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Ivy and Phoebe’s Italian vacation was going great. The weather was much better than they had anticipated, but they’d both brought enough summer dresses to manage the hot days. A lot of their time had been spent exploring Rome and the surrounding areas. But for the past few days, the women had stayed in the city. There was so much to take in, both in terms of food and wine, as well as history.




The one thing they hadn’t really had a chance to test the flavor of, however, was the Italian men. And there were a lot of gorgeous ones. Ivy had brought it up last night over many glasses of wine. Somehow, the conversation had moved from how nice it might be to see what Italian men were like on to how nice it might be to share one.




Honestly, since they had had that conversation - and agreed to see if tonight could be their night - Ivy had felt exceptionally horny. She had never had a threesome before, though she knew that Phoebe had done. It was definitely something she was excited by.




“What about him?” Phoebe asked.




Ivy’s gaze slid over to the guy she’d pointed at. He was tall, muscular. Ivy’s mouth watered just at the idea of how good those long fingers might feel inside her. “He looks good,” she nodded. Ivy worked her courage up, downing the wine before she stood, giving a determined nod.




It made Phoebe laugh. But she didn’t attempt to stop Ivy as she walked over to the guy, giving him a wide smile. “Hi,” Ivy greeted. “I’m Ivy. Do you speak English?” she asked. The guy nodded. “Awesome. How do you feel about being tied up and fucked?”




They did say there’s no time like right now.




There was no immediate answer, which was possibly fair enough. Ivy had been thinking about this all day. Her handsome Italian stranger had only a few seconds to process the idea. His gaze raked over Ivy’s body, taking in the way her summer dress hugged her breasts before it flared out at the waist.




“Fucked, by you?” he asked, raising what Ivy interpreted as a challenging eyebrow.




Before she could answer, he held out his hand. “I’m Matteo.”




She took his hand, giving him a wide smile. “Yes, me,” Ivy nodded. “And my friend, Phoebe,” she added, turning towards where Phoebe was so she could give her a wave. Even from here, Ivy could tell that Phoebe was amused. Nonetheless, she did wave back. Like Ivy’s dress, Phoebe’s clothes also hugged her body beautifully. Ivy couldn’t imagine anyone turning down the opportunity to fuck her.




“Are you interested? I’d very much like it if you were interested,” Ivy said, like that should be the thing that tipped Matteo’s decision. “We’re open to special requests,” she added with a grin. For as long as he would fuck them both, Ivy imagined they could be flexible about other wishes. If Matteo had none, well, Ivy had quite a list.




He seemed almost dazed, his gaze moving between her and Phoebe. Instead of answering in words, he reeled her in by her hand still in his. His body felt even better against Ivy’s than she had imagined, all hard muscle beneath his light shirt. He dipped his head, his breath a warm rush against Ivy’s ear.




“I am very interested,” he promised, his fingers brushing a strand of Ivy’s hair away from her neck. Leaning even closer, his lips sought hers, crashing down on her like a wave breaking over a rock. He turned them, one hand at the small of Ivy’s back.




He finally pulled away, leaving Ivy’s lips tingling, and she realized he’d turned them to give Phoebe the best possible view of their bodies flush against one another. “Do you have somewhere you were planning to tie me to?” Matteo asked.




“Oh, yes,” Ivy answered easily. Her and Phoebe had shared hotel rooms throughout their travels. And the one they had here, in Rome, was a beautiful huge room with two four-poster beds. Taking Matteo’s hand, Ivy lead them back over to where Phoebe was just finishing her glass of wine. “He said yes,” she announced.




It made Phoebe laugh as she nodded. “I did guess,” she teased before giving Matteo an approving look. “Did she tell you we want to tie you up?” Phoebe asked. That was fair enough, tying Matteo up was an important part of what they wanted to do.




“She did,” Matteo answered, nodding. “You must be Phoebe.” Instead of holding out his hand, as he’d done to Ivy, he leaned down to press a kiss against Phoebe’s lips. He didn’t let go of Ivy’s hand, instead pulling her closer. Phoebe reached out too, her hand sliding over Ivy’s side. The light touch sent heat trickling slowly down Ivy’s spine, setting off an ache between her legs that made her shift impatiently.




