the sting in his hand from the contact. It made him push into Ella harder.

The mix of having his cock in her and the sharpness of his slap made Ella moan as she pushed more against Grant. Her pussy was so wet and felt so good. Ella’s soft moans were swallowed up by her attempts to make Rachel come as she licked against the other woman’s clit. From his position above them, Grant could see the way Ella moved her hand, sliding not one but two fingers at once inside Rachel.

Rachel cried out in pleasure, pushing her hips down more against Ella, who seemed to take this very much as encouragement, moving forward on Grant’s cock to press her tongue harder against Rachel. Having him then fuck into her made more sounds fall from Ella’s lips, her breasts bouncing under her.

"Hold her hips as you fuck her," Rachel instructed. "But you can take your hand off for when you need to slap her ass," she added with a smirk, her fingers tangling in Ella's blonde hair.

Grant moaned, and he could hardly tell what at, not when there was so much to take in. It didn't matter, because either way he could aim another slap at Ella's ass, watching her skin flush red from the contact. "Fuuck," he groaned. "You look so good, babe, following Rachel's orders so well." It wasn't something Grant had known would turn him on, but it definitely did.

He thrust his cock forward, his grip on Ella's hips meaning he moved her with him, pushing her face against Rachel's pussy. Rachel obviously liked it, because she moaned ever louder, her fingers pulling at Ella's hair. "That's right," she urged. "Fuck her into me, Grant, so that when you fill her, her fingers fill me." It made Grant moan again, and he slapped Ella's ass once more, giving it a squeeze and running his thumb over the reddened skin.

Despite Ella’s mouth being busy, she was still making plenty of sounds. Grant’s cock in her slammed deeper and deeper, pushing Ella into Rachel. Ella had to pull back for all the cries of pleasure falling from her lips, but her hand continued to fuck Rachel. Grant could see Ella pushing another finger inside Rachel, stretching the other woman out even more. In turn, Rachel moaned louder, pushing herself down against Ella’s hand.

"Fuck, it feels so good, baby," Rachel breathed shifting against Ella's hand. When Grant landed another slap against Ella's ass, she moaned a sharp 'fuck' and then returned her mouth to Rachel's clit, licking over it wetly and with determination.

It clearly worked, because Grant could see Rachel’s orgasm building and then overcoming her as she came hard against Ella’s tongue, screaming in pleasure.

Between the three of them, their noises filled the large room, and Grant added the slap of his hand against Ella's ass, barely knowing when one moan ended and another began. He pumped his cock hard and fast, the hand still on Ella's hip pulling her back against him.

"Fuuuck," he shouted. Ella's pussy was so tight and so wet, and the skin of her ass was hot where Grant's hand had left her red. "Can I come?" he asked. "Please, babe, let me come in you." He was so close, pleasure seeming to expand inside him, threatening to burst over him completely.

Ella’s head turned to look at Rachel and when the brunette gave a nod, Ella followed. "Yeah, baby, come in me," Ella said, her own pleasure making her muscles tighten around Grant’s cock as he fucked into her harder and harder. Ella moaned louder, her orgasm crashing over her as she screamed Grant’s name followed by a chant of ‘yesyesyeses’.

Grant moaned, able to both watch and feel Ella fall to pieces. He gripped her hips, thrusting into her even as her pussy tightened around him. All at once, it seemed, everything exploded. Grant ground his hips against Ella's ass and came hard, with a shout that was barely even English.

Pleasure continued to tingle through every nerve ending, and Grant's hips bucked gently as his body relaxed over Ella's. "Thank you, baby," he said, pressing a kiss to Ella's back. He glanced up, catching Rachel smirking at him. "Thank you both," he amended. "That was amazing."

With her breath still coming in harsh bursts, Ella didn’t seem to even have the energy to agree with Grant, but Rachel did grin at him. She reached to pull Ella’s hand away, bringing Ella’s fingers up to her mouth and licking her own wetness off them. Then, Rachel moved up so she could kiss Grant, trapping Ella between them.

With Rachel’s own taste on his lips, Grant could see the way Ella’s breasts pressed against Rachel’s. She looked so hot, they both did. Finally regaining her ability to speak, Ella smiled at Rachel.

"It was amazing," she agreed, before running her tongue over Rachel’s lips and drawing the other woman into a kiss. "Thank you," Ella added.

"My pleasure," Rachel teased, giving Ella's hip a squeeze and then reaching out to do the same to Grant. "I want to grab a shower, but if the two of you are up for round two after, I'm game," she offered and Grant could almost feel Ella’s eyes widen. She ground her ass against Grant and nodded without bothering to even check with him, knowing he’d agree, too.

"Yeah, let’s do that," Ella said energetically and still somewhat breathlessly, making Rachel laugh.

"Alright," she nodded, getting up, and then looked at Grant. "If you make her come with your mouth just as I get back, I'll reward you."

"Yes, Rachel," Grant agreed, not evening thinking about how quickly he'd accepted her telling him what to do. Going down on Ella was, after all, something that Grant loved, and he pushed her down against the mattress, caging her beautiful body with his.

"You heard her," he teased Ella, kissing his way down her stomach, enjoying the familiar way her legs opened for him. "Think we can time it right, if we do it together?" As he dipped his head to brush his tongue against Ella's clit, her answer was really more a moan than anything else.


They Are in Charge

Had by a Group

Kim hadn't given Jack any details about his birthday surprise. She never did, and Jack liked it that way; loved signing all the power and all the organization over to her, so that he could just turn up and enjoy whatever wild ride she had in store. Last year, she had taken him to a sex party, using him for her pleasure in front of a crowd of onlookers. It was a memory Jack revisited often.

This year, whatever Kim had planned was taking place in her house. In a way, that seemed even more exciting than going somewhere new. Jack felt safe in Kim's house, knew he was protected and cared for there more than anywhere else in the world.

He'd dressed as Kim had instructed, in smart slacks and a button-down shirt, and was right on time, having spent most of his morning eagerly anticipating whatever might be about to happen.

It was Kim who opened the door, the crisp white shirt she wore making her skin look even more tanned than usual. Jack pressed a kiss against her cheek, waiting until she stepped aside to let him in.

"You look gorgeous," he said, tongue darting out to wet his lips. "Is my surprise ready?" Jack was trying not to be impatient, but he was just so eager to see what Kim had in store. "Will you tell me what I should do?"

"I always tell you what you should do," Kim assured, but there was a playful smile on her lips that told Jack she was teasing. It wasn't untrue, however, because Kim was very good at telling Jack precisely what to do.

She led him through to her living room, the already large space made even bigger by the fact Kim had moved most of the furniture to the side of the room. All but what Jack instantly recognized as a fucking bench. It was a piece of BDSM furniture he’d seen included in scenes but never used himself. Or been used on it. The thought went straight to his cock, hardening in his pants.

Without thinking, Jack took a step forward, all but ready to throw himself to his knees and bend over the bench at once. He paused, glancing at Kim. She hadn't yet told him what he should do, and Jack wanted to be particularly obedient. He knew it would be worth it, that whatever surprise Kim had planned for him would be something which lingered in his memory for months, if not more.

"Shall I strip?" he asked, his eyes going back to the bench, as if he couldn't look away from it for long. The idea of being on display there, being in the center of the otherwise empty space, was definitely appealing.

“Yes,” Kim nodded. “But slowly,” she instructed, before walking over to where the door to the kitchen was. Jack’s eyes widened when she opened the door and through it came another woman, and then another, and then another. “I didn’t tell you to stop,” Kim said since Jack had stopped, so distracted by suddenly having an audience.

He didn’t hesitate to carry on stripping, though, eyes returning to the bench and then back towards Kim and the other three women. “This is Alice,” Kim said running a hand over the blonde woman’s side. Like Kim, all of the women were wearing white shirts and, as far as Jack could tell, only panties under them.

“This is Rita,” Kim moved on to the next woman, a tall, buxom brunette, before finally reaching the third woman, her hair dark but still not quite as dark as Kim’s was. “And Janey,” she introduced.

“You’re going to show these lovely ladies just how good of a sub you are and they will give you an excellent birthday present.” The words shot straight to Jack’s cock and Kim smirked, because he was now naked, for all four women to see just how hard he was.

"I will be good," he promised, absolutely no hesitation or doubt in his tone. Jack wasn't always obedient, because he liked it when Kim had reason to punish him, but when there was an audience involved, Jack knew to be on his best behavior. He wanted Kim to be able to show him off, to be proud of how good and how eager he was.

His gaze moved from Kim to Alice, to Rita and to Janey, feeling a rush of excitement and nerves. This had been a fantasy he'd had for years, and even though he'd mentioned it to Kim a few times - or maybe more than a few times - he hadn't expected her to actually make it happen. Jack had to wonder where she'd found three other women, whether they were friends or people who were already involved in the dominant scene in the city.

Those weren't questions Jack was going to ask now, because he wanted to be good, to prove that he could be so good. He swallowed. "Am I to obey orders from all four of you?" It was a lot, but in the best possible way.

“I want you to obey direct instructions, but there won’t be orders from anyone but me, okay?” She was very clear in her words, pausing to make sure that Jack understood what she had said. It was thrilling to know that not only had he asked the right question but that Kim had obviously already planned for this. Not that Jack had doubted that, Kim was very good at planning.

Once that was established, Kim smiled, giving Jack a wink. “Lie down on the floor, on your back,” she instructed. “I want you to show these girls how good you can be with your mouth, and if that pleases them, then I might let at least one of them reward you with their mouths.” Kim did glance at the other women at that and they all nodded, with Janey running a tongue over her lower lip in a way that made Jack want to repeat it but against her pussy.

Even just lying down made excitement tingle through Jack's body. He could feel the weight of eyes on him, watching how well he obeyed. His own gaze moved hungrily around the room, taking in the four striking women towering over him. Sensing his attention, Alice reached out to pull Rita against her, running a hand teasingly over the front of Rita's shirt.

Jack moaned, making Janey give a low chuckle. "Can I be first?" she asked, and the way she deferred to Kim made Jack feel safe. This had been his fantasy, and he knew it had been organized for him, but he also knew that Kim would take care of him better even than Jack would've taken care of himself.

At Kim's nod, Janey sank to straddle Jack's hips, leaning over him so her breasts brushed against his face. Instantly, Jack caught one of her nipples in his mouth, sucking hard and circling his tongue around it.

Janey's breath caught in her throat before a sharp moan followed. Her breasts were spilling out of the white shirt, edges of it brushing against Jack's face. As he sucked on Janey's nipple harder, his hands moved down her body, heat radiating between them.

"Oh yes, that's nice," Janey moaned her hips rocking against Jack's hand.

"May I join in?" Jack heard Rita ask and while he couldn't see Kim, he could almost feel her nod. It was very thrilling to know that she was in charge of deciding who did what and when. It made Jack feel safe but also so much more turned on.

What he hadn't expected was for Rita to touch Janey rather than him, but when he realized she was sliding Janey's panties down, Jack could hardly complain.

Sucking Janey's nipple harder, Jack could feel someone pressing against Janey from behind, a hand moving between her legs. "She's wet already," Rita said, and Janey moaned her agreement.

When Janey pulled back, Jack was allowed a view of her head resting on Rita's shoulder while Rita circled a finger around her clit. Jack lifted his hands to her waist, wanting to pull her back against him, but he paused. "Please," he said, instead of taking any action. "Let me show you how good my mouth feels."

“Yes,” Janey half-whimpered, first rocking her hips against Rita’s hand but then moving to crawl up Jack’s body so she could straddle his face. At the first touch of Jack’s tongue, Janey moaned loudly, one of her hands coming down to tug against his hair. The pressure of it was encouraging, as was the way Janey rocked harder, giving a string of encouraging sounds.

Rita’s fingers slid over Jack’s legs, nails teasingly sharp. It drew a small groan from him, but the way Janey moved above him, riding his face, didn’t let him stop pleasuring her.

“Alice, why don’t you get Rita nice and wet for Jack?” He heard Kim say and it was impossible not to groan at even the idea of what Alice might do. It was difficult from his position, but Jack did manage to see the way Alice kissed down Rita’s body, her mouth teasing against Rita’s breasts as she pushed the shirt open.

Jack did his best to split his attention evenly, but it was difficult, and he only caught snatches of what was going on. Janey demanded most of his attention, her fingers tugging hard against his hair whenever she felt he wasn't licking fast or hard enough. The pain turned Jack on even more, and he devoted himself to learning what Janey liked.

When he pressed his tongue inside her, lapping at the walls of her pussy, Janey gave a muffled scream which Jack took to be a good sign. He lifted his head, his nose rubbing against her clit as he thrust his tongue into her over and over.

He so wanted to make her come, to show how good he could be, but just as he could feel her quivering against him, Janey pushed him away. "Look," she urged, using the hand in his hair to turn his head. Alice was between Rita's legs, her pink tongue darting out against Rita's pussy, making Rita moan softly.

She was on all fours, with Alice behind her, hands steadying Rita’s hips as she licked her pussy. The way Rita moaned went straight to Jack’s cock and he started to lick Janey again, trying to match her moans to Rita’s. Alice seemed to notice it, her eyes meeting Jack’s and she sped up, watching as Jack followed her speed, making Janey cry out in pleasure.

“You’re doing very well, Jack,” Kim said walking over to Alice so she could run a hand over her back. “What do you think, Janey? Should Rita reward just how well Jack’s doing?”

Before Janey could answer, Jack lifted his head, pushing his tongue against her clit, making her hips buck hard. "Oh, yes! Fuck yes," she cried out, riding Jack's face even faster than before. It stopped Jack seeing anything, and so the first touch of Rita's mouth against his cock came as a very pleasurable shock.

Rita wasn't at all hesitant, mouth sliding all the way to the base of Jack's cock and sucking hard. Her strong fingers spanned Jack's hips, holding him in place while she bobbed slowly up and down. Jack's moans were lost against Janey's pussy until she pulled him close enough that he could mimic Rita's suction against Janey's clit.

Her orgasm didn’t take long to follow, crashing over Janey as she screamed in pleasure. Jack didn’t stop until she pushed his head back down, one hand coming up to her breast, tugging against her nipple. “Fuck,” she breathed.

“Come on, Janey,” Kim said. “Let him show Alice his skills next,” she encouraged helping Janey off Jack. Rita pulled back, a wet pop falling from her lips as Jack’s hard cock smacked back down against his stomach.

“May I fuck him, Kim?” Rita asked and Kim hummed, glancing at Jack.

“Yes, yes I think that’s a good idea,” Kim nodded before reaching down to brush a hand over Jack’s forehead. “You are not to come, I’ve got a lot of plans for you yet,” she instructed him.

Jack groaned, but he couldn't keep a smile off his face. While it would be difficult not to react to Rita fucking him, Jack was very interested to see what other plans Kim had for him. "I won't come, not until you tell me to," he promised, catching hold of Kim's hand and giving it a squeeze.

