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Jared slipped the key into the lock for the first time. His key. His lock. His store.

It was a weird thought, something completely new to him. But the Gems & More Boutique was his now, and he was ready to run it, or at least do the best he could.

At 27, he’d been told he wasn’t ready to own his own business yet, but he had known the previous owner, who happened to be his neighbor, for almost a decade. When the time came for Jill to retire and get the business out of her hands, Jared felt ready to take the next step of his life.

“A man hasn’t owned this boutique in a while,” she had told him, when the two of them had sat down in her kitchen to discuss the deal. Jill was a graying woman who wore form-fitting dresses on her attractive figure, but Jared thought of her too much as a family friend to be attracted to her.

“It’s been around since the 30s,” she told him, “under different names. Two owners before me, a man named Billy ran the Gems & More—though back then it was called Hillory’s Shop.”

“I know it’s more of a feminine-market business,” Jared had started to say. 

“Don’t worry about that at all,” Jill had assured him. “I think women will like seeing a fresh, younger man running the place.”

The shop door closed behind him and brought Jared back to the present day. He got a look around the place, not for the first time, but it felt different. The light hit the walls and the displays and they both sparkled.

The store was small, but practically bursting with charm—figuratively and literally. The left wall was a sweeping display of clothing racks, starting with small, neatly-crafted hats, gloves, and charms for purses and backpacks and whatever else, before moving onto larger garments and even a few stylish jackets.

The rest of the small store was devoted to an array of jewelry, with the finest pieces under glass display counters, along with the more valuable gem pieces. Tucked into the corner near the front door was a fun display he’d curated entirely himself, a collection of card and tabletop games sprinkled with a few pop culture figurines.

Widen the market a little, Jared thought to himself.

“Okay.” He clapped his hands together, speaking to no one. “Better get ready.”

He glanced at the clock up on the wall and then laughed. The store opened at ten AM, and he had gotten here just before eight. And from the look of things around here, there wasn’t a whole lot that needed to be done. Most, if not all, of the setup and prep needed, he’d done eagerly over the past few weeks.

And now—eagerly—he’d arrived here far too early to be useful.

Lost in-between things to do, Jared hesitated. What was he going to do, sit alone in the cramped back office for two hours without even busywork to take care of?

Feeling a little foolish, Jared backed out of the store and locked the door again, catching a glimpse of himself in the glass panel. His brown hair was short, but a little shaggier than usual. He’d meant to squeeze a haircut in last week, but couldn’t make the time, and it was too early in the morning to go now. His light-red, three-buttoned shirt let the cool morning air in at his collar.

He was pretty happy with what he saw. No one else seemed to have been lately, but that wasn’t chief among his concerns, what with starting his ownership of the business. Being single would get fixed eventually, but having his first or second quarter in the black—he had only one chance at that.

Jared noticed a pair of women coming down the walk of the shopping center of the village, where his store sat among a few others on this side of the street. He almost waited for a moment, excited to get his first customers, or at least looky-loos, but shut that off as another spell of too much eagerness. The first thing they would look at would be the hours, and then they would walk away.

Instead, he decided to get some breakfast. But it just so happened that breakfast took him in the same direction from which they were coming. And something just made him take a look.

They were beautiful, something he noticed immediately, and brought the thought of being single right back into his head when he’d just succeeded in knocking it away.

The woman on the left had auburn hair, and with the rising sun behind her, it made her hair, radiant warmth. The ends of it rested right atop her breasts, which displayed plentiful cleavage between the caresses of her hair. Her blouse flowed at her midsection, showing a silver bow looped around her tight waist.

The other woman had short black hair that curved neatly around her face, giving her a look that was as severe as it was comely. Her white shirt showed no cleavage, but left a little to the imagination as to the fullness of her chest, and she wore a pair of shorts so short that Jared imagined they could double as underwear.

He imagined it right then and there, while the two women walked by him without sparing him a single look.

Imagination it is, Jared thought, and imagination it shall stay. He resisted the urge to look behind him to check the other view, and instead continued around the corner toward the deli he liked.

Samson’s Deli was busy and smelled pleasantly of toast and coffee. Jared waited in a three-deep line, then ordered a toasted everything bagel with cream cheese on the side and hazelnut coffee. It got to him hot in less than two minutes, and he was fortunate enough to find a seat at a tiny table right by the front glass. 

The tabletop was warm from the sunlight, and bore only a few crumbs of the person who had dined there before. He swept them off and sat down.

The bagel, fresh and hot, crunched in a most satisfying way. He always liked to take a bite of it alone before adding the spread. Jared sipped and chewed his breakfast and looked out the window, wondering if he would see the two women again, even though they had been walking the other direction.

It was after a few minutes that he realized this was the first time he’d thought about anything other than the business in the last couple of months. It was almost surreal, and at the same time refreshing. He looked down at the table and found his breakfast gone and his cup empty. He vaguely remembered tasting it. Yet according to the time, he had somehow been here almost forty-five minutes, hogging a table.

Jared stood quickly, the chair sliding behind him a couple feet and stopping just short of a different table. regardless of his fantasies, he definitely did not mean to have spent almost an hour here. Jared tossed his garbage away and left the deli, ready to head back to the store. with only an hour until opening time, he had suddenly thought of a whole bunch of things to do.

And he was very surprised to see the two women who had been lingering in his mind standing in front of the shop window and looking in.

Have they been here the whole time? he thought. No, no way, it’s been like an hour since I saw them. They must have seen something that caught their eye. 

At first, he was excited at the prospect of his first customers, but then he saw something that caught his eye. Two round asses just inches apart from each other, one’s assuredly creamy white cheeks hidden under form-fitting jeans, while the olive-toned rear to its right revealed teasing shapes from the bottom of the very short shorts covering most-but-not-all of it.

Then the owner of that fine ass looked up at him and he almost broke his neck trying to prove he wasn’t staring.

Jared hurried forward, hoping it wasn’t too obvious that he’d broken his gait. He stepped past the two women, clearing his throat as he made his way to the door.

“Um,” he started, powerfully. “Sorry. I mean, excuse me. We aren’t quite open yet...”

“Damn.” The olive-skinned woman gave him a knowing smile, and Jared knew damned well that he’d been caught ogling her half-exposed cheeks. “I see something in there I definitely want.”

My reflection? Jared might have said, if he were suave in any capacity.

Instead, he said, “Ah, well...since it’s kinda the grand reopening and all...” Jared finished unlocking the door and pulled it outward, holding it open for the two of them. “Please, come on in.”

“Oh, really? Awesome!” The auburn-haired woman flashed a quick smile, then followed behind her friend into the store. Jared made a point not to look at anyone’s butt and came in as well, letting the door close gently behind him.

Seeing customers in the store brought warmth to his heart. He’d seen customers in here before, of course, but that was before he technically owned the place.

Jared gave the two of them space to look around—or in the dark-haired woman’s case, to make a beeline for the item she had spotted through the window. Her eyes had lit onto a pendant resting on a black velvet bust.

Jared slipped behind the counter. “I’m glad you noticed that one. I put it out there because I knew it deserved a spot in the sunlight.”

The pendant had a blue gem on a silver chain, and the setting was ornate silver work, giving a shape to the gemstone that it didn’t truly have. It was captivating, almost demanding that whomever looked at it kept their eyes on it to understand its intricacies.

The woman laid a finger on it, running her fingertip across the gem. She swallowed, then for some reason looked up at Jared and said, “My name is Anna.”

“Jared,” he said. “It’s a pleasure to meet you both.”

Anna looked over to her friend, clearing her throat. The blonde met her eyes, then introduced herself. 

“Julie,” she said. “You don’t have this in blue anywhere, do you?” She held up a scarf, lifting half of it off the rack. It was a solid, deep red, with a diamond stitching pattern and a half-inch of fringe brushing across her wrist as she held it.

Jared affirmed, and came back across the counter to show her the blue make of the scarf on the other side of the rack. Julie took the scarf with glee, and she looked around the rest of the store while feeling the material in her hands.

Jared cashed them out and watched the two of them leave. As the glow of his first sale faded away, he found himself, returning back to the thought of how beautiful they both were. And was he crazy, or had Anna, the dark-haired one, given him some kind of a look...?

“Nah,” he said to himself in the now-empty store. “She just liked the necklace, that’s all. Speaking of...”

He busied himself, taking down the empty display that had once held the necklace, and rearranging things a bit now that some items were gone. Before he knew it, it was ten in the morning, and he was officially open.

The weekend traffic of the shopping district of the village was good, and the time flew by. He found himself wondering if he should hire someone so soon, as he cashed people out and hurried to fill holes on the shelves.

Before he knew it the day was over and he was locked up and taking care of the books in the back, and then he was home and having some leftover roast chicken he’d cooked up the other day.

He was pretty pleased with how the first day of the shop had gone, but he still felt like he was missing something. Not like he’d left it behind, but more like he was waiting for it to find him.

So when tomorrow came and he was open again, that feeling of missing went away when Anna walked in the door. It was like he saw her in slow motion.

First it was her dark eyes and dark hair, the latter swishing around as she glanced around the store. The slight smile on her lips when her eyes found his. And below her neckline, the dazzling blue of the pendant, resting in an enviable position right atop the swell of her breasts. She wore a shirt with a subtle floral print across the chest, short enough to show an inch of her taut belly. It wasn’t hot out—fall was approaching—but for some reason, Jared pictured a single droplet of sweat sliding down her sleek olive skin and curving around her navel.

“Oh,” he said as she came to the counter. “Back already. Anna, right?”

Pretending he didn’t remember her name the second he saw her touch the door handle.

“Yeah,” she said, sounding a little nervous.

Ah, crap. Jared tried not to let his face fall. She wants to return the pendant. I wonder what’s wrong with it? If it’s even something I can fix? I might have to send it—

“Would you like to get some lunch with me?” Anna asked him. Her hand rested on the pendant around her neck—clutching it, really, like she held on for dear life.

The out-of-left-field request stopped him cold. It was so unexpected that he felt his brain grind to a halt, and only by mentally kicking himself could he get back in gear before he blew the whole opportunity.

“Lunch? Yeah, sure, that would be...um...” Jared glanced at the clock and was relieved to see it was just about 11:30. Normally he would close the place up for lunch in about 45 minutes, but in light of the circumstance...

“I can definitely do lunch,” he told her. “Give me just a minute to lock up and I’ll meet you outside.”

“Great.” Anna beamed at him, her teeth white and the emotion genuine, judging by the look in her eyes; almost like he’d granted her greatest wish. She turned on her heel and left the store, still fingering at the pendant around her neck.

Holding back a giant grin lest she see it, Jared locked the register and closed the office door, then zipped around back to the front of the counter and hung the ‘Closed For Lunch’ sign on the inside of the glass panel door. He stepped outside into the sunshine of the day, Anna waiting for him on the sidewalk.

“You know,” he said, “when I first saw you here today, I thought you were coming to return the necklace.”

Anna looked shocked. Her hand grasped the necklace tightly. “Return it! I would never. I really did want to see if you would go out with me.”

“Well, that’s two good things,” Jared said. “Did you have someplace in mind for lunch? If not, how about Jack’s? It’s pretty close to here.”

“That sounds great,” Anna said.

Jack’s was within walking distance, so the two of them set off down the sidewalk in the opposite direction of the café where Jared had his breakfast. It was a local place with a nice patio, and the weather wasn’t quite cold enough to keep everybody inside, so Jared and Anna sat down outside.

“So how long have you had the store?” Anna asked him after they had ordered. “You mentioned that it was the grand reopening?”

“Yes,“ he said. “I bought it a few months back from the previous owner, and was getting everything up to speed to make sure I could open before the holiday season came into full swing.”

“I think you’ve done a really good job,” Anna said. “I’ve seen the place before, but I never felt the need to go in. Must be something that you did.”

“Hah. I guess so. I’m really glad you stopped in.” Jared smiled. “I have to say, it’s the first time I’ve just been...asked out by someone like that, so quickly.”

“I was feeling forward, I suppose.” Anna returned his smile. 

“That pendant does look really nice on you,” Jared said to her. “You definitely made the right choice.“

Talking with her was easy. It turned out she had gone to the same college he had just outside the city, though she wasn’t from here like Jared was.

As their lunch date went on, he noticed Anna getting closer to him, or at least as much as she could when she was across the table. He felt her foot touch his, and at first it seemed like an accident, but then it lingered. Her hand reached across the table to touch his, but didn’t fully withdraw, instead she stayed close and he felt the heat of her skin. Their food was half-eaten and they were just talking, but at a certain point it almost seemed like she couldn’t keep her hands off him.

Jared hadn’t had a woman act like this with him before. It was making him flush, and the look in her eyes wasn’t helping matter either. Neither of them finished their meal as they talked and touched and Jared longed to sink his fingers into her soft black hair and see how it felt while they kissed.

But before he knew it, their plates had been taken and whatever spell had been cast on their little lunch table had to be dispersed as they left. The two of them walked side-by-side back towards the store.

“Well, I hate to say this, but I do need to get back and re-open the place,” Jared said.

“I understand.” Anna touched his hand. “I had fun.”

“I did, too,” Jared said. “I really did. In fact, we should do it again. Fast.”

“I can do fast,” Anna said. “Actually, how about tomorrow? I could go for another lunch.”

“Tomorrow it is,” he said, and when she leaned in and kissed him, he managed to hide his surprise. Her hands were on him, arm wrapping around his shoulders, fingers digging into his skin, and he did slip a hand into her hair, letting it slide between his fingers as the other hand rested on her waist.

When the kiss finally broke, it felt like it might have gone on for minutes, and Jared found he was surprisingly short of breath. Anna looked flushed, too, and also like she didn't want the kiss to end. But in all fairness, they were practically standing in the middle of the street in a fairly busy village, and both of them felt a sense of impropriety.

Though if they were anywhere else, Jared would have wanted to do much more.

“Tomorrow,” Jared repeated.

Anna nodded. “See you then,” she said, her breathing a little heavy.

She walked away, and Jared opened the store, though half of him definitely just wanted to close early and follow Anna wherever she went. But the lust faded eventually, and he was back to business. Though he still found it quite hard to concentrate for pretty much the entire rest of the day.

They had exchanged numbers during their lunch, but the store got busy and Jared didn’t get a chance to text Anna, nor did he get anything from her. He was a little disappointed, but he doubted that the connection had already faded in just a few hours of separation. Tomorrow couldn’t come soon enough.

Jared knew he was lucky. He hadn’t gone on a date since he had decided to buy the shop, so it had been several dry months, more than half a year. For a beautiful woman like this to come up to him and ask him out while he was managing the shop, well, what were the odds?

When the next day came, lunchtime approached and Anna had not come to the store yet. Jared was working, of course, but he wasn’t able to get her off of his mind. He didn’t want to text her and ask about it though; somehow, it seemed childish. They had just talked to yesterday, there was no need to confirm plans that were supposed to happen within a half hour or so.

As timing would have it, someone walked into the store just as his phone buzzed in his pocket, and really quickly he slid it out of his pocket and took a glance at the message. His heart skipped a beat when he saw it was from Anna, but the message itself didn’t make any sense to him.

It just said, ‘It’s OK. I’ll see you again.’

“What?“ Jared muttered, and then he looked up at the customer and saw that it was Julie, and she was coming right to the counter.

He set his phone down, smiling at her despite the confusing emotions from the text message. “Julie, hi. Good to see you again.”

“You too, Jared,” Julie said. She sounded a little nervous. She raised a hand and pushed her auburn hair off to the side, so it didn’t obscure her face.

“I hope you still like the scarf,” he said. “I know it hasn’t quite gotten cold enough to need to use it, but...”

She beamed. “Oh, definitely. Actually...”

Julie opened up her light jacket to show Jared what she was wearing. To his surprise, he saw that the scarf was tied loosely around her waist, cinching her shirt like an exterior belt. A fashion statement, and it actually looked very good. Something about the make of the scarf made it versatile in that way.

“Wow, look at that.” Jared tapped a finger on the counter. “You can make it work in any weather.”

“Thanks.” Julie closed her jacket. “So, anyway, I actually came here to see if maybe you’d like to get some lunch with me? Don’t you close for lunch around now?”

“Lunch?” Jared was dumbfounded, wondering if he was even awake. “Um...”

How did he explain to her that he had just gotten lunch with Anna yesterday? For that matter, was it really that important? Anna had talked about Julie at lunch, which led him to believe they were good friends. Surely, Anna would have told Julie that she had gone out with him. So what was going on? It wasn’t like they were married, or even really dating after one lunch, but he didn’t want to be sleazy.

Julie clearly sensed his hesitance. There was no denying that she was attractive, and to have someone like this interested in him, well, it just felt stupid to say no to anything like that.

“I’m sorry,” Julie said. “Did Anna talk to you? She said she was going to.”

“Not today,” Jared said, coming back to reality. “She did ask me to lunch yesterday, but you probably know that...”

“We talked about it,” Julie said with a nod. “And I know it sounds odd, and it is odd for us, but something...well, I don’t know what, but the bottom line is that she doesn’t mind if I ask you to lunch, and I don’t mind that you went out with her. We both just want to...spend time with you.”

That text message from Anna—was that her telling him that she didn’t mind if he got lunch with Julie, knowing that her friend would be at the shop any minute?

It had to be. Of course it made no sense at first, but now it did. And it wasn’t even like she was telling him she didn’t want to go out again. She said she’d see him again soon.

“Okay. Okay.” Jared began to accept the situation out loud. “All right. I acknowledge that this is odd, but I am going to lean into it. Yes, let’s go to lunch.”

Jared shut the shop down and went outside with Julie. The light jacket she wore was brown with a black trim, and she had on a pair of jeans that showed off the shape of her legs very well. The peek she had given him underneath her jacket was a tempting one, showing a low-cut shirt with a lot of cleavage. It definitely seemed like an outfit she had chosen for a date, and it made him wish he had something a little more attractive on. Not that Julie seemed to mind.

They went to a different place—it was too weird taking Julie to Jack’s literally the day after he had taken Anna there. They specialized in fresh foods like salads and broth bowls and things like that. Not Jared’s favorite, and as he learned while they sat and ate, not Julie’s favorite either, but she had picked it because she wanted to look healthy, and Jared had agreed because he would probably have sat and eaten street hot dogs on the curb if that was what she had wanted to do.

“I don’t want to ask too much about whatever is going on between you two,” Jared said, “or whatever. But it’s just...” He swallowed.

“Hm?” Julie gave him a wide-eyed, innocent look, right at the same time that her hand grabbed his upper thigh underneath the table.

“Whoa...” He let slip out.

“I’ll ask you, just to get it out,” she said. “Does this—”

As she said it, she squeezed his leg.

“—bother you?”

Wow.

“No,” he said, reaching down and placing his hand on hers. “Not at all.”

Julie gave a mischievous smile, then slid her hand inward, finding his crotch and letting her dainty fingers run over the outlines of his manhood. Jared’s breath caught in his throat as he found himself immediately growing hard.

Julie shaped her mouth into a little O of surprise and gave his hardening cock a squeeze. She grinned, then took her hand away.

“Damn. I am really getting, um, a little ahead of myself.” She laughed. “I swear I am not normally like this. This is definitely something different for me.”

“Well,” Jared said, trying to sound as though he wasn’t so turned on he wanted to throw her over the table right there. “If it helps at all, whatever you’re doing, you’re definitely doing a great job.”

That made her laugh again.

“No more fondling you out here in public,” she whispered, shaking her head. “I really don’t know what I was thinking.”

Jared put his hand on her own leg under the table, sliding his thumb in between her thighs and noting to his satisfaction how they parted as the simple intrusion. But he pulled back too, not insisting.

“I just had to get one for myself,” he said to her with a wink.

Julie bit her lip. Jared would have paid a hundred thousand dollars to know what was going through her head at that moment.

“Excuse me for just a minute,” she said, standing while she slid her phone off the table. “Just something I have to...excuse me.”

“Sure, of course,” he said, giving her a nod, then looking down at his barely-eaten food and cursing himself, sure that he had somehow totally blown it. It was a situation where it had seemed impossible to do so—she was literally pawing at his cock under the table—and yet now she was gone and he was here staring at some kind of fish soup he hardly remembered ordering. He took a bite and remembered that it wasn’t that bad, but it was certainly no cheeseburger.

A flash of movement out the front window of the restaurant caught his eye, and he almost did a double take when he saw it was Julie out there, waving at him to come out. He got up and went outside.

“Everything alright?” He asked her.

“Yeah! Sorry, it’s just, something came up and I need to cut this short. I’m so sorry.” She grabbed his hand, looking into his eyes. “Really. But listen, I mean, since we hardly ate lunch...”

At those words, her fingers stroked the palm of his hand.

“I’m thinking dinner, and to make up for leaving, I’ll pick you up. Just text me your address when you get a chance later on, okay?”

“I have a feeling you wouldn’t take no for an answer. Not that I would say no. So, yes.”

“You’re right about that,” Julie said. She leaned forward and gave him a kiss, and for someone who was in a hurry, it lasted a while. Jared pressed against her, feeling her breasts up against his chest, warm and yielding and lovely.

“See you tonight,” he said when it was over, hard again already, and he watched her walk off, heading toward wherever she had parked her car.

If this was a dream, he hoped he’d stay asleep for a lot longer.

Jared went back to the shop and finished out the day, and then got home to figure out what exactly he wanted to wear for this dinner. He did text Julie his address, but he didn’t want to ask her where they were going or how he should dress—it seemed like she was in a much more spontaneous type of place, and the last thing he wanted to do was take her in a different direction. The direction she had been going suited him just fine.

Jared had still expected some kind of ‘On my way’ or ‘See you soon’ kind of text message, so when his doorbell rang and he didn’t even have pants on, he panicked just a little.

“Just a second!” he called out, not sure if his voice reached the door. He just grabbed the nearest pair of jeans and pulled them on, slipping a belt through the loops and trying not to look like he had run to the door once he pulled it open.

“Sorry, I—” Jared stopped. He blinked. It wasn’t Julie—it was Julie and Anna both.

“Oh. Hi, Anna. Julie. Um...” Jared wasn’t sure what to say. Anna was wearing an amazing outfit, something decidedly...skimpy, with shorts that were far too short for the weather, and a shirt that looked more like a nightie than anything else.

Both of the women looked at Jared with gazes that could not be described as anything else but hungry.

“I didn’t expect you both,” he said, stating the obvious as he looked at the two of them. Julie’s outfit wasn’t all that different from her friend Anna’s—tight booty shorts that ended just an inch below the gap in her thighs, and a shirt that was sheer enough to see the lacy bra beneath.

“I want—”

“I need—”

Both of them talked at once, looked at each other, then looked back at Jared. 

“Oh, the hell with it,” Julie said, and she stepped forward into Jared’s apartment and she put her lips on his, kissing him hungrily while reaching around behind him and squeezing the cheeks of his ass through his jeans.

Jared made a grunt of surprise, eyes wide as he looked at Anna, who was watching the two of them impatiently. Julie’s tongue pushed into his mouth and he accepted it for a moment before she pulled back, breathing heavily. Her long auburn hair had fallen into her face, and she moved it out of the way, where it draped across her creamy shoulders where the narrow straps of her sheer top swooped over.

“So,” Jared said, catching his own breath a little bit, “is this why you two are here? I mean, you’ve both been...really...”

“Yes,” Anna said. “Fuck dinner, fuck propriety, fuck whatever. Both of us want you and both of us are going to have you. If you’ll...invite us in.”

Jared made sure not to mess up his next words. “Please. Come in.”

The two women came inside and Julie closed the door behind them. It struck Jared as funny that he had put his pants on for apparently no reason, but then Anna’s hands were on his shoulders and she was kissing him, and then their lips parted and she said to him, “Bedroom.”

He took her hand and led her there with Julie as well. He heard the barely audible sound of their steps as they quickly walked to his bedroom.

They got to the bedroom and Anna pushed him down on the bed, and he found that he didn’t really care too much how or why it was happening, as long as it was happening. And it was. And Jared realized he’d never been in a threesome before, and he didn’t know if Julie and Anna had—he had kind of just assumed, what with how hard they came onto him and how eager the two of them were to be here—but this might be new to them, too.

He didn’t know exactly what to do, but there were worse things to have to figure out on the fly.

Speaking of which, he tugged down the fly on his jeans and got them off with the help of Julie tugging them down. Meanwhile, Anna had crept up to the top of the bed with him and suddenly had her knees on either side of his chest, straddling him. With a quick motion, she slid her lingerie-style shirt up over her head, letting it slowly slide over the bra cupping her breasts, teasing Jared with the sight as she revealed the taut olive skin of her stomach.

“It’s a front clasp,” she whispered down at him. Her short black hair had gotten a little messy, falling over her face in a sexy way while it brushed at her shoulders. Her bra was black and had little white polka dots and was full of something between a C-cup and a D-cup and Jared’s hands were on it, his fingertips pressing into the warm flesh of her bosom that peeked over the bra before he found the clasp in the front and popped it open.

Anna moaned in approval as her breasts came free, and Jared did the same, relishing the sight of her dark nipples while the boobs bounced free of their bonds.

“Touch them,” Anna commanded, slipping the bra off her arms and whipping it off to the side of the bedroom.

Jared brought his hands up to her boobs, taking one in each, loving the soft weight of them. Her nipples were hard and he brushed his thumbs over them, making her close her eyes in a brief sigh of pleasure.

“Absolutely fucking gorgeous,” he whispered to her, still somewhat thinking he had to be asleep, despite how amazing these tits felt in his hand, and despite how down below—

—Julie had gotten both his pants and his boxers off and her hand just wrapped around his cock, one foot away from her friend’s asscheeks where she was sitting down on his stomach. It was strange not being able to see her while she touched him, and while she stroked his hard eight-inch length, her other hand went to his balls and caressed them, and god did it feel good.

“That’s nice,” Anna said to him, as his divided focus went back to her breasts and his fingers worked on her nipples. “But I have a question for you, Jared. Do you eat pussy?”

He let out a breath. “When it’s fed to me.”

Anna licked her lips. “Help me out, Julie.”

She tilted forward, putting her elbows onto the bed and letting her breasts fall into Jared’s face. She pressed them down onto his cheeks while she lifted her booty up. Jared felt the hands come off of his junk and heard Julie pulling Anna’s shorts and underwear down, though her tits in his face obscured any chance at seeing the wonderful sight.

“Mm. Perfect.” Anna got back on her knees and scooted forward, shoving her pussy into Jared’s face just at the same time that Julie’s lips wrapped around his cock and began sucking on him.

He groaned into Anna’s tender flesh, the short hairs of her trimmed cunt grinding into his face. Her hands buried themselves in his hair and she pushed herself into his face, moaning. He licked up her lips, tasting her essence, and shoving his tongue deep inside her, loving the slight feeling of resistance her tunnel gave him.

“Fuck yes,” Anna cried while she rode his face, forcing his tongue deeper into her. Julie, meanwhile, was taking his cock all the way into her mouth, and judging by how she was wriggling, she was taking her own clothes off as well to get just as naked as her friend while slurping on the head of Jared’s cock.

Anna pulled off his face and slid backward, shoving her rear end down toward Julie so that she was face to face with Jared, and she stuck her tongue in his mouth and tasted herself. Jared’s cock felt a cold breeze when Julie pulled off, and a loud smack when she hit her friend on the ass and made her olive asscheeks bounce. Then Julie ate her friend from behind, tasting the same pussy that Jared had tasted and licking Anna’s tight little asshole as well, her tongue going back and forth between her friend’s holes while she made out with Jared. 

Julie smacked her ass a few more times as she ate her, making Anna flinch with pain and pleasure and moan into Jared’s mouth. Then she stopped eating her friend out and grabbed her hips.

“I get a turn on his face,” she said, before pulling Anna’s hips down so that in one smooth motion her hot, soaking wet cunt ate up Jared’s cock all the way to the base.

“Oh, fuck!” Jared cried out as Anna sat back on his cock. She was so hot and wet, gripping him while he was inside of her even though he’d slid into her warmed-up pussy so easily. Julie came around and straddled Jared’s face backwards. He saw her supple, ample white ass hovering over him, and then she settled her shaved, wet pussy down on his face and he tasted her too, burying his tongue in her while Anna rode his cock like she was on a mission.

Julie sat back heavy on his face, smothering him, and Jared took in small sips of air through his nose as he jammed his tongue into her cunt, smelling her musk while he pleasured her. Anna leaned forward so that his cock was halfway out of her and grabbed her friend by the shoulders, and Jared got a glimpse of the two of them making out ferociously, tongues swabbing around each other, Anna tasting her pussy on Julie’s lips now.

Anna went back and forth between riding his cock and swapping spit with her friend, her hands grabbing Julie’s big tits and pinching her nipples hard. Julie screamed in pleasure while she grinded herself on Jared’s face and then all of a sudden she was cumming, her behind twitching while she sat on Jared and she pressed in on him harder and harder while her pussy spasmed around him and he found her clit and sucked on it until she yelled and had to pull off of him to get him to stop.

“Give me your cunt,” Julie pleaded, pushing Anna back so that Jared’s cock popped out of her, and then she made her scoot over Jared’s cock and lay back so that his dick pressed up against her back while Julie ate her pussy right on top of it.

With Julie bent over him in a 69 position, Jared couldn’t resist getting his tongue back in her pussy again, and she flinched at the sensitive contact but soon it was back to feeling good again, and she spread her legs wide so he could get into her.

Julie stuck two fingers up Anna’s asshole and sucked on her clit until Anna had a screaming orgasm, squirting her juices over her friend’s face and Jared’s lap, humping and grinding against Julie’s mouth until she was all spent.

She lay back for a minute, panting and exhausted, until getting up so that Jared’s cock could spring free from being trapped underneath her. With Julie still spreading her ass and pussy right over Jared’s face, she and Anna licked and sucked at his cock, each of them taking turns sucking it deep into their throats while also licking up and down the shaft and Anna, between his legs, sucking and licking at his balls and popping them into her mouth.

It was incredible and hot and wet and Jared couldn’t stand another second of it.

“I’m going to...” he couldn’t even get the words out as the two of them just kept licking and sucking on the head of his dick, their tongues twirling around each other, and then he was blowing his load all over them, painting their faces and tongues with thick ropes of cum that they swallowed at every opportunity, getting his load both inside of them all over their tits and faces. He had the hardest, longest orgasm of his life, until it felt like he had pumped out absolutely everything his body had to offer, and all his tensed muscles relaxed and he lay back on the bed, panting, practically on the verge of passing out.

“Fucking hell,” Julie said. “That was the best sex that I have ever had. In my life. I’m...kind of worried it will be impossible to top.”

“Like...we just both peaked?” Anna asked.

“Yeah,” Julie said.

“Yeah,” Anna agreed, and laughed.

“I would say the same,” Jared said to them as they laid all over him, “but I think it’s...hah...implied.”

They rested there a while, reveling in the afterglow of it all (though at a certain point Anna did nip up to get something to clean up with—however she did stay naked for the rest of the recovery period, her nipples still unceasingly hard). 

“I guess I can’t stay here forever,” Anna finally said, after some forty-five minutes of catching their breath and running their hands over each other’s bodies.

“You sure?” Jared said. “I might give up the store if it meant we would stay in this bed forever.”

“You’re cute,” Julie said, planting a kiss on his chest before pushing herself up. The two of them started to get dressed and Jared sat up in the bed.

“At the risk of being...lame,” Jared said. “You two are beautiful. This will go down as one of the best days of my life. How did this happen?”

Julie and Anna looked at each other. Anna shrugged, and Jared saw she still had the pendant on. “It was just something we decided we wanted to do,” Anna said. “Guys aren’t the only ones who just need a good fuck sometimes.”

“After we came into the store, I just...” Julie tossed her hair after she slid her shirt on. “I don’t know. I couldn’t get you out of my head. And Jesus...I was horny like I was in college again. I just had to go with what my body was telling me.” She grinned. “No regrets.”

“I’m sure we’ll see you around,” Anna said. “And if we ever want a little fuck sesh, we have your number. Come on Jules, I do have to get to work.”

Anna blew him a kiss. “Bye, Jared.”

“Bye,” he said, raising his hand in an inane wave. They left the bedroom and he soon heard his apartment door close, but he still needed another minute on the bed. He let out a big sigh. It had been a fast and wild couple of days, and he realized that he needed this kind of outlet badly after the stress of opening and running the store. He felt like a human again, who had other things to do besides paperwork and product ordering.

It felt good. 

When he was at long last up and dressed and eating a turkey sandwich for dinner in lieu of whatever date he had thought he’d be going on, he got an email about an industry trade show. He knew it was something he wanted to do, so he went ahead and bought a ticket for it online. It was a four-hour drive away, not too far, but enough that he’d be better off booking a hotel if he didn’t want to be run ragged. It would be a good opportunity to find some new stuff for the store.

And to maybe arrange a product swap with someone else in the industry, if he had some things that would suit them. He got to work making a post in the online group with his inventory, some things that hadn’t seemed to move in his area. He was sure he would find some takers.

What he didn’t know was what was going to happen to him at the trade show.

And how much he was going to love it.
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Jared locked up the door to his shop. For the first time, he wouldn’t be working it on the weekend days. The Gems & More Boutique would be in the hands of someone else while he traveled for a retail trade show. He’d opened the store a little over a month ago, and in that time had hired someone he trusted to be a part-time manager when he wasn’t able to be at the store.

The new hire, Melody, had a copy of the key, and Jared would be back Sunday afternoon. It was Friday today, and he’d leave for the trade show tomorrow morning. It was a three-hour drive and he’d set up an early check-in at a hotel near the convention center.

He got home to pack, and while in his bedroom he couldn’t help but think about Anna and Julie. It had been about two weeks since their wild threesome in this very room, and truth be told, he’d thought about the two of them more than once. How could he not?

Whatever had gripped those two beautiful women two weeks ago had been powerful and resulted in the best night of Jared’s life—but it had also been fleeting, and their little tryst hadn’t repeated itself.

It had been an amicable parting—not really a breakup, as they’d never dated for real, and he still saw them come into the shop occasionally, but over time the lust had faded and life had just gone back to normal.

Even so, he still wondered how he had gotten so lucky.

He finished packing his clothes and got settled for the night, his mind drifting again to his night with the two women, which helped him fall into a very pleasant sleep.

The next morning, Jared didn’t waste any time. He was eager to hit the road. He grabbed his suitcase, locked up his apartment, loaded up his car with his personal belongings as well as the merchandise he needed to bring for the show, and got going.

The show was in a place called Tellmont City, which he had never been to before, but it wasn’t like he would have time to sightsee anyway. He was really just there for the show, and then it would be back to the boutique with hopefully more than an armful of nice new things to stock.

After being drained by Anna and Julie, sex was the last thing on his mind. But then also, sometimes it was the first thing on his mind. Really, it went back-and-forth. The one thing Jared knew was that he didn’t feel the need to go out and grab another hot date right away. The fling with Anna and Julie had been a much-needed break in the midst of business, business, business, but now it was back to, well...business. And at a convention full of people with the very same things on their minds, Jared didn’t expect many distractions. Certainly not of the prurient variety.

Actually, he was quite excited for this thing that most people would probably find boring. This would be his first real appearance as an industry professional, even if he didn’t necessarily feel like a complete professional yet. He was sure he would be the person at the conference with the least tenure in the retail business, but that just meant that he could learn the most.

“I hope people like what I have to offer,” Jared said to himself with uncertainty. He hadn’t spent much time thinking about his own merchandise. Okay, so maybe he had his mind on sex a little bit after the threesome. That distraction would go away once he set foot in the convention center.

The drive was uneventful—though he did see the aftermath of a minor accident—and he pulled into his hotel on good time but a little stiff. He stretched once he got out of the car, then grabbed his things, checked in, and lugged everything up to the room. The room was nice, with far too many pillows on the bed and a nice view of the city out the window from the fourth floor. Jared tossed a few pillows onto the floor on the window side and unpacked his suitcase from the bed, getting most of the stuff out before zipping it shut and flopping down on the bed. 

Part of him wish that he invited either Anna or Julie – or both of them – to the convention with him. Not that they necessarily would have been receptive, but it could have been something. Damn it. He was thinking about that night again, and he didn’t want the first thing he did in this hotel room to be lying down and jerking off.

He glanced at his phone and then sat up. He had lost track of time a little, and he actually had to get a move on if he was going to get to the convention at the right time. There was definitely no time to jerk off. Definitely.

He grabbed at his crotch through his pants and groaned.

