

They Make the Rules

A Bundle of Five Steamy Threesome Male Submission Stories

Henrietta Soto


Contents

Title Page

Mailing list

He Gets to Watch

Out With a Bang

Wife's Desires

Playing at a Party

Meeting Their Demands


Mailing list

Subscribe to Henrietta Soto’s Newsletter for updates and a FREE story! 
 http://henriettasoto.com



He Gets to Watch

It felt like sparks of electricity traveling through Jared’s body. Tonight was the night. They had planned this for a while, put things in motion to get there. Jared had been married to Aisha for just under three years and there were a lot of different things they had tried together. They’d even had a few threesomes here and there, but this wasn’t that at all. No, this didn’t include Jared. That was what made it thrilling.

“You look amazing,” he told Aisha. The dress she was wearing hugged her form in all the right places, showing off beautiful lines and accentuating her curvaceous breasts. She turned to smile at him, making Jared’s breath catch.

“Are you excited?” Aisha asked. Jared doubted she didn’t already know. He’d been excited about this for weeks.

It had taken them a while to find Olive. She was, as her profile described, a professional dominatrix and a tease. Both of these fulfilled the criteria that Jared and Aisha had set out. The agreement was that Olive would do whatever she wanted to Aisha and Jared would let her. All Jared wanted was to watch.

“I am,” he answered. “Fuck, I am so excited.” His cock had been half-hard for most of the day. “Are you?” he asked. Jared didn’t think Aisha wanted to back out. Of course, if she did, that’d be fine. Luckily for him, his wife shook her head.

“Oh, I am excited. I’ve been horny all day. I had to change my panties from how wet they were,” she laughed. “And I had to get off in the toilets at work.” That last part was said with a smirk. Jared’s cock hardened even more.

He wanted to pull Aisha in close, rub that hardening cock against her thigh, but the doorbell rang. “That’ll be her,” Jared commented. He did still press a quick kiss against Aisha’s lips before heading over to let Olive in.

“Hi.” He smiled at her. She was stunning. Even more so than her profile pictures had been. Beautiful, blond hair and perfectly-done makeup. She was wearing tight, black clothes that made her body look amazing. “Please, come in.”

He took her coat and they exchanged pleasantries in a way that seemed almost ridiculous since Oliver was there to fuck Jared’s wife. He led her through to the living room where Aisha was. She didn’t look nervous, instead just giving Olive an appreciative look, the same way Jared had.

“Pleasure to meet you,” Aisha greeted.

Olive smirked, her gaze traveling over Aisha’s body. Her tongue darted out, wetting her already-glossy pink lips. “It will be,” she promised. Her voice was smoky, but still feminine. It sent pulses of heat across Jared’s skin. He wanted to hear her give orders, wanted to hear her moans mixing with Aisha’s.

She spared a brief glance at Jared, then around the living room. “Sit down, Jared,” she instructed. It was said politely. Jared felt a thrill at the way she’d come in and totally taken control of the situation.

Lifting her hand, she crooked one finger to beckon Aisha closer.

As Jared took a seat, he watched Aisha move towards Olive. It was mesmerizing to watch, the way her hips swayed as she walked. There was no hesitation. Jared knew that Aisha wanted to do just as Olive instructed. Even when it was just them, Aisha enjoyed having control taken away from her. To have a stranger take control... Jared licked his lips as he watched Aisha and Olive together.

“What would you like me to do?” Aisha asked, her tongue, too, darting out to wet her lips. “Would you like a drink before we start? We have some lovely wine. Or... not.” Jared could tell that she was eager to do whatever Olive asked.

This time, Olive’s lips curved in a genuine smile. “Lovely wine sounds… lovely,” she teased lightly. Aisha smiled back. Jared loved how comfortable she looked. As if offering wine to a dominatrix was something she did every day.

Olive let Aisha get almost to the door, then called out. “Aisha.” Jared watched as Aisha turned immediately, her full attention on Olive. “Take your dress off before you leave,” Olive instructed. Her tone wasn’t bossy or demanding. Nor was there any hint that Olive didn’t completely expect to be obeyed.

Jared’s breath caught. He could almost see the same happening to Aisha. She reached up to the zip at the side of her dress, pulling it down. Slowly, Aisha slid the dress off, revealing a sexy black bra and then matching panties. She was wearing stockings and heels that made Jared’s mouth water. He wanted to touch her. Knowing this wasn’t just for him was so hot.

Glancing over her shoulder, Aisha smiled at both of them. He watched her set the dress down on a chair and disappear toward the kitchen. Whatever awkwardness Jared might’ve feared didn’t occur, especially since Aisha returned quickly.

She had three glasses. Jared was almost surprised, like he’d forgotten he was there. Aisha hadn’t. Pouring the wine out, she handed a glass to Olive, licking her lips as she did so. Then, Aisha walked over to hand a glass to Jared, too. He wanted to reach out and touch her, to caress over the soft looking skin of Aisha’s stomach. He didn’t. Olive hadn’t said he could and Jared had agreed that it was her place to decide tonight.

Olive sipped her wine slowly, her gaze lingering on Aisha’s back. “You’re stunning, Aisha,” she complimented. Jared was close enough to see the way Aisha’s cheeks went pink at the praise.

“And you, Jared,” Olive added, smiling at him over Aisha’s shoulder. “I think you’ll be more comfortable out of those pants.” She glanced down at Jared’s crotch, his cock already straining against the fabric.

“Do you want Aisha to undress you?”

From the way Aisha gave a soft moan, it was clearly something she wanted.

The question surprised Jared, though. He hadn’t... he had assumed he would be more on the sidelines. Yet, of course, he wanted that. Aisha looked so sexy. Of course Jared wanted her to help him get out of his pants. His cock was hard. Jared knew he wasn’t going to get any sort of release anytime soon. That made the whole situation hotter.

“Yeah.” He nodded. “I’d love that.” He shifted in his seat, to make himself slightly more comfortable, but his eyes stayed on Aisha. Briefly, he did glance at Olive. She looked incredible. He could swear her being in charge just made it hotter.

“Kneel down, Aisha,” Olive ordered. Jared could feel her gaze on them, watching as Aisha went immediately, gracefully to her knees. It had to be turning Olive on. She looked completely poised, not a hair out of place. Not yet.

Aisha looked up at Jared, her lips slightly parted. Jared wanted so badly to reach out and touch her. “Jared, you’re not to touch,” Olive instructed, like she could read Jared’s mind. “You can unbutton your shirt while Aisha helps you out of your pants.”

Jared noticed she hadn’t said Aisha couldn’t touch.

Clearly, so had Aisha. Her fingers brushed against his skin, just under the hem of Jared’s shirt. The touch felt hot but also soft at the same time. She was careful as she slid over his skin and down to the fastenings of his pants. It was far from Aisha’s first time at undoing Jared’s belt, yet it felt different.

He also did as Olive had said he could, bringing his hands up to the buttons of his shirt. He matched the speed at which Aisha was undoing his pants. Both of them seemed to want to drag this out, to enjoy it. When his shirt was open and his pants off, Aisha leaned back on her heels.

She looked over her shoulder at Olive, giving the other woman a smile. “What now?” she asked. Jared could tell how eager she sounded.

Olive took another sip of her wine before setting the glass down on the nearest table. “Now,” she answered, “crawl over here to me.” She crooked her finger again. Jared could hardly bite back a moan as he watched Aisha crawl away. The way her hips swayed as she moved made her ass look incredible.

Aisha stopped at Olive’s feet. She looked up, waiting for more instructions. Olive smiled. In her high-heels, she towered over Aisha’s kneeling form. That and her immaculate clothes made the power difference all the more obvious.

“You’re doing very well,” Olive praised. Jared could see the flush of pleasure bloom across Aisha’s chest. Olive noticed too, and smiled warmly. “Take off your bra, Aisha,” she instructed. “Let me see how you like to have your nipples touched.”

Jared’s eyes followed Aisha’s hands as they moved up to the clasp of her bra. She undid it skillfully before sliding the straps down her shoulders. Jared could tell that she was taking her time, making it look like a seduction in its own right. It certainly worked on him. He watched in fascination as she finally slid the material off her body, throwing it to one side.

Her breasts fell free, nipples already erect from how aroused she was. Jared didn’t need to touch Aisha to know she was turned on. Of course, she had also told him. It thrilled him to think that Aisha had looked forward to this all day. He wondered if Olive had or if this was just another work day. What work to have!

Whatever thoughts he might have had about Olive’s profession, Jared was utterly distracted when Aisha brought a hand up to one of her breasts. She teased her nipple, moaning softly at the touch. It was soft at first, circling around the hard tip. Then, just as Jared knew Aisha loved, she rolled the tip between her fingers, squeezing it.

The next moan that fell from her lips went straight to Jared’s cock. He had to shift in the seat again.

“That’s good,” Olive praised. Jared could see the way Aisha’s chest heaved, breasts bouncing as she sucked in a breath. Her fingers moved to the other nipple, giving it the same treatment. Jared ached to touch her, or to touch himself. Olive hadn’t said he could. Jared didn’t want to risk interrupting whatever plans she had for Aisha. He gripped resolutely at the arms of the chair.

Olive barely spared him a glance. All her attention focused on Aisha, watching the way she gave a sharp tug with one hand. The moan that spilled from her was low and deep.

“Would you like me to touch you, Aisha?” Olive asked. Her hands moved to her own breasts, caressing them through the tight material of her top. “I know Jared would,” she added, smirking.

“Oh, God, yes,” Aisha breathed. She didn’t move her hands away from her breasts. Olive hadn’t told her to. Aisha did glance over her shoulder at Jared, tongue wetting her lips. Olive was right. Jared desperately wanted Olive to touch Aisha. He was certain that even without being told, Aisha knew that.

Jared reached for his glass of wine. It helped as a distraction. His cock was so hard, but Jared wouldn’t touch himself. Maybe later, maybe if Olive told him to. For now, he just wanted to watch. Wanted to stay hard as a reminder of the things he couldn’t have.

Olive hummed. “You’ve both been very good,” she praised. Being included in her compliments was unexpected. Jared could feel the heat flush through him in response. “Stand up, Aisha,” Olive ordered. Aisha didn’t hesitate, rising to her feet just as gracefully as she’d gone to her knees earlier. Her hand still cupped her breast, tugging lightly against her nipple.

“Stop now,” Olive encouraged. Aisha’s hands dropped obediently. “Turn around and face your husband.” Olive stood behind Aisha, one hand on her waist. She smirked at Jared over Aisha’s shoulder. Then, slowly, her other hand trailed over the soft skin of Aisha’s stomach. Aisha moaned, eyelids drifting closed.

Olive’s fingers brushed over Aisha’s nipple. Jared could tell she was mimicking Aisha’s earlier movements. She started softly, then rolled the hard nub between her fingers. “Let me hear how much you enjoy it,” Olive urged.

Aisha didn’t hesitate to do just that. A loud moan fell from her lips. Jared could see the way she pressed forward into Olive’s touch. He knew how Aisha liked her nipples played with. It was fascinating to watch someone else do it. Fascinating and so fucking hot. Jared’s mouth watered at how much he wanted to touch her, too. Watching Olive do so was great. Aisha didn’t hold back, letting noises of pleasure fill the room.

“Fuck, yes,” Aisha cried when Olive tugged against one of her nipples hard. “God, that feels so good.” She looked so into it. Jared could feel precum leaking from his cock in response. His hand gripped the chair more. He wanted to enjoy this, wanted to watch his wife come undone under Olive’s touch.

Olive pressed against Aisha from behind, cupping the weight of her breast while she continued to tug against her nipple. Her other hand stroked over Aisha’s stomach, fingertips skimming against the waistband of Aisha’s panties. Just when Jared felt sure Olive was going to push them down, she pulled away completely.

Aisha whined. It only seemed to make Olive smirk as she fetched her wine glass from the table and took a sip. Olive had said she was a tease. “Come, help me out of my clothes, Aisha,” Olive commanded. She turned, so that Aisha could find the row of buttons up the back of her skirt.

Jared watched as more and more of Olive’s creamy skin came into view. She turned in Aisha’s hands, letting them drag over her skin. When Aisha dared run a hand over her breast, Olive even moaned.

Once Olive was wearing nothing but her heels, she moved away, taking a seat in one of the chairs opposite Jared. She was as confident naked as she’d been fully dressed, not a hint of shyness. “Would you like to please me, Aisha?” she asked.

Aisha’s eyes widened as if she hadn’t expected the question. It was almost sweet. Jared shifted in his chair. Finally, Aisha nodded. “I really would,” she answered. “Would you like me to get to my knees again?” she asked. Jared was quite sure it was more that that’s what she wanted to do. Aisha very patiently waited for Olive to tell her if she could or not. Tell her what it was that she wanted.

“I would,” Olive confirmed. She waited, watching Aisha, her eyes half-lidded. “So very obedient,” she praised. Aisha looked almost intoxicated by the compliment. She leaned in toward Olive, not quite touching. Olive ran her hand over her own body, fingers first circling around her nipple before skimming lightly over her stomach. When Jared could tear his eyes away from the sight, it was to see Aisha watching just as hungrily.

Slowly, Olive moved her hand over her thigh, just barely brushing against her pussy. She gave a soft moan, parting her legs, giving Aisha a fantastic view. “Come,” Olive urged. “Show me how good your mouth can be, but don’t make me come. Understood?”

Jared knew that Aisha had gone down on a woman a few times. He also knew it had never been like this. With Olive above her, looking so hot and demanding and with Jared behind her, watching the two of them. They were a sight to see. Aisha ran her hands up Olive’s legs, fingers soft and careful as they brushed over the other woman’s inner thighs.

Then, Aisha leaned forward. Jared couldn’t see exactly what was going on, but the way Olive moaned was a pretty good indication. Her back arched against the chair. Jared could hear Aisha’s tongue against Olive’s pussy. One of Olive’s hands came down to tangle in Aisha’s hair, pulling her in closer against her heat.

Aisha knelt in a way that put ass was perfectly on display for Jared. Over her, he could see the curves of Olive’s breasts. All of it was made even better by how Olive cried out when, presumably, Aisha’s tongue slid over her clit.

Olive shuddered, her eyes briefly closing as another moan poured from her throat. “Go slower,” she ordered. “Tease me the way you teased your nipples.” Olive’s free hand stroked down Aisha’s side, brushing lightly over her breast. When Aisha moaned, the sound was muffled by Olive’s pussy. Somehow, that only made Jared’s cock twitch harder.

“Fuck!” Olive gasped, back arching again. She pushed herself toward Aisha’s mouth. “Yes, yes, that’s good, Aisha, keep going.” Olive’s eyes opened, meeting Jared’s as he watched the two of them. “She’s so good,” Olive praised. “Rubbing her tongue over my clit in such tight little circles, making me so wet.”

Aisha moaned again, and Olive laughed. “I’m sure Aisha’s wet, too,” she continued. “Those panties are going to be soaked by the time I take them off to fuck her.”

It was Jared’s turn to groan. He heard Aisha’s moan, too, only slightly muffled against Olive’s pussy. He knew Olive was right, Aisha would be so hot. Jared couldn’t wait to watch Olive fuck her. Fuck her good and hard, just how Aisha liked. The idea thrilled him so much.

Aisha carried on licking Olive. Jared could almost see how much concentration it took her to make sure to go slowly, the way Olive had instructed. “You look so good, both of you,” Jared breathed. He rubbed his hand over his leg. He didn’t attempt to touch his own hard cock. His boxers were tenting, he could see the wet spot against them. Jared’s focus was on Aisha and Olive.

“Her mouth is great,” he told Olive. The other woman could feel that. Still, Jared wanted to praise Aisha, to show her off to Olive.

“He’s right, Aisha,” Olive agreed. Her hand in Aisha’s hair moved, tugging hard enough that Aisha gave a startled noise that blended pleasure and pain. “Your mouth feels amazing. I bet he loves making you go down on him. Does he hold your head still while he fucks your face?” The words sent liquid heat straight to Jared’s cock. Even though Aisha was halfway across the room, he could imagine how hot and wet her mouth would feel around him.

Aisha moaned, the words affecting her as much as they affected Jared. Olive pulled harder on Aisha’s hair. Her breasts bounced and the muscles in her stomach tensed as Olive pushed her hips up, lifting her pussy even closer to Aisha’s eager, licking mouth.

“Go faster,” Olive ordered. There was the slightest breathless edge to her voice. Jared could see her leg shaking. “Focus on my clit, let’s see how fast you can make me come.”

Jared wanted to know. His tongue darted over his lips, as if he, too, could taste Olive on them. Aisha’s head began to move slightly more. Jared saw the way she crawled even further between Olive’s legs. If Olive’s increasingly loud cries were any indication, Aisha was doing very well with her tongue.

Olive’s moans sounded so good. Jared’s cock felt rock hard as he watched Aisha. Her ass so round and perfect and then, further up, Olive’s beautiful breasts as they bounced with every lick Aisha gave.

The hand not in Aisha’s hair rested on her shoulder, Olive’s manicured nails leaving little half-moon imprints on Aisha’s skin. Pulling Aisha’s head closer, Olive’s legs spread even more, her body splaying out against the couch. “Fuck, yes, Aisha, yes!” she cried.

Jared bit down on his lip, not wanting to miss even a second. He could tell when Olive’s orgasm drew closer. Her chest flushed, her eyes went wide and her moans filled the living room, bouncing off the walls around them. “I’m so close, keep going, make me come!”

Aisha didn’t need to be told twice. Her ass lifted up off her heels as she pushed her head down between Olive’s legs. Olive gave a wild scream, her thighs squeezing tight around Aisha’s ears.

When she fell back, releasing Aisha from her grip, Olive looked pleasantly flushed. If anything, it made her even more attractive. “Fuck, that was wonderful,” she praised.

Aisha pulled back, slowly. She licked her lips and then glanced over her shoulder at Jared. He saw the moment she took in how horny he must’ve looked. Her eyes darkened with lust. Aisha’s hands slid back over Olive’s legs and then up over her stomach, like she was familiarising herself with Olive’s body. Jared wanted to tell her to touch Olive’s breasts, to see how sensitive her nipples were. This wasn’t Jared’s place.

Olive was the one who decided what she wanted Aisha to do.

“You sound so good,” Aisha told Olive. “And taste great.” Jared loved how there was no shyness in Aisha’s compliment. Seeing her so confident about making someone else come was amazing.

Olive gave a pleased, throaty chuckle. “Thank you.” She ran her hands over Aisha’s back, hooking one under her elbow and pulling Aisha up her body. Aisha went, no hesitation at all. Jared watched as their bodies pressed together, giving a low groan as the thought of what was still to come.

Turning her head slightly, Olive caught Aisha’s lips in a slow, sensuous kiss. Her hands kept moving softly, fingertips just brushing under the waistband of Aisha’s panties. Before she pulled back, Olive brought her palm down in a light smack against Aisha’s ass.

“Do you want me to fuck you, Aisha?” Olive asked. “Are you going to let me take you any way I want?”

“Any way you want,” Aisha nodded eagerly. “I want you to do whatever you want to me.” Jared could hear how hot Aisha found the idea. Even across the room, he could almost feel the heat of her breath against Olive’s skin. He wanted to see Aisha submit to Olive. He knew that that was exactly what Aisha wanted, too.

Olive nodded, looking very satisfied with Aisha’s answer. “Stand up,” she instructed. “I want to watch you take those panties off.” Jared swallowed as Aisha’s hands moved to the waistband of her panties. She pushed them slowly down her hips. Jared could see her pussy glistening as she bent to help herself step out of them. The stockings stayed on, making Aisha’s long legs look even longer.

Tongue darting over her glossy lips, Olive reached out a hand to take the panties from Aisha. “So wet,” she murmured, one finger brushing against the crotch. Her smile grew wider. “I can see there’s no need to ask if you’re ready.” Aisha flushed, but she didn’t look embarrassed.

“Bring me my bag, Aisha,” Olive ordered. Glancing around, Aisha spotted where Olive had left her handbag by the door. She obediently carried it over. She caught her breath when Olive produced a thick strap-on, making Olive smirk at her. “Do you want to help me into this?” she asked.

Aisha nodded, almost as if not trusting herself to talk. Jared wasn’t a poorly endowed man but he was certain that the strap-on that Olive had brought with her was significantly bigger than he was. It sent a thrill down his spine to know that Olive would stretch Aisha out more than he did, that she’d feel her differently. Jared was sure Aisha would love it.

Taking the strap-on from Olive, Aisha knelt down to help the other woman with the straps. Jared recognized the look she gave Olive once the strap-on was on, the cock so hard and thick. “She wants to suck it,” Jared told Olive confidently. Aisha turned to give him a grin before she turned back to Olive with a hopeful look.

Olive laughed. Jared loved how pleased she looked with both of them. “So helpful,” Olive teased. Aisha gave a soft moan. Jared could see her sitting up a little straighter, like Olive had even more of her attention than she’d had before. Olive reached out, running a hand over Aisha’s head. She tangled her fingers in Aisha’s long hair, pulling her forward.