Finally, they broke the kiss, Matteo looking very pleased with the turn his night had taken. “I’m Matteo,” he introduced himself, making Ivy realize that she hadn’t. She was going to blame the wine. And her distraction.




“Are we walking?” he asked, “Or should I get an Uber?”




“Our hotel’s just across the road,” Phoebe answered, her hand still lingering against Ivy’s side. Once she’d finished her wine, it didn’t take them very long to make their way out of the bar and over the road into the hotel. Ivy’s whole body felt like it was on fire with anticipation. Matteo’s hand brushed across her back and down to her ass as Ivy leaned more into Phoebe. She could tell the two of them were just as excited.




Thankfully, it didn’t take them very long to get to the room. As soon as they were inside, Phoebe pressed Matteo against the door, kissing him hard. Ivy, in turn, began to undo the shirt he was wearing. Before long, she was pushing it off his shoulders. Phoebe gave a soft moan when she saw just how good Matteo looked.




“Great choice,” she praised Ivy, her nails scratching over Matteo’s stomach.




Matteo laughed, his muscles jumping under Phoebe’s fingers. “I am a great choice,” he agreed, tipping his head back with a groan as Phoebe’s hand brushed lower. “Very willing to be tied up, especially if you still let me please you both.” That sounded promising. As was the way Matteo reached for Ivy, sliding his hands under the full skirt and up Ivy’s bare legs.




“Can I help you take these off?” he asked, his voice low and sultry as his fingers brushed against the material between Ivy’s legs. “Please?” he practically purred the word.




Phoebe turned, her attention on the scene playing out before her. “Go on,” she urged. “Tell him what you want him to do.”




Ivy had every intention of doing just that. She wasn’t shy about what she wanted. Having two people there wasn’t going to change that. “You can help me,” Ivy nodded. “But I want you to do so on your knees,” she told Matteo. His eyes widened. Then, with no hesitation, Matteo dropped to the plush carpet, reaching out to run his hands up Ivy’s legs again.




In turn, Phoebe came closer, her fingers brushing against the material of Ivy’s dress. “You want me to help you with that, too?” she asked, wiggling her eyebrows at Ivy in a way that made her laugh.




“Yeah,” she breathed, enjoying how, for the time being, all the attention was on her.




Matteo’s fingers felt every bit as good inching up her legs as Ivy had imagined. Without lifting her dress, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her panties. His hand brushed against Ivy’s ass as he dragged them down and tossed them over one shoulder. Sliding back up, his hand was warm against the smooth skin of Ivy’s inner thigh. She leaned back, letting Phoebe support her weight as she parted her legs.




Phoebe’s breasts pressed against Ivy’s back, a soft warmth that was unlike anything Ivy was used to. Phoebe’s fingers caught the zipper on the side of Ivy’s dress, dragging it down slowly. She leaned forward, pressing a kiss to Ivy’s neck and then looking over her shoulder at Matteo, still on his knees.




Between the two of them, Ivy felt like it took no time at all for her dress to fall away, leaving her in just her bra. Phoebe stroked her nipples through the fabric, bringing them to hard points that sent sparks of pleasure straight between Ivy’s legs.




“Can I touch you?” Matteo asked, his hand sliding higher, until Ivy was sure he could feel how hot her pussy already was.




“You can,” Ivy allowed. She was keen to enjoy his touch. And having Matteo touch her now wasn’t going to stop them from tying him to the bed later. Not that he had seemed in any way against the idea. Phoebe’s hot hands were brushing over Ivy’s breasts, teasing against her nipples and making Ivy give a string of soft moans.




Matteo slid between her legs, fingers as teasing as Phoebe’s. Ivy didn’t hold back the sounds that fell from her lips, leaning more into Phoebe’s body. Her hands moved to run up Phoebe’s legs, as much as she could reach them, pulling her friend’s dress up.




Phoebe laughed. “Impatient, Ivy?” she teased. Matteo brushed one finger against Ivy’s clit, making her buck her hips towards him. He circled it carefully, never pressing quite hard enough. The teasing was making Ivy feel hotter - and wetter. Matteo pulled his hand back, licking her liquids from his fingers before his gaze moved up to where Phoebe had stepped out from behind her.




“Me too,” he said. “I’m very impatient to see you both in fewer clothes.” He leaned in, fingers sliding unerringly between Ivy’s legs, even with his gaze fixed elsewhere.