“No!” He stood up. There was work to do, damn it, and giving in to these primal urges would only lead to more of them coming later and stronger. 

Jared left the hotel room and took the stairs down to the lobby to give his erection time to fade, which it did by the time he had to be in front of anyone. He got in his car and pulled up the map app on his phone to get him to the convention center, which was just a few minutes away.

The parking lot of the place told him that he was definitely not there early. He ended up finding a spot a couple football fields away from the convention center’s main entrance and hauling his case full of stuff all the way through it with him. 

It was a trade show, not a trading show—an exchange of goods was not really part of the deal, but from what he’d read about the show and what he’d heard from the previous store owner Jill when they’d talked about it, a fun part of it was trading product with someone if you felt it could benefit both of your stores. She had given him a lead on someone he could ask about that very thing, and he intended to find them as soon as he could.

Once he walked in through the open doors of the convention center, the sound of the place was immediately loud and vibrant. The convention was in full swing, and looking around the huge space that was simply the entrance lobby of the center, Jared already felt overwhelmed. Huge staircases dominated the left and right sides of the expansive hall, leading up to a second floor that would probably accommodate as many people as a football stadium.

Just get where you need to be, learn a few things, then see if you can find the tradespeople, he thought to himself. Rebecca Johnson, owner of Accoutrements. I’m sure you’ll see her around.

Once he was less dazzled by the glass and metal landscape of the modern convention center around him, he got his head on straight and found some directions toward where the trade show would be taking place.

He carried his small case of items at his side and made his way toward the grouping of four large rooms that would comprise the trade show. Once he saw the large sign indicating the name of the trade show, he breathed a small sigh of relief. 

There were three attendants outside one set of double doors, sitting behind a series of three large tables. The tables were scattered with ID badges. Jared walked over to the attendant who was assigned the letter grouping of his last name and got his badge, then finally made his way inside.

Wow.

The space was lively, to say the least, and this was only one of four spots in the center. Tables; booths; tents. Large screens showed demonstrations of everything from in-store displays to security systems. Commercial real estate reps wore bright colors and unsettlingly-large smiles. There were tables, stacks, racks, shelves, drawers, and piles of merchandise from a sea of vendors, and amid it all swam a swarm of attendees.

Damn, Jared thought. Maybe I should have brought more suitcases. And had more money.

He entered into the fray, and it was hardly past one minute when he came across a lingerie vendor. And this stand was not at all shy about its product. In a move that seemed wild for a daytime conference for owners of retail space, their corner setup had no fewer than four women wearing nothing but lingerie. Granted, it wasn’t the skimpiest that they had to offer—the women’s huge breasts were mostly teased at underneath nighties, and some frilly panties that obscured much of the treasures beneath—or rather, left it to one’s imagination.

The skimpier stuff was on full display, though, and the way it was hung up in form made it not-too-hard to imagine a sexy woman taking it for a romp. Not too hard at all.

One of the blonde women waved at him and tipped him a wink. Jared smiled back thinking, Jesus. Look at the crowd they’ve drawn. Practically all the male eyes in a 200-foot radius were on this booth. And more than a few women, too. Some of both sexes were disapproving, but most of the people seemed to be enjoying it.

The conference had just started, after all. Why not have some fun?

Jared walked over to the lady who had tipped him the wink. “Hey. You all look like you’re having fun.”

The woman laughed. Her lingerie was trimmed with red and very eye-catching. “So much fun,” she said.

Jared grinned. “You guys get a lot of customers?”

“Hmm, maybe.” She gave him a flirty look. “Are you in need of some flirty and sexy little numbers? I have a very...sexy...price list I can show you.”

He barked out a laugh, taken by surprise. “On my own, I probably wouldn’t have stocked lingerie. But actually, the previous owner of my store did recommend stocking some items like this. I just hadn’t gotten around to it. In fact...”

Jeremy looked past the woman and at her booth again, where he saw that the brand she was representing was Accoutrements. And though he had missed it at first, for obvious reasons, the small name tag stuck gently atop her left breast read ‘Rebecca.’

“Oh. Is your name Rebecca Johnson?”

She looked a little surprised, but nodded. “That’s me.”

“Small world. I can’t believe I found you this quick.” Jared hesitated, then swept a hand in the air, gesturing at the display. “Well, maybe it’s not that crazy. I own the Gems and More Boutique now. As a matter of fact, Jill Waterstone referred me to speak to you about a product trade at this conference. My name is Jared.”

He held out a hand, and Rebecca took it eagerly.

“Jared Mills. Jill did give me a call about you. So G and B is in the hands of a male owner, how about that? It’s been a long time.” She released the handshake. “ I think you’re going to be pleased. Our products always did really well there under Jill, but she hadn’t been able to attend the conference in a while and ordering became a hassle for her. I’m sure we can strike a great deal.”

“I take it now is not a good time,” Jared said, looking around the area. A lot of people were approaching the booth, and the other three ladies were already talking to some potential clients.

“Yeah, let us finish the show, as it were,” Rebecca said. “As a matter of fact, it seems like there’s a bit of a line behind you. But here—”

She turned back to the booth and grabbed one of the business cards, turning it over and scribbling on the back. Jared got a full look at her. Her long brown hair, resting in contrast against the red trim of her mostly sheer lingerie. The ample, round white curves of her ass, filling out the frilly panties such that they couldn’t hide very much of it, and the creamy skin of her long legs stretched down far beneath them.

Jared was almost mad at himself for having sex on the brain again, but he could hardly blame himself for that at this point.

Rebecca finished what she was doing and turned around again, and the view from the front was just as good as the view from the back. She held out the business card to Jared, and he took it.

“My personal number is on the back,” Rebecca said. “I have to deal with everyone else for now, but give me a call around 4:30 PM when we’ve closed shop, and we’ll get together.”

“Thanks. Looking forward to it,” Jared said. “Here’s my card too, my cell is on it.”

He glanced back over his shoulder, seeing a line of four other men behind him. He turned back to Rebecca. “I’ll leave you to it.”

Somewhat reluctantly, Jared did leave Rebecca and the rest of the lingerie ladies behind, moving deeper into the conference proper. But he had hardly gotten 100 feet away before someone else approached him, this time, a man.

“Hey,” the guy said to him. He was a few inches shorter than Jared, with closely trimmed black hair and an unpleasant look on his shaven face.

“Hey,” Jared responded, stopping. “Can I help you with something?“

Jared expected to get pitched to, which he had dealt with plenty of times in his life, so he was surprised when the next words out of the man’s mouth were nothing of the sort.

“Saw you getting sweet with Rebecca,” he said to Jared, glaring. “Don’t get any ideas, eh buddy? We got a history and we’re planning to spend some time together, you get it?”

“Yikes.” Jared didn’t know whether to laugh or if the guy was going to hit him. He certainly wasn’t cracking a smile. “Just trying to buy some of her stuff, buddy. I’ll tell her you were looking for her, though.”

“Cute.” The guy walked past him, bumping Jared with his shoulder.

“Didn’t even tell me his name,” Jared said, looking after him. “I’ll call him Burly.”

The man didn’t seem intent on turning around and causing any more trouble, so Jared moved on, brushing it off. So far, this conference had not gone the way he expected, and he’d only been in here for like fifteen minutes.

Jared meandered through the rest of the conference at a leisurely pace. He collected quite a few business cards, had a few good conversations, and ended up getting a late lunch with a few people who were in a similar boat as him as new business owners.

Overall, he definitely found the conference worthwhile, but regardless of the business goings-on, he still made time to circle back and catch a glimpse of the lingerie stand more than a couple times.

Back at the conference, he hoped Rebecca wasn’t just doing a favor to her old friend by meeting with him. Well, she most assuredly was, but Jared hoped he could bring something to the table and not just be some kind of a pity meeting.

He had already seen her in her underwear. It wasn’t like the meeting could be any weirder than that.

Jared hung around the conference until things slowed down and vendors and the like started packing up their stations. A few people he had met invited him to dinner, but he had to turn them down since he had other plans. When he’d brought up that the reason he couldn’t go out with them was because he had a meeting with Rebecca, the responses were interesting. There was jealousy from the men—and more than one of the women that he talked to—but nothing as bad as his friend ‘Burly.’ Jared made a mental note to ask Rebecca about that; he was pretty curious to see what she’d say.

Business meeting or not, he couldn’t forget how hot she had looked in that lingerie, and the view he got of her as they talked...and when she had bent over to write down her number on her business card. Yes, that had been quite a view. So stunning that it crept up and revisited him if he closed his eyes for longer than half a second.

Keep it together, Jared, he commanded himself. You can’t just be thinking about her ass the whole time that you’re meeting with her. At least wait until she leaves.

“Speak of the devil.” His phone buzzed in his pocket. He had just reached his car in the sea of the convention center parking lot, and he popped open the door while he pulled his phone out and answered it with a hello.

“Hey—Jared?”

“Yes, hi. Is this Rebecca?”

“In the flesh.” She paused. “Well, I guess not. But yes, it’s Rebecca. Have you gotten anything to eat yet? Lacey and I—we’re co-owners, you would have seen her in the sky blue set—wanted to grab some dinner and thought you might want to join us. We can talk shop too of course.”

“Sure, that sounds great. Did you have a place in mind? I haven’t been to this city before.”

“There’s actually a nice spot in the convention center’s hotel, one of the restaurants here, Ricardo’s. I’m in my room here now anyway just dropping stuff off, but we can meet you there in fifteen minutes.”

“Sounds like Italian food. Delicious. I’ll see you two there.”

Jared ended the call and put his phone back in his pocket, looking back across the huge parking lot and realizing he had walked all this way just to turn around, and he had to carry his merchandise all the way back with him to boot. He sighed. He wasn’t going to get in his car just to park a little closer now that the place was emptying out, so he locked up and returned to the convention center.

He hadn’t had a chance to get a look at the hotel attached to the convention center, and he went through the long main hallway, past the ballroom doors, to get to it. 

His first impression was: ritzy. The marble floor was flecked with shining gold and the ceiling of the lobby area towered forty feet above his head, hung with massive sculptures that would surely kill dozens of people if they ever fell off the ceiling.

An elegant sign hanging down from a lower part of the ceiling told him that Ricardo’s restaurant was past the lobby and a little further beyond the side entrance doors of the hotel. He would arrive there pretty much right on time, maybe just a little early.

The front of the restaurant was open, inviting any hotel guests or visitors in. Jared stepped into their waiting area and looked around. It was a nice-looking place, dark and elegant. There was even jazz music floating in the air of the restaurant, though it wasn’t played live. Jared was grateful for that. If this place employed a live jazz band, he probably wouldn’t have been able to afford it.

“Hey! Jared.”

He turned around to see two women walking into Ricardo’s. It was strange, having seen the two women in lingerie before he’d seen them in anything else, and now they were dressed in, well, normal clothes. Rebecca’s long brown hair draped over her shoulders, brushing against a strappy red top that showed a lot of skin. Her jeans were snug, but roomy enough to keep her phone in her pocket without half of it bulging out and threatening to fall.

Lacey, whom Jared did remember seeing now that she was in front of him again, was a blonde, with shoulder length hair and light blue eyes that almost matched the shade of the lingerie she had worn on the convention floor. She wore a black top and an off-white skirt that stopped just above her knees.

“Rebecca,” Jared said. “And you must be Lacey.” 

He shook both their hands. “Thanks for meeting with me. Accoutrements must have done well out there from what I saw.”

“Oh, we always do,” Lacey said with a toss of her hair and a coy smile. “The day men stop caring about sex, maybe sales will dwindle.”

“So you plan on staying in business forever and ever and ever,” Jared said, and they both laughed along with him. “Thanks again for sitting down with me, even if it’s just as a favor to Jill.”

“I’m sure you have your own charm,” Rebecca said. “I mean, hell, you’re one of probably one-point-five-percent of dudes out there who wasn’t leering at us like a dog.”

The host came to them then and led them over to a table.

“You just didn’t see me doing it,” Jared said as they walked over together. “I definitely got at least one leer in. Maybe two or three.”

“You must have been looking at Angela,” Lacey said. “Got a thing for redheads?”

“Actually I’m really into bald women,” Jared responded. “I’m on that dating site, Alopecia Singles. I’m what they call ‘a catch.’”

They were seated amid more laughter, around a round table with a white tablecloth and nice linen place settings. A soft yellow light in a stained glass casing hung above the table, but not close enough for any of them to knock their heads on. The waiter arrived shortly and poured them all some water, then gave them time to look over the menu.

“It would probably be better to handle the goods before we start eating,” Rebecca said, casting a glance at the case that Jared had set on the floor next to the table. “What did you bring for us, Jared?”

“Sure, that’s a good idea,” Jared said. He leaned over and brought his small case up onto the table, moving his small plate aside and placing it on the place setting.

“I talked with Jill some about Accoutrements, and after learning what your business is all about, I selected a few pieces from what I brought to my boutique once I took ownership. I think they’ll be great for your clientele.”

Lacey and Rebecca looked on excitedly as Jared opened the small case on the table. Inside were twenty or so neatly-arranged pieces of jewelry.

“Please feel free to take a look and handle them,” Jared said. Rebecca and Lacey were happy to, reaching forward to gently lift pendants by the chain and delicately pull free bracelets and earrings.

“These are gorgeous,” Rebecca said. “They must be from a line that Jill hadn’t used; I haven’t seen these designs before.”

Jared nodded. “The designer is actually a friend of mine whose jewelry business is kind of just starting to blow up. Her stuff was one of the things I brought to the table when I met with Jill about taking ownership of the boutique.”

“This red is astonishing,“ Rebecca said, holding a pendant in her hand. She held it up to herself and pressed it against her chest.

Jared smiled. “I thought the vibrant colors would go well with the Accoutrements evening wear. After seeing you all at the convention today, I feel even stronger about that.”

Rebecca slid the ruby pendant over her head, letting it rest on her chest against her bare skin. She smiled, looking over at her friend. “What do you think, Lacey?”

Lacey gushed, “It’s beautiful. May I...?”

Jared spread his hands. “Please go ahead. I was going to ask you both to take some samples and see how they worked with your different lines. I don’t know how many people you have working at your booth tomorrow, but I’m sure I have more than enough for each of them, if you wanted to give them a test run and see how the conference clientele responded.”

“You’re too kind.” Lacey held a bracelet with light blue beading and yellow gemstones, which she slipped onto her wrist and admired. “My god. I love it. And I see a few in the case that I know the other girls would look fantastic in while they’re out there shaking their booties, so to speak.”

“I’m so glad. Please, take whatever you like, and if all goes well I can help you ladies fulfill an order if you wanted to stock up.”

Rebecca and Lacey took their pick, keeping their pieces on themselves, but setting aside a few other necklaces and bracelets to bring back to their staff. Once it was all chosen, the women seemed very pleased, and Jared closed the case again and set it back down on the floor, just in time for the waiter to come by and take their order. After the order was taken and some colorful tea drinks were sat down on the table for them all, Rebecca started talking.

“So, Lacey and I decided that busting out a bunch of frilly panties and garters in Ricardo’s wasn’t the best idea.” She shook her head. “I mean, we’ve done this convention for six years, and all the staff here knows us and how we operate, but we save the racy stuff for the convention space where we paid for it. Hence why I’m not sitting down to eat here in my underwear.”

“Not that a lot of the people here would mind,” Lacey said, winking at her friend.

“Right,” Rebecca said with a laugh. “Anyway, my point is, we didn’t bring any product with us for the meeting, or at least for the dinner. We really just want to eat, though I am glad you brought your jewelry because I am more excited now than ever. Lacey and I are sharing a room here at the hotel attached to the convention center, so if it’s all right with you, after we eat, we can go up there and I can show you some of the product I had picked out for the boutique.”

Jared almost laughed at the absurdity of it. Of course she was right; what was she going to do, stand up and lay out a whole sexy outfit and tell him about the finer points of it while people were trying to eat their dinner? Lacey was right, some people would have loved the show, but a nice Italian restaurant was not quite the setting for that. He didn’t want to reveal that somehow he had expected exactly that to happen.

So he just nodded. “Yeah, of course. That makes sense, and as long as I’m not intruding, that works for me.“

“It’s not an intrusion at all,” Lacey said. “We can do a much better spread up in the room anyway, rather than laying things out on this table or the chairs or something.“

“Well then, thanks for the invite,” Jared said.

They talked business for a while, Jared telling them how the boutique was going, and the two women giving him a brief history of their business and how they had met Jill even before they had started Accoutrements. For Jared, it was a fascinating discussion with people passionate about the industry, and he knew there was a lot he could take away with him from these two women, besides just the memory of their asses in frilly underwear.

Though he would be taking that, too. 

It wasn’t too long before their food was served, a few plates of hot, fresh pasta and house-baked bread, redolent with the rich aroma of red sauce and fragrant oil. They each dug in, the conversation stalling for a few minutes as they satisfied their appetites.

Whether the place was particularly fancy or not, Jared enjoyed their food immensely, and knew that he would be coming back to this restaurant the next time that he visited the convention.

Rebecca’s pendant shone beautifully on her chest in the soft light of the restaurant. He watched it dangle over the edge of her plate when she leaned forward to take a bite, then rest comfortably back in the precipice of her cleavage once she straightened up again. It was hard to take his eyes off it, but he did his best to be polite.

Lacey’s bracelet glimmered on her wrist as well, and she was careful to keep it well away from her pasta as she ate, often holding her wrist up in the air a little when she took a bite just out of habit, to keep it away from any sauce or oil. The pieces really did look very good on both of them, and they weren’t even wearing the corresponding lingerie sets that Jared imagined they might pair even better with.

The discussion warmed up again once they had taken their first few bites, moving from business to more personal things, and Jared noticed that they both asked if he was single, with Lacey asking just a few minutes after Rebecca did. Which was a little odd, of course, but maybe they were just being flirty.

He couldn’t help but notice the way they were looking at him, though. At first, he thought they were just looking around the restaurant, looking past him at other tables, or looking for the waiter to get some more water. 

But the truth was that their eyes kept coming back to him.

Then he felt feet start hitting his under the table, and suddenly he was flashing back to the moments he had spent on that lunch date with Julie, where she had gotten her hand on his thigh...and then on his cock through his pants. Suddenly his mouth felt dry, and then his dick was hard underneath his jeans with a little warning.

Stop it, he told himself. You can’t go there every time a woman gets a little flirty with you. It’s going to poison your mind, and these two don’t deserve that treatment.

As the plates got emptier, though, the flirtation continued, and Jared really was not able to ignore it so much. If one of his hands rested on the table for any amount of time, one of the women would usually creep her own up onto it, stroking her fingers across the back of his hand or his palm. He wouldn’t pull away because it felt rude to do so, but he would find some way to get his hand off the table, only to later put the same hand or a different hand back and run into the same treatment.

Meanwhile, the foot touching had elevated to a calf rubbing against his own, and that was Rebecca. She looked him right in the eyes when he noticed her doing it and looked over at her, and she didn’t stop.

In his pants, his cock had yet to settle down, and had only grown more excited. It was taking all of his self-control not to return the flirtation just as aggressively as the two women were giving it to him. He had to clear his throat more than once before he said something a little too forward.

“This was a really good meal,” Jared said, trying to cut through some of the sexual tension in the air. It was thick enough that he could have spread it on what was left of the bread. “Thanks for bringing me to this place. I’ll definitely be coming back.”

“Oh, it’s our favorite around here,” Rebecca said. She had her hand on his at the table, her fingertips brushing across his knuckles in a lazy, dreamy way. “There’s a lot of stuff in this city that we could show you. Don’t you think, Lacey?”

“I can think of a few things I’d like to show Jared,” Lacey answered with a grin. “If he wanted to see, of course.”

“Me too,” Rebecca agreed. “Quite a lot of things... Right up in our room on the third floor here. Lucky it’s so close. What do you think, Jared?”

This time, she moved forward in her chair so that her knee could go deep up his inner thigh, just an inch or two away from feeling the strained fabric of his jeans with his dick pressing hard against them. Jared swallowed, trying not to let out a little whimper of desire.

“If you still have time to meet,” he let himself say, finally giving in and pressing his own leg up against Rebecca‘s, watching her smile grow as he did so. “I’d be happy to give both of you as much time as you need.”

“It’s settled, then,” Lacey said. She looked around, finding their waiter and waving him over for the check. Jared offered to pay the bill, or at least throw in for his meal, but they both waved him off so quickly and put a credit card in the billfold so abruptly that there wasn’t any time to argue. The waiter sensed their urgency and hurried back with the bill once it was taken care of.

“Come on, Jared,” Lacey told him, getting up and smiling demurely. “And don’t forget your case.”

He certainly would have forgotten it without that mention. Jared took it from the floor and the three of them left the restaurant, saying little quips that were forgotten forever five seconds after they left their lips, giggling excitedly. The elevator crept upward, a little slow for a modern hotel. Jared took the opportunity to say something.

“I know this is going to sound a little crazy,” he said, “but ever since I’ve gotten the store, I feel like women have been, uh...eyeing me more.”

“Well, Jared,” Rebecca said, putting a hand on his chest. “Lacey and I know exactly what’s going on. It’s why we were excited to see a man running the place, and a good-looking one at that.” She ran her hand down over his stomach, stopping at his waist. “Jill had a little side business going as a sort of matchmaker, setting people up, you know. So the people who shop there, they’re usually looking for a little something...more. So you’re in the middle of it now. Are you all right with that?”

Jared’s mouth dropped open. This was not in the real estate listing.

“Well?” Lacey asked, drawing out the word. The elevator slowed to a stop. “Not a problem, is it?”

“You leave the elevator first so I can look at your asses while we go to your room,” Jared said.

Lacey and Rebecca both giggled, and the elevator doors opened for them to grant his wish. The two women exited the elevator, with Lacey pulling her skirt tight around her bottom so that the shape of her ass showed more clearly to the watchful Jared.

“Like what you see?” Lacey asked, giving it a little shake. In answer, Jared reached out and squeezed her butt, getting a handful of delicious meat.

He followed them as they took a turn down the hall and went to the room, his eyes sliding between Lacey’s firm ass underneath her skirt, and Rebecca’s ampler one that filled out her jeans in such a way that made Jared wish he was a pair of her pants.

Lacey reached the door first and keyed it open, and the three of them went inside. The room was a suite, nicer than Jared’s, with two queen-sized beds and a kitchenette. That was all the detail he cared to take in, because once the door shut behind them, Rebecca grabbed him and pulled him into a kiss while Lacey slid her skirt down off her legs. 

Rebecca’s mouth was hot and her tongue was wet as it slid between his lips and found his. Her hand went around and grabbed at his ass while she kissed him.

“Mm,” she said when she pulled away. “Good kisser.”

“Let me see,” Lacey said, and leaning into it now, his apprehension gone, Jared grabbed Lacey by the arm and pulled her to him, pressing his lips against hers. He tasted her tongue while her blonde hair brushed his face, and he ran his hands down her back till he felt the waistband of her little blue panties and grabbed the cheeks of her ass with both hands, squeezing.

By the time they parted, he saw that Rebecca was completely naked, and she told them both to catch up. Her big breasts had light-brown nipples that looked practically as hard as Jared was right now.

“Let’s help each other,” Lacey said. “To move things along.”

She pulled up Jared‘s shirt from the bottom and he lifted his arms so she could slip it over his head. Before he had even thrown the shirt on the floor, she had his belt undone and yanked it from the loops, letting him undo his fly, and then she pulled down on his waistband so he could slide everything off and stand there with his excitement obvious.

“Your turn,“ she said.

Lacey was already down to her underwear, but instead of reaching for her shirt, Jared hooked his fingers in the waist of her blue panties and slid them down her legs, showing off her neatly-trimmed pussy. Then he ran his hands back up her legs and got her top off, letting it fall behind her and at the same time unhooking her bra from the back to free her C-cup breasts and excited pink nipples.

Jared took in both of their beautiful forms for a moment. Lacey stood right in front of the bed, and with a grin, Jared gave her a push so that she landed on the bed on her back. He slid up on her and hungrily sucked one of her pink nipples into his mouth, swirling his tongue around the stiff bud. She groaned and dug her fingers into his hair, scratching at his scalp.

Jared‘s hard cock pressed against Lacey’s mound, and he adjusted himself so that his stiffness slid along the slickness of her lower lips. She ground against him, rubbing into the friction and quivering in pleasure.

Rebecca got on the bed, coming around the back of Lacey and squatting down over her head, straddling her and getting her knees on the bed. “Use those mouths on me,” she told them, taking Jared’s head in her hands and bringing it to her tits.

Jared was smothered by Rebecca‘s huge breasts. He licked the soft flesh and pulled one of her big nipples into his mouth, teasing at it with his teeth. Rebecca threw her head back as Lacey began to eat her pussy from underneath her. She ground her crotch into her friend’s face while Jared sucked and pulled at both of her nipples, still teasing at Lacey’s clit with his hard cock.

“Eat my asshole, Lacey,” Rebecca commanded, adjusting her rear end so that Lacey could get better access to it. “I want to make sure it’s ready for Jared‘s cock.”

Right before she buried her face between Rebecca’s fat cheeks, Lacey said, “Fuck me while I rim her, Jared.” Then she dove into Rebecca’s asshole and Rebecca moaned and groaned and twisted as Lacey lapped at it and pressed her tongue inside.

It was so intense, Jared hardly had time to think about what they had said. He was a vessel with a hard cock and an insatiable lust that overtook him. Immediately, he slipped inside of Lacey’s hot cunt and buried himself in all the way, making her scream into Rebecca’s ass. Still sucking and pinching at Rebecca‘s nipples while she rode her friend’s face with her big ass, Jared slammed himself into Lacey’s soaking wet pussy while her hips thrust against him for more. He pulled back for just a second so that he could watch Rebecca‘s big tits bounce as she forced Lacey’s tongue deeper and deeper into her asshole. It was the hottest thing he had ever seen.

Rebecca looked down at him, panting and grinning while she listened to the wet slap of Jared‘s crotch against Lacey’s as he slammed himself into her tight pussy over and over.

“She wants you to cum inside her,“ Rebecca said to Jared, and in approval, Lacey pushed herself even harder against Jared‘s pounding.

“Oh fuck,“ Jared moaned, the command from the two of them pushing him over the edge almost instantly. He hadn’t even realized how close he was to cumming, and then he was spurting inside of her, slamming deep within her tunnel and filling her with his cum. It was so intense that he could barely hold himself upright with his arms, and he felt Lacey spasm below him as her own orgasm swept over her, helped along by Rebecca’s hand reaching down and rubbing furiously at her clit while Jared fucked her.

When his seemingly endless orgasm finally released him, Jared pulled his still-hard cock out of Lacey, and Rebecca got her ass off her face as well. She stood up on the bed atop the two of them.

“You have five minutes to get ready again, Jared,” Rebecca told him. “Then you’re going to fuck me in the ass.”

Lacey, panting, sat up on the bed. She was eye level with Rebecca’s cunt as the latter stood on the bed. “Open up your legs, Rebecca,” Lacey instructed. “I wasn’t done eating you.”

Lacey looked at Jared past Rebecca‘s legs. Her nipple, pink and still wet from Jared‘s suckling, rubbed against Rebecca‘s thigh. “You keep working on her ass, Jared. I didn’t finish there, either. Make sure she’s good and ready for that dick.”

Jared could practically hear Rebecca’s smile as she stood wider on the bed so that both of them could get access to her nether regions. She tilted her hips forward a bit and reached behind herself to spread her ass cheeks open, showing Jared the glistening pink beckoning of her asshole.

It didn’t matter that he had just cum his brains out a minute earlier. Jared had an appetite for that pucker, and he was going to eat all that he could. He sat up, putting his legs between Rebecca’s and over Lacey’s, intertwining the three of them in an almost tantric position of intimacy.

Rebecca braced herself on the wall behind the bed while Lacey immediately began sucking at her clit and licking her soft folds. One hand on the wall supported Rebecca, and the other spread her big white ass open for Jared to bury his face inside. He did so with gusto, pressing his tongue up against her hole and finding it quite lubed up and loosened by Lacey’s ministrations. He spread her ass further with his hands and took big, long licks up her ass crack, bathing her asshole with his tongue. He went extra low on purpose, tasting her pussy and fighting with Lacey’s tongue as it did the same.

With the tip of his tongue on her hole, Rebecca pushed back to force Jared’s tongue inside. Her tight asshole clenched around his tongue as he penetrated it, and he spread her open and went as deep as he could, wiggling his tongue inside of her while her knees buckled from the pleasure as Lacey sucked on her clit.

“No more!“ Rebecca said, straightening. “I’ve had enough teasing. I need my ass fucked.“

She pulled her hand away and let her cheeks close with a smacking sound, then she bumped Jared‘s face with her bottom, making him fall backward onto the bed. Lacey got out of the way as Rebecca got down on the bed on all fours, her ass in the air. Her big cheeks showed just a hint of her well-prepared hole hiding between them, ready for more attention.

Lacey slipped between Rebecca’s knees so that they were in a 69 position. “Put your cock in my mouth, Jared. I’m going to make sure it’s nice and wet for Rebecca‘s ass.”

Jared had stood up and gotten off the bed to let them arrange themselves, and now he got back on, resting on his knees with his cock right above Lacey‘s upside-down head. Instead of taking his shaft in her mouth right away, she licked at his balls, getting the remnants of her own juices off of them and pulling them into her mouth. Jared moaned in pleasure, putting his hands on the side of her head. Then he pulled back, popping his balls out of her mouth, and pushed his cock down into her waiting throat.

Lacey sucked at it immediately, and he shuddered at the contact on his sensitive flesh. But soon the cliff’s edge of sensitivity teetered over into pleasure, and he started fucking himself into her throat. At the same time, he got the fingers of one hand wet with Rebecca‘s pussy juice, and pushed one, then two fingers into her tight asshole.

Rebecca was greedy for it, immediately pushing back on his fingers so that they buried into her ass all the way. He pulled them out slowly, eyeing the small gap of her pink tunnel, and then popped his cock out of Lacey’s mouth. He heard her gasping for air below him.

“I’m going to fuck your ass deep, Rebecca.”

“Fucking do it!“ she begged, wiggling her ass while her pussy dripped down onto Lacey’s chin and neck.

Aiming to please, Jared positioned his cock against her asshole and pressed. Even with the loosening, it was slow to get in, as she gently wiggled her ass back onto his cock little by little while whimpering. He felt her tight hole spread open to allow more and more of him inside, until it was wide enough to take him, and then a couple inches slid inside and made her scream with pleasure.

“Hold still for a moment,” Lacey said to Jared. “She’ll try to jam you inside too fast and then she’ll end up sore.”

Lacey reached her hands up to grab the cheeks of Rebecca‘s ass, pulling them apart and pushing them together, massaging the entry of her friend’s asshole around Jared‘s cock, a sensation that made Jared‘s core muscles weaken.

At the same time, Lacey brought her head up and licked at the bottom of Jared’s balls, then went back to feasting on her friends pussy, tickling her clit with her tongue, and then jamming her tongue as deep as it could go up her love tunnel.

“Oh, fuck yes,” Rebecca cried.

Unable to speak while she pleasured Rebecca‘s cunt, Lacey tugged on Jared‘s balls to urge him further into Rebecca‘s asshole. He slid in slowly, deeper and deeper until his hips pressed against the round white globes of Rebecca‘s ass. It was unbelievably tight and hot, and suddenly it was Jared getting used to the sensation instead of Rebecca.

Rebecca was done waiting, though. She moved herself back-and-forth on Jared’s cock, urging him to fuck her better than she could fuck herself. Jared put his hands on her hips and started to fuck her ass in earnest while Lacey ate her pussy down below. His hips smacked into her ass, and his balls smacked into Lacey‘s face, which she loved, and showed her appreciation by going back-and-forth between Rebecca‘s pussy and Jared‘s sack.

Rebecca had one hand clenching a fist full of bedsheets, and the other shoving three fingers inside of Lacey’s pussy while she ate her out. Rebecca’s fingering squished some of Jared‘s seed out of Lacey and down onto the bed. All the while, she slammed her ass backward against Jared’s forward thrusts, getting his cock as deep inside of her asshole as it could possibly go.

Jared lasted longer than Rebecca, possibly because he had finished inside of Lacey just a few minutes ago, but no doubt the pleasure that Rebecca was receiving was so intense that it could not be fought against. Rebecca came hard while Jared fucked her ass, burying her face down into a pillow and screaming while still rocking back-and-forth on his cock. Her asshole clenched and spasmed around his shaft and she gushed her juices all over Lacey’s face down below, who eagerly drank them up.

By the time Rebecca had finished writhing on the bed, Jared was close, and she was slamming her ass back on his cock harder than ever before.

“Shoot inside of me,” Rebecca begged. “I want everything left inside of you up my ass.”

She was going to get all of that whether she had asked for it or not. Jared grabbed her hips firmly and fucked her hard and deep, reaching the point of no return within a few thrusts, and then shoving as deep inside of her as he could as his second orgasm jetted out of his cock, painting the inside of her ass with all of Jared‘s seed. He shot in her for what seemed like an eternity, leaning over her big ass and giving into the pleasure, his cock throbbing and twitching long after he had run dry.

Exhausted, he pulled his cock out of Rebecca‘s ass with a plop, and her asshole gaped wide, showing him her coated tunnel and the dribble of semen coming out the bottom. The three of them collapsed onto the bed, drifting in and out of consciousness as their bodies recovered from the intense threesome. The pendant and bracelet the women still wore sparkled in the soft light of the hotel room.

Eventually, one by one as they each recovered at a different speed, they visited the bathroom of the hotel room and got cleaned up and got their clothes back on, although all of their muscles ached from giving each other everything they had. Still worn out, Jared sat in one of the chairs by the desk against the wall, leaning his head backward over it.

“That was incredible,” he said, the first words any of them had spoken in almost 30 minutes. “You two are wild. And here I thought you parading around in lingerie at the convention was the craziest thing that would happen this weekend.”

“God, I was hoping it would be more exciting than last year,” Rebecca said. “I had the worst lay of my life at the last convention.”

Lacey laughed. “You can go ahead and forget about him forever now.”

“Gladly.” Rebecca, fully dressed, got up from the bed. “I don’t know about you two, but I am wiped out. We’re here for the weekend; Jared, how do you feel about having the actual business meeting here tomorrow?“

Jared grinned. “You sure this won’t happen again?”

Rebecca shrugged, then smiled. “I can promise will at least talk business for a little bit first.”

“Deal.”

As Jared was ready to leave, Rebecca said she’d walk to the parking lot with him, since she needed to get something out of her car. Julie waved them on, relishing the opportunity to stay lying down in bed a little longer.

“I really am serious about the business meeting,” Rebecca said, nudging Jared with her elbow. The elevator left them down onto the lobby floor. She whispered, “I wasn’t just using you to get my ass fucked.”

Jared barked out a laugh. “That’s a relief. Though I admit, I wouldn’t have minded terribly.”

Rebecca started to say something as they walked through the hotel, then stopped. “Ugh. I spoke of the devil earlier and made him appear.”

Jared followed her gaze across the hotel lobby to see none other than Burly, the guy who had confronted him earlier in the conference because he had talk to Rebecca. He couldn’t help but laugh.

“Oh, wow. Was that guy your bad lay?”

Rebecca sighed. “I was hoping he wouldn’t be back this year.”

Jared waved at Burly, who saw the two of them together. He watched the shock and anger ripple across Burly’s face, and the man promptly turned in the other direction and disappeared.

“Wait—do you know him?” Rebecca asked.

“Not even a little,” Jared said, “but he seemed pretty jealous that I was talking to you on the floor earlier today. I think seeing us come out of the elevator together will let him know he’s barking up the wrong tree.”

“Aw. My hero.” Rebecca clung to his shoulder playfully, then gave him a little shove. They left the building and stopped by Rebecca’s car, who had a much closer parking spot since she was working the convention.

“Lip balm,” she said, pulling it free of the glove box. “I can’t believe I left it in here. After all that fucking, I am so dry.”

She spread it on her lips, then gave Jared a kiss on the cheek. “Plus I wanted to thank you for the good fuck. I’ll see you tomorrow, okay? If you can handle it.”

“You’re too much,” he told her. “But I’ll deal with you anyway.”

Rebecca shut her car door. “Good first convention for you. You better come back next year.”

“You can count on that,” he promised.

Once the convention was over (he and Accoutrements did reach a nice arrangement, and nobody got fucked, either literally or metaphorically, on Sunday), Jared decided his next task would be to learn more about the clientele of his shop. To really get to the bottom of it, he would need to call up Anna and Julie and get their help. The sooner he could figure this out, the better.