“Go on then,” she allowed. “Let me see what else you can do with your mouth.” Aisha didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, blocking Jared’s view, moaning around the thick cock. “Are you hoping I’ll reward you, Jared?” Olive asked, meeting his eyes over Aisha’s head. “That I’ll let you touch yourself while I’m fucking Aisha?”

Jared’s tongue darted over his lips. He shook his head. “No,” he told Olive honestly. “Watching the two of you together is a reward in itself.” It was certainly true. Aisha looked so fucking hot on her kees, with Olive’s silicone cock in her mouth. The fact that the cock was fake didn’t seem to discourage Aisha one bit. She bobbed her head, moving in and pulling back again. Like she really wanted Olive to see how good she was at it. She was.

If Olive wanted to tell Jared to touch himself, he would. It wasn’t something he was aiming for. He hadn’t asked for her to do anything with or to him. His interest was in watching Aisha get what she wanted. “I will if you want me to,” he added, voicing his thoughts. Jared wanted Olive to be clear that this was all about Aisha, he was just... he was just there. Loving every minute of it, of course.

Olive smiled, making Jared feel like he’d given her the right answer. “You have a very generous husband, Aisha,” Olive praised. “A man who wants to give you what you want.” She nodded, like she approved. Her hand tightened in Aisha’s hair. She lifted her hips, pushing the fake cock down Aisha’s throat until Aisha’s nose was pressed tight against Olive.

Both women moaned. It was just about the hottest sound Jared had ever heard. “I’m going to give you what you want, too,” Olive promised. She thrust her hips up, making Aisha take her even deeper. When Olive pushed her gently away, Jared could see the saliva dripping down her chin.

“Stand up, Aisha,” Olive ordered, “and turn to face your husband.”

Aisha did just as she was told, the eagerness almost vibrating off her skin. Jared could tell that she wanted this, whatever this would entail. Her breasts looked beautiful, nipples so hard as she turned to face Jared. He saw the way her eyes traveled over his body, tongue running over her lips when she saw just how hard he was. He loved that she got to see him like this, got to see how hard he was for her.

“Olive,” Aisha breathed. “Please.” The plea seemed to be all-encompassing. It wasn’t asking for anything specific and rather just for everything. Or maybe anything. “I want...” she began, but then there was a sigh, like Aisha couldn’t even find the right words for what she wanted. “You.”

Nodding, Olive shifted slightly on the couch, spreading her legs. She reached out, setting her hands on either side of Aisha’s hips. “I’m going to help you sit down on my cock,” she said, tongue darting out to wet her lips. The words made Aisha moan, glancing over her shoulder.

“No,” Olive corrected. “Trust me that I’ll help you, keep your eyes on Jared.” Once Aisha was ready, Olive moved one hand to the cock between her legs. She held it steady. Jared could see the tip of it just kissing Aisha’s wet folds. “Sink down now,” Olive encouraged. “Take as much of it as you can.”

Aisha went slowly, clearly needing to adjust to the size. She definitely enjoyed it. Jared knew exactly what his wife’s face looked like when she was feeling good. Aisha bit down a moan and then another, before they tumbled out her lips. “Fuck,” she breathed. “I don’t think I can take it all in just yet.” The just yet held such promise that Jared had to bite back his own moan.

“You’re doing well,” Olive praised. “So well, Aisha. Just relax and enjoy it.” One perfectly-manicured hand ran over Aisha’s stomach, moving up toward the curves of her breasts. Aisha moaned, arching her back to thrust towards Olive’s fingers. Olive pressed a kiss against her shoulder at the same moment she pinched Aisha’s nipple, tugging hard enough that Jared could see Aisha’s eyes go wide.

Olive’s other hand still steadied the cock, so that Aisha wouldn’t move off it as she wriggled to get more of Olive’s attention against her breasts. “I’m going to make you feel so good,” Olive promised. “Lift up, and sink back down, slowly.”

Aisha’s muscles trembled as she worked to obey Olive’s instructions. Going slowly made her chest heave. Jared could hear the shortness of her breath even from across the room.

It wasn’t bad. Far from it. Aisha’s soft moans began to increase as she moved up and then back down. Every time she slid lower she took more and more of the cock in. Jared watched her bite her lip, a much sharper cry of pleasure escaping her as she lowered herself even more.

“Fuck,” Aisha groaned. Jared had to let out a moan of his own. His balls ached and his cock begged to be touched. Watching Aisha was a mix of feeling what it’d be like to fuck her but also enjoying someone else fucking her. Olive was obviously aware of it, too, the way she made Aisha perform.

Finally, he saw her take the whole cock in. Jared had to shift in an attempt to stop his hands straying down to his dick. Aisha looked so hot. Now that she’d stretched around the strap-in, she began to move faster, the noises she made increasing in volume.

Olive’s hands roved hungrily over Aisha’s skin. Jared watched, both wishing it could be his fingers teasing at Aisha’s nipple and loving that it wasn’t. Olive gripped Aisha’s hip with her other hand, holding her steady. Jared watched as Olive rocked slowly but steadily, every movement sending the cock deeper into Aisha.

Picking up speed, Olive lifted her hips, thrusting the strap-on harder and faster. Aisha bounced with her, the two of them working together to find a rhythm. Every thrust pushed a noise past Aisha’s lips - moans, grunts and cries ringing out in the room around them. When she wasn’t panting Olive’s name, it was Jared’s. It was so hot, knowing she was thinking of them both, performing for them both.

Olive’s nails raked over Aisha’s stomach, before her fingers disappeared between Aisha’s legs. “Jared, I want you to touch yourself,” she instructed, her voice clear even over Aisha’s panting breaths.

He was so drawn into watching Aisha that it actually took Jared a moment to filter through Olive’s instructions. When he did, Jared didn’t hesitate to push his underwear down, groaning as his cock sprang free. He was so hard. The relief of his own touch filled the room with a loud groan from Jared.

Stroking himself, Jared’s eyes didn’t leave Aisha. Her breasts bounced as she moved up and down Olive’s cock faster and faster. The sounds that Aisha made were so hot. A string of moans and swear words, mixed in with Olive and Jared’s names.

“Fuck, Olive,” Aisha moaned. “I’m so close. May I come? Please may I come?” Aisha begged and Jared had to stroke himself slower so he wouldn’t come right then and there.

Olive hummed, drawing the sound out slowly. She must know how eager Aisha was for an answer. She didn’t give her one, not immediately. She moved her fingers more slowly. Jared could see how lightly her fingers brushed against Aisha’s pussy, never quite touching her clit.

“You can come,” Olive finally answered, “as soon as Jared does.” Aisha wailed, her body thrashing between Olive’s fingers and her cock. Olive snapped her hips up, driving the strap-on into Aisha’s pussy once, twice, and then again. “Do you want me to fuck you harder, Aisha?” she asked.

“Yes,” Aisha whined. She began to move faster, matching Olive’s thrusts. The knowledge that Aisha wasn’t allowed to come until he did gave Jared a certain amount of control. He wanted to see Aisha’s orgasm crash over her, but he also wanted to draw it out, to tease her. Aisha liked having her limits tested. Not coming as she was getting fucked harder and harder was definitely going to test her.

He stroked himself slowly, only picking up speed in increments. Aisha continued to bounce up and down on Olive’s cock, her cries getting louder and louder. “Come on, Jared, please,” Aisha begged. That was all it took. Jared’s hot cum spilled across his fingers, every muscle in his body responding to how hard he came.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Aisha cried. Even in his post-orgasmic haze, Jared couldn’t avert his eyes from Aisha’s body. It thrashed like she just couldn’t get enough of Olive’s thick cock in her pussy.

Olive’s grip tightened, her fingers squeezing hard around Aisha’s hip. The sounds of the strap-on sliding into Aisha echoed around them, audible even over Aisha’s frantic cries. Olive’s fingers between her legs moved faster, pressing against her clit. Aisha’s hips bucked, her whole body shaking as she rode Olive’s cock.

“Come for me,” Olive breathed. “Come for me, Aisha, all over my cock. Let Jared see how much you’ve loved having him watch you.” She pumped her hips harder and faster, her thighs slapping against Aisha’s ass.

The string of ‘yes’es got louder and louder. Jared knew Aisha was close. With Olive’s fingers between her legs, encouraging the orgasm to get closer and closer, it wasn’t long before Aisha came.

“Fuuuck! Yes! Oh my God,” Aisha cried, her body moving even faster, taking Olive’s cock in more. She rode her orgasm through almost aggressively, fucking herself harder against Olive. Finally, Jared saw the movements slow. “It feels so good,” Aisha whined. “It’s still so hard in me, I want to...” Jared could see her move up again, only to slam down hard once more.

Olive’s hands held Aisha’s hips still, making her whine and squirm against the hard cock buried in her pussy. “Lift yourself off, Aisha,” she ordered. Jared saw a moment of hesitation. It was the first time Aisha hadn’t jumped to obey an order immediately. Olive’s hand slapped against Aisha’s ass, making her eyes widen. “Now, Aisha!”

Jared watched Aisha’s mouth drop open as she lifted herself off the strap-on. “That’s better,” Olive praised. “Now, bend over the arm of the couch, ass towards me.” That made Aisha moan, her body draping over the arm of the chair. Jared could see her breasts swaying beneath her, nipples still so hard.

Olive moved, kneeling behind Aisha’s body. She pressed the head of the cock between Aisha’s folds, pushing steadily until she was fully inside. Olive’s hands gripped at her hips, pulling back and then slamming forward.

“Oh fuck!!” Aisha cried. Almost immediately, she moaned in pleasure. Jared saw the way she rocked back. Olive was already fucking into her so hard that there was barely any room for Aisha to push back. She took it so beautifully, screaming louder and louder as Olive drove the huge cock into her.

“Feels so good, fuck! Yes! Olive!” Aisha shouted, her hands gripping the arm of the couch to hold on. “It’s so huge inside me! Stretching me out so well,” she moaned.

Olive groaned, pounding against Aisha. Her blond hair tumbled forward, brushing against Aisha’s back as Olive thrust her hips forward over and over and over again. Jared had to bite his lip. The two women looked incredible together, Olive so in control while Aisha submitted to everything she had to give.

Grinding her hips against Aisha’s ass, Olive cupped on of Aisha’s breasts. Her fingers pinched and pulled, tugging Aisha’s nipple. “Can you come again?” Olive asked between breaths. “I want to make you come again.”

“Yes!” Aisha moaned with confidence. “Please fuck me harder,” she begged. Olive granted her that wish, slamming her hips forward faster and harder. Aisha’s whole body shook. It wasn’t long before Jared could tell she was going to come again. Her breasts swung as Olive fucked her. When the blonde gave one of Aisha’s nipples a hard tug, she came so hard Jared could see her muscles tightening.

Finally, Aisha collapsed against the sofa, Olive’s thick cock still inside her. “Fuck, that’s so good,” she moaned, almost breathlessly. “Olive, you’re amazing.” Jared nodded at that, because she really, really was.

“You looked well-fucked, darling,” he commented, drawing Aisha’s attention to him. She smiled, a wide, happy smile. It made Jared so pleased.

“Oh, I am,” she nodded.

Olive smiled, running her hands softly over Aisha’s back and ass. Slowly, she pulled the strap-on free, making Aisha whine as it left her empty. “I should hope so,” Olive teased. “That is what I promised, after all. I’m very good at keeping promises.”

She sat back on the sofa, gaze traveling over first Aisha and then Jared. He flushed, suddenly very aware he’d been too distracted to clean himself up after his own orgasm. “I think you both look very well-fucked,” Olive said, with a smirk. “And I haven’t even touched you.” She raised her eyebrow at Jared, looking self-satisfied.

“No,” he agreed. “This was great.” It really had been. “I’m sure I speak for both of us when I say we’d love to do this again sometime.” Aisha gave such an energetic nod that Jared laughed. Obviously, he’d talk to her about it before actually inviting Olive over again. From everything Jared had seen, he couldn’t imagine his wife saying no.

“Yeah,” Aisha confirmed. “It’s been so good.” She still hadn’t really moved away from the armrest, body still so beautifully draped over it.

Running her hand over Aisha’s back one last time, Olive nodded. “I’ve thoroughly enjoyed myself,” she agreed. She got to her feet, moving unhurriedly around the room to collect her clothes.

Once she’d dressed, she bent to press a kiss against Aisha’s cheek. “It was lovely to meet you.” She didn’t kiss Jared, but she did include him in her smile. “Can I trust you to look after Aisha?” she asked. “Make sure she has a bath, and something to drink, and then tuck yourselves up in bed together. That’s my recommendation.”

Jared nodded at that, moving to pull his underwear back on. “I’ll take care of her,” he promised both of the women. He loved taking care of Aisha. She had done so well tonight, he wanted to show her how much he had enjoyed it.

Once Olive was ready to leave, he walked her out, body aching with deep satisfaction. Aisha didn’t bother to move much more than to slide down into the couch, giving Jared a wide smile once he returned. She really did look thoroughly fucked out.

“Come, darling, let me bathe you and then we can cuddle in bed,” he told her, his hand sliding over Aisha’s body just as tenderly as Olive’s had.

The evening had been excellent. Jared looked forward to what the next time might bring.


Out With a Bang

Cherry and Luca weren’t party people. In their three years together, they’d much preferred to spend New Year’s Eve at home. They shared a bottle of Champagne, talked over the highlights of the year that was ending and looked forward to what was still to come.

And then they had sex.

After all, didn’t they say that the way you spent New Year’s Eve would reflect how you spent the whole year? There was no better way to ensure a pleasurable 2020 than by kicking it off with a mind-blowing orgasm.

This year, Cherry and Luca weren’t going to celebrate alone.

They’d met Gabrielle early in 2019, and slowly grown more and more attached to her. She was a little younger, a little more outgoing. She seemed to look up to Cherry and Luca. She especially admired how solid their relationship was.

It had been nearly a month ago, after a dinner at their house, that Gabrielle had admitted to fantasizing about them. About both of them. Neither Cherry nor Luca had had a threesome before. They’d talked it over in the weeks after Gabrielle’s confession. They were both definitely interested. They’d invited Gabrielle to join them for their very own New Year’s Eve celebration.

Luca’s stomach swooped as the doorbell rang. He’d been half-hard all day, looking forward to seeing Cherry and Gabrielle together. Both women were stunning in their own way. Luca could hardly wait to see what tonight would bring.

Clearing away the last of their dinner things, Luca let Cherry answer the door. By the time he made it into the living room, Gabrielle was already out of her coat. She looked amazing, wearing a short skirt and shiny heels that accentuated her long, lean legs. Cherry’s dress was more modest, but the soft material clung to her curves in a way that made Luca’s mouth water.

“Fuck,” he breathed, making both women look up at him. “I feel underdressed,” he teased. In just suit pants and a shirt, Luca knew he looked good.

“I’d rather you were undressed,” Gabrielle responded, with a giggle and a light blush across her cheeks. Luca laughed.

“That can be arranged,” he promised, glancing at Cherry. “Would you like a drink first?”

“Sure,” Gabrielle nodded, reaching to take a sip from the glass that Cherry had offered her. Cherry’s eyes followed Gabrielle’s movements before she looked over at Luca and then back at Gabrielle.

Stretching her legs out, Cherry ran a hand over her side, making both Luca and Gabrielle follow the movement with their eyes. She clearly knew how sexy it looked, if the smirk playing on Cherry’s lips was any indication. Luca wondered how exactly they were meant to start a threesome. All of them knew that was where they were hoping tonight would lead. Luca wanted it, but he had no idea what the first ‘official’ step was.

Cherry seemed to sense his uncertainty. She brought her foot up to poke Luca’s leg with it, making him laugh. “We’ll have none of the awkwardness,” she informed him seriously. Gabrielle giggled again.

“I’d appreciate that,” she commented, fingers playing against the hem of her skirt. Luca recognized it as a sign of nervousness. Knowing she was feeling anxious helped ease his own feelings. “I’ve not done anything like this before,” Gabrielle said, before rushing to add, “but I want to. Definitely want to.”

Sitting down on Gabrielle’s other side, Luca took a sip of his own drink. He swallowed, the action caused more by excitement than by nerves. “We want to, too,” Luca agreed. He and Cherry had talked about it. They had decided where the boundaries were in terms of behavior that would make them jealous. Only after they'd agreed they both wanted to try had they approached Gabrielle to talk about what, exactly, her fantasies had been.

Slowly, so that she had plenty of time to pull away, Luca replaced Gabrielle’s hand against the hem of her skirt with his own. His fingers brushed lightly against her bare thigh, glad she hadn’t worn any stockings to get between him and the soft silk of her skin.

“Why don’t you carry on telling us what you fantasized about?” Luca suggested. After all, Gabrielle had already told them as much. Her gaze dropped to Luca’s tanned fingers against her skin. She shifted slightly, moving her legs apart to give Luca access to her inner thigh.

Luca didn’t take it. Not yet. “I don’t know,” Gabrielle said, her voice breathy. “Touching you both, watching you touch each other, being between you in your bed…”

As Gabrielle spoke, Luca’s fingers began to inch up her leg. Only a little bit and only in the smallest increments. He enjoyed how Gabrielle’s breath caught. He smiled across her at Cherry. His wife’s eyes seemed to follow Luca’s fingers. That, too, made his cock swell with arousal. Knowing that not only was Cherry there with him, but that she wanted him to touch Gabrielle as much as he wanted to touch her. And as much - if not more - as he wanted to see Cherry touch Gabrielle.

“I thought about having you hold me down, about having Cherry’s mouth tease me,” Gabrielle carried on, making Luca’s eyes widen. “About how good it’d feel to beg you, to beg Cherry.” Her breath caught at that. Luca could feel his own doing the same.

Cherry, on the other hand, seemed to breathe slightly faster. Luca watched as one of her hands moved to Gabrielle’s other leg, matching the way Luca’s fingers slid up it. Gabrielle pressed her back against the couch, leaning back in a way that invited both of their hands to move higher.

“Go on,” Cherry encouraged.

Gabrielle swallowed but then nodded. “I love the idea of being tied up, having my hands restricted and having both of you use me,” she commented. “It makes me so...” There Gabrielle paused, but only for a moment.

She reached for Luca’s hand, fingers wrapping around his wrist so she could slide his hand under her skirt. His fingers brushed against her hot pussy, only the material of Gabrielle’s panties between them. “Wet. It makes me so wet.”

Luca groaned, his fingers dancing lightly over the lace barrier covering Gabrielle’s heat. “Can I see just how wet?” he asked. He might have been embarrassed by how eager his voice sounded, if he hadn’t known that Cherry loved it. She enjoyed Luca being vocal, just as he was sure she would enjoy Gabrielle being vocal.

“Yes,” Gabrielle breathed, spreading her legs and letting Cherry’s hand slide higher on her thigh. Luca’s wrist brushed against his wife’s fingers, sending sparks of electricity through his entire body. This was really happening.

He tugged Gabrielle’s panties to one side, teasing a finger through her wetness. She moaned, her cheeks staining bright pink and her teeth coming down to catch against her lower lip. Luca’s finger moved up, as if he was going to brush against her clit. Just as Gabrielle arched her back to push her hips forward, Luca withdrew.

Reaching across Gabrielle, he brought his fingers to Cherry’s lips. “Taste her,” he urged, his voice every bit as eager as it had been in response to Gabrielle.

Cherry paused. For a moment, Luca wondered if she’d refuse. But then she leaned in closer, catching Luca’s finger between her teeth. The way she sucked against his finger, the taste of Gabrielle against her tongue, made Luca’s cock harden even more. When Gabrielle moaned, Luca realized that it was Cherry’s fingers this time that slid between Gabrielle’s legs, seeking out how wet she was.

“Fuck, that feels good,” Gabrielle groaned and rocked her fingers against Cherry’s touch. Just the same way Luka had done to tease her, Cherry withdrew her fingers before Gabrielle could truly seek any pleasure from them. Like he had done, Cherry brought her fingers up, smirking at her husband as she offered the slickness for him to taste.

Gabrielle whined. Luca’s eyes were fixed on Cherry. He leaned forward, lapping delicately at her fingers before he sucked them into his mouth. Swirling his tongue around them, Luca let a moan vibrate through his lips. Gabrielle tasted amazing. Luca could hardly wait for a chance to taste her pussy directly.

Turning his attention back to Gabrielle, Luca let Cherry pull her hand back. “Cherry’s very good at tying people up,” Luca told her, a smug smirk against his lips. He should know. Luca was the person Cherry had practiced her tying up on. Luca wanted to hear Gabrielle beg, wanted to be allowed to use her - but only when Cherry decreed it was okay.

“Can I take off my shirt?” Luca asked. His skin was flushed so hot that it was bordering on uncomfortable. He wanted to strip down to his boxers, free his cock from the tight restriction of his pants. Cherry had very fixed ideas about how Luca should strip, and Luca wanted to please her with his question.

“Yes,” Cherry answered at the same time as Gabrielle also drew out a ‘yes’. Hers was so much more breathy that it contrasted Cherry’s beautifully. Luca turned to give Gabrielle a grin, before he shifted back enough to pull his shirt off over his head. “You should touch him,” Cherry suggested to Gabrielle. “His muscles feel really nice,” she added with a grin.