"Oh, he really is so obedient," Alice murmured, as Kim pulled her hand back. Alice looked down to smile at Jack before she straddled his face, facing Rita. Jack brought his mouth slowly to her pussy, exploring thoroughly to see what pleased her. "Higher than that," Alice told him, and Jack paused, before he decided it didn't count as an order, and more as a direction.

While he carefully licked higher, he felt the heat of Rita's body settle over him, her hand closing around his cock and leading it to the wet entrance of her pussy. With Rita's hands no longer restraining him, Jack had to will himself not to buck up into her, and instead let her slowly sink down, enveloping his cock in her tight heat.

"Fuck, you're so big," Rita moaned. "It feels so good! Such a huge dick, stretching me out." She gave another loud moan before lifting herself up and then coming back down on Jack's cock just as slowly as she had the first time around. Her pussy felt amazing, tight and hot as it surrounded him.

"Jack's cock is very good," Kim promised the other girls and Alice moaned above him, her pussy becoming even more impossibly wet.

"I look forward to it," she said pressing down more and giving a sharp moan when Jack's tongue slipped inside her. "Fuck, his tongue is really good, too!" She cried out.

"It is," Janey agreed and Jack couldn't see her, but he felt her fingers brush his lips as they sought out Alice's clit.

Having so many women touching him at once made Jack feel as though his whole body was tingling. All four women could see him, could touch him, and Jack was willingly helpless to control any of it. He could picture Kim, fully in control, her presence radiating confidence as everyone else in the room deferred to Kim's plans for the day.

Jack lapped noisily at Alice's pussy as she leaned forward, opening her up for Jack's tongue to thrust faster and deeper inside her. A moment later, Rita's loud moans were swallowed up, and though he couldn't see it, Jack was sure Alice was kissing her. Judging by the way Rita's muscles squeezed around Jack's cock, she was very much enjoying it.

One of Janey's fingers pressed into Alice, and Jack licked obligingly around it before he let his head fall back further so he could purse his lips around Alice's clit. Jack couldn't even tell who the moans were coming from, but it hardly mattered as noises of pleasure filled the room.

Rita was still moving up and down Jack’s cock and he could feel Alice nearing her orgasm, as much as he could also hear it from the moans she gave in between the wet kisses she shared with Rita. “Oh, fuck,” Alice moaned and began to rock harder against Jack’s mouth and towards the fingers Janey had pressed inside her. Jack’s face was covered in liquids, tongue circling Alice’s clit faster and faster.

She came with a loud cry, sending wetness sliding down Jack’s cheek, unable to lap it up quick enough. The moans surrounding them, with the way Rita still fucked up and down Jack’s cock, it made it very difficult for Jack to do as Kim had told him and not come.

Kim must’ve seen as much on his face when Alice moved off him. “You doing alright, baby?” She asked, one hand on Rita’s shoulder to make her slow down.

Jack's whole body shuddered, and he'd been so close to coming that he whined lightly before his eyes fixed on Kim. "Yeah," he said, the word coming out slowly, his voice trembling at the end as Rita came down on his cock once more. "It's amazing," he promised. "It all feels so good."

Now that Alice had moved off him, Jack looked eagerly around for how else he could show that he would be obedient, that his mouth was good. "Can I go down on you, baby?" he asked Kim, still looking up at her. "Please. Can I show you how good I am?" He was perfectly willing to beg, if that was what it took, because as much as he'd wanted to show Alice and Janey his talents, his need to touch Kim was so much more intense.

There was a smile on Kim’s lips at the request and she gave a soft nod. “Yeah, yeah you can,” she promised and Jack watched as she pushed her shirt up a bit to pull her panties off. Like how Alice had done, Kim straddled his face while also facing Rita. Her pussy was so wet and it thrilled Jack to know that watching him be used by all these other women had gotten Kim so aroused. He didn’t hesitate to lick against her wetness, enjoying how loudly Kim moaned in response.

“Fuck, I love your mouth,” she groaned and there was almost a chorus of hums in agreement before most turned into moans as the women pleasured each other. “Rita, let Janey have a go on Jack’s cock,” Kim told her and when Rita gave a small whine, Kim chuckled. “It’s alright, he is also very good with his hands.”

That earned an ‘ooh’ from Alice, who didn’t hesitate to move so she could pull one of Jack’s hands up to her pussy.

She was wet, too, and Jack groaned, the sound vibrating against Kim as she ground her hips slowly against his face. With Alice's help, he was able to slide two fingers into her, pumping in and out at the same speed Kim was moving. He twisted his wrist so his thumb would find Alice's clit, and she gave a far louder moan.

When Rita moved off Jack's cock, he gave a whine of loss, but it hardly had time to register before Janey replaced her. Janey's pussy was just as tight, just as wet, and she sank slowly down until Jack was buried in her to the hilt. "He's so hard," she moaned, and Jack heard Rita chuckle slightly.

"Come here," she added, capturing Jack's other hand, leading it between her legs. "If you're good enough, maybe I won't miss that lovely thick cock of yours."

With each hand against a pussy, his mouth occupied with one and having a pussy around his cock, Jack felt like this was the best birthday ever. Having all these women take pleasure from him felt great and Jack licked harder against Kim’s pussy to show her just how grateful he was for having her pick such a great present for him. As the women moaned above him, Jack’s own cries of pleasure were muffled by Kim’s pussy.

His hands moved faster in and out of Alice and Rita, fingers curving to hit just the right spots. Janey, once she’d adjusted around his thickness, began to move, shifting up and then riding her pussy on Jack’s cock.

Jack couldn't tell which moans were coming from which woman; all he knew was that he wanted to please them more, encourage more sounds to echo around the room - and they hadn't even started with the bench yet. The thought of it made Jack's hips buck up, so eager to be displayed for Alice, Rita, and Janey to enjoy.

"Stay still," Janey instructed, and Jack whimpered against Kim's pussy. It was so hard not to thrust up into her inviting heat, and also to concentrate on stroking his fingers against Rita and Alice. Jack loved the challenge of it, though, loved proving that he could do well. He knew just how to move his tongue to make Kim moan, and he could hear her voice over all the others.

And Kim did moan, louder and louder, shifting above Jack as he fucked her with his tongue. She was so wet and hot around him. “Oh, yes, Jack, just like that,” she cried loudly when he teased his tongue out of her and over to her clit. Alice mimicked the cry and Jack could feel how her muscles tightened around his fingers as he continued to thrust them in and out of her.

“I’m going to come! Fuck!” She cried, making Jack move his fingers faster. His other hand mimicked the action on Rita, too, and her breathing and sharp cries of pleasure also intensified.

Janey was coming down on Jack’s cock harder and harder, and with all the moans surrounding him he wasn’t sure he could hold off much longer. His tongue worked harder to bring Kim that much closer to her orgasm as well.

He could feel Kim getting wetter, her muscles trembling as he thrust his tongue faster into her. She leaned forward, and Jack followed, not wanting to take his mouth off her for even an instant, not when he knew she must be close.

And then Janey gave a scream, and her muscles squeezed tight around Jack's cock, and in an instant, before Jack even knew what was happening, his hips had bucked off the floor and he was coming, filling Janey up, moaning his pleasure against Kim's pussy.

He could feel Rita coming, too, the way her muscles tightened. And if not for that, the way she screamed her pleasure would've clued him in. Janey rode Jack through his climax, letting him pleasure her more before she finally pulled back.

"He came," Janey said but her voice sounded far from disappointed.

Kim, on the other hand, tutted, pulling away so she could turn to see Jack. "Even though I told you not to," she shook her head. "I guess we'll have to punish him, won't we girls?"

Her question was met with a chorus of 'oh yes'es.

The thought was very nearly enough to get Jack hard again, and every nerve ending felt as though it shocked with electricity as the women moved away from him. Jack whined, especially as Kim moved out of his reach. He hadn't made her come, and Jack keenly felt the disappointment.

"I'm sorry," he said, getting to his knees as soon as the women moved away from him. Though he glanced around at Alice, Rita and Janey, his words were mostly directed to Kim. "Please, punish me," he asked. "I deserve it, and I promise I'll be good, and not complain." He hoped the punishment was going to involve the bench, but he could never quite be sure. It was his birthday, so he felt at least fairly confident Kim's punishment wasn't going to be paying him no attention, as it sometimes was.

"You will be good," Kim agreed, reaching out to run a thumb over Jack's lip. "You look such a fucking mess, baby, covered in wetness." But her words didn't sound judgemental, if anything Kim sounded proud and that felt so good. "Get on the bench," she instructed Jack.

As he did so, he saw the way Janey's hand ran over Alice's breast, teasing her nipple between her fingers so Alice would give a soft moan. "Would you like to whip Jack for his disobedience?" Kim asked, producing a whip from somewhere but Jack was too distracted by the potential of getting whipped by one - or all! - of the gorgeous women.

He curled his fingers around the legs of the bench, stretching over it so that as much of his body as possible was displayed. He could feel appreciative eyes on him, and he spread his legs slightly, toes curling against the floor. He was facing Kim, the other women gathered around her, making her look even more in charge.

"I want to go first," Rita spoke up, and just the word 'first' made Jack shiver. He wanted there to be more, for each of them to take a turn, or maybe even have two of them whip him at once.

"I'm sorry," Jack apologized, watching as Kim handed the whip to Rita. He was sorry, but not so much so that he didn't relish the thought of being punished. "Please, Rita," he added for good measure. "Please, punish me."

"God, listen to him beg," Alice breathed and it was clear that she loved having Jack ask for punishment. Rita didn't take long to serve the first whipping, the tails of the whip licking sharply against Jack's ass. It made him cry out, a sound that seemed to encourage Rita to hit him again.

Kim reached out to stroke over Jack's hair and then tangle her fingers in it before she pulled, making another shiver run down Jack's spine. "He is very good at begging. And very good at accepting punishment," she said proudly.

"You've trained him well," Janey complimented.

Being talked about as if he wasn't there only made Jack moan louder when the whip snapped against his ass. This had been part of the fantasy, to hear Kim praise him to someone else, rather than just to him, and he looked up at her as adoringly as he could - at least until she tugged his hair again, making Jack's eyes water with the sting of sudden pain.

"Please," he said, his voice quavering beyond his control. "It was wrong to come when you'd told me not to. I'm sorry." The whip landed again, sending a bolt of pain all the way up Jack's spine. He was getting hard again, his cock trapped between his body and the bench. He rocked slightly, back towards Rita and then forwards, needing the friction on his dick.

He looked up, distracted, when Alice moaned, and was treated to the sight of Janey sucking one of Alice's hard nipples into her mouth, both their shirts completely discarded.

"I think he's enjoying himself," Rita hummed.

"Well that just won't do, will it?" Kim responded but her tone sounded reading. "Go on, Alice, dish out some punishment, will you?" She encouraged and this time when Alice moaned it was at the prospect of punishing Jack rather than Janey's mouth on her.

She took over from Rita and Jack couldn't help the moan that escaped him at having another one of the women whip him.

"Can I make him use his hands on me, Kim?" Janey asked hopefully.

Jack looked up, with just as much hope, the idea of pleasuring Janey while he was being whipped almost too much. Kim made him wait a moment for the answer, but then she nodded.

Janey wasted no time, spreading her legs to give Jack the perfect view of her pussy. He reached for her, tugging her hips close enough before he ran a finger through her folds. She was still wet, and Jack easily slid two fingers into her, his other hand toying with her clit.

Janey moaned, just at the same moment someone - Alice, or Rita, Jack couldn't be sure - landed the whip hard against his ass.

“Oh, yesss,” Janey half-hissed, rocking her hips against Jack’s fingers. He pumped his fingers in and out of her, wetness dripping against his hand. Another sharp blow landed against Jack’s ass with some of the tails sliding between his legs, caressing over his inner thighs. It made him push forward, cock hardening even more.

Kim came closer, sliding her hand over Jack’s back and down to his ass, pinching against the marks that the whip had left and making him cry out at how much it hurt but also how good it felt. “Do you think he’s been punished enough, ladies?” Kim asked and Jack had half a mind to object that he hadn’t but then Kim spoke again. “Do you think it’s time for his real present?”

Jack's breath caught in his throat, and he twisted his body to try to watch Kim before Janey whined a protest at the way his fingers had stopped moving. With a murmur of apology, Jack returned his attention to her, circling the tip of his thumb teasingly around her clit.

"Please, Kim," he said, turning his head so he could make out at least her profile. "What is my real present?" Jack couldn't imagine - this was already so much more than he'd expected, and so hot. "I'll be so good," he promised. "I'll do anything you say." That was always true, but Jack somehow made it sound more true.

“I know you will,” Kim agreed, leaning down to kiss Jack. Her teeth scraped against his lower lip teasingly before she pulled away again. “Your real present,” she said slowly, her hand tracing over Jack’s back again. “Is me letting all of these women take you. Would you like that, sweetheart? Having Alice fuck you? And then Rita? And then Janey?”

Above him, Janey gave a loud moan in response to both Kim’s words and Jack’s fingers. Alice, in turn, landed another blow with the whip against Jack’s thighs. “We will certainly like it,” she hummed.

"Yeess," Jack moaned, the word seeming to draw all the breath from him, leaving him panting against the bench. "Fuck, yes." It was definitely a fantasy, and one Jack had mentioned without ever really expecting it to be fulfilled. Even the idea that Kim had arranged all this for him made Jack feel a warm glow of pleasure. That she loved him so much and wanted him to have everything he'd dreamed of, only made the prospect sweeter.

"Will you watch?" he asked, looking up at Kim. He knew she would be there, to make sure everything was okay, to keep Jack safe - but he wanted more than that. "Will it turn you on to watch?" He hoped so. "I'll be so good for you, baby. I'll let them fuck me - hard and deep."

Kim leaned down to press another kiss against Jack’s lips, giving him a smile. “No, I will let them fuck you - hard and deep,” she corrected, sending a thrill of excitement down Jack’s spine. Knowing that it was Kim who got to choose, Kim who got to decide when and how Jack was going to be used - it was so hot.

“I will watch,” she added. “And it will turn me on. Perhaps even so much that I, too, will have to fuck you with all these women watching,” Kim commented, dragging a sharp nail across Jack’s back. “What do you think, girls? Ready to show Jack just how well you can fuck?”

“Oh yes,” Janey nodded, shifting her hips against him, demanding that Jack move his fingers inside her more.

“Prepare him, Alice,” Kim instructed and Jack could almost see the glee in Alice’s eyes as she went to fetch the lube.

Jack tried to focus on Janey, he really did, twisting his fingers inside her in an attempt to find her g-spot, but he just couldn't help the way his attention kept moving back to Alice. When she knelt behind him, one hand on his thigh to urge his legs wider apart, Jack moaned, and when he felt the first slick press of her finger against him, his toes curled.