He’d be calling them very soon.

––––––––
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THE END
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The trade show was over, and Jared had returned to the Gems and More Boutique. He had ended up landing on a pretty good deal with Rebecca and Lacey, and their supplier of lingerie would be shipping him a few of their less-racy items within the next week. He wasn’t quite set up for a full, sexual display of lingerie, which wouldn’t really fit the tone of his store. Similarly, his designer friend would be sending them some jewelry.

But that wasn’t Jared‘s main concern right now. He’d had two threesomes in the last few weeks, and while that was most definitely awesome and something he would never forget, it wasn’t the memories of the sex that kept him up at night. It was wondering how he could get control of his store, which apparently the former owner had used as a centralized hookup arrangement spot.

After all, he had a business to run. He couldn’t be fucking everyone who came in the door.

It was a Tuesday morning, and he had just opened the shop. The town shopping center in the little village area where his shop stood was pretty quiet in the morning, so this was usually the time that he got some accounting and other menial work done before he had to deal with many customers. Jared put that to the side for now, resting his elbows on the front display counter, looking out the front window while not really watching anything, and thinking.

“Okay, first thing,” Jared said to himself. “Not everyone in the store has tried to get in my pants. That has to mean something.”

Outside, a couple walked by, holding hands, perhaps on their way to or from breakfast. They glanced through the window of his shop, slowing slightly, and Jared straightened, expecting them to come in. But they kept moving, and he went back down on his elbows.

“So that’s reasonable,” he told himself. “Plenty of people must just be regular customers.”

He realized there would be no real way to tell without some kind of large study done, and that wasn’t something he was equipped for, nor did he have the time for it. 

That was why he knew he had to call Anna and Julie, as awkward as that conversation was going to be. So much so, in fact, that he was happy to put that off for a little while longer and work on something else.

The door chime rang then, and Jared looked up to see an elderly man walk into the store.

“Good morning,” Jared said to him, giving the man a little wave. The man nodded in his direction, and Jared moved to working on rearranging some stock, trying to distract himself.

“Oh, this one is perfect.” It was the old man, who had come up to the counter and looked through the pile of scarves that was sitting to Jared‘s right. He pinched one between two fingers and pulled it free of the pile, a scarf made of various shades of blue. “My wife will love this. It’s her birthday in two weeks, you know. And then my birthday is three weeks after that. Ha! She’s probably already gotten me something.”

“Oh, um...” Jared was lost in his thoughts. Unable to come up with even a basic customer service reply, he smiled at the man and said “Well, a happy early birthday to both of you, them. I’m sure it’s perfect for her. Will that be all?”

He rang the elderly man up, and the customer left to the shop with his scarf gift in a little white bag. Jared watched him leave, leaning back against the wall behind the counter and raising one hand to his forehead.

“I’m going to drive myself crazy if I keep this up,” he told himself, wiping his brow. “I must have already looked crazy to this guy.”

Slightly tense, Jared watched the old man until he was completely out of sight, then shook his head again. Forget looking like he was crazy. Maybe he was already crazy.

He cast his gaze over the two piles of merchandise on the front counter before him. Rather than do the important work, he left it where it was and instead pulled out his cell phone. He opened up his contacts and looked down at the screen, wondering if he was ready to do this yet.

Jared called up Anna and tried not to think about how she had looked when she was on top of him.

After some pleasantries that weren’t as awkward as he had feared they would be, Anna said that she could come by the shop later to talk with him about whatever he needed. He wanted to do it in person, so he didn’t give her all the details over the phone. He just told her that he needed her help with something in the shop if she happened to be in the area.

Then he called Julie, knowing that Anna would talk to her soon anyway. He let Julie know that he had called Anna, but that he needed her to come by as well. Julie was free later in the day too, and she agreed to come by at 6 o’clock. Jared thanked her, and when the call was over, sent a quick text to Anna to set the meeting time so they would all be in the store together.

Jared let the issue move out of his mind for now. He took the jewelry and scarves and put them behind the counter where they couldn’t be seen, not willing to put them back out for display quite since he’d made such a mess of things while rearranging shelves.

The business day went pretty much as normal. The weekdays weren’t terribly busy, so he got a lot of scut work done. He started to wonder if it was stupid to pursue this at all. Even though some crazy things had happened, it was still hard to believe people would come to the boutique for that kind of a score. Even so, Jill might have hinted at it. And Rebecca and Lacey from the trade show had confirmed the same, much more directly.

Was it such a bad thing?

It wasn’t until Anna and Julie arrive that Jared considered maybe his store, while it was open, was not the best place to talk about something like this. But they came in together through the front door, and it would feel too stupid to just call the whole thing off.

“Hey, you two,” Jared said. “Thanks so much for coming by. I know it was pretty out of the blue.”

“A little bit,” Julie said, moving slowly through the store while she looked at things. The past intensity of their relationship aside, both of the women did seem to really like the store, whether there were other things on their minds or not.

“It’s no trouble,” Anna said. “What’s this all about, anyway?”

Jared glanced around. There were a few other customers in the store besides Anna and Julie, and he didn’t want them to overhear. In fact he couldn’t think of anyone in the world he would want to overhear what he was about to say.

“Come on back behind the counter with me when you’re done looking around,” Jared said. “It’s a little...sensitive. I’d prefer to keep it quiet.” He whispered the last few words, making sure only the two women could hear him.

Julie did busy herself for a little while, taking a quick loop around the store while Anna came up to the counter and simply waited. 

“I noticed that you were out of town this weekend,” Anna said casually.

“Oh yeah,” Jared said. “I was away for a trade show.”

“Sounds like a blast.” Anna smiled.

Jared thought back to the hours he had spent in Rebecca and Lacey‘s hotel room while the three of them went to town on each other. “Yeah, good enough that I'll go back next year.”

Julie came up to the counter then, and Jared waved them both around to the back, where around the corner he had put the arranged piles of scarves and jewelry out of sight of the main store. There was still another person browsing around, so he kept his voice hushed while he began the awkward journey of explaining the boutique’s strange properties.

“So, speaking of out of the blue,” Jared started, then he hesitated. He steeled himself and just pushed through. “Remember when we had sex?”

Julie‘s eyes bugged out a little bit, while Anna brought a hand to her mouth and stifled a laugh. Whether it was at what Jared had said, or at the look on his face which was most surely somewhat pitiable and at least a little stupid, Jared couldn’t say. He glanced over to the lone customer who was checking the sizes of hats. She didn’t seem to have heard them, thankfully.

“I assumed that the question was rhetorical,” Julie said, trying to hold back a giggle of her own and failing, “but yes, Jared, we both remember.”

“...good,” Jared cleared his throat. “So, this is going to sound crazy, and I feel even worse to keep going on about it, but is that something that happens a lot?”

“What do you mean?” Anna said, with Julie also having an inquisitive look.

Jared gritted his teeth. How exactly was he going to put this? He cast a sidelong glance at the lone customer again, and figured he was never going to get this over with if he didn’t just do it.

“When I bought this store, the previous owner mentioned there would be...excitement. Especially when the owner of the store is a man. The previous owner was a woman, so I guess it didn’t come up very much.” Now that he thought about it, he had no reason to believe that Jill hadn’t the same experience that he did. “Or...maybe it did.”

“I’ll just put it out there,” Jared said, turning up the palms of his hands. “I’ve heard that this place is some kind of, I don’t know, matchmaking thing? The previous owner would get people together, maybe involve herself...and I guess it did really well? And I seem to have fallen into it.”

He finished lamely and dropped his hands down to his sides, holding his breath.

“Okay. Okay. So you’re saying,” Julie said, rubbing one of her wrists, “that Anna and I come here for threesomes on the regular, and you’re the latest in our rotation?”

“Uh, not really. No, no,” Jared said, going red. “I’m just trying to understand.”

“So is that why you had us come here?” Anna said. “To tell us this?“

“Yes,” Jared said, and then added, “and, you know, ask if it’s true. I suppose..”

“What do you think, Julie?” Anna asked her friend, turning toward her. “Is this for real?”

Julie tilted her head.“I mean, how many times have the two of us jumped into bed together with another man?” Julie held up her hands and began counting on her fingers theatrically. “Okay, from what I can remember, it’s zero times, give or take zero.”

Anna grinned. “Yeah, my math comes out to about the same. So no, we haven’t been part of whatever hookup train goes on here. I mean, neither of us came into the store that day with the intention of jumping the owner’s bones. I think I just, you know, took a liking to you, Jared.”

“I did, too,” Julie agreed. “Now, whether I was just particularly horny that weekend and if that could have been the culprit is another matter—”

Jared cleared his throat, jerking his head to the side. The other customer in the store, a young woman, was approaching the counter with a few items in hand. Jared couldn’t stop his face from turning bright red, while he heard Anna and Julie laughing off to his side.

“All set?” Jared asked the customer.

He got her cashed out and on her way, and then the store was mercifully empty except for the three of them.

“Your face is a normal color again,” Anna observed.

“Thanks,” Jared said with a sigh. “Okay, I feel pretty stupid about this whole thing, I admit. Like, I should be lucky you two aren’t smacking me.”

“I don’t think you deserve a smack,” Anna said. “But you do deserve...something. My work is going to get crazy after this week, and I might not be able to swing a fortuitous meeting like this again for a while. So now is probably for the best.”

“What are you thinking?” Julie asked her.

“You think you deserve a little...punishment, don’t you, Jared?” Anna looked him in the eyes.

Stupefied, Jared just nodded. 

“You’re closing up soon, right? Why don’t we go to my apartment to sort this out.” Anna grinned. “Who knows, maybe it’ll even be fun for you.”

Jared blinked. “Yeah. Yeah, jeez, I’m sorry about implying—”

Anna waved him off. “It’s fine. Julie, does it work for you?”

Julie clapped her hands together. “Let’s take care of him.”

He was supposed to be open for another hour, but Jared didn’t think that anyone would mind, and these two were far more important. He certainly felt like an ass for what he had been saying earlier.

“I’m parked right on the street out there,” Anna said. “Just follow me and I’ll see you at my place.”

“Gotcha.” Jared nodded.

The women left the store first, and Jared walked out behind them, flipping the open sign over and locking the front door. He wasn’t sure why he felt nervous. It wasn’t like they were going to murder him...but what were they thinking? 

Possible murder aside, Jared went ahead and got into his car, following behind Anna, who seemed to be following Julie. Their little train of cars left the village area and headed more towards the city. It didn’t take long to get to Anna’s apartment building, which made sense since Jared saw her around the village shopping center fairly often.

They parked in her lot, and Jared got out of his car. The apartment building looked to be about eight stories high or so, made of red brick with air conditioning units poking out of the sides at equal intervals.

“Reminds me of my place already,” Jared said to himself. Apartment buildings either looked exactly like this, or they cost five times as much a month and looked like an office building. He preferred the former. Jared walked over to Anna, who was standing by her car while Julie approached from the other side.

“Lead the way, Anna,” Julie said when she arrived. “You’ve got the door buzzer.“

“Just making sure Jared can keep up,” Anna said with a wink. She led them to the entry door of the apartment building and buzzed open the door into the lobby. The three of them got into an elevator and headed up to the fifth floor.

“It’s number five oh one,” Anna said, taking a left out of the elevator while the two of them followed. They passed by an older man walking in the opposite direction, and he gave Anna a slight nod as a hello, his eyes passing over Julie and Jared with minimal interest.

“Reggie seems focused today,” Julie commented.

“I’ll have to ask him what he’s getting up to,” Anna said. “I still feel like I owe him after he helped me take my old mattress to the dumpster.”

Anna reached the door and unlocked her apartment, stepping inside and holding open the door for Julie and Jared. She let them enter and then closed the door behind the three of them, locking it again.

“Get comfortable. You can put your jacket over the chair by the kitchen table,” Anna said. Then she looked over at the table in question, which was cluttered with a variety of things. “Whoops. I have to get that cleaned up.”

“Hey,” Julie said, stepping over to the table, “that’s my makeup case. How long ago did I leave that here?”

Anna shrugged. “I was doing some cleaning, and everything I wasn’t sure what to do with ended up on the kitchen table. I was going to tell you about it once I finished, in case I found any more of your stuff.”

“Fun!” Julie picked up the makeup case, turning it over in her hands. “I wonder if that little cherub keychain is floating around your apartment somewhere, too? I’d love to find that.”

Anna shrugged, then plucked the various items off the table, although Julie kept her makeup case and tucked it into her purse. Anna took a few things back to her bedroom.

Once the table was cleared off, leaving only a small glass centerpiece with a few fake flowers sticking out of the top, Anna sat down at the table and so did Julie. They looked up at Jared, surprisingly intimidating even though he was standing.

“So, uh, the two of you just found me too sexy to resist, I guess,” Jared said. “I’m flattered, and I’m massively embarrassed about asking what I asked before. How can I make it up to you?

Anna looked at Julie. Julie smiled, then gave her a little nod.

“What—” Jared started, looking at Julie, but in the moment that his attention was pulled away from Anna, he felt cold metal on his wrist and heard the metallic snapping of a pair of handcuffs. “Hey!”

Jared whipped his head around and saw that Anna had handcuffed his left wrist to her own right wrist.

“Oh, nothing special you have to do,” Julie said with a grin. “We just have some urges that are perfectly natural. We had a little chat on the phone while we were driving here, and we thought this would be a good way to let you know how much we like you—even if you might deserve a little punishment. The kind of punishment that’s good for all three of us.”

“The safe word is sarsaparilla,” Anna informed him, and at the same time she tugged on his wrist via the handcuffs, forcing him to take a couple steps toward the short hallway in the apartment with her. “You know. If you want to use it.”

“Coming?” Anna tugged on his handcuff once more.

Sarsparilla, he thought. But he wasn’t concerned. This may have been meant to be a punishment, but he had a feeling he was going to love it.

“Coming,” he said, and he let Anna tug him along, Julie following behind. They went down the short hallway and entered a door at the end on the right, which led into Anna’s bedroom.

The space was a lot cleaner than the kitchen had been. Her bedroom was neat and surprisingly big, with two dressers and a small vanity bracing what looked to be a walk-in closet. Her bedspread was a pleasing pattern of blue and white, lending the bedroom a calm aura that was soon to be dispelled.

Behind them, Julie closed the bedroom door.

Anna grabbed the bottom of Jared‘s shirt, bunching it up in her fist. She held the shirt with her handcuffed hand, and with her other hand, she pulled a small, silver key from her back pocket. Deftly, she unlocked the handcuff from her own wrist, while keeping Jared’s on. 

“Now is going to be your only chance to get this shirt off,” Anna said, not waiting for a reply from Jared before pulling it up over his head and slipping it past the open handcuff. She tossed it to the side, and just as quickly, locked Jared to herself again.

“Help me out, Julie,” Anna said, pulling on the handcuff once more and bringing Jared over to the bed. “I want to make sure that he can’t get away.”

Anna reached into her pocket and pulled out another pair of handcuffs. Where the hell is she keeping these things? Jared thought. Those pockets must be deep.

Anna tossed the handcuffs over to Julie, who caught them amid a series of metallic clinks. Then Anna hopped up onto the bed, landing on her knees and pulling Jared along with her. She nudged him with one knee so that he flipped over onto his back, and then she was quick to pull free that key once more and unlock her wrist, this time handcuffing Jared to her bed post. There was no getting away now unless he said ‘sarsaparilla.’ But that wasn’t something he was planning on.

On the other side, Julie grabbed his free hand roughly and got the other pair of handcuffs on him, clicking him onto the bed post and making it so that he could hardly move his arms more than a few inches.

“Does that hurt at all?” Anna asked, straddling his stomach.

Julie’s handcuff was still cold, but that was the only discomfort. “Not a bit,” Jared told her. “The only problem is that I can’t help you get your top off.“

Anna smiled and tilted her head. “That’s because you’re not the one in charge, Jared. I’ll take my top off when I damn well please.”

“I don’t really like him giving orders,” Julie observed. She turned away from the bed and went to one of Anna‘s dressers, opening the top drawer and pulling out a single sock. “Mind if I use this?” She held the sock up in front of herself.

“Please do,” Anna said.

“Jared?” Julie inquired.

“I’m all yours,” Jared said, understanding that she wanted to shove the sock in his mouth. Why did that give him such a thrill? “Do what you have to.”

“Mm. Well if there’s any breathing concerns, you just give your head a big shake.” Julie grinned and walked over to Jared. Without hesitation, she stuffed the sock into his mouth. It was dry, but it was clean and he could still breathe just fine. Unexpectedly, he felt his hardness grow even more with the combination of restraints and gagging. He was discovering something about himself that he had never known, that he liked being handcuffed and submissive.

“That’s better.” Anna sat back and looked at him. “Let’s see how much you can take. I guess it’s time to take my top off, after all.”

Still kneeling astride him, Anna slid off her shirt and the camisole underneath, exposing her big breasts cupped by the lacy whiteness of her bra.

“Looking hot up there, girl,” Julie complemented.

“Thanks.” Anna flashed her a smile. “But I am feeling a little self-conscious. Maybe if I can see yours first?”

Julie stuck out her tongue, but didn’t protest. Unable to speak, sucking air through his nose and the fabric of the sock, Jared hungrily watched Julie slip her top off to reveal a black bra bulging with her breasts underneath. She reached behind herself with one hand and quickly undid the back clasp, slipping the bra off and letting her tits hang free. Her nipples were big and round and a light pink color that begged for touch. Jared actually reached for her chest with his right hand instinctively, forgetting for a split second that he was handcuffed to the bed. Julie saw this and laughed.

“Look at that, he’s already frustrated,” Julie teased. 

“Poor baby,” Anna said, sticking out her lower lip. She put both her hands on Jared‘s chest, pushing herself up and off of him. She got off the bed and stood next to Julie.

She put her hands on Julie’s shoulders, and the two of them looked into each other‘s eyes. “I don’t think he gets to play yet,” Anna said.

“Hell no,” Julie agreed, and then she put her hands on Anna’s bare sides and yanked her friend toward her, planting her lips on Anna’s. Anna immediately responded with a moan, pushing her tongue into Julie’s mouth. Julie’s big, white breasts squished against Anna’s chest, in full view of Jared, whose dick was threatening to break in half under the pressure at his zipper. He groaned through the sock, awash in pleasure.

The two women’s tongues danced between them as they sloppily made out with each other. Julie’s cheeks were pink and lust driven, and it was only a few moments before she had her hands around Anna’s back, undoing her bra. The two of them parted briefly just so that Anna‘s delicate white bra could fall to the floor between them, then Julie pressed her breasts against Anna’s, their hard nipples finding each other and making both women twitch with pleasure at the stimulation. Anna kicked her bra to the side while the two of them continued to kiss, each of them bringing up hands to fondle, squeeze, and pinch at the other friend’s tits. Jared squirmed a little in the bed, but he couldn’t move enough to bring himself any satisfaction.

Finally, the two women stopped kissing, and Anna pulled away, panting. “Where was I?” She asked herself, before getting back on the bed and straddling Jared again. “Oh, right. I was going to give you a little treat.”

Anna scooted forward, her crotch bumping against Jared‘s stomach, and she lowered herself down onto his face, squishing him with her breasts. Jared grunted in surprise behind the sock. The hot, soft flesh of Anna‘s olive-toned breasts engulfed his face, rubbing her scent and sweat into him. Her big tits were soft and wonderful, and she smushed them around his face for a few seconds before rising up, looking down at him and watching the pleased look in his eyes as he looked up at her.

“You’re doing great,” Anna teased, then lowered her tits back onto his face and squished them together. She went up and down, letting him breathe when he needed to, or shifting to the side to run a hard nipple playfully around his lips, a nipple that he couldn’t suck with the gag in, no matter how much he wanted to.

While he was being buried in Anna’s tits, he felt hands on his crotch. Julie rubbed against his erection through his jeans, and instinctually he thrust his hips upward, grinding against the stimulation. She didn’t play with him for more than a couple seconds, quickly moving to his belt and fly, undoing them and yanking his pants off so that he was completely naked. His cock sprung free into the air, painfully hard and agonizingly untouched.

Julie didn’t give him any relief. Instead, she gave Anna the same treatment, getting her friend’s pants and panties off, forcing her to put her full weight down on Jared for a moment as Julie undressed her. Jared was in heaven, sucking in air through his nose.

On top of him, Anna shuddered as Julie, ignoring Jared‘s hardness, began to eat her friend out from behind. Julie’s hands smacked Anna‘s ass cheeks and she spread them apart and dug her tongue into her asshole, penetrating into her friend’s behind while she rubbed at her clit from underneath.

“Oh, fuck,” Anna moaned, pushing her ass back into Julie’s face. “You’re so good at that. Eat my asshole, Julie...”

Anna bent down over Jared, curving her body so that her rump was higher in the air. This allowed Julie more access to her, and she slobbered all over Anna‘s asshole and pussy, eating her friend out gleefully like she was her last meal. She went low to suck on her clitoris, and her heavy, hanging breasts nudged against Jared’s cock, the small stimulation making him twitch with pleasure.

“Careful,” Anna panted, feeling Jared‘s movements. “Don’t be treating him too well, even accidentally. This bad man is still being punished for thinking we’re sluts.”

Still, Anna seemed to feel that Jared didn’t need to be gagged anymore, and she pulled the sock out of his mouth. Jared took in a big breath and wet his mouth again, easing away the dryness from the gag. Meanwhile, Anna rubbed against him instinctually as Julie buried her tongue in her pussy.

“Stop,” Anna eventually begged Julie, getting up off of Jared and turning so that she could look at her. “Jared has to do more work to make up for what he’s done. Get up here and use his face.”

Down below, Julie grinned, her face smeared with Anna’s juices. She traded places with her friend, Anna giving Jared a firm smack on the cheek before getting off of him. Soon, Jared was staring up at Julie‘s round ass, her cheeks spread and her trimmed pussy wet as she knelt over him. Before she lowered herself onto his face, she grabbed his cock and Jared moaned. But she didn’t stroke him. She just squeezed him hard, painfully, watching the tip of his dick turn purply-red as it engorged.

“Fuck,” Jared hissed, and Julie released his cock, but didn’t give it any more attention. “That feels—”

Julie‘s ass cut off his words as the woman pressed down into his face and her wet pussy met his mouth. Half-crazy with need and lust, he licked at her pussy. Despite the attentions he gave her, Julie still used him as a pleasure tool, rubbing her pussy up and down his face, soaking him in her juices and grinding down on him where it felt best for her. His arms hung uselessly in the handcuffs while this sexy woman used him as a tool for her pleasure alone. And he fucking loved it.

Julie’s hands were on his hips now, using him as leverage so that she could get herself off, so the hand that squeezed his dick next was Anna’s. She gave him a hard squeeze, making him groan in pain, a sound which was lost in the folds of Julie’s cunt. Then she released his dick and gave it a hard smack, like she was punishing it for misbehaving.

“You’re so horny,” Anna commented, smacking his dick again and making it buzz with pain and pleasure. “I bet that’s so frustrating. If you do what you’re supposed to, maybe we can do something about that. But we’re going to need more from you first.”

“He’s doing a great job up here,” Julie panted, riding his face mercilessly. “But I could go for a lot longer.”

Jared plunged his tongue into Julie’s hole as she pressed back against him, tasting the metallic tinge of her most inner juices. She pulled back and rubbed her clit against his mouth and chin, grinding her sensitive nub against his face and moaning and groaning with the pleasure that it brought her.

Downstairs, Anna dragged her fingernails across his balls, which felt lovely. Then a slick finger found its way between his cheeks and pressed against his asshole. He grunted, tensing up.

“Do I hear a sarsaparilla?“ Anna inquired, and Julie raised herself up off his face for a brief second. 

Anna‘s finger probed questioningly at his back door, and Jared said, begged, “Do whatever you want to me. I—” He almost said I love it, but didn’t want to be too obvious in that. “I deserve it.”

“Mm. Yes.” Julie settled back down on him.

“Aren’t you so glad I keep lube at my bedside?” Anna asked, and then pressed her finger an inch into his ass. Jared let loose some muffled sound into Julie’s pussy and tried to relax. It definitely was odd at first, but there was pleasure there, too, and as Anna slowly slid her entire finger inside of him, he felt his cock twitching in response.

“Taking it like a good boy,” Anna said wiggling her finger inside of him and making his hips jump a little. Damn, it really felt good.

“Let’s see if he can make me cum while you finger fuck him,” Julie suggested happily. She had an amazing amount of endurance for face riding; she must have had a lot of practice.

“Let’s,” Anna agreed. “Get to work, Jared.”

“Yeah,” Julie commanded, pressing back into him. “Suck on my clit good and hard!”

Jared did as he was told, eagerly using his lips and tongue to find Julie’s clitoris and get it into his mouth, sucking on her pleasure button and lapping at it with his tongue while she encouraged him both verbally and physically, mashing her pussy into him. Anna, comfortable that Jared‘s back door had been loosened up enough, slowly pushed a second finger inside of him. The pleasurable stretching of his rear made him tense, but he didn’t want her to stop. The twitching, jumping, and leaking of his cock was evidence to Anna of how good it felt, and soon she had two fingers fully buried in his ass.

“Yes! Yes!” Julie cried as her orgasm hit her, and she smashed her pussy hard into Jared‘s face, milking as much pleasure out of him as she could. Short on air and not caring, Jared sucked at her clit while her pussy spasmed against his mouth and nose, Julie riding his face to completion.

“Oh, fuck,” Julie sighed, letting her muscles relax and falling off of Jared to the side of the bed, her legs quivering. “Fuck yes, that was a good one.“

“Fuck, oh God,” Jared cried out as Anna wiggled both fingers inside of him. She grinned mischievously from between his legs, her free hand teasing at a touch of his cock, but staying a half-inch away from his sensitive flesh no matter how much he begged her to stroke it.

“You still haven’t put in enough time,” Anna told him. Slowly, she slid her fingers out of his aching ass, again reaching for his cock and then pulling away at the last second. “It’s my turn up there now. And when Julie‘s legs work again, she’ll keep you warmed up down here. Just not too warmed up.”

Obviously, there was no room for discussion or negotiation with his arms still handcuffed. Jared just had to pray that they would let him cum at some point, because he felt about ready to explode. Anna got herself in the same position Julie had been, but she had different instructions for Jared.

“You know, Julie did a great job eating my ass,“ Anna said. “If you do at least half as good a job, maybe you’ll get a reward. Now get to work.”

Anna reached back with one hand and spread her ass open, revealing her still-wet asshole that had been bathed by Julie‘s tongue. Lying next to them, Julie turned her head to watch the show. Anna wasted no time in pressing her asshole to Jared’s face, forcing him to find it with his tongue. She moaned as he pressed his tongue inside, the slippery slickness of her tight hole grabbing at his probing flesh.

Jared’s cock ached with need as he pushed his tongue into Anna’s ass. He wanted to cum so badly, but he wouldn’t get to do it unless he satisfied both these women. Julie was still recovering from her orgasm, and Anna was working her way up to a big one. She ground her ass against his face, enveloping him in her cheeks while telling him what a good job he was doing and commanding him to go harder and deeper inside of her ass. Her own hand crept up between her legs and rubbed at her clit, first slowly, then harder and harder as her ass opened up to the ministrations of Jared’s tongue.

Julie, recovered, got to where Anna had been between Jared’s legs. The small bottle of lube that Anna had used was still on the bed, and Julie got slicked up and immediately pushed two fingers back into Jared‘s ass, making him start. Precum oozed copiously out of Jared’s rock-hard dick, and Julie oohed at the sight. 

“Oh, he really likes this,” Julie giggled.

She was right, but Jared was in no place to respond. His tongue, rife with exhaustion, was buried halfway up Anna‘s ass, and she was rubbing her clit furiously now, her breathing getting faster and more high-pitched as she neared orgasm. Julie worked Jared‘s asshole, sliding her fingers in and out while she used the other hand to cradle his balls. Still, she wouldn’t touch his needy cock.

Anna’s orgasm came as a scream and a gush, her asshole clenching down on Jared‘s tongue and trapping it inside of her while her quivering pussy sent juices dripping down Jared‘s face. She pushed back hard into Jared, using his face as a sex toy for the full length of her orgasm, forcing him even deeper into her ass while her pussy rubbed all over him and got him wetter and wetter.

“Fuck!“ Anna finally said, pulling off of Jared‘s face. He gasped for breath, absolutely soaked.

“That’s...enough...of that,” Anna managed, turning around.

“Yeah,” Julie encouraged, still slowly sliding her two fingers in and out of Jared‘s asshole. “Do it, Anna. I know you still want this hard cock up your pussy.“

Anna locked eyes with Jared, looking wild, and said to Julie, “You know me pretty well.” 

Jared felt Julie grab the base of his cock, helping it line up with Anna as she sat down on him. Jared slipped into her soaking, tight pussy with utter and complete gratitude and ecstasy. He couldn’t stop himself from letting out a long moan as her velvety walls enveloped him all the way down to the hilt, Julie pulling her hand off of him with torturing slowness to allow full penetration.

Anna began to ride him, dropping her wet pussy down onto his crotch over and over, and with Julie’s fingers still working his rear end, all of them knew he wasn’t going to last long. Jared’s wrists pulled at the handcuffs. Normally, he might grab Anna around the waist or by the shoulders to try to control the speed of her humping on his overly sensitive dick, but he didn’t have that power now. She was going to pull the orgasm right out of him at her own speed.

Jared tilted his head back, restraining a scream only partially as his orgasm erupted into Anna’s clenching pussy. He squeezed down on Julie’s fingers and shot rope after rope of cum up Anna’s twat, all while the beautiful woman’s black hair bounced up and down just the same as she did on his cock, mercilessly milking every last drop of cum from him, no matter how much it hurt from the intense pleasure.

His orgasm seemed to last forever, yet despite that, when Anna pulled off of him and Julie pulled out of him, he was still so hard that it felt like his cock could sense the tiniest movement in the air. His chest heaved as he caught his breath, red circles of skin around his wrists from the involuntary pulling at the handcuffs.

“Sarsaparilla,” he panted, hardly aware that he was saying it. “Sarsaparilla.”

Anna grinned. “Perfect timing.”

Anna got him out of the handcuffs. After a period of rest which they all desperately needed, as seemed to be the theme for when Jared had three-way sex, they all got cleaned up and dressed again.

“Let me know if you find that cherub keychain,” Julie reminded Anna. “I’ll see you all later.”

“I’m surprised she can still walk,” Jared commented as Julie left the apartment. “It felt like she was on top of me for hours.”

“Yeah,” Anna said. “She’s talented.”

“So were you two really mad at me, or was that just part of the fun?”

Anna playfully shoved at his shoulder. “You don’t get to know. That’s part of the fun of it, too.”

“Ah. Fair.”

Anna shrugged. “So, what are you thinking? Any doubts about keeping the store? You seemed really worried about the whole thing.”

Jared stroked his chin. “Well, honestly, I think the two of you helped me make my decision. If not for the place, I wouldn’t have met you. I can’t just ignore that.”

Anna smiled. “That’s a little cheesy, but it’s sweet. And I’m glad. I’d hate for the store to close, you have some good stuff. And I like seeing you now and then, whether it’s like this or just to say hi.”

“I like seeing you, too. Both of you. Whether it’s separate or together. Not always a threesome, um, I mean...”

Anna held up a hand, laughing. “I get it.”

“Well,” Jared said, “I could stick around and help you with that cleaning you were doing, if you’d like.”

Anna shook her head. “I’ve got it. If you got distracted looking at my tits and missed Julie‘s keychain after all this time, she’d be devastated.

“But,” Anna added, “I’d like to hang out some more. You know, as friends. There doesn’t always have to be sex, but there can be, if we’re both feeling it. Or if Julie is also feeling it.” She shrugged. “It’s the twenty-first century. Let’s just have fun before the world burns down.”

“That’s mostly a cheery note to leave on,” Jared said with a grin. “Agreed. We’ll find some fun stuff to do.”

“All right, get out of here,“ Anna said, smacking Jared‘s butt. “I really do have cleaning to do. Count yourself lucky you didn’t see the second bedroom in here. It’s a nightmare.”

“Have a good night,” Jared wished her, and with a little wave from Anna, he was out of the apartment and heading down the elevator to the parking lot. 

So maybe he wouldn’t be investigating the rumors anymore. That wasn’t his field of expertise. And what Anna had said rang true with him. It was the 21st century, and he might as well have as much fun as he could.

Jared had loved his business before, but with Anna and Julie around, he knew he’d love it even more now.
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It was a beautiful day. In fact, the whole week had been beautiful. Despite that, though, there weren’t as many hikers as Barry had expected. It was his first week working as the cabin keeper at “Nature’s Nurture,” a quaint little cabin rest stop along a fairly popular hiking trail in the forest near his city. The place was owned by the park service, but they contracted out security and maintenance to the firm Barry worked for. There was a six-month rotation at the cabin up for grabs, and he’d always put in for it when it came up.

Finally, he’d gotten it. Six months out here in nature, living in the quarters at the back of the cabin, getting to take in the woods, keeping the place clean and stocked with simple refreshments for weary hikers, and answering questions for anyone who stopped by (that wasn’t part of his duties, but as a bit of a nature nerd, he looked forward to it).

It was the start of the day. Barry took a little walk around the public part of the cabin. It was pretty big, meant to temporarily house up to fifteen people at a time comfortably. There was a fridge stocked with water and fruit, which he took weekly trips into the city to refresh on the service’s stipend for the place. Next to it was a little kitchenette stocked with dry snacks, and a two-burner stove and small sink where he took care of his cooking and dishes. There were two bathrooms, and a small janitor’s closet between them with a mop that got a lot of use (hikers tended to bring in mud). There was also a utility shower set into the wall next to that, so people could wash their gear in a drainable area.

There were three sets of bunk beds set into a recessed part of the wall, taking up most of that side of the room, for those who needed more serious recovery. On the opposite side was the main rest area, with an assortment of nine comfortable chairs around three short tables. It was reminiscent of a small airport terminal, except that it was set inside of a log cabin and the sandwiches didn’t cost seventeen dollars.

Confirming the place was clean and ready to receive visitors, Barry stepped outside with a memo in his hand. The memo had actually been at Nature’s Nurture when he had first arrived a week ago, but in his excitement to be there, Barry had missed the envelope entirely, knocking it to the floor of the small office at the back of the cabin when he had set his things up in there. He’d just found it on this sweep, and he had decided he wanted to read it out in the sunshine.

“Can’t have been too important, or the boss would have called about it,” he said to himself. The screen door of the cabin swung shut behind him, and he breathed in the fresh air. If he had to read some memo, it would be better to do it out here among the trees and the grass and the blue of the sky.

Barry unfolded the paper and gave it a look. It was nothing out of the ordinary, really. Mostly, it was going over things and procedures that he already knew for security of the cabin. He ran down the paper quickly to confirm that everything he was doing was correct, which it was since he had been briefed before coming here anyway.

However, at the end, there was an addendum with some information he had not seen before.

He read aloud to himself: “The following statement is from the park service: There have been sightings of a new vegetative growth near the trail that leads to the Hikamer Forest rest stop #7. It is only one patch, and is about 300 feet from the entrance to the cabin. The species has not yet been identified, and when first observed, was only in the budding stages of growth. As a safety precaution, do not interact with this plant, and advise any hikers to do the same. A sign has been posted to keep people at a distance.”

Weird, Barry thought. Nature’s Nurture was rest stop number 7. It was weird for such a strange warning to be issued, and also he hadn’t seen any posted sign. Barry tucked the memo into his pocket and turned left to go down the beginnings of the trail. Typically, the way that he was going was the way hikers approached the cabin, if they started at the southern end of the trail, which most did. Once he left the small clearing where the cabin stood, the trail narrowed significantly. 

That was where Barry headed, leaving the cabin clearing and looking for the supposed patch of mystery plant that had sprung up on the trail. He had walked the trail plenty since he’d been here, but really, he hadn’t been here that long, and now that he thought about it, he tended to go north to explore just because he had initially come from the south when he had first arrived.

He moved down the path, stepping over some fallen branches and doing his best to not disturb things and leave them as they lay. truth be told, he hiked quite a bit, though admittedly not in this specific forest as he had other spots he was more familiar with. At first glance, Barry could be mistaken for a lumberjack, or perhaps a gruff park ranger. He had a thick black beard and was in good shape, since his security job kept him very active in his mid-30s. If he was holding an axe, most people would be willing to lay down money on a bet that he was a lumberjack. So he knew his way around a forest pretty well and knew to leave things as undisturbed as possible.