Gabrielle stilled slightly, a small hesitation. But then she did reach out, fingers brushing against Luca’s abs so softly that it tickled. He caught her hand around the wrist, bringing it up to his mouth so he could suck one of Gabrielle’s fingers between his lips. She moaned, first at that and then at Cherry’s fingers returning to under her skirt.

“And you?” Gabrielle asked, turning towards Cherry. “Will you take your dress off, too?”

She sounded very keen. It was a tone that Luca knew Cherry would enjoy. “Not yet,” she answered. “First I want Luca to take your blouse off.”

Luca was very happy to obey. Gabrielle’s breasts moved under her shirt, lifting so temptingly as she caught her breath. Instead of touching them, Luca reached out to untuck Gabrielle’s blouse from her skirt, his fingers brushing lightly across the warm skin of her stomach.

“It tickles,” Gabrielle breathed, and Luca laughed. He pushed his hand higher, his touch more firm. Instead of giggling this time, Gabrielle gave a soft moan. Luca brushed the very edges of her bra, and then pulled back. His fingers moved to Gabrielle’s buttons, revealing her tanned skin inch by inch.

“You’re so gorgeous,” Luca said, once he had her blouse open and pushed off her shoulders. Her bra was sheer, barely hiding the way her nipples had hardened. He looked over Gabrielle at Cherry. Even fully dressed, the look in her eyes was enough to make Luca’s cock feel impossibly harder.

“Now?” he asked, his tone just as keen as Gabrielle’s had been. “Can we help you take your dress off now?”

“Not yet.” Cherry shook her head and Gabrielle gave a small whine. It seemed to only make Cherry laugh. She leaned down to lick over Gabrielle’s bra-covered breast. Despite her skin not being bare, the way Gabrielle moaned showed just how sensitive she was. It thrilled Luca to think how much fun they’d have with that.

She cupped one of Gabrielle’s breasts through her bra, smirking at the other woman. “Tell me, do you want to taste Luca? See what his cock feels like in your mouth?” Cherry asked. Luca had to bite his lower lip not to answer for Gabrielle.

He felt the way her gaze dropped. Gabrielle licked her lips at the sight of Luca’s cock tenting the material of his pants. “Please,” she breathed, glancing up to Cherry’s face. “Can I? Please?” The moment Cherry nodded, Gabrielle dropped to her knees beside the couch. Luca spread his legs, making room for her between them. As Gabrielle brushed her nose against the hard length of his dick, Luca moaned.

She didn’t wait, didn’t give Luca time to unbutton his pants. Instead, she opened her mouth, tongue darting out to lick against Luca’s fabric-covered cock. Even through the material, Luca could feel the heat of her mouth. One hand slid into Gabrielle’s fair hair, clutching the soft strands between his fingers. Luca bucked his hips, pushing the head of his cock into Gabrielle’s waiting mouth.

“Fuck,” he groaned, turning to Cherry. Her eyes were glazed with lust, making her look irresistible. Leaning across the distance between them, Luca caught her lips in a kiss. “Can I get my cock out, please?” he asked, as he pulled back.

It made Cherry laugh. That sound, too, went straight to Luca’s cock. “I’ll help,” she promised, shifting in closer and running her hand down Luca’s stomach. Her fingers teased against the fastenings of his pants, making Luca whine until she finally undid them. Gabrielle quickly took over, helping Luca out of his pants. His boxers were still on, but just having the restrictiveness of his pants removed made him moan.

Cherry leaned in, her tongue hot as it ran over Luca’s neck before she gave it a small nibble. She then looked down at Gabrielle, smiling at the other woman. “Go on, help him out of his boxers, too,” she encouraged.

Gabrielle didn’t hesitate. Her hands slid under the waistband and pulled the material down. Before Luca could even think about how erotic this whole thing was, Gabrielle’s hot mouth was around his cock.

She wasted no time, swirling her tongue around the head of Luca’s dick. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, making Luca swear colorfully. Tightening his hand in her hair, he guided her movements, encouraging her to bob her mouth up and down the length of his shaft. Gabrielle looked amazing, her pink lips stretched and her eyes shining. Every movement of her tongue sent liquid heat pouring down Luca’s spine.

He lifted his hips, slow and steady, thrusting into Gabrielle’s perfect mouth. “Fuuuck,” he groaned. He was used to submitting to Cherry, letting her do with him exactly as she wanted. As much as he loved that, it was novel to be able to guide Gabrielle, to teach her the ways he liked a mouth to move against his cock.

Cherry was still fully dressed, close enough that Luca could duck his head and catch her earlobe between his teeth. He nipped sharply, before soothing the bite with his tongue. “Please,” he breathed. “Let me help you out of this dress.”

She laughed again. This time, it was followed by a small nod. “Alright,” Cherry allowed, moving slightly so she could make space for Luca to pull her dress up and off. She was wearing deep red underwear, the material standing out against her body so beautifully. Gabrielle paused, too, so she could look at how stunning Cherry looked.

Pulling back with a loud and wet pop, Gabrielle smiled widely, her lips wet with saliva and Luca’s precum. “You look amazing,” she told Cherry. “Can I touch you?” she asked, one hand already sliding up Luca’s body so she could reach out towards Cherry.

“Not yet.” Cherry shook her head. “First I want you to make Luca come,” she told the other woman seriously.

Gabrielle pouted, but then returned her pretty lips to wrap around Luca’s cock. Groaning, his eyes rolled back as Gabrielle took him deep into her throat. He could feel her muscles tightening around the head of his dick, making Luca see stars from how fucking good it felt. “Fuck, Gabrielle, that feels amazing,” he panted. Luca knew how hot praise could make him feel. He wanted to do the same for Gabrielle.

Cherry shifted against him, her lace-covered breasts brushing against Luca’s arm. “Can I touch you?” he asked, with a smirk. As soon as Cherry nodded her permission, Luca brushed his hand over the soft curve of her waist. Gabrielle whined around his cock. Luca could feel the vibrations all the way through him.

Leaning down, Luca kissed his way across Cherry’s breasts. His tongue flicked against her nipple. When it hardened, he gave a hiss of satisfaction, grazing his teeth over it to make Cherry gasp.

Between Cherry’s gorgeous body against his, and Gabrielle’s mouth still sliding up and down his dick, Luca knew he wasn’t going to last. He pumped his hips, fucking Gabrielle’s mouth while pleasure  raced through him. Cherry’s breasts jiggled as she moved. Then Gabrielle teased her tongue against the sensitive underside of Luca’s cock. It made Luca shout.

He came hard, spilling into Gabrielle’s mouth so fast that she almost couldn’t keep up. His cum dripped from her lips, down her chin and onto her chest.

Looking up at them both, Gabrielle smirked. “Now can I touch you?”

“You can.” Cherry nodded. She reached behind her to undo her bra, letting her breasts spill out, much to Luca and Gabrielle’s satisfaction. Leaning back into the couch, Cherry parted her legs. “Do you want to make me come with your mouth, too?” she asked Gabrielle with some amusement. Luca watched as she licked the cum off her lips before nodding.

“I really do,” Gabrielle said. When Cherry gave her permission, Gabrielle’s hands slid up to take Cherry’s panties off. It left her naked and exposed on the couch. All Luca could do was reach out and caress his fingers over Cherry’s breasts. His own post-orgasmic feelings making him a bit lethargic. Not for long, though. It was hard to feel sleepy when he watched Gabrielle lick her way between his wife’s legs.

He loved the noises that both Gabrielle and Cherry made. Gabrielle’s moans were muffled against Cherry’s pussy, but Cherry’s gasps and cries told Luca everything he needed to know. As her breathing got faster, Cherry’s breasts heaved. Luca could hardly take his eyes off them, except when his gaze dropped to Gabrielle’s flushed face between his wife’s thighs.

Reaching out, he brushed his fingers against Cherry’s nipple. Luca knew exactly what she liked. He teased her, the pressure light enough that she would barely be able to feel it. Especially distracted as she was by Gabrielle. Luca watched their friend’s pink tongue flick out, gathering up Cherry’s wetness and lapping hard and fast against Cherry’s clit.

“She loves when you press your tongue hard against her,” Luca coached. Gabrielle’s gaze flicked up to him. He didn’t need her to say anything to know she appreciated his advice. “Not on her clit, but near it,” he added. When Cherry let out an even louder moan, Luca couldn’t help but feel a surge of arousal. It was hot telling Gabrielle what she should do.

His fingers plucked against Gabrielle’s other nipple, giving it a hard tug. “God, it’s so hot watching you,” he said. He’d never seen Cherry with another woman, but he had  certainly wanted to.

Cherry turned her head to catch Luca’s lips with hers. He took the opportunity eagerly, swallowing up the moans Cherry made in response to Gabrielle’s mouth. When she pulled back, it was to breathe a low and deep ‘oh fuck’. Luca knew she must be close. He wanted to see her body tremble with an orgasm caused by Gabrielle. The idea of having them both come from Gabrielle’s mouth was so hot.

Luca wanted to help. He lowered his mouth to catch one of Cherry’s nipples in his mouth, sucking lightly against it. She cried out loudly, one of her hands tightening against the couch.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Cherry moaned, rocking faster against Gabrielle’s mouth. The other woman was clearly keen to hear Cherry come. She seemed to pick up her speed. “Come on, Gabrielle,” Cherry encouraged. That seemed to be all it took because whatever Gabrielle did with her tongue sent Cherry over the edge, making her scream as her orgasm rolled through her.

The sight of his wife coming with another woman between her legs was more than enough to get Luca hard again. His cock rose steadily, his balls aching with the desire that pounded through him. He swirled his tongue around Cherry’s nipple, making her cry out more softly as she relaxed against the couch. Luca didn’t pull back. He loved how sensitive Cherry was after an orgasm, loved causing those breathy little noises.

“Fuck,” Gabrielle swore, licking the taste of Cherry from her lips as she sat back on her heels. “That was amazing,” she breathed. “You’re both so hot. I want -” She paused, looking at Cherry like she knew she needed permission to keep speaking.

When Cherry nodded, Gabrielle’s smile widened. “I want Luca to hold me down while you fuck me,” she breathed. The thought made Luca’s cock twitch. He wanted that, too, to feel Gabrielle fighting his hold while he kept her still for Cherry to do whatever she chose.

Cherry hummed like that hadn’t been quite her plan. Luca could tell she was thinking of how they could do that. Finally, his wife nodded, tugging against Luca’s hair so he’d pull back from her breast. He did give it one last lick before smiling up at Cherry. A smile she returned.

“We need to move this to the bedroom,” Cherry decided. “And we definitely need to make sure someone returns an orgasm to you,” she said, grinning at Gabrielle. Luca gave a soft groan, more than willing to help with that. Cherry seemed to read his mind, because she stroked over his bare shoulder. “Maybe I’ll reward you both,” she teased.

It didn’t take them long to get to the bedroom. Cherry instructed Luca to lie down on the bed on his back. She then moved behind Gabrielle, pressing her breasts against the other woman’s back as she leaned in to kiss over Gabrielle’s neck.

“I want you to ride Luca’s face,” she told the woman. “And I’m going to tie your arms while you do so. Do not come without permission,” Cherry instructed, before slapping Gabrielle’s ass, urging her to crawl atop of Luca.

Luca lifted his arms to meet her, sliding his hands down her sides and groaning at how warm and soft her skin was. “Can I take the rest of Gabrielle’s clothes off?” Luca asked Cherry, who smiled her agreement at him. “Please,” Gabrielle begged, before Luca could even ask if that was okay with her. “I feel so hot. Please, Luca.”

He unhooked her bra, leaning forward to kiss the creamy skin of her breasts. Gabrielle’s nipples were small and pale. They puckered gloriously against Luca’s tongue as he swirled it around them. Without lifting his face from Gabrielle’s chest, Luca walked his fingers down to the waistband of her skirt. It took a moment, but he found the button and slid it open, helping tug it down and off.

He did pull back once he felt Gabrielle shuffle higher. She looked amazing, her whole body seeming to quiver like she couldn’t wait for someone to touch her. Luca dragged her panties off, letting his hand graze over her ass as he did so. Completely naked, Gabrielle settled with a knee either side of Luca’s shoulders. He turned his head, pressing a kiss to her thigh while he waited for Cherry to restrain her.

“I want you to show Gabrielle how good you can be with your mouth,” Cherry instructed Luca. “Make her scream and I’ll consider letting you fuck her at some point,” she promised. Frankly, just making Gabrielle scream was a delicious prospect. The promise certainly added to it. Luca’s cock felt so hard, but he ignored it in favor of pulling Gabrielle in closer. His tongue slid between her legs, rewarded with a loud moan.

He focused on giving Gabrielle pleasure. Luca still felt it when Cherry crawled onto the bed. She gave Gabrielle instructions that Luca recognized as ones that would lead to Gabrielle’s arms being tied behind her. He hadn’t lied when he’d said that Cherry was very good at tying someone up.

Gabrielle’s moans increased, probably a mix of how hot having Cherry restrict her was and also how Luca’s tongue lapped against her wetness. “Oh, it feels so good,” she moaned. Luca groaned against her pussy, pleased at being able to make her feel good. “Yes, ah, fuck,” Gabrielle whined, rocking her hips against his mouth.

“You want to come?” Cherry asked. Luca saw her slide her hands up to Gabrielle’s breasts, teasing her nipples.

“Yes, please! I do! Please let him make me come!” she begged, giving a sharp cry when Cherry pulled against her nipple.

When Cherry didn’t immediately give her permission, Luca slowed his lapping. He slid his tongue lower, moving away from Gabrielle’s clit. She whined, but didn’t stop grinding against Luca’s face. His lips, cheeks and chin were already covered in her wetness, making Luca feel incredibly turned on. His hands clutched at Gabrielle’s hips, trying to hold her still as he pressed his tongue inside her.

Gabrielle moaned, spurring Luca to thrust his tongue even further into her pussy. He fucked her with it, his fingers digging into the plush curve of her ass. “Fuck, Luca!” Gabrielle cried. “Please, please, lick my clit. I’m so close, I want to come!” Luca growled, making Gabrielle’s breath catch as the vibrations traveled through his lips to her sensitive skin.

Luca did lick closer to Gabrielle’s clit, working harder and faster, eager to make her scream, just like Cherry had ordered. Luca’s tongue lapped against her, licking up as much of her wetness as he could, eagerly swallowing the taste of it. Gabrielle bucked frantically, so eager for her orgasm. Luca’s tongue circled her clit, just waiting for Cherry to give her permission.

Cherry clearly knew it. She tugged against Gabrielle’s nipple, making the other woman give another sharp cry. “You can come,” she whispered harshly, before biting Gabrielle’s shoulder. It was all it took. Gabrielle’s body shook above Luca’s as her orgasm overtook her. The loud scream she gave was beautiful. Luca didn’t stop until Gabrielle’s breath began to come is soft gasps.

Cherry pulled Gabrielle back, letting the woman lean against her. Now that his face wasn’t buried between Gabrielle’s legs, Luca could see the way Cherry had laced the rope around Gabrielle’s arms. They were restrained behind her, leaving her breasts beautifully on display as her shoulders arched back.

“Do you still want Luca to hold you down?” Cherry asked, her hand teasing over Gabrielle’s breast. “Want me to make you come, too?”

Gabrielle’s moan sounded almost broken, like she had no breath left to use for it. Luca’s own moan echoed with it, bouncing against the walls. “Fuck, Cherry,” Gabrielle panted. “I don’t know if I can come again so fast…” That made Luca smirk. There could hardly be a better challenge for Cherry than that.

“Careful,” Luca warned. “She’ll want to make you come even faster.” It had been what used to happen when Luca had insisted he couldn’t get hard again straight after sex. Cherry had helped him learn exactly how short a recovery period he truly needed.

Sitting up, Luca helped Gabrielle turn around, her ass resting right against his hard dick. He bent his knees, framing Gabrielle’s slim frame with his muscular legs. “Come on, Cherry, make her scream for me,” he begged. “I want to watch, I want to hear how wild you can make her sound. Does that sound good?” Wide-eyed, Gabrielle nodded. “Please,” she echoed. “Please, Cherry. Show me.”

Cherry's tongue darted over her lips as she took in how good Gabrielle looked. Luca slid his hands over Gabrielle's exposed skin, fingers teasing one of her nipples. There was a soft moan that turned into a much louder one when Cherry lowered her mouth to suck Gabrielle's other nipple between her lips. Luca saw the way her tongue lapped over the hard tip before she gave it a light bite. That seemed to send pleasure straight to Gabrielle's pussy. She rocked forward, trying to meet Cherry's mouth.

Sensing as much, Cherry began to kiss her way down Gabrielle's body, teasingly running her tongue over the other woman's belly button before moving lower. She paused to look up, smirking slightly and then giving Gabrielle's inner thigh a bite. It made Gabrielle's moan. That was nothing, compared to the sound she gave when Cherry finally lowered her mouth between Gabrielle's legs. Just one lick made Gabrielle scream. She tried to push forward but Luca held her back, just as she had wanted him to.

His fingers spanned her hips, holding her against his own hard cock. Knowing his strength was the only thing keeping her from bucking into Cherry’s face was one of the hottest things Luca had ever experienced. Gabrielle moaned and writhed, her ass rubbing maddeningly against Luca’s erection. “Fuck, ah, god” she cried. Her fingers skated across Luca’s chest. He smirked down at Cherry, knowing there was no way Gabrielle was going to get loose.

Cherry looked amazing, her dark hair framed by Gabrielle’s thighs. Luca watched, swallowing hard at the sight of his incredible wife with her tongue lapping against another woman’s pussy. “Fuuuck,” he groaned. “You look so hot, Cherry. I could come just from watching you.” Gabrielle moaned at that. “Yes!” she cried. “Please. I want you to, I want you to come on me.”

Luca chuckled. She was certainly enthusiastic. “Not yet,” Luca said, since Cherry’s mouth was too busy to speak. “Cherry said if I made you scream, she’d think about letting me fuck you. Don’t you want that more than you want me to come on you?” Gabrielle thrashed harder, her answer a moan that seemed to fill the whole room.

Despite her protests that she couldn't come again so soon, Luca could tell when Gabrielle's body began to tremble with the beginnings of her orgasm. He loved watching it, loved knowing that it was Cherry who was making Gabrielle come. Luca knew his wife’s mouth was talented. Seeing her make someone else come felt almost as good as seeing her make him come. Perhaps that was the sensation Gabrielle’s ass sent through his cock as it rubbed against it.

“Fuck, yes, yes, yes,” Gabrielle chanted. Luca reached out to pinch at her nipple just like how Cherry had done when it was his turn to make Gabrielle come. Just like before, it sent her over the edge, making Gabrielle’s screams even louder as she thrashed against Luca’s hold.

Finally, with a soft kiss against Gabrielle’s thigh, Cherry pulled back, licking her lips like the cat that got the cream. It was the hottest thing Luca had ever seen.

“Do you think it might be time for you to fuck Gabrielle, Luca?” Cherry asked, raising an eyebrow at her husband.

“God, I hope so,” Luca agreed eagerly, earning him a breathy giggle from Gabrielle. If she was sensitive from her screaming orgasm, she didn’t show it, rocking her body back against Luca’s hold. Cherry watched, her eyes clouded with lust. Luca felt it too. Seeing Cherry with someone else really was hotter than he could have imagined. Luca was almost sad they hadn’t done this sooner.

Bucking his hips, Luca rubbed his cock against Gabrielle’s ass. He could almost slide into her like this. But of course, he’d never do so without Cherry’s permission. “How do you want me?” he asked, his tongue darting over his lips. Waiting for Cherry to answer was always an exciting moment. Luca’s heart pounded against his ribs.

“What are you going to do while he fucks me?” Gabrielle asked, startling Luca with her question. “Can I make you come again?”

“Yes, I think that’s a great idea.” Cherry hummed, running her hand up over Gabrielle’s stomach. She seemed to consider the logistics of how both things could happen and then smiled widely. “He’s going to fuck you from behind,” she informed Gabrielle, before reaching to pull her up and against Cherry’s body so that Luca could free himself. Cherry glanced at his hard cock, smirking.

“He’s very ready to fuck you from behind,” she teased, turning Gabrielle around as Luca moved so she could hand the woman over to him. Once he had a grip on her arms, making sure she was steady, Cherry moved up the bed so she could rest against the pillows. Her pussy looked so good when she parted her legs that Luca half-considered begging for a taste.

Perhaps he could do that after Gabrielle made Cherry come again.

Gabrielle certainly seemed to understand what was expected from her. She leaned down to leave a hot trail of kisses against Cherry’s inner thigh.

Luca groaned. “Fuck, you’ve got a nice ass,” he praised, running one hand over Gabrielle’s upturned rear. Gabrielle moaned against Cherry’s pussy, her face too buried between Cherry’s thighs for Luca to make out what she was trying to communicate. He shifted up onto his knees, stroking his hand over his thick cock. He was glad he’d come once already, he didn’t want this to be over too soon.

