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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.
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Submit to Them




Five stories of men submitting to women in threesomes and group scenarios. Includes various BDSM elements and pegging, showing the kind of excitement that only multiple partners can bring!




Femdom Wedding Stories




Enjoy these five stories of male submission taking place at weddings! Whether it’s by the bride, the maid-of-honour or even all of the bridesmaids, these men get taken hard! Features pegging and group sex stories.




They Make the Rules




Five steamy threesome stories of men submitting to women! Includes BDSM and pegging. Guaranteed to get you hot and bothered, wishing for multiple partners to play with!




Bending Him Over




Five hot stories involving dominant women bending over submissive men and using them hard! Enjoy this pegging bundle!




She Dominates




Five steamy stories that will leave you satisfied! Includes BDSM, pegging and a good dose of punishment! Read of these hot women making men submit!




Yes, Mistress




Five steamy male submission stories filled with sexy, dominant women! Read of these men adoring their beautiful dommes, giving up their power and letting these women do whatever they want to them!




He Is Tied Up




Five hot stories in which he is tied up and she is in charge! Enjoy reading how well these women use their men once they’ve been restrained!




Megabundles


Domme Dreams




Always in Charge
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