When he did come across the patch of flowers, he was surprised that he had missed them at all. The plants were about 6 inches tall and had open faced petals, bearing an interesting pattern of yellow and blue upon them. The whole patch of wildflowers was probably about ten feet wide, and didn’t show any signs or interest in spreading farther. Either that, or the park service had taken some measure to contain it to the spot, while still making sure it could survive.

“It must not be truly dangerous if they haven’t roped off the trail,” Barry commented, looking over the flowers. “If they were poisonous or something, this whole trail would be shut off, and they probably would have just told me to watch these flowers and nothing else.”

So Barry wasn’t particularly fearful when looking over the unidentified plants, and he wondered what the concern really could be. He read over the memo quickly again, but didn’t glean any new details. He checked for the sign, and saw why he hadn’t noticed it before. The small, wooden sign post, no more than two feet tall, had fallen down into the patch of wildflowers and been covered up by the budding petals.

Barry considered stepping into the flowers to fix the sign, but he had a size 14 pair of boots on, and he knew that going in and out of that patch, he would not be able to avoid trampling a whole mess of a new species of flowers, And that was the last thing he wanted to do. He reassured himself again that if the flowers were actually dangerous, the park service would have done something more serious than stick down a sign that couldn’t even stay up on its own.

“Well, that’s that,” Barry said, and he turned around and made his way back to the rest stop cabin, doing his best to even place his footprints in the same spots that he had placed them when he came down this way. He probably would have looked a little crazy to a bystander, but even a nature nut had to keep themselves entertained out here all alone.

Back at the cabin, Barry entered, keeping the screen door closed but the main door propped open to let in the fresh air of the woods. It was still pretty early in the morning, so he didn’t expect any hikers to make their way past quite yet. He went to the small kitchenette and made himself a breakfast of coffee and an English muffin, taking his food outside to the front patio of the cabin to eat.

Barry remained alone at the cabin for the next half hour or so, and was about to take a quick walk around the perimeter that constituted the cabin’s grounds when he heard voices coming from the southern entrance of the trail.

From the sound of it, it was a woman. Well, more than one woman, because she probably wasn’t just talking to herself. Although he had seen that out here plenty of times. He didn’t want to be absent for the first hikers of the day, so he decided that he would do his perimeter walk later. He went back into the cabin to make sure everything was in order. Not everyone who was hiking stopped by the rest stop, of course, and many people weren’t familiar with its functions, so it was best for him to be there for any questions.

There was a little desk with a computer near the back door that led to his quarters and office, where Barry could sit to be available for visitors, while not being too obtrusive and still able to get any work done on the computer that he needed to get done. He sat down behind the desk, powering on the tower and remembering that, of course, he did have weekly reports to file, and somehow it had slipped his mind that morning. He rolled his eyes and logged into the computer, waiting for everything to fully boot up.

As he was opening their report database, the door to the cabin did open, and in walked a pair of women who looked tired, but in good spirits.

“Wow,” one of the women said, looking around the cabin. “This little place looks really nice!”

“I think they remodeled it or something since I was here last year,” the other woman said. She looked around the cabin as well, and then her eyes caught onto Barry. “Oh! Hi there!”

“Hey,” Barry said, getting up from the desk and walking over to the common area where the two ladies were standing. “It sounds like you’ve been here before?” He addressed the woman who had just spoken. “My name is Barry, I’m handling security and maintenance here at the rest stop. Please help yourselves to anything you need."

“That’s so nice,” the familiar visitor said. “I’ve only been here once, but I resolved to hike a lot more this year. I’m Jill, and this is my friend Annie.”

Annie gave Barry a little wave, seemingly a little shy in the presence of a new face. Barry smiled at her. Annie was petite, with short, dark hair and blue eyes. Like her friend Jill, she was dressed in tight-fitting workout clothes and sneakers good for hiking.

Jill, on the other hand, radiated energy. She was also noticeably bustier than her friend Annie, with her large breasts pushing at the sports bra she likely wore underneath her top. Jill clapped her hands together once, excitedly.

“We’ve been going for a couple hours,” Jill said, theatrically bringing a hand to her forehead to wipe away a few drops of sweat. “A little rest is just what we need.”

Barry nodded. “The place is yours. You’re the first hikers I’ve seen today. If you need anything, I’ll just be working at the desk back there.”

Barry left the women to their devices, heading back to the desk to do the work that he had forgotten about. It was his least favorite part of the job, but then, every job had to have a least favorite part, and the other parts of this one were pretty rewarding, so he could deal with some paperwork, digital or otherwise. Meanwhile, Jill and Annie got themselves some water from the large water cooler, and Jill grabbed a banana. The two of them went to the larger seating area, finding chairs to lounge in while facing away from Barry, looking out the windows of the cabin.

Barry kept himself busy for a few minutes, plunging through as much work as he could, but it was hard not to be distracted by the view out the window or the two women talking, which didn’t bother him. He could take care of this work anytime. It was only Sunday, and the reports just had to be filed by Wednesday.

The next time that he looked up at the two guests, he noticed that they had set something down on the table that was between their two chairs. The table did have a small vase with some flowers in it, and at first Barry thought that they had knocked it over, but then he noticed a familiar hue, and realized that one of them—probably Annie, since he hadn’t seen Jill holding anything—had picked a wildflower bouquet, and mixed into the bouquet were a few of the unidentified plants that the memo had mentioned.

He almost said something, but figured whatever harm was done, if any at all, had already been done, and there was no reason to ruin the ladies’ leisure. Before they left, he would say a friendly goodbye to them, and then he would just let them know to stay away from those flowers as they were being observed by the park service and they needed to make sure they were safe. Again, he wasn’t too worried about any actual danger, considering how lax the limited security measures put in place by the park service had been, and he was certainly in no position to question how they handled things.

Jill and Annie’s talking slowed down some, as he noticed out of the corner of his ear, as his mother liked to say. It seemed the two guests were leaning more into the relaxing purpose of the rest stop, and if they dozed off in the chairs, Barry could hardly blame them. He’d done the same thing himself. Those chairs were damn comfy.

He kept himself busy with report work, typing things up and double-checking dates and times. At a certain point, each woman got up to visit the restroom, then came back to sit down in her chair and relax. Barry began to feel a little tired himself, wondering if he needed a second cup of coffee or if he just hadn’t gotten enough sleep last night. He rubbed his eyes with the heels of his hands and looked out the window next to his desk, lazily eyeing the tree line which was maybe a hundred feet away from the wall of the cabin. Stifling a yawn, he stood up and cracked the window to let some air in, and also turned on the little fan that he kept on the desk. Cool air blew into his face, and he closed his eyes. He definitely needed to get more sleep tonight.

Eventually, he decided that he did need that cup of coffee, and he went over to the kitchenette to pour himself what remained of the brew from earlier in the morning. It was kept warm on the coffee maker’s burner, and it wasn’t old enough yet to be terrible, so he went for it instead of making a new pot.

“Oh, wow, that smells delicious,” came Jill’s voice, rising up from her chair.

“It’s old,” Barry said, finishing the pour into his mug, “but I’d be happy to put a fresh pot on for you if you’d like.”

“I wasn’t talking about the coffee, silly,” Jill said, walking up to him. “I was talking about this sexy man standing here in front of me and not telling me how good I look. Isn’t that crazy, Annie?”

“Yes! Totally crazy! ” Annie cried, getting out of her chair as well. And now Barry got a good look at both of them, and he wondered what the hell was going on.

The two women looked completely different. Well, not completely, totally different. It was still clearly Jill and Annie, but without a doubt, they had changed their clothes at some point while they had been here. The first thing that he couldn’t help but notice is that both of their chests seemed huge, like what they had worn before had been hiding it, with even Jill looking bustier. The women were both sporting massive pairs of tits. Not something he could tell the size of just by looking, but he had to say that Jill was going beyond DD, and Annie was close to it. He was amazed they had somehow hidden it with their outfits before. Their new shirts could barely accommodate them, and the swooping curve of the neckline of the workout tank tops showed deep, ample cleavage, clearly made to show off their chests.

Both of the women had big, happy grins on their faces, like they both just gotten the best news of their lives and were ready to celebrate. Jill’s hair looked long and big and curly, and Annie’s short hair had turned out to be just tied up and had been let down, flowing over her shoulders and displaying a gorgeous sheen. Even their hips had were more lovingly hugged by the pants they were wearing, hinting at the shape of luscious backsides for both of them.

“Jill, he looks confused,” Annie said, her former shy energy having pretty much entirely evaporated. “I think you better tell him what’s going on. Hurry, hurry! I wanna ask him!”

Jill came up to Barry slowly, walking elegantly, and knowing exactly how to push her chest out and sway her hips so that Barry couldn’t possibly take his eyes off of her. She put her hands on his shoulders and leaned in close to him.

“My friend Annie and I have decided we’re not going to be shy about what we want anymore,” Jill said to him. “Look at you. You work out. You’re a grown man. So you must know that women have needs just like men do, and sometimes, we do need to ask nicely for those needs to be met. Right?”

Jill leaned in even closer now, pressing her lips up against Barry’s ear. “Now I’ll let Annie tell you what we want.”

“Yay!“ Annie clapped her hands together twice. “We want to get fucked by a big, strong man like you. Oh, god, we need to get fucked! What do you say? ”

Barry swallowed. This had all come out of nowhere, but there was no denying how hot these two women looked, with their huge tits and the way the crotches of their sex-ified workout pants disappeared between their legs, showing the clear outlines of what waited between them. As soon as he thought about it, he realized he was half-hard in his pants, and that arousal wasn’t slowing down.

“Jill, Annie, this all sounds crazy,” he started, then continued, “I mean, look at the both of you, you’re beautiful...”

Jill and Annie both smiled.

“Hell with that. The two of you are hot as fuck.” Barry shook his head, and both women giggled, very pleased. “But are you sure—”

Jill shoved a hand into his chest with a thump, cutting off his words. “Don’t act as though the two of us don’t know exactly what we’re doing,” Jill told him, making a tsk tsk noise and wagging her finger. “We both work at the Melarre building and saw you working security there a few months ago when that was your site. And we both found you very, very, attractive, but just didn’t know what to say.”

“Then before we knew it, you were gone!” Annie said with a shake of her head. “It was a lesson learned—that we need to speak up and at least try to get what we want before we lose the chance. Jill finally worked up the courage to ask your firm about you and where we might be able to find you, and now we’re here. So like she said—we know what we want! And now we’re asking you...”

Annie licked her lips and leaned forward, letting Barry stare down her cleavage. 

“What do you want to do right now?”

Barry didn’t have to think about it long. “This big, strong man wants to fuck both of you, right here and right now.”

“Oh, fuck yes,” Jill said, and she grabbed a fistful of Barry’s shirt and hungrily pulled herself into him, locking lips. Her kiss was hot and intense and her tongue found its way inside Barry’s mouth immediately, circling around his own.

She pulled away and asked him, “Do you have a place? Somewhere here? ”

“Yeah,” Barry said, somehow out of breath from the intensity of the deep kiss. “Quarters. In the back.”

Annie stepped up next to them. “Don’t hog him, Jill. Lead the way, Barry,” Annie told him, grabbing the right cheek of his butt and giving it a squeeze, making him jump.

Damn, I’ve never met two ladies more into it than these two, Barry thought. My dick is kind of leading the way here, but I hope I’m not in over my head.

He then quickly decided that he didn’t care, and he led the three of them to the back of the cabin, opening the back door with his key, and turning left in the short hall that led to his sleeping quarters.

“Ooh, nice,” Jill said once she stepped inside and Barry closed the door behind them. “Looks like they give you a queen-sized bed. I was a little concerned about us having to do this on a cot.”

“I’d make it work,” Annie said with an excited little laugh, “but this is much better. ”

Annie hopped onto the bed and got onto her knees, quickly shedding her workout top despite how tight it was against her breasts. Her bra was simple and black and threatening to burst. She slid it off as well, then laid down on her back and motion for Barry to come over.

“I want you to suck on my tits, Barry, ”Annie told him.

Barry got a very good look at them first. Huge supple mounds of pale white flash with surprisingly small pink nipples, one of which was already hard. Before he could toggle them any further, Jill pushed him from behind to get him onto the bed.

“Chop chop, ”Jill said, dusting her hands off before she started taking her own top off.

Barry sprawled himself over Annie, whose long, dark hair feathered around her shoulders and onto the bedspread. He met her blue eyes for a moment before diving into her tits, feeling their warm flesh on his face. He found her right nipple with his lips and engulfed it in his mouth, Making Annie squirm with pleasure and grab at his shoulders. He sucked on the hardening nib of her nipple, going hard on it, his resolve steeled and his hesitation completely melted away. He grabbed her other breast with a free hand needing the flesh before finding her other nipple and giving it a nice, firm tweak.

“Oh, yes,” Annie cooed, wiggling and pushing her breasts into Barry more firmly. “He knows what he’s doing. We were right to go after this one. ”

“Don’t mind me back here, Barry, ” Jill said. He felt her hands on the back of the waistband of his pants, before she quickly slipped around to the front to undo his belt. “Don’t slack in your work. I’m just making sure that you have some breathing room down here.”

“By all means,” Barry said, breaking away from Annie’s tits briefly to speak, then diving back in and getting both his hands working on her tits while she squirmed underneath him.

Jill got his pants undone and pulled them down, boxers and all. He had kicked his boots off right as soon as they had come into the room, so it was easy enough for her to yank his pants off completely, leaving his bottom half bare while his uniform shirt was still on.

“Mm, that’s nice,” Jill said, laying her hands on Barry’s ass and giving the firm muscles a hard squeeze, which felt good. “Mind if I eat your ass, Barry? ” Jill inquired.

It was a sentence Barry had never expected to hear in his life. Startled, he hesitated to reply, and Jill gave him a smack on his rear, not gently. “Pretty please?” she teased, digging her fingernails into his ass meat.

“It – it’s all yours,” Barry told her.

Jill wasted no time. She hopped up on the bed, getting her knees around her friend Annie’s feet, before quickly bending down and getting to Barry’s back door. At first the wet tickle of her tongue made him jump, but then, after just a second, it was purely pleasurable, her wet tongue massaging his asshole with such skilled and deliberate movements that it made pre-cum start to drip from his cock.

“Fuck,” he moaned, unconsciously bending and arching his back so that she could get better access. “That feels fucking amazing, Jill. ”

Jill licked and probed at his asshole for a little while longer before pulling away and saying, “Well, what can I say. I just love using my mouth. ”Then without a moment’s delay, she dipped down lower between his legs and dragged her tongue along the back of his balls, then found his hard cock and slurped it into her mouth, quickly taking all eight inches all the way to the back of her throat and further.

Barry almost choked, it felt so good. Jill slurped up and down his cock despite the backwards and upside-down angle. It was incredible what she could do.

Upstairs, Annie seemed to have gotten her fill of Barry sucking on her tits and nipples, and pulled herself further up the bed so that his face was lined up with her crotch.

“I think you like to use your mouth too, Barry,” Annie told him. “Show me how much. Jill, can you help me with these pants? I got too excited and forgot to take them off before I got on the bed.”

Barry could smell Annie’s arousal through her pants easily, so he had no doubt that she really was excited. Barry himself hooked his fingers into the waistband of her yoga pants and pulled them down her hips, and then Jill’s hands came snaking up and did the rest of the work, all while his cock was still in her throat. Jill pulled Annie’s pants all the way down and off her legs, throwing them to the floor.

Annie spread her legs open for Barry, giving him a full view of her smooth-shaven pussy that was already glistening with her arousal. When he went to go down for it and taste her, she clenched her legs and caught his head in her knees.

“Actually,” Annie said, sounding coy and playful, “I’d like to do it the other way around. Get on your back, Barry, and let me ride your face. ”

Barry didn’t take much convincing, but Annie helped him along anyway. She used her knees to lock his head and bring him down to the bed, pulling his cock free of Jill’s mouth while she retreated to allow them to rearrange themselves. Barry got spun around so that he ended up on his back and Annie was straddling his face, so fast that he wasn’t quite sure how it had happened.

Now he stared up at Annie, her big tits hanging down above his head and her smooth, wet pussy right up against his face, rubbing against his chin.

“Take a deep breath,” Annie told him, and then she slid her pussy over his face

Her wet clit brushed up against his nose, and he immediately jammed his tongue up her cunt, tasting her and pushing himself up into her tunnel. Annie pressed her weight down onto him, forcing his tongue deeper inside, then dragging herself backward so he could work her clit with his mouth. He sucked on her clit, flicking his tongue at her folds, and she moved back and forth on his face, putting him where she wanted him to be.

Jill found his cock again, taking it into her mouth. At some point, she had gotten her own pants off, so now all three of them were completely naked and writhing on the bed. While sucking on Barry’s cock, Jill worked her hands upward to grab her friend Annie’s ass, squeezing and pinching at her cheeks while Barry ate the pussy that was being rubbed into his face.

Putting her hands on the top of his thighs, Jill pulled herself up Barry’s body, releasing his cock from her mouth with a wet slurping sound. She wiped the spit from her mouth with a quick motion, then got herself up on Barry’s crotch, where his cock stood tall and proud. He was rock hard and dripping with his own precum and Jill’s spit, his cock aching to be put inside of something else again.

“Hold steady, Annie,” Jill said, getting one hand on her friend’s back to help her keep her balance. “I’m getting on!”

Barry would have said some words of encouragement to her if he had been able to, but as it was, his mouth was a little full. He laid back, pinned down under the two gorgeous women and half-drowning in pussy juice in the best way. His face was smeared with Annie’s essence, and Annie was grinding and panting on top of him, stopping only to let him breathe for a second before going back in for more.

With his top half being worked by Annie, Jill took to his lower half, using Annie to steady herself while she lined her needy pussy up with Barry’s cock. She raised herself up over his midsection and said, “I’m getting you all the way inside me in one try, you hunk!”

Jill put both hands on Annie’s back, swayed slightly, then dropped herself down carefully but quickly onto Barry’s cock. He felt his steel rod penetrate her soaking, wanting hole immediately, all the way down to the base of his cock. Just like she had promised, in one fell swoop, he was completely inside of her love tunnel and feeling every inch of it.

Barry moaned into Annie’s pussy, involuntarily thrusting upward at the fantastic sensation of hot, wet penetration. Jill purred in approval, happy for Barry to force as much of his cock into her as he could.

“God yes!” she cried, feeling him fill her up. “Oh, Barry, my god, did I want this. Did I need this! You have no idea what you’re doing to me, unh!”

“You’re—making me—jealous,” Annie panted, still humping herself onto Barry’s face with wild abandon. “But I still think—I’m going to—cum on his...face!”

Barry brought his hands up, finding Annie’s big tits and hard nipples through his obscured vision and helping her along toward her goal, pinching hard on her nipples while she moaned in delight and begged him for more. Her moves became more urgent, more focused, pushing her clit into his lips and pressing down against his own pressure to increase her pleasure, while her breasts bounced in his hands.

Jill was starting to ride him now, too, slamming herself deliberately down onto his cock with wet, heavy sounds of sex and passion. He could feel how soaked his own crotch was, with both of their juices mixing together and creating a sloppy, slippery pool of delight. It was easy for his length to disappear into her over and over again, and since he was pinned down by the two women using him for their pleasure, it was Jill who was in control of his cock. He just had to lay there and let her do what she wanted, and it was pretty much exactly what both of them wanted as they were awash in each other’s pleasure. Barry’s dick got familiar with every inch of Jill’s cunt, and her own tunnel crept across every hard inch that Barry had to muster. Over and over, harder and faster, with their wet flesh slapping together.

Annie reached down and grabbed Barry’s hair, slipping her fingers through its short length and locking her grip onto him, while she moaned, “Oh fuck, yes, right there Barry, suck my clit, don’t stop, ah, ah!”

Annie gyrated on his face, and Barry gave her everything he could, grabbing her by her hips and yanking her down even harder onto his working mouth to make sure her orgasm shook her to her core.

Annie came hard, putting one hand on Barry’s shoulder while the other was still entangled in his hair, using him as leverage and balance while her world and body were rocked by her orgasm. She threw her head back and cried out in delight as her pussy spasmed on Barry’s face. She humped herself into him ferociously, squeezing every last drop of pleasure out of the sex toy that was his face. She yanked on his hair and dug her fingernails into his shoulder, leaving marks.

When it was over, her juices were all over Barry’s face, and both of them were panting for air and trying to recover from the intense orgasm Barry had given Annie. But Jill did no such thing, still dropping herself down on Barry’s cock over and over again, riding him like he was hers and she had broken him down.

“Climb off there and help me out here, Annie, ” Jill said, still using Barry’s pole. “I am so fucking...close...”

Barry had thought Annie was wiped out, but apparently she had more in her. She gave his face one last good, hard nudge with her pussy, then turned around so that she was facing Jill. She still straddled Barry’s face, but now she bent down and laid her stomach across his, her tits squishing into his navel and her nether regions spread open over his face so that he had a full view of her glistening pussy and wet, pulsing little asshole.

“Oh yeah, girl, you’re looking hot down there,” Jill said. With Barry’s cock still inside of her, Jill leaned back, pulling Barry’s dick forward while tilting herself back so that Annie could reach Jill’s clit with her mouth.

Before Annie could dive in, she wiggled her ass in front of Barry‘s face, making her cheeks jiggle firmly in front of his hungry eyes.

“Go ahead and eat my asshole, Barry,” Annie suggested, knowingly rubbing the flesh of her sensitive pussy across Barry’s chin. “ It’ll make sure I do a good job on Jill.”

“Yes, Barry, eat her ass and help me cum!” Jill cried.

Barry did as he was told, with both he and Annie leaning into their meals at the same time. Barry tasted remnants of Annie’s own juices on her ass, her essence having made it there during the wild pussy eating ride on his face. Barry happily got his tired tongue into Annie’s asshole, fighting past the aches and exhaustion that his mouth had been through during this wild encounter. He would do anything to keep the intense pleasure on his cock from stopping.

Barry licked up and down her ass, feeling Annie’s asshole pulse underneath his tongue, and then was quick to press his tongue into her tight ring, eliciting a squeal from her as she wiggled her ass back onto his face in encouragement. Barry grabbed her ass with both hands, getting the meat of her cheeks in his palms and spreading them apart so that he could get deeper into her hole with his tongue. He loved eating ass, and Annie had an amazing one spread open right in front of his face.

Before Annie could get too distracted by her deep rimjob, Jill grabbed her by the hair and shoved her face into her clitoris. Once Annie began licking, Jill began riding, slowly at first to allow Annie to develop a rhythm in eating her, and as they both grew more comfortable with the arrangement, Jill began to go up and down Barry’s cock faster and faster. Barry clenched his eyes shut, trying to stave off his inevitable earth-shattering orgasm and last as long as possible. He craved release, yet at the same time, didn’t want this to end.

Annie’s asshole clenched at his tongue as he forced it deeper inside her back door. He moved his hands from her ass to her hips, pulling her rear end a couple inches back toward him just so that he could taste more of her. He wiggled his tongue inside her, and arousal from the deep anal stimulation started to get his face wet with her juices once again as her pussy rubbed against the hair of his beard and gave her more pleasure.

“Suck on it, Annie, ” Jill begged, panting and whimpering and riding Barry’s cock while his hard eight inches hit that special spot inside of her again and again and again.“Don’t stop! ”

Annie leaned into Jill’s pussy, pulling herself forward enough that Barry’s tongue slipped out of her ass and left the wet hole twitching before him. She sealed herself against Jill, making sure that her clit never left her mouth. She sucked and pulled and nibbled while Jill slammed Barry’s cock into her cunt, Annie’s face getting smeared with Jill’s juices. Annie even found a way to snake her tongue down and lick at Barry’s slick shaft during the brief occasions when it wasn’t buried all the way up inside Jill, and Barry could feel her hot, wet tongue tasting him and Jill during those moments.

With her fingers buried in Annie’s dark hair, Jill came, her pussy spasming around Barry’s cock, and all the while, Annie didn’t give her an inch, keeping her clit in her mouth like her life depended on it and sucking on the sensitive nib while Jill shook and humped herself against Barry’s cock, pounding her own G-spot senseless.

It was all too much for Barry, whose resolve broke cleanly in half under the stimulation of Jill’s tight cunt and Annie’s skillful tongue. The orgasm was so intense and sudden and powerful that he didn’t have time to issue any warning or even say a single word, simply bracing himself against the impact as his balls released inside of Jill. He pumped his cum into her, thrusting his hips upward, his body not belonging to him anymore, but belonging to his cock and the pleasure surging through it. He shot stream after stream of cum up Jill’s cunt, coating her insides and filling her to the brim, so much that his load leaked out of her pussy, dribbling down his dick. Annie was quick to lick it up, swallowing the cum that she could get to with relish.

When both of them had stopped twitching and pulsing and clenching, Jill got up and popped Barry’s cock out of her with a sigh of contented exhaustion, releasing the rest of his seed to spill down and make them both even messier.

Annie hopped off of the bed, surprisingly energetic. She had ecstatic energy, fully recovered from the orgasm she’d had all over Barry’s face a few minutes ago.

“Wow, Barry, that’s very naughty of you to do on the clock,” Annie teased, finding her clothes on the ground near the bed and slipping back into them. “I think you two are going to need a little more cleaning up before you get dressed.”

“I’m going to need more than cleaning up,” Barry groaned, letting the bed take him as he stretched out. “I might need a fucking casket to sleep this one off.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” Jill said, getting herself up off the bed. “You have your own bathroom back here, right?”

Barry sat up with great effort and gestured that it was out the door and to the left, and Jill gathered up her things and got herself cleaned up and dressed in the small private bathroom in the back of the cabin. She came back soon, fully dressed and refreshed. Barry didn’t know how the two women were able to recover so quickly. He literally felt like he could peacefully pass away.

Annie sat down on the bed, and Jill got back shortly. “Thanks for indulging us,” she said. 

“I feel like I should be the one thanking you,” Barry responded.

“Men always feel like that,” Jill admonished with a shake of her head. “But I think we got even more from you than you got from us.”

“You definitely got a lot from me,” Barry joked. He eventually did find the strength to get up and get dressed, and luckily his uniform was clean, though he’d need to take a few minutes to give himself a real wash as soon as possible.

The three of them went out to the main cabin area together. 

“So, um, come back anytime,” Barry said to them. “You know, not just for sex. Hiking and all that.” 

“You’re cute,” Annie teased. “God, I feel so much better. How long are you stationed here?”

“About the next six months,” Barry said.

“Oh, that’s great.”

“Yeah!” Jill agreed. “Annie and I are taking this class, well it’s almost like group therapy, I guess? But it’s what spurred us to quit waiting around for good things to happen, and instead make them happen ourselves. And let’s just say, from the conversations we’ve had, we’re not the only women there who have these kinds of...needs.” She put a hand to her mouth and giggled. “If you’re open to it, we could, you know, send some of our new friends your way out here. Not a guarantee or anything, but if it sounds good to you?”

Holy shit, Barry thought. Don’t overthink it.

“It sounds good to me,” he said. “As long as I don’t miss too much work.” He let out a laugh.

“Great.” Jill beamed. “We’re gonna refill our waters and get going. That was a great rest, but we have quite a bit of the trail left, and I want to make sure we still have time to go and get lunch when we’re done. ”

Annie leaned in and planted a kiss on his cheek. “Thanks, Barry.”

Still somewhat stunned, he watched them go, very aware that the shapely asses retreating in those yoga pants were all over his body just minutes ago. He was worried that by tomorrow he would think it had all been a dream.

He sat down heavily in the chair behind his small desk, looking out the faraway front windows of the cabin. Annie and Jill were gone, and it might be a while before new hikers came. Maybe now would be a good time to grab a quick shower.

He wondered if he’d really see more women like Annie and Jill. One thing was for sure—if they walked through that door, he wouldn’t be saying no.

––––––––
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​Harem Cabin, Book 2: Out in the Woods
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Barry sat back in his desk chair at the hiking trail rest stop cabin, content. It had been a smooth day so far, with a few hikers stopping by the cabin. He had chatted with the chatty ones for a while, enjoying their company, but he also didn't mind when the cabin was empty and solitude was his.

Barry worked for a private security firm, and the park service had contracted his firm to station security guards at this public rest stop meant for hikers on the trail through the woods. Barry had been very excited to land this assignment, being a person who loved nature and being outside. The cabin was nicknamed Nature's Nurture, and he would be here working this assignment and living in the cabin in the forest outside the city for the next few months.

It had been almost one month since Annie and Jill had come by the cabin with the express purpose of fucking his brains out, and he still thought about it almost every day. He hadn't seen them since, but he remembered what Jill had told him before the two women had left.

Apparently, Annie and Jill were part of some class which they described as more of a group therapy session, which had encouraged them to free themselves from their inhibitions and go after what they had wanted. Namely, that had been Barry, whom they had seen working security at another site before he had been stationed at the cabin. They had thrown caution to the wind and been completely honest with Barry, and he had been very receptive to their advances. The rest was history.

Jill had said that there were other women like herself and Annie in the class, and that those women might be interested in doing exactly what he, Annie, and Jill had done. She had asked if it was okay to send them to the cabin while he was stationed here, if the women were in fact interested, and Barry had no problem saying yes to that.

It seemed a little too good to be true, though. He didn't really expect a hoard of women to come through the door, grabbing at his pants with a mad desire for him to fuck them, so he let his expectations temper and just focused on work and enjoying the forest.

He didn't always have to be at the cabin if visitors were to come by, and patrolling the area that constituted the grounds of the cabin was part of his job, too, so Barry changed over to some rugged hiking boots and left the rest stop cabin, setting out on what he expected to be a short patrol.

"Well, maybe not too short," he said to himself as he stepped outside into the warm sunshine. "I think I'm due for a nice, long walk in the woods." 

It was the early afternoon, and the rest stop was empty. Per regulations, he left the basic instructions for newcomers on the screen door, pinned up for anyone who might come along, and there were other signs in clear vinyl stands around the place just in case anyone got confused or wandered out of the public area and into the personnel quarters.

Out on the grounds, Barry didn't see nor hear anyone approaching, and he turned to the north to start his patrol deeper into the woods, where the main trail would veer off shortly away from his direction. The rest stop cabin sat in a clearing among the trees, although the tree line and the growth of the forest wasn't far away, and part of his duties were to keep the clearing free of too much invasive growth, without going crazy like some land development company and causing more damage than was necessary. He’d taken care of that pretty recently, so there was no need to go into the small tool shed behind the cabin today.

Barry circled around the northern edge of the grounds, making sure there wasn't any litter scattered about and ensuring that the posted signs marking the small plot of land hadn't been disturbed. Occasionally they'd get torn down or marked up and would need replacement. So far, everything seemed to be good, so he turned up to the northern trail to indulge in a little hiking himself.

His phone rang about that time. There was actually pretty good service out here, even this deep into the forest. He pulled it out of his pocket and saw that it was his boss, so he went ahead and answered.

"Hey, Jeff," Barry said. "How you doing?"

Barry proceeded along the trail while the short small talk of employer and employee continued. He stayed off to the side, trying not to let himself get too distracted by the phone call to take in the sights of the forest. Eventually, his boss got to the point.

"I just wanted you to keep your eyes open," Jeff told him, and Barry could hear the clicking of a computer mouse in the background. "The park service got some reports of a group of people visiting the main trail that your rest stop is on over and over again, allegedly approaching from both the south and north, but they didn't seem like hikers. They clued me in, and I suppose it's my job to be at least a little paranoid, so I thought, if someone is going back to a place over and over while not really belonging there, they might be casing it. I don't know what the rest stop might have to steal, from my logs of inventory it doesn't seem like it's worth anyone's time, unless eighty bucks in petty cash is important to them."

Barry laughed at that. "It is quite a bit of a hike for such a lame haul."

"Right. But anyway, keep your eye out for any suspicious characters, which I know you're doing anyway. If there's any more information on that, I'll let you know."

Barry thanked him and ended the call, putting the phone back in his pocket. He hadn't noticed anything suspicious like that, so he wasn't particularly worried. The flowers that the park service had had the concern about had turned out to be harmless, as well, as he had expected. After almost a month here, and plenty of time spent hiking these trails before he was stationed here, he knew the area pretty well. His instincts were usually good.

Barry did leave the grounds of the rest stop officially and continued proceeding along the northern trail, not technically something that he should be doing, but something he indulged in anyway. Further up, there was the beginnings of a deer trail that he liked to walk by and see if they were still using. He had never seen the deer, but somehow it was nice seeing evidence that they were going to and fro in the woods, living lives that mostly went completely unseen.

He had reached that area, standing a few dozen feet away from where he could see the deer trail begin, when he saw three people coming the opposite way on the northern path. He gave them a short, friendly wave and didn't let his gaze linger. He was in uniform, and when they saw him, most people assumed he was a park ranger. That was fine and all, but he knew seeing an authority figure out when you're supposed to be isolated from society by the insular nature of a hiking trail kind of spoiled the fun a little bit, and tended to put people on guard for no reason. Even working security for as long as he had, he still felt that way on occasion. So a quick greeting, and then don't make the people feel like they're being watched. That was the ideal interaction unless somebody needed help or wanted to chat.

With his focus back on the deer trail, he looked closer and thought he might see some antler shedding that he couldn't resist getting a better look at. He headed toward the trail, already having put the hikers coming his way out of his mind, and was surprised when he heard one of them call out.

"Sorry, um, sir?" came the voice, and Barry pulled his attention away from the deer trail and looked to the group, three women who were coming up to him tentatively. They looked to all be in their late 20s, fit and honestly beautiful, though definitely not dressed for a hike. The woman speaking to him had long brown hair that was twisted into a braid and hanging over her shoulder.

"Can I help you three with something?" Barry asked them, putting on his trademark friendly smile. The three of them looked nervous and quite uncertain, so he asked them, "Did you get turned around? Need some directions?"

"Not exactly," another one of the women said. She was blonde, and her hair was shoulder length and curly, framing a sweet face with blue eyes. She had on a T-shirt that was tied up at the waist like she was a cheerleader at a college football game, showing off her tight stomach, and highlighting the generous curve of her breasts. "My name is Beth. This is Taylor—" Beth nodded her head at the girl with the long braid, "and Madison."

Madison had brown hair as well, though nowhere near as long as Taylor. Hers was short and scooped neatly around her neck. Her blouse was bright yellow and showed a lot of her cleavage.

"Actually, we're not really lost, but there was a specific spot we're looking for that we heard about in these woods and we haven't been able to find, although I thought we were in the right area..." Beth looked around, raising her shoulders in a short shrug. “But I guess we passed it by, or just haven't reached it yet. There's supposed to be this area with three big bat houses that we had seen online, but no luck yet. You wouldn't happen to know the place, would you?"

"The bat houses..." Barry thought for a second. He definitely did know the place, but he hadn't stopped by there in some time, since well before he was ever stationed at Nature's Nurture. After a moment of reflection, the location did appear in his mind. The ladies were on the right track, but they had passed it a little while back. He couldn't remember where exactly it was, but he would know it when he saw it.

"If I remember right, the entry path there had gotten a little overgrown," Barry said to them. "Hard to find. I guess fewer and fewer people were going over there specifically, and nature took its course. But long story short, yes, I can get you there. Now, I don't remember specifically where it is well enough to just point you along, but I know it's back the way you all came from. I can take you there and once I lay eyes on it, I'll know we're in the right spot."

"Oh, that's great," Madison said, nodding and making her short brown hair bob. "I was gonna ask—I mean if you could—just because, well, yeah, we got turned around. No way we were going to find it if we already passed it. Like I told you, Beth."

Beth shrugged. "When you're right, you're right. Thanks, um...?"

"My name is Barry," he told the three women. "Anyway, I shouldn't be away from the rest stop for too long, so I'll go ahead and take you all there now if it's all the same to you."

"Please lead the way," Madison said.

The nervous energy of the three women had faded some by the time Barry walked past them to direct them back down the path they had used. He supposed it was just hard to break the ice and ask for help, and they were warming up to it. If he remembered right, the secluded little clearing with the bat houses wasn't too far away, and it shouldn't delay his return to patrol by too long, as long as he actually did remember where it was and wasn't just fooling himself so that he could spend some time with these three hot women.