He waited until Cherry moaned, thoroughly enjoying Gabrielle’s attention. Only then did Luca line his cock up against Gabrielle’s pussy, groaning at how wet she was. “So ready for me,” he moaned. He eased forward slowly, relishing Gabrielle’s tight heat. The further he fucked into her, the more she seemed to lap at Cherry’s pussy, so that Cherry’s moans grew louder and louder.

Clutching the rope around Gabrielle’s arms, Luca pulled back. Gabrielle moved with him, swaying slightly before Luca slammed his cock back into her. He grunted, setting a steady pace. Thrusting in and out of Gabrielle, Luca loved the way it pushed her against Cherry.

Gabrielle’s cries increased and so did Cherry’s. Luca struggled to know who to focus on. Both of them sounded so good. Knowing that the harder he pounded into Gabrielle’s hot pussy the more she would push against Cherry was hot. Gabrielle was doing a good job of using her mouth despite the moans that kept falling from between her lips.

Luca slowed down, rolling his hips forward, enjoying the heat around his dick. Gabrielle whined lightly, making Cherry grin at Luca over her. “How does she feel, baby? Is her pussy tight? Do you like fucking Gabrielle? Using her like the good little slut that she is?” Gabrielle moaned at that, clearly loving the feeling of being called a little slut for them.

“Fuck, yes,” Luca agreed, his hand tightening around the ropes. He loved the rough feel of them between his fingers. He knew from past experience exactly how good they felt around Gabrielle’s wrists and arms. It was novel to be on the other side for things for once. “She feels amazing, and you both sound incredible,” he added. His hips pounded, slapping against Gabrielle’s shapely ass with every thrust.

His cock drilled deeper, shoving Gabrielle hard against Cherry’s pussy and the mattress beneath them. Luca’s arms strained to hold her up, keeping her in place while he used her hard, just like she’d wanted. “So fucking tight,” Luca continued. “So hot and so wet. She loves it, loves depending on me to keep her upright.” Gabrielle moaned her agreement.

Pleasure washed over Luca as Gabrielle’s muscles tightened around him. He didn’t want to come yet, not until Cherry was satisfied. He slowed down even further. It allowed him to truly appreciate how tight and wet Gabrielle’s pussy was around him.

Cherry’s cries increased as Luca slowed down to keep his focus. He loved watching them together, especially with his cock buried deep inside Gabrielle. One of Cherry’s hands came up to Gabrielle’s hair, fingers tangling in it so she could pull her mouth tighter against her pussy.

“I want you to make me come,” she told Gabrielle. “And I want you,” she said this time addressing Luca, “to make her come.” The instructions were very clear. Cherry grinned when Luca groaned in response. Her grin was quickly replaced with a twist of pleasure as she bit her lower lip. She moaned while Gabrielle began to lick against Cherry’s pussy faster.

Luca grinned. He loved a challenge. With at least one hand holding Gabrielle up, he’d really have to work to bring her to orgasm. The difficulty just made him more eager, determined to show Cherry exactly how good he could be for her. He shifted his hips, trying to find the angle that made Gabrielle cry out against Cherry’s pussy. While he searched for it, his free hand slid over her body, cupping her breast until he felt her hard nipple between his fingers.

Gabrielle had already showed how sensitive her nipples could be. Now, Luca was almost relentless, tugging and pinching in time with his own thrusts. Gabrielle moaned, her tongue sliding faster and faster over Cherry’s clit. Luca could hear the noise it made as she lapped up Cherry’s wetness. He drove his hips forward harder, rubbing against the walls of Gabrielle’s pussy with every thrust. Her muscles shook. Luca could see sweat sliding down her spine as she tried to push her ass back against him.

His own pleasure was racing through him, his orgasm so tantalizingly close. He wanted to make Gabrielle come first. Cherry hadn’t said Luca could come. He tugged against her nipple, making Gabrielle give a wild cry.

Cherry was the first to come. Luca knew she was close. He watched as her face shifted, her breath coming harsher and harsher until finally she screamed Gabrielle’s name, rocking against the other woman’s mouth even harder. Luca loved seeing Cherry come. There was something even more spectacular about watching her come because another woman was eating her out.

Pushing Gabrielle back a bit, Cherry let her scream her own orgasm and a string of ‘yes’es and ‘harder please’es. Luca tried to match what she asked the best he could, working hard to fuck her steadily at the same angle until he finally felt her muscles tighten around him. Cherry still hadn’t said Luca could come. All he could do was fuck Gabrielle more and beg Cherry to let him come.

From the smirk on Cherry’s lips, Luca knew she loved watching him. He slammed his hips hard into Gabrielle, holding her up with both hands. The muscles in his arms ached. It was easy to ignore that when all Luca could think about was how good Gabrielle’s pussy felt around his dick. “Fuck, Cherry,” he panted. “Please, please, let me come.” Her smirk widened, and it was all Luca could do not to fly over the edge just at the sight.

Sweat slid down his back, his hair fell into his eyes as he rocked harder and faster into Gabrielle’s willing, pliant body. The bed beneath them swayed and creaked, the headboard knocking against the wall with every thrust. Luca bit his lip, not daring to slow down. “Please,” he whined, dragging the word out. “I can’t - I can’t.” But Luca could. He snapped his hips forward, burying his cock in Gabrielle over and over.

Gabrielle was swearing under him, rocked by each of Luca’s thrusts. “Please, Cherry, can I come?” Luca begged. She licked her lips slowly, making Luca almost sob with need. Finally, she smiled.

“Yes, Luca,” she allowed. That was all it took. Luca’s orgasm crashed over him, until all he could think about was pleasure as it exploded out to every inch of his body.

Gabrielle screamed under him, her pleasure urging him over. Luca’s climax made everything around him turn briefly white. The feeling of Gabrielle around him and seeing Cherry spread out below her - it was all just so amazing. Finally spent, Luca pulled out of Gabrielle, making a soft moan escape her.

“Fuck,” she breathed. Luca was careful not to just let go of her arms, instead pulling her up so she could lean against him. “That was amazing,” Gabrielle breathed, tugging against the ropes. “Better than I imagined,” she added making Cherry grin.

“Good. Especially since we’re only getting started with you,” she teased. “But I am going to untie your arms, for now. And then I’ll see about fucking you, too.” That made Luca groan. Having been on the receiving end of Cherry’s fucking, he knew it was a pretty great experience.

“Fuck, I want to watch that,” he breathed, making Cherry grin at him as she worked on untying Gabrielle’s arms. “You’ll both look so good.” Even if Luca wasn’t allowed to touch, it would still be a fantasy come to life. And there was a good chance that Cherry would let him touch.

After helping Gabrielle stretch out her arms and wiggle her fingers, Luca settled himself against the pillows. “Come on, we can cuddle for a bit while we all get our breath back,” he encouraged, holding one hand out for Gabrielle. She curled against his side, her eyes still bright and eager. Cherry pressed against Gabrielle’s other side, her hand trailing softly over the curve of her waist.

“Just a short break?” Gabrielle asked, making Luca laugh.

“We won’t make you wait long,” he promised. He felt almost as eager as Gabrielle. Years with Cherry had given him a little more patience. He knew she’d make it worth the wait.


Wife's Desires

Faith loved weekends. After a week of demanding customer service, Faith adored the luxury of getting to spend two whole days at home. She could see only the people she chose, do only activities which made her happy. When she and Lewis had moved in together, Faith had worried she’d miss the time to herself. Actually, living with Lewis was far better than Faith had expected. With their combined salaries, they could afford a much nicer house, not to mention vacations to other states.

They weren’t going away this weekend, but Faith was still jittery with excitement. Her Saturday passed in a blur of nervous energy. She changed the sheets, vacuumed the stairs and checked in periodically to make sure Lewis was following her instructions. Luckily, Lewis was very, very good at following instructions. It was one of Faith’s favorite things about him.

As the sun sank below the horizon, Faith took over their big walk-in closet. She took time and care over deciding what to wear. She settled on a loose dress, nipped in at the waist and finishing high on her long legs. Finishing it with a pair of sexy stiletto heels, Faith felt ready for anything. Ready to take charge.

Tonight, Faith was going to fulfill a fantasy. She’d always wanted to have a threesome, and tonight she was finally going to make it happen. She and Lewis had met Orla several times already. Faith had insisted they make sure they were all on the same page before she’d invited her into their bed. Even the thought of Orla’s beautiful body was enough to make Faith lick her lips in anticipation.

As she walked out to meet Lewis in their living room, Faith heard the heavy knocker rap against their front door. She grinned, taking a moment to smooth her dress down over her full breasts. “That’s her,” she said, excitement feeling like fire in her veins. “Go and let her in, Lewis. Take her coat, offer her a drink. Then bring her in here. Show her how I like you to kneel for me.”

She watched Lewis walk off. His black slacks hugged his ass perfectly. Faith loved knowing that he’d do just as she wanted. Letting Lewis greet Orla and offer her a drink, Faith waited in the living room. She’d taken a seat, legs crossed as she waited for Lewis and Orla. When they came in, Faith smiled. Orla looked stunning, a tight black dress hugging her body in all the right places. Her breasts were on display in a way that made Faith want to run her tongue over them.

Just as she’d told Lewis, he knelt down in front of Faith. They’d set up a cushion for Orla, too. She easily followed Lewis’ lead, dropping to her knees in front of Faith. It made Faith’s heart skip a beat and arousal shoot like molten liquid, straight to her pussy.

“Hi,” Orla greeted, managing to sound almost shy. The lust clouding her eyes gave Faith no doubt that Orla wanted this as much as Faith and Lewis did.

“Hi,” Faith replied, uncrossing her legs just for the pleasure of watching both Lewis’ and Orla’s eyes follow her movements. With them both kneeling at her feet, Faith felt like a queen. It gave her a dizzy kind of thrill, desire pulsing through her entire body. She watched, her gaze drawn by the way Orla fidgeted with the material of her dress. It was either excitement or nerves. Or, Faith guessed, a mix of both.

By contrast, Lewis was beautifully still. He was far more used to Faith’s command. And used to waiting for her, too. Faith loved knowing she could choose exactly when things would begin. Tonight, she didn’t have the patience to wait for long.

“Are you ready, both of you?” she asked. Orla nodded, clearly not sure if she was expected to speak. Lewis gave Faith a grin, then turned to include Orla in it, too. For that, Faith would reward him. “Orla, I want you to unbutton Lewis’ shirt.”

“Yes, mistress,” Orla said. It was something they had agreed upon before tonight. Faith wanted to have Orla call her ‘mistress’, wanted that acknowledgment. It felt just as hot as she had imagined. Lewis shifted, too, and Faith grinned. It must’ve been an interesting experience for him to share Faith’s domination.

Orla reached out for the buttons on Lewis’ shirt, taking her time in undoing each one. Faith’s eyes followed her movements, the way Orla slid her fingers under the material gently. Lewis’ breath caught and he glanced at Faith.

“Can I touch her?” he asked keenly.

Faith tipped her head to one side, making a show of considering his request. In truth, she wanted to see Lewis and Orla together. She had been picturing it ever since they’d agreed to this threesome. Orla’s pale complexion against Lewis’ tanned skin was something Faith could only wait so long to finally see. “You can,” she confirmed.

Slowly, Faith lifted a hand to her own breast. She hadn’t bothered with a bra, so she easily rubbed her fingertips over first one nipple and then its twin. She moaned as she pinched down against the sensitive tip, the sound so loud in the quiet room. Orla’s gaze flew over to her, her pretty mouth falling open.

“If you can make Orla moan without taking her clothes off, I’ll let you undress the rest of the way,” Faith decided. She wanted to warm Orla up, make sure she was truly aroused before she demanded more of her.

Lewis nodded to confirm that he’d understood her request. Faith briefly wondered if he’d go straight for her beautiful breasts. She would have. But no. Instead, Lewis reached out to brush a soft hand over Orla’s neck. She leaned into the touch, her own fingers similarly soft against Lewis’ chest as she pushed his shirt out of the way.

Faith’s fingers kept brushing over her nipples, teasing small shoots of pleasure down her body. She watched as Lewis’ hand slid lower, finally making it to the top of Orla’s breasts. The other woman’s breath caught. It wasn’t quite a moan. Lewis didn’t appear to let himself be discouraged by that, instead sliding his hand lower.

When he finally brushed over the hard tip of one of Orla’s nipples through the dress, Lewis teased it between his fingers. That made Orla moan. He smiled widely, turning to look at Faith.

“She sounds so good,” he told her, rubbing Orla’s nipple through the dress so she’d moan again.

She really did. Heat flowed through Faith’s body like lava, making her nipples even more sensitive as she teased her fingers against them. “You can stand up, Lewis,” she instructed. He moved slowly. Orla gave a quiet whine as his hands moved away. Faith loved that, despite their reluctance, they both obeyed her without question.

“Help him out of his pants and underwear,” Faith ordered, letting her legs part under the loose skirt of her dress. She wore no stockings. When she dropped a hand to her thigh, it was bare skin underneath her fingertips. She stroked slowly, building her own hunger for the two submissives currently following her orders.

Orla’s hands moved eagerly, unfastening the buttons to Lewis’ pants and helping him push them down his legs. “Touch his cock, Orla,” Faith added. “Feel how hard he is because of us.”

When his cock sprung free, Lewis groaned. He didn’t push forward, didn’t try to demand more than Faith was allowing. Orla, to her credit, seemed perfectly happy to explore. She slid her hands over the muscles in Lewis’ stomach, grinning when they flexed at the touch.

Faith enjoyed how Lewis’ breath caught, and how it turned into a low moan when Orla’s fingers wrapped around his cock. “He feels great,” she told Faith. Her hand moved up, gathering the precum to use it as lube as she worked her hand back down, making Lewis moan again.

“Would you like me to use my mouth, mistress? I’m very good at that,” Orla promised eagerly.

Faith laughed. “I very much want you to use your mouth, Orla,” she answered. Her fingers hitched the hem of her dress up high enough to give Orla and Lewis a few of her pale green panties. “I want you to use your mouth on me.” Once again, Orla’s mouth dropped open. The glaze of desire in her eyes made it very clear that she didn’t object.

Lewis’ eyes, too, went wide and dark. Faith knew he loved the idea of watching her with another woman. She was only too happy to give him the chance. “Have you pleased a woman with your mouth before, Orla?” Faith asked, genuinely curious.

Orla nodded. “Yes,” she answered, tongue flicking out against her full lower lip as she glanced back up at Lewis. “But never with an audience.” Her hands stroked up Lewis’ cock once more, his groan intensifying the ache between Faith’s legs.

“Don’t worry. I’m going to make him work as well as watch,” she promised. It seemed to set Orla at ease. At a gesture from Faith, she let go of Lewis’ cock, crawling forward on her hands and knees. “Take my panties off,” Faith ordered.

Orla’s fingers slid under Faith’s raised dress and caught at the material of her panties. She pulled them down slowly, careful of not stretching the material as it slid over Faith’s thighs. Faith watched as Orla’s tongue darted out, wetting her lips in anticipation.

In turn, Lewis stayed still. His cock was hard, standing up so needily. Yet Lewis didn’t even try to reach out for it, didn’t attempt to touch himself. He knew that Faith would punish him if he did. Sometimes that was a game they played. But Faith really would be very annoyed if he ruined this by demanding punishment.

Lewis was great at knowing what Faith wanted. And right now, she wanted to have Orla’s mouth on her.

“What do you want me to do?” Lewis asked. “I... please? Can I do something?” And yet, if she told him to just watch he definitely would.

She smirked. “You can touch yourself, until I give you something else to do,” Faith answered. Watching Lewis touch himself was something that she loved. He was so good, so obedient. He knew, by now, exactly how to keep himself on the edge of pleasure without giving in to an orgasm. Not until Faith told him that he could. She watched as Lewis’ long fingers wrapped around his cock, stroking lightly over the sensitive tip before he squeezed his way down the shaft.

Glancing over her shoulder, Orla didn’t seem to know who to look at. Gently, Faith reached out, fingers light against Orla’s cheek as she brought the woman’s attention back to her. “Show me how good you are with your mouth,” she instructed,

Orla didn’t hesitate. She crawled closer, lifting Faith’s dress in both hands. Her mouth was soft and hot, pressing kisses to Faith’s inner thighs. When her tongue lapped lightly against Faith’s pussy, she gave a soft cry. Lewis’ hand tightened on his cock, a similar noise coming from his throat.

“Crawl behind Orla, Lewis,” Faith ordered. “Take her panties off for me.” 

He had to let go of his own cock as he did so, but Lewis didn’t appear to protest. Instead, his eyes kept moving between Orla’s ass as it moved in her dress and her head as it moved between Faith’s thighs. Faith parted her legs to give Orla space and ran her hand up to her breasts. Her eyes stayed on Lewis. She made sure to moan loudly, theatrically, for both Orla and Lewis.

She watched as he swallowed, tongue darting over to lick his lips. Faith moaned, because at the exact same time Orla’s tongue lapped over her clit, pleasure shooting through Faith. Orla’s tongue slid lower, entering Faith teasingly. And then she moaned as Lewis slid her panties off.

One of his hands circled over Orla’s ass, but he didn’t do anything else, watching Faith and Orla instead.

“You look fucking amazing,” Lewis groaned. “Is she good? Is she as good as she said?”

Faith felt so swept up in her own power that it was hard to think, hard to make a comparison. All she knew was that Orla’s mouth felt amazing, her tongue igniting pleasure everywhere it touched. Faith’s hand slid from Orla’s cheek, moving into her hair and gripping the soft strands between her fingers. “Fuck, yeah, it’s good,” she groaned. “It’s even better knowing you’re watching.”

She glanced down at Orla, her face obscured between Faith’s thighs and by the material of her dress. “Do you like that, Orla?” she asked. “Does it turn you on knowing that Lewis is watching you?” She tugged at Orla’s hair, pulling her mouth away from Faith’s pussy so that she could answer. Her eyes were glazed, her lips wet with Faith’s liquids, and she had to swallow before she could find any words.

“Yes, mistress,” she whispered. “Please, will you - Will you let him touch me? My pussy is so wet.” Lewis’ gaze dropped between Orla’s legs, tongue peeking out, ready to take a taste if only Faith would give her permission. Moving Orla’s face back between her legs, Faith bucked her hips, grinding against Orla’s mouth.

Lifting one hand from her breast, she made an encouraging gesture. “You’ve both been very good, so I’m going to let Lewis eat you out, Orla.” She smirked. “If you can make me come before your orgasm, I’ll fuck you. If not, I’ll fuck Lewis while he teases you.”

There was a muffled agreement from Orla that sent vibrations through Faith, making her moan in turn. Lewis groaned at the prospect of being allowed to taste Orla. He checked again with Faith, waiting for her to nod in permission. Once she had, Lewis sank down, getting on his back and then reaching out for Orla’s hips so he could pull her down against his mouth.

Faith had the perfect viewing angle. She felt the moment Lewis’ tongue licked against Orla’s wetness because the woman gave another low groan against Faith’s pussy. It was so hot to see her rock against Lewis’ face and know that at the same time Orla’s tongue was teasing over Faith’s clit.

Lewis began to lick harder. Faith knew this because she could hear the wetness of Orla’s pussy against Lewis’ face. In turn, Orla, too, licked faster. She clearly wanted to make Faith come, her tongue sliding from inside Faith up to her clit so she could circle it, drawing louder and louder sounds from Faith.

Using one hand against the chair for leverage, Faith pushed up to grind even harder against Orla’s face. She would be true to her word if Lewis made Orla come first, but Faith wanted Orla to win. Fucking another woman would be a new experience. And one she knew Lewis would be keen to watch. “Fuck,” Faith swore, as Orla’s tongue thrust gently inside her. “I can take more than that, come on.” Her fingers slid back into Orla’s hair, giving a sharp tug.

Pleasure rose steadily, making Faith’s toes curl in her expensive high heels. Her muscles tightened, every stroke of Orla’s tongue bringing her closer and closer to a mind-blowing orgasm. Orla’s body rocked, first towards Faith’s soaking pussy and then back to meet Lewis’ eager tongue. With every movement, her breasts swayed, making Faith moan as she pictured how good they’d look when she finally ordered the rest of Orla’s clothes off.

Squeezing one of her own breasts through the fabric of her dress, Faith’s fingers caught against her nipple. She gave a tug, enjoying the bolt of pleasure-pain that darted through her. At that moment, Orla pursed her lips around Faith’s clit, sucking for all she was worth. Faith screamed as her muscles clenched, her body tumbling over the edge into bliss. She came loudly, bucking her hips so hard that Orla had to pull back.

She did so with a moan, hips beginning to sway faster as she sat atop Lewis. Faith loved watching her ride Lewis’ face, Orla’s moans getting louder and louder. Her dress was pushed up and Lewis’ hands set against her hips. She wanted to see Orla come, wanted Lewis to make her come. She felt the temptation to order it, but Orla was already so close that there was almost no point.

Briefly Faith entertained the idea of denying Orla an orgasm. She certainly had the power. But Orla had been so good at making Faith come. She wanted to reward that. And what was a better reward than her boyfriend’s mouth lapping against Orla’s pussy?

