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I knocked at the door, and Jimmy answered.
“Hey, Darius! Now the party can start!” he said over the booming bass, a cup of beer already in hand. “Here you go,” he said, offering it to me.

“Uh,” I started to protest, but a little voice in the back of my mind told me that I was supposed to be experiencing this “commoner” party for what it was. “Thanks,” I said, taking the cup.

“Don’t worry, I didn’t drink out of it, yet,” Jimmy said, and I breathed a sigh of relief. At least I wouldn’t have to make drinking his backwash part of the experience!

He let me in, and I walked inside. The party was already in full swing: all kinds of furs were there—Jimmy’s parties are legendary—and everybody had at least one kind of alcoholic beverage in his or her hand. Jimmy led me towards the back of the house and into the garage, where a ping-pong table was set up with cups of beer arranged like bowling pins. I frowned.
“What, never played beer pong?” Jimmy asked, picking up a ping pong ball.

I shook my head. “It’s a drinking game, right? We don’t really do that at the kind of parties I’m used to.”

“Cough, stuffy, cough,” Jimmy said, grinning and handing me the ball. “We lowly common furs have a lot more fun than your hoity-toity shindigs, Darius,” he said, patting me on the shoulder. “Now, the object is to toss the ball into one of the cups. Then the guy on the other side has to drink the cup the ball landed in.”
I shrugged and gave a wry smile, easily tossing the ball into the front cup.
Jimmy gave me a dirty look. “You’ve never played beer pong before?” he asked.

I shook my head. “Nope. Just really good hand-eye coordination.”
Jimmy rolled his eyes and downed the cup. “Well, I think you’re out to trick me, so I’m gonna leave you to it,” he said, handing me the ball and refilling the cup. “Feel free to mingle, have a look around, and if you find someone you like,”—he gave me this really licentious grin—“The guest room is upstairs. Just clean up after yourself, huh?” He winked and walked out.
I looked down at my cup, shrugged, and shook my head. “Ah, what the hell,” I said and took a drink.
I regretted it the second I did it. It tasted like dirty bathtub water—not that I’d know what that tastes like, but you know what I mean—not much flavor to it and no character at all, a far cry from the malted scotch and brandy I was used to being served. I shook my head again, shriveled up my nose, and swallowed.
Okay, so commoner beer wasn’t the best, but I’d seen a number of attractive females on the way in. Maybe it was time to go see what they were up to. I nodded to the guy behind me, who took my place at the beer pong table as I stepped out of the garage.
The boom of music resounded in my ears and made my chest thud in response. I paused a second to let a couple of roughhousing guys pass, not particularly wanting them to spill their beer on my shirt. What? I like this shirt, and it looks better without beer on it.
I made my way to the living room and looked around. Sure enough, there were plenty of ladies here, tall ones, short ones, gorgeous ones…damn, they were all gorgeous! I leaned against the wall and had a look around, absent-mindedly nursing my beer. A couple of guys were chatting up a couple of ladies—a shark and a lynx—who gave polite fake laughs but were clearly not impressed. I smirked in spite of myself and shook my head.
Don’t get me wrong—I’m no ladies’ man—but how clueless do you have to be to miss a fake laugh like that? Anyone with an ounce of awareness would know better. Still, as I watched their interactions, I could see what might be throwing the guys off: the shark was being pretty flirty, even as she politely brushed the guy’s hand off her shoulder. It was like she was having trouble deciding between actually getting laid and having to stoop to these guys’ level.
She finally made up her mind, though, and she and the lynx stood up to leave. You could tell from the guys’ body language that they were pretty disappointed, but they were gentlemen about it and walked off.

I thought about approaching them, but if I did, I was just another one of those guys—on the prowl, looking for some tail. Sure, that’s what I was here to do, but I didn’t have to be so obvious about it, right? Besides, they deserved a break.
I looked down into my cup and shriveled my nose. This “beer”—if you could call it that—wasn’t having any effect and definitely wasn’t lending any liquid courage to my situation. But it was wet, and that was something, so I downed what was left in my cup. As I looked up, I caught the shark’s eye. It wasn’t on purpose—I swear—but she smiled when she saw me.