No, come on, you're better than that, Barry, he chided himself. You’re doing this out of the goodness of your heart. And while that is true, it doesn't change the fact that all of them are practically hanging their cleavage out into the air, and the blonde one, Beth? I didn't know they sold shorts that short. No one said you're not allowed to look—it would be pretty hard not to.

Barry started them back the way they had come, while behind him the girls talked quietly amongst themselves, nothing that he could really hear. He really did love it out here, and if there weren't any noise behind him, it was possible he'd forget about the women behind him completely. 

Well, not really. They really did look damn good, and he was definitely tempted to turn his head back to get another glimpse, but he didn't want to be a creep. He definitely couldn't go around thinking that every woman who came into this forest was like Jill and Annie, visiting with the express purpose of getting fucked by Barry. Plenty of women had come and gone and there had been no prurient activity, or even flirting.

Okay, there had been some flirting. He was a burly, bearded, good-looking guy, and women tended to take notice of that. Barry loved some good-natured flirting, and it got his heart rate up just as much as it raised any woman's who engaged in it. Nothing like some harmless, mutually beneficial fun.

Focus, man. You're supposed to actually be looking for something right now. 

Barry got more of a bearing on his surroundings. The trail curved very gradually left for the next three-quarters of a mile, and there was a steep drop-off down to a ravine if you strayed more than a hundred feet or so off of the trail. Since it was such a regularly-used trail, there were signs posted warning of it, but he still checked back to make sure his companions were aware.

They seemed to be, safely on the right side of the trail a couple dozen feet behind him, and still looking gorgeous. He brought his gaze back forward, making sure to step over the creeping roots of the large trees that pushed upward into the surface of the trail. That was something you always had to keep an eye on—twisting your ankle and not being able to walk back while all the way out here was no good. On a bright summer day with people around, it wasn't so bad, but worse situations had befallen people whose attention slipped for a second. There was an ATV back at the rest stop, but it was pretty much just for hauling tools short distances and wasn't equipped to rescue anyone in an emergency. The park service took care of that.

"I'm pretty sure it's not much further up," Barry called back to the three of them. He lifted an arm and pointed ahead, indicating a tree with some branches broken around the bottom. "That ash tree there is the marker that I remember. Just up past it a bit I'll be able to find the trail there, even if it's overgrown some by now."

"Great!" one of them responded—Barry wasn't sure who.

True to his word, a few hundred feet past that ash tree, there was a tiny branch-off from the main trail that no one would have noticed if they didn't know exactly where to look. Barry grinned. That was what he had been looking for.

"I found the spot here," Barry called back to them, excited. He hadn't been to the spot in quite some time either, and he was looking forward to seeing it for himself. "Come on, this way."

He went over to where the path began, and the three women followed him, talking excitedly amongst themselves as well. He guessed that he wasn't the only one who would get a little thrill out of visiting this secluded spot. He wasn't sure if the bats still used the houses here, but it would still be a nice place.

Barry pushed through some of the overgrowth, holding the slender branches of stretching bushes aside so that the three ladies could walk through unhindered. They thanked him as they proceeded, and he released the overgrowth once they were all inside, letting it snap back into place in a rustle of leaves and branches.

The trail itself, for most of it, was much more manageable than the almost-hidden entry. The growth was low, threatening more to snag their ankles then to stop them entirely, and Barry got in front of the women again so that he could use his bulk to clear out anything dangerous.

"Yeah, nobody's been here in a while, that much is clear," Barry said to them, using his boots to snap creeping tendrils that might cause one of them to trip. "I'm glad you brought it to my attention. It's not part of my area, but I'll let the park service guys know that this trail could use some conditioning."

"That's great," Madison said. "I have a feeling we're going to like the spot, I bet that we'll want to come back. Or maybe tell some other people about it."

"The more, the merrier," Barry said agreeably. "Okay, here we are!"

The very end of the short trail was even more overgrown than the entry had been, and again Barry positioned himself like he was the door, opening the way for the three women so that they could walk by safely They made it into the clearing safely, and Barry let the branches snap behind him once more. He wanted to get a quick look at the clearing before leaving the women to their devices and heading back to the rest stop. He'd been gone long enough already.

Stepping forward, he was glad to see that the area was still in a good shape and most certainly traversable by hikers once the path was opened up. It was a small clearing in the woods, ovular in shape but with rough edges since it had been a natural clearing and very little had been done to make it look any different. The main exception were three very tall bat houses on sturdy wooden poles, stretching way up above their heads, perhaps two hundred feet away from where they had come out of the trail. The bat houses were spaced a hundred feet apart from each other, with housings at the top that looked deceptively small at a distance, but once you got close to them, it became clear that they were pretty big.

There wasn't much else of interest here; not even a bench to rest on. The park service didn't want to encourage people meandering in this particular spot so as not to disturb the bats too much, but they still wanted it open and accessible to the public for educational reasons, hence the small plaque on the 3-foot pedestal near the closest bat house.

"Looks great," Barry said, nodding in approval. "I won't keep you all, just be careful getting back onto the trail with the overgrowth. Hopefully next time you come back here, this will all have been cleared out. "

Barry turned around and stepped back to the entry of the trail, turning sideways so that he could press himself through the slender branches without having one snap into his face.

"Wait!"

Barry stopped, turning his head back toward them. Beth had stepped forward, raising one hand in the air while she called out to him.

"Is everything all right?" Barry asked, concerned.

"Can you come back here for just a second?" Beth asked him. "There's something I have to say, but I don't want to... you know, shout it through the whole forest."

"Um...sure, sure," Barry said, hesitating for only a moment before backing away from the trail and heading over to regroup with the three ladies. "Is anything wrong? If you three were going to smoke weed out here or something, that's fine, just don't throw anything lit onto the ground and take your garbage with you is all."

Taylor laughed, throwing her head back. "Ha! No, nothing like that. We—well, Beth, you were saying..."

"We're friends with Jill and Annie," Beth blurted out, bringing her hands to her chest. Taylor and Madison gave a little nods in agreement. Beth continued, "They told us about you, and they said you'd probably be okay with...well, us coming here and...can you help me out, ladies!?"

"Seeing if you wanted to have sex," Taylor finished for Beth, surprisingly calm.

"With all three of us," Madison added. "Just to be clear."

"Uh...oh." Barry was caught completely off-guard at this, despite having some sexual thoughts earlier since they looked so good. Come to think of it, these three looked really good, clearly not dressed for a hike, clearly dressed to catch someone's eye, and holy shit how had he not realized this the moment he had laid eyes on them? Thinking back, now that he gave the idea some attention, these three had practically been ogling him any chance they had gotten to look.

"If not, that's alright," Beth said, sounding a little dejected. Color crept into her cheeks. "I know they told you about the group and stuff, and probably we could have, I don't know, called or something instead of springing this on you in the middle of the woods—"

"I'm sorry, I'm sorry," Barry said, shaking his head. "It's just that my mind was elsewhere. Listen...I am never not in the mood. If you all really want to do this thing, then you came to the right guy."

He watched all three of their faces light up, and again felt like he was living in a dream. Stuff like this just didn't happen in real life. Yet, here he stood.

"Let's head back to the rest stop, I have a space—"

"Actually, we wanted to do it outside," Taylor said quickly, cutting it off. "We really did know this place, we just couldn't find it. We had it in mind specifically." She ran a hand down the length of her braid. "Since you're into nature and all, we figured you'd be amenable."

"I'm amenable," Barry confirmed. 

"Okay, then, get over here and grab my tits!" Madison exclaimed, the awkwardness of establishing the situation having melted away once they had all confirmed they were on the same page. Then she ripped her yellow blouse off, letting it fly into the grass, and it became very apparent that she was not wearing any kind of bra at all, and again, Barry reflected that he must have been blind as one of the bats in these houses not to have noticed this.

But that was too much thinking, and there was a fantastic invitation on the table just waiting for him. Figuring they were less likely to get caught outside if they just got right into things, Barry went over to the topless and bra-less Madison and did as she commanded, getting his hands on her big tits. Her hard nipples poked between the spaces of his fingers, brown and bumpy.

"Oh, yeah," Madison said, biting her lip. "Don't be gentle."

"If you insist," Barry said, and then he squeezed her big tits in his hands while pinching her nipples between his knuckles at the same time, making her grown. She put her hands on his hips, pulling him closer.

Not to be left out, Taylor and Beth came around on either side of Madison, groping at their friend's breasts and naked stomach, running their hands across her exposed flesh.

"I always loved your tits, Madison," Beth said, cupping her hand under the bulky weight of Madison's right breast. "God, this is so exciting!"

"Ever since we started with the group, the three of us have had a lot more fun together," Taylor said, making sure to look Barry in the eyes so that she could see his pleased reaction. 

"Maybe we could show Barry our favorite thing to do, Taylor," Madison panted while she was worked over by all three of them, Barry's big hands massaging as much of her tits as he could. It still left a lot hanging free for the other girls. Madison was stacked.

Madison dug her fingers into Barry's hips and pulled him into a deep kiss, immediately invading his mouth with her tongue. Her big breasts squished against his chest, pinning his hands there between the two of them, while their tongues swirled around each other and Madison moaned into his mouth. Barry was hard as a rock now, his dick straining at the front of his uniform pants like it had been doing way, way too often since he had started working at the cabin.

Taylor and Beth pulled away, immediately going over to Barry and getting him undressed. Taylor slipped her slender fingers into his waistband, pulling his tucked shirt out of it and yanking it over his head, which forced his hands away from Madison's breasts for the briefest of moments. Once the shirt was off, Madison grabbed his arms and squished his hands back into her tits, wiggling into his touch.

Beth got his belt undone and pants down so fast that Barry wondered if undressing a man was part of something that they went over in this group that they all attended. His cock sprung into the air, feeling the naked openness of the forest, but then it was smashed into Madison's waist, feeling the soft stretch of skin between her navel and pussy. Knowingly, Madison ground into the hard rod pressing against her, making Barry's knees tremble.

"Well, now that he's free," Madison said, working her hips into Barry's cock, "it's my turn to play with something of yours, I think."

Madison pulled on him, waiting for just the right moment when her sneaky little movements against his sensitive cock made his knees weak, urging him to the ground. Once he was down on his knees, she laid down in front of him, somehow wedging her way between his knees so that it was Barry who was straddling her, his hard cock nestled neatly between her big, bouncy tits. The flesh was warm and soft and inviting, and he couldn't help but shiver at the pleasurable touch.

Madison was completely naked. When the hell did her pants come off? Taylor and Beth must've been responsible for that, too. They really had a talent.

"Feed me your cock, Barry," Madison begged. She put her hands up on the side of her tits, squeezing her soft, warm breasts around his cock, so big that they swallowed his shaft completely. "Come on. Just a little closer."

She opened her mouth.

It was one of the most inviting and irresistible things that Barry had ever seen. He moved himself forward, his heavy balls dragging across her chest, the smooth flesh of her stomach pressing at his ass once he settled down within reach of her needy mouth.

Immediately, Madison took the head of his cock into her mouth, craning her neck forward so that she could get as much of it into her as possible. She moaned around his hard flesh, at the same time pressing her tits into the parts of him that she couldn't fit past her lips, massaging all of his cock. Barry tensed, his breath hitching in his throat. Her tongue swirled around his cock head, and her greedy lips pulled and sucked at the most sensitive part of his cock. He immediately started thrusting into her, feeling like an animal whose instincts were completely out of his control. He just wanted to shove more and more of his cock into her.

While he did that, he felt movement behind him. The other two women had gotten themselves fully naked as well, and Taylor had settled down on the ground between Madison's legs. Madison has spread them open, inviting her friend to work on the rest of her while she worked on Barry. Taylor nuzzled her chin into the same short, trimmed pussy hairs that Madison had rubbed against Barry's cock, and then she dove into her friend's pussy without any other foreplay.

Madison made an indiscernible noise of pleasure around the cock that filled her mouth, tensing her stomach muscles under Barry's ass and thrusting her crotch into Taylor's mouth, or at least as much as she could, anyway, while being pinned down by two people, pleasuring one while another plunged her tongue deep inside of her. Taylor sucked hard on Madison's clit, making her squirm with overstimulation before backing off right before Madison screamed, and licking up and down her sensitive labia. She definitely knew what she was doing, and how to tease and torture her friend with just the right amount of pleasure.

But then her focus diminished some, because with her ass stuck up in the air while she bent down to eat Madison's pussy, Beth got in behind Taylor and started working on her exposed pussy, shoving her tongue deep inside of her hole. She was at a perfect access point to get penetrated deeply by Beth's expert tongue. Together, all four of them undulated, pushing their nether regions into each other's mouths, maximizing their pleasure while engaged in some kind of gamesmanship to make the other person cum.

Finally, Taylor pulled up from Madison's pussy, watching Barry fuck her tits and mouth for just a moment longer before saying, "All right. It's my turn with Barry now."

The difficult shuffle of engagement in group sex is mostly avoided when people are clear with their expectations and desires. And physicality is often the quickest and clearest way to express those desires.

Taylor shoved Barry over, sending him sprawling onto the grass, his dick flopping with the motion and sending the leftovers of Madison's saliva flinging into the air. It was easy to do, because Barry had been avoiding putting all of his weight onto Madison, and so he was off-balance. Madison sat up, panting. Her neck and tits were soaked with her own spit and Barry's pre-cum.

"Flat on the ground, Barry," Taylor told him, which wasn't hard to achieve, what with how she had pushed him down. Not that Barry minded one bit. He laid flat, and in a flash, Taylor was on top of him, her pussy and ass in his face while she stared hungrily down at his cock.

But this time, Barry was the first to dive in, his mouth finding that Taylor's pussy was extremely wet, as of course she had been being worked over by Beth this entire time. He lapped at her folds, plunging his tongue into her hole on occasion, noticing that doing so made her shove back down on his face, so he partook in it more.

Taylor wasn't far behind him in getting started, taking all of his cock into her mouth and practically making him choke. The combination of Madison's mouth and tits on his long shaft had been heavenly, but there was a little that could compare with having your entire length swallowed up into someone's mouth and throat. Taylor bobbed up and down on his cock, clearly having a good time, and Barry withdrew his tongue from her pussy to lick at her asshole and make her squeal and wiggle with delight. She pressed back on him, and he forced his tongue inside.

Then he felt a hot, wet tongue on his balls, as Beth had grabbed his thighs and pulled herself up into his crotch, working on his sack while Taylor sucked his cock up and down.

While the hungry mouths worked, sucking at each other's flesh, tongues licking and stabbing and probing and swirling, Madison got down on her knees by Barry's head, getting an eyeful of him working on both of Taylor's holes. She leaned over Taylor, and her big tits squished into the top of her friend's rump, a beautiful merging of flesh that was satisfying for Barry's eyes to behold.

Madison whispered something to her friend that Barry couldn't hear, and Taylor seemed to nod enthusiastically in the form of sucking Barry's cock a little faster. Madison leaned back up, a mischievous smile on her face. She reached down behind herself, feeling for something in the grass, what might have been a pair of pants, and came back with a small bottle in her hand.

"You're going to get a front row seat to our favorite little thing that we like to do," Madison informed Barry, flipping the cap open on the small bottle that she held in her hand. She poured the substance over her right hand, and as she worked it up and down her skin, it became clear that it was a bottle of lube.

Barely waiting for Barry to get out of the way, Madison rested one hand on the small of Taylor's back, then leaned over and shoved three fingers into her friend's pussy, making Taylor start and jerk, her mouth freezing on Barry's cock. After a few seconds of getting used to the intrusion, Taylor started to press herself back onto the fingers while resuming the blow job. All the while, Beth licked expertly and hungrily at Barry's balls, sucking on them and taking them into her mouth.

Three fingers soon became four, and then Madison added her thumb to Taylor's pussy, spearing her fingers into her friend's stretching hole. Taylor groaned in delight and frustration, wanting all of Beth's hand inside of her, but not quite ready for it yet. Barry relaxed on the grass, enjoying the sensations of two women working on his cock while he watched Taylor's pussy get stretched to the limit just a few inches from his face.

Madison forced her fingers forward, working Taylor's hole open with a practiced motion. Barry watched more and more of Madison's hand slip inside of Taylor's cunt, until finally, with a small scream from Taylor, the widest part of Madison's hand made it past Taylor's resistance, and her whole fist disappeared inside of Taylor's pussy up to her wrist.

"God, I love being inside you," Madison said, using her free hand to smack Taylor on the ass and leave a pink mark.

"Yes, yes," Taylor was agreeing, possibly half-delirious with the intense pleasure and feeling of having Madison's entire fist inside of her. "Fist me, Madison, oh, fuck my pussy!"

Taylor had leaned up, arching her back and focusing on getting fisted by Madison, leaving Barry's cock free to be engulfed into Beth's mouth, the blonde swallowing him up even better than Taylor had done. God, Barry could feel her throat muscles working on the head of his cock as she took him down to the hilt.

On top of him, Madison started to fist fuck Taylor. Her fist squelched inside of her pussy, Madison going as deep as she possibly could, with a couple more inches of her wrist disappearing into Taylor's canal. A combination of lube and mostly pussy juice dripped down onto Barry's neck and chest as Taylor was fisted right on top of him. It was something Barry had never seen before, and he drank in every little bit of it, both figuratively and a little bit literally, depending on where the drips landed. He watched Taylor's pussy lips stretch farther than he'd ever seen a woman stretch, the way that Madison pulled back so that her fist was almost ready to pop out of Taylor's pussy again before she shoved it back in, making Taylor shudder and groan and plead for more. The only distraction from this spectacle was the work that Beth was doing on his cock and balls, switching between his shaft and his dangling sack, like she couldn't choose which one she loved the most. The stimulation was incredible. Barry rested one hand on Taylor's side, feeling her muscles work while she was fist fucked.

Beth slurped her mouth off of his cock and said to all of them, "Let's flip this around. Get Taylor on her back, and then Barry can use that dick on me."

Barry didn't understand immediately, but Madison and Taylor seemed to, leading him to wonder how much time they really did spend writhing around in a bed together with all three of them. It would be a thought worth lingering on if there weren't much more real things happening around and to him right now.

Without letting Madison's fist escape her pussy, Taylor rolled off of Barry so that she was on her back in the grass, Madison adjusting so that she was still able to work her magic on her. Taylor laid on her back with her legs up, and Madison was on her hands and knees, one hand planted in the grass while the other was planted between Taylor's legs. Beth moved around to where they were arranged, getting on her hands and knees herself while playfully bumping Madison off to the left so that she could be a little bit more central. She wiggled her ass in the air, looking back over her shoulder at Barry.

"Come on, big guy," she said to him, titillating. "Aren't you dying to bury your cock in me?"

"Like you read about," Barry practically snarled. He'd had his cock almost constantly sucked for the last god-knew how long, and it had been like a drug, sedating him and keeping him docile. Now that there was treasure in front of him ripe for his plundering, his needs overwhelmed his body, and he knew that Beth was right. He had to fuck her right then and there.

Getting into position behind her was easy, though with Madison essentially attached to Taylor at this point, they were all in a very tight set. Madison's calf pressed against Barry's as he nestled into the grass next to her, lining up his hard, dripping cock with Beth's hole, then grabbing her by the hips and shoving himself forward into her, not too quickly, letting himself feel every inch of her as he slid inside.

Beth let out a moaning growl of pleasure, dropping her head down and lifting her ass up to make sure that Barry wasn't inhibited by anything as he hilted his cock inside of her. His groin hit against hers with a wet slap, as Beth had been dripping her own arousal this entire time, waiting for someone to come and give her some treatment. Barry started to fuck her, relishing how tightly her pussy gripped him, wondering how long he could possibly last as he watched her blonde hair bounce with the motion.

Hardly more than a few inches away, Madison resumed fucking Taylor with her fist, and the latter had reached a hand down to play with her own clit. It bulged and tipped slightly upward with the displacement of Madison's fist and Taylor's own arousal. The instant that Taylor touched it, she shivered, holding off for a second to find the right stimulation before diving back in and frigging herself.

Barry had wondered how long he might last, but it turned out that Taylor was the one on the edge. Perhaps unsurprisingly, with what Madison was doing to her. Taylor groaned, then grunted, then screamed as her rubbing on her clit took her past the point of no return and her orgasm gushed around Madison's fist, squirting and soaking the ground below her ass with her juices. It was a hell of a sight, watching Taylor clench down on Madison's fist to enhance her orgasm, squirting and writhing and eventually bringing a hand to her mouth to stop herself from yelling any more while her tits bounced with the undulations of her body.

"Leave it in," Taylor panted when it was done, putting a hand on Madison's slick wrist where her hand was still inside of her. "Leave it in."

Barry had started to fuck Beth harder now, slapping his cock into her with full length strokes. Beth was working on her own clit, rubbing at her sensitive nub while gyrating her hips around Barry's cock, slamming her ass backward into him.

"Give me a hand, Barry," Madison said, her voice muffled. She had started masturbating too, her shoulder planted in the grass with her cheek resting on the ground, her other hand still inside of her friend. "I am so fucking close."

Madison's exposed rear end was well within Barry's reach. He slid his fingers, already wet, up the lips of her pussy, feeling it move as she rubbed at herself. His fingers found her hole, soft and wet and inviting, and two had slipped in before he even realized, followed quickly by a third once he felt that he hit his mark, and Madison groan and pushed back.

"Yes! Just like that! Fuck me!"

Barry had no problems multitasking, especially considering it only made everything feel better. Beth slammed into him and he slammed into her in return, the wet, slapping sounds of their fucking echoing through the clearing. He wasn't sure which one of them came first. It was close enough to be a photo finish, but Beth's orgasm lasted longer, which, if it had been a competition, would have made her the winner in Barry's eyes. Right around the time that he felt Beth tense up and then start spasming around his cock, Madison did the same thing, shoving back against Barry's thick fingers and angling herself so that their combined girth pounded her G-spot relentlessly. It turned out that Beth was a squirter, too, her flowing juices soaking both of their crotches and dripping down onto the forest floor, while Madison's pussy squeezed Barry's fingers hard enough that it hurt in the best way.

When Beth could manage to speak again, still perhaps unconsciously humping at Barry's cock, she told him, "Pull it out and cum all over my ass! I want to feel that hot cum on me!"

For Barry, it was the last straw. Amazed he'd held on this long already, Beth drop kicked him right over the edge of the cliff with her command, and he felt his balls and stomach tighten as the inevitable orgasm pressed against his resistance with the force of an avalanche.

He ripped his cock from Beth's pussy, wrapping his other hand around it even though he'd already started cumming the split second that he had pulled out. He couldn't stay quiet about it, moaning and repeating "oh fuck, oh fuck" as he shot his seed all over Beth's ass cheeks. His cum splattered against her asshole and pussy, and painted her cheeks and the small of her back. Even once he was completely spent and there was nothing left to shoot, he still kept pumping his cock, riding the waves of pleasure that persisted far beyond the contents of his balls.

Barry couldn't stay upright any longer, even on his knees. He toppled over into the grass, more completely exhausted and worn out than he had ever been in his life. Around him, the women fell over like dominoes, the sexual energy that had kept all four of them bright and bushy gone now, leaving their bodies to lie slack in the grass. 

The smell of sex in the air faded, still leaving behind a ghost of itself, but the forest air was quick to take over. Barry felt certain that there was no better place to fuck, and no better place to collapse in recovery after it was done. If heaven had a lounge and a forest, he'd choose the forest.

I don't think you're going to heaven after this one, Barry, he thought, and smiled.

"Wow," Taylor finally said. At some point Madison had indeed slipped her fist out of her, and Taylor rolled over in the grass, weakly reaching for her clothes and pulling them over to herself, while throwing her friends' clothes to them where they lay. "I was worried that we weren't going to be able to go through with it. This was, what, like our sixth time here?"

"Something like that," Beth sighed contentedly.

Chuckling to himself, Barry remembered the phone call from his boss. "Six times? Yeah, you drew some eyes. Next time you should probably dress like you're going for a hike."

"But we were going for a fuck," Madison pouted jokingly. "I did see a really cute workout top at that shop in the village, though..."

Their breathing steadied, and over time, their muscles started to work again, helped along by remembering the fact that they were out in public, and with their lust spilled out all over the ground, a dose of nerves came back. Barry had a small, clean towel in the pocket of his uniform that he brought with him on patrols to dab the sweat from his forehead, and it was unused today. Until now, as he used it to clean himself up before he got back in his work clothes. Regardless, he would need another shower. Few things lingered like pussy.

Once they were all up and dressed, Barry said, "It probably goes without saying, but that was fucking amazing. I'm glad that the sixth time was the charm."

"Us, too," Beth said, smiling.

"So being that this has happened twice so far..." Barry reached into his pocket, pulling out his wallet and slipping a business card out from it. "If you three, or Jill and Annie, or some other lovely ladies from your group feel the need to come by, you're very welcome, but my phone number is on here in case it would be better to arrange something instead of slipping into the bushes and fucking." He grinned. "Although, I have to say, I'd do it again."

Beth took the card, looked down at it, and tucked it into her pocket. "Maybe. But spontaneity is kind of one of the key components of letting your spirit free, so don't be too surprised if you get a hand on your shoulder instead of a call on the phone."

"There is nothing on Earth that will ever surprise me again," Barry said with a laugh.

Each of them gave him a kiss on the lips before they left, and the four of them cleared out of the secluded little area with the girls heading back up the north end of the trail with a wave, and Barry returning the wave and heading south back to the rest stop cabin. He reminded himself to contact the park service about opening up that trail again. As much as he might want to keep it as a secret little fuck spot, he knew he couldn't hog it to himself. He would wait a day or two, though. Let the evidence dissipate.

Back at the cabin, he zipped by the few people who were resting there, giving short greetings but not wanting anyone to get a whiff of him. He got to the back quarters, stripped down, and took a quick shower before returning to his station. Barry sat down at the computer desk and looked out the window at the tree line, wondering what else was going to find him out here in the forest. Or rather, who else.

He said he'd never be surprised again, but he had been wrong before.

––––––––
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Harem Cabin, Book 3: Storm Shelter
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Today was not a beautiful day.

Okay, that wasn't exactly true. At this specific moment, it was a beautiful day here at Nature's Nurture, with natural sunlight streaming through the windows and giving the cabin a homey and cozy ambience. Anyone could be fooled into thinking that it would be like that forever, with how serene everything was around them.

But there was a storm coming, and it threatened to be massive. The kind of storm with rain that could only be described as torrential, and gusts of wind that could break windows if they weren't properly reinforced. Barry was now tasked with making sure the hatches were battened, so to speak, and securing the cabin and its grounds for the coming storm.

This was why most of the trees close to the cabin had been cleared out, and why it sat in a pretty sizable clearing. Cutting down trees to offer a service to the park wasn't exactly ideal, but nature was nature, and the cabin wouldn't have lasted very long if it was surrounded by 30-foot tall trees that were ready to drop limbs crashing through its roof every time there was a storm. Once it was over, he would use the ATV out in the back shed to haul away whatever debris he could, though likely the job would be too big for one man in the park service would send in people.

His main task with this pending weather was to inform hikers to head out of the forest immediately, offer shelter to any who were caught in the storm, and do what he could from the inside to make sure the place didn't turn into a big mess. Most people who planned to come out into the woods were well aware of the weather, and from what he'd seen of the TV broadcasts over the last couple of days, he would be surprised if the upcoming storm was going to end up being news to anyone who lived in the city.

But of course, it never hurt to be careful.

It was 12:30 in the afternoon, and the storm was supposed to hit at around three, so it was time to usher everybody out. The cabin wasn't particularly crowded, because, again, most people knew about the storm already and weren't trying to get trapped in the woods in the middle of a torrential downpour, even if it was in a nice cabin with plenty of food and water, and even Internet. 

There were three or four people lounging around in the chairs, and one lying down on a cot. It was about a half hour hike down the south trail to get back to the main entryway's parking lot, but he wanted to make sure the people had a good head start, especially if they were wiped out from hiking earlier in the day. 

"All right, folks," Barry announced to the cabin, making his voice boom in the way that only large, bearded men could. He clapped his hands together, a portent of the thunder that would be arriving in a few hours. "The big storm is on the way, and the park service doesn't want anyone here except staff when it hits. I'm going to be closing this place up in the next fifteen minutes, and that means locked doors, shuttered windows, and abandonment of any phone chargers or wallets that have been left behind until you can make your way back here once the weather clears. So make sure you have everything, and please get safely back to the parking lot before the rain starts. Everybody drive safe."

There was a little bit of grumbling, but no real protests, because nobody could argue with the fact that they already knew.

"The rain's not supposed to start for a couple of hours," the guy lying down on the cot complained. "We got time."

"You got time," Barry corrected him. "I've got a lot I have to do around here before the clouds roll in, and any more than one is a crowd. Come on, up and at 'em."

The people did clear out, though to Barry's chagrin, it did take them a little longer than fifteen minutes to get all of their things together and exit to the cabin. He was glad he had started ushering them out when he did, because he had considered waiting until 1 o'clock, and that just would've put him even further in a hole.

He didn't lock the door yet, because he did still need and want to be available for anyone who wasn't able to make it out of the woods before the storm started, but he got to work on other things. He did the cleaning he was used to, finding any garbage that people had tucked into the seats or let fallen onto the floor and forgotten about. Normally he chided people when they left things lying about, telling them that he hoped they didn't treat the forest of the same way and having them pick it up before they left, but he could forgive a little sloppiness today in favor of getting people out of there earlier. He got the garbage tossed away and the furniture restored to where it was supposed to be, swapping out sheets or blankets and brushing off the seating where necessary. When it came to hikers, things tended to get dirty. A surprising amount of his time as a security guard was spent cleaning and straightening things out.

He got the kitchenette area rearranged, giving it a quick restock since it wasn't too empty and it didn't take too long. He was actually a little excited about the storm, as there hadn't been a terribly bad one since he had been stationed at the cabin, but when it did rain, it was always nice being cooped up in here and hearing the sky patter down all around him. The idea of a big, crashing thunderstorm reminded him of being a kid sitting inside while the clouds above belched lightning and thunder loud enough to shake his bones. It was scary and exciting and fun in a strange way, and he felt that childlike anticipation creep into him as the storm neared. The cabin was pretty much built for this, a very modern and sturdy structure, despite its semi-rustic appearance. It wouldn't have a problem holding together during the storm.

Once the minutiae of making sure the cabin was clean and free of tripping hazards just in case the lights went out were done, Barry got to securing the structure itself. There wasn't much he could do to make the cabin stronger, but the place had a lot of windows with exterior shutters to brace them against potential storm damage, and that was what he needed to take care of next.

He went outside and could smell the ozone of the impending storm, the sensation sending a shiver through his body. He jogged through the grounds, looking up and down the southern and northern trails to make sure that there were no people coming to and fro. If necessary, he could give a lone hiker a ride on the back of the ATV to get them to the parking lot faster, but it looked like no one had decided to face the elements today. No one besides himself, anyway.

The afternoon sunlight was beginning to dip into grayness, and Barry hurried back to the utility shed behind the cabin. He checked his phone and saw that it was almost 2 o'clock, and he didn't know where the hell all the time had gone. With a renewed sense of urgency, he pulled open the big double doors of the utility shed and went inside. He started the ATV just to make sure it was working, then turned it off and gassed it up, something he wouldn't want to have to bother with in the heat of the moment if it came to that. He moved some of the tools around, making sure the two-handed axe was accessible for when he would eventually have to break up some larger pieces of wood to haul away, and checking the weight on the propane tanks just out of habit, though that was something he did every week and he knew he had a good stock if it was necessary.

The utility shed was in good shape and pretty organized, so there wasn't much he had to do besides grab a couple cans of lantern fuel to bring into the cabin, something he had meant to do a few days ago but had forgotten about. He exited the shed and shut the doors, putting the padlock back on them so they wouldn't blow open. He quickly ran the lantern fuel back inside, setting it down on his computer desk near the back of the cabin, then got back outside to deal with the shutters.

The cabin was a lot larger than it appeared at first glance, especially if you spend most of your time on the inside. All around its perimeter, there were a total of fourteen windows that needed shuttering, and a couple of them required the use of a stepladder to reach, which Barry thumped himself on the forehead for when he realized he had forgotten to grab it from the shed. He went and got it, and began the arduous task of shuttering all the windows. They were storm shutters, heavy and strong, and by the time he locked the last set of them into place, his face was beaded with sweat. The humidity before the storm had gathered up into the air, pressing down on him like a blanket and thickening the forest air in the clearing.

But, finally, as far as he could tell, he was as prepared for the storm as he could be. Surprisingly exhausted, Barry retreated back into the cabin, letting the door close behind him. He spotted the lantern fuel cans on the desk, and knew they shouldn't be left out where they could easily get knocked over, especially if things went dark. He hustled to the back and gathered them up, moving them over to the higher counter of the kitchen and putting them up against the backsplash. Then he went to the rear quarters of the cabin where his small bedroom, back office, and bathroom were. The lanterns, four of them, heavy duty things that ran on kerosene so that you wouldn't be screwed if you'd forgotten to get batteries or couldn't power some rechargeable thing, sat on a shelf in the office. Barry gathered them up two by two and brought them out to the front of the cabin, setting them down alongside the fuel and making sure one of them was filled up.

"Okay." Barry let out a long breath and slapped his hands into his thighs, finally letting his tense muscles relax as he looked around the cabin. "I think that's just about everything."

He walked back to the front. There were two larger windows at the front of the cabin, viewing windows which didn't have shutters, but were made of reinforced triple pane glass that should be safe in a storm, even one of this magnitude. Still, just in case, Barry had moved the seating away from them, forming a kind of loose barricade with big open space in front of the windows, just so that if they did break, all the chairs wouldn't be covered with shattered glass and have to be replaced. You couldn't count on getting every tiny bit of glass out of an overstuffed chair cushion. It was better to just get rid of the thing if something like that happened.

Barry looked out the front at the darkening forest outside. The rain hadn't started yet, but it would very soon. He checked his phone again, and the clock told him that it was 2:45 PM. He could already hear the wind outside, starting as a whisper, but now it had warmed up to a howl as it wound its way through the trees and pressed against the walls of the cabin.

He wouldn't have minded standing here for the duration of the storm and watching as things developed, minus the risk that the window might break and slice him into ribbons, but he knew that he should do one last complete sweep of the place before things really started getting heavy. So he did, and it was a good thing, too, because in his effort to secure the public-facing areas, he had pretty much entirely neglected his back quarters. The narrow horizontal window in his bathroom was open, and he slid that shut and locked it, though it didn't have shutters. He also had more than a few things lying around on the floor of his small bedroom, things that would just be dying to trip him up in the event of a blackout. So he got that straightened out and went back out to the main area just at the same time as the front door to the cabin opened and two people walked inside.

Barry couldn't believe that he had forgotten to lock the front door. Of course, he was ready to open up for people in need if they got caught in the storm, but he had planned to spend his time near the front door so he could keep an eye out of the windows or hear someone knocking or ringing the electronic doorbell if they needed to get in, and then he could let them in.

Well, no matter. If they were coming in here, maybe they did need help. Barry moved forward, getting a look at the guests. They were two women, both wearing rain slickers in muted earth tone colors, and what looked like gardening hats with brims to keep out the sun and the rain. Most likely, they had come prepared for a little rain, but perhaps had overestimated their ability to escape back to their car before the bad weather came.

"Hello there," Barry called out, approaching them across the floor of the cabin. "Excuse the layout here; it's rearranged because of the storm. Speaking of, you seem dressed for it, but what are you doing out here? This thing is going to hit in full force any minute."

It must have already started raining while Barry was preparing the back rooms, since both of the women had rain droplets on their slickers dripping a little bit onto the floor, though clearly the serious rain hadn't started yet. They must have just gotten caught in the pre-storm sprinkles.

"I hope we're not intruding," one of the women said, taking off her hat and letting her hair fall out of it, which had come out of the rain perfectly dry. Her long, black hair fell down her back, freed from the headwear. She looked at Barry with piercing blue eyes and arching eyebrows, making him think for an instant of a teacher he'd had as a kid, Miss Veronica, whom none of the students dared to cross. "It seems our timetable was a little off when it came to the rain."

The other woman removed her hat, revealing curly red hair that also fell down her back, though it wasn't as long as her friend's black hair. She had a few freckles on her face, giving her a younger and kinder appearance than her friend, at least at first glance.

"It's my fault," she said, shaking her head and making her curls bounce around. "I wanted to make sure we saw that heron's nest on the hike, but I didn't realize it would be so far out of the way..."