“Fuck, yesss,” Orla whined, rocking harder and harder. Her breasts bounced inside her dress. Faith pulled against her own nipple, sending another wave of mixed pain and pleasure through her body. It seemed to be the thing that sent Orla over the edge. She whined loudly, her muscles tensing as she came.

She looked so beautiful, with her face flushed and her lips open in a dramatic ‘o’. Faith felt her own thighs clench, her pussy already ready for more, despite Faith’s recent orgasm. Lewis whined, lapping faster until Orla pulled away, shivers of pleasure traveling all the way down to her toes.

The two of them looked wrecked. And yet Faith had so much more she wanted to do. “You both did beautifully,” she praised, reaching out to run her fingers lightly over Orla’s plump cheek. She crawled forward into the contact, leaving Lewis exposed against the plush carpet. His cock still stood stiff and proud. Faith could only imagine how it must be aching, how badly he must want to come.

But not until Faith said so. Letting Orla settle back on her knees, Faith stood, enjoying the way her skirts swayed against the sensitive skin of her bare pussy. She knew exactly what she wanted next. Offering Lewis her hand, Faith pulled him up. She leaned in, licking the taste of Orla from his lips, earning soft moans from both of them. She ignored his cock, instead turning to smile at Orla, kneeling so obediently as she waited for instructions.

“Lewis, help Orla out of the rest of her clothes,” she ordered.

“It’d be my pleasure,” Lewis agreed with a grin. He knelt down behind Orla, undoing the zipper on her back. “Stand up?” It wasn’t a demand. Orla hesitated long enough that Faith could’ve told her not to. But she wanted Orla to get up. Faith wanted to see the way Orla’s dress was going to fall on the floor, letting her breasts bounce free.

She didn’t have to wait long. Lewis’ hands traveled over Orla’s body, exposing her back and then letting the dress fall just as Faith had imagined. Her breath caught and Faith reached out to run a hand over Orla’s breasts. Her nipples hardened under Faith’s fingers. Faith grinned before giving one of them a sharp tug.

“It feels good,” Orla moaned. Her tongue darted out, wetting her lips. It made Faith want to lean in and kiss her, to taste herself on Orla’s lips.

So she did, one hand fitting into the curve of Orla’s waist while the other teased over Orla’s other nipple. Her pretty mouth fell open, letting Faith’s tongue sweep inside. Behind them, Lewis groaned. When Faith pulled back, his eyes were wide, his chest rising and falling with quickened breaths.

“Bedroom,” Faith ordered, pointing a manicured finger towards the door. Lewis turned immediately, and Faith whistled at his fine ass as he walked away. Turning Orla around in her hands, Faith gave her a little push so she would follow.

The bedroom was luxurious and immaculate, already set up for a wide variety of things Faith might want to do with Orla and Lewis. She ran her hand lovingly over her favored strap-on, enjoying the way Orla’s gaze followed her fingers. “Soon,” Faith promised. She could hardly wait herself.

“Lewis, make yourself comfortable on your back on the bed,” she ordered. “Orla is going to prove just how good she is with her mouth.”

The implication made Orla moan, which in turn raised the corners of Faith’s mouth into a smirk. She enjoyed how much Orla wanted to suck Lewis’ cock. She certainly would be given the opportunity to.

Just as instructed, Lewis settled on the bed, his cock swaying from side to side. But Lewis didn’t reach out to touch it. Faith knew that for him the satisfaction was in denying himself the pleasure until Faith chose to allow it. Once he was settled, Orla turned around to look at Faith, reaching out to brush her fingers over Faith’s side.

“Would you like me to help you take the dress off?” Orla asked hopefully.

From the bed, Faith could feel Lewis’ gaze on her like a physical weight. She knew without asking how much he’d appreciate seeing Orla help her to undress. Leaning forward, she brushed her lips against Orla’s, enjoying the soft sigh as Orla’s mouth opened to allow Faith to deepen the kiss.

“Such a good girl for asking,” Faith praised as she pulled back. “Yes, you may help me.” Faith turned, letting Orla get at the zipper along her side. Pulling it down, Orla moaned softly when she realized Faith wasn’t wearing a bra. Together, they slid the dress to the floor, leaving Faith standing naked in the middle of the room.

Orla lifted a hand, her fingers almost stroking the curve of Faith’s breast before she stopped herself. “Can I touch you, mistress?” she asked, waiting until Faith nodded. Faith’s breath caught in her throat as Orla’s fingers caressed smooth and cool against her nipples. Lewis’ moan was far louder. Faith enjoyed how it didn’t break Orla’s concentration, how her fingers circled until Faith’s nipples were standing stiffly out from her breasts.

Reluctantly, Faith pulled Orla’s hands away. “Get on your hands and knees on the bed,” she ordered. “Tease Lewis. Show him how good you are, but don’t let him come. Can you do that?”

“Yes, mistress,” Orla nodded eagerly. There was the smallest of hesitations when she had to pull her hand away from Faith, like she wished she could carry on touching her but also follow her orders. Maybe later Faith would give her the right sort of orders to satisfy that wish. But for now, she wanted to hear how good Lewis would sound once Orla took him in her mouth.

Faith watched as the other woman crawled onto the bed, her hands softly brushing over Lewis’ legs. Orla leaned in, hot tongue sliding across the muscles in Lewis’ stomach. Even from where she stood, Faith could see them contracting. And if she hadn’t been able to, she could certainly hear the satisfaction in Lewis’ groans.

Orla was very good at teasing, Faith decided. Her fingers were soft as they played against Lewis’ skin. It wasn’t until he was almost trembling with desire that Orla finally leaned down to catch the tip of his dick between her wet lips.

“Fuck!” Lewis cried, trying to buck up. Orla’s hands went straight to his hips, holding him down. Faith loved seeing that, loved Orla’s control over Lewis.

He loved it too, if the way his eyes rolled back in his head was any way to judge. “Lewis.” At Faith’s voice, he blinked his eyes open, his gaze finding hers. “You’ll tell Orla if you’re getting close to coming. If you come without warning her, I’ll punish both of you for failing me.”

Lewis’ eyes widened, but he nodded his acceptance of Faith’s terms. She smiled. “Good boy.” Watching for a few more minutes, Faith could feel the desire pounding through her. Orla and Lewis looked so good together, so hot. Faith almost didn’t want to interrupt.

But she had a promise to keep. Still watching the show Orla was putting on for her, Faith crossed the room to her strap-on. Sliding the harness on, she buckled it carefully around her hips. As she knelt behind Orla on the bed, Faith gave in to the temptation to run her hands over Orla’s luscious ass. She gave one cheek a light spank, then leaned in to nip her teeth against the softly reddened skin.

“Do you want me to fuck you, Orla?” Faith asked, her hand moving lower to tease against the other woman’s pussy.

The answer wasn’t exactly verbal. Lewis moaned loudly as Orla’s moan of agreement vibrated through him. She didn’t stop bobbing her head up and down his cock. She did wiggle her ass more. It made Faith laugh as she slapped it again, harder this time. That made Orla moan. Faith was curious to see how loud she could make the other woman be.

“You’re so hot,” Lewis moaned. “Fuck, Faith, her mouth feels so great.” She saw him try to buck up again, but Orla was having none of it. Her fingers tightened against Lewis’ hips and he cried out in pleasure.

Orla then moved back, almost as if she was trying to seek out Faith, to get her to do something. Perhaps anything.

Heat sizzled through Faith’s veins, almost overpowering. She’d pictured this moment a dozen times today. The reality was so much better. Orla’s rounded ass wiggled eagerly, her hands still pressing Lewis against the mattress. They were details Faith would remember for days, if not weeks. She made soft, soothing noises, running both palms over Orla’s ass and down to her thighs. She spread them open, moaning as she exposed Orla’s pussy between them.

Slowly, Faith shifted, letting Orla feel the hard touch of the strap-on against her thigh. “Fuck, you’re both beautiful,” she praised. Pressing a finger between Orla’s legs, Faith wasn’t surprised to find her already dripping wet. “So ready for me,” she mused. Orla moaned, arching her back as if to push her pussy out further.

Faith pressed the silicone cock between Orla’s legs, smiling in satisfaction at Orla’s deep groan as it filled her. It wasn’t small, but Orla was wet enough to take it easily. Curling her fingers around Orla’s hips, Faith pulled the woman back against her, the cock sliding all the way until Orla’s ass rested snug against Faith’s crotch.

Orla pulled back from Lewis, letting his cock fall from her mouth with a wet ‘pop’. “Fuck,” she moaned. “That feels amazing.” Her breath was already coming in soft gasps and Faith hadn’t even begun to fuck her. She did have to steady Orla, to stop her from pushing back against Faith’s cock

One of Lewis’ hands slid to Orla’s breast. While Faith couldn’t see what he was doing, the way Orla moaned meant she had a pretty good idea. The touch seemed to draw Orla’s attention back to Lewis. She lowered her mouth once more to invite his cock into it.

Holding Orla’s hips still, Faith pulled the strap-on back, admiring Orla’s wetness that glistened on it. She couldn’t stop the thrill that skated through her whole body, knowing it was someone other than Lewis she was fucking. Faith loved pegging her boyfriend, but she’d fantasized for a long time about how it would feel to have a woman moan underneath her. Orla didn’t disappoint.

Faith snapped her hips forward, her cock plunging back into Orla’s pussy. Gripping Orla’s hips hard, Faith established a rhythm, thrusting in and out in time with the pounding of her heart. Under the three of them, the bed swayed and the mattress sagged. Faith pushed harder, sweat sliding down her spine as she drove the strap-on forward.

Orla’s cheeks hollowed, sucking harder against Lewis’ cock. She had to, needing to keep her mouth sealed tight around his dick so Faith’s thrusts wouldn’t pull her free. Faith draped herself over Orla’s back, one hand coming to tease the breast Lewis wasn’t already occupied with. She wanted to make Orla scream around Lewis’ cock.

“That’s so hot, fuck. You’re both so hot,” Lewis moaned. Faith loved watching him, the pleasure on his face so clear. Orla moaned again. Faith saw the way the sound made Lewis’ pleasure edge ever closer. She began to pound into Orla harder, enjoying how every push seemed to make the other woman cry out.

Orla pulled back, making Lewis whine when his cock fell free again. “Oh god, yes! That feels so good!” she cried out, pushing back to meet Faith’s dick at every thrust. Her moans filled the room. “Can I touch myself? Please? Can I help you make me come?” Orla begged under Faith.

Faith slowed, just enough to hear Orla whimper with need. It was a beautiful sound, one that went straight between Faith’s legs. Rolling Orla’s nipple between her fingers, Faith waited until the woman cried out, then gave it a fierce pinch. Orla wailed, the sound ringing in Faith’s ears for a long moment before she thrust her cock deeper into Orla’s pussy.

“You can,” Faith decided. “But I want you to keep sucking Lewis’ cock. If you stop again, I’ll have to tie your hands.” The threat made Orla give a soft cry. She wasted no time cupping a hand between her legs. Just as quickly, she dropped her mouth back down around Lewis’ dick, the sound of slurping audible even over the creak of bedsprings.

After two brutal thrusts, Faith met Lewis’ eyes. His pupils were huge and dark. He looked more turned-on than Faith had ever seen him. “You can come, but I want you to keep your hips still. Let Orla do all the work. Understand?”

It took Lewis a moment but he did finally nod, a muffled ‘yes’ falling from his lips. She saw the struggle, loved how tension spread through Lewis’ muscles as he held himself back from bucking up. Orla kept giving soft moans around his cock, but didn’t pull back. Every so often, Faith felt the strap-on hit Orla’s fingers where they were rubbing against her clit.

Hearing both Orla’s muted moans and Lewis’ loud groans sent thrills through Faith’s body. Orla worked harder and harder to bring Lewis to the edge. From the sounds that he was making, Faith could tell he was close. It made her eager to fuck Orla harder, to hear her come, too.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Lewis groaned and Faith watched as his hands tightened in Orla’s hair, bringing her head down harder against his cock. He didn’t slam his hips up but his back did arch to meet Orla. Then, with a loud groan, he came. Orla lapped it all up.

As Lewis’ softening cock slid free of Orla’s mouth, her moans and cries suddenly filled the bedroom, louder even than the sound of Faith’s hips bouncing against Orla’s bare ass. Faith picked up the pace, pounding the silicone cock in and out of Orla’s pussy hard enough to make the bed shake. Lewis’ lips dropped open, his eyes clouded with arousal and the effects of his recent orgasm.

“Come on, Orla,” Faith demanded, one hand pinching again at Orla’s nipple while the other held tight to Orla’s hip. “You’ve been so good for me. Look how much Lewis loves watching you take my cock.” They both moaned, making Faith’s body shiver with desire. “Come for me,” she urged, her voice low and insistent. “I want to hear you, Orla, hear how much you love having me fuck you into the mattress.”

“God, I do!” the other woman cried. She used her hands to grip the bed for leverage, slamming back against Faith’s cock harder and harder. The moans had turned to screams, pleasure obviously rolling through Orla. And then, Lewis reached out to pinch one of Orla’s nipples. That seemed to be the last straw. Orla’s orgasm crashed over her hard. Her whole body trembled under Faith.

When she finally began to fuck Orla slower, her moans softened and she leaned into Lewis for support.

Faith ran her hands gently over Orla’s back, soothing her with soft sounds and touches. She looked so beautiful, leaning against Lewis with her hair spilling softly over her shoulders. Faith slowed to a stop, easing the silicone cock from Orla’s pussy and letting her fall limp against the bed.

“You were both wonderful,” Faith praised, feeling as though her whole body were brimming and tingling with pleasure. She didn’t want the night to be over. Seeing the way Orla’s head rested heavy on Lewis’ shoulder, a short break might be necessary.

Slipping free of the harness, Faith joined her partners on the bed. Lewis shifted to make space for her. She pressed a long, lingering kiss to his lips.

Orla looked up, suddenly shy again. “Can we help you come, Mistress?” she asked, tongue peeking out between her lips.

“Oh, you will,” Faith promised. “But we’ll rest first. I want you both to have enough energy to keep up with me.” The anticipation of waiting would only make Faith’s next orgasm all the sweeter. She’d be happy enough to wait, especially in their cozy little tangle of bare limbs.


Playing at a Party

Bonnie had been coming to BDSM parties for about eight years now. Ever since one of her boyfriends had suggested it when they were twenty. They were long broken-up, but Bonnie’s love of the parties had only grown. Over the years, she had learned more and more about being a domme. She was now one of the most sought after play partners at the parties she attended. It meant that Bonnie usually had the pick of the crop.

There were particular types of people Bonnie liked going for. But whenever she fancied a change - like tonight - Bonnie picked someone who was a lot less experienced. It was thrilling to introduce someone new to things they might not have even thought about trying. Besides, Bonnie knew she was a good domme. She always took good care of her play partners. She liked to think that she could teach particular things - etiquettes even - to new participants.

Tonight her eyes weren’t on just one but two people. A couple who’d arrived maybe an hour earlier. Bonnie had watched them take a seat and observe the room. That was pretty common. It was a good start for anyone who wanted to get familiar with what a party like this held. From watching them, Bonnie struggled to tell which of them - if either - was the more dominant.

Bonnie was a fan of a good switch, so it was a thrilling prospect that neither might be more dominant than the other. If they were looking for a play partner, Bonnie hadn’t seen them actively do anything about it. This led her to believe that they didn’t know what they were looking for.

Making her way across the room, Bonnie pulled a chair out so she could sit across from the couple. She knew very well just how hot she looked in the tight, black dress she was wearing. It showed off her breasts beautifully. Bonnie was pleased when the guy’s eyes moved over her body appreciatively. Her smirk widened when the woman’s eyes did the same.

“You’re new,” she commented, because they were. “Are you looking to play?” Bonnie hoped the answer was ‘yes’. She was very up for a bit of play.

Bonnie carefully watched their expressions, noting the way the man’s gaze moved instantly to his partner. She licked her lips, hesitating for only a moment before she gave Bonnie the answer she’d been hoping for.

“Yes.” She nodded. “I’m Mia, and this is Gus.” She looked, briefly, as if she might offer to shake Bonnie’s hand. “We’ve done a lot of research, but this is our first time actually at a party,” she admitted. Her smile brought Bonnie’s attention to the lush curve of her lower lip. She could easily imagine sinking her teeth into it and hearing Mia gasp.

Raising one eyebrow, Mia carried on. “What should we call you?” she asked.

That made Bonnie grin. She appreciated that there had been research. Especially research enough that had advised Mia to ask. “Bonnie. My name’s Bonnie. I prefer to go by that.” There had been plenty of people in Bonnie’s past who’d called her ‘Mistress’. Some had even called her ‘Mommy’, but Bonnie’s preferred option was just her name. It made the play more balanced for her.

“So tell me, Mia,” she said giving the woman another wide smile. “What is it that you and Gus are hoping to find tonight?” Since Mia had been the one to speak, Bonnie presumed she was the one to decide. The way Gus looked at Mia made Bonnie pretty sure he’d go along with whatever she wanted. A guy after her own heart.

Mia’s eyes widened slightly, like she hadn’t expected to be asked. She seemed to recover quickly enough. “Some pleasure, first and foremost,” she told Bonnie with a slight smirk. That was reasonable. Why else would you come to a sex party if not to enjoy the sex? “But also some… instruction,” Mia continued.

Reaching for Gus’ hand, Mia laced their fingers together. “Gus likes being told what to do,” she explained, making his cheeks bloom pink for an instant. “And so do I,” Mia added, “but I want to learn how to do more of the telling. I thought a practical demonstration might be… helpful.”

Gus laughed at that. “You mean all that research got you hot and bothered,” he teased. “You wanted us to come and see for ourselves.”

Mia gave a pretty unapologetic shrug at that. Bonnie grinned. She liked that. They clearly had a good connection between them and were also willing to experiment with things. Bonnie could definitely have fun with the two of them. Turning to look at Gus, Bonnie ran her tongue over her lower lip. His eyes followed the movement and she grinned.

“And what is it that you seek, Gus?” she asked, curious how his answer might differ.

He seemed briefly surprised to be asked, a bit like Mia had been, but recovered quickly. “Mia’s right, I do like being told what to do,” he agreed. Bonnie could tell it wasn’t something Gus just told people. It made her want to praise him for it, but it wasn’t her place. Not just yet, at least. “But I also just love watching Mia feel good. I want her to enjoy herself.”

That was definitely the right sort of thing to say. Bonnie could tell Mia loved that answer, too, because she gave Gus’ leg a small squeeze.

“Alright,” Bonnie nodded. “Well, I am very good at both - telling men what to do and bringing pleasure.” She had no reason to downplay that fact. Bonnie was good at both. “I’d be happy to instruct you both if that’s what you’d like. Are you interested in playing with pain? With restraints?” Bonnie was more than happy to do either. Or neither if that’s what they preferred.

From the way Gus’ eyes clouded with lust, Bonnie felt sure that he would relish one or the other, or possibly both. He didn’t answer immediately, his gaze going to Mia first. Now that she was closer, Bonnie could see that she was the dominant partner - if only a little.

“Go on,” Mia urged, her fingers squeezing once more against Gus’ fabric-covered thigh. “Tell Bonnie what you like.”

Gus’ nod was quick, eager. “I like pain,” he said, the blush returning to his cheeks. It was clear this wasn’t something he was used to talking to strangers about.

“And I don’t - not receiving it, anyway,” Mia added.

Bonnie nodded. She was certainly perfectly capable of working with that. In fact, the idea of having Mia hurt Gus so Bonnie could watch was very tempting. “And restraints?” she urged and watched as Gus licked his lips.

“Neither of us is against being restrained,” he answered. Mia nodded. That was a good answer. It gave Bonnie all the more options as to what she could do with them.

“Alright,” she nodded, standing up. “Follow me.” Bonnie led them through to one of the rooms she knew were open for public use but also had locks. “Are you interested in being seen?” she asked. Bonnie, personally, was used to performing in public. But she could understand how someone’s first time might not be when they wanted to experiment with that.

On the other hand, there were plenty of people for whom that was exactly what they were looking for.

“Not tonight,” Mia answered, her gaze dropping to the door as it closed behind them. At a gesture from Bonnie, she flicked the latch shut, ensuring they’d have no unexpected spectators.

The room was well-equipped, with a big four-poster bed to which Bonnie could fasten all kinds of restraints. There were toys, too, for inflicting various levels of pain. As she watched, Gus licked his lips at the sight of them, his fingers twitching up to the buttons of his shirt.

Mia clearly noticed, too. “Ask Bonnie if you can undress, Gus,” she urged. “She’s calling the shots tonight.” Her gaze moved to Bonnie, seeking confirmation.

Bonnie liked that, both how Mia was giving that right over to Bonnie and how Gus was meant to ask. She shook her head. “No, I want to see Mia undress you,” she told Gus. “You’re not going to be allowed to touch yourself,” she informed the man. “You’re Mia’s to touch and to let others touch. I intend to make sure you know that.”

Gus swallowed at that, but nodded. Bonnie could already see the outline of his hard cock tenting his pants. This was going to be fun. They’d hardly even started! Without being allowed to touch himself, Gus was going to have to wait to have his dick touched. In fact, Bonnie might even make sure he couldn’t take matters into his own hands before she decided it was time.