Don’t get your hopes up, I cautioned myself, took a breath and strode confidently over to them.
“Evening, ladies,” I said. “Enjoying the party?”
“The party just got better,” the shark said, biting her lower lip and grinning at me.
Geez, she’s laying it on thick, I thought to myself. “Did it now?” I asked, flashing a grin and making eye contact with the shark and then with the lynx. “Well, then I’m glad. I’m Darius,” I said, extending my hand.
“Lucille,” the shark replied, reaching out with her blue arm to shake my hand and locking her bright, red eyes on mine.
She looked great in her t-shirt and cut-off shorts, and her ears had this cool alternating green triangle and white circle pattern on them.
“Nice to meet you,” I said.

“Zoey,” the lynx said as we shook hands.

She was definitely a lot shier than Lucille was, but she was just as pretty. Her ears were pointed, with red tufts that matched her hair. Her paws were brown with white tips, and she had a cute set of off-white circles around her wrist that radiated up midway up her forearm. Both of them were nicely endowed in the bosom—not too much, not too little. What? I notice these things.
“And it’s nice to meet you, too, Zoey,” I said, smiling. “I’m sorry about those guys who were bothering you.”
“Oh, it’s all right,” Zoey said, blushing. “It’s…kind of nice, getting hit on once in a while.”

“Still, those guys were pigs,” Lucille said, shaking her head.
“A little speciesist, isn’t it?” I asked, cocking my head.

“What? They were literal pigs!” Lucille protested.
“And their social graces were less than stellar, too,” I chuckled. “I’m just teasing.”

Lucille gave me a look of mock-indignation and smirked.

“What brings you ladies out tonight?”
“You, you know,” she said, her eyes narrowing as she flashed a toothy grin, “Just out for a good time.”

“Oh? I suspect you two could have all the fun you wanted.” I smiled in spite of myself. “Or get into all the trouble you wanted.”
“Hmm, trouble, now?” Lucille asked, raising her eyebrows and exchanging glances with Zoey, who smiled faintly, though she looked a bit nervous at the idea. Lucille looked back at me. “You look like you’d be a lot of fun,” she said, “Big, strong dragon, dark red wings…” She raised an eyebrow. “You look like you’ve got ‘trouble’ written all over you, Darius.”
“Who, me?” I asked, cocking my head. “Well, you know what they say: be good”—I raised an eyebrow and looked her in the eyes—“or be good at it.”
Lucille and Zoey both took a breath as I let it sink in.

“And you said it yourself,” I said, leaning between them to speak right into their ears, my voice just barely carrying over the music, “I’ve got ‘trouble’ written all over me.”

I leaned back and watched them both blow out husky breaths.
“Oh, you are bad,” Lucille murmured, and I winked.
“What about you, Zoey?” I asked. “You’re awful quiet.”

“Oh, I…um…I’m sorry,” Zoey breathed. “I’m just…” she trailed off.

“She’s just a little shy is all,” Lucille said, patting her friend on the back.
I smiled and nodded. “I don’t bite, you know,” I said, then with a sly grin, I added, “Unless you’re into that.”
“Promises, promises!” Lucille teased, squeezing her legs together.
“I’m a male of my word,” I said, cocking an eyebrow. “I deliver what I promise.”
“Ooh, I like him!” Lucille said, nudging Zoey and taking a drink of her beer.
“Can I get you ladies another one?” I asked, nodding toward Lucille’s cup.

“No,” Lucille said, her voice sultry, “I don’t think there’ll be time for another one.”

“Lucille!” Zoey protested through gritted teeth, giving me an apologetic glance and turning Lucille’s body away to whisper to her.

I chuckled and casually turned to give them some privacy while surveying the room. The poor swine who had attempted to hit on Lucille and Zoey were now trying their moves on a badger and a wolf, neither of whom was as kind in their brush-off as these ladies had been, and the pigs’ faces turned bright red with embarrassment as they hastily made their exit.
“Ahem,” Lucille said.

I turned to see her and Zoey both looking at me, Lucille hungrily and Zoey with a mixture of curiosity and anticipation.
“Ah, yes,” I chuckled. “I take it now is when the trouble begins, huh?”
“If you know a place,” Lucille said.

“I do,” I replied, stepping between them, turning, and escorting them with a shoulder on each of their shoulders up the stairs to the guestroom.

We must have been the first to start christening the night, so to speak, because the room was still empty and the bed still neatly made. Lucille went in first, followed by Zoey, and I brought up the rear, quickly closing and locking the door from the inside.
I turned around and smiled at the two ladies. Chemistry seemed to take over, and as Lucille stepped forward, I began unbuttoning my shirt.
“Oh, wow,” Lucille breathed. “You’re really fit.”
I chuckled—a bit sheepishly, I’ll admit—and started to return the compliment, but Lucille’s hands were on my chest and abs, feeling me up.
“I wonder just how much trouble we’re gonna get into tonight,” she murmured, looking up at me as her hand strayed over my crotch. 