"Well, whatever the reason, you two are welcome to wait out the storm here," Barry said, gesturing around the main area of the cabin, where every seat was available. "Just stay away from the front windows. They're reinforced, but I prefer anyone here take precaution."

"Thanks, Mr..." the red-haired woman squinted, tilting forward to get a look at the name tag on his chest, though he doubted she could read it from as far away as she was. "Barry. Like Gina said, I hope we're not intruding. It looks like you have this place pretty well locked up."

"Well, except for the door," Gina commented.

Barry sheepishly put a hand behind his head. "I was getting to that. You two came at just the right time."

"Well, that's a relief," the red-haired woman said with a big smile. "I'm Stacy, by the way. Thanks for, uh, having us here. Are there any kind of house rules we should know about?"

Barry shrugged. "Just common sense. Help yourself to any refreshments and let me know if you see anything amiss. I've kind of been scrambling around here getting everything ready, so it's possible a thing or two might have fallen through the cracks. You know, like a locked door."

The two of them laughed, and Barry excused himself to go back to his desk at the back of the main room. He wanted to quickly file a report on the security of the cabin before the storm came in too heavily, or at the very least, get the report started so that he'd have less to do amid the inevitable cleanup once this was all over.

Over the top of his computer monitor, he subtly watched Gina and Stacy get comfortable. The two of them shed their rain slickers and hung them on the hooks by the door, which Barry had gone ahead and locked after they had come in. They were both dressed casually, Stacy wearing a white blouse with a very minimal ruffle on the front, the open V-shaped neckline there obscuring any cleavage. The bright white of the blouse offset nicely with her hair. Gina had on a dark blue T-shirt with a logo for some college sports team that Barry didn't know, and the shirt was tight around her breasts, showing her shapely chest that the rain slicker had hidden. Both of them wore jeans that hugged their hips and showed off their legs.

Barry had dimmed the lights in the main cabin, so the room had more of a soft glow and less of an industrial fluorescence, which it normally carried when there wasn't sunlight coming through the windows. With the rain coming down now and pattering on the roof amid the gusts of wind, it made everything feel a lot more cozy and inviting.

Despite that, once the two of them had walked around and gotten familiar with the place, Stacy came over to him at the desk and asked, "Is it okay if we move the chairs around a little bit, just to find something that's comfortable? Everything's a little..."

She put her hand in the air, flat, and seesawed it back-and-forth, giving her opinion of how Barry had rearranged the place. He flushed a little bit. He hadn't realized it in the heat of preparations, but looking out at everything now, the place was neat, but disorganized. And he had noticed while they walked around, it really had no flow. Every step and a half, one of the women had to take a turn to avoid bumping into something.

"I'm sure you have a better floor plan than I do," Barry said to her, the color in his cheeks quickly fading. "You can go ahead and move things around. Just keep the front windows clear is all."

"Gotcha." Stacy turned to Gina, who stood nearby and gave Barry a nod. The redhead rubbed her hands together and said, "Okay, let's get that chair out of that corner."

The whole thing was a little unorthodox, but Barry figured if they were going to be stuck here for a few hours at least, they might as well be comfortable. And be able to walk to the bathroom without tripping over something. He was sure that whatever they were going to come up with would be better than his haphazard shuffling of the furniture. He was pragmatic, and by no means did he have an eye for interior design. Girlfriends that he'd had in the past had essentially been horrified by the austere nature of his bachelor apartment, and he hadn't been able to absorb any of their ability to make it cozy. Whatever decorations they'd hung just eventually ended up gone.

Still, as something of a stickler, he knew he'd just get itchy if he sat here and watched them drag things around. Instead, he got up, leaving his work unfinished, and went into the back to take care of some other things. He figured that by the time he got back out, they'd be done with whatever they were doing, and then he could bother to cast judgment if there was a problem. He doubted it would come to that.

Barry kept himself busy in the back for a little while, getting his quarters made up and finishing things on the back office computer that he had left unfinished on the main computer. Hurrah for cloud computing. If there weren't other people here, he would consider changing into his streets since it would be unlikely he'd run into a member of the public with the storm in full effect, but as it were, he stuck with the uniform, curling his toes inside of the boots. 

Outside, the storm had most definitely been unleashed, with the rain falling so heavily it was like someone was pouring bucket after bucket onto the roof. The small window in the bathroom streamed with so much rain that it was like a hose was spraying onto it, and when the wind gusted, he could feel it even in the depths of this sturdy cabin. When the thunder boomed and shook the place, he expected the power to go out any second, but it stayed strong. The benefits of buried lines—they weren't hanging wire out here in the forest. It would require far too much clearing, for one, and then any errant branch in this world of branches could take out everything.

Finally deciding he was being a little silly about the whole thing—he'd given them permission, after all—Barry went back out to the main cabin area. With the thunder shaking the air and the walls, and the lightning so bright that it felt like it was striking down from the ceiling, he didn't want to just leave the two women out there while he fucked around in the back doing a bunch of things that really didn't matter. He came through the rear door of the main cabin and back into the public area, stepping forward to get a look at what they'd done with the place.

"Oh, Barry! What do you think?" Stacy asked him, both her and Gina on the side of the main cabin toward the kitchenette and his little desk. "I think we can get a lot of use out of it like this. Don't you?"

"Um. Oh, Jesus," Barry said, blinking. "I should have known."

Stacy's modest white blouse was gone, replaced with a sheer white teddy that told Barry everything he could possibly want to know about the upper half of her body, including the fact that she was not wearing a bra, and that her blouse had successfully concealed the fact that she had hefty C-cup tits, and that her pinkish nipples were very excited to see him. In lieu of pants, Stacy had gone for the very simple look of black lacy underwear, the triangle of her barely-concealed crotch standing out starkly against the teddy, which hung down just a bit past her waist.

Gina, just a few feet away from her, had changed outfits as well, though she had gone with a more severe look. Though still incredibly sexy. She wore leather pants, if they could be considered pants, with black leather wrapped around the outside of her legs, but the interior of both legs left bare, very much including her crotch, where her completely shaved pussy was open to the elements underneath the leather wrap of the pants' waist. Her T-shirt was gone, leaving her with a dark red bra with minimal white lace frills, and a garter set that stretched down her naked midsection to connect to the pants. He had never seen anything like it, and he just wanted to see more of it. He imagined that most of her ass hung outside of the back of the pants, too.

"Should have known what?" Stacy asked innocently.

"That you're both from the group," Barry said, giving her the answer he knew that she already knew, but playing into her game because she seemed to enjoy it so much.

Stacy giggled. "Oh, yeah. We definitely know some of the same people."

It had been over two months since Barry had been in a foursome with Madison, Taylor, and Beth out in the woods. Just enough time for him to return to reality and get absolutely gobsmacked when a new set of women from the 'free your inhibitions' group arrived, or whatever it was called. He remembered suggesting to them that maybe they could call first, but the previous three women had definitely seemed dismissive of the idea.

Of course, this all made it sound like Barry was annoyed. His cock certainly wasn't annoyed, nor were his eyes at all displeased with what was before him. He just felt a little stupid. But, hey—there were worse things to wander into.

"Now that that's all sorted out," Gina said, stepping forward to get closer to Barry, who had to really try to force his eyes away from her naked crotch and look at her while she was talking to him. "We did talk to Beth before we decided to come out here, and the way she put it was that you were very 'receptive.' I don't know if you can tell by the leather, but I like a man who is receptive. And willing. So does Stacy. Do you understand?"

Barry smiled, but tried not to make the smile too big. It was a good thing that he had more control over his face than his cock, because every word out of Gina's mouth had just made him harder. "I understand."

"Great!" Stacy shouted, excited. "Now get your eyes off our tits and take a look at what we did here." She gestured broadly over the room, inviting Barry to drink it in. "We arranged these chairs all next to each other since they're the same style, so it's more like a futon, but one that you can't fold out, since you don't have a real couch in here. Then there were a couple chairs without arms that we thought would be more accommodating for what we wanted to do, so we have those nearby, and we made sure to arrange everything around this area rug here, just so nobody's knees get all rubbed up."

Stacy ended her speech and nodded. "What are you still doing dressed? Get those stupid clothes off."

"Yes," Gina emphasized, eyeing him up and down. "Get those stupid clothes off, and do it quickly."

Barry didn't say anything, instead just unbuttoning a couple of the top buttons on his shirt so that he could slip it right off over his head and throw it to the floor. He had on a white undershirt underneath the uniform shirt, and he slipped that off too, leaving his hairy chest bear. The boots came off, the socks, the pants, the belt, the boxer briefs—all of it.

"Is it just me getting naked?" Barry asked, as the two women hadn't moved, simply admiring his naked form before them.

Stacy shrugged. "Until we decide otherwise. Speaking of which, Gina, since this whole arrangement was your idea, what do you want to have him do for us first?"

Gina grinned. "I was thinking that my ass could use a good licking."

Stacy stamped her foot. "I was thinking the same thing about mine! But I already turned it over to you, so I guess you can go first. "

"I'm sure that Barry can handle both of us," Gina said. "Taylor said that you're a very good ass-licker, Barry. Is that true?"

"Very true," Barry said nodding, and his cock got harder.

"Our new couch here will be perfect for this," Stacy said, walking over to Gina so that she could whisper in her ear. Gina nodded as Stacy spoke to her, smiling.

"Yes, that'll do just fine. Barry." Her voice was like a whip crack, her stare severe under her dark hair. "Go and lie down on the couch, face up, as far to the left end as you can."

Barry did as he was told, moving over to the makeshift couch and lying down on the far end, his feet just short of hanging over the edge. This still left about four feet of couch north of his head, and it was made out of deep, armless sitting chairs, ones that were essentially Adirondack chairs with less severe incline. They really did make a roomy couch when they were all pushed together like this.

The two women walked over to him, and Stacy hopped up on the couch above his head, scooting down and rotating onto her back so that her butt was just about touching his head.

"One favor first, " Stacy said, wiggling against him. "Help me get these panties off. No hands."

It took a second for Barry to figure out what she meant, but then he was quick to tilt his head back and press it into the couch so that he could nip at the rear waistband of her panties with his teeth. She arched backward like she was in the beginning stages of rolling backwards, curling in on herself so that Barry could get the dark fabric of her panties between his teeth. She smelled like sweat and rainwater. With a firm grip on the panties, he tugged, making Stacy ooh appreciatively and scoot her body back down. He held her panties in place with his teeth while she pulled herself out of them, gracefully slipping them off her ankles and feet.

"Good job, Barry," Stacy said, plucking the panties from his mouth. "I'll take these."

"Enough fooling around," Gina said, getting onto the couch on the other side of Barry. She stood up, walking forward with tiny steps, moving in between Barry's open legs. "I believe I had a request."

"Oh, yeah," Barry started to say, but then Stacy smacked his cheek. 

"Shut up. The tongue is good for one thing."

Barry closed his mouth. Gina continued walking over him, brushing against the inside of his thigh with one foot, but not going near his package. She got a foot on either side of his chest, then turned around, and he saw for sure that her pants had no ass, but she certainly did. It was big and round, two lightly tan cheeks demanding to be eaten.

Gina dropped down on him her hips hitting his chest with a little mercy or restraint. The surprising force of her on him made him gasp, a sound which was quickly choked down to nothing by Gina's ass.

"Go on," Gina said, reaching back one hand to grab an asscheek and spread herself open for him. "Get to work."

The musk of her ass was inviting and powerful. Barry lifted his head up to push in further and found her big hole with his tongue, lapping up and down and massaging its little narrow wrinkles. Gina grunted in approval and pushed back more, spreading her ass open even wider. Barry found his tongue going inside of her asshole without much effort, at least for the first half inch.

"Yes, that's good," Gina said, really leaning into Barry. "But I like it really deep."

With that, Gina sat up straight on top of Barry's face and covered him with her ass. It was so hot, feeling her whole weight on him, her knees pressed into the couch and squeezing at his sides. His face stuck between her cheeks, Barry couldn't breathe. All he could do was listen to what she had said, and that was to go deeper. He pressed his strong tongue up against the ring of her asshole, forcing his way inside while she moaned in delight as his tongue squeezed in. Once it was past her tight ring, she squeezed her asshole down on it, painfully.

Barry was running out of air beneath Gina's ass. Right when he was about to tap out, she lifted up off of him, leaving him to take in a few gasping breaths.

"Don't worry, baby," Gina said mischievously, looking back over her shoulder. "We wouldn't smother you. Too much, at least."

Barry almost said something, but then he remembered that the two women were in control and that, like Stacy had said, his tongue was good for one thing. His cock throbbed between his legs, noticeably bare of attention from Gina even though it was right in front of her.

Gina leaned forward, and he thought his prayers might be answered as she got closer to his cock, but then his face was covered again. This time it was Stacy, from the other side. The fabric of her long teddy brushed against his chin and neck. He didn't even realize that she had gotten turned around, and now she was sitting on his face from the top.

"It looked like you were about to say something," Stacy teased, wiggling her ass down on his face. It wasn't as big as Gina's, but her smaller white cheeks were warm, and she sat down on Barry just as hard. "What was it?"

Obviously, it was a rhetorical question, as Stacy wiggled her ass around on his face until his tongue found her little pink back door and was lapping at it with fervor.

"I love how he's not afraid to get his tongue way up in there," Stacy grunted as Barry did just that, and she helped him along by angling herself so his tongue could do the most work. "Ah! Yeah, right up in there, stud. Here, breathe it in." 

Stacy put more weight on his face. His nose was lost somewhere in the folds of her wet pussy, and he could taste her aroused juices dripping down to his mouth. All he could do was smell her and taste her, with Stacy deciding how long it would be until he got some air. When she came back up, she left him gasping just like Gina had, as his tongue popped out of her asshole and she winked it above his face. Then, he was only allowed to take a few breaths before Gina settled back down on him, her hole already opened up.

"Right back inside," Gina commanded, and once his tongue was past her sphincter again, she complimented him. "Good job. Very receptive, as promised."

She made him plunge his tongue in and out of her ass, rocking back and forth in a fucking motion. She smothered him with her big tan ass cheeks, forcing him to breathe only her scent before giving him the air that he needed. He forgot he had arms. He was just a mouth serving his two mistresses, and a cock begging to be touched, standing straight up between his legs.

Gina looked down at his dick, watching it throb. "I bet you'd like me to suck on your pole there. Look at it twitch."

Barry, with his tongue buried all the way inside of Gina's squeezing asshole, made some approximation of affirmative sound from deep in her ass. Gina dug her fingers into his thighs, studiously ignoring his rod.

"Too bad," Gina said, laughing. "I don't suck cock."

And then he was just back to being their rimjob toy, the two women alternating between bouncing their asses on his face and depriving him of air while rubbing on their own clits as Barry worked their assholes like he was told. When Stacy came off of him after the sixth switch or something like that, his mouth was aching, and he felt that even if he tried to talk, he wouldn't be able to form the words.

"That's enough of that," Stacy said, hopping off the couch and giving her own bouncy little ass a smack where it stood in front of Barry's soaking wet face. He just laid there, trying to breathe in enough air to make up for the last fifteen or twenty minutes where it had been rationed to him.

"I know, I know," Gina said. "You want to get on his cock. Honestly, I don't know why you can't hold out longer."

Stacy shrugged. "He's the one who's at our mercy, not the other way around. And after my ass getting tongued that hard, I am dying for a cock up my pussy."

Gina raised her hands, slowly getting up off of Barry so that Stacy could come over to take her place. Barry could have cried with joy. He didn't know if he'd ever been this turned on for this long without so much as a breeze on his cock, let alone a satisfying touch.

Stacy climbed on top of him, more sensually than Gina had done, her warm flesh rubbing against his own, her thighs brushing against his cock. He groaned, lifting one arm to reach for her, but Gina smacked it down. 

"Quiet," she said, then she hiked a leg over his face from the side of the couch. "Eat."

She wanted him to work on her pussy now, the shaved, glistening lips just centimeters from his face. Not wanting to displease them for even a moment lest it prevent Stacy from doing things to his aching cock, Barry kept his words inside and he reached his tongue out like a thirsty man for water, pressing it flatly into the yielding flesh of Gina's pussy lips. Her taste was strong and wet and she pushed her cunt down into him, her eyes closing with pleasure. She rubbed her clit up and down his lips and tongue, as much feeding him her pussy as he was eating it.

As nice as it was to have Gina's wet pussy in his face, Barry couldn't get his mind off Stacy down by his hips, and he couldn't help but notice that his cock was still out in the open air, just waiting, begging, needing. He couldn't resist moving his hips, trying to find something to rub his cock against. 

"Ah-ah-ah," Stacy said, easily pulling herself up to avoid touching Barry's cock. "You lay there and you eat Gina's cunt like a good boy. No reaching for the top shelf. You'll get it when I'm good and ready."

"That's what I like to see," Gina panted, unable to keep her cool one hundred percent while Barry had his lips wrapped around her clit, sucking on it hard.

Downstairs, while his face was getting smashed with Gina's pussy, Stacy went to teasing his cock. Going from no touch to the barest touches was hard, forcing noises out of Barry's mouth which were lost between Gina's legs. Stacy brushed his cock with the insides of her thighs, and then the top of her mound, where the trimmed hairs bristled against the sensitive skin of his cockhead while precum leaked out and smeared along the top of her pussy. She gave his dick a couple more light bumps before nudging it forward with her mound and then sliding her wet lips along it, practically making him scream with how good it felt, so pleasurable it was practically torture as his cock lit up like a solar flare. He put that energy into Gina's pussy, sliding his tongue down to her wet tunnel and sticking his tongue up there, tasting all of her.

Stacy slid back and forth on his cock slowly, dragging out the pleasure while not giving him full satisfaction. Barry's dick dripped with Stacy's juices and his own precum, wet and ready. She leaned forward, lining him up with her hole and pressing down on him ever so slightly. Then pulling back, not even letting half an inch of him inside her.

Stacy laughed at his frustrated grunts and the movement of his hips. "You're not getting this unless I give it to you," Stacy told him, sliding his dick away from her pussy and against her leg again, the head shiny with her slickness. "Don't...get greedy..."

She licked her lips, seating him against her hole again. This time either she felt he deserved it, or more likely, she just needed it herself. Stacy pressed back against his cock and his head speared into her willing tunnel, her soft, tight flesh opening up around him to let him inside. Together, they both made desperate sounds of delight as their carnal knowledge inked onto their pages. Stacy took him down, down, down all the way to the bottom of his shaft, sitting down on his cock and shuddering.

Tears squeezed from Barry's eyes as he ate Gina's pussy and swallowed her juices. Fuck, it felt so good, and then she was riding him, not waiting too long to savor the initial penetration and instead going right for what she wanted, sliding her pussy up and down his cock. Her walls squeezed precum out of him, making his cock glisten as she rode him up and down, slowly, not letting him approach orgasm. Barry squeezed every muscle he had to keep himself from going over the edge. 

"Fuck, oh fuck, you're huge," Stacy gasped. "Goddamn, oh, oh fuck. Yeah. Okay, let me..." After a few more slaps down onto his cock, she got off, turning around so that she was riding him reverse cowgirl, sliding him back inside herself and making his toes curl.

Gina pulled off his face as Stacy said, "Spank my ass! Come on!"

Remembering how his arms worked, Barry looked at Stacy riding his cock backwards, her curly red hair bouncing along with the cheeks of her ass. He brought his left hand into her cheek in a firm smack.

"Harder!" she told him.

Smack! He left her pink, then hit her a few more times and he left her red before switching to the other cheek. All the while, she bottomed out her cunt on his cock. Gina watched from the side, rubbing her clit and biting her lip.

"Gina," Stacy pleaded, giving her a look that her friend understood.

"Oh, fine," Gina said, and she got onto the couch in front of Stacy, turning around and bending over on her hands and knees. Hungrily, Stacy dove into her, eating her pussy and plunging her tongue into her ass while she fucked herself on Barry's cock and he spanked her ass red.

Stacy came just a minute or two after that, screaming her delight into Gina's asscheeks while thunder and wind and rain roared around them and pounded on the roof. The lights flickered and Stacy's tunnel spasmed on Barry's cock, one hand rubbing furiously at her own clit while she came, eventually holding steady and just riding her orgasm out with her tongue all the way inside Gina's ass. When she finished cumming, she slid her tongue out of Gina's ass and pulled Barry's cock out of her pussy, her legs and arms weak. 

"Glad you held it together," Gina said, looking back at Barry and his twitching cock. "Get up and get in this chair."

Stacy slid off of him, taking Gina's place once she got off the couch and resting her muscles for a moment. Gina, meanwhile, still dressed in her leather garter pants, the flesh of her tits swelling against her red bra, grabbed Barry by the wrist and pulled him up off the couch, and once he was unsteadily on his feet, she shoved him in the chest so that he landed heavily in the chair to his right.

He granted as he landed, the attack taking him by surprise. She couldn't even wait for him to sit down on his own. Nor did she wait for him to get settled, as she climbed on top of him, straddling him.

"I guess it's my turn with your needy cock now," Gina said, though she couldn't hide sounding at least a little excited about it. She wiggled herself down onto his cock, and with surprise, Barry felt it nudge into her asshole, and he let out an "Oh, fuck!" which Gina forgave. Her ass had apparently been eaten hard enough by Barry and Stacy to take his cock easily, and the slick juices from Stacy's pussy helped along tremendously.

Gina licked her lips, her eyes rolled back from pleasure as she fucked her ass on Barry's cock. She rode him slow at first, her asshole tugging on his cock as she went up and down on his thick shaft. "Mm, that's so good. Your cock feels even better than your tongue up there."

Her tight hole slid down his shaft, squeezing against it while his cock plunged her depths. Suddenly he felt movement between his legs. Stacy had gotten up from the couch and was crouched between his knees, watching Gina take his fat cock in her big, spread-open ass. She parted her friend's cheeks a little wider to get a good look herself, before tugging on Barry's balls and giving him a little twinge of pleasure-pain.

"Don't cum in her," Stacy said, peering around Gina's wide hips as she rode Barry. She had shed her teddy and was fully naked now. "I want that load on my tits, if Gina will spare it."

"Whatever." Gina's eyes were closed as she rode him, her chest rubbing against his while she sat on him with her knees on either side. "I'm just...almost there..."

Gina was rubbing her clit. Barry, his cock engulfed in her tight ass, hadn't even noticed. She sat down harder on him, slapping her ass against his balls so his cock could hit the spots deep inside of her. Stacy, between Barry's legs where he was pinned down by Gina, scratched lightly at his sack and gave it another tug, giggling, before pressing a finger against his asshole just to tease him.

"Hold it in, now," she said, tickling at his ass. The stimulation was incredible, and when Gina started to orgasm, burying his face in her tits, he could do nothing but sit there as she jammed herself down on his cock and frigged her clit, grinding against him and breathing harsh, panting breaths in-between muscle tenses as she came with his cock in her ass.

"Up! He's gonna blow!" Stacy said, and she was right. She smacked Gina on the ass and Gina, on the heels of her orgasm, raised herself up as much as she could. Barry's cock popped out of her ass and she laid against him, and Barry yelled into her shoulder as Stacy pumped his cock up and down with one hand while she forced two slick fingers into Barry's asshole up to the first knuckle. 

Barry shot so much cum he was worried that he was going to drown Stacy. His cock throbbed and jumped in her hands as she worked all the fluid out of him, nine hot, long ropes of cum shooting onto Stacy's face, her chest, and tits, coating her nipples and giving her a taste of his flavor where she could catch it with her tongue. She jerked him off till all that was left was the last bit she squeezed all the way up from the base of his cock, leaving him empty.

Barry gasped for breath. Gina climbed off of him, satisfied, somehow her long black hair not even a bit frizzy or bent after all this action.

"Goody," Stacy said, standing up and showing Barry and Gina the streaky mess of cum that was all over her. "Looks like everyone had their fun. Where's the bathroom, again?"

It took every bit of energy that Barry had left to lift his pointer finger and croak that it was in back. The storm shook the cabin, and the lights flickered again, but the power remained steady, and the women were able to find their way back to cleanup without having to feel their way along.

By the time they got back, Barry still wasn't dressed. He had slumped to the floor, wondering how he'd managed to use so much of every muscle in his body that he could barely even move. He lay flat on the rug, grateful for its placement instead of being on the cold floor. 

When the women came back, they eyed him on the ground, Stacy grinning, and Gina rolling her eyes.

"Some big, strong guy," Gina said. "Didn't think you'd get worn out."

Barry raised a hand, pointing at her, or at least near her. "Just gimme three more hours."

That made Gina laugh. "You are a pretty good fuck, though. No regrets here." She looked over at Stacy.

"What, you really have to ask? Like I didn't just cum my brains out." Stacy gave Gina a playful little shove. She looked out the front windows, where heavy rain pelted the glass. "Hm, I guess we're still stuck here for a little while, huh? We can at least put the stuff back."

"It's fine," Barry said from the floor. "I do like the couch. Just gonna give it a...steam clean...when the storm's over. S'posed to break in a couple hours."

Stacy yawned, stretching her arms up. Both of them had gotten back into their 'normal' outfits, comfy clothes that mostly didn't betray how unbearably sexy they were, though he couldn't help picturing what he knew was beneath them.

"A nap sounds good," Stacy said. 

"We should probably stay the night, wait for it to dry up a bit," Gina said, eyeing the weather. "If that's all right."

"I'd give you the deed to this place if I had it," Barry said. "Pick a bed, any bed."

"Don't get caught with your pants down, Barry," Stacy told him, pointing at his nakedness. "Anyone could just wander in."

"Nah," Barry mumbled. "Door's locked now."

He passed out on the rug, naked as the day he was born. 

There was no more energy for romps between them, with Gina and Stacy finding cot bunks over on the wall and getting to sleep pretty easily, though not as easily as Barry, and when the morning came and Barry finally put his dick away, he made them all some coffee before they parted ways.

"The last couple times I've said something about making arrangements," Barry said. "I think. It's fuzzy. Anyway...I got nothing. That was great, and you two can boss me around anytime you want."

"Noted," Gina said. "We know where to find you."

"Don't I know it." Barry laughed. The coffee was gone soon, and then so were they, with Barry finding Stacy's discarded teddy at the last second before they left and handing it to her. That would have been tough to explain if someone else had found it.

The storm damage was about what he had expected. No broken windows or debris piercing the cabin, but plenty of branches scattered around and a lot of area to clear. He was sore, but the physical labor felt good, and he got most of it done before the park people showed up with better numbers and equipment.

Just like that, it was another day. It was too bad that he only had a couple months' detail remaining here. He'd push for this assignment again, that was for sure. The nature was nice, but the company was even better.

But with the company gone for now, Barry went for a hike, joining the sun in its re-emergence. Today was a beautiful day.

––––––––
[image: ]


THE END



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Big Package Harem: Book 1







[image: ]


Nobody who saw Matt would suspect what he was packing between his legs. Maybe somebody who has a big dick didn't have a particular look, but if they did, Matt probably wasn't it. He was in shape, but he was mostly a cardio guy and didn't lift a whole lot of weights. He had brown hair that was usually messy and made him look younger than he actually was, which was in his early thirties. Business casual was about as fancy as he ever dressed, but he usually didn't need to. 

Matt's work didn't take place in an office building. Matt's work took place at the Bedlam Lounge, an exotic club where the dancers and the drinks were on the books, and the sex that was arranged behind closed doors was not. 

Matt didn't do that kind of sex work terribly often, but when he did, he was paid well for it, because the women who asked for him knew exactly what they were looking for. Outside of those arrangements, to keep the lights on, Matt tended bar at a few different clubs around the city, but mostly at Bedlam.

As a matter of fact, on this night, he was just finishing up a shift. Only a half hour left before he would punch out, and the tips had been pretty good tonight. Especially for a Thursday. He had seen Marcy floating around, but she hadn't really been paying any attention to him, which was fine. She was the front supervisor.

Bedlam was pretty busy tonight, with the music loud and the lights somehow also loud. Matt was behind the bar, a surprisingly elegant-looking thing of stained oak, though the mirror obstructed by the bottle shelves behind it made it look decidedly less fancy. The bar was toward the front of the club, and the dancers' stages sprawled all around it. Bedlam Lounge was a pretty big place, with six different stages and then a normal dance floor on the opposite side that had another, larger bar behind it. Matt preferred working the front bar, though, where the music wasn't quite as loud and people seemed more free with their tips. Maybe that was because they hadn't given all of their cash to the dancers yet. Usually.

"You sure you don't want to stay any later?" The question, mostly in jest, came from his coworker Claire, who grinned at him as she crushed mint leaves against ice in a glass. She was petite and blonde, her hair behind her in a ponytail. The lean muscles on her arms betrayed the fact that she dominated her kickboxing class three times a week.

"Boy, it's tempting," Matt answered, returning the smile. "You know how I usually come here on my days off, so it makes sense that I would stay here after my shifts, too."

"Yeah, don't be a stranger," Claire said. Matt laughed. He tried not to spend any more time at his place of work than he had to. He preferred getting paid to be here. Otherwise, there were better places to be.

Nevertheless, as his shift wound down, he looked up to see Marcy approaching the bar from the area over by the third stage. He finished with the bottle he was swapping and wondered what she might want. Marcy usually floated around the whole club, not really needing to supervise the bar area unless there were new hires, so her heading over here right at the end of his shift was probably not a coincidence. She was coming to talk to him.

Matt sighed internally and tried not to let his annoyance show on his face. He would have preferred to pick up shifts at a couple other spots that had better-paying customers on the weekends, but if she needed him to work this weekend, then he would do it for her. He liked Marcy well enough.

"Hey," she said, coming up to the bar and leaning one elbow on it while getting Matt's attention. "Talk to you real quick after you punch out?"

It wasn't really a question. Matt gave her a nod and told her he'd just be a minute. Marcy waited by the bar, turning her attention back to the club. She was a slim woman, with dark hair she kept cut short, dressed in one of her typical flowing shirts, with sleeves that could almost be described as billowing, like she was a dancer in the Middle East or something. This one was dark purple with rich blue sleeves. It was a strange style, but Matt had to admit that it suited her.

When his shift was officially over, Matt punched out and went over to the far side of the bar, where Marcy was waiting for him.

"You got some work for me?" Matt asked her. He was still behind the bar, leaning forward against it while Marcy rested her elbows on the front side. They were ten feet from the nearest patrons, who wouldn't be able to overhear them with the music blaring in the background.

"Yes. You're so insightful," Marcy said with a little laugh. "Are you free tomorrow night?"

"I can make myself free," Matt said, wanting some more details so that he could figure out what was going on. "Where do you need me and what's the shift?"

Marcy tilted her head. "It's not a bar shift," she said.

"Okay..." Matt turned up one of his palms. "What is it?"

Marcy gave him a knowing look, then gave the tiniest jerk of her head toward the back of the club, where the secret rooms lay hidden behind the stages.

"Oh." Matt nodded. "I haven't taken on clients in a while. Don't you have other guys?"

"Sure, I have other guys," Marcy said offhandedly, "and I can recommend other guys to people if they ask. But the women in question who are looking for a fun night here at Bedlam are some good friends of mine, and specifically, they're interested in you."

Matt noticed the pluralization of the word 'women.' He thought as quick as he could while Marcy was staring him down. He enjoyed the sex, of course, and you would think that getting paid for it would just be a cherry on top, but he'd taken on fewer and fewer backroom clients over the years because he just wasn't finding as much joy in it as he used to.

"Come on," Marcy said in a loud whisper. "Don't let that big dick go to waste."

Matt rolled his eyes, but he cracked a smile. The women that Marcy knew weren't asking for him because of his sparkling personality or the seventeen-dollar shirts that he bought at Cole's. They heard what he was packing between his legs, probably from Marcy, and they had gotten attached to the idea. Meaning that Marcy couldn't exactly just turn them over to another guy to have a session with. Even though Bedlam had an extensive network, and in fact their services extended to many other clubs that they owned— none of them could offer what Matt could offer.

There were more unpleasant things he could do tomorrow night. After his short silence, Matt gave Marcy a quick nod. "Okay," he said, "I’m good for it. I assume they're good with the rate and everything?"

Marcy nodded, a smile creeping into the corners of her lips.

Matt was a little less excited that her two friends were sure to tell Marcy all about the time they would have with Matt— it was a little weird to know, but it was part of the business.

"All right, so tomorrow night," Matt said, "and then when does the other one want to come in?"

Marcy shook her head. "It's not going to be two sessions. They're both coming in tomorrow night together."

"Both of them?" Matt hesitated. He had been offering his services for a little over five years, admittedly dwindling down the last couple years, and he had never had a session with more than one client at the same time before. There had been offers for threesomes with another man, but that wasn't something he was into, so he had always politely declined and recommended someone else. And the concept of two women who were so interested in the idea of a threesome that they were willing to pay for it had not materialized for him.

Well, until now.

"Hello? Matt, you look like I've just given you bad news. I thought this would be the opposite." Marcy stared at him, tapping her fingernails on the bar.

Matt shook his head. "No, no, I'm just wrapping my head around it is all." He cleared his throat. "Yeah, that's fine, I can do both of them. What time tomorrow?"

Marcy smiled at the commitment, and told him to come back tomorrow at ten at night. Their business now taken care of, Marcy turned and departed so that she could go walk the floor and handle the rest of her shift.

Matt came out from behind the bar, his head spinning. He gave a brief wave to Claire before grabbing his jacket and heading out the door into the slightly chill wind of the end of winter. He got in his car around the back of the club and headed home, trying to get his thoughts straight.

The last time he'd had a sex client was a little over three months ago, a gorgeous woman probably about ten years his senior, and she had been very enthusiastic and Matt thought she had had a good time, but he didn't feel like he could draw on that experience to prepare himself for a threesome. This would be different from some casual threesome— not that he'd had one of those, either. He didn't have any issues with his performance, but he didn't know what to expect when it came to doubling the bill. For the first time in years, he found himself nervous about a session.

"It'll be fine," he told himself. "They always want the same thing. You're the guy with the big dick, and they want you to be the dominator and show them a good time. You've done this dozens of times, and this situation doesn't need to be any different."

He smiled, taking a quick right turn at a red light before the oncoming car could creep up on him. "Hell, just think of it as fun. It probably will be, and even if it's tough, you're not going to be in there with them for more than an hour. No big deal."

Matt got home just before midnight and pretty much went straight to bed, not finding himself hungry. He didn't work the next day, or at least he wasn't working at the bar, so when he got up, he made a quick breakfast of eggs and toast, lingered over his hazelnut coffee while flipping through some news websites, then hit the gym and spent a good hour and a half there, trying to outrun any concerns he had about tonight.

It worked about as well as running away from anything worked.

Breaking one of his own unwritten rules, Matt got to the Bedlam Lounge early, a little after nine o'clock. He typically showed up to these kinds of appointments either right on time or maybe a few minutes late, and nobody ever cared. He sat down at the rear bar, back behind the dance floor, and got a water from Rico, one of the other bartenders. They communicated nonverbally, as was required when you tended bar this close to the music. He sipped at his water, turning back in his chair to get a look around the place. Marcy saw him, giving him a flirty little wave and a smile, and he returned it with half a grin.

He sipped on his water, watched the club moving around him, and waited. The time passed pretty quickly, and before he knew it, Marcy was approaching him at the bar.

"Hey." Marcy met his eyes. "Are you nervous or something?"

"What's there to be nervous about? Performance issues?" he joked.

Marcy rolled her eyes. "Anyway. Since you're here early, you can head back to the Angel Suite if you want, or just stay out here and they'll find you at the bar."

Matt watched her face. "I'm getting a signal from you, here."

"Yeah. You're better off in the suite. They're eager. Susie and Carla, by the way," Marcy said, giving him the two women's names. "Late twenties and very pretty. You should be thanking me, you know."

Matt dipped his head in an affected nod. "Thank you very much. I'm sure they're lovely."

Marcy tsk-tsked. Standing right next to each other was the only way they could be heard, and Matt leaned into her ear and said, "I'll head back there."

Marcy gave him a thumbs up, and then she disappeared to tend to something or other and Matt stood up from the barstool chair. This close to the actual event, his nervousness really had faded into excitement, and he felt that down between his legs, too. He had no idea what these women would be like, but it was about time to find out.

Matthew left the bar and went around the furthest stage to the rear, where the sounds of the music and the people started to fade away. There was discreet door set into the back wall that was hard to see unless you were looking for it, since it was painted the same color as the wall around it. Matt pushed through the door and gave a nod to Barry, the beefy security guard stationed inside, sitting on a stool to the left of the door with his phone in his hand.