Moving towards the toys, Bonnie found a nice piece of leather restraint specifically designed for this. Taking it over to Mia, Bonnie set it down on the bed. “I want that to go on him when he is fully naked,” she informed. “Do you know how to put it on?”

Both Mia and Gus peered at the leather, their confusion written plainly across their faces. Evidently, their research hadn’t covered everything. Bonnie liked that - she wanted to be able to introduce them to new things, new ways of bringing pleasure and pain to one another.

“I don’t know,” Mia answered, taking a step closer to Gus, resting her hand against his chest. “But I do know how to get him naked so that you can show me,” she added, a grin curving her lips. She reached for the buttons on Gus’ shirt, popping them open one after another. Gus’ chest heaved under the fabric. As it parted, Bonnie could see the flush of arousal that had spread all the way down to Gus’ nipples.

Mia pushed his shirt off his shoulders, letting it flutter to the floor. “Take off your shoes,” she ordered. Gus gave a sharp nod, immediately toeing his way out of his trainers. Once that was done, Mia moved behind him, pressing her body against his back.

“I want to show you off to Bonnie,” she informed him. Gus’ only answer was a low groan, one which made heat pulse between Bonnie’s legs.

Despite Mia’s proclaimed inexperience, she had clearly done this before. And took pleasure in it. That thrilled Bonnie. Knowing that Mia was a new domme, someone who was eager to learn for her sub, that was something that Bonnie enjoyed seeing. Mia had said she wanted to learn. Bonnie could definitely help her with that.

She watched as Mia pulled Gus’ pants down, licking her lips as she saw more of him exposed. Bonnie didn’t rush Mia. There was no need, especially not when Mia had told Gus she wanted to show him off to Bonnie. There were very few things better than seeing a needy sub.

“He’s so obedient,” Bonnie observed. “You’ve done well to train him,” she praised Mia. They weren’t empty words. Bonnie really did think that Mia had done well. And besides, a well-trained and well-behaved sub was a compliment to both the sub and his domme.

Mia’s face flushed with the praise. Gus practically writhed against her, as if Bonnie’s words were a physical touch making him feel good. “Thank you,” Mia said, smiling shyly at Bonnie over Gus’ shoulder. Bonnie liked that she didn’t try to dismiss the praise, just accepted it as well-deserved.

Leaving Gus standing in front of Bonnie, Mia crouched to help him out of his pants. She pulled his socks off, too, leaving Gus in nothing but the boxers still tenting over his erection. “I love how good he looks,” Mia said, once more making Gus wiggle slightly.

Finally, she peeled Gus’ boxers down. His hard cock slapped up against his stomach, flush against the relatively pale skin of his abdomen. “Will you show me how to put that on?” Mia asked, gesturing to the leather.

“I will,” Bonnie confirmed easily. She reached for the strap, holding it out for Mia to see. “This,” she said, gesturing at the top bit, “goes around the base of his cock. And this,” she pointed at the lower half, “goes around his balls. It will make him last longer,” Bonnie explained. She got two of the cushions off the bed, throwing them on the floor next to Gus before kneeling down on one.

Mia followed her lead and Bonnie smirked up at Gus. His cock twitched at the sight of them. Rightfully so, too. Bonnie knew they looked fucking hot like this.

Taking the restraint, Bonnie showed Mia how to apply it, ignoring the soft groan Gus gave when her fingers slid over his cock. “You want to be careful not to do it too tight around his balls. Make sure you don’t cut off blood supply.” Bonnie took her time to show Mia just how to check that, to ensure that she wouldn’t hurt Gus accidentally.

When the strap was finally attached, Bonnie grinned. “Take it off and put it back on again,” she told Mia. There was something pretty hot about teaching another domme how to do things.

Mia groaned. From the way she shifted her hips, Bonnie felt sure that Mia was pressing her thighs together, trying to quieten an ache between her legs. It was a good sign. Bonnie wanted Mia to be turned on by what she was doing. Gus certainly was, his cock still hard and beautiful.

Moving quickly, Mia showed that she remembered everything Bonnie had taught her. She was efficient. It made Bonnie’s lips quirk upwards in an expression of amusement. Only when Mia had finished, and Gus’ balls were neatly trussed up in leather, did Mia let her fingers linger against Gus’ skin.

“How does that feel?” she asked, looking up at him. “Do you like it?” She licked her lips, and Gus’ hips swayed towards her.

He licked his own lips before he replied. “It’s strange,” he admitted, “but yeah, I like it. I like knowing I’ll last for you. For both of you.”

“Good boy,” Bonnie praised. She reached out to run her hand over Mia’s back, giving the other woman a smile. “You should make him undress you,” she told her. Bonnie was pretty sure she could make Gus undress Mia, but she wanted to see the other woman do it. There was something very hot in watching Gus’ submission to Mia, knowing that it was Bonnie’s instructions that Mia was following.

Standing up, she held her hand out for Mia to help the other woman up, too. Gus looked good like that, naked, cock hard and strapped. Bonnie was looking forward to getting that cock to work! But there were plenty of things she wanted to do before then. And one of them was to see Mia naked.

Mia paused for a moment, as if collecting her courage. When she glanced towards Gus, he smiled. The expression on his face was so eager. It seemed to settle something in Mia, and she gave a quick nod. “Come here,” she said, pointing at the spot in front of her. Gus moved a little awkwardly, adjusting to the leather around his balls, but he didn’t dawdle.

“Help me out of my shoes first,” Mia instructed. Bonnie enjoyed watching Gus drop to his knees. He didn’t kneel, instead squatting low so he could reach for the buckle on Mia’s shoes. Bonnie couldn’t help but notice how toned Gus’ ass was, how strong his thighs must have been to hold him up.

Once Mia had kicked off her shoes and Gus had removed her socks for her, she urged him to his feet. “Take off my shirt,” she ordered, lifting her hands to let Gus do just that.

“Fuck,” he groaned, admiring the way Mia’s breasts moved under the sheer fabric of her bra. “You’re so hot, babe.” Mia flushed, glancing at Bonnie.

“You are,” Bonnie agreed, easily. It made Mia’s flush intensify, but she also smiled. Gus went to remove her pants, his fingers sliding over Mia’s soft skin. It left her only in her bra and panties, something that Bonnie definitely appreciated. Mia was a stunning woman. Gus clearly knew it too.

Of course, this meant that Bonnie and her tight leather dress were becoming overdressed. She ran her hand over her side, smirking at Gus and Mia. “Do you want to help me undress?” she asked, pretty sure she could predict exactly what the answer would be.

She could feel the weight of their gaze, both of them drinking in the sight of her. “Oh,” Mia started, her breath catching in her throat. “I definitely want to help.” She took a step closer. Bonnie could see the moment Mia remembered that she was in charge of Gus. Realization dawned, and Mia lifted her chin.

“Gus, I don’t want you to touch Bonnie until you’ve finished with my clothes.” Gus whined, but he didn’t object. He really was obedient. Bonnie wondered how much of that was showing off for her and how much was the desire to please Mia. She suspected it was a little bit of both. “You can start with my bra,” Mia continued.

Gus stepped close behind her, his fingers plucking against the strap before the sheer cups suddenly relaxed. Mia’s pale breasts spilled forth, soft and smooth. “Can I help you?” Mia asked, her fingers barely brushing along the same path Bonnie’s hand had taken down her side.

Bonnie’s tongue darted over her lips to wet them and she gave a nod. “You can,” she allowed. Mia’s touch was gentle, possibly a touch more gentle than Bonnie usually preferred. She enjoyed the way that Mia seemed to explore her. Moving into Mia’s hands, Bonnie turned slightly to offer her the zip on the side of Bonnie’s dress. Mia was careful with that, too, but she didn’t hesitate to lower it.

Unlike Mia, Bonnie was not wearing a bra under her dress, so when Mia opened it, her breasts sprung free. She heard Gus’ breath catch. Bonnie grinned. “You’re allowed to touch me when Mia decides she wants you to,” Bonnie told him before turning her head towards Mia, her smirk, if anything, intensifying. “You,” she told the other woman, “are allowed to touch, too.”

Mia chuckled, the sound surprisingly low and sexy. “You hear that, Gus?” she teased. “I’m allowed to touch whenever I want.” He whined, his hands tightening against the curve of Mia’s waist. When she stepped forward, Gus pressed right behind her, so close that Bonnie was sure his dick was hard against Mia’s ass.

“You look amazing,” Mia offered, her gaze lingering on Bonnie’s breasts. She lifted one hand, cupping the underside in her palm. Her thumb circled slowly, teasingly around Bonnie’s nipple. It was definitely a more gentle touch than Bonnie would usually demand. Before she could say so, Mia flicked her nail across Bonnie’s nipple, sending a bolt of pleasure laced with pain between her legs.

Wiggling between the two of them, Mia’s breath caught in her throat. “Take my panties off,” she urged. The command in her voice mixed with desire, as if she needed to be naked. Gus didn’t wait for her to tell him twice. He pulled Mia’s panties down from behind, exposing her beautiful bare pussy to Bonnie’s eager attention.

She reached out to brush a hand over Mia’s side, tracing it up to her breasts. She was really hot. Seeing the lust clouding Gus’ eyes was a special reward in its own right. Bonnie was eager to see how much more needy she could make him look. Like Mia had to her, Bonnie brought her hand up to brush over Mia’s nipple, tugging against it lightly until the other woman gave a soft moan.

“I want to make you come while Gus watches,” she told Mia. “Would you like that? I bet he would,” Bonnie commented glancing over at Gus so she could smirk. He wasn’t allowed to touch himself. Bonnie fully intended to push him to an absolute breaking point with that. She wanted to see him watch her make his girlfriend come, to scream for Bonnie.

Mia gave a soft laugh. “I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t enjoy coming,” she pointed out, lips curving up into a smile. “I’m sure you’ll be very, very good at making me come so hard I can barely remember my own name.” Gus’ eyes widened, his hands back on Mia’s hips now that she’d kicked her panties across the floor.

“Can’t I help?” Gus asked, wide imploring eyes turned to first Mia and then Bonnie. “I want to help. I love making Mia come. And I’m good at it.” Mia’s expression softened, just a little, and she gave a nod.

Her fingers pinched softly at Bonnie’s nipple and then, when Bonnie’s breath caught, Mia gave a sharp tug. “I want you to watch, Gus,” she said. Her words weren’t particularly demanding, but there was an assurance in her tone, a confidence that she would be obeyed.

Leaning in, Mia’s lips brushed feather-light against the hollow of Bonnie’s throat. “How do you want me?” she asked, her breath warm against Bonnie’s skin.

“Spread out on the bed,” Bonnie answered easily. She rubbed her hand over Mia’s hard nipple, before pulling back. Turning to look at Gus, Bonnie licked her lips. “I’m going to tie your hands,” she informed him. Bonnie didn’t know Gus well enough to tell how good he’d be at not touching himself if left to his own devices. Besides, Bonnie loved tying men up.

She nodded for Mia to get on the bed, walking over to the wall where a variety of ropes were hung. This was not Bonnie’s first time. She knew exactly what she wanted to achieve. Swinging the rope through a hook coming out from the ceiling, Bonnie grinned at Gus.

“Come here,” she told him. His breath caught, like he couldn’t quite believe this was really happening. Bonnie loved that. “Hold your arms out, hands together.” He did just as instructed and Bonnie laced the roped over and through them. Once she’d checked the ropes were safe, Bonnie took a step back so she could pull on the rope, raising Gus’ hands up in the air above him.

He looked fucking great like that. Hands tied and cock restricted. Glancing over her shoulder at Mia on the bed, Bonnie licked her lips. “He looks good like that, don’t you think?”

The position emphasized Gus’ lean frame, making his muscles stretch out deliciously. Bonnie wanted to see his stomach twitch as she finally allowed attention to be paid to his cock. But not yet. First, she was going to help Mia put on a show.

“He looks amazing,” Mia agreed. She’d stretched out on the bed just like Bonnie had asked. Propped up against the pillows, her legs spread invitingly open. Her hands moved to her breasts, fingers picking up where Bonnie’s had left off.

Gus groaned, his whole body swaying forwards, trying to get himself closer to the bed. Tied up as he was, there was only so far that he could go. “Fuck, you look hot, Mia,” he said, his chest rising and falling quickly with every breath. Mia grinned, tugging harder enough at her nipple that it made her cry out.

Bonnie had absolutely no doubt she was going to enjoy this. As she crawled up the bed towards Mia, Bonnie glanced over her shoulder at Gus. He’d have the perfect view of both of them. Bonnie’s panties still covered her ass, but only barely. They were see-through enough for Gus to see plenty. And then there was also the view of Mia, her breasts exposed and thighs soon to be around Bonnie’s head.

Leaning in, she kissed upward across Mia’s thighs. They were hot, and Bonnie knew that her pussy would be just the same. Her hands stroked higher, over Mia’s hips. One settled against her stomach while the other sought out her breast. Bonnie reached for the nipple that Mia wasn’t already playing with.

As she teased it between her fingers, Bonnie lowered her mouth to lick a hot strip over Mia’s wet pussy. The way Mia moaned loudly straight away would’ve made Bonnie grin, but she was too preoccupied with working her tongue inside of Mia’s heat.

From the way Mia’s muscles trembled, Bonnie could tell she was trying not to thrash against the sheets. If Bonnie had her way, that level of restraint wouldn’t last for long. She drove her tongue deeper, exploring every inch of Mia’s pussy. The more Bonnie licked, the wetter Mia got. Her moans echoed around the room, mixing with the groans from Gus as he watched them.

Even though they couldn’t be seen, Bonnie liked the idea that party guests passing their door would hear them. They’d know what a good time the three of them were having. And Bonnie was determined to make Mia’s experience even better.

Teasingly, Bonnie slid her hands up Mia’s thighs. She waited until she had Mia whimpering above her, then pushed down against the soft skin. Bonnie spread Mia open, making Mia buck against her hold. “Fuck, Bonnie!”

Gus cried out in frustration. Bonnie didn’t have to look to know that he’d tried to yank his hands free of the rope. He’d failed. “Please,” he begged. “Mia, please. Let me touch you. Let me touch myself.” Mia’s only answer was a wordless moan as Bonnie’s tongue flicked over her clit.

Bonnie very much intended to make Mia moan and cry in pleasure so much that she couldn’t even focus on Gus’ pleas. He was to watch, to see how fucking great Bonnie was going to make Mia look. Her tongue lapped faster, fingers making their way inside Mia. In turn, Mia’s hips pushed down so she could fuck herself harder against Bonnie’s mouth and fingers. Her screams were so loud! Bonnie loved it.

Hearing her partner scream in pleasure was always so fucking hot. She pumped her fingers in and out of Mia’s pussy, making the other woman get louder and louder. Finally, her orgasm burst through her like a firework. The whole of Mia’s body trembled as she came, a loud scream echoing around them.

When Bonnie could tell that she was done, she licked more gently, pulling her fingers out. Sucking the wetness off them, Bonnie turned to grin at Gus. “She comes so nicely,” Bonnie commented.

“I wonder if she’s just as good at making me come.” Before either really had a chance to respond, Bonnie was already crawling up Mia’s body, her panties quickly removed so she could present Mia with her wet and needy pussy.

Mia’s hands came up to settle against Bonnie’s hips as she leaned forward. Her tongue moved softly at first, almost tentative as she explored the taste of Bonnie’s desire. Gus swore loudly, alternating between begging and moaning his appreciation of the sight before him. Mia hardly seemed to notice, all of her attention focused on Bonnie’s pussy.

Bonnie made sure to give her plenty of encouragement, crying out Mia’s name whenever she did something that Bonnie particularly liked. Mia learned fast. Pretty soon, she was lapping and flicking her tongue as if she’d been doing this all her adult life. Bonnie could feel the pleasure spreading through her, a buzz of excitement and desire that stole across her limbs.

Wanting to urge it on, Bonnie’s hips rocked, pushing herself harder against Mia’s eager mouth. “Fuck, you sound amazing,” Gus groaned. “It’s so hot knowing that it’s Mia making you moan like that. Fuck.”

Despite her back being towards Gus, Bonnie could easily imagine how good he must’ve looked seeing them like this. The neediness in his voice was so evident that it sent a thrill through Bonnie. Mia lapped it all up, her tongue moving faster against Bonnie’s clit. Pleasure shot through her so fast that Bonnie cried out, reaching to press her hand against the wall to steady herself.

It wasn’t long before her orgasm smashed through her, making Bonnie’s screams increase so much that they almost drowned out the way Gus whined. Knowing that he wanted to make them both come and wasn’t allowed, not yet anyway, intensified just how good Mia’s tongue was at making Bonnie’s body shake with pleasure.

“Fuck,” she swore, before pulling back. Sliding back down Mia’s body, Bonnie pressed against it, grinding her hips into Mia. Their breasts pressed together and both women moaned.

Bonnie leaned in to catch Mia’s lips, bringing them together into a hard kiss. Gus moaned behind them again and Bonnie smirked.

“I’d love to try out his cock, Mia,” she told the other woman, her hand teasing over Mia’s body. “Is he good with it?”

Shifting so she could see Gus over Bonnie’s shoulder, Mia licked her lips. Gus’ whines fell silent, as if he were waiting with bated breath to hear what Mia would answer. “He is good,” Mia said, drawing the words out. Bonnie watched her lips curve into a wicked smirk. “He knows just how to fuck me so that I’ll come for him. Don’t you, Gus?”

Bonnie glanced behind her, watching the flush that crept up Gus’ chest at the praise. “I do,” he agreed. “Please, Mia. Will you let me show Bonnie?” His expression sent a pulse of arousal between Bonnie’s legs. Even though he wasn’t begging her, it was still a sight to behold.

Glancing back at Bonnie, Mia appeared to turn the idea over in her mind. “If I let you, will you do everything that Bonnie says?” she asked. “Will you learn how she likes to be fucked? It might be different from what I like.”

With a soft moan, Gus nodded. “I will,” he promised. “I’ll learn, and I’ll do whatever Bonnie wants.”

Mia grinned. “Then I will let you,” she decreed.

Bonnie enjoyed listening to their exchange. With every single thing they did, Mia seemed to gain confidence as a domme. It was beautiful to see. Bonnie got off the bed, walking over to Gus. She ran a sharp nail across his chest and down over his stomach, making Gus cry out and push his hips forward. His cock was still so hard, leaking precum.

“I can tell you enjoyed watching Mia make me come,” Bonnie hummed. “I’m going to ride that gorgeous cock and you will make me come with it,” she informed Gus.

“Yes, yes, I want that,” he nodded eagerly.

Bonnie smirked, glancing over at where Mia still was on the bed. “And you also want Mia to sit on your face? Want to make her come again?” Gus whimpered. Bonnie took that to mean that yes, he’d very much like that.

She reached to undo the rope, lowering Gus’ arms carefully. Bonnie didn’t untie his hands though. Having him tied up while she fucked him was going to be more fun. “Get on the bed, lie on your back,” she instructed before looking at Mia. “I want you to get on his face,” she told the other woman.

Walking over to the toy box, Bonnie selected a cat-o-nine tails. She handed it to Mia once she had settled atop of Gus. “I want you to use this to make sure he makes you come,” she instructed.

Then, when Mia moaned at Gus’ tongue licking against her, Bonnie climbed atop him, reaching between them to lead Gus’ cock inside her wet pussy.

She was impressed that Gus kept his hips pressed against the mattress, letting Bonnie lower herself down at her own pace. Mia moaned, pleasure so obvious in her expression that Bonnie couldn’t help but grin. “Fuck,” Mia whispered, her eyes wide. Bonnie could only imagine how Gus was licking her, showing off his familiarity with what made her cry out in delight.

Bonnie’s pussy stretched around Gus’ cock, getting adjusted to the girth of him inside her. As soon as she felt ready, Bonnie lifted herself up, only to drop back down. She set a hard, fast rhythm, moaning as Gus’ hips snapped up to meet her on her descent. Bonnie squeezed her muscles tight around him. She wanted to distract him, wanted to dominate his attention.

Pouting, Mia brought the whip down against Gus’ chest. “Don’t stop!” she whined. Gus groaned, his rhythm faltering as he clearly switched his attention back to where Mia ground her hips against his face.

The rhythm Bonnie kept was steady. She wanted to enjoy this. Gus’ dick inside her felt great, but the combination between that and watching him pleasure Mia was fantastic. Mia’s soft moans kept increasing and then, perhaps just because she could, she slapped the whip across Gus’ chest, leaving bright red lines there.

He bucked upwards and into Bonnie, but the groan that he might have given was muffled against Mia’s pussy. “He feels good, Mia,” Bonnie praised. “Such a nice cock. Thank you for letting me use it.” There was another groan from Gus. Bonnie smirked. She could tell being referred to as Mia’s was something he enjoyed.

Bonnie began to fuck him harder, riding Gus’ cock like it was there only to pleasure her. She leaned forward slightly so it’d rub her clit as she rode him. Her lips sought out Mia’s breasts, sucking one of her nipples into her mouth.