Instead of making them wait, Phoebe pulled her dress off over her head. Her figure looked amazing in her skimpy bra and panties, making Matteo moan even as he pressed two fingers in and out of Ivy’s pussy.




“What do you want, Ivy?” Phoebe asked, raising an eyebrow at her friend. “What should I take off next?” Between the three of them, there were still at least four different garments.




Ivy thought about how great Phoebe’s breasts would look once they bounced free. Or, for that matter, how great her breasts would look once they were free. But in the end, with another soft moan, Ivy made her decision.




“Matteo’s pants,” she told her friend, giving her a grin over her shoulder. “I’ll even accept that he has to pull his fingers out of me,” she offered generously, making Phoebe laugh. She pinched Ivy’s nipple through the material of the bra lightly. Enough to make Ivy moan again before Phoebe nodded towards the bed.




“I want you to sit down on the edge,” she told him. After licking his fingers clean, Matteo looked between the two women. Ivy could tell how turned on he was. This was only the beginning!




“You’ll make me come, I promise,” Ivy assured with some amusement. That seemed to do the trick; Matteo moved over to the bed, sitting down at the edge just as he’d been told. His obedience certainly boded well for later.




He leaned back, the beautiful muscles of his chest and stomach fully on display. Ivy’s fingers itched to run along the deep lines of his abs. As if reading her mind, Matteo lifted one of his hands, stroking slowly across his stomach. He made a soft noise in his throat as Phoebe went to her knees at his feet.




Her fingers followed the same path, stroking over Matteo’s skin in a way that made Ivy almost ache with jealousy. Phoebe didn’t waste time. As soon as she’d satisfied herself, she moved her hands to the button of Matteo’s pants, popping it open and dragging the zipper down.




Obediently, Matteo lifted his hips, helping Phoebe tug the fabric down his long, lean legs. His cotton briefs were snug across his hips, already tented in front. Phoebe’s fingers stroked along the promising outline of his cock, making Matteo tip his head back on a moan.




“He sounds good,” Ivy hummed. Matteo’s eyes traveled over to her. She could tell he was torn as to whom to focus on. Truthfully, she couldn’t blame him. Phoebe looked gorgeous on her knees, the bra and panties she was wearing barely covering anything. Ivy moved behind her, reaching to undo her friend’s bra. She pressed a kiss against her shoulder before she let Phoebe’s breasts fall free.




Both Matteo and Phoebe gave equally soft moans at that. Ivy grinned. “You like what you see?” she asked Matteo, more than sure that he’d say yes.




He licked his lips but didn’t move to touch either of them. Ivy appreciated that. She’d told him to sit, and Matteo clearly wasn’t going to move until she told him that he could. “Very much,” he answered, gaze darting between Ivy and Phoebe. “I’m a lucky man, spending the night with two such beautiful women.”




Phoebe gave a throaty chuckle, her hands pressing down against Matteo’s firm thighs. “Flatterer,” she teased. Her fingers slid under the material of Matteo’s briefs. Matteo’s Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed, tilting his hips up in search of more attention. “What do you think, Ivy?” Phoebe asked. “Shall I take these off so we can see just how much he likes us?”




Ivy laughed at that. She was pleased to find that the sound seemed to turn Matteo on even more. “Yeah,” she nodded. “Let’s see what his dick’s like.” She wasn’t disappointed when Phoebe pulled the material down. Matteo wasn’t huge but then, Ivy didn’t want huge. She wanted fun. And he would definitely be able to deliver that.




Moving in closer, Ivy stroked her hand down Matteo’s chest, just the way she had wanted to. Her fingers teased over his nipples. “Take off my bra,” she instructed. Matteo didn’t hesitate to reach out and do just that. “Do you want to see how great my breasts feel in your mouth? I bet you do,” Ivy hummed. “Go ahead,” she encouraged, moaning loudly when Matteo sucked one of her nipples into his mouth.




He wasn’t shy about showing his enthusiasm. He moaned too, the vibrations buzzing pleasantly over Ivy’s sensitive skin. His tongue lapped hard against her nipple, circling over and around until it made Ivy squirm against his side.




“What if I want to see how great your breasts feel in my mouth?” Phoebe asked, crawling up onto the bed to join them. At Ivy’s nod, she kissed her way slowly down until she was poised to take Ivy’s nipple between her lips. Her kisses were gentler, her tongue feather-light against Ivy’s skin. The contrast of the two of them, both mouths so hot against her breasts, made Ivy give a wordless cry.