Janey squeezed her muscles around Jack's fingers, pulling his focus back, but he could still feel Alice preparing him, spreading the lube over and inside. Jack's cock was so hard, and he humped his hips against the bench, desperate for the friction.

"Oh, please," he begged, not sure who he was talking to, but hoping someone was listening. "Please, more, faster, I can't wait -" His words made Janey moan above him louder and Jack let his thumb circle her clit.

Alice refused to go any faster, taking her time as she slid first one and then a second finger into Jack. He whined openly, his whole body feeling like it was on edge.

The women were clearly enjoying just how needy Jack was, because Rita stroked over his ass, pinching against the marks she’d left with the whip. As Alice’s fingers worked him open, the noises Jack made increased, his hips thrusting forward.

“You can’t come until everyone has had a go, Jack,” Kim advised him. “Rita, you want to go first?” She asked and Rita gave a very sultry ‘oh yes’ before disappearing briefly. Jack was too preoccupied with Alice’s fingers pressing inside him and stretching his muscles, and Janey’s wet pussy grinding against his fingers, to notice where she’d gone, but then Rita was back wearing a strap-on that made Jack whine.

“You like that?” She teased, walking in front of him. “Want to suck it? Go on, show me how good you can take a woman’s cock.”

Janey barely stepped aside, and Jack moaned eagerly as he watched her and Rita press their bodies together as they both tried to get close to him. With his free hand, Jack reached for Rita's hip, his fingers teasing at the straps of the harness. She leaned forward, nudging the hard cock against Jack's lips, and he opened them immediately, tongue darting out to lap at the head of the strap-on.

Almost as slowly and carefully as Alice had prepared him, Rita pressed forward, inch after inch of the cock filling Jack's mouth. He swirled his tongue around it, hollowing his cheeks as he looked up at Rita. "Fuck, that's so hot," she told him, running a hand over his sweat-damp hair. "He looks good like this, Kim, I don't know how you ever let him do anything else."

Kim laughed at that and that somehow made this so much hotter. "He's good at many other things, too," she said a little teasingly but Jack knew she meant it. The praise made pride swell inside him. It also made him want to show Rita even more how good he could be and he took the cock in deeper.

"God, I can't wait to fuck you," Janey moaned, riding Jack's fingers faster, coaxing her orgasm closer.

"Nor me," Rita agreed fucking the strap-on deeper into Jack's mouth.

"Is he ready?" Kim asked and Alice hummed, her fingers moving in and out of Jack's lubed up asshole.

"Oh yes."

Jack would've answered himself, if he'd been able, but with his mouth still full of cock all he could do was moan his agreement eagerly. He could feel everybody looking at him, watching as Rita gave the cock one last, hard thrust into his mouth before she pulled away. It turned Jack on even more to know he was the center of their attention, that they all wanted to fuck him before he would be allowed to come.

He turned his head to watch as Rita strode around the bench, her fingers trailing over Jack's spine until she reached his ass, giving it an open-palmed slap that made Jack's hips jerk forward. He could feel his own cock, hard and neglected against his stomach, leaving a patch of pre-come against his skin. "Please, Rita, I'm so ready," he said, and his voice sounded raw and desperate even to his own ears. "Fuck me, I want you to." He glanced up at Kim, meeting her eyes. "And Kim wants you to," he added, looking to her for her approval.

There was another chuckle from Kim but then she nodded. "I do want you to, show Jack how good you can fuck him," Kim encouraged. "And the rest of you, get in line." That sent a shiver down Jack's spine, the thought of them lining up to fuck him.

Rita pressed the tip of the strap-on against Jack's opening, making him cry out needily. She was slow in moving forward, but that just increased the feeling, the way Jack stretched open against it. Once Rita was fully in she paused, letting Jack adjust around the size. When she pulled back again to then press into him harder, Jack moaned loudly.

Janey, with a slight pout, moved away from Jack's fingers and when he turned to look at her, he saw Alice already in a strap-on, one that was even bigger than the one on Rita.

Jack was sure his eyes widened, and he could feel his heart pounding against his ribs. Biting down on his lower lip, he enjoyed the sting of pain. When Rita fucked into him again, deeper, Jack couldn't hold back a grunt, pushing his ass back to meet her. The sounds of the two of them seemed to fill the room, Rita's appreciative words washing over Jack in a wave, carrying him deeper and deeper into subspace.

"Fuuuck," he groaned, spreading his legs wider and shouting in pleasure as the angle of Rita's cock inside him shifted. As Jack moved his hips faster, he had to let the bench take more of his weight, his head falling forward. "Fuck, it feels so big." It did, and Jack's muscles seemed to clench at the idea of Alice fucking him with something even bigger.

“You’re so good,” Rita moaned, her hips bucking against Jack faster. Before he could reply, tell her more about how great it felt, tell them all how much he loved this, Janey appeared in front of him, her own strap-on now attached.

“Suck it,” Kim instructed and Janey pressed the tip against Jack’s lips, waiting for him to open his mouth and then pushing it in. Her slowness seemed to slow Rita down, too, and she fucked into Jack at the same speed as Janey pressed the cock in and out of his mouth. “Alice, swap with Rita,” Jack heard Kim say.

As much as he could, Jack pushed his ass up, whimpering around the cock in his mouth as Rita pulled back. She ran a hand over his spine, coming up to squeeze his shoulder, and before Jack could even register feeling empty without the strap-on, Alice was there, nudging the blunt tip against his asshole.

It felt so huge, especially with his mouth already full, and Jack made a noise that might have been a scream if it hadn't been muffled by Janey angling the cock down against his tongue. "Hold still," Alice said, her voice almost soothing, and Jack really tried, pinning his hips down against the bench.

"That's it," Alice breathed, and the praise made it worth the struggle not to push back greedily for more. "He's taking it so beautifully, Kim."

“He is,” Kim agreed, reaching to brush her hand over Jack’s cheek, her fingers pressing against the cock in his mouth. “He’s very good at taking it,” she added and the praise went to Jack’s cock as much as all of the other sensations. Alice did give Jack a moment before she started to move inside him harder and harder.

The strap-on was so filling and with Janey’s cock still in his mouth, Jack could only moan louder and louder around it. “Fuck,” Alice breathed and her hips began to slam against Jack’s, the cock going so deep. And then it hit just the right spot inside Jack, making everything around him pale for a moment by how much pleasure shot through him.

Toes curling against the cool floor, Jack pushed his hips back urgently, trying to get Alice to hit the same spot again. Her hand came to his thigh, pushing his legs still further apart, thrusting the cock in deeper. With Alice and Janey both fucking into him so hard and so fast, it was all Jack could do to hold on for the ride. It felt incredible, being used, knowing Kim was watching every moment and enjoying it.

Alice's thrusts went on and on, and every time she hit Jack's prostate, he moaned even louder and pushed himself back harder. He rocked between the cock in his ass and the one in his mouth, and Janey delighted in tugging at Jack's hair as he swallowed her strap-on down as far as he could go. "Is it my turn, yet?" she asked, and Jack could see her pouting at Kim over his head.

“Yes,” Kim confirmed, giving Janey a grin. Alice thrust into Jack one more time before pulling back, not particularly gently, sending a whole new sort of sensation through Jack as his muscles tightened. Janey didn’t take long to replace Alice. Her strap-on was thinner but also longer, making Jack cry out as she pressed into him.

Unlike Rita and Alice, Janey didn’t take much time at all before starting to fuck Jack hard. His moans and whimpers filled the room and then, suddenly, the whip from earlier landed against his back, making him buck forward. It was in Rita’s hands and she dragged it slowly over Jack’s back, as Janey kept relentlessly fucking him.

“You good, sweetheart?” Kim asked.

Jack nodded, too breathless at first to find words. He felt so good, every inch of his body being used, every sensation being something Kim had ordered. "So good," he finally managed to rasp, his voice hoarse from taking the strap-on into the back of his throat. "Best birthday present ever," he added, making Rita laugh and bring the whip down in a stinging blow against Jack's back.

"If he can still talk, clearly I'm not fucking him fast enough," Janey answered, and somehow, impossibly, sped up the pace of her hips slamming against Jack's ass. Pleasure was spiraling from the pit of Jack's stomach, threatening to overwhelm him, but he gripped the legs of the bench harder, and held on, determined not to come until Janey had finished. "Want you to fuck me," he said, looking up at Kim. "Want to come while you fuck me. Please."

Janey slowed down a little, waiting for Kim’s answer. “Well, it is your birthday and you should get fucked by everyone,” Kim nodded, making the other women laugh in a way that just made Jack want so much more. Janey pulled out of Jack almost ruthlessly but at this point he was so well fucked that it didn’t even hurt, just made him feel empty.

Before too long, Kim had replaced Janey against Jack’s opening, fingers teasing over it first, making him whimper. “That’s a good boy,” she praised and then pressed inside him slowly. Kim savored every inch she pressed inside Jack, making him grunt louder and louder as she did so.

Looking around, Jack could see everybody watching them, and he'd never felt so full and so proud as he did knowing Kim was claiming him in front of all these other women who had fucked him first. "So good for you," Jack agreed, panting as he pushed himself back against Kim. The rhythm she set wasn't fast, but it was steady, the cock sending sparks through Jack every time it pounded against the perfect spot.

No matter how Jack moaned or begged, Kim didn't speed up, just carried on, keeping Jack so balanced on the edge of orgasm that he could hardly see, could hardly think of anything except Kim. Jack lifted his hips, crying out as the cock plunged even deeper into him. "Please," he begged, feeling like he could fly apart at any moment. "Touch me, Kim, please."

“Touch yourself,” Kim told Jack, slamming into him harder. “I want you to show Alice, Rita and Janey just how much you want them to see you, to watch you come.” Each of the words was punctuated by a thrust, some more shallow than others, but all good.

“Yes, Jack, show us,” Rita agreed, running the tails of the whip over his skin gently, teasingly almost.

“We’d love to see you come for Kim,” Alice nodded and Janey gave a soft moan when one of Alice’s hands strayed over her breast.

Jack shivered, forcing himself to move slowly as he shifted his weight so he could free one of his hands. It gave him less control, less ability to push back to meet Kim's thrusts, and that just made Jack feel even hotter. He loved knowing that Kim would decide how deep and how fast she wanted to fuck him.

When he curled one hand around his cock, Jack almost saw stars, moaning louder than anyone as Kim slammed into him, each thrust pressing Jack's cock forward into his fingers. It didn't take long - three thrusts, one of them particularly fierce, and Jack could feel his balls tighten.

His orgasm washed over him in wave after wave, leaving him breathless and trembling. Kim hadn't stopped moving, the cock filling Jack more slowly as his muscles tried to cling to it.

She didn’t stop until after a few more thrusts, just as hard, making sure that Jack knew exactly how much she was the one in charge. Finally, Kim pulled back, running a hand over the base of Jack’s back. She caressed her way up to his neck, giving his sweaty hair a small tug, before leaning down to kiss Jack’s lips.

“You did so well, sweetheart,” Kim praised and it was rewarding to have not just that, but also the hum of agreement from the other women around him. “Happy birthday,” she added.

“Yes, happy birthday, Jack, we’ve had lots of fun!” Janey said with a laugh.

Jack's muscles still tingled with pleasure making Jack reluctant to move. He felt completely fucked out, totally satisfied that his fantasy had lived up to everything he'd hoped it would be. There was still an excitement in being on display, knowing his body had been used and everyone could see it.

"You were all amazing," he said, making Alice laugh. "Especially Kim," Jack added, his gaze seeking out hers. He felt like he could stay where he was forever, but he knew Kim would want him to move eventually. She would take care of him, ensure that he had blankets and water, and a good rest.

"We know who his favorite is," Janey teased, and Jack was perfectly happy to admit that Kim was.

“Well, girls, thank you very much,” Kim said and the women nodded, with Rita smacking her hand against Jack’s ass. “Happy birthday,” she wished, making the others laugh before they walked off to, presumably, get dressed and leave.

Once they’d gone, Kim helped Jack move off the bench, but only enough so he could kneel in front of her. Her touch was gentle as she ran it over his cheek. “Did you enjoy your present?” She asked, but the tone in Kim’s voice implied that she knew he had. She had, after all, seen him come twice.

Jack stretched slightly, feeling the ache in his ass from the strap-on and the lines of pain left by the whip, not to mention the ache in his jaw. "I really, really did," he promised, running a hand up Kim's leg, just to be in contact with her.

"Thank you, for organizing it, and for letting other people fuck me." He could have carried on, but he knew Kim understood without him giving her a list of every thing he was grateful for. "You can let me show you how much I appreciate it, later," he teased. He would be up for it, by then, because what kind of birthday would it be if Jack didn't make Kim come at least once?


Under Her Control

Threesome With Her Two Subs

The house was quiet when Brad got home from work, but he knew it wouldn’t stay that way for long. Erica had been hinting all day that she had big plans for their Friday evening; though Brad knew better than to ask for details. Erica would explain when, and only when, she was ready. If anything, that just built Brad’s expectations higher, because he’d never been disappointed by those evenings when Erica had a very specific vision of what she wanted.

She’d given him a few instructions already, including making sure that the bedroom was tidy, and the sheets had been freshly changed. Brad was just plumping the last pillow when he heard the distinctive sound of wheels on the gravel driveway. He was at the door before Erica even had to knock.

“Welcome home,” he said, greeting her with a kiss, and then pressing one against Meghan’s cheek too when she followed Erica inside.

“Is there anything else I can do for you?” he asked, going to his knees before Erica almost as soon as the door was closed behind her.

To show her appreciation, Erica ran a soft hand over Brad’s cheek. She didn’t reply immediately, instead letting Meghan help her out of her coat, before like Brad, Meghan went down to her knees, too. It was always thrilling to Brad to share Erica’s dominance with Meghan. They were both special to Erica and it was enjoyable to work together to make sure Erica got exactly what she wanted.

“Have you prepared the bedroom just like how I asked?” Erica asked and smiled when Brad nodded eagerly. “And what about you, Meghan? Did you get what I asked you for?”

That made Brad turned to look at Meghan because he didn’t know what it was, but the way Meghan’s cheeks tinted red implied that whatever it was would be very exciting. “I did,” Meghan nodded. “The ropes are in the bag,” she added.

There was, indeed, a bag sat neatly next to the shoes she’d taken off before kneeling and Erica smiled as she reached for it.

“I want you to tie the ropes securely to the bed frame,” she told Brad, handing him the bag. “Then, I want you to strip Meghan and tie her to the bed, legs spread. You are to make her ready but not to make her come, got it?”

Brad bit off the moan that threatened to spill from him, so that he could give Erica a proper answer to her question. “Yes,” he promised, “I’ll make sure her pussy is so wet for you, Erica.” He knew the words would turn Meghan on, and he reveled in the smirk Erica gave him, clearly knowing exactly why he’d voiced that particular thought.

“Here.” Erica held out the bag to him, and Brad took it. Before he could move to get up, Erica stopped him. “You may stand when you get to the bedroom, but not before. Go on.”