Mia gasped. Instantly, her free hand came up to Bonnie’s side. Her fingers skated across Bonnie’s skin, up to the underside of her breast. Her palm was warm, almost hot as it caressed slowly over Bonnie’s breast. “You’re welcome,” Mia said, sounding breathless, but still proud.

“He’s great with his mouth, too,” she added. The words were followed by a moan as Gus clearly did something to show off just how great. Mia’s fingers caught at Bonnie’s nipple, rolling it gently before giving a tug that was almost startlingly sharp. Sensation flowed over Bonnie like water, combining with how full she felt from Gus’ cock. “You should let him show you,” Bonnie urged, “once he’s made you come from his cock.”

“Oh, I intend to,” Bonnie replied, glancing up at Mia with a smirk as she moved onto the woman’s other breast. Bonnie’s tongue swirled around Mia’s nipple, before she teased it between her teeth. Mia whimpered when Bonnie nipped at it lightly. She didn’t put too much pressure on it, recalling Mia’s comment about not being too big a fan of pain.

Letting go, Bonnie leaned back a bit, but only to ensure that Gus’ cock would make her come. She began to fuck herself harder on him until her orgasm was quickly building. Mia, too, Bonnie could tell, was close.

“Go on, Mia,” Bonnie encouraged. “Use the whip and make him make us both come!”

She saw the way Mia’s grip tightened around the handle of the whip, her knuckles going white. When she brought it down against Gus’ chest, the sound cracked through the air like a gunshot. Gus wailed, his hips bucking up hard  to meet Bonnie’s downward thrust.

“You like that, Gus?” Mia asked, getting a muffled moan in response. She snapped the whip again, red lines streaking Gus’ chest. Mia ground her hips against his face in tighter and tighter circles. Her free hand tugged once more at Bonnie’s nipple, the sensation striking straight between Bonnie’s legs.

Mia whipped Gus one more time, giving a hoarse cry as pleasure rocked her body. She came moaning Gus’ name, her face and chest flushed pink.

Seeing it was the thing that tipped Bonnie over, too. Her pleasure exploded through her, tingling at every nerve-ending. Slamming her body down harder, Bonnie fucked Gus through her orgasm, before slowing down. She reached to drag Mia into a hot kiss, licking against Mia’s tongue and only pulling back when she needed to breathe.

“Making two women come at once, he really is something, Mia,” Bonnie hummed. “Should we reward him for being such a good little slut?” she asked. Gus really had done well and Bonnie was certain by now he would be desperate to come.

Mia smiled, the pride evident on her face. “I know he is,” she agreed, shifting to one side, allowing Gus to breathe more easily with her not sitting on his face. “I’m lucky to have him.” Gus beamed, flattered. He looked good, his lips and chin shining with Mia’s wetness, the red lines from the whip standing out against his chest.

“Can I suck his cock while he makes you come again?” Mia asked. “You’d like that as a reward, wouldn’t you, Gus? Keep your hands tied up, but let you come in my mouth?”

Gus groaned. “Fuck, yeah. That sounds amazing.” He looked up at Bonnie, still breathless from her own orgasm. “Do you want that?” he asked.

“If there’s one thing I like more than a submissive man it’s having that man make me come repeatedly,” Bonnie teased. She leaned in to kiss Mia again, her hand caressing over Mia’s breast before took Mia’s earlier position above Gus’ face. His tongue instantly moved up to meet Bonnie’s pussy and she gave a sharp moan. “Oh,” she hummed. “He is good.”

Mia smirked at that and moved to settle between Gus’ legs so she’d have best access to his hard dick. “Take off the restraint,” Bonnie advised. “He won’t last long without it and he will come hard,” she warned. That didn’t seem to deter Mia. Once the strap was off, she eagerly took her boyfriend’s cock in her mouth.

Bonnie felt a groan vibrate all the way from Gus’ core to hers. “Fuck,” she swore, reaching behind her to grip the headboard as she began to ride Gus’ face. His tongue kept playing against Bonnie’s already sensitive clit. Watching Mia suck his cock seemed to only make Bonnie wetter.

Mia looked as though she was in her element, her lips wrapped around Gus’ dick and her cheeks hollowed as she sucked him down to the root. Gus groaned, pushing his hips up only for Mia’s other hand to hold him still. She pulled back, eyes sparkling as she looked up at Bonnie rocking against her boyfriend’s face.

The sight made Mia’s breath catch, her breasts heaving. She swirled her tongue around the head of Gus’ cock. Teasing him, Bonnie realized, trying to make him last. “I want to watch,” she admitted, her cheeks already so flushed that Bonnie couldn’t tell if she was blushing. “I want to watch you come because of Gus, because of our orders.”

Bonnie laughed at that, but nodded. “Alright.” She was hardly going to object to that. “Do you want to help?” she offered, grinning. “You can play with my breasts if you’d like.” Bonnie would certainly like. She was sure it was barely going to take any time at all for her to come.

“And then I can help you make Gus come,” she commented. “He deserves the reward, he has been very good.” And patient. Bonnie really did think he had earned the praise. So had Mia. “Come on, Mia, help him,” she encouraged. “Show him how you want him to earn his reward.”

Mia didn’t hesitate. She shifted up Gus’ body, dragging her smooth skin over his cock, making him moan even louder against Bonnie’s pussy. Mia leaned in, capturing one of Bonnie’s nipples in her mouth. Her tongue moved over it in quick strokes, unconsciously mirroring the way Gus’ tongue moved against Bonnie’s clit.

The combination of the two made Bonnie’s whole body flare with heat. Mia’s hand came up, fingers pinching at Bonnie’s other breast until she caught her nipple with a hard tug. “Fuck, you’re so hot,” Mia breathed as she pulled back from Bonnie’s skin. “Please. I want you to come for us. Because of us.” The words ignited something in Gus. He pushed his face harder between Bonnie’s legs, his lips pursing around her clit.

Bonnie didn’t hold back on the sounds that escaped her, moaning loudly to encourage both of them on. Her hips rocked faster and faster against Gus’ mouth and into Mia’s, until finally she could hardly take it. “Oh fuck yes!” Bonnie screamed and came for the third time that hour. Her body felt so fucking sensitive everywhere and she loved it.

Gus was good, licking slower until Bonnie was ready to move off him. She let Mia help her off and then glanced down at Gus’ hard cock. “We’d best make him come. He’s been very good.” She hummed, tongue darting over her lips as she glanced back at Gus. With his hands still tied and face covered with Bonnie’s liquids, he looked hot. Hot and needy, just how Bonnie liked her men.

“He has,” Mia agreed, her hands already running down Gus’ chest. “So good for me, and for Bonnie,” she praised. Gus gave a slow, soft smile. His hips twitched up eagerly as Mia slid back down between his legs. Despite the obvious desperation in his body, his face looked calm, almost peaceful. It was a look Bonnie recognized. Gus clearly loved submitting, no matter how long it might mean he had to wait before his own physical pleasure took first place.

Mia looked ready to show him a good time now. Her mouth slid down Gus’ dick, her hands pressing him against the mattress. The marks from the whip were still visible against Gus’ chest. Mia’s fingers pressed into his skin as she moaned around the head of his cock. Her mouth moved quickly, sliding easily up and down Gus’ hard length.

Bonnie moved down, too, her tongue sliding over the base of Gus’ cock and then licking its way into Mia’s mouth when she pulled back. She kissed the salty taste off Mia’s lips, before catching Gus’ cock in her mouth. He groaned loudly. They carried on swapping between them as to who got to suck it. With every movement, Bonnie could tell that Gus was getting closer and closer. Mia should have his orgasm, so Bonnie leaned back, moving up to Gus’ chest.

Her nails scratched against the red marks Mia’s whipping had left, sending pain shooting through him. It was all it took before Gus fucked upwards into Mia’s mouth. Bonnie smirked at how eagerly she swallowed it all up.

Gus’ groan was drawn out and loud now that he wasn’t muffed by either Bonnie or Mia. It was a beautiful sound, one that Bonnie enjoyed knowing she’d helped to cause. Lapping up the last of Gus’ cum, Mia gave a softer but no less beautiful moan of her own. She pulled back, pressing a kiss against Gus’ hip.

“You did so well, Gus,” she praised. Gus’ smile was wide, his eyes brightening as he looked up at Bonnie.

Mia walked around the bed, finding the rope that tied Gus’ hands and pulling the knots loose. “Fuck, that was amazing,” Gus said, his voice hoarse. “Thank you. Both of you.”

Bonnie’s smile widened at that. She leaned over him to kiss Mia. She hadn’t kissed Gus, nor did she intend to. He was Mia’s and he’d stay hers. They might not be experienced the way Bonnie was but she loved how dedicated Gus was to Mia even if they were still learning a lot.

“You’ve both done well.” Bonnie grinned. “I’d love to play with you again if that’s something you’re interested in.” There were a lot of things they hadn’t done in this session that she would absolutely love to do.

Gus’ gaze moved to Mia as he pulled his hands free of the rope. He reached for her, brushing his fingers against her skin whenever he could reach. He didn’t answer, leaving that to be Mia’s decision. As was only right.

“Yeah, I’d like that,” Mia agreed. “We both would.” Gus nodded his agreement eagerly, getting himself into a sitting position. “I can give you my number,” Mia suggested, offering Bonnie a conspiratorial smirk. “I’d love to learn what else you have to teach us. And sharing Gus with you makes a great reward for him.”

Bonnie smiled at that, glancing back at Gus. There were so many different things she could get them both to do. “I’ll take your number,” Bonnie nodded. After that, it didn’t take them long to exchange contact information. Bonnie redressed, but Mia and Gus stayed naked, clearly wanting some time to themselves to come out of the spaces the gameplay had left them.

After making sure they were happy for her to leave, Bonnie pressed one parting kiss against Mia’s lips, offering Gus another word of praise and then thanking them both for what definitely had been excellent fun.

Bonnie could hardly wait to play with them again.


Meeting Their Demands

The sound of Donna’s phone ringing sent a tidal wave of excitement through Paul’s chest. He felt as though it had been hours since he and Donna had finished their dinner. In reality, it could only have been twenty minutes at most. Paul knew that. It didn’t change the fact that anticipation had him on tenterhooks.

Donna’s heels clicked against the floor as she approached. Paul eagerly turned off the television, shifting to focus all of his attention on his girlfriend. She looked stunning, long tan legs showcased beautifully in the sheer stockings and high heels.

“That was Neve,” she announced, confirming what Paul had already suspected. “She’s just parking her car.” Donna glanced around their spacious living room, pursing her lips slightly. “Did you finish everything on your list?” she asked. The list of household chores she’d written up for Paul had been long. But not impossibly so. Paul knew that Donna just wanted everything to be perfect.

He nodded. “I vacuumed all the floors, dusted all the shelves, and tidied all my books away,” he answered. “Just like you asked.” His reward was a smile, Donna’s scarlet lips stretching to curl upwards at the corners.

“Good boy,” she praised. “I want you to kneel for me while I go and let Neve in.” She’d hardly finished the words before Paul’s knees hit the floor. He moaned, desire pounding through his body. He loved submitting to Donna. Kneeling was an important part of that. Getting on his knees switched something in Paul’s brain. It gave him the first taste of the utter calm that came with letting Donna make all the decisions.

After watching Donna walk away, her hips swaying enticingly, Paul strained to hear her as she greeted Neve. This wasn’t the first time that the three of them had played together. They’d met Neve at a number of parties now. They knew each other well.

They’d never invited Neve to join them at home before. It was exciting, knowing that all of Donna’s favorite tools and toys were at hand. Paul’s cock strained at the zipper of his pants, already achingly hard.

“And here he is,” Donna called as she led Neve into the living room. “Doesn’t he look amazing, so obedient and so hard for us?”

Paul’s gaze moved up to Neve as soon as she entered. She was wearing a tight red dress that clung to her hips so perfectly. It didn’t show off a lot of Neve’s boobs. That just made her look even more arousing, in Paul’s opinion. Her skin was darker than Donna’s. Standing next to each other, they both looked so hot. Donna’s soft brown curls fell over her shoulders, a smirk settling against her lips.

“He does look great.” Neve nodded and pride swelled in Paul’s chest. He wanted to show off for Neve - or rather, be shown off. The fact that Donna felt he was good enough to show off to others always made Paul feel great about himself. Something she was well aware of. If anything, it seemed to encourage her even more.

He licked his lips, ducking his head slightly. “You look beautiful, Neve,” he offered truthfully.

Neve grinned, running a hand down her side, accentuating the curve of her hip. The movement inched the short skirt higher, giving Paul a flash of thigh that made his mouth water. He turned wide eyes to Donna.

“How can I please you?” he asked. “Both of you.” His heart was pounding against his ribs. Paul didn’t think he could wait any longer for the three of them to get started.

Unless, of course, Donna told him to. Paul tried to do exactly what Donna said. He didn’t always succeed. The rewards when he did were worth any amount of effort.

Donna had a plan for how tonight was going to go. She’d refused to tell Paul anything, except that she meant for everyone to thoroughly enjoy themselves. Not knowing made Paul’s desire so much more urgent.

“As Neve is our guest, she gets to come first,” Donna announced. She turned to Neve, a smirk shared between them. “How would you like him to serve you?” Donna asked.

Neve seemed to think about it briefly, giving a small hum. “I would love a glass of wine,” she decided, walking to take a seat on the couch. With her legs crossed, Paul got a great view of her thigh. Donna seemed amused by the way his gaze kept darting between the two of them. Paul could hardly get enough of either.

“Perhaps,” Neve carried on, pulling his eyes back up to her mouth, “a wine that goes well with an orgasm.” She smirked, her nails tapping against the armrest of the couch. Donna laughed at that but nodded.

“The Merlot, I reckon,” she said, amusement clear in her tone. “Go get us both a glass of wine,” she told Paul. “You may walk back to make the carrying easier, but I want you to crawl there.”

Paul swallowed, his whole body tingling with anticipation. He swiped his tongue over his lower lip, then nodded. Reluctantly, he turned, not taking his gaze off Donna and Neve until the last possible moment.

“Doesn’t he have a great ass?” Donna asked as Paul leaned forward to begin the crawl to the kitchen. The praise brought a hot flush to his cheeks, one that only intensified when Neve voiced her agreement. Paul didn’t look back. If he swayed his lips a little more than necessary as he crawled away, it was only because he wanted to please them so badly.

Once he reached the kitchen, he got to his feet, pouring two glasses of the Merlot that Donna had opened earlier. She was so well-prepared. It was one of the many things Paul loved about her.

By the time he returned, Donna and Neve were sitting cozily together on the couch. Donna ran her hand through Neve’s hair, the sight rooting Paul to the spot. “Fuck,” he groaned. “You look amazing together.”

He offered them both their glasses, then dropped back to his knees. Donna favored him with a proud grin. “Now, Neve, how would you like that orgasm delivered?” Donna asked.

Neve gave her thanks to Paul for the wine, one hand holding the glass. The other came up to brush a strand of her light brown hair off her shoulder. She parted her legs and Paul’s eyes widened. She wasn’t wearing any panties under that tight red dress!

“I’d like it slow, building up for a while before it overpowers me,” she answered, almost as if she was giving an order at a restaurant. It thrilled Paul to think that he might be a server somewhere like that. Somewhere women would give slow but intricate orders to how they wanted to be made to come. “You may proceed,” she informed Paul. “But I do not wish to spill any of this wine, understood?”

Paul had to make a real effort not to give his answer in the form of a moan. Fuck, he loved how demanding Neve was being. How demanding Donna was letting Neve be. He glanced up at his girlfriend, who radiated her approval even without words.

“Yes, Neve, I understand,” he promised, desperate to begin. Paul shuffled forwards, letting his nails drag lightly across the skin of Neve’s calves. Unlike Donna, her legs were bare. Paul could feel the heat of her, burning even hotter as he moved up towards her thighs.

Lightly, carefully, Paul ducked his head to place a kiss just above Neve’s knee. Donna’s gaze weighed heavily against his shoulders. Paul sank even lower. Neve lifted her ass, allowing Paul to wiggle the dress up far enough to bare her pussy to the air. She shivered. Whether it was from the cold or not, Paul was determined to warm her up.

He licked between Neve’s legs, savoring the taste of her against his tongue. He explored patiently, avoiding Neve’s clit to focus on learning where else she was sensitive.

Above him, Neve leaned into the back of the couch, bringing one leg up to drape it over Paul’s shoulder. Donna’s free hand moved to slide over Neve’s leg and up toward her breast. Paul would’ve loved to watch, but his mouth had a job to do. He licked against Neve’s wetness, taking his time. Having made her come like this before, Paul knew what’d bring Neve closer to an orgasm. But he didn’t rush. She hadn’t wanted him to rush.

“So how’s your week been, Donna?” Neve asked. The question sent heat shooting through Paul’s body. Knowing that she was having a normal conversation, just the kind of chat that you might have over a glass of wine, while his mouth was between her legs felt incredible. His service was exactly that. Paul loved it.

He heard amusement in Donna’s voice as she answered. “It’s been a good week. But this is definitely going to be the highlight,” she commented, making Neve laugh. Paul was pleased when that laugh was interrupted with a soft moan. “Is he doing well?” Donna asked.

“Oh yes,” Neve confirmed. Paul heard the clink of her setting her glass on the nearby table. It was so she could reach and run her hand through his hair. “Very good.”

The tug to his hair was just hard enough to make Paul feel it. Neve was teasing him, just the way she’d asked him to tease her. Paul dipped his tongue inside her, feeling Neve’s pussy grow even wetter. Her breath hitched. In the corner of Paul’s eye, he could see Donna’s hand cup the full weight of Neve’s breast.

“Give me your hand, Neve,” Donna ordered. Paul whimpered as Neve untangled her fingers from his hair. When Donna led Neve’s hand between her legs, Paul couldn’t regret the loss of contact.

Donna gave a soft moan, parting her legs so that Paul could just about make out the color of her panties. “That’s it,” she urged. “Show me what he’s doing to you.” Paul’s cock throbbed, trapped behind the material of his jeans. Fuck, he loved the idea that however his tongue moved against Neve, her fingers would echo the movement between Donna’s legs.

Hardly able to resist, Paul allowed his tongue to venture closer to Neve’s clit. If she wanted him to slow down further, she would definitely tell him.

He couldn’t see what Neve was doing with her hand, but he did hear her fingers brush against Donna’s wetness. She must’ve slid her fingers under Donna’s panties. That thought made Paul’s cock harden even more. He was slow as he licked over Neve’s clit, making her give a soft moan. And then Donna gave a soft moan, too.

Paul loved being able to eat Neve out. To know that his tongue also dictated what Neve’s fingers did to Donna? That sent fire shooting straight through Paul, his cock uncomfortably hard against the material of his pants. Not that he let that discourage him. Hardly. He wanted to make Neve come! And maybe Donna, too.

So Paul licked a little faster, circling Neve’s clit every so often to push that pleasure through her even more. Her moans increased in volume, letting Paul know he was doing well. The leg she had draped over his shoulder pulled Paul in closer, effectively trapping him between Neve’s legs. It was a pretty great place to be.

He pressed his hands against the couch, fingers digging into the cushions so that he wouldn’t touch himself. Paul ached to wrap his fingers around his cock, or at least to undo his buttons to give himself a little more breathing room. He wouldn’t give in to temptation. He knew that if he did, Donna would punish him for his disobedience. Paul didn’t want to derail whatever plans she’d made. She’d be disappointed. That would hurt worse than however she chose to express her displeasure on his body.

Neve’s hips bucked up, trying to get Paul’s mouth exactly where she wanted it. Paul was happy to comply. He circled his tongue around Neve’s clit, loving the way her muscles trembled in response. Donna cried out too, one hand on Donna’s breast and the other coming to tangle in Paul’s hair.

It urged him on. He licked faster, harder. He could tell that Neve was close. Pulling back, Paul looked up at both women with lust-darkened eyes. “Please,” he begged. “Can I make you come now?”

Neve’s breath was coming in short gasps. She nodded. “Yes, I’d like that,” she confirmed. Having leaned back, Paul could see how her fingers were still teasing Donna. It was a challenge to draw his eyes away. But Paul did want to make Neve come. When he returned his mouth between her legs, Neve’s moan was high-pitched as she pressed down harder against Paul.

This time around, he didn’t tease. He licked straight up to her clit, circling it until he could feel her body tremble. Then, he sucked against it, making Neve’s cries intensify. Donna’s joined them. Between licking Neve’s pussy and listening to the two women moan, Paul lost all of his own thoughts.

When Neve came, it was loud and wet. Paul kept licking her through her throes of pleasure. “Fuck yes!” Neve cried and rocked harder against Paul’s face. Finally, he felt her push him back. He pressed a soft kiss against Neve’s inner thigh.

His chest heaved with every breath, making Paul realize just how hard he’d been working. “You did so well, baby,” Donna praised. It was almost as if she’d read his mind. Paul always loved how in-tune they were with one another. He turned his gaze towards her, his cock twitching at the sight of Neve’s fingers still buried in Donna’s pussy. Her hips shifted, rocking herself against Neve’s hand, her breath catching in her throat.