Matteo pulled back first, reaching his hand out to slide back between Ivy’s legs. If anything, she was even wetter now. Matteo’s fingers pressed easily into her soaking pussy. Phoebe’s tongue flicked faster and faster over Ivy’s nipple, until she could feel pleasure drawing tight in the pit of her stomach.




Ivy didn’t bother holding back. She let the cries of pleasure fall from her lips and surround them. It seemed to encourage both Phoebe and Matteo. Ivy rocked harder against Matteo’s fingers. When Phoebe sucked against her nipple, it sent heat all the way through Ivy, meeting the warmth rising from Matteo’s fingers in her pussy.




“Fuck,” she breathed harshly. Her orgasm was so close. With Matteo picking up the speed, fucking his fingers in and out of her, it wasn’t long before Ivy’s body trembled. Pleasure shot through her. She screamed as her orgasm exploded. Matteo, to his credit, slowed down enough to let Ivy decide how fast or slow she wanted to fuck herself against him until it was all a bit too much.




She pushed him back, licking her lips. Phoebe pulled back too, grinning up at Ivy. “You sounded good,” she complimented. “Do you think I’ll sound as good when he makes me come with his mouth?” she asked teasingly.




“First, we’ll have to tie him up. We did promise,” Ivy pointed out, her body still trembling slightly from the orgasm.




Matteo gave a soft moan of his own. “Please,” he breathed, his chest rising and falling more quickly. His dark eyes were wide. It thrilled Ivy how excited he was at the prospect - she’d clearly picked even better than she’d known.




“Is that ‘please’ you want to be tied up, or ‘please’ you want to be allowed to make me come?” Phoebe asked, rising from the bed. With both Matteo and Ivy watching her, she paused to shimmy her panties down her long, tan legs. Even from here, Ivy could see how wet she was.




Matteo licked his lips again. “Both,” he answered, the corner of his mouth lifting in a slight smirk. Phoebe fetched the rope from where she’d stashed it, passing it slowly between her fingers. Matteo couldn’t seem to keep his eyes off it. “How do you want me?” he asked.




“On your back, arms up,” Ivy answered without hesitation. She teased her own hand over her breasts, biting her lower lip with a soft moan as she watched Matteo scoot up the bed. He leaned against the pillows, raising his hands up to the headrest. Phoebe didn’t hesitate to crawl onto the bed. She settled next to Matteo’s head as she looped the rope through the slats. She was skilled in tying a man up. That seemed to make Ivy even wetter.




Phoebe checked that the ropes were safe, tugging against them. “All secure,” she confirmed before licking her lips as she glanced down at Matteo. His naked body did look great, his hard cock standing to attention.




“Do you think he needs me to show him how to make you come?” Ivy asked teasingly.




She saw the way Phoebe’s eyes widened. Then her friend grinned. “Oh, perhaps,” she hummed, running a hand over Matteo’s chest. He could hardly do anything about it apart from wiggle under Phoebe’s touch. “I wouldn’t want him to do it wrong,” she added, reaching across Matteo to caress a finger over Ivy’s bare breasts.




Matteo huffed at that. “I’m not going to do it wrong,” he argued. There was a smile playing around his lips. “If you want to show me, I wouldn’t say no,” he added, gaze darting between the two women. He gave a soft moan as Phoebe spread her legs. She ran her hand down her body so that her fingers could tease lightly over her pussy.




“I like to be teased,” she said, though whether she was telling Matteo or Ivy wasn’t entirely clear. Either way, her fingers retreated, making her whine in protest. She lifted her hips up in a blatant invitation to Ivy. “Come on,” she urged, her voice sounding so eager that it sent sparks of electricity all the way down Ivy’s spine. “Come and tease me, so Matteo can learn.”




Ivy hardly needed to be told twice. She crawled across Matteo’s body and towards Phoebe. It was hot to have him under them, forced to watch and unable to touch. Ivy loved that he had no choice. They’d get to him. They’d use him when they were ready. But for now she was eager to touch Phoebe, to get her to moan louder and louder because of Ivy.