Brad crawled slowly, sure that both women were watching his ass as he moved ahead of them, and wanting to make the most of it. Looking back, he could see Meghan crawling too, while Erica followed with her heels clicking against the wooden floor.

Once they reached the bedroom, Brad stood, taking enough time to be sure the ropes were tied securely.

“Get on the bed, Meghan,” Erica ordered when she judged that everything was ready for the next step.

Obediently, Meghan did just that. She stroked her hand over her blouse, as if unsure if she should take it off or if Brad was to. Erica, like she always did, sensed the question before Meghan could even ask it, giving a nod. “Brad will undress you,” she told Meghan. Erica went to take a seat in the corner of the room where a chair they had specifically placed there for watching was.

It was thrilling to know that Erica would just view them, at least for now. Her legs were parted slightly, but the skirt she was wearing didn’t give Brad an opportunity to see up it. Perhaps, if he did well, she’d pull it up later.

“Brad,” Meghan said drawing his attention back to her. “Undress me,” she repeated, hands at her sides to give him access to the buttons on her blouse.

“Impatient,” he teased, moving to kneel next to Meghan on the bed, giving her a grin. He loved when the two of them got to do things together like this, when they could share the enjoyment of knowing Erica was watching. Brad liked putting on a bit of a show for her, and he knew that Meghan did as well.

Slowly, his hands unfastened the buttons of Meghan’s blouse, moaning appreciatively as he revealed the soft fabric of her bra. “Look at you,” he breathed, running his hands lightly over Meghan’s breasts. “Your nipples are hard already, you’re so turned on.” He bent his head, running his tongue over the fabric until it clung to each of Meghan’s nipples.

He helped her sit up, sliding her arms free of the blouse and dropping it to the floor beside the bed, out of sight. Once he’d stripped off her bra, he pushed her back down against the mattress, his mouth teasing at her breasts while his hands moved lower to find the buttons on her skirt.

Meghan’s body was incredibly pliant, she let Brad move her just as he wanted to, soft moans falling from her lips when his mouth sucked against one of her nipples. In as much as Meghan could, she shifted to help Brad pull down her skirt, exposing the stockings she was wearing and the panties that matched her bra.

“Tie her hands to the bed,” Erica instructed from where she was seated and Meghan nodded eagerly. Meghan shifted her body up the bed, arms eagerly spread to reach for the ropes. There was absolutely no hesitation in her movement, her naked breasts bouncing at the speed with which Meghan aimed to do just as Erica had told her to.

Brad moved more slowly, but only so that he could be sure he tied Meghan’s hands nice and tight. He wanted to do exactly as Erica had said, not risk disappointing her later if Meghan’s wrists came free from the rope. He checked and double-checked the knots around her right arm, then moved to the other side of the bed, doing the same for her left.

“She’s tied up tight, Erica,” he promised, glancing over to where she was watching them. She waved a hand for him to continue, so Brad moved, lifting Meghan’s legs to pull the stockings down, his fingertips moving against her smooth skin. He was hard already, but what mattered more than that was making sure Meghan was ready.

Slowly, he pulled Meghan’s panties off, moaning at how good she looked once she was fully naked. He didn’t need reminding to move to the corner of the bed, wrapping the rope firmly around one of Meghan’s ankles.

Meghan tugged against the ropes that were around her hands, seemingly to lean in more and help Brad with the ones around her ankles. It felt good to not only know that Erica was watching but that Meghan was, too. She wanted exactly what Erica did and Brad was eager to please them both.

Once Meghan’s ankles were as securely and safely tied to the bed, Brad glanced at Erica, to see if she had any further instructions. She didn’t say anything, and Brad took that to mean that it was up to him to decide how to get Meghan ready for whatever was coming next. At the first touch of his mouth against her skin, Meghan moaned softly.

He kissed his way carefully up the inside of one leg until, still fully dressed himself, Brad could settle between Meghan’s spread legs. “Fuck, you look so beautiful,” he told her, enjoying the way a blush bloomed over Meghan’s cheeks. He circled his tongue around her navel, then licked his way lower and lower, until he could lap eagerly at Meghan’s clit.

Erica had given very specific instructions about not making Meghan come, so Brad teased her, licking her clit long enough for her moans to echo around the room, and then moving. He thrust his tongue inside her, fucking her with slow, precise strokes until he felt the muscles in her thighs quiver, then pulling back.

He glanced at Erica, giving a shiver himself at how cool and collected she still looked watching them. “Don’t stop,” she instructed, and the slight hitch in her voice was the only outward sign she was affected by their display.

Determined to turn both women on, Brad eagerly returned his mouth to Meghan’s pussy, letting his moans vibrate against her.

They only increased in volume as Brad continued. He knew Meghan’s body as well as he knew Erica’s, so Brad could easily tell when Meghan neared an orgasm. Every time she did, he pulled back, soft kisses against her inner thighs instead. Since Erica hadn’t told him to stop teasing Meghan, Brad carried on, loving how Meghan’s body responded to his touch.

Her moans came with small gasps, every so often being interwoven with either Erica’s name or Brad’s (more often Erica’s). “I want to come,” Meghan cried, sounding so needy. The tone very much resonated with Brad, he’d been in her position many times before.

“No,” Erica said strictly. She still didn’t tell Brad to stop, though, so he kept teasing Meghan, bringing her close and then pulling back. Over and over again until she was a whimpering mess under him.

Meghan’s cries were beginning to be filled with many pleas until finally, Erica spoke again, “Stop now.” Meghan moaned again, almost in relief that the teasing would cease.

“Strip,” Erica instructed Brad.

Brad stood, his gaze moving between Meghan on the bed and Erica still facing him in her chair. He unbuttoned his shirt efficiently, letting it drop to the floor behind him before he lifted his hands to the zip of his pants.

He didn’t want Erica to tell him off for rushing, so he peeled each layer down separately, first his pants, then his socks and finally his boxers, his hard cock springing free to slap against his stomach.

As soon as he was naked, Brad went back to his knees, looking eagerly up at Erica.

“Meghan’s ready,” he promised. Slowly, he ran a hand over his cock. He was ready too, for whatever Erica might ask of him next.

“Are you, Meghan?” Erica asked, her gaze sliding over Meghan’s naked form.

“Yes, yes!” Meghan moaned, even though she had as much awareness of what Erica wanted them to do as Brad did. Still, he knew they both trusted her, they both felt confident in the knowledge that whatever Erica did, it would please her and in turn please them.

“Get the anal toys out, Brad,” Erica told him. “And lube. I want you to use the beads on Meghan first, prepare her to take first your cock and then a plug.” The instructions were very precise and this time when Brad glanced at Erica, he could see her sliding her hand over her stomach and up to her breasts. Through the material of her dress, she was rubbing her nipple.

Brad felt a bolt of arousal so strong it almost distracted him from doing as Erica had ordered - almost, because Brad had gotten very good at following instructions, no matter how turned on he might be.

He crawled to the cupboard where they kept the toys, moving the box to sit by the bed, then quickly rifling through it for the beads and the lube.

Moving back onto the bed, Brad ran his hands soothingly over Meghan’s thighs, down past her pussy, so he could slide them under her body to give her ass a squeeze, one finger teasing between her cheeks.

“I can hardly wait to fuck you,” he said, teeth grazing across his lower lip, “but I’ll get you ready first. I don’t want to hurt you.”

Pulling back, he spread the lube over his fingers, then carefully pressed one against Meghan’s asshole, waiting until she relaxed and he could slide his finger inside her.

“Does it feel good?” he asked eagerly.

“Yes,” Meghan responded almost straight away. Brad knew she enjoyed having her ass played with, knew just the right ways to touch her. Meghan couldn’t do very much to help him, not with her arms and legs tied to the bed, but she still bucked upwards, pressing down against Brad’s finger.

With the lube against the beads, Brad replaced his finger with the first ball on the string. Meghan’s soft whimpers began to increase in volume as each of the balls pressed into her, increasing in size as they went.

“How does it feel, Meghan?” Erica asked.

“Oh, God, so good,” the other woman moaned loudly. Meghan bucked her hips up so hard, trying to fuck herself onto the next ball, that Brad had to hold her down with one hand.

He slowly pressed it into her, moaning as he felt her muscles squeeze against his fingertip before he pulled away. The next ball was even larger, and Brad had to tease Meghan with it before she could relax enough to take it in.

“Come on,” he urged, feeling his dick twitch as he imagined his cock replacing the balls, fucking into Meghan and feeling her press her ass back against him. He pushed harder, the ball sinking into Meghan’s ass slowly.

“Is that all of them?” Erica asked, and when Brad turned his head to look at her, she’d unbuttoned her dress to the waist, revealing her smooth skin and a hint of pale bra.

He nodded, running his tongue over his lips before he answered. “Yes, Erica,” he said, giving the balls a little twist, just to see how Meghan would react.

The scream that fell from her lips was definitely worth it and Meghan pulled against the ropes, in an attempt to buck up as much as she could. “Pull the last few back out and press them in again,” Erica told Brad, and even before he could do so Meghan was already moaning, knowing how good that would feel.

As he toyed with the beads, Meghan’s cries increased. It almost drowned out the soft moan that came from Erica, but Brad didn’t miss it, turning his head just in time to see her run her fingers over the breast she’d freed from her bra, tugging against the nipple.

“And back again,” Erica repeated, noticing Brad’s distraction.

“Yes, yes, back again!” Meghan moaned, wiggling under Brad’s touch.

If he hadn’t been so aroused, Brad might have laughed, but his cock was aching from how hard it was, how much he wanted to be given the order to fuck Meghan’s ass. It was an effort not to say so, not to beg Erica to let him, but the noises Meghan made absorbed plenty of Brad’s attention. He wanted to help her show off for Erica, he wanted Erica to be as turned on as they both were.

Brad wanted such a lot of things, but all his desires could be filled by pressing the balls back inside Meghan, shifting so he could push them in harder, almost as if he were fucking her with them.

“Shall I do it again?” he asked, his voice eager.

“Yes!” Meghan responded wiggling under Brad, but it wasn't her answer he was waiting on. Erica took longer, probably because Meghan had responded so eagerly. Brad watched as she teased her nipple, watching Brad and Meghan together. It was hard not to beg Erica to let him help her as well, but Brad hardly wanted to stop giving Meghan pleasure.

He pulled the balls free and thrust them in once more, his free hand trapping Meghan’s hip against the mattress.

“Do it again,” Erica nodded and Megan's moans echoed around them. “You both look so good from here, so hot.” Erica's words were joined by a soft moan from her, too. “Tell me how good Meghan looks, Brad.”

Brad loved how hot it made him feel, to know that Erica was watching, and he knew Meghan felt the same, so he pulled the balls slowly free, giving Meghan plenty of time to moan dramatically. “She looks so good,” he said, pausing and twisting the smaller balls inside Meghan. “She’s so wet, and she keeps bucking up trying to fuck herself more.”

He watched as Meghan shifted her hips, trying to get him to fill her again, and gave a low groan. “I think she’s ready for my cock, Erica,” he said, and though he was very eager to fuck Meghan, it was also true. He wouldn’t have risked saying it before Meghan was ready.

Erica hummed, making Brad pause, his attention focused on her. “Are you ready for Brad’s cock, Meghan?” she asked, still teasing her nipple between two fingers.

“Oh yes!” Meghan nodded, like ‘yes' was the only word left in her vocabulary. It was followed by more pulling against the ropes and more needy sounds.

“You can fuck her,” Erica said. “But only one of you is allowed to come.” She didn't specify which one of them, or even which of then got to choose.

Meghan parted her legs more, crying out loudly when Brad pulled the beads out again. “I want to feel your cock,” she half-begged to Brad. “I want you to stretch me out, show Erica how good you are at fucking my ass.” Brad was very experienced in fucking Meghan’s ass just the way she liked it.

He kissed his way up Meghan’s body, nipping lightly at her jaw, enjoying the way her body shifted under his to get more contact. Brad moved down to meet her, moaning when her breasts brushed against his chest, her nipples still hard. “Fuck, I’m so ready, too,” he told her, glancing at Erica, to make sure she was watching.

“We’ll show her together,” he promised, reaching for the lube and spreading it over his cock, giving a hiss at the feel of the cold substance against his overheated flesh. With one hand lifting Meghan’s ass up off the bed, Brad used the other to guide his cock to press against her.

He pressed forward smoothly, Meghan perfectly ready for him, just like Erica had instructed. Pumping his hips, Brad groaned at the tight heat all around his dick. “I want to come in you,” he said, his tone almost pleading with Meghan, hoping he could get her to agree. “And then fill you up with a plug while my cum’s still in you.”

The noises Meghan was making were almost as hot as having Brad’s cock in her ass. Almost but not quite as she pushed down more and harder, in as much as she could with the restraints on. “Okay,” she moaned. “But you have to fuck me hard.” Brad knew she couldn’t come from just being fucked in the ass, so there wasn’t a danger that they both would come.

“Do as she says,” Erica nodded, her own moan joining in and when Brad glanced her way, he saw that her fingers had made it down her panties, the skirt of her dress pushed up around Erica’s hips.

Brad turned his attention back to Meghan, the hand on her ass helping to lift her off the mattress so he could rock his hips into her. As Meghan’s moans got louder, Brad’s pace picked up, fucking her with as much force as he could manage. Even with her legs spread wide, Meghan was still so tight. Like this, it wouldn’t take Brad long, and he bit down on his lip as he tried to resist the waves of pleasure threatening to overwhelm him.

Turning his head, Brad took in the sight of Erica, fingers between her legs and hips pushing off the chair as she fucked herself in time with Brad’s own movements. “Faster, come on,” she ordered, and Brad did his best to obey, his knuckles going white where he held onto Meghan’s hip.

“That’s it,” Erica urged, “you look so good together. Fuck her harder.”

Meghan was as keen on Brad fucking her harder, moaning louder and louder. His hips slammed forward, doing just as he’d been told and fucking Meghan hard. She was clearly loving it, her whole body moving under him, tugging against the ropes like she couldn’t get enough of Brad’s cock in her. Her cries of pleasure urged him on, but Brad couldn’t take his eyes off Erica.

He could see the outline of her fingers through the material of her panties as she touched herself. Her lips were parted to let out soft moans, ones that were much quieter than Meghan’s but Brad knew they were there, knew she was moaning because of what he was doing to Meghan.

“Fuck, yes, yes, yes,” Meghan screamed, her body arching upwards and Brad knew that if he didn’t come soon she’d find a way to.

Without looking away from Erica, Brad thrust even harder and faster. He ran his hands over Meghan’s skin, nails leaving red lines against her sides as he plunged his cock deeper into her. Her muscles seemed to tighten around him as she moaned, sending Brad flying over the edge of his orgasm so quickly it was almost dizzying.