I sucked in a breath and felt myself throb under her touch. 

Her eyes went wide. “Oh…”
I undid my belt and unbuttoned my jeans, and Lucille wasted no time dropping them to the ground. She gasped when she saw the outline of my cock pressing tightly against my underwear.
“Oh, my…” she said, looking up at me with eyes wide with excitement.
“There’s enough there for both of you,” I hinted, winking at Zoey, who swallowed in anticipation and knelt next to Lucille.

Her fingers quivering, Lucille reached up and put her fingers on the waistband of my underwear and then slowly pulled them down, exposing my cock inch by inch.
“Look at those ridges!” Zoey breathed.
“I’m told they feel amazing,” I said, “But I’ll let you two decide.”

“I want a taste first,” Lucille said, licking her lips.

My cock pulsed in her hand as she reached forward to guide the tip to her lips.
“Why don’t we all get comfortable?” I suggested at just the last second, grinning impishly to myself. I could see the wind taken out of Lucille’s sails.

Keep them wanting more, I chuckled to myself as we all made for the bed. As I helped Lucille get out of her shirt and shorts, I couldn’t help but notice the pattern of sharp, black triangles that cross-crossed her upper forearms all the way up to her shoulders and decorated the tip of her dorsal fin. Her skin was smooth and shiny, not at all as rough as I would have imagined.
I didn’t have much time to dwell on that, though. As soon as her clothes were off, she pushed me back towards the bed.

“Easy, easy!” I said, grinning and teasing the waistband of her panties with my tail, “Let’s wait for Zoey!”
Zoey meanwhile had paused with one of her sleeves off, watching us. Now that Lucille’s shirt and shorts were off, Zoey hurriedly resumed her task, her anticipation winning over her hesitation. She had a neat pattern in her fur, too, whorls of brown and cream decorating large portions of her body and giving her what looked like a permanent, open-front tank top. Reality suddenly kicked back in, and she blushed and covered her panties with her hands.
“It’s okay, Zoey,” I said, stepping up to her and gently taking her hand. “You’re beautiful.”

She blushed harder, but a shy smile crept across her face as I stroked her bangs.

A frustrated whimper from Lucille made us turn to see her on the bed, her fingers stroking over her panties as she waited for us to join her.
“Poor gal,” I chuckled, flopping on the bed next to her on my back, my cock proudly standing at half-mast.
“Two can play at this game, you know,” she retorted as she crouched on all fours, getting close to my cock and flicking her tongue out to tease the tip.

I bucked a bit as she leaned in close, breathing hot breath on my crotch and making my toes curl in delight.
“Ooh,” I said, shuddering in ecstasy as my cock responded. But not one to lose easily, I grinned and took a deep breath as I snaked my tail out under her and brought it back around to tease under the base of her tail.
“Be careful what you start,” I growled mischievously. “Better be sure you can finish it.”

Lucille gasped and gave me a dirty look as her tongue flicked out defiantly to caress my member, trying to distract me. She succeeded. The feel of her tongue idolizing each ridge of my cock made me sigh in pleasure and lay my head back, my eyes half-closing in ecstasy.
Lucille might have smirked triumphantly, but she hadn’t counted on my cock continuing to grow. I felt her pause as my malehood pressed deeper into her mouth. I opened my eyes in time to see her looking down at it in disbelief.
“How big is that?!” she gasped.

“Fourteen inches,” I replied honestly. “All for you two.”

“Wow,” Lucille breathed, grinning. “Challenge accepted!”

“I don’t think I could take all of that,” a voice said.

I looked past Lucille, and she turned to see Zoey standing there, biting her lip uncertainly.

“Oh, Zoey!” Lucille laughed, “Come on; you can take a turn, too! And don’t worry about taking it all; just take what feels good.”