Reaching for Phoebe’s shoulder, Ivy pressed against it, making the other woman lower herself. She stretched out on the bed, her head against Matteo’s chest. Ivy liked that, too, the fact that they were using him to prop Phoebe up for Ivy to pleasure her.




She took her time kissing across Phoebe’s skin. It felt like liquid fire under her touch. Ivy grazed her teeth over the skin to draw a moan from her friend’s lips. When Phoebe parted her legs to welcome Ivy between them, she didn’t hesitate to press a kiss against her inner thigh.




“Fuck,” Phoebe moaned theatrically, tipping her head back. Her hair spilled across Matteo’s tanned chest, making her look deliciously ravished and untamed. “Your mouth feels good already,” she added, making Ivy smirk. She hadn’t even begun yet, not really.




Pressing one hand against Phoebe’s thigh, Ivy kissed higher. Her tongue slid out to softly tease around Phoebe’s entrance. Ivy listened to the way Phoebe’s moans increased. As Ivy’s tongue delved deeper, Phoebe’s hands clutched at the bedsheets under her. She bucked her hips, writhing in an attempt to wriggle closer to Ivy’s tongue.




Tugging against his restraints, Matteo moaned, too. “You look amazing,” he breathed, eyes clouding with lust. The muscles of his stomach twitched, responding as Phoebe pressed her body harder against his. “Don’t stop, Ivy,” he begged.




She loved hearing the sounds that Phoebe made. The whole scene was made even hotter by having Matteo beg her to give Phoebe pleasure. Ivy’s tongue lapped harder against Phoebe, the tip sliding inside her to urge a loud cry from her friend. She tasted amazing. Ivy felt the way Matteo moved under them, pushing Phoebe’s body more against Ivy.




Moving her hand up over Phoebe’s bare leg, Ivy pressed a finger inside her. Phoebe’s whole body trembled in response. So Ivy began to finger her faster. “More,” Phoebe begged. Ivy would’ve grinned had her tongue not been preoccupied with licking against Phoebe’s clit. The sounds she made were so good that Ivy couldn’t resist the urge to do just as she’d asked and press another finger inside her.




She wanted to make Phoebe come, to make her scream so loudly that whoever was next door could hear it. Her tongue moved faster and Ivy moved her other hand to find Matteo’s cock, to tease her fingers over it ever so lightly.




His groan was loud, like her touch was so unexpected he hadn’t had time to quieten himself. Ivy liked that. She wanted to make both of them lose control. Phoebe’s muscles clenched, her hips rocking harder and faster under Ivy’s mouth. “Fuck, Ivy! Yes!” Phoebe cried, one hand coming to clutch at Ivy’s shoulder. The other scratched across Matteo’s chest, Phoebe’s nails leaving red lines against his skin.




Matteo cried out, pulling against the ropes that bound him. His cock twitched in Ivy’s hand, precum glistening at the tip. His muscles contracted as he made every attempt to buck his hips up into her hold. Phoebe’s head and the ropes held him down. It left him wriggling eagerly, unable to get any more attention than what Ivy offered him.




Tipping her head back, Phoebe gave a wild scream as Ivy’s fingers plunged into her. She came hard, clutching at both of them until her shudders finally subsided. “Oh my god,” she sighed, her breasts heaving as she sucked in a deep breath. “That was amazing.” She turned to Matteo and said, “If you can do half as well as that, I’ll be happy.”




Ivy was very pleased at the praise. And she almost laughed at how loudly Matteo whined when she let go of his cock. There was something delightful about having so much power over him and his pleasure. She wanted to hear him make Phoebe scream just like she had. Licking her lips, Ivy pulled back. Her body felt so hot, excitement tingling through her.




“Let him try,” she suggested. “Sit on his face. I want to hear how he can make you sound,” Ivy said. Phoebe definitely didn’t seem to have any objections to that. Ivy watched as Phoebe crawled atop Matteo. She leaned down to brush the tips of her nipples against his chest, teasing both of them with the movement.




Phoebe ran her tongue over Matteo’s lips. “Are you ready for me?” she asked. But she hardly waited for a response before lowering herself against his mouth. Ivy took the opportunity to lick her way over to Matteo’s cock, the precum salty against her tongue as she lapped it up.