His hips slowed down, his cock softening until he could slip free, sitting back on his heels and touching Meghan’s legs appreciatively. “Yeah, that’s it,” he said, trying to soothe her against the mattress. “You did so well, and you looked so hot. Erica was watching, did you see?” Brad glanced at Erica, who hadn’t stopped touching herself, making Brad’s stomach swoop with arousal.

Meghan was utterly breathless, but she did still turn her head towards Erica. She looked so beautifully ravished and there was so much more yet to come! Brad watched as Erica stood up, letting her dress drop to the floor, leaving her only in the sheer lingerie she was wearing. Walking across the room, Erica leaned down to press a kiss against Meghan’s lips, making the other woman moan gently.

“You did so well, baby. I love watching you get fucked,” she told Meghan, one hand brushing over Meghan’s stomach and making its way up to her breast. Erica teased one of Meghan’s nipples between her fingers before turning to look at Brad. “You did very well, too,” she said, making pride surge through him.

He went to his knees as she approached, and Erica leaned down to kiss him, too.

“Now stuff her ass, just like how you told her you would,” Erica instructed, moving to stand to one side.

“Yes, yes,” Meghan nodded. “Please!”

“I will,” Brad promised, casting a glance back at both women as he crawled to the box to fetch the plug. They were both watching him, and it made desire simmer low in Brad’s stomach. It didn’t matter that he was no longer hard, he still needed to please both Erica and Meghan as much as he could.

He selected a nice big plug, one that would keep Meghan stretched, almost to the point of being overwhelming. He held it out to Erica for her approval, while she rolled Meghan’s nipple between her fingers.

“Yes, that’s perfect,” she praised, reaching out to run her free hand through Brad’s hair once he joined them on the bed.

Brad pressed two fingers easily into Meghan’s ass, making sure she was still slick and loose. He moaned softly, shivers of arousal sliding down his spine knowing it was his own cum he could feel inside her.

“Ready?” he asked, though he hardly felt Meghan needed to be asked - she’d been so open with her begging.

“Ready,” Meghan nodded anyway and then cried out sharply as Brad inserted the tip of the plug into her ass. He was slow, but he still had to hold Meghan’s hip down against the bed so she wouldn’t push herself onto the plug too eagerly. Brad took care not to hurt Meghan and Erica hummed in approval, reaching to run her free hand through Brad’s hair again.

“You’re so good to her,” she praised. “Such a caring lover.” Brad was and Meghan moaned softly. Once the plug was inside her, Brad leaned down to kiss against the nipple Erica wasn’t playing with, sucking it lightly in his mouth briefly before he pulled back to see what Erica wanted him to do next.

Her attention shifted from Meghan to Brad and she smiled. “It’s your turn now to get your ass played with,” she told him letting go of Meghan’s breast and walking over to the box. “You want to try some beads, too, Brad?” She asked but Erica’s question wasn’t really a question, not when she was already picking a new set up.

“Get on top of Meghan, ass up in the air. Suck her nipples,” Erica instructed.

Brad moaned, feeling almost too turned on to put it into words. “Fuck, yes, Erica,” he said eagerly, if not very coherently. It was just so much, knowing that Erica was going to do to him what he’d done to Meghan, all while Meghan’s ass was still stuffed full.

Settling himself between Meghan’s spread legs, Brad leaned his weight on his elbows, sticking his ass up as much as he possibly could. He shifted forward, taking one of Meghan’s nipples into his mouth, cheeks hollowing as he sucked hard. Meghan’s body writhed below him, and Brad’s moan vibrated against Meghan’s breast when he felt Erica’s palm cupped tight against his ass.

He couldn’t keep quiet, not that he really tried, as Erica slid first one and then two fingers into him, getting him ready for the smallest of the beads. Brad fought to keep his ass still, whining in the back of his throat as Erica twisted her fingers.

“Please, Erica,” he begged. “Please. I’m ready for something bigger. I’ve been so good.” Erica had said so herself, and Brad’s whole body was hot with how much he wanted to feel his ass stretch more.

“Did I say you could stop sucking Meghan’s nipples to talk?” Erica asked, and Brad’s eyes widened. “You don’t want him to stop, do you, Meghan?” Erica asked.

“No,” Meghan whined. “It feels so good.” She pulled against the ropes until Brad’s mouth returned to her breasts, teasing one nipple between his teeth to give it a light nip before he sucked hard on it. Brad struggled not to let go when Erica replaced her fingers with the first few beads, lubing more up as she went. It felt so good, having his muscles stretch out and then tighten before the next ball entered.

Meghan was wiggling under him, making Brad run a hand over her side, steadying her slightly.

“What do you want, Meghan?” Erica asked from behind Brand.

“Fingers. Please! Can he please put his fingers in me?” She begged, making Brad groan just at the thought of having his hand between her legs, against her wet pussy.

“Yes,” Erica confirmed. “Go ahead, Brad, finger fuck her, but do it slowly.”

It took an effort of will not to rush, but Erica had been very specific, and Brad knew everything would be better if he did as she had asked. Slowly, he teased his hand down from Meghan’s breast, over the soft curve of her stomach and then lower, brushing tantalizingly against her nearest thigh.

“Fuck, I can feel how hot you are already,” Brad said, before returning his mouth to Meghan’s breast, circling his tongue around her nipple. He loved how needy Meghan’s moans sounded. The more stimulation she had, the more she seemed to crave, and Brad could hardly wait to give it to her.

He slid a finger over her pussy, past her clit and down to where she was wettest. With the plug still in her ass, she was tight even around one finger, but Brad quickly added a second, fucking Meghan slowly just as Erica had ordered.

As if to reward him, Erica pressed the next biggest ball inside him, and Brad moaned against Meghan’s chest, the muscles in his thighs shaking as he tried to push his ass up more, press back against Erica to take another.

It felt so good, the way she stretched him out. And then Erica pulled the ball back out and pressed it in, making Brad’s hips buck forward. His cock was once again unbearably hard, as if he hadn’t already come once. Beneath him, Meghan moaned, tugging against the ropes to try and fuck herself more against Brad’s fingers.

“You can go a little faster,” Erica told him and Meghan cried out as Brad did. She felt so hot against his fingers, completely restricted from getting anything she wasn’t being given. Behind Brad, Erica pressed an even larger ball in and then pulled it back out, the rest of the string following before she then moved it back in.

Brad’s whole body felt so needy, like he couldn’t wait for Erica to do so much more to him. She played with the beads, matching the speed with which Brad was moving his fingers in and out of Meghan. “Faster,” she instructed picking the pace up and making Brad’s toes curl with how much pleasure that sent down his body.

“Make Meghan come and I’ll fuck your ass,” Erica instructed and Meghan nodded ever so eagerly, breasts bouncing as she moved on the bed.

Brad knew just what to do, twisting his wrist so he could hold his thumb against Meghan’s clit while his fingers thrust in and out of her. The way Meghan moved, bucking her hips to fuck herself on Brad’s fingers, he almost didn’t have to do anything, letting her grind her clit against his hand.

Wanting to earn his praise and his reward from Erica, Brad worked his thumb and fingers faster, circling Meghan’s clit and pumping his fingers deeper into her pussy. He could feel the plug that still filled her ass, and he pressed against it, giving a shudder at the way it made Meghan’s breath catch in her throat.

“Fuck, you’re so full,” he said, whispering the words into Meghan’s skin before he closed his lips around her nipple again, sucking slow but steadily.

“You’re so full, too,” Erica observed from behind him, teasing one of the larger balls against Brad’s asshole. “But you’ll be fuller when I fuck you, and I do so want to fuck you.”

That made Brad even more determined, moving his hand so he could apply more pressure to Meghan’s clit.

It hardly took long before Meghan was coming against Brad’s fingers. Her screams of pleasure resounded around them. Her whole body trembled and Brad felt so pleased for having been the one responsible for such an intense orgasm. Especially when it was followed by praise from Erica.

“Such a good boy,” she hummed, a hand stroking over Brad’s back. “Meghan, you look so good, coming like that,” she added making Meghan give a weak smile, her body clearly still feeling the tingles of her climax. Erica didn’t slow down, though, pulling the beads out of Brad’s ass one by one in quick succession.

“You’ve earned your reward,” she told him. Glancing over his shoulder, Brad could see Erica standing up to get one of his very favorite strap-ons out of their toy box. It made him swallow a moan, just imagining how good it’d feel to have Erica fuck him with it.

Once she’d pulled it on, over her sheer panties, Erica reached for the lube. “You’re going to fuck Meghan while I fuck you,” she told Brad. “Do you want that? Do you want your cock in her hot, tight pussy?”

Meghan and Brad both moaned together, so that their words were barely distinguishable. “Yesss,” Brad hissed. “Fuck, yes. I want that, please.” Erica smoothed a hand over his ass, giving Brad a little push forward. Taking her hint, Brad lined his cock up against Meghan’s pussy, holding himself up over her so he could watch her face as he pressed his cock inside her.

As his cock slid into Meghan’s tight heat, Brad groaned, pulling back only to feel the blunt tip of the strap-on against his asshole. He stilled, chest heaving as Erica eased the long, thick dick inside him.

“How does it feel?” she asked, giving Brad another small push, sending him forward into Meghan before he pulled back, fucking himself onto Erica’s cock.

It took Brad a long moment to find the words, too wrapped up in how good it felt to have Meghan’s pussy in front of him, and Erica’s cock behind. “It’s amazing,” he finally panted. “Meghan, you feel so tight. And I’m so full, too. It’s - everything, all at once.”

“It’s so good,” Meghan moaned. “I can feel your thrusts through him, Erica. And my ass! It feels so fantastic!” Her words were interrupted by moans, soft little cries that turned harder and harsher as Brad fucked into her with more force. Every thrust was met by Erica fucking into him, too, filling him up just like how he was filling up Meghan’s tight pussy.

“You both look amazing,” Erica praised and slammed her hips forward, making Brad do the same. The cries of pleasure were now indistinguishable, making it impossible to tell who they were coming from. Erica fucked Brad harder and harder, in turn, he did the same to Meghan. Her body, still tied to the bed, was thrashing under them, fucking back as much as she possibly could.

“I’m going to come, oh my God, Erica, please!” Meghan cried and Erica’s hand tightened on Brad’s hip as she fucked forward. The movement hit that magical spot inside Brad just right and he, too, screamed, matching Meghan’s cries.

“Go on, Meghan, come for me, come hard,” Erica said and Brad felt the moment Meghan did.

Her muscles tightened around his cock, making Brad choke on a moan, pleasure surging through his whole body. He almost lost control, his hips bucking forward wildly, but he fisted one hand in the bedsheets and made a concerted effort to hang on.

“Can I come, too, Erica, please?” he begged, the words pouring from him as Erica’s hips continued to slam against his ass with the echoing smack of skin on skin. Every time her cock hammered the sensitive spot inside him, Brad felt his orgasm build, the pleasure coiling tighter and tighter until he almost couldn’t take it.

“Pleeease,” he whined, almost sobbing with how much he needed it, and he felt Erica’s soft, strong hands stroke down his sides.

“Go on,” she urged, her cock pressing deeper into Brad’s ass. “Come for me. Fill Meghan up with your cum.”

Brad cried out wordlessly as he fucked forward into Meghan one last time, her pussy still so hot and so tight as she pulled at him, trying to keep him close.

Everything around Brad went white as he came, so hard, with Erica still fucking him. Underneath, Meghan cried out loudly, both Brad and Erica’s names falling from her lips. Erica rode Brad through his climax, slowing with each thrust until she finally stopped altogether.

“God, you’re both so hot,” she sighed, breathless. Brad gave a small cry when Erica pulled out of him, and then slid out of Meghan, too, pressing a kiss against her cheek. She looked absolutely ravished, and Brad felt that he must’ve looked similar.

When Meghan regained the ability to speak, she turned her head to Erica, where the other woman was removing the strap-on, letting it fall to the floor. “Can we make you come, too, Erica? Please?” She asked hopefully, tongue running over her lips.

“Yes,” Brad said, nodding eagerly. “Please, let us do something for you.” After coming so hard, he felt as though his limbs were loose and uncoordinated, but he’d overcome it if it meant getting to make Erica come.

Erica looked down over them, smirking at how eager they were to please her. “Such eager subs,” she teased. “Brad, untie Meghan.”

The knots were tight from how much Meghan had strained against them, so it took Brad a few moments to loosen them, pressing kisses to where Meghan’s wrists and ankles were red from the ropes. From having been tied up himself, Brad knew how good the pain could feel.

Once Meghan was unbound, she and Brad went to their knees, looking up at Erica, who was still wearing her sheer lingerie.

“Brad, sit on the bed, legs wide enough for me to sit between them.”

Brad scrambled to obey, while Erica ran a hand over Meghan’s hair. “Undress me,” she ordered.

He watched as Meghan eagerly followed Erica’s orders. Her legs were parted and Brad could see the butt plug still in her ass. Meghan rocked against it every so often, but most of her attention was on Erica as she slid the other woman’s panties off so carefully. With a kiss against Erica’s hip, Meghan reached to undo her bra, removing that just as carefully as she had with the panties.

Erica stood beautiful and naked before them, only her heels still on and when Meghan reached to take those off, too, Erica shook her head. “They stay,” she told Meghan and she nodded obediently.

Erica moved to the bed, settling herself between Brad’s spread legs so that he could feel the warmth of her back against his chest, his cock soft against her ass. She turned her head, lifting a hand to grab Brad’s hair and pull him forward so that she could kiss him, hard. Her tongue swept into his mouth, thrusting almost as if she wanted to remind him of how well she’d fucked him mere moments ago.

When she let him go, Brad almost felt dazed, but he snapped quickly back to attention at the sound of his name. “Play with my nipples,” Erica ordered, and Brad eagerly reached up to cup one breast in each hand, his fingers teasingly lightly against Erica’s hard nipples.

“Meghan,” Erica called, reaching out a hand to her. “Come here.” She parted her legs, patting the space between them for Meghan to join them on the bed. “You’re going to eat me out.”

It took Meghan no time at all to settle between Erica’s thighs and Brad could see her pressing a line of kisses against Erica’s inner thigh, moving higher and higher as she went until finally she reached Erica’s pussy. Even if he hadn’t been watching, Brad would’ve known exactly when Meghan’s tongue made contact with Erica’s heat, because Erica gave a loud, incredibly satisfying moan.

“Yes, just like that,” she praised and Brad was certain she meant them both. He dedicated himself to playing with Erica’s nipples, just how she liked it, a mixture of soft strokes and hard tugs. Meghan, similarly, licked Erica’s pussy just the way Erica enjoyed it. Brad would’ve been jealous that he didn’t get to, but knowing that he and Meghan were working together to make Erica come was far more rewarding.

He could tell when Erica’s orgasm was approaching and so could Meghan, he was sure. She began to lick faster, matching the way Erica cried out louder and louder until finally, her muscles tensed and she came with a loud scream.