Zoey didn’t have to be invited twice. I scooted over towards the middle of the bed, and she quickly joined us on the other side from Lucille. The look on her face was almost reverent as she reached forward with trembling paws to grasp my member. I blew out a slow breath, savoring her gentle touch. As Lucille watched, she brought her lips to my tip and curiously stuck her tongue out to taste the pre that had collected. Her body convulsed slightly as the anticipation released all at once. I could feel her mouth water around my cock as she took me inside, slowly bobbing up and down and making me throb and flex in response. For someone as bashful as she was, she sure seemed good at this!
“Don’t hog all of him,” Lucille said softly, moving in to lick and swirl her tongue around my shaft.
I groaned in pleasure, feeling the muscles in my calves tense and release, but I would never stoop to receiving pleasure without responding in kind. 
I reached my tail around to tease Zoey’s pussy through her panties. Her eyes bulged, and she came completely off my dick and looked down in surprise. I grinned and winked at her, and she gave me an adoring look as she resumed sucking, this time in time to the strokes of my tail on her panties.
Of course, I couldn’t let Lucille go without some pleasure, too. I reached over and wiggled my fingers, burrowing under her until I felt her panties. I grazed her waistband, threatening to sneak under it, but as she sucked in a breath, I glided my fingers down the sheer fabric to torment her from the outside. The heat she put off was intense, and I could just imagine how much fun we’d have when I sank my fourteen inches into that furnace—that furnace that got wetter and hotter with each stroke of my claw.
Meanwhile, Zoey was really getting into it—both her sucking and my tail’s torment. She began to press down hard on my tail, rubbing it hard against herself as she sucked my cock deeper and deeper into her mouth. I pressed back as hard as I could with my tail, but the attention was getting me really excited.
“You know,” I hinted between cock-throbs, “I could pleasure you better if those panties came off.”

Lucille and Zoey paused what they were doing, exchanged glances, and then both pulled their panties off hastily.
“I guess you liked that offer, huh?” I chuckled as I alternately teased Zoey’s and Lucille’s now bare pussies with my tail, gliding over their clits and teasing at penetrating them.
“W–we should find a condom,” Zoey murmured, her breath quivering.
I paused my tail and grinned sheepishly. “They don’t make them that big,” I confessed. “The length wouldn’t be so bad, but with the ridges…they’re just not big enough.”
Zoey’s shoulders sagged. “Oh… But then, we can’t—”
“I’m sure it will be fine, Zoey,” Lucille said, patting her on the shoulder. “You’re clean, aren’t you, Darius?”

I nodded. “Tested two weeks ago. And you two?”
“Last month,” Lucille said.

“Yesterday,” Zoey chimed in.

“And we’re both on birth control, so…” Lucille hinted, looking at Zoey and grinning.

I took the opportunity to circle her clit once more with my tail, and for all of her shyness at first, Zoey seemed to really come out of her shell.

“I can’t wait anymore,” she gasped, getting up on the bed and straddling my cock.
“Uh! No fair!” Lucille protested.

Wow, damn! This was about to get really good!
“Ladies, there’s plenty of me to go around. Come on up here, Lucille,” I said, patting the space next to my head.

Lucille did as I suggested and straddled my face. Now it was my turn to convulse slightly, seeing her slick lips poised just inches from my muzzle and feeling their heat.
Everything suddenly happened at once. I couldn’t tell if they’d planned it or not, but at exactly the same moment, Zoey pressed down onto the tip of my shaft, and Lucille lowered herself onto my face. The sensations were overwhelming: the heat and slickness of Zoey’s pussy stroking my malehood, the taste and smell of Lucille’s arousal flooding my nostrils…I almost came right then and there!