The sound of Matteo’s groan was muffed by Phoebe’s pussy, but it was still loud enough to echo around the room. Ivy held his hips down, not letting him buck up. She wanted to have full control over how she pleased him. The thought sent a thrill through her. Her nails dug into Matteo’s hips, leaving half-moon imprints against his skin while she dragged her tongue slowly over his cock.




“Fuck, yes!” Phoebe cried. Looking up, Ivy could see her arch her back, pushing herself down harder against Matteo’s mouth. His bound hands twisted, fingers catching at the ropes simply to give him something to hold onto. “Please,” Phoebe whined. “Inside me, Matteo, please.”




His cock twitched against Ivy’s tongue, Matteo’s hips twisting from side to side as Ivy pressed her weight against them.




She took him in deeper, swirling her tongue over his cock. From how loudly Phoebe moaned, Ivy was certain he was repeating at least a similar action with his tongue against her. Not wanting the fun to be over too soon, Ivy took her time. Slow in her movements, she sucked Matteo’s cock, making him give another low groan against Phoebe’s pussy.




The more Ivy teased, the louder Phoebe seemed to get. Pulling back with a soft pop, Ivy watched how good Phoebe looked straddling Matteo’s face. “Make her come,” she told him. “Make her come and I’ll ride your cock,” she added.




Phoebe’s back arched, her breasts bouncing as she ground her hips against Matteo’s face. He groaned, his fingers tightening in their grip on the ropes that wrapped around his wrists. Ivy could feel the strain in his muscles as he worked to follow her directions. Whatever he was doing, Phoebe’s noises grew louder and louder, her whole body flushed pink with pleasure.




Ivy smoothed her fingers up and down Matteo’s thighs, pressing him against the bed. She let his cock bump against her lips, darting her tongue out to brush against the smooth skin. Not wanting to distract him from his task, she moved slowly, sliding her lips inch by inch until her nose brushed against his skin. Lightly, she sucked, loving the way Matteo’s body fought to meet her.




It only took a few more minutes. “Fuck! Don’t stop!” Phoebe cried. Ivy tilted her head, taking Matteo deeper as she looked up to watch her friend writhe against his face. She gave a scream as her orgasm exploded through her, then collapsed forward, practically hiding Matteo from Ivy’s view.




“Good,” Ivy praised. “Doesn’t she sound great when she comes?” she asked. Matteo hardly had the ability to respond since Phoebe was still on top of him. The grin Phoebe gave Ivy was enough. She looked satisfied. But Ivy wanted her to look fucked out. And she was certain that between her and Matteo they could achieve that.




Crawling up his body, Ivy wrapped her hand around his cock. She had promised to fuck him. Frankly, her pussy was so hot and desperate that Ivy had no intention of not following up on that promise. Leading his cock between her legs, Ivy moaned loudly when it began to fill her up.




“He feels good, Phoebe,” she hummed. “Nice and thick. You’ll enjoy having his cock inside you,” Ivy promised.




Phoebe leaned back, her long hair brushing against Ivy’s breasts. The light touch sent sparks scattering across her skin, making Ivy want more. “Fuck,” Matteo groaned, as Phoebe moved away enough to allow him to speak. “You’re so tight, so hot,” he praised. Phoebe leaned forward to press a kiss against his lips, then slipped away. Freed from her weight over him, Matteo lifted his hips, thrusting his cock up into Ivy’s pussy with a loud grunt of satisfaction.




Concentrating on riding Matteo’s cock, just like she’d promised, Ivy didn’t follow Phoebe’s movements. Not until she felt her friend behind her, warm hands stroking over the curves of Ivy’s waist. Ivy didn’t stop, rising and falling, sinking down on Matteo’s cock with increasing moans of pleasure. He really did feel good.




“Shall I touch you?” Phoebe asked, her breath warm across Ivy’s shoulder. “Shall I play with your nipples while you fuck him?” she asked.




“Oh, fuck, yes,” Ivy moaned, nodding her head. She began to slam her hips down harder, enjoying how Matteo did his best to push back up. With his hands restrained, he could barely manage even that. Ivy loved how much power it gave her over him. She slowed down only to pick the pace back up again.




Matteo’s eyes followed Phoebe’s fingers. Ivy saw how he bit his lower lip when Phoebe tugged against Ivy’s nipple. It sent a sharp shooting pain through Ivy, mixing together with the pleasure Matteo’s cock was offering. She didn’t hold back the moan, sliding her own hand between her legs to tease her clit.