"Haven't seen you back here in a while, Matt," Barry commented.

"Duty calls," Matt told him, and he kept walking. This back hallway was short, and split off in two directions which led to the 'VIP Rooms,' so they were called. There were six of them, with over-the-top names like the Angel Suite, or the Captain's Quarters, or Matt's personal favorite, the Pretty Kitty Room. He passed by that nameplate, stuck up on the wall above the red door, and shook his head with a little laugh. Maybe one day Marcy would tell him what the club owners had been thinking when they had named these private rooms. But that was above his pay grade anyway.

The Angel Suite had a stylized gold-and-white door which Matt opened and stepped through. Some floral scent that he couldn't name hung in the air. He was familiar with whatever perfume they used in these rooms, but he had never known the name of it. Like all the rooms, the Angel Suite was dimly lit, making everything look soft and welcoming. Much quieter renditions of the music in the club drifted from a hidden ceiling speaker. 

The room had an adjoining washroom with a shower big enough to fit four people if needed, spotless and pristine. The room itself was a large, plush bedroom, with a king-sized bed, its frame draped with tulle to lend to the angelic facade. The lights set into the ceiling were yellow and soft, and the walls were a light pink with occasional adornments of gold. There were a couple of lounging chairs set in each of the corners on the front wall, and there was a large mirror set behind and above the bed that was currently covered by a large, simple tapestry of a blue sky and off-white clouds. The tapestry could be rolled up if the client liked to have the mirror.

Matt stripped down to the basics, removing his jeans and going down to tight-fitting athletic shorts and an undershirt of the same brand, showing off his body and the impressive bulge housed beneath the shorts. 

When the knock came at the door, Matt answered it to find Marcy standing there with the two clients.

"Hello, ladies," Matt said, giving them a welcoming smile, and stepping back so that they could come inside.

Marcy didn't say anything to Matt, just leaving her friends with a, "Have fun," and closing the door once they were inside with Matt.

"Welcome to the Angel Suite," he said to them, seeing the same excited nerves on their faces that he had been dealing with himself only a couple hours ago. "I'm Matt."

"Carla," the woman on the left responded immediately. She was Latina, with long, dark and curly hair that wouldn't have looked out of place on the cover of a magazine. She wore a blue top with thin straps, her breasts straining at the material, and the stark outlines of her nipples said to Matt immediately that she was not wearing a bra. Her dark eyes roamed up and down his body, while his did the same to her, noting her thick thighs and the small black shorts that did little to hide them.

"I'm Susie," the other woman said, and her hair was a pale red, not quite as long as Carla's, but just as striking and beautiful. She had a few ghostly freckles on the tops of her cheeks underneath her blue eyes, and her wide hips bore a pair of tight workout pants that stopped just below her knee, hugging her hips and her crotch. Her form-fitting sleeveless shirt made it look like she was about to go on a hike, rather than about to take it off and let free the big set of tits underneath.

"I'm glad to see you both here," Matt said, quickly adopting the confident attitude he wore when he was working in the back of the Bedlam Lounge. "If you'd like, I thought we could all start by getting in the shower together. It's very accommodating, and it could be a nice, warm icebreaker."

"Oh! A shower," Carla said, her eyes sliding over to the cracked open bathroom door to the right. "Yeah, that sounds fun, what do you think, Susie?" 
Susie bit at her lower lip, looking toward the bathroom as well, then back to Matt. "Sure," she said, a little breathless.
"Right this way," Matt said, and he stepped up to the ladies, getting between them and putting a hand on each of their shoulders to guide them in the right direction. Obviously they were a little nervous, and the sooner he engaged in touch, the sooner they would get used to it. They didn't shy away from his hands, both of them giggling a little, nervously, as they all walked together into the large en suite bathroom.

The bathroom wasn't as thematically charged as the main room, mostly simple white tile with a compact, modern-looking sink counter, a sizable mirror set above it, and the large standing shower, which took up most of the room, with its dark stone tiles and twin showerheads set inside the frosted glass.

Matt closed the door behind them to ensure that things would get steamed up and help the women insert themselves more fully into the fantasy they were now living.

"I hope you don't mind me getting undressed first," Matt commented, standing by the shower door and peeling off his tight white undershirt in a deliberate way. Once it was off and they were staring at his naked torso, slightly hairy with respectable curves of pectorals and abs, he continued, "I used to show up here naked and just walk through the club like that, but people were saying things."

He flashed a smile, showing his teeth. "Not bad things. But there was just too much talk."

That made them laugh, and he was glad for it. Levity helped to make things go smoother, but once his pants were off, there wasn't really much room for that. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his tight shorts and the boxer briefs underneath, and pulled them down, revealing himself. He heard one of them gasp, very quietly, but still a gasp. He couldn't have said who it was.

Naked now, his cock was on full display, and while he was not completely hard at the moment, it was still an impressive sight; enough to elicit the gasp, that was for sure. Matt hung soft at an impressive eight inches, and he was semi-hard as he got naked. When he was fully erect, his cock stood at a thick thirteen inches, shocking most people who had never seen such a big package in real life.

He let the two women admire him for a moment before saying, "Do you two normally shower with your clothes on?" He grabbed the silver handle of the shower door and pulled it open slightly, an invitation.

Susie and Carla tossed brief glances at each other, and Susie had her mouth hanging slightly open, which made Matt think that she had been the one who had gasped.

"Holy shit," Carla said, getting her hands under her top and pulling it off in a more clumsy fashion than Matt had used. "Marcy wasn't kidding. How big is your dick?"

Matt told them, and Carla dropped her top to the ground, her big tits, at least a D-cup, bouncing on her chest with the motion, sexy with their light brown skin and darker nipples.

"Wow." Susie shook her head, getting her own clothes off. "You ever kill anybody with that thing?"

That caught Matt off guard, and he barked out a laugh. Solemnly, he placed his hand over his heart, his package swaying between his legs. "I swore to never use it as a weapon."

Soon enough, everyone was naked, and Matt admired the wide hips and bountiful curves of both women's asses as he opened the door to the shower for them and invited them inside to walk past him. What the hell had he been nervous about, again? Marcy was right. He would have to thank her. Susie's boobs, surprisingly, were even bigger than Carla's, with small pink nipples that he looked forward to touching and sucking on—if she was into that. 

He got the water going, which was hot immediately out of the showerheads, and they found the right temperature where they were all comfortable, quickly getting wet. The showerheads were aimed such that Susie and Carla didn't have to get their hair wet if they didn't want to.

"Come on," Matt said, holding out his arms. The shower was more than big enough for him to stand fully spread-eagle. "Group hug, huh? Let's get comfortable with each other. And if my hands go anywhere you don't want them to just yet, push 'em away. I won't bite."

The steam of the shower and their nudity eased away the sharp edges of an unfamiliar situation, and Susie and Carla stepped over to Matt, at first pressing their own shoulders together, then pushing in close so that their breasts were squished up against Matt's chest. Their bodies were warm and slick, and their thick thighs couldn't help but to brush his dick, urging it to get to its full length. 

He felt their breath on his shoulders and chest, and he slid his hands down each of their backs, coming to rest on the curve of their buttocks.

"You seem pretty cozy together," he murmured, his words quiet but audible against the splash of the twin showerheads. "Are you two dating? Or do you just mess around every now and then?"

Carla flushed, but Susie was quick to respond, "The latter. Sometimes."

Matt gave them a lustful look, squeezing the meat of both of their asses while his dick grew hard between their thighs. "You wanna show me?"

"Show you...?" Carla asked, the color starting to leave her face as she recovered from the direct question.

"I always wanted to see girls kissing in the shower," Matt told her with a grin. 

He had hoped that the two women would be more open to each other, and that would help them be open to him, and he was right. Each of them still had a hand on his shoulder, and the three of them were locked together tight, the hot water slipping between their bodies, and Susie and Carla brought their full lips together in a kiss that made it clear this wasn't their first time. They turned slightly toward each other more, locking lips, and Matt felt Carla's fingers curl into him as Susie's tongue slid into her mouth.

It was a beautiful sight, the pale red hair drifting against Carla's dark locks, seeing the pink bits of their tongues as their lips parted to let each other inside their mouths, the way their eyes closed and they pressed closer together, breasts squishing up. Matt was fully hard now, his rod slid up between their thick thighs, and their strong legs squeezed his member in a most pleasurable way. He held the women close against him while their tongues fenced with each other, rubbing up and down their wet backs and cupping their rears, appreciating their shapeliness and warmth.

Taking a little more initiative, Susie turned back towards Matt, enough that she was able to guide the length of his cock between her legs so it could rub up against her hot pussy lips. Her eyes fluttered at the touch, and she still kissed Carla, her head turned to the side as she slid her hips back-and-forth over Matt's shaft. He felt the hot slickness of her against him, so different from the water.

"Oh God, he's big," Susie said to Carla, pulling away from their kiss for just a moment to make the comment. "I've got him up against me."

Carla peered down, looking at the healthy length of Matt's shaft that was sliding between Susie's thighs. She slipped her hand off of Matt and put it between the three of them, driving down to grab hold of his thick shaft. Her fingers couldn't close all the way around it, and she drew in a breath. "Wow..."

Susie let Carla pull his shaft free from between her legs, stepping back so that there was room for his dick between the three of them. With the combination of the water and Susie's wetness that had rubbed onto him, Carla moved her hand back-and-forth along his thirteen-inch length, stroking his cock with wonder.

"I think I'm ready," Carla breathed, giving Matt's cock a hard squeeze and making his knees buckle a little bit.

Susie nodded, and Matt said, "You ready to go back to the bed?"

"Yeah," Carla said, letting go of Matt's cock reluctantly. Matt turned off the shower and they stepped out, and he grabbed them a few towels that were folded nicely under the sunk. They were fluffy and white and did the job quickly, and once they were mostly dry, the three of them left the bathroom and went over to the bed.

"It sounded like maybe you want to go first, huh, Carla?" Matt said to her, gesturing an arm towards the bed. 

That was where things took an unexpected turn. Carla looked to Susie, and Susie, with one hand on Matt's chest and her boobs pressed up against him, said, "Marcy said that you would have some...stuff here. Like stuff to tie people up with."

Matt blinked. "Bondage restraints? Sure, we've got those in spades. What were you thinking? I can put you in handcuffs, or tie the two of you together or to the bed..."

Susie shook her head. "Not quite. Actually, we wanted to tie you to the bed. And just, ah, I'm not sure how to say it..."

Matt gave the matter some quick thought. "Sorry," he said, giving his head a little shake to clear it. "I've just never had anyone ask for that before. Usually I'm the one who's 'on top,' so to speak. What with the big dick and all."

Carla looked almost apologetic, so Matt was quick to reassure her. "I'm up for whatever you ladies want, and that sounds fine to me. Do you want to strap me down to the bed, like legs and arms and all?"

Carla, reinvigorated by the quick move forward, looked to Susie and gave her a thoughtful musing. "Just arms," Carla suggested to Susie. "Probably good for him to have his legs free if he's going to, you know..."

"Fuck us?" Susie grinned. "Yeah, good Point. "Okay, Matt, where's the goods?" One of her hands went down to his muscular ass and squeezed it, showing her enthusiasm.

"Allow me." Matt quickly bent down and pulled a small chest out from underneath the bed, flipping it open to reveal an assortment of bondage-related toys. Of course, they were well-prepared for anything a client might want. There were two other containers underneath the bed, holding anything from vibrators and dildos all the way to different kinds of popular clothing items in case someone wanted to do a certain cosplay. 

Matt's own nerves came back as he pulled the leather straps free from the container and slid it back underneath the bed. They were black leather, bolstered by silver chain, and the women watched him as he secured two of their ends around his own wrists. Like he had indicated to the two of them, usually it was the clients who wanted to be strapped down or restrained in some way. No one had ever asked that of him, and it was strange to feel the cuffs around his wrists.

Regardless, he let himself lie down in the center of the bed and invited them over, holding his arms up towards the bed posts. His cock, still plenty excited, stood straight up with its gargantuan length.

"Tie me up," Matt told them, the leather and chain straps swinging from his wrists. "I deserve it."

Smiling, the two women went to either side of him and were quick to get him secured, not fumbling with the leather straps. Once they were done, Matt gave them a good tug and was surprised to find how secure they were.

"Well," he said softly, "I'm not going anywhere, that's for sure."

The mood shifted now that he was at the mercy of the two women. Suddenly they were the masters, and he was the one in a new situation. He watched them crawl onto the bed on their hands and knees, their big tits hanging down and jiggling most pleasantly while they moved toward him, warm skin pressing against his thighs and hips. His arms were strung upward, but he was still able to lie flat on the bed, though he tilted his head down so that he could look at what they were up to.

The two of them were actually whispering to each other, like they were revisiting plans they had made before showing up to the lounge. Now that they had Matt where they wanted him, they were more ready to launch into the things they'd fantasized about. And as each of them moved to take their positions, their plans became more clear.

Carla moved up toward his head, swinging a knee over him so that she could straddle him, looking down at his face while he looked up at her past the large swells of her breasts.

"Eat my pussy real good," she commanded, with a hint of her Hispanic accent coming out in the heat of the moment which Matt found incredibly hot. She had a little bush on top of her trimmed slit, and he smelled her arousal right before she pressed it onto his face. Matt dug into her pussy eagerly, tasting her strong flavor and rubbing his face into her while she gasped and put more weight down onto him, her knees pressing against the outsides of his shoulders.

Carla had ridden his face for a few moments before Susie got situated down below, forcing herself between his legs and taking his big cock in both hands. He felt her breath on him, but of course he couldn't see past Carla, and when her hot, wet mouth engulfed the head of his cock, he moaned into the Latina woman's snatch. She sucked on him for a few seconds, putting his cock deeper into her mouth, before pulling off and saying, "Jesus, it's so big. I fucking love it."

Matt was in no position to reply, as Carla pressed her pussy into his face, making sure that her clit found its way into his mouth. Matt tasted her and sucked on her, while down below, Susie did the same to him, still keeping both hands around the girth of his shaft as she took as much of his cock as she could. She didn't quite make it halfway down his shaft, but she was close, and her mouth felt amazing on his hardness.

Carla pulled herself off of his mouth just to drop a little lower, pressing her breasts into his face and ordering him to suck on her nipples. "Bite them," was what she actually said, adding, "I like it rough."

His face got buried in her tits, and his mouth found her nipple and pulled it in, first licking and sucking, then chewing, ever so gently using his teeth on Carla's big nipples as she encouraged him and rubbed her wet pussy against his stomach, twisting so that she could get the other tit into his mouth and have him yank on it.

"He has a really good mouth," Carla panted, while Matt used that mouth to try to suck her nipple right off her chest. Matt felt her arm squirm between their bellies, reaching down to rub at her clit while she gyrated against him. "I'm so close already, Susie, ah! Let me...I wanna go first on him."

With a wet sound, Susie pulled her mouth off his cock, still gripping his hard shaft like he was the safety bar on a roller coaster. "You still want me to eat your pussy, right?" Susie questioned, her breathing coming hard on the tail end of the blowjob.

"Please," Carla begged in agreement, and there was a sharp crack! as Susie smacked her on the ass. Matt felt it in his own body through her, and Carla pulled back, letting him get a full breath of air as she stopped smothering him with her tits. Matt's hands pulled instinctually at the bonds, because if he weren't strapped down, he might have held Carla down on him for just a moment longer to make her crazy. But he was at their mercy, and the leather held him in place securely. He realized that there wasn't even enough slack for him to bend back and reach the buckle that sealed the cuff, so he really wasn't going to get off this bed until someone let him.

The women, practically panting with their lust, got up off of him and exchanged places. The open air felt cold on Matt's dick, and he saw the glistening remnants of Susie's blowjob coating half of his shaft.

Susie hung off to the side, still on the bed, for just a little bit while she watched Carla get into position. Carla got up on top of Matt's dick, quickly pressing him against her entrance, and he bit his lip at the feeling of the tightness and warmth encircling the head of his cock.

"Take it slow," Susie advised her, her eyes glittering with the excitement of watching her friend get penetrated on Matt's huge rod. "You'll get it all in you eventually. I've seen you take my big XL toy, and that was—"

"Okay, hush," Carla said, shaking her head. "I know what I'm doing. Just...ah..."

She started to press down onto him, and Matt's dick started to slide into her, and fuck did she feel good. Somehow he hadn't really understood it until he was actually going inside of her, but he was really enjoying this position. Being tied down, being used and ordered around—it was usually the other way around. This was something else entirely.

Carla breathed heavily, her dark hair a mess around her face, her lips parted. She was halfway down his shaft now, and she rode back up again, just a little, tossing her head back and moaning at how good it felt. Matt tried hard not to do the same, but she was tight and hot and god she was going down again, further now, finding room inside of herself for his long, thick shaft, down and down further and further until her stretched pussy lips pressed against his crotch and she shuddered. 

"God..." she whispered.

"That is so fucking hot," Susie cried, and immediately she flung herself over Matt's chest, straddling him backwards so that she could face Carla. "Look at your clit sticking out. You're shaking! You're gonna cum any second, aren't you?"

"I...am going to hold onto it," Carla said, but she didn't sound too convincing, her voice quivering.

"Fuck him," Susie told her. "Come on. I want to see you cum on his big cock, Carla. I want to see you cum harder than you ever have."

With that, Susie bent down to flick her tongue against the nub of Carla's clitoris, and Carla cried out, then started riding Matt up and down, slowly, slowly, then faster. Susie wasn't letting her off the hook, sucking her clit into her mouth and trying to make her friend cum. From the feel of things, she wasn't going to need much help. Matt would bet that she could cum just from riding on his pole for a little while longer. 

Susie moved so that her own wet pussy was against his mouth, though, the tip of his nose pressing into her ass, and he took the implicit command and licked at her pussy, shoving his tongue up into her tunnel when she pushed against him. She moaned when he did that, and he fucked her with his tongue.

Carla's breathing was ragged, and her motions on his cock became smaller and faster as he stretched her to her limit. With Susie mercilessly working her clit, her breath hitched, and then she cried out as she took Matt's cock to the hilt again and her orgasm slammed into her with the force of a truck. Her hands grabbed at Matt's legs and she moved herself back and forth on his cock, screaming, her pussy pulsing around him and her hair flying around her as she shook, quaking on his cock and making the whole bed shake like there was a natural disaster.

"So fucking hot," Susie whispered, as Carla pulled off of Matt's cock and slumped backward on the bed, completely worn out. She pulled her pussy off Matt's face and spun around so that she was where Carla was, looking Matt in the eye.

"You gonna cum for me, too?" she asked him, teasingly, as she settled her pussy down on his cock.

"If there's room in there for it," he said, short of breath, and Susie licked her lips and pressed down on him and let him stretch her wide, her eyes fluttering and her head tilting back as she lowered herself down onto him and got parts of her touched that had never been touched before. She hilted him faster than Carla had, and Matt knew that he was going to have no trouble cumming inside of her. He was surprised he had lasted this long at all, with how turned on he was.

She started to pump up and down, swearing softly to herself as she did, the sensations overpowering her bravado and teasing. Her pale red hair hid one of her eyes, and she focused on the pleasure, on Matt's girth stretching her wide, on how good it felt to be this full.

"I'm gonna...fucking...ah..." Matt could hardly get the words out, and Susie responded simply by biting her lip and riding him faster, and then he let go and started to shoot inside of her, moaning loudly as he bent his head back against the pillows. He pumped into her, thrusting up to meet her coming down, really fucking her, and spilled so much cum inside of her cunt that it spilled out and dripped down the sides of his shaft, all the while he yelled, pumping into her harder, her hot, tight tunnel gripping him just as much as he was filling her.

Carla, recovered some, now reached around Susie's waist from behind, her fingers sliding through the slick cum on Matt's shaft to find her friend's clit and rub it. Susie gasped and cried "Yes!" throwing her head back and riding Matt's shaft harder as his orgasm wound down, and when she came she hunched forward, slamming herself down on his cock while Carla expertly worked her sensitive slit until she had to slap her off, the waves of her orgasm leaving her face redder than her hair.

When it was over and everyone had lost what felt like two years of their lives through cumming, they did untie Matt, who had forgotten that he might be trapped. His arms could have hung there uselessly for hours more for all he cared, with how hard he had cum inside of Susie, his cock slowly softening. He could have fallen asleep restrained like that, easily.

The three of them did hop in the shower again though, much more handsy this time, cleaning each other off, and Carla took a turn on sucking Matt's cock, getting more of him into her mouth than Susie had, leading to a little bout of teasing. There was no chance of him cumming again so soon, but it never felt bad to get your cock sucked, and he let the ladies play until everyone was clean and they were ready to go.

Left alone in the Angel Suite, he fell back onto the bed (making sure to miss the wet spots) and reminded himself that he was getting paid for this, and he'd handled a new situation—both the two women and him being tied up—pretty goddamn well, judging by the smiles on their faces. And god, the way they had kissed each other, and gotten right into helping each other cum...he'd never seen anything like it. He wanted to see more of it. Surely there were more pairs of women out there who'd like to do something like this, right?

"Maybe my little sophomore slump here is over," he said to himself. "I think I'm gonna ask Marcy to find me some more clients."

He grinned. Maybe he'd owe her a favor after this. He wasn't too worried about that, though. He was good for it. He just knew that he had to get himself in another room with two woman who liked to kiss each other as much as they wanted to get Matt inside of them.

Matt closed his eyes. He'd rest a little, and then he'd get to work on that.

––––––––
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It had been a couple weeks since his fun night the back of the Bedlam Lounge with Carla and Susie, and after taking some time to give the whole thing some more thought, Matt was sure. He would open up his services again, specifically to pairings of women who were interested in having a three-way session with him.

Matt's services, of course, were secret and very much closed-door dealings, as a male sex worker for the network of clubs throughout the city owned by the Lancer Corporation. And even among that small and select group of hidden employees, he was special and offered something that no one else could. A big dick. Thirteen inches big, and thick enough so that for most women, wrapping one hand around it wasn't possible. He'd been losing his spark for meeting clients in the secret rooms in the back of the Bedlam Lounge over the last couple years, but his first professional threesome, and his first real life opportunity to see two women go at each other and make each other cum had revitalized him. He wanted more of that.

He needed more of it.

So tonight, he decided to bring his intent to Marcy, his direct boss at the Bedlam Lounge both for his more official bartending job as well as the more scandalous dealings in the back rooms. He stepped into the Bedlam Lounge a little after 5 o'clock, about an hour before his bartending shift that night would start. After dealing with a little good-natured ribbing from his coworkers about showing up well ahead of time for once, Matt proceeded through the club to hunt down Marcy.

The lounge wasn't packed at this time of evening. That would come later, of course, but there were still a good deal of patrons milling about, drinking at one of the two bars or patronizing the sexy, flexible dancers on three of the stages who worked the poles. Matt tipped a wink to Esmeralda, who caught him walking by out of the corner of her eye and gave him a little smile. She had been a backroom client of his a couple years back, and he had recommended her for the job at the lounge. As far as gentlemen's clubs went, the lounge was ritzy enough and not a bad gig at all for a dancer.

He found Marcy coming out of the back office hallway, which had been where he was headed next to look for her anyway since he didn't see her out on the floor. She wasn't the type of manager who hid in the back all day, which Matt appreciated, at least when she wasn't bugging him. But ever since he had done her the favor of giving her friends Carla and Susie an evening in the back rooms, she had been more predisposed to be helpful to him. Even though in the end, it was really more like she had done him a favor.

"Hey, Marcy," Matt said to her, really more of a yell over the throb of the music in the background, which was something they were all used to.

Marcy raised an eyebrow at seeing him. Her eyes flicked down to her phone so she could check the time, and she said, "You're here early."

"That's what everybody's been telling me." Matt shrugged. "I wanted to talk to you real quick, can we just step into the back?"

"Yeah, sure." Marcy turned, opening the same door through which she had just emerged and ushering him in.

The door closed behind them, sealing them into the plain and unadorned concrete hallway of the club's office rooms, which was a short L-shaped hall that had five doors spread across its minimal length. The entry door had thick stripping, which helped to block out the noise of the club and made it a lot easier to talk.

"You wanna go into the office?" Marcy asked him, waving her hand a little ways down the hall toward the on-duty manager's door.

"Nah. Just real quick." Matt glanced to the left just to make sure that the door was still closed. Most employees of the club knew about the sex work that happened in the back rooms, but it still never hurt to be careful. "It's about Carla and Susie, sort of."

"Oh," Marcy said. "Nothing wrong, I hope."

"No, nothing like that," Matt said with a quick shake of his head. "I don't know if you know this, but they were my first two-women pair I had back there."

"You hadn't had a threesome with clients before?" Marcy asked, surprised.

Matt nodded. "And to be as candid as I can be, it was a good time. You probably noticed that I'd been taking on fewer and fewer clients over the last couple years. It feels like Carla and Susie gave me some juice." He laughed. "So to speak."

"Well, that's good news," Marcy said, in a tone that indicated she was waiting for him to get to the point.

"Right." He coughed. "So I was wondering if I could take on more clients like that. I've been working the Bedlam for a while and have never been approached for a threesome with two women, but I know that Lancer has a lot of other clubs around the city. Do you think there would be one that's more...predisposed to that kind of hook-up?"

Marcy raised an eyebrow in surprise. "Well, I'm sure my bosses wouldn't complain if you were able to attract more backroom attention to the other clubs. Let me think on it and talk to some people, and I'll see if I can put your name out there and recommend a place."

"That's all I ask." Matt thanked her, and the two of them returned to the floor so that they could each go about their business.

His shift was busy and went by pretty quickly, and by the end of it, he'd almost forgotten that he had asked Marcy to look into this at all. But she caught him on his way out from behind the bar and asked him to walk her to her car, which wasn't unusual when you worked until one in the morning in the city.

Once they were out in the parking lot, Marcy talked to him. "About your request," she said to him, with a teasing little smile. "I talked to a couple other club managers. It looks like Bedlam is hardly the exception when it comes to threesomes. What I mean by that is, they're not very common even in the other clubs unless it's two workers and one client, which is still rare enough. So if you're looking for two women willing to pay for one man, it might be a little harder than you think."

"I didn't think it was going to be easy," Matt said, a little defensively, because he did have his hopes up that they would just come running to him somehow. "I appreciate it, though. Maybe just tell Susie and Carla they can send any of their friends my way."

"I didn't say it was impossible." Marcy stopped, her short heels clicking in the parking lot. "There's a club that caters to women, and has back rooms. Lemon Tree, over on Elm and Fifth."

"Yeah," Matt said, thinking. "I know the one. It's a lesbian club?"

"Not exclusively," Marcy said, "but yes, it's a lesbian club."

"Okay..." Matt didn't see how that was particularly helpful. "Would they really want me there?"

"Not everybody." Marcy smiled. "But like I said, it's not just lesbians that go there. There are women. Bicurious women. Straight women looking for a different scene. From what Jessica told me—the night manager over there—the male sex workers get a decent amount of action. Not very many threesomes, from what I've heard, but...more than zero." Marcy shrugged.

"Wow. Okay." Matt absorbed this information, running it through his head.

"I put your name in with her, and she knows who you are already. Word gets around to the managers and the owners, as you know."

Matt nodded at that. There had been times he provided services and sessions at other clubs, when he'd been asked for. It had just never happened at Lemon Tree, perhaps unsurprisingly.

"Still, you should make an appearance over there, okay?" Marcy gave him a little hit on the shoulder, getting his attention as his mind wandered slightly to people he had fucked at other clubs. "Go meet Jessica, go see some of the clientele. You're more approachable if they can put a face to you, and not just the promise of a dick."

Matt let out a little chuckle. "That's fair. I'll get there as soon as I can. Thanks, again. Really."

Marcy smiled. "I like you, Matt, and I wouldn't do it just for money. But it doesn't hurt that our club gets a cut if you work the back rooms elsewhere, so that makes things a little smoother."

"Oh, my hero," Matt said, putting a hand over his heart and making Marcy give him another smack.

––––––––
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LEMON TREE DEFINITELY had a different vibe than the Bedlam Lounge, though Matt thought that the outside looked more friendly and inviting. The letters in the sign were big and cartoony, bright yellow and overlapping in some places. The name and design didn't quite give away what kind of place it was, but anyone who went to clubs or worked in the industry knew what the opaque doors and lack of windows on the front meant. He looked over the red brick façade before stepping in through the door.

The club was smaller than Bedlam, but it seemed to stretch back farther, a little narrow at the front and then wider as you continued inside. The first, main room was big and devoted solely to the bar, which was the size of both of Bedlam's two bars combined. The lighting was brighter in this room than Matt expected, showing the woodgrain of the bar over on the left side of the room where it stretched all the way up the wall and then along part of the back wall in an L shape, with a brass rail sliding along the front and giving it a classy look. The stools had red velvet cushioning and no backs, and the women in them—everyone here was a woman except for some of the bartenders and staff—faced every which way as they talked and looked around. 

Matt felt out of place for just a moment, but he had been working the nightlife for a long time, and he quickly got a feel for the place. He recognized Jessica from Marcy's quick description and from just knowing how to spot a manager on the floor, and he went over and introduced himself, giving her hand a quick shake. She knew why he was there, of course, and invited him to get a feel for the place and that if she heard something before he did, she would let Marcy know.

The rest of the place wasn't very exciting, in the same way that the Bedlam Lounge wasn't exciting to him anymore. There was a wide hall that led out of the bar from the back, taking you to where the dancers stages were. There were three of them, occupied and somewhat busy. Matt had never really thought about if lesbians would like strippers, but then he thought, why the hell not? Past the stages, he marked the semi-hidden back door which would lead to the back rooms, and that was pretty much it. All that was left to do was get familiar with the people of the club and make this threesome happen somehow.

It didn't happen right away. Matt had to put in a little work, but with his shrewd eye for people thanks to his time in the industry, both nightlife and sex work, he eventually wound up talking to Alicia. 

Since there wasn't much reason for him to just hang around if he wasn't there as a patron or trying to hook up casually, he talked to Jessica about covering a few shifts so he had a reason to be at the bar, and she was happy to have the help. So Matt bounced back-and-forth between the Bedlam Lounge and Lemon Tree for a couple of weeks, getting a lot of hours in, and getting familiar with the regulars at the lesbian club. While bartending, he got flirted with every now and then, which reaffirmed what Marcy had said about there being all kinds here. He got to know who was already a couple, and the people who seemed to be in an open relationship, and then of course the people coming here looking for a hookup. They came and they went, and in the flow of people, it was Alicia who stood out to him.

She was pretty, but that wasn't why she had caught his eye. Sure, it was at first, but then he had reason to linger. She had straight blonde hair that went a little down past her shoulders, and it seemed light as air every time she moved. Her face was curious with delicate features below her green eyes. She usually dressed in a solid-color blouse, nothing too modest nor outlandish, with short sleeves that mostly covered her shoulders and jeans down below even as the weather got warmer. He'd made small talk with her when she'd come up to the bar, and then he'd forgotten about her until he saw her again.

She was interesting because she came to the bar alone, and she talked to a few people that she knew, but she never left with anyone. Her eyes would regularly look across the bar as though she were trying to find the right person, but she never did. She never went into the back to see the dancers, either.

Since she didn't always have someone to talk to, Matt talked to her more, and the conversation led into his work, where he talked about working with these clubs for a long time and making appearances at other ones, and then it seemed like something sort of clicked with Alicia, and she made it clear that she was aware of the secret business that the club offered to curious patrons.

She revealed that to Matt about as subtly as she could, one night leaning over the bar to say to him, "Do you work, like, in the back sometimes?"

Matt played coy. "Like as a dancer? I'd kill myself on one of those poles."

Alicia laughed. "Not as a dancer." Her green eyes became serious.

"Yeah," Matt said casually, "I've had some clients. If that was something you were interested in..."

Alicia sat back in her stool, considering it. "I don't know. I don't really come here to look for a guy."

Matt gave a little dip of his head. "And yet you found me."

"Yeah, you're cute and all," Alicia said, sticking her tongue out at him a little, then doing her usual look out across the bar floor. She turned back to him. "Look, if I'm being honest with you here, I hooked up with a woman here few months back, but I didn't get her information. It was kind of a crazy night. So I've been hoping..."

"You come back here, maybe you see her again?" Matt finished for her.

"Yeah." Alicia shrugged. "It hasn't worked so far."

"Tell me about her," Matt said, and Alicia did, and that was what unlocked everything.

Matt stepped away for a minute to call Marcy, and when he confirmed his suspicions with her, he went back to the bar where Alicia was still sitting.

"I have some interesting news for you," he said, and watched her eyebrows go up.

It turned out the woman whom Alicia had hooked up with had to become a regular at Bedlam. Her name was Becca, and Matt had served her before and chatted with her a few times. He remembered her because she wasn't shy about pointing out cute women to him even while he was working behind the bar, which had surprised him, but he hadn't put much thought into before.

Now, though, with threesomes on the mind? It seemed like it was staring him right in the face. Why else would Becca do that if she wasn't trying to arrange a three-way with him? All while the obvious clues bounced right off his head. She knew the kind of work that he did; she joked about it with him all the time. Well, not that they talked all the time, but it happened enough for him to remember it.

So when Matt was able to confirm with Alicia that she could in fact find Becca at the Bedlam lounge, and that Becca had shown interest in his services and knew about the back rooms and all, there weren't a whole lot of dots left to connect to put the three of them all together. Striking while the iron was hot, Matt put the idea to Alicia right then and there, once her excitement about finding Becca again was showing.

"If you'd be up for it," Matt said to her, "I think she would be, too." He leaned in. "And you didn't hear this from me, but since I mostly work for Bedlam, it'll be cheaper to do it there."

That didn't matter. Alicia was hungry, and she was already sold.
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BECCA HAD DARK HAIR which she usually kept up so Matt could never really be sure how long her hair was. Marcy, bless her, had taken the initiative to get things rolling on her end before Matt and Alicia even showed up later that night, with Matt able to get out of the rest of his shift. Becca had already been at Bedlam, and Marcy had given her a few details about Alicia to jog her memory, and that was that. Matt had been right about Becca's interest in him, so by the time he and Alicia arrived at the Bedlam Lounge, everything was pretty much already arranged. They were all together now, so what better time to do it?

That was how Matt had put it to Alicia once he'd heard from Marcy again, and she had agreed. So the night was on.

Matt parked at the lounge. Alicia showed up a couple minutes later, and the two of them walked in together. The music blared and the colorful lights flashed; Bedlam was pretty much at its peak, but luckily they didn't have to go far to find Becca standing with Marcy. Alicia was visibly excited at the sight of her, practically jumping while trying to keep her cool. Becca's dark hair was pinned behind her head as usual, and she wore stylish Capri pants that all but painted a picture of the crotch they hugged underneath, beneath a flowing pink top that showed just the tiniest sliver of her firm belly.

Alicia immediately went up and hugged her, and Becca gave her a firm squeeze, making Marcy smile. Marcy stepped over to Matt while the other two women chatted quickly.

"I'm starting to think you might owe me another one," Marcy said to him, yelling only a little bit over the volume of the music.

"Worth it!" Matt yelled back.

With a grin, Marcy told him that the Captain's Quarters was free. That was one of the back rooms at the lounge, with a silly title and a nautical theme that was thankfully more subtle than its moniker. Matt gave Marcy a nod, and she patted him twice on the shoulder, indicating that the women were on his clock now, and it was up to him to take it from here.

That was no problem. Matt had done this plenty of times, and his recent experience with a threesome was very fresh. With Marcy having vanished back onto the floor, he rejoined Alicia and Becca and got the attention of the latter.

"Glad we could finally do this," he said to her over the music, though really it was to both of them. "You two ready to head back?"

They were. As far as he knew, neither of them had experienced this part of the club before, so he took Becca by the hand, and she took Alicia by the hand, and together their short train wound itself through the bargoers and stage-watchers until they slipped into the darkness concealing the back door.

They went together to the back hallway where Matt led them to the sky-blue door with the placard reading 'Captain's Quarters' up above it. On the way there, Becca laughed and pointed at another door, bright pink, and read, "'Pretty Kitty Room'? What the hell is that?"

"Don't ask," Matt said, shaking his head. "I don't have the answer."

Both of the women dissolved into laughter, a combination of nervous and excited, as Matt opened the door to their designated room and let them inside, closing it and locking it behind them.

"I think I might have liked the Pretty Kitty Room better," Becca said, teasing, as both of them looked around the place.

Matt shrugged, smiling. "Occupied, I guess. You're stuck here with me."