But I had a job to do and two gorgeous ladies to pleasure, so my own orgasm would have to wait a bit. I let Zoey work at her own pace—I’ll admit, I’m a lot to take all at once—and focused on Lucille instead, flicking out my forked tongue to explore that savory taste and smell. I touched each of her labia and felt her shiver above me as I circled around them, teased around her clit, and then made a few shallow laps between her lips. She rewarded me with a drool of arousal, musky, heady, and oh, so slippery. Grinning, I nipped her clit just a little, earning a whimper of surprise and enjoyment. Told ya, I thought to myself as I took the opportunity to slip inside and spread the forks of my tongue wide to explore as much of her as I could. She squealed with delight as I lapped into her, finding her rough G-spot and beginning to rub it hard with my tongue.
Zoey, meanwhile, was taking deep breaths as she pushed the final inch of me into her. I let out a sharp, hot breath against Lucille’s crotch as I felt Zoey’s heat kiss my balls. She was so tight—tighter than anybody I’d ever been with before. She sighed contentedly and rested, and I felt her squeezing lightly around me. I grinned wickedly under Lucille and flexed my cock, making Zoey squeak in surprise, but the flood of warmth and wetness I felt told me she’d liked it. 
She began to slowly ride my cock, and I thrusted into her in rhythm, doing the best I could to rub the ridges against her pleasure-spots and even reaching down with my thumb to slowly rub her clit. She gripped my hand tightly with both hands. I couldn’t see her with Lucille blocking my vision, but to this day, I imagine that she had a look of near-panic yet curious anticipation on her face. I wiggled my fingers despite her grip, and she moaned loudly. 
Lucille did, too. My tonguing inside her had grown more and more insistent with each stroke, and she was now grunting and groaning with each one. It was anybody’s guess who would get off first.
Zoey squirmed on my cock as I began to thrust into her a bit more insistently.
“Ohh…” she said, her moan punctuated by my thrusts and increasing in pitch. “Ohh!”
I sped up and panted hard onto Lucille’s crotch, now tonguing just as hard and fast as I was thrusting. They both writhed around me, breathing harder and gasping out in pleasure. They were both close.
“Oh–ohh!” Zoey cried, and I felt a gush of hot wetness flow down my cock and cover my balls. 

The feeling was too intense, and before I could do anything, I felt my balls contract, felt my toes curl, and felt everything in my gut tighten. I licked Lucille for all I was worth, trying to distract myself, but it was too late. I groaned loudly and shot hard into Zoey, who grunted as the force of my cum momentarily inflated her before squeezing out around me and covering both our crotches in jism. Zoey wobbled a bit, and then I felt her lean forward. I caught her and held her to my chest, my cock still pumping furiously into her as I continued eating Lucille out, my mind in a haze.
“Ungh!” Lucille groaned above me.
I blinked, a bit confused as she lifted off of me.

“Darius, I’m surprised,” she pouted. “I thought you were a gentleman, but you went and got off without me!”
I chuckled, my abs making a very blissful Zoey jiggle. “I’m no gentleman,” I replied, looking up at her wickedly. “I’m a beast.”

“Humph!” Lucille said, starting to get up.

I caught her with my tail and rubbed her clit. She paused at that and shivered.
“Uh, huh,” I said, winking. “I’ll prove it.”
Zoey moaned and rolled off of me, my cock slurping noisily out of her as she moved to the side. Thick cum gushed out of her, splattering all over the bed as I stood and gestured for Lucille to lie on her stomach at the foot of the bed.
“Bring it, Beast!” she growled.
“Yes, ma’am,” I replied, stepping up between her legs and pressing my cock into her folds. 
Anybody who says sharks are cold-blooded has never been inside of Lucille. It was like a forge in there, so hot that her heat spread throughout my groin and actually made my balls descend a bit to cool off!
But I had to focus! Now that I was in control, I could really use my ridges to my—and her—advantage! She was plenty slick from all the licking, and I slid in easily. I made sure to go slowly, to let each ridge press against her clit before slipping in and then press against her G-spot as it moved inside her. She was close before Zoey finished, and it didn’t take much to push her over the edge.

“Oh!” she cried, flooding my balls with her cum-fluids.

“Tut, tut!” I teased, “I haven’t even started, yet!”
She whimpered as I slowly pulled out and pushed in again, more insistently this time, and a little faster. Her chest heaved under her, making her dorsal fin move in an arc. Zoey, meanwhile, was staring down at her crotch and all of the mixed fluids that had collected there.
“Zoey,” I grunted to get her attention, and when she looked, I gestured next to Lucille.
She blinked curiously and squatted where I pointed, but then she suddenly understood and spread her legs for me. I leaned forward to lick our love-juices off of her as I continued thrusting harder and harder into Lucille. The shark gasped and groaned under me, and I felt her flood around my cock again and again as my throbbing, ridged dick worked into her faster and faster. 

All the while, I lapped diligently at Zoey, carefully cleaning over her whole crotch until she suddenly grabbed my muzzle. I glanced up and watched as she pushed my muzzle towards her pussy, still fiercely hot and wet. I grinned and buried my snout in her. Her back arched, pressing her breasts into the air as she held my head in her hands and pulled me deeper into her. My tongue probed deep inside of her, finding the thick coating of cum I’d left. I began lapping at it, scooping out our thick combined fluids and leaving her clean as a whistle inside, all the while deliberately bumping up against her G-spot and clit.
For all her teasing earlier, Lucille was nothing but a humming, blissful puddle beneath me now. As I finished cleaning up Zoey, I pulled my head back up and gave a few hard thrusts.
“Here you go, Lucille,” I said. “Beast!”