“God, you both feel great,” she cried, slamming down harder on Matteo’s cock. “Come on, Phoebe, pull harder, make it hurt!” Ivy demanded.




Matteo tugged at his restraints hard enough to rattle the headboard against the wall. Beneath their combined weight, the bedsprings creaked noisily. It only seemed to make Matteo moan louder, as if he were determined to be heard. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he chanted, his words matching the rhythm of Ivy’s movements. She rode him harder, faster, rolling her hips to take his cock deeper and deeper into her pussy.




Phoebe’s fingers tugged suddenly, finally delivering on Ivy’s order. The pain was perfect, right on the border of being too much, without quite crossing over. Phoebe pressed harder against Ivy’s back, her teeth scraping against Ivy’s shoulder whenever Ivy bounced down against Matteo’s hips.




“Please,” he breathed, lifting his hips to meet her. “Please, Ivy, let me come.” His hair was plastered to his forehead with sweat. Ivy loved how wrecked he sounded, how desperate.




Phoebe’s breasts pressed hot against Ivy’s back. “But you have to fuck me first,” she reminded him. Matteo’s answering groan sounded even more turned-on.




“She’s right,” Ivy nodded. “You’re not to come until Phoebe is satisfied.” Her own orgasm was close. Ivy leaned into Phoebe, enjoying the way her friend tugged against her nipples again. Ivy’s fingers worked against her clit, faster and faster as she slammed down against Matteo. His cock felt so good inside her. She wanted Phoebe to feel that, too. To use him to come, just like Ivy was.




“Come on, let me hear you come,” Phoebe urged, leaning in to catch Ivy’s earlobe with a light bite. The sharpness of her teeth, combined with Ivy’s own fingers and Matteo’s hard cock, was all it took for her orgasm to crash over her. She whined loudly, slamming down harder and harder. Ivy’s free hand gripped Matteo’s side, leaving nail marks on his skin.




The pleasure felt amazing, every nerve-ending tingling. Quickly, Ivy got off Matteo, crawling up his body. “Make me come again,” she demanded. She paused for just long enough to turn around so she could see Phoebe, then lowered herself down against Matteo’s face.




He didn’t hesitate, driving his tongue inside Ivy in quick, desperate thrusts. Ivy’s pussy felt so sensitive, so stretched from Matteo’s thick cock, that she swore she could feel every flick and brush of Matteo’s mouth. She relaxed against him, gaze moving to where Phoebe hovered over the head of Matteo’s dick, teasing him with her slick pussy.




Matteo tried to buck up, to sink himself deep into Phoebe. She didn’t let him, pulling away until Matteo gave a growl of frustration between Ivy’s legs. The vibrations felt amazing, making Ivy’s muscles quiver as she rocked back to get Matteo’s tongue even deeper.




Finally, Phoebe’s hand curled around Matteo’s cock to lead him towards her core. She groaned as she seated herself on him, her breasts jiggling enticingly. “Will you touch me?” Phoebe asked, reaching out for one of Ivy’s hands. “Will you make it hurt for me?”




“Oh yes.” Ivy nodded eagerly before leaning forward. She settled her hands against Phoebe’s hips and sought her breasts out with her mouth. Ivy captured one of Phoebe’s nipples between her lips, teasing her tongue over it. Similarly, Matteo’s tongue teased between her legs, sending sparks through Ivy’s body. She wanted to give Phoebe that pleasure, too, using her hands to help her friend slam her hips down harder against Matteo.




She sucked Phoebe’s nipple, enjoying the sharp cry of pleasure her friend gave. Then, because Phoebe had asked, Ivy bit down, not too hard but definitely hard enough to hurt.




“Fuuuck!” Phoebe cried, leaning back, using the leverage to tug her nipple harder against Ivy’s teeth. “God, Ivy, that feels good,” she panted. Matteo bucked his hips up, meeting Phoebe’s ass as she sank down onto him. “Yes,” she agreed, with a breathless chuckle. “You too, Matteo. I’m so fucking full, your cock stretching me out.” Matteo hummed his approval, his lips and tongue buzzing against Ivy’s pussy with an intoxicating wave of pleasure.