Meghan took her time to lick softer and softer until she finally pulled back to see if Erica wanted her to continue. Brad’s fingers, too, had slowed to see what Erica wanted next.

“God, you’re both so good,” she praised. She pressed her back harder against Brad, smiling down at Meghan. “You’ve done well, baby,” she praised, leaning down to kiss Meghan, before turning her head to do the same with Brad. “And you. Are you going to be a good boy and help Meghan take out the butt plug?”

Erica hardly needed to ask, both because Brad always wanted to be good for her, and because he would always choose to help Meghan when given the option. Still, she’d asked and so Brad would give her an answer. “Of course,” he said, and Erica shifted so that Brad could climb out from behind her.

“You can stay there,” she told Meghan, running a hand through her hair while Brad kissed his way down Meghan’s back. When his hands got to her ass, he gave it a squeeze, pressing against the plug inside her in a way that made Meghan give a very rewarding moan.

Slowly, carefully, Brad worked the plug loose, pressing many more kisses to Meghan’s ass and thighs while Erica continued to stroke her hair.

Once he’d finished, Erica gave Brad a wide smile of satisfaction. “How do you feel?” she asked, looking at both him and Meghan.

“Well fucked,” Meghan answered, but there definitely was a lightness to her tone. She followed it with a smile, which somehow managed to make her look even more well fucked. “Thank you, Erica,” she said before looking at Brad and giving him another smile that he knew was an implied thanks. It was Erica’s doing, but he still smiled back, pleased that he’d pleased them both.

“Shall we have some dinner?” Erica suggested. “And perhaps then I’ll let you tie Brad to the bed instead,” she teased but even the suggestion was enough to make Brad’s body heat up all over again.

“Yes, please!” Brad agreed, knowing Erica would tease him about sounding so eager. He knew, too, that Erica would deliver on her playful promise, if not after dinner then another day. “You’re always so good to us,” he said, getting up and pressing a kiss against Erica’s cheek before he turned to offer Meghan his hand.

She stood up, only a little wobbly, and while she also gave Erica a kiss of thanks, Brad went to fetch her robe, helping Erica into it. She gave a satisfied-sounding sigh that made Brad’s stomach swoop with affection for her, and for Meghan.

“Come on then,” she instructed. “Brad, you can cook, and Meghan will wash up afterward. If you’re both good, I’ll come up with some rewards.” Her eyes glittered, and Brad shared a pleased smile with Meghan while they both gathered their clothes.


Teaching Her to Dominate

A Threesome Switch Story

The bar was getting busy, and Gina was glad she and Poppy had arrived early enough to claim a table along the back wall. It meant they could watch everyone coming and going, all without being squashed up against anyone they didn’t know. “What about him?” Gina asked, gesturing with her empty glass at the man who’d just walked through the door.

He was tall, and so well-muscled that people stepped aside to let him pass. He obviously knew it, too, because his shirt was tailored to show off the breadth of his shoulders. “I like him,” Gina added, in case there had been any doubt.

“But he’s only just arrived!” Poppy objected. “Won’t he think we’re - well, a bit eager if we go up to him now?”

Gina, frankly, did not see that anyone being eager was necessarily a bad thing, but she reached out and gave Poppy’s arm a squeeze. “Oh, I have no plans to go up to him,” she assured. “We’re going to make him come to us.”

It wasn't, really, very difficult. Gina flipped her long black hair over one bare shoulder, meeting the strangers' eyes once, and then again. Finally, she gave him an encouraging smile. Just like that, he was pressing through the crowd towards them.

“Ladies,” he greeted upon arriving at their table, giving Gina a smirk. “The hair-flipping is very effective,” he teased and Poppy snorted, barely managing to cover it up with a small cough.

“Hi,” she said before he could, in turn, tease her about that. “I’m Poppy and this is Gina,” she introduced them, giving the stranger a wide smile. For all that Poppy had been unsure whether it would be too eager to have the guy come over, she definitely wasn’t shy now that he was there.

Taking a note of Gina’s empty glass, the guy waved his hand at the nearest waiter before turning back to them and glancing at the free chair across from them. Gina gave a nod, more than sure that she wanted him to join them. “I’m Hudson,” he introduced himself. “Like the river.” The addition was said with a small smile, like Hudson got asked that fairly often when he introduced himself.

Leaning forward, Gina decided that Hudson was even more handsome up close. His bright eyes made a striking contrast with his tanned skin and dark brows. Anticipation coiled in her stomach as she imagined running her hands over his forearms, clutching at his shoulders as she pulled herself into his lap.

Giving her head a little shake, Gina refocused on the present. “Are you here alone, tonight, Hudson?” she asked, despite having seen him walk in by himself. He could be meeting someone, though Gina hoped he wasn’t. “You see, we’re looking for a little company,” she said, resting a hand on Poppy’s arm. “Both of us.”

Gina was sure that some guys - maybe even a lot of guys - would’ve completely missed her meaning. She had been prepared to be even more pointed in her proposition. Hudson seemed to get it almost straight away, his eyes sliding from Gina to Poppy and then back. He ran his tongue over his lower lip, as if in thought, before humming.

“I have been told I’m quite good company,” Hudson commented. Gina had no doubt that he was but before she could say as much, Poppy did instead.

“Prove it?” She said challengingly, making Gina ever so proud. This would be their first threesome together, but Gina knew that Poppy had had one in the past. She fully planned to make tonight better than whatever her friend’s ex-boyfriend had managed to pull together.

“Well, how could I possibly refuse?” Hudson laughed. “Have you ladies got somewhere to go that’s more... private?”

Getting to her feet, Gina enjoyed the way Hudson’s gaze followed her. She knew she looked good in her red halter-necked top and tight skirt, but she still enjoyed seeing his appreciation.

“Of course,” she answered, smirking as she thought of the fresh sheets Poppy had put on the bed, all in preparation for picking up a stranger. “It’s only a few blocks,” she added, holding out one hand to Hudson and the other to Poppy.

Poppy, too, looked amazing once she stood up, her breasts almost spilling out of the low-necked dress she was wearing, and Gina smiled, turning to watch Hudson’s reaction to Poppy, too. “I’ll lead the way.”

Hudson followed the two of them out of the bar the way only a man would. There was absolute confidence in his step. Gina couldn't help but wonder how much that would translate to how he was in bed. She wouldn't have to wait long before finding out. The walk seemed extremely short when the prospect of how much hotter everything would feel once they were inside was so tempting.

“We’re here,” Poppy announced, leading them into a lift and up to her apartment. It was huge and Gina liked to think of it as perfect for playing. Or at least she hoped it would prove to be. Once they were inside, Poppy offered them drinks.

“I’m more interested in other things,” Hudson said, shrugging off his jacket and throwing it over the chair. “So, how adventurous are you?” He asked them both. “I’m what you might call a man who likes to play.”

It so closely echoed Gina’s own thoughts that she raised an eyebrow at him. She felt no hesitation over her reply. Taking a step closer to Hudson, Gina ran her hands over his chest, feeling the solid wall of muscle under the material of his shirt. “I’m extremely adventurous,” she told him with confidence. Like Poppy, this was not Gina’s first threesome. She was very interested in it not being exactly like the ones she’d had before.

“What kind of playing did you have in mind?” she asked, finding that she was curious what Hudson liked, what he might introduce them to.

Poppy, clearly not willing to be outdone, came and pressed her body lightly against Hudson’s side. “I’ve got a box of toys,” she offered. “Do you want to come and take a look?”

“Oh, yes,” Hudson almost purred a response at that. The sultry tone went straight between Gina’s legs, making heat pool there. She could tell that Poppy had a similar reaction from the way her friend dragged a hand over her side, stopping just shy of brushing over her breast. “Show me,” Hudson encouraged. Not that Poppy seemed to really need encouragement.

Taking Hudson’s hand, she led him through to her bedroom, turning to make sure that Gina was following them. Poppy’s eagerness would’ve made Gina laugh if she wasn’t just as keen to get this party truly started. Pulling out a box from under the bed, Poppy revealed a rich variety of toys. Gina hadn’t even known she had so many, but it looked like a collection.

Hudson was in no way shy as he bent down to brush his hand over some of them. Gina watched curiously, interested in what he might pick out. She hadn’t expected it to be rope rather than any of the toys.

“Oh, I’ve never used that,” Poppy commented and impossibly Hudson’s smirk got even sexier.

“I have.”

Gina could picture it, Hudson stood naked, smirking that same smirk over a beautiful woman bound to his bed. She felt a shiver of arousal pass over her skin, and she glanced at Poppy, wondering if she were as affected.

“Oh,” Poppy said, the word almost a gasp, and that, too, made heat race through Gina’s body. “Would you like to tie me up?” Poppy asked, sounding so very eager, despite her apparent inexperience.

Gina wasn’t so sure that she would like to be tied up, so she turned to give Hudson a speculative look. “I could help you,” she offered, pitching her voice low. She’d never tied anyone up before, but Gina was nothing if not eager to learn.

Both Hudson and Poppy seemed surprised by the offer, but Gina could also see a flicker of arousal cross their faces. That was definitely very promising and after a moment, Hudson nodded. “Yes to both of those questions,” he decided. He took a step forward, letting the rope drop down on the bed. Reaching out for Poppy, Hudson drew her in close before leaning down to kiss her.

Gina could see how rough the kiss was, his teeth dragging against Poppy’s lips. But then Poppy moaned into the kiss and Gina suddenly wanted to see how much more Hudson could do to Poppy. And to Gina.

She hardly had to wait long before he was turning to face her, reaching out to brush a hand over Gina’s cheek. “Undress her,” he instructed.

Gina’s gaze flew up to Hudson’s face, only to find his expression completely cool and collected. It was hot, how in control he seemed to be, and Gina turned to Poppy, reaching out a tentative hand to move over her arm.

“Yes,” Poppy agreed, to the question Gina hadn’t asked. “Please, Gina, do as he says.” Poppy glanced at Hudson too, her cheeks pink with excitement. Made bold by Poppy’s eagerness, Gina ran her hand more firmly over Poppy’s side, her fingers brushing against the curve of Poppy’s breast before she found the zipper.

Gina could feel Hudson watching them, and the awareness of it prickled along her skin, making her clothes feel too tight. Inch by inch, she tugged Poppy’s zipper down, until her dress fell away, revealing all of Poppy’s curves. Poppy moaned, and her breasts bounced with the movement of her chest, barely contained by her bra.

Moving to stand behind her, Gina’s fingers slipped the clasp free, easing the bra off her, leaving her standing before Hudson in nothing but the scrap of lace between her legs.

“Everything?” Gina asked, desire so sharp that it ached.

“Everything,” he confirmed.

Gina slid Poppy’s panties off slowly, as if to make a show of her. Perhaps she was. Poppy didn’t seem to have any objections to that. If anything, she was a very keen participant. Parting her legs to let Gina remove the material between them, Poppy stood naked. Gina could feel the heat radiating off her. There was no doubt in her that Poppy was as turned on by this as she was.

Hudson took a step forward, running a hand over Poppy’s breast, his thumb sliding over her nipple in a way that made Poppy gasp. It made Gina curious about whether she, too, could cause Poppy to make such a noise. Hudson seemed to catch her gaze and he smirked at her.

“You want to touch Poppy?” He asked and Gina licked her lips, before nodding. “Maybe in a bit,” he said and Gina flinched with such fierce disappointment, feeling like she’d been so close and had it snatched from her.

From the way Hudson laughed, Gina realized that was precisely what he had wanted her to feel. "Poppy, it's your turn to help Gina undress," he told her, beginning to unbutton his shirt, like he had to be in charge of his own stripping.

Poppy turned to Gina with no hesitation, bringing her hands up behind Gina’s neck to unfasten her halter top. It fell forward instantly, revealing Gina’s bare breasts, and Gina arched her back, pushing them towards Poppy, her pussy throbbing with how much she wanted someone to touch her. Poppy didn’t, just pulling the material free and moving to unzip Gina’s skirt.

Gina stepped out of it, kicking off her shoes as well. Poppy knelt before her, looking up through her long lashes. Poppy’s fingers skimmed up Gina’s legs, barely touching her. It made Gina whine, almost crying out when Poppy brushed against the material of her panties.

She drew them off inch by inch, still careful not to touch Gina more than was absolutely necessary. Gina could see the way she glanced at Hudson, as if eager for his approval.

Like Gina, he could clearly tell that that was what Poppy was after. Gina noted how - unlike when she’d wanted to touch Poppy - Hudson did reach out to brush a hand over Poppy’s head. “Good job,” he praised. There was something in his tone that made Gina so much hotter. She’d didn’t care much for the praise but the way Poppy’s eyes almost glazed over at it, made Gina want to try it too.

“Gina, get the rope,” Hudson said, reaching out to run a hand over her bare shoulder, sending goosebumps flying across her skin. Poppy tried to stand up then, but Hudson placed a hand against her back. “No, stay down,” he told her, turning more towards her.

As Gina moved, she could see him undoing his belt. She stilled to watch the way he pulled it out of its loops, setting it down on the bedside table like he might return to it later. The thought was definitely hot, but so was the way Hudson undid his zip, pushing his pants down. Before long, he was stood in front of Poppy in nothing but tight, black boxers.

His erection was pressing against the material and Gina heard the way Poppy’s breath caught at seeing the size of it. Oh, they’d have so much fun!

“The rope, Gina?” Hudson reminded and she gave a quick nod before walking back to him with the rope now in her hands. “I’ll teach you how to tie someone’s hands well,” he told her. “Poppy, you won’t mind being used for a demonstration, will you?”

Poppy certainly didn’t look as if she’d mind, kneeling so reverently at Hudson’s feet. Gina caught her eyes, winding the rope through her fingers and enjoying the way Poppy seemed to shift in response. Gina could easily imagine the burning between Poppy’s legs at the thought of being tied up. It thrilled her that she might be the one to give it to her.

“Please,” Poppy said eagerly, breaking the expectant silence. “I want you to.” She half-turned, so she was facing Gina, who took a step forward toward her. Gina reached out, instinctively moving to smooth Poppy’s hair back, but caught herself. Hudson hadn’t said that she could touch yet. Gina dreaded that if she disobeyed him, she wouldn’t be allowed to be the one to tie Poppy up.

Wetting her lips, Gina looked at Hudson, waiting for his approval in much the same way Poppy had. “Show me,” she demanded, holding the rope out between her hands. “Show me how to tie her hands behind her back.”

"Turn around, Poppy," Hudson said and Poppy obeyed so beautifully. It was impossible not to wonder what it might feel like if Poppy followed her instructions. But Gina didn't have much time to ponder it before Hudson was instructing Poppy to stand up and put her hands together.

Hudson took the rope and moved it around Poppy's wrists. “Set it loose here, so her blood flow isn't restricted,” he explained before moving the rope higher. His hands were visibly soft as they stroked over Poppy's arms. It was nice to know that he wanted to take care, even without knowing Poppy well. Or maybe because of it.