Neve was busy getting her breath back, her fingers moving lazily. Donna waved a hand towards Paul. “You may stand up.” Slowly, Paul got to his feet. His muscles quaked, making him sway slightly before he finally regained his balance. Donna smirked, her gaze fixed on where Paul’s cock tented his pants. “I want you to take everything off,” she ordered. “Pile it up neatly, then come and show Neve how hard you were while you were eating her out.”

Paul and Neve both moaned appreciatively. Paul didn’t waste time. Nor did he rush. He enjoyed the weight of Donna’s gaze on him. Neve slowly recovered, sitting up so she could slide her fingers deeper between Donna’s legs.

Naked and achingly hard, Paul approached the couch. “Do you like what you see, Neve?” Donna asked, her tongue darting out as if she were tasting the words. “Would you like to touch him?”

Neve’s tongue repeated the action as she gave a nod. “Oh, yes,” she answered. Then, Neve reached out to brush the back of her fingers over Paul’s hardness, making him swallow a groan. Her touch was gentle, like she was just seeing just how hard Paul was. The answer was very. His cock was throbbing with desire. Paul knew better than to ask for Neve to do anything about it.

His eyes moved to Donna’s panties. Under the material, Neve’s fingers were still moving. “I think he wants to help me,” Neve hummed, turning her head slightly to give Donna a grin. “It does seem only right that you also get to come,” she pointed out.

“Yes,” Paul agreed, nodding eagerly. “Please, Donna, let me help Neve. Let me help you.” Whatever Neve did with her fingers made Donna gasp, the muscles in her thighs trembling. For an instant, Paul was certain she was going to let them help her. Then she pushed Neve’s hand away.

Getting to her feet, Donna ran an appreciative hand over Paul’s stomach. “You’ve both done very well,” she praised, “but I want to follow through with my plan. You can make me come later.”

Paul’s blood seemed to heat up all over his body. He loved how uncompromising Donna could be. She was the only woman he’d ever been with who would turn down an offer to make her come simply because it wasn’t the time - or the method - she wanted.

From a chest in the corner, Donna selected one of her favorite toys. “I’m going to whip you,” she announced. Paul’s moan was immediate, echoing across the room between them. He loved being whipped. The pain of the leather against his skin made any pleasure so much sweeter.

“I’ll keep going for as long as you last,” Donna added. “And Neve is going to try her best to make you come.” Her smirk was wicked. “It’ll be a challenge for you,” she said. “To last long enough to enjoy it.”

Paul’s breath caught even at the idea of what Donna was proposing. He wanted that! The mix of pain that she brought versus the pleasure that Neve would offer. Neve seemed to agree. Her eyes widened and Paul could tell there was lust clouding them. She ran a hand over her body, rubbing one of her hard nipples through the material of her dress.

“How?” Neve asked. “Can I use my mouth? I’d love to use my mouth.” She hummed. Paul wanted that, too. It was going to be Donna’s call and neither he nor Neve would argue against it. That was pretty thrilling to know for certain. Paul loved being under Donna’s control. It was exciting to see Neve follow Donna’s orders as well.

Donna grinned, slapping the whip lightly against her own thigh. Paul’s knees almost buckled. He so badly wanted to feel the sting of the leather against his own skin. “Please,” he said, almost without thinking. He wasn’t even sure what he was begging for.

“You can use your mouth,” Donna allowed, walking over to offer Neve a hand up from the couch. “And Paul can help you undress, as long as you do it quickly.” Amusement - or perhaps impatience - glittered in her eyes. Without hesitation, Paul reached out to run his hands over Neve’s dress. He moaned as he brushed his hands over her breasts, then down to curl around her ass. Her body curved in all the right places.

It took Paul a moment. Eventually, he found the zip. He slid it down carefully, not wanting to catch Neve’s skin. Donna tapped one heel. “I won’t start until Neve does,” she informed them both.

Once Neve’s dress was open, Paul slid it off her with just as much care. Her bare breasts spilled free. Paul had to swallow up another groan. He wanted to reach out, to tease Neve’s nipples until she cried out in pleasure. But he also wanted what Donna had planned for them. Neve seemed to be of a similar opinion. She didn’t take long before dropping down to her knees in front of Paul.

Her hands slid up his legs, nails teasing the back of them enough to entice a soft moan from Paul. It wasn’t painful. The sharpness was a great prelude to what was yet to come once the whip was licking against his skin instead. Paul hardly had time to think about that.

Not before Neve’s hot mouth wrapped around his cock. Paul was thankful for her hands against his hips. If it wasn’t for Neve’s grip, he would’ve fucked forward. Her hold was steady, making sure he didn’t move at all as her tongue swirled around his cock.

Almost immediately, Paul saw Donna lift the whip. The leather tail cracked through the air, landing with a hiss against Paul’s bare back. “Fuck!” Pain bloomed along the whole length of the whip, leaving a bright line of sensation. Paul fought not to rock on his heels, a moan tearing its way from his throat when Neve’s mouth sealed tight around the head of his dick.

The blend of pleasure and pain rolled through Paul’s body, leaving him even more desperate. “Please,” he begged again. This time, he knew exactly what he was hoping for. Donna didn’t disappoint. Another two strikes landed, one above and one below the first line Donna had left.

It was so good. Paul clenched his hands into fists, his nails digging into the soft skin of his palm.

The mix between the pain from Donna’s whip and pleasure from Neve’s wet mouth felt incredible. Neve sped up, taking Paul in deeper. Donna did a great job at matching the speed, the blows from the whip coming at an equally fast pace. They weren’t as deep or as hard, but the frequency sent sharp feelings of pain through him.

Neve’s tongue swirled. Suddenly, her hand was against his balls. Soft fingers teasing them as she worked his cock so well. Neve’s nails dug into the skin of Paul’s hips, this time sending the pain to join the one Donna’s whip left behind. He could feel his climax nearing, especially as the pain soared through him.

He strained, tensing his toes against the floor and pushing his shoulders back. The effort made him feel more in control, as if he could resist his orgasm at least a few moments longer. Then Donna moved, stepping out into Paul’s line of sight. Despite Neve’s earlier attention, Donna still looked immaculate. Not a hair or stitch was out of place.

“Tell me, does it feel good?” she asked, a smirk playing around the corners of her lips. She lifted the whip again, her movements so graceful that they looked effortless. The whip licked just above Paul’s hip, catching him hard enough to make him sway where he stood.

Neve steadied him, sucking his cock down deeper. Paul could feel the muscles in her throat as they constricted around him. “Yes, fuck. Donna, it’s amazing!” Paul didn’t want it to stop.

Another lash of the whip and his resolutions tumbled away. He moaned, emptying himself into Neve’s wet mouth. His muscles shivered, his orgasm roaring through him in a mix of pain and pleasure.

Neve swallowed every drop, like it was all she had ever wanted. Her mouth was so welcoming and so eager. Her tongue swirled around his cock before she finally pulled back, licking Paul clean. He felt spent but not at all tired. Paul could hear his breath coming in quick bursts. He glanced down at Neve. Her lips were red and swollen, cheeks colored with a rosy tint.

The way she grinned up at him, like the cat that got the cream, made pleasure twist low in Paul’s stomach. She glanced up at Donna. “What would you like us to do next?” The question came in such an eager tone. Paul loved that she, too, wanted to please Donna in any way she could.

Dropping the whip, Donna closed the distance between them. She brushed her fingers lightly over the lines left against Paul’s skin. “So beautiful,” she murmured, “and you took it so well.” Paul flushed at the praise, feeling contentment and desire throb through him in equal measure.

“Come to the bedroom,” Donna announced, holding out a hand to each of them. As they walked, Paul caught a glimpse of them in the mirror: he and Neve completely naked, following obediently as Donna led the way, still fully dressed.

Once they reached it, Donna gave Paul a push down against the bed. “You’re going to watch while Neve undresses me,” she ordered.

Paul nodded eagerly. He would’ve loved to help. At the same time, he enjoyed watching the way Neve’s hands slid over Donna’s body. She moved leisurely, possibly more for show than to tease Donna. Either way, Donna didn’t object. As Neve’s hands moved, Donna leaned into her touch, her eyes focused on Paul almost as if she was watching his reaction.

Despite having just come, Paul could feel his cock twitch. Even before Donna’s dress had come off, he could already tell it wouldn’t take him long to get hard again. And then, finally, Neve worked the zipper open, carefully sliding Donna’s dress off. Under it, her black underwear was revealed. A soft lace barely hiding anything behind it.

Neve’s hand slid over Donna’s bare side and up to one of her breasts. She caressed over it, teasing a soft moan from Donna.

“Your underwear, too?” Neve asked. Paul hoped the answer was yes.

Donna gave a throaty chuckle, which only drew Paul’s attention to the long line of her neck. “Fuck, you’re both stunning,” he said, gripping the sheets under him. His legs parted instinctively, his balls feeling full and heavy between them.

“Yes, my underwear, too,” Donna confirmed. She shimmied as Neve’s fingers skated along her skin under the material. Her breasts rose and fell, her nipples hard under the fabric of her bra. Paul wanted to put his mouth on them, on Donna, anywhere.

Slowly, Neve peeled the scraps of lace away, leaving Donna completely bare. She radiated confidence, making Paul’s mouth water. “Lie back on the bed, Neve,” Donna instructed. “I’m going to let you show me how good you are with your mouth.”

“Oh, yes,” Neve nodded eagerly. Before she came to join Paul on the bed, Neve pulled Donna in, her lips finding Donna’s. The kiss they shared was hot. Neve’s tongue licked over Donna’s lips before sliding in to search out Donna’s tongue, too.

Paul held his hand out to welcome Neve when she joined him, his hand brushing over her soft skin.

As instructed, Neve lay back, settling comfortably next to Paul. She licked her lips, giving Donna a wide smile. “Come on,” she encouraged. “I want to make you scream.” Paul also wanted that! He wanted to hear Donna come. It was, after all, his very favorite sound.

Donna prowled forward, leaving no doubt as to her dominance over the bed - and the situation. She teased her fingers against Paul’s nipple as she passed, the pinch hard enough to startle a cry from his lips. Grinning, she moved on, settling herself into a comfortable position over Neve’s face.

“Go on,” she urged. “Let’s see how fast you can make me scream.” Paul shifted, desperately resisting the urge to wrap a hand around his cock. He was half-hard already, lust pounding through him like nothing he’d ever experienced.

Donna rocked forward, her whole body taut as she breathed out a soft moan. “Paul,” she commanded. “Get behind me and play with my nipples. You know what I like.”

He certainly did. Donna rarely had to give Paul instructions twice. He was behind her at lightning speed, fingers finding Donna’s nipples. They were hard against his grasp. He rolled them between his fingers, soft at first. Paul listened to the sounds Donna made, wanting to know how successful Neve was being.

It wasn’t Neve’s first time at pleasing Paul’s girlfriend. He didn’t expect her to take long to make Donna come. And Paul had every intention of helping. He tugged against Donna’s nipples harder. The sharp intake of her breath told Paul that she was enjoying it. And then Neve did something to make Donna gasp even louder.

Paul enjoyed this, feeling like he and Neve were working together to make Donna come.

The sounds that Neve and Donna made swept over Paul, making his heart race even faster. His cock filled, fully erect again, brushing against Donna’s ass as she leaned back into his touch. He growled, pressing a kiss to her shoulder and then biting down lightly. She moaned, but it wasn’t quite a scream.

Paul tightened his fingers against her nipples, loving the way her body writhed as she pushed herself down against Neve’s waiting mouth. “Yes!”  she cried. “Yes, fuck, Neve, that feels good.” Paul lapped at Donna’s skin, his tongue hot and wet as it slid up the column of her throat.

“So good,” she praised. “You’re both so good, working together.” The praise bloomed hot and sweet in Paul’s chest. He gave a low moan of his own.

Under them, Neve wiggled, her legs brushing against Paul’s. Having her touch him made Paul feel included. He pushed forward, his cock pressing against Donna’s ass. He wouldn’t thrust harder, no matter how much he wanted to. And oh, he did want to! More than his own pleasure, Paul wanted to hear Donna come.

He tugged against her nipples harder, rocking forward, more teasingly than anything else. Paul heard Donna’s breath hitch the way it usually did before her orgasm approached. His teeth grazed the skin of her neck. He pinched once again before Donna’s cries increased.

She pressed back harder against him, rocking her hips forward. Whatever Neve’s tongue was doing between Donna’s legs, it seemed to finally send her over that sweet edge. She screamed as her orgasm swept through her.

Paul held her, one hand curved around her breast, the other sliding down to her hip. His fingers met Neve’s, also offering their support as Donna flew apart between them. Her body shook, breasts bouncing and hair tumbling wildly over her shoulders. Paul loved how out of control she looked. It made such a contrast to the way she kept herself so carefully ordered all the rest of the time.

“Fuck, Donna,” he breathed against her skin. “I love you. You’re so amazing.” He let her lean her weight back against him, her eyelids fluttering as she slowly came back to herself. She reached out a hand, brushing lightly through Neve’s hair. She pulled the other woman’s mouth away from her suddenly oversensitive pussy.

Paul didn’t need to see her face to know that she was smiling. “That was amazing,” she praised. “You both did very, very well.” She rocked back, her ass brushing against Paul’s cock. He moaned, making Donna give a thoughtful hum. “Can you wait?” she asked him. Paul knew it was a genuine question. If Paul said ‘no’, Donna would make a plan so that he could come soon.

But Paul nodded behind her. “I can,” he promised. He wasn’t so desperate that he needed to come immediately. Giving Donna time to recover almost always led to more intense orgasms.

“What about you?” Donna asked, cupping Neve’s cheek. “How do you feel?”

Paul’s eyes followed Neve’s tongue as it darted out to lick over her lips. They glistened with Donna’s wetness on them. She grinned when she caught him looking. “I feel good,” Neve answered. Paul felt her words like they were adding a log to his already burning desire. One of Neve’s hands slid over Donna’s side in a manner that Paul recognized as affectionate.

“Do we get to play with Paul more?” Neve asked, giving Paul another grin. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? If we played with you more?” Paul had to swallow a soft moan before an answer even came to him.

“I would,” he confirmed. The way Neve asked, Paul could tell that she wanted to hear him beg. She’d said before how much she enjoyed it. “Please,” he obliged. “I want to fuck you. One of you. Either of you.” At this point, Paul honestly didn’t mind which. He ran a hand over Donna’s stomach, trusting that she would make a decision for him.

In response, Donna shifted off Neve, standing beside the bed and running her hand over Paul’s back. He could feel the lingering ache left by her earlier whipping. The sensation made shivers break out across his skin.

Instead of answering Paul, Donna turned her attention to Neve. “Would you like him to fuck you?” she asked.

“Oh yes,” Neve answered with an eager nod. The way she looked at him, with so much want in her eyes, made heat pulsate under Paul’s skin. He turned to give Donna a look. He would do whatever she wanted, including fucking Neve. Maybe Donna would bring the whip against his skin again. Or maybe she’d even fuck him while he fucked Neve!

The thought made Paul run a tongue over his lips, his hard cock throbbing between his legs. He wanted to do what Donna wanted. More than that, he needed to do what Donna wanted. Heat tingled through Paul, his need was so strong.

Donna’s nod of approval was enough to make Paul’s cock twitch, spreading precum across his stomach. “Lie down on your back, Paul,” Donna ordered, making Paul scramble off Neve’s body to do as she instructed. He hissed as the marks left by the whip rubbed against the bedsheets. Donna smirked, aware of exactly what he was feeling.

“You may ride him, Neve,” Donna allowed. “And Paul, I encourage you to make sure it’s good for Neve, too.” Paul didn’t have to be told twice. The thought of making Neve come on his cock was sinfully hot. “You can start without me,” Donna added, walking towards the door, her hips swinging as she moved. “I’ll be right back.”

Paul wanted to ask where Donna was going or why he was to start without her. But Neve’s amazing wet pussy was pretty great at distracting him from those questions. She reached between them to lead Paul’s cock inside her. Neve was tight, squeezing her muscles around him as she pressed down to take more of Paul’s cock in.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” she moaned, hands flat against Paul’s chest as Neve began to rock. “Come on, fuck up into me!” The demand sent pleasure through Paul. He instantly wanted to do just as he was told, thrusting his hips up to meet Neve’s body. Her breasts bounced with every thrust. Paul brought his hand up to catch one of her nipples between his fingers, giving it a sharp tug.

She moaned Paul’s name and he almost came on the spot. He gripped Neve’s hips, letting his nails catch against her skin. It wasn’t enough to hurt. The slight scratch made Neve grind down even harder. Her hips circled, making Paul whimper as pleasure raced through him. Donna had said they could start without her. Paul knew she wouldn’t be so generous about them finishing.

Paul tried to guide Neve into a slower rhythm. Her hips slammed down against him, driving them both closer and closer to the point of no return. Finally, just as Paul thought he might lose control, Donna appeared in the doorway over Neve’s shoulder. She curled the whip in one hand, flicking the strands lightly with every step.

Without a moment’s hesitation, Donna brought the whip down against Neve’s bare back. Paul felt the leather lick against his legs, and then Donna struck again.

“Oh fuck!” Neve screamed. Paul could almost feel the pain through her. The leather barely touched him. He didn’t get anywhere near as much of the sharpness as Neve would’ve done. Her pussy tightened impossibly further. Neve rocked down against Paul harder.

He had to grip her hips to stop himself from fucking into Neve with more speed. Donna brought the whip down again, this time letting it catch as much against Paul’s legs as it did against Neve’s ass. Both of them cried out loudly, the pain shooting through them, making the pleasure from everything else boil faster.

Neve’s hips rocked forward. Paul was sure he couldn’t last long, but Donna had told him to make sure that Neve had a good time. That was his first priority.

He slid one hand up from her hip, over the smooth skin of her stomach until he could brush his fingers over her breast. Neve whimpered softly, like more stimulation was almost too much. But she didn’t tell him no! Paul’s fingers teased against her nipple, rolling it and pinching it slowly, knowing how it would build up the level of sensation.

Donna cracked the whip fully against Paul’s legs, making him howl as the pain spread out to every nerve-ending. It hurt, but it was so good at the same time. “You look so hot together,” Donna praised. The words soothed over some of the sting, a glow of pride warming Paul from the inside out. “You’ve got the most beautiful lines from the whip already, Neve. Do you want more?”

Neve rocked harder against Paul, leaning forward so she’d be even more exposed to Donna. “Yeah, please,” Neve begged, before her lips found Paul’s. Her tongue was hot as it licked inside his mouth. Before Paul truly had a chance to respond, Neve pulled back with a loud whine. The ends of the whip licked over Paul’s legs. Most of it had landed against Neve’s ass.

“Oh, God, yes!” she cried. “The pain feels so good. And his cock. It feels amazing.” The compliment made Paul’s stomach swirl with pride. Having Neve praise him to Donna was a fantastic reward. Neve began to fuck him faster, like she could hardly get enough of his cock. Faster and faster until he felt her muscles tighten, her orgasm rushing over her with yet another brush from the whip.

Neve’s scream was loud. It edged Paul so close to his own that he had to bite his lower lip hard not to come. Donna hadn’t told him that he could.

His chest heaved, every breath carrying him closer and closer. Donna brought the whip down again, lashing across Paul’s thighs. The sudden bolt of pain forced his mouth open. Paul roared in need and desperation. “Please,” he begged, eyes almost watering from how much he needed to come.

Neve rocked her hips, grinding against him. Sparks of sensation stroked over Paul’s whole body until he could think of nothing else. “Please. Donna. I need to come. Please tell me I can!” Paul teetered on the edge, waiting, every second feeling like it lasted an eternity.

“You may come,” Donna finally allowed. Paul’s hips snapped up. He drove into Neve with full force, making her cry out. Paul’s hands clawed against her, pleasure wiping every other thought from his mind. He came hard, emptying himself inside Neve’s slick heat.

In response, she screamed louder, riding Paul until he could take no more, his softening cock slipping from Neve. He was exhausted, the pain from the whip feeling so much harsher now in his post-orgasmic bliss. Neve slid off him, leaning down to kiss Paul softly before she turned to give Donna a wide smile.

“Come lie with us?” Neve asked. “I’d love to make you come again,” she added. Paul felt so tired he could hardly move. Even so, he was up to watching Neve make Donna come more. Seeing Donna come was, after all, his favorite activity.

Donna laughed, setting the whip down and crawling onto the mattress. Neve and Paul made space for her between them. Donna kissed them both in turn, licking her way into Paul’s mouth before turning to give Neve exactly the same treatment.

“Well,” she purred. “I do feel a little heated after watching  you both.” Pride bloomed in Paul’s chest, melting into something even warmer when Donna settled herself against his chest. Even now, she looked so completely in control. Paul couldn’t wait to watch her tell Neve exactly what she wanted.

Donna spread her legs, welcoming Neve between them, and Paul ran his hands slowly over her body. Tipping her head back, Donna met his gaze and gave Paul a smile that made Paul’s heart squeeze tight against his ribs.

He'd known tonight would be one to remember. Donna certainly hadn't disappointed!
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