Phoebe leaned forward again, pulling Ivy close so she could capture her lips. Her hand came up to tangle in Ivy’s hair, tugging lightly against her scalp. It wasn’t hard enough to hurt, but Ivy could certainly feel it, certainly enjoy it.




“Help me come,” Phoebe begged, pulling back from the kiss only far enough to form the words. “Both of you, help me come. Touch me, fuck me, I want it.”




Ivy wanted that, too. She slid a hand between Phoebe and Matteo. Her fingers were soft as they sought out Phoebe’s clit. When she brushed over it, Phoebe’s whole body bucked forward, a loud cry falling from her lips. “Fuck yourself hard,” she told her friend. “Use Matteo’s cock to get off, use my fingers, too,” Ivy encouraged.




Her own pleasure was building low in her stomach. Ivy began to rock harder against Matteo’s face, moaning loudly when his lips met her clit. She mimicked the movements with her fingers that Matteo made with his tongue. Just as her own orgasm neared, Ivy could tell so did Phoebe’s. The muscles in her stomach tightened and Ivy moaned.




“Come on, come with me,” she urged, before leaning forward again to catch Phoebe’s nipple in her mouth and suck hard.




Phoebe screamed, the sound ringing in Ivy’s ears. Matteo’s lips pursed on either side of Ivy’s clit, applying pressure even as his tongue flicked back and forth over the sensitive bundle of nerves. With the hand still in Ivy’s hair, Phoebe pulled her friend’s mouth closer, making Ivy lick harder and faster over the nipple between her lips.




“Fuck!” Phoebe cried. “Yes, yes! I’m gonna come, I can’t -” Her words disappeared as she slammed her body down against Matteo, riding him hard as her orgasm took over. From the deep groan against Ivy’s pussy, she could only assume that Phoebe’s muscles were milking Matteo’s own orgasm from his cock.




Pulling back, Ivy sucked in a deep breath, her pleasure poised to tumble over her. As if he could read her mind, Matteo’s tongue slid inside her, thrusting tirelessly back and forth.




“Yes!” Ivy screamed, grinding her hips down against Matteo’s face harder. Finally, her climax exploded across her body. She came so hard, all her muscles tightening as pleasure shot through her. Once her body felt truly spent, Ivy shifted off Matteo, reaching to seek out Phoebe so she could kiss her.




Ivy felt deeply satisfied. She grinned at Phoebe when she pulled away. “That was good, yeah?” she asked, still straddling Matteo’s body. Her back was to him, focus far more on Phoebe. Just as promised, they’d used him well.




“That was amazing,” Phoebe answered, grinning. “I feel… so ridiculously fucked.” She let her weight rest briefly against Ivy before she slipped away, moving off Matteo’s hips to lie beside him on the bed, turning to face him. “He looks pretty fucked too,” she added, prompting Ivy to turn and glance down. Phoebe was right. Matteo’s lips were red, his chin shining with her liquids and his wrists pink from scratching against the rough rope.




Phoebe stretched up to meet him, licking Ivy’s taste from off Matteo’s lips. “Shall we let him go?” she asked, slapping her hand lightly against Ivy’s ass. “At least for now,” she added, raising an eyebrow.




Ivy laughed at that. She would definitely entertain the idea of tying Matteo up a second time for them to have even more fun with. For now, it was probably best that they untie him, so Ivy nodded. “Yeah, for now,” she confirmed. Ivy reached to run a manicured finger across Matteo’s chest as Phoebe moved to undo the ropes and let his arms down.




“You’re welcome to stay,” she told Matteo. “You’re especially welcome to stay if you’d like to play again,” she added with a grin, before running a tongue over his lips.




Matteo lifted a hand, pushing his hair out of his eyes before he reached to run a hand down Ivy’s side. His fingers curled softly against her hip as he turned to capture Phoebe’s lips. She gave a soft moan, swallowed by Matteo’s mouth, before pulling away.




“Is that a yes?” she asked playfully, lifting one eyebrow.




Matteo chuckled, giving a small nod. “Oh, definitely,” he confirmed. “I want to see what else you two will think of to do to me.” From the way Phoebe’s eyes shone in response, Ivy was convinced that her friend had some ideas.




For now, she settled against the pillows, Matteo on one side and Phoebe on the other. The hotel bed was comfortable, and with a warm body on either side of hers, Ivy felt she could have a very well-deserved rest.
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