He showed Gina a very simple knot, telling Poppy to pull against it to illustrate how she couldn't undo it herself. The fact that that tug was followed by a moan made the whole thing more erotic.

In a much quicker move, Hudson removed the rope. It demonstrated just how skilled he was at this and that was pretty hot, too.

“Now you try,” he told Gina.

Gina longed to take her time, stroking over Poppy’s arms to send tingles down her spine. She also wanted to show Hudson how capable she was, how quickly she could learn. She wanted to impress him, and that meant not looking like she was hesitating.

Repeating the actions he’d shown her, Gina secured Poppy’s arms together behind her back. She bit her lip at the way it made Poppy’s spine arch and her shoulders curve. Gina knew that when Poppy turned around, her full breasts would be thrust forward. Thinking about Hudson touching them, or letting Ginatouch them, made Gina almost burn with desire.

When she was finished, Gina didn’t remove the rope, instead taking a step back to survey her work.

“It feels so good,” Poppy breathed, glancing over her shoulder at them. Gina could see the way her arms shifted against the ropes, testing the strength of them.

“Can I touch her now?” Gina asked, surprised by how needy her voice sounded.

Hudson ran a hand down Gina’s back, low enough that his fingers brushed over her ass briefly before he gave a small nod. “But only her neck.” It was a frustratingly limiting order but Gina didn’t dare break it.

At the first touch of her lips against Poppy’s skin, the other woman moaned loudly and Gina wanted to touch her more. She didn’t, though, sticking only to Poppy’s neck just as Hudson had instructed. She did nibble lightly, thrilled when that got another moan.

“You’re doing well,” Hudson praised, moving behind Gina so he could press against her. She could feel his thick cock against her ass. She gave a soft, eager-sounding moan at how much she wanted to feel more of it. “All in good time,” he hummed, clearly knowing just what she wanted. “Do to her what I do to you,” Hudson instructed, pressing a kiss against Gina’s neck and then running his hand over Gina’s side and up to her breast, fingers teasing against her nipple.

It sent a bolt of pleasure directly to Gina’s pussy. She had to fight not to push her breasts forward, trying to get Hudson to touch them more. Instead, she carefully repeated his actions, kissing the side of Poppy’s neck and trailing her fingers lightly up Poppy’s side.

Poppy moaned, shifting eagerly into Gina’s touch. Her nipple was already hard, and Gina circled her fingers around it before pinching briefly, just as Hudson had done. “More,” Poppy urged, “please.” Unlike Gina, she did push her breasts forward, her back arching and her bound hands rubbing against Gina’s stomach.

Gina glanced over her shoulder at Hudson, running her tongue over her lower lip as heat pooled between her legs. She leaned back, lightly grinding her ass against his cock, waiting to see what he would do next.

At first, Hudson’s hands didn’t leave Gina’s breasts. He gave one of her nipples another tug, sending a mix of pleasure and pain down her body. When she repeated the action on Poppy, she moaned so loudly, almost primal-sounding. It made Gina want to do it all the more. Hudson seemed to agree, because he went on to repeat the action on Gina’s other nipple, teasing a moan from her too. It was no match for the sounds Poppy made.

The noise that then fell from Gina's lips wasn't too dissimilar when Hudson's hand slid lower and between Gina's legs. Her heat absolutely welcomed him, legs parting and back pressing tighter against Hudson's chest.

“Make Poppy beg,” he whispered against Gina’s ear, giving her earlobe a small bite. His fingers brushed lightly against her, but he didn’t pull back, letting her rock against his touch more.

“Fuck,” Gina purred, moving her hands slowly down Poppy’s body. Her friend clearly guessed what was coming. Gina’s fingers were still only brushing against Poppy’s ribs when she gave a full-body shudder. She shifted her weight against Gina in an attempt to urge her hand down faster. She was unable to really do much, especially with her hands still bound behind her.

It made Gina slow down even more. The needy, desperate sounds Poppy made were so hot Gina almost forgot about Hudson’s fingers between her legs. Almost, but not quite, as she rocked between his hand and his cock still hard against her ass.

Finally, Gina slid her hand between Poppy’s legs, cupping her gently before she pressed a finger inside her. “She’s so wet,” Gina said, feeling Poppy twist her hips, trying to get Gina’s fingers deeper. Gina didn’t oblige, instead keeping her thrusts shallow, so that Poppy would have to beg her for more, just as Hudson had asked.

“Gina,” Poppy whined, her shoulders wriggling against Gina’s chest. “Gina!” She sounded so very desperate already, and Gina was surprised by how easy it was to resist. She enjoyed it, knowing that Poppy’s pleasure relied on her and what she would do. Gina rocked her own hips, feeling pleasure dancing just out of her reach as her clit only barely brushed against Hudson’s still fingers.

“Oh, please,” Poppy begged, her movements almost frantic. “Please, Gina. Hudson. I need more.”

“Beautiful,” Hudson praised and Gina could see how Poppy beamed at that. He dragged his hand away from between Gina's legs and up to his mouth, licking the taste of her off his fingers before thrusting his hips forward, his cock pressing more into Gina's ass. "Will you let her come?" He asked and Gina realized he was letting her decide.

“Please, Gina!” Poppy begged. “I really want to come, please let me.” Her tied hands brushed against Gina’s stomach, fingers stretching out in a way that allowed Poppy to brush them between Gina’s legs. If she pushed forward, she could easily make Poppy’s fingers rub her clit. Hudson seemed to somehow just know that.

“Or you can make her make you come,” he commented. “But you have to choose.”

Gina’s breath caught at that, awed by the power it gave her. It made her want to choose. Desire thrummed through her body at the thought that she would be in charge of whether or not Poppy came. She could be selfish and chase her own orgasm, or she could be generous and make Poppy come. 

“Please, Gina,” Poppy begged, eagerly moving as much as she could against Gina’s fingers. “Please, let me make you come. I want to, I want you to come because of me.” It wasn’t what Gina had expected Poppy to beg for. She thought she heard Hudson chuckle behind her.

Gina liked how desperate Poppy was, and she felt sure that just making Gina come wouldn’t satisfy her. “Yes,” she decided, giving a nod before she tipped her head back against Hudson’s shoulder. “Yes, you can make me come, Poppy, go on.”

She pushed her hips forward, moaning as Poppy’s fingers slid against her as they searched for Gina’s clit.

“You’d better hold me up,” she teased, but she did trust in Hudson’s strength. She let her knees go weak as Poppy’s fingers circled around her clit, causing waves of pleasure to tighten the muscles in Gina’s stomach.

Having Hudson’s strong frame behind her, his hands holding her steady as Poppy did her best to make Gina come, it somehow made her feel even more empowered. With her head tilted back, Gina could only moan as the pleasure cruised through her. Hudson teased her nipples as Poppy’s fingers played with Gina’s clit, making the edge of her sweet orgasm come closer and closer until with a loud cry Gina came.

Poppy moaned, too, like Gina coming made her hotter - and Gina knew it did. “Good,” Hudson murmured. “Such a good girl, Poppy,” he praised, pressing a kiss against Gina’s jaw before he stepped back.

“Get back down on your knees, Poppy,” he instructed. Gina watched in fascination as her friend dropped down without any hesitation at all.

Moving from behind Gina, Hudson walked around to stroke over Poppy’s head. “Good,” he repeated. “Are you going to be a good girl for me?” He asked and Poppy nodded eagerly. With his hand still in Poppy’s hair, Hudson looked up at Gina, smirking. “And you, Gina? Are you going to be good for me?”

Looking at the two of them, and still trembling from her orgasm, it was quite easy for Gina to nod. As much as it had frustrated her for Hudson to deny her what she wanted, Gina found it surprisingly hot. Following his lead with Poppy had brought great results. “Yes, up to a point,” Gina agreed, not quite willing to promise total obedience the way that Poppy was. If Hudson wanted that, Gina felt sure he’d be able to find some way to convince her.

“Can I make you come now?” Poppy asked, looking up at Hudson, licking her lips appreciatively at the dark patch on his boxers. She glanced over her shoulder at Gina, catching her eye and then winking before she added, “Gina might have to help.”

Gina wanted to help, and she took a step forward, brushing a hand against the hard muscles of Hudson’s stomach, waiting until he gave her permission before she went any further. “Can I take these off for you?” she asked, grazing her fingernail along the waistband of his underwear.

“If you kneel,” Hudson answered and Gina felt a thrill move down her spine at that. It was almost as if he knew that she’d do as he asked if there were very specific rewards - ones that included things she wanted. Poppy, to her credit, moved slightly to one side so she could make space for Gina if she chose to kneel. As she looked up at Gina, the woman could see how hopeful Poppy looked.

Hudson, too, seemed very well aware of Poppy’s gaze. “Are you desperate to suck cock, Poppy? Like a good little slut?” That seemed to take Poppy by surprise. Despite the fact that there was a blush moving down her shoulders, the woman nodded.

“Yes, yes, I am,” she nodded, licking her lips.

As she went to her knees, Gina was very aware of her naked body, of how wet her pussy still was. She felt vulnerable, looking up at Hudson and the hard line of his cock tenting his boxers. She felt powerful too and it was enough to make Gina’s breath come faster, her breasts bouncing every time she sucked in a breath.

She reached up, brushing her fingers teasingly against the muscles of Hudson’s legs. She could feel both Poppy and Hudson watching her. Poppy bit her lip to try to contain the desperate little noises she was making as she leaned forward, so eager to get her mouth on Hudson’s cock.

Gina pulled Hudson’s boxers down slowly, and the sight of his long, thick cock made both women moan. Gina helped Hudson step free of the material, then sat back, tilting her head so she could look up at him.

“Can we suck your cock together?” Poppy asked, making Gina’s breath catch.

“Yes,” he said and it struck Gina how much he sounded like he was letting them. It was as if he didn’t mind, when she was so certain that he wanted them to suck his cock. It was a skill that she wondered if he’d perfected by being dominant with women. Now wasn’t the right time to investigate that. Not when Poppy was already leaning in to run her tongue over Hudson’s cock.

There was a small grunt that fell from Hudson’s lips at the touch and that was so hot that Gina wanted all the more to lean in and lick over his sensitive skin. Poppy wasted very little time before she took Hudson’s cock into her mouth, making Gina smile. She really was acting like a cock-hungry slut.

“Don’t just watch,” Hudson told her when Gina hadn’t yet joined Poppy.

The command in his voice was so obvious that Gina felt her stomach flip with arousal. She leaned in, brushing her cheek against the warm skin of Hudson’s hip as she turned to fit her mouth alongside Poppy’s. She ran her tongue skillfully along the vein on the underside of Hudson’s cock, giving a satisfied smirk when she heard him groan above them.

Gina lifted her hands, holding Hudson’s hips. Poppy moaned appreciatively as her head bobbed and she took his cock deeper into her mouth. Her lips brushed against Gina’s as their mouths worked together to pleasure Hudson.

Poppy pulled back, smirking at Gina as soon as her mouth was free. “Go on,” she urged. “Show him how much you want to suck his cock, too.” Poppy barely waited to see Gina suck Hudson’s dick between her lips before she had leaned further in, nuzzling at his balls.

Hollowing her cheeks around Hudson’s thick cock, Gina looked up, catching his eye as he watched her swallow down his cock.

Gina had never really thought about how empowering a blowjob could be. Poppy, clearly, was very interested in the submissiveness of it all, and that was nice. It suited her in an incredibly attractive way. Gina, though, was more interested in... she wasn't quite sure what.

Her tongue ran the length of Hudson’s shaft and the way his breath caught was so rewarding. She sucked harder, the saltiness of his precum tasting great against her tongue. More than anything, Gina enjoyed how Hudson sounded, how he felt when she gripped his hips tighter for her and Poppy to enjoy his cock.

“Kiss her,” Hudson instructed. “I want you to share the taste of me.” He didn’t specify which of them he’d addressed, but Poppy was ever so eager to follow instructions.

Gina pulled back, turning her head to catch Poppy’s lips. She lifted a hand, cupping Poppy’s cheek to hold her still. Gina’s tongue darted out to press the taste of Hudson’s precum into her mouth. Poppy moaned, sucking on Gina’s tongue like it was another cock for her to pleasure. It sent a wave of desire through Gina, her pussy tightening. She moaned, too, stroking her fingers through Poppy’s hair.

Wanting to make the most of Hudson’s orders, Gina kissed Poppy harder, her teeth nipping against Poppy’s lower lip to see what sounds her friend would make. Poppy moaned, her mouth opening to welcome Gina’s tongue, like she couldn’t get enough. Gina’s free hand moved from Hudson’s hip to Poppy’s waist, moving up until Gina’s fingers could tease over Poppy’s nipple once more.

Poppy’s body felt so pliant against Gina, she leaned into every touch so keenly, soft moans filling the space around them. It was thrilling to know she could do that. When, experimentally, Gina tugged on one of Poppy’s nipples, she earned a sharp cry that mixed pleasure and pain into one. She couldn’t help but wonder what else she could do that might lead to that. Hudson’s hands came to tangle in both of their hair, reminding Gina that there was also him who she could make offer up beautiful, sexy sounds.

They both returned to Hudson’s cock, Poppy’s mouth wrapping around it like it was the best thing she’d ever tasted. The noises from him did increase and as Gina brought her hand up to play with his balls, Hudson groaned.

“I’m going to come,” he informed them, but didn’t stop there. “I’m going to come on Gina’s breasts and you’re going to lick it all up, Poppy.” The instruction was met by a moan from Poppy that got swallowed up by the fact that her mouth was still around Hudson’s cock.

Gina felt a sharp tug of desire, and she nodded. “Fuck, yes,” she agreed. She wanted that, and even more so, she wanted to help make it happen. “Come on, Poppy,” she urged, returning her mouth to Hudson’s cock, tracing her tongue over the sensitive places that made Hudson grunt his approval. “Do what I do,” Gina instructed, lifting her hand to stroke along the shaft where her mouth couldn’t cover.

On either side of Hudson’s cock, Gina and Poppy teased their mouths against his skin. Gina’s tongue brushed against Poppy’s, making Poppy cry out and push herself even further forward.

Gina could tell when Hudson was getting close, the noises he made getting louder and louder in the quiet room, drowning out even Poppy’s moans. Shifting her position, Gina sat up on her knees, her breasts pushed up and ready for Hudson’s cum. It made the ache between Gina’s legs intensify, her whole body hot with how much she wanted him to come on her.

Poppy, to her credit, continued to stroke and lick against Hudson’s cock, until finally, with a loud grunt, he came. The hot cum squirted across Gina’s breasts, making her swallow a moan at how erotic this was. One of Hudson's hands was still tangled in her hair. She only realized he'd tightened his fingers when Hudson loosened them once he was truly empty. Poppy leaned in to lick over his sensitive cock, getting every last drop before turning to Gina.