I grunted and snarled as my balls contracted once again—even harder than last time. Even my tail pulled in this time as my breath caught. I roared out in ecstasy and thrust in one last time, pumping her so full that my cum began to spurt out of her in thick, creamy splashes that hit my legs and began to run down them.
“Ahh!” Lucille cried as the pressure made her orgasm again. 
She went limp under me, and I affectionately stroked her dorsal fin as I waited out my climax. I breathed heavily for a minute or so, letting the blood return to my head, and then I flopped down between them, smiling contentedly.
“What do you say, Lucille?” I asked, “Was that beast enough for you?”

“Ungh,” she murmured, then chuckled. “Damn, that was good.”
“Was it?” I asked, cocking an eyebrow. “Then who’s ready for round two?”
The ladies exchanged glances and shook their heads. 
“That was…that was so much!” Zoey said. “I was afraid I’d pass out!”
“I did pass out!” Lucille laughed.

“Aww, too much beast?” I asked, chuckling.

“How about this: if you wanna go again, we’ll clean you up while you do,” Lucille suggested.
“Hmm…I need to clean you up,” I replied.

“Deal,” Lucille said, “But be gentle…that was…wow.” She sighed and widened her eyes for effect.
I laughed and nodded, and Zoey took up a position beside me while Lucille and I got into 69 position. They began licking my cock, balls, and groin, cleaning up their juices and mine as I reached up to begin cleaning up Lucille’s thick cream pie. With so many of her orgasms to mine, the mess between her legs was frothy and sticky, but it tasted so good! The smell of it alone made me want to get off, and I eagerly reached down among their tongues to begin to stroke myself. Wow, this was bliss: two hot girls cleaning me up while I cleaned them up and got ready to unleash another round! My fingers moved over my cock like only I know how, hitting every sensitive spot and taking their time to build myself up slowly and sensuously. My balls contracted and relaxed over and over again as I built myself up and let myself relax, built up and relaxed, over and over again.
A brilliant idea suddenly came to me as I glanced down at Zoey. Without a word, I reached my tail around, careful to avoid touching her tail as I snuck under her and flicked her clit. She gasped and looked down, but before she could react, I had my tail pressed against her now-clean pussy and slipped inside. I gently tail-fucked her in time to my stroking and eating Lucille out, and we all fell into a delicious rhythm that pushed me closer and closer to orgasm. As I got closer, I licked deeper into Lucille and pressed my tail harder into Zoey. Both of them moaned around my cock and licked for all they were worth to distract themselves from their own impending orgasms.
“Now I’ll be a gentleman,” I said, abruptly stopping stroking myself. “Ladies, cum.”
I drove my tail and tongue into them and wriggled both furiously, quickly pushing them both over the edge. Orgasmic fluids drenched my tongue and surrounded my tail, and it was everything I could do not to join them in cumming. As quickly as I could, I got Lucille to let me up, got up on my knees, and turned to face them.

“Open wide,” I said, rolling Lucille’s cum around in my mouth as I began to stroke myself again.

My balls contracted, my tail clamped down hard, and I tensed all over. With a roar, I fired at their faces and breasts, knocking them backward a bit as jet after jet of yogurt-thick cum fired out of me, completely covering their eyes and mouths and frosting their breasts in a thick layer. Between their heads, a jet shot across the room and splatted on the wall behind them.

The ladies wiped their eyes and blinked in amazement. Lucille abruptly leaned over and kissed Zoey, cleaning some of the cum off her face. Zoey responded, and the two of them began sensually cleaning each other off.
“Oh, damn!” I gasped, aroused by their actions.

I had thought my orgasm had come to an end, but a final spurt shot and hit the ceiling.
“Boy, you are a beast!” Lucille chuckled. “Such a messy boy!”
I chuckled and panted, “Yeah, but I can be a clean boy, too.”

True to my word to Jimmy, I got the place completely cleaned up as the girls got dressed. I gotta admit that Jimmy was right: his “commoner” party was a lot more fun than my usual soirees. So what if the beer wasn’t much worth drinking? Two hot, horny ladies, getting off a whole bunch of times, and then us all taking turns cleaning each other up… Mm! Suffice to say, I made it a point to spend a lot more time at Jimmy’s parties!
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