The look on her face was one of absolute lust and Poppy didn't at all hesitate before her tongue was running over Gina's hot skin. Good at doing exactly as instructed, Poppy licked Hudson's cum off Gina, taking extra time at circling her tongue over Gina's nipple where some of the droplets had hit.

“Good,” Hudson praised, his other hand in Poppy’s hair. “Does that feel good, Gina? Would you like Poppy to do more things to you with her mouth?” His tone was so playful. Gina had no doubt he knew precisely what Gina’s answer would be.

She didn’t hesitate, answering quickly in case Hudson would take her silence as a negative. “Yes,” she said, nodding. “Please. It feels so good.” Poppy’s tongue didn’t stop moving, lapping at Gina’s nipple in a way that sent heat flooding between Gina’s legs.

Looking up at Hudson, she could see the desire in his eyes as he watched them. His gaze followed Poppy’s tongue as it darted out to lick up the very last of his cum. “I’m so wet,” Gina added, feeling a surge of power. She could make Hudson want to give Poppy the instructions that Gina was so hoping for. She knew she could, because Hudson wanted to watch almost as badly as Gina wanted to feel Poppy’s mouth against her pussy.

“Please,” she added for good measure. “Let Poppy lick my pussy clean, too.” Poppy moaned, but she didn’t stop her mouth moving against Gina’s breasts.

“That sounds like a good suggestion,” Hudson said, grinning at Gina. “Get on the bed,” he told her, nodding his head towards Poppy’s neatly made bed. They still hadn’t even touched it. That was a pretty thrilling realization. All the things they were still to do on that bed! Gina did as Hudson instructed, looking at him over her shoulder. He was watching her, lust filling his eyes. It sent a tingle down Gina's spine.

Moving towards her, with such determination, Hudson looked like he knew exactly what he wanted and exactly how he wanted it. He reached to pull a pillow up, brushing his hand briefly over Gina’s naked back. “Lean against it and spread your legs,” he told her before turning to Poppy. The other woman was still kneeling patiently on the floor. Gina felt that Poppy almost looked like she only thought about doing the things she was told.

“Poppy,” Hudson turned and Gina noticed how his tone with Poppy was softer, like he knew he had to take more care with her. “Get on the bed. I want you to kiss Gina, then play with her breasts until she begs for more. Then you can lick her pussy, okay?” That earned Hudson a very eager nod and Poppy got onto the bed, her balance only slightly thrown by the tied hands.

With no hesitation at all, Poppy leaned in to kiss Gina. With her friend’s lips against hers, Gina couldn’t see what Hudson was doing, but she heard the way Poppy moaned, so he must’ve been doing something.

Poppy kissed her so softly, making Gina moan eagerly for more. She parted her lips, curling her tongue around Poppy's to draw it into her mouth. Poppy took the hint, her tongue thrusting harder against Gina's. It made Gina's pussy ache, so empty, and in need of something to fill her up.

Slowly, Poppy’s mouth moved down from Gina’s lips. She pressed sucking kisses against Gina’s neck, over the tops of her breasts. Finally, Poppy’s mouth latched around one of Gina’s nipples. She sucked gently and Gina felt a heat spreading out from the tip of her breast.

Hudson was still behind Poppy, one hand between her legs. It made Poppy moan, and the sound vibrated against Gina’s skin. Gina arched her back, pushing her breasts forward. She could feel her pussy get wetter as Poppy’s pink tongue lapped at her nipples.

“Fuck,” Gina cried out, twisting her hips as if it would give her some relief. “Please, Poppy. Please. I want to feel your tongue against my pussy.” Looking down at where Poppy’s mouth was still occupied against Gina’s nipple, Gina could have sworn that Poppy smirked at her. She didn’t move, circling her tongue so hot and wet across Gina’s sensitive skin.

“Good girl,” Hudson praised Poppy, like her mouth teasingGina was precisely what he wanted. That praise and the way Gina could see his hand moving between Poppy’s legs made Poppy moan again. Looking across Poppy, Hudson smirked at Gina. “Do you think your friend would like some encouraging spanking, Gina?” He asked. Poppy, in turn, moaned so loudly that Gina was impressed she was equally still sucking against Gina’s nipple. It definitely sounded like an encouraging moan.

Making eye contact with Poppy, Gina hummed. “I don’t know,” she said, drawing out the words as if she really were uncertain. To Gina’s delight, Poppy immediately caught on. She moved her mouth from Gina’s breast, kissing her way down Gina’s stomach.

Gina spread her legs wider, arching her back to thrust her pussy forward. She waited with eager anticipation for Poppy’s mouth to reach her, but Poppy was still taking her time. She nipped at the soft skin of Gina’s stomach, then lapped her tongue carefully across the sensitive marks she’d left behind.

“Please!” Gina cried out, and she wasn’t sure whether she was begging Poppy or Hudson. At the first touch of Poppy’s tongue against Gina’s soaking pussy, Gina almost screamed. “Yes, fuck,” she cried. “Spank her, Hudson, please!”

Through her own moans, Gina could hear the light chuckle that Hudson gave. Like this was exactly how he’d expected things to go. She would’ve been fascinated, if she wasn’t too distracted by the way Poppy’s tongue made pleasure shoot through her body. Even if Gina hadn’t heard the first slap land against Poppy’s ass, she would’ve known from the way Poppy moaned. The vibration rocked through Gina, making her moan in turn.

“Make her come,” Hudson instructed and this time Gina listened out for the slap. She had no idea how hard he was slapping Poppy’s ass, but she definitely was enjoying it. Poppy licked against Gina harder, rocking forward after every slap only to then pull back. It was as if she was asking for more and that just made Gina hotter. The idea that Poppy wanted to have her ass slapped, that she wanted that mix of pleasure and pain.

Poppy was clearly taking Hudson's instructions seriously because she focused all her attention on Gina's clit. Her tongue circled it, moving faster and harder until Gina could hardly contain herself. She pushed herself off the mattress, grinding her pussy against Poppy's face. Poppy didn't hesitate, pursing her lips around Gina's clit and sucking hard.

When Hudson's hand struck Poppy's ass with another slap, Poppy wailed. Her lips clamped down, the vibration passing directly to Gina, whose whole body seemed to buzz with pleasure.

“Harder!” Gina cried out, her toes curling against the sheets.

Poppy took the instruction to heart, pressing even more against Gina. There was another slap from behind them before the groan from Poppy changed completely. Looking up, Gina saw that Hudson had aligned himself behind Poppy, thrusting his hips forward. Even just the thought, not to mention the image, of Hudson fucking Poppy as she licked Gina's clit made heat rush through her body.

“Fuck,” Hudson grunted, pressing deeper into Poppy, making the other woman moan against Gina. The mix of sounds and touches was edging Gina closer and closer. The beginnings of an orgasm tingled through her. She watched as Hudson reached out to grip the rope that Poppy’s hands were tied with, making this even hotter.

Poppy’s body swayed between them. It almost looked like she’d given herself up completely, rocking forward when Hudson fucked into her, and swaying back when he pulled against the rope. The throb of arousal it caused between Gina’s legs was startling. “Fuck, you look so hot,” she cried. Her gaze moved rapidly between Hudson and Poppy as she drank them both in.

With every thrust, Poppy’s mouth was pushed hard against Gina’s clit. Poppy licked and sucked at her, her movements increasingly desperate. It made pleasure strike out through Gina’s whole body. She was so close, and then Poppy moved away as Hudson pulled back, making Gina almost sob with frustration.

Reaching out, she wound her fingers through Poppy’s hair, pulling her face closer between Gina’s spread legs. Poppy lapped hungrily, and when Hudson thrust into her again, it added even more friction against Gina’s clit. She came, arching her back and giving a wordless cry as her orgasm broke over her.

“Yes! Come on, come for Poppy,” Hudson encouraged. His hips slammed harder into Poppy as the other woman carried on licking Gina’s pussy until Gina finally pushed her away, too sensitive to the touch. Having her mouth no longer occupied, Poppy could cry out loudly at how hard Hudson was fucking her. Her breasts bounced under her. Her nipples brushing against Gina’s breasts as Hudson pushed her to move up Gina’s body.

The sounds that Poppy made were so hot. Gina reached to tug against one of her nipples, grinning when it led to a sharp intake of breath from Poppy. "Yessssss," Poppy cried out and Hudson brought a hand down to slap her ass again.

Looking up at Gina, Hudson held her gaze as he fucked Poppy harder and faster. “Do you want me to fuck you, Gina?”

Gina was already so sensitive. Imagining Hudson fucking into her made her thighs clench and gave her a sharp ache between her legs. She moaned softly, catching Poppy’s eye as Hudson pounded into her. “He’s so good,” Poppy encouraged, tongue darting out over her lips. “So big and thick, Gina.”

It made Gina want it even more. “Yes,” she said, no longer surprised by the need in her voice. “Please. I want you to fuck me hard.” Poppy moaned, almost as if she were just as turned on by the idea as Gina was.

“Good,” Hudson nodded and Poppy whined when he pulled back. “Get on her face, Poppy. Gina will make sure you come,” he promised so confidently that Gina was sure she would. Poppy didn’t hesitate to crawl up Gina’s body, needing Gina’s hands to steady her.

“Please, Gina,” Poppy begged, sounding almost desperate. Hudson shifted closer, getting between Gina’s legs and she could feel the tip of his cock rubbing against her teasingly. It was as if he was waiting, so Gina reached closer, pulling Poppy in against her before tilting her head up to run her tongue over Poppy’s pussy.

Hudson seemed to have been waiting for exactly that and when Poppy moaned, he pressed his cock inside Gina. It was long and thick, making Gina’s pussy stretch around it.

Her moan was muffled by Poppy, but still loud enough to echo around the room. Gina arched her back, lifting her ass off the bed to meet Hudson’s thrusts. Just as she’d begged for, Hudson fucked her hard. Gina could feel his hips slapping against her thighs as his cock filled her. She lapped her tongue against Poppy’s pussy. Teasingly, she dipped it inside her, making Poppy’s body tremble where Gina was still steadying her.

Squeezing her muscles around Hudson’s cock, Gina was rewarded by a moan from above them. He thrust into her with even more force, the fingers of one hand gripping hard at Gina’s thigh.

“Oh god,” Poppy moaned when Gina’s tongue flicked over her clit. “Oh fuck, Gina, please.” Gina could tell that she was close, and it thrilled her. She lifted a hand, fingers teasing against the curve of Poppy’s breast. When she found her hard nipple, Gina tugged it suddenly, making Poppy’s whole body quiver.

Hudson thrust into Gina, grinding his hips against her. Gina didn’t let it distract her, circling her tongue around Poppy’s clit at the same speed as her finger around Poppy’s nipple.

“Yes, yes, come on,” Poppy cried out louder and louder as she rocked her hips against Gina. Hudson slammed into her harder, too, making Gina’s body feel like it was on fire with pleasure. His cock felt so good inside her and having Poppy above her, moaning, just added to it. The begs that fell from Poppy’s mouth made Gina feel in control of her, knowing Poppy couldn’t come unless Gina made her, not with her hands tied.

Hudson slammed into Gina harder and harder and she could feel her own orgasm building, too. “Come on, Gina, I want you both to come,” Hudson grunted and it sounded more like an instruction than a request. It clearly made Poppy want to come even more because she began to give almost animalistic little whines above Gina.

It made Gina feel even hotter, knowing it was up to her when to push Poppy over the edge. She teased her with a few more strokes, her tongue darting down to lap at Poppy’s wetness. Finally, Gina honed in on Poppy’s clit, licking directly at it over and over, until she heard Poppy give a wild scream.

Hudson moaned almost as loud, his hips crashing down harder against Gina, filling her with so much force that Gina swore she’d be bruised tomorrow. “Fuck!” she cried out, her mouth still muffled by Poppy’s pussy. Her orgasm swept over her so suddenly that Gina couldn’t even think about holding back. She moaned long and loud, her muscles clinging to Hudson’s thick cock inside her.

It was all it took for him to come, too, and Gina felt the way he filled her up. Poppy seemed to rock even more above Gina, until Gina pushed her back, letting Hudson catch her. She saw him give Poppy’s shoulder a bite before he reached between them to undo the rope around her wrists. When he pulled back, out of Gina, she could feel his warm cum treacle out of her, almost like a reminder of how well he’d fucked her.

“I trust that you enjoyed the company,” Hudson teased, his fingers brushing over Poppy’s breasts. It made Poppy moan and she nodded.

“Yes, definitely,” she confirmed before giving Gina a grin. “Right?”

Gina felt so thoroughly fucked, it was almost hard to move. Seeing how Poppy shifted to get more of Hudson’s hands on her, Gina reached out too. Her fingers were light against Poppy’s nipple. She liked the little hitch of Poppy’s breath, liked knowing she still had that power.

“Oh yes,” she agreed, returning Poppy’s smile with one of her own. “I think I can safely say you’d be welcome back again, any time.” Gina glanced at Poppy’s wrists, where they’d been rubbed red by the rope. “Maybe you can find some more things to teach us,” she suggested.

Hudson laughed at that, getting off the bed. "I'll take you up on that. Maybe next weekend?" He offered and Poppy nodded very eagerly. She watched as Hudson redressed, but made absolutely no attempt to move off where she was straddling Gina's legs. Hudson seemed to realize that, too, and smirked.

“Now that Poppy’s hands are free, I bet she could show you all sorts of things she can do with her fingers,” he suggested and Gina could see the way Poppy’s eyes lit up.

“I can," she promised, turning to Gina. It made Gina realize that she was waiting for permission and maybe even instructions.

Gina moaned, and the thought of being touched, of coming again was almost overwhelming. She had to admit to herself, it made every nerve-ending tingle. Especially the thought of Poppy obeying instructions that came only from her.

“Show me how you like your nipples played with,” Gina instructed, her voice soft and yet surprisingly eager.

Poppy hesitated, then lifted her fingers to her nipples, tugging at them sharply. It sent a wave of heat through Gina’s body, and she could barely tear her eyes away to glance at Hudon. She smirked at him. “Maybe next weekend, we’ll have something to show you.”

Poppy moaned at that, pinching her nipples even harder between her fingers. “Fuck, yes,” she agreed.

“I’ll leave you two to it, then,” Hudson offered, and Gina gave him one last nod before he slipped out of the bedroom, closing the door behind him.


Had By a Foursome

A Male Submission Story

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh yes.”

Ilsa turned, meeting Corine with an eager kiss. The two of them looked stunning together. One glance at Patrick showed Rosalie that it was still her who had captured his attention. He watched as Jemma helped Rosalie slide her legs free of the dress that had pooled around them. “Fuck,” Patrick groaned sharply. “You’re so hot in that underwear. I want to -” He caught himself, and Ilsa laughed. Her blouse was off now, discarded on the bed. Rosalie could see Corine’s fingers working at the clasp between her breasts, letting them bounce free.

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

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

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

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

“He really is.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Not yet, anyway. The night was still young.
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