The room was not unlike the Angel Suite where Matt had had his last threesome. All the rooms were laid out the same way, with an attached bathroom to the right or left, depending on which side of the hallway the room was on, some chairs in the front corners in case the night's activities led there, and a big bed with artwork hanging behind it, in this case a pleasant ocean scene. There was also a captain's hat hidden under the bed, which Matt would keep hidden there because it was stupid.

Both Becca and Alicia turned their attention from the room to Matt, though even like that they could hardly keep their hands off of each other, constantly in contact. That was good, because Matt had an idea for how he wanted the night to start. And with two fresh faces here in the back rooms, they would probably need some guidance to get things started anyway.

"You seem pretty excited," Matt told them, no longer being shy about his lascivious gaze now that they were here. "I'm thinking that I wouldn't mind seeing more of that. You know, help to warm things up. I'll get undressed for you two eventually, but until then, why don't you show me how much you missed each other? I wouldn't want to get in the way of the initial reunion."

"Yeah?" Becca's voice had lost its teasing edge and had slid more into sexually charged intensity. She turned back to Alicia, meeting her eyes while putting both of her hands on Alicia's waist. "You want to just get right into it, hon?"

"More than anything in the world," Alicia said, practically breathless, and she let Becca pull her close so that the two of them could kiss. Their familiar lips met and a sigh escaped Alicia, the blonde's hands running up Becca's back and underneath her shirt. Almost immediately, Alicia was opening Becca's bra from the back, eager to get to her tits. Becca didn't stop her, lifting her arms so that she could let her bra drop to the floor and Alicia could pull the shirt up and off over her head. Her breasts fell free into the open air, creamy and perky. Both of the women let out contented breaths when Alicia got her hands on them.

Matt moved up close to them and put an arm around the sides of both of their waists while they embraced, guiding them over to the bed so that they could sit down. Becca's hand left Alicia while he guided them over, running up under Matt's shirt to feel his lean muscle. She pulled her hand out of his shirt when they sat on the bed.

Alicia's passion grew quickly, her lips moving from Becca's mouth to her neck, kissing her soft skin while playing with her breasts. She squeezed them gently, running her fingers across both of Becca's hard nipples and pinching them. Becca enjoyed the attention, biting at her own lip while Alicia played with her, and getting Alicia's clothes off as best she could. Alicia helped her pull the shirt up over her own head, then let Becca unclasp her bra, bringing her tits out to push at Becca's. They were close enough so that their chests rubbed together, squishing Alicia's hands between the two pairs of breasts. Becca rubbed up Alicia's sides, resting her hands on the sides of her boobs and squeezing.

It was an extremely erotic display, and Matt probably could've watched it forever. He let them kiss on each other for a while, their mouths finding each other again and their tongues wetly dancing, both of them with their hands very busy on the other's tits and enjoying some squeezing and pinching and hefting, neither of the women being too gentle. At one point, Alicia reached out for Matt, grabbing him by the waist of his pants and pulling him over to the bed. His cock was already half hard and pressing nicely at the front of his pants, and Alicia's kissing slowed when she ran a hand over it through his clothes.

Her hand stopped on his shaft, squeezing its already impressive girth. Matt grinned, letting out a little grunt of pleasure at the contact.

"In good time," he told her, though he didn't take her hand off his cock. "How about I help you to get those bottoms off instead?"

Without waiting for an answer, Matt reached around Alicia, feeling the skin of both of their bellies as they pressed together, and undid the button on Alicia's jeans. Squeezing closer to Becca, she shifted to the side so that he could pull them off of her, taking her red panties with them and leaving her completely naked on the bed next to Becca. He had no intention of leaving her alone that way for very long, immediately going over to Becca and doing the same thing to her short pants. Now there were two naked women on the bed, a blonde and a brunette, kissing each other and running their hands all over each other's bodies like long-lost lovers.

Which they are, Matt reminded himself. God, this is hot.

Putting a hand on each of their backs, Matt said, "I don't know about you both, but that's enough foreplay for me. But there's still something I'd like to see, and judging by the way you two are squirming against each other, I figure you're ready."

He smiled. "I've never seen two women go down on each other at the same time. You two want to eat each other out?"

"God, I do," Becca immediately said in the affirmative, her mouth still wet with Alicia's saliva. She turned to her friend and said, "Come on, honey, you on the bottom and let me get between your legs."

"Okay," Alicia breathed, sliding her hand off of Becca's boob and moving deeper onto the bed, turning around so that Becca would just be able to dive forward on top of her, Alicia's pussy facing the pillows at the head of the bed and her blonde hair splayed out on the covers.

Becca wasted no time in getting on top of her, wiggling her knees up and along Alicia's sides and playfully dragging her stomach across Alicia's breasts as she moved down her body. Matt moved to the side as the two women got into position, leaning against the bed eagerly so that he could watch. Becca dove right in, wetly planting her lips on Alicia's pussy before sticking her tongue out and running it up the top of her folds, tasting her clit. Alicia moaned in pleasure, slapping both of her hands against Becca's ass cheeks and grabbing her butt, squeezing the healthy curve there. Becca moved lower and plunged her tongue into Alicia's tunnel, and Alicia started to lick up and down Becca's lips as well. 

Matt got fully undressed while watching them, letting his hard cock stick out. With the show they were putting on, his erection came quickly and powerfully, and he couldn't help but to put a hand on it and touch himself while he watched the two women sixty-nine. Alicia and Becca tasted, licked, and sucked on each other's pussies in a lustful fervor, noisily eating each other and pushing each one closer to orgasm. Alicia in particular was aggressive about sucking on Becca's clitoris, making the dark-haired woman squirm and sometimes yank her body forward to get the sensitive nub out of Alicia's mouth. Alicia would laugh to herself when that happened, grabbing Becca's hips and pulling her ass back on top of her face.

The two women got into each other's asses as well, Matt noticing that Becca was going lower and lower on Alicia until she was dipping her tongue into her asshole and swirling it around, reaching her hands down to pull her cheeks apart and get more access to it. And when he looked over to Alicia to see how she was reacting, though her spreading legs told him plenty, he found Alicia's face buried between Becca's big butt cheeks already, lapping at her hole and pressing her tongue into it. Not only were these women eager to kiss and go down on each other, they were eager to drive their tongue up each other's back doors as well.

No wonder Alicia had kept coming back to look for Becca.

They dug into each other's assholes for a while, Matt watching and stroking himself, before Alicia's hand crept over and touched first his leg, and then his cock. She gave it another firm squeeze, Matt appreciating the pressure, and then she pulled her tongue out of Becca's asshole and looked over at him through the small gap under Becca's butt.

"Come on," she panted, looking at him with one eye while also looking back down at his cock. "I want to taste that huge fucking thing. Come over here and put it in my mouth."

Extremely horned up, Matt didn't need to be asked twice, not to mention of course that they were the paying clients. He got off the side of the bed where he had been kneeling and came around back to the front, where Alicia and Becca together had scooted backward so that Alicia's head hung halfway off the edge of the bed, her blonde hair hanging down. With Matt in position, Alicia reached her hands back and put them both on his cock, in different places so that neither of them quite reached all the way around. Matt looked down at this gorgeous blonde hanging onto his dick, with Becca's glistening asshole and pussy hanging just above her tits, and felt his cock pulse.

Alicia tugged on him, urging him forward to get inside of her mouth. Her wet tongue pressed against the head of his cock, and he started to feed it into her while she was upside-down on the bed. Inch after inch disappeared into her mouth, the pleasure rippling through Matt as she sucked on him. Alicia moaned in delight around the girth of Matt's cock, and Becca got back to eating her pussy down below, sliding her tongue up and down her folds and licking into her asshole as well.

Now with a good six or seven inches of Matt in her mouth and throat, Alicia took her hands off of his cock and put them back up on Becca's rump, finding her holes with her fingers and starting to play with them. Her mouth pulled at Matt's member, and he started to gently fuck her throat, knowing how big he was and that he couldn't go too hard. His cock filled up her mouth and her eyes rolled back in pleasure as his thick meat slid in and out of her, her tongue sliding around it as he moved it in and out. Sucking on his dick, she worked the fingers of one hand into Becca's pussy, quickly getting three inside of her wet tunnel and making Becca wiggle back onto them with grunts of pleasure. Her other hand, using the slickness of Becca's pussy and what was left there by Alicia's rimming, fit a finger, then two fingers, into Becca's ass, which made her slow down in eating Alicia's pussy and shiver in ecstasy.

Matt moved his cock in and out of Alicia's mouth while she fingered both of Becca's holes, and he got a full view of Alicia pleasuring her friend while he did so. He watched Alicia's slender fingers slide deep into Becca's pussy and ass and saw Becca's holes clench around them when she went deep. Matt bit his lip, his cock pulsing gently in Alicia's mouth. He loved seeing Becca's holes get worked over while his dick was buried in Alicia's throat. For a few long moments there was nothing but the wet sounds of pleasure.

Then Alicia slid forward on the bed so she could take Matt's huge cock out of her mouth, gasping for air, with a single tear falling down her face from her mouth getting stretched open. She slipped her fingers out of Becca's ass and pussy and grabbed Matt's dick again, this time hefting it up and pulling on him until he was pressed up against Becca's pussy.

"Oh, shit," Becca said, wiggling against Matt's thick rod. "I can already feel how big he is, damn."

"Ready for him to fuck you?" Alicia asked mischievously, rubbing the slick head of Matt's cock around Becca's entrance. The circling pressure and wetness of Becca's hole gripped at his tip.

"Fuck yes, big guy," Becca said, putting her hands out on the bed to brace herself. "Put it in me."

"Can't wait to get into your cunt," Matt said, pushing his hips forward and letting Alicia keep his cock steady so that he could penetrate Becca. He met resistance at her entrance, but Alicia had made sure to get his cock good and wet, so he slipped it forward, slowly entering her tight pussy while Becca groaned.

"God, he's really stretching you out," Alicia told her, both of her hands still on Matt's cock. "This is so fucking hot."

"Oh hell," Becca managed, gripping the covers of the bed in her fists while Matt put more and more of his cock into her. "Holy shit, I've never...yeah, keep going, oh..."

Matt went inside of her until he bottomed out, stopping a few inches short of being completely inside her pussy. Becca had him stop there. She just didn't have any more room inside her cunt. But then, immediately, she told him to fuck her. 

With most of his rod firmly inserted into Becca's pussy, Alicia let it go so that he could do his work. She moved her hands back up to Becca's ass, rubbing on the curves of her cheeks while Matt started to fuck her. Her pussy was tight, gripping at him as he pulled back, and he enjoyed the noises she was making as he started to push in and out. His shaft glistened with her juices. Meanwhile, Alicia's hand found its way back between Becca's cheeks and she started to finger her ass again, getting both of her holes stretched.

Becca couldn't even speak anymore, the feelings were so intense. From below, Alicia asked Matt if there was any lube around, and he was able to snatch it from beneath the bed while leaving the tip of his cock in Becca's pussy. He gave the small bottle to Alicia, who drenched her fingers in it as well as Matt's cock for good measure, and slid three, then four fingers into Becca's asshole. Becca cried out, and Alicia slid herself lower beneath her so that she could lick and suck at her clit while Matt fucked her pussy. She was so tight and filled up by Matt's cock that her clit stuck outward like a hard little nipple, easy for Alicia to latch her lips onto.

Matt fucked into Becca a little faster at her insistence, his huge shaft sliding past Alicia's face while she sucked Becca's clit from below. Alicia kept fucking Becca's ass with her fingers, the brunette getting worked from multiple sides, getting more and more into it until she couldn't take it anymore. 

Loudly, vocally, she came, with Alicia's fingers buried all the way to the third knuckle inside her ass, and Matt's cock as deep into her cunt as it could possibly reach. Alicia sucked hard on Becca's clit, making her orgasm as intense as possible, enough so that Becca was smashing her crotch down onto her face and making Matt's cock jiggle back-and-forth inside her.

Alicia pulled off of Becca's clit as the sensitivity became too much for her, and she pulled her lube-slicked fingers out of her ass as well.

When Matt followed suit, sliding his heavy cock out of her used tunnel, Becca panted and said, "Put it in my ass. I want that thing in my asshole."

The asshole in question was gaping pretty wide from Alicia's fingering and still very wet with lube. Matt open his mouth to say something but Alicia immediately cut him off.

"Do it, Matt, she's going to love it, I swear," she said, perhaps reading his hesitation, since very few women had been able to take his huge cock up their butts. 

"Fuck my ass!" Becca said, hammering it on.

Alicia grabbed the lube, fetching it from where she had dropped it on the bed, and squirted it all over Matt's still very hard cock while she lay below it, some of it dripping onto her chest and neck. Once he was properly coated, she lifted up his cock again, this time going a little bit higher to align him with Becca's stretched asshole.

Becca immediately moved herself backward, pressing her asshole up against the width of his cock. He felt the ring of her asshole, stretched but still tight, open up around the head of his cock, and Rebecca moaned in delight and pushed back further. The lube helped things along, and before he knew it, the big head of Matt's cock popped into her asshole and a couple inches followed behind it. Alicia watched from below with glee, and Matt leaned forward, pressing his hands onto the top of Becca's ass and letting the pleasure of her tight back door tunnel wash over him. He started to push in more, getting all the way inside her ass, and he found it much more accommodating for his dick. Becca wiggled back onto his size, urging him in further and further, and then suddenly she had pushed herself all the way to the edge of the bed and Matt's hips were pressed up against her chubby ass, squishing her cheeks flat with his dick completely buried in her hole.

They stayed like that for a moment, Becca getting used to his size, and Matt trying not to cum from the intense sensations around him, and during that, Alicia slid forward so that she could sit at the head of the bed and shove her pussy into Becca's face.

"Eat me, babe," Alicia begged, already rubbing her own clit while Becca stared at her pussy. "It was so hot watching him go inside your ass. I need to cum."

Becca got to work, not saying a word before she dove into Alicia's pussy and ate her, pushing her hand out of the way so that she could suck on her clit and bringing her own hand forward to shove three fingers into Alicia's tunnel and wiggle them while her pinky finger slipped below to slide up her asshole. Alicia screamed in pleasure and pushed herself forward into Becca's face.

Matt started to fuck Becca's ass, the lube making it easy to slip backward and forward, and her tightness making it difficult to keep his orgasm contained. He grabbed her by the hips, pulling his shaft all the way out, then sliding it back in while her pink hole stretched to the max around him. He moved his eyes back-and-forth between that glorious sight and Alicia's bouncing tits as she shoved her pussy into Becca's face.

"Fuck," Matt said, after stroking in and out of her ass for a little bit over a minute, "I'm gonna cum in your ass, Becca."

Becca couldn't respond, her mouth full of Alicia, but she acknowledged by slamming her ass back on his cock, savoring how deeply he went into her. Matt gave her a few more powerful strokes before it was too much, and he started to unleash inside of her bowels, shooting rope after rope of his white seed into her insides and filling her ass up. He pulled out halfway through, stroking the length of his cock and getting four or five shots onto her big ass and the small of her back while he watched her back door gape at the sudden exit.

Becca moaned into Alicia's pussy, and Alicia grabbed Becca's hair with both hands while her orgasm hit her, shoving her face in so that she could milk the pleasure out of her clit. She hunched over Becca, her eyes squeezed shut, her tits jiggling as she shook with wave after wave of her climax, and she kept whispering "Fuck, fuck, fuck..." all the while, until the very last waves of her orgasm had left her and she slumped back onto the bed.

All three of them were pretty much a mess and needed a little time to recover, but eventually their tired bodies were able to make it to the bathroom. Matt insisted that the two of them shower together while he watch, and he did enjoy the way they cleaned each other and found themselves kissing again, the hot water running over their bodies as they were pressed together. But they were fully spent, which was fair, and once they were clean, he grabbed them a couple of towels and hopped in for a quick shower himself. They told him that fair was fair and they watched him clean himself, giving appropriate oohs and ahhs as he handled the length of his soapy dick. Their energy returned with contented laughter as they got dressed.

"This was great," he told them before they left the room, a big smile on his face. "I mean, hooking up with you too was beyond insane, but I'm glad I was able to help you get reunited and all that. Make sure you exchange numbers this time. In fact, here's mine, just in case you ever want to do this again. He winked at them. It can be off the books if you want, just don't tell Marcy."

They agreed, and they all exchanged information in case the stars would align for another fateful night like this. It would be okay if it took some time, though, because they all needed to recover. Especially Becca, who had been worked over like an oil drilling site.

When all was said and done, they cleared out of the room and Matt went home, unable to wipe the grin off his face.

He didn't expect Marcy or Jessica from Lemon Tree to be able to help arrange another night like that anytime soon, but he was going to find himself pleasantly surprised before long when it would be in fact three women, and not two, who wanted to share a bed with Matt and his big package very soon.

––––––––
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No matter how many nights passed, Matt still found it hard to get the thought of the women he'd been with out of his mind. Not just Becca and Alicia, although they had been the most recent, but Susie and Carla too. And who could blame him? All of them were gorgeous, and all of them had been part of the most unforgettable sex of his life. The real wonder was how he got to sleep at all, with those memories running behind his eyelids every time he closed them.

Even here, working a bartending shift at the Bedlam Lounge, he couldn't quite maintain his focus. He poured drinks, chatted with people, wiped down the bar, fitted new bottles, and still found himself drifting back to those nights. The music and the lights pulsed and throbbed around him, and the more he thought about Becca's gaping asshole or Carla and Susie eating each other's pussies, the more the same thing happened in his pants. 

And considering what he was packing down there, an erection actually made the job of tending bar pretty difficult, not to mention awkward if he bumped his coworker the wrong way, which happened when you had people moving behind a bar. So he did his best to pull his mind away before any more blood could march down there.

His coworker, Claire, was working the other side of the bar, collecting hefty tips from people who liked her pretty face and petite, perky breasts. It was too loud to have much of a conversation, so the relationship between patron and bartender was especially reduced to physical attributes in this place. Not that Claire was complaining as she emptied out her tip glass over and over again.

Matt was doing okay on tips, but Claire still poked fun at him.

"Turn on the charm, Matthew," she said, a flash of a green wad in her hand.

"Can I borrow your tits?" Matt asked her, not for the first time. It always made Claire laugh, and it did again.

"Sorry," she said, giving her chest a little thrust outward. "I'm using them right now."

Matt snapped his fingers in mock frustration and shook his head. His tip glass was half-full, and that was better than half-empty. And he remembered Carla, straddling him, completely full of his cock and then his cum, and then all of a sudden something else was feeling half full.

He tapped Claire on the shoulder. "Be right back, two seconds."

She waved him off to his alleged bathroom break. Matt dipped out from behind the bar, not fighting the horniness any further. It just had to be taken care of, like a mechanical problem. He got into the bathroom, where the noise of the nightclub wasn't so loud, but plenty loud enough to cover any sounds that he might make. The bathroom was empty, so he slipped into a stall and acted quickly. He was mostly hard, and he couldn't believe how horny he was. He pulled out his huge dick and got to work, leaning with one hand pressed against the back wall, his eyes half-closed as images of the women he had been with danced behind them and his ears stayed alert for anyone coming in. His breath tightened in his chest and throat as he came, no more than a minute later, and he bit his lip to keep himself quiet, pumping at the length of his cock with his cum splashing into the toilet. His aim was pretty good, but there was only so much you could do while you were in the middle of cumming. Thankfully, he'd had the foresight to put the seat up, so he quickly wiped up the spots where he had splattered, dropped the seat back down, and gave his hands a good wash before heading back out to the bar.

Did he feel great about it? No, but it had to be done. Besides, not 300 feet away, he fucked people in the back rooms for money, so whatever. He got back to work with a sense of relief and a thank-you to Claire for covering for him.

Finishing out his shift, which ended pretty soon at ten PM, he considered the idea of approaching Marcy for another hook up. It had been a little while, and obviously he couldn't get the thought off his mind, but also he knew Marcy and Jessica were aware of his intentions, and they stood to gain a little money from arranging a meetup as well, so if anything was on the radar they would surely tell him. There was no reason to be annoying about it. If it was this bad in his head, maybe he just needed to go out and get laid the old-fashioned way.

He toyed with the idea while he worked, his practiced hands moving quickly. Sure, he could hook up, especially in a place like this, but would it satisfy him?

That lead to a little bit more of a daunting thought. It had been weeks since the threesome with Becca and Alicia, and it was still on his mind. Enough to send him running to go jerk off in the bathroom while he was on the clock. Was he addicted to that kind of sex now? He couldn't imagine having to fight with that urge every single time he was working, let alone in his daily life as well. 

He considered the idea, then gave a little shake of his head as he handed the drink over in exchange for the bills from the customer, some guy who might as well not have had a face for all the attention that Matt paid to him. He dumped the bills in the till and figured the idea of addiction didn't sit quite accurately with him. He was just a guy in his mid-20s who was really fucking horny, certainly not an uncommon state of being among people like him, and that fire was healthily fueled by the lexicon of gorgeous women he had filed away in his head. He had discovered a newfound joy and pleasure in sex that had almost become stale through his secret job. He wasn't addicted, but he definitely wanted it.

"I'll give it one more week," he muttered to himself, too quietly for anyone else to hear. "Maybe two, if I can stand it. Then I'll see if Marcy or Jessica have anything for me."

Ten o'clock came, and he said a quick goodbye to Claire, casting a habitual glance around for Marcy and hating himself for it, but his boss was nowhere to be found. Probably somewhere else on the floor. He punched out and headed out to the lot, getting in his car and driving home.

He didn't have a shift at the Bedlam the next night, so he had made plans to go out to dinner with a few buddies. They liked this one sports bar where the food wasn't so great, but the service was fine and the TVs were big, and there was a basketball game on, so it was a good time. He finished eating, and it was then that the text from Marcy came in.

Are you able to come by the lounge for something real quick?

He looked at the text while Steve and Eric argued about the outcome of a foul that had just happened in the game. Matt hadn't seen it, but he sided with Eric just to get Steve riled up, and he let them take over the conversation.

He texted back, Can't cover a shift tonight, which wasn't strictly true, but he didn't necessarily feel like it, so it was true enough. He put his phone back in his pocket and put his attention back to his friends, where the discussion about the foul hadn't quite ended, though the game was well past it on TV. 

His phone buzzed in his pocket again. He pulled it out and saw from Marcy, Don't need you for a shift, but there's just a thing I need you to sign into the system for real quick. Two seconds. It's a punching glitch, just want to make sure your paycheck isn't delayed.

Matt rolled his eyes, but he couldn't be too annoyed since she was just looking out for him. The bar they were at wasn't too far from the lounge, really, and he was out anyway, so he could make the trip.

Okay, he responded, I can be there in probably a half hour, just out at dinner.

Marcy replied back that that sounded good, and Matt put his phone away, watching the game with everybody else and making occasional comments on things that were bullshit and things that were impressive. Steve had hit some bet, a parlay on the outcome of this game and a few others, and his phone was passed around to show the winnings. There were jokes about him paying for everybody's dinner, to which he replied with a polite middle finger.

They split off once the check was paid (not by Steve), and Matt found himself in his car a little sooner than he had expected, so it was more like twenty minutes later when he pulled in and parked at the Bedlam Lounge. It was just before nine o'clock at night, but usually Marcy worked till midnight or later, so it wasn't unusual to be called in this late. He wondered if it was something he had done to mess up his time card, or if it was Marcy's mistake. She hadn't been specific, so he figured it was something she might have done. Not a big deal, and at least it could be resolved quickly. Two seconds, that was what she'd said.

Matt hopped out of the car and closed the door, walking toward the front door of the Bedlam Lounge at a good pace. Possible paycheck problems aside, he was in a good mood. Maybe it was that the dinner with his friends had been nice, or that he had hit a three-to-one bet on the game. Either way, he found himself moving a little bit to the music that sounded through the lounge's front door, his hips shifting as he grabbed the handle and pulled it open. The perfumed air of the Bedlam swept back at him as he entered, mostly covering the smells of alcohol and sweat. He let the door close behind him.

Ahead and immediately to the right was the bar that he usually worked, and beyond that stretched Bedlam's dance floor, with the colorful lights and music going at full energy, the five dancer's stages spread out behind that. But more importantly, standing there at the bar not too far in front of him, was the woman he had come here to see, and also three women he absolutely had not expected to see.

Matt approached slowly, a little confused, and pretty sure this wasn't a coincidence since they were all staring at him. Marcy was closest to the bar, leaning against it with a little smile on her face as she met Matt's eyes, and to her right were Susie, Carla, and Becca.

Susie and Carla, of course, had been his first threesome experience, two women who had inadvertently set him on this distracting, but ultimately satisfying and lustful path. Carla was a beautiful Latina woman, with long, curly dark hair and gorgeous brown skin, and tonight she wore a pair of very flattering and revealing black shorts beneath her deep blue top that showed a sexy slice of her midriff. Her smile reached her dark eyes when those eyes met Matt's.

Susie was Carla's friend, who was petite, with pale red hair and a very faint spotting of freckles on her cheeks, and like a lot of petite girls, she had a surprisingly big pair of tits that pressed outward underneath the thin straps of her white top, her cleavage looking deep enough to reach both hands into. Around her hips curved a stylish pair of denim shorts, the fabric of which swooped suggestively around the roundness of her ass and between her legs.

And last, but not least, there was Becca, the woman he had most recently been intimate with. Extremely intimate with. She had been part of his second threesome experience, though her hookup Alicia wasn't here. Becca was a brunette, whose hair currently hung at around shoulder length, those some of it was tied up in back. She was thicker than the other two women, her simple black top showing her very tantalizing cleavage, with her wide hips below stretching at the waistband of her jeans. Matt couldn't see her nice, big ass, but he knew that it was there, and the set of her hips made that clear for anyone who wasn't familiar with it.

Matt was pretty familiar.

They were all looking at him, so clearly they had been waiting for him. He gave a little wave to the group of women, then immediately felt stupid. Shaking it off, he went up to them and said hello, then turned to Marcy and said in an urgent whisper, "What's going on? What did you do?"

"A hell of a favor is what I did," Marcy answered, not bothering to be quiet. "My girls Susie and Carla here had started asking me about getting back together with you. I was going to approach you about it soon, and then the next day Becca was talking to me about something similar."

Becca was a new regular at the Bedlam Lounge, someone with whom Matt had been passing familiar before their threesome, and who Marcy recognized as well, so it wasn't crazy to think that Becca might go to her about this kind of thing.

Marcy continued, "And I was thinking, gee, all these moving parts, all these people, a proper arrangement sure is a pain in the ass. And I know all four of you and decided I would skip the headache of getting money involved in all of this."

Marcy's grin stretched into a bigger smile. "We have a vacancy tonight, and all three ladies were here, so you were the only missing ingredient. Would you care to escort our fine patrons into the back?"

Matt's mouth dropped open, and he made a conscious effort to close his jaw again. Susie, Carla, and Becca all nodded along with Marcy's story in the right parts, and now they looked at Matt eagerly. Matt, himself, in an almost Pavlovian response to being close to these women again, had arousal stirring pretty strongly in his pants.

"Are you serious?" was all he could manage to say.

"Serious," Marcy said.

"Sounds like a good deal, don't you think?" Becca asked him, tilting her head.

"Is he seriously thinking about it?" Susie inquired aloud, seemingly to her female friends, but purposely loud enough for Matt to hear. And he realized he really was being hesitant, but not out of any doubt; just because he had been caught off-guard. He was recovered enough now to understand that he needed to get his head on straight and say something real before the opportunity of a lifetime walked away in confusion.

Matt snapped into business mode, which truthfully was also horny mode. He looked away from the three women and to Marcy. "You've got a room for us back there?"

Marcy nodded, then she stepped forward and told him, "The Pretty Kitty Room is all yours."

Matt just barely held back a grimace, but it was mostly in jest. He would have sex with Susie, Carla, and Becca on a pile of garbage if that was what they wanted.

Matt gave Marcy a little nod, and said, "Thank you. Sincerely."

She gave him a wink and smacked him on the ribs. "Hurry up before I change my mind."

Matt grinned, and when he looked back to the three women, the grin broke into a great big smile. "Hands together, ladies," he said, reaching forward and taking Becca's hand as he spoke. "We don't want any of us getting lost in the crowd out there."

Becca squeezed Matt's hand, then grabbed Susie, who grabbed Carla, and together with Matt in the lead, they moved toward the back of the lounge. The dance floor of the club was pretty full, but they didn't bother to go around it, Matt pushing a path through for them. Behind him, the women laughed and danced a little bit to the steady, pulsing beat even as they walked, their arms twisting in each other's grasps.

Before long, he had taken them through the discreet door leading to the back rooms, giving a nod to the security guard who sat inside. The guard gave Matt a knowing nod in return, a half-smile on his face. The music faded to background noise, and they could hear their footsteps on the painted concrete. As nice and lavish as some of the rooms were, the hallway leading to them was pretty sparse.

"This way," Matt said, pulling on Becca's hand and leading them all around a corner.

"Ooh, new room?" Susie asked from the middle of the chain.

"Yeah," Matt said, trying hard to sound enthusiastic as he steered their line toward the Pretty Kitty Room. Rebecca saw where he was heading and let out a laugh. She remembered spotting this obnoxiously-pink door on the way to where she'd had her fling with Matt and Alicia.

"Yeah, laugh it up," Matt said, letting go of Becca's hand so that he could open the door. "Wait till you get inside."

Still, how much could you complain about a free room to fuck three women in?

Matt pushed the door open and lead the four of them inside. He moved over to the left, letting everyone in before closing the door, and giving the women a moment or two to get acclimated to the room. He couldn't stop his own eyes from traveling across it as well.

For starters, the room was pink. That meant literally everything was pink, from the walls to the carpet to the bedspread to the pillows. To the bathroom door and the tile within. To the ceiling and to the sex toys hidden neatly underneath the bed. Several of the pillows on the bed were fluffy, with long pink fur. The art that hung behind the bed took up most of the back wall: A tapestry of fluffy white cats spread around an ornate living room, reclining in various positions of leisure. Some wore silk scarves or fancy little hats on their heads. The artwork in this room was larger than the pieces on the back walls in the other rooms, almost twice as big and extending well beyond the edges of the bed. It was to this piece of art that all of their eyes inevitably went.

"Wow." Carla was the first one to say it, staring at a painted cat that laid on a tiny painted chaise lounge. "I'm starting to understand why they gave us this room for free."

That brought a laugh from everyone, and Matt said, "Some people actually ask for this room, if you can believe it."

Susie giggled. "All right, that's enough attention paid to the room. How about us?"

"Good point," Matt said. He turned away from the garishness of the Pretty Kitty Room and stood in front of the three women, facing them.

"Gonna be honest," he said, rubbing his hands together. "I have some experience with threesomes, but a foursome is a whole new thing."

"That's okay," Becca said, casting a glance over to her two friends before taking a step forward. "I know that you were caught by surprise with this, so how about we take the lead this time?"

Without waiting for an answer, Becca stepped forward again and pressed herself against Matt, finding his mouth with hers. Her kiss was insistent, strong, and immediate, her lips parting and her tongue finding its way into his mouth.

Matt let his brain turn off as he kissed her back, very much noticing her strong thigh pressing into his crotch and rubbing against his hardening dick. He kissed her back hard, pushing his tongue into her while pushing his dick back into her as well. She gave a little sound of approval as she pressed back against him, the two of them grinding together.

Out of the corner of his eye, he noticed Carla pull Susie into a similar embrace, kissing her friend passionately. Susie closed her eyes and ran her hands up Carla's back, burying her fingers in her luscious dark hair. The two women got as close as they could, breasts squishing together through their clothes.

Unconsciously and naturally, the two pairs made their way over toward the bed, losing clothes as they did so. Susie leapt on the opportunity to get Carla undressed, pulling her top off just a few seconds after they started kissing and making sure that the bra popped off with it, and Carla did the same to her. Dark breasts and creamy white breasts pressed together in delightful pleasure. 

Matt took that as a cue to get Becca's shirt off, pulling up her black top and revealing a thin gray bra underneath, looking like it could barely hold the weight of her huge tits. He undid the front clasp and her breasts burst out into his hands, and he hefted them upward, enjoying their weight while the hard nipples poked between his fingers.

Shirts, bras, pants, underwear, and socks and shoes hit the floor until there were four very naked people in the huge pink bed of the pretty kitty room. With all of them lying on the bed, kissing each other and fencing tongues, hands started to wander. Susie and Carla were grabbing each other's breasts, really fondling and going at it, their sounds of passion slipping out between their kisses. Susie rolled Carla's nipples between her fingers and made her Latina friend shiver. Carla reached down and behind Susie while they clutched each other, lying on their sides on the bed, grabbing her ass with one hand and squeezing it, pulling at the white flesh with her dark fingers and exposing the pink rosebud of Susie's asshole and the already-glistening slit of her pussy, just a little bit.

Becca grabbed Matt's cock and wedged it up between the two of them, his impressive length reaching up to the bottom of her large tits where they hung, and she wrapped her arms around him and pulled herself as close to him as she could, working his dick in between the two of them. He was fully hard now, his stiffness grinding up against Becca's naked stomach.

While Carla, in her eagerness, was already using her fingertips to tease Susie's asshole and pussy from behind, Becca broke off her kiss with Matt and slid herself lower on the bed, lower and lower until her feet were hanging off the edge and she was able to grab his length in her hand and bring it to her mouth. Becca's hot, wet lips engulfed the head of his cock, and he put a hand on her shoulder, closing her eyes as she sucked on the swollen head of his dick. 

Becca was hungry for it. She immediately took more inches of his dick into her mouth, and he squeezed her shoulder as she swallowed it, feeling the head of his dick nudge against the back of her throat. She pushed her mouth farther on it, deep throating him, the muscles of her throat squeezing and squeezing, forcing a choked noise out of Matt's throat while she sucked him.

Her back pressed against Carla while she blew Matt, and when Carla felt her, she reached a hand over to caress Becca, fondling the side of her breast and hungrily squeezing the hefty DD-cup while Becca moaned approvingly around Matt's shaft. Carla opened her legs slightly as she twisted to caress Becca, and Susie was quick to slip her hand between Carla's thighs and rub at her wet pussy.

Becca sucked on Matt for another minute or so, taking eight inches of his hard thirteen down into her throat over and over, before the other women wanted a turn.

"I want to suck on him, too," Carla said, though her first words were sloppy as she pulled her mouth off of Susie's. She rolled over, pressing her tits against Becca's back, and Becca gradually pulled back to let Matt's cock fall out of her mouth, a string of spit snapping up at her as it did.

"All yours," she said, sliding further down until she could slip off the edge of the bed and stand up. Carla took her place, her tits up against Matt's chest for a moment, hard nipples poking at him. He moved up this time as much as he could, pushing a couple of the pink, fluffy pillows off of the bed and onto the floor. Carla moved down a little bit and then she got to work. She took Matt's dick in her mouth with as much gusto as a Becca had, immediately bringing it to the back of her throat. Matt reached his right hand down to cup and squeeze her breast, and Susie moved herself up on the bed so that her ass and pussy were right in his face as she lay down sideways across the top of the bed.

"Eat me," she said, and Matt dug in, pressing his nose into her tight pink asshole while his tongue found the flavorful lips of her pussy and licked, pressing inward. She pushed back against him, squealing, making his tongue penetrate her. Carla took his cock into her mouth almost as deep as Becca had, bobbing back-and-forth on it, her curly hair brushing against his shaft as she pulled back.

Becca got back up on the bed behind Matt, and at first he felt her hands on his ass cheeks, and then suddenly a wet, probing tongue, as her hands pulled his cheeks apart and she started to lick his asshole. He groaned in ecstasy, lifting his leg a little so that she could lick him harder, his cock throbbing in Carla's mouth. Becca rubbed on his balls while she ate his ass.

Eventually, with Becca still rimming him, Susie told Carla that it was her turn now, and the redhead rotated on the bed so that she and Matt were in a sideways 69, her pussy smearing wetness all over his face, and Carla popped his dick out of her mouth and gave it to Susie, who swallowed it right away. Now a third mouth worked on his dick while Becca's tongue licked up and down his tender asshole.

Matt slurped up Susie's pussy and slid his tongue up her hot tunnel and she took his cock in her mouth until tears squeezed out of her eyes. Becca left his ass and came up along the top side of the bed, above his head, and grabbed Susie's ass with both hands, pushing her away from his face but keeping her on his cock. As she moved her, Becca slid into take her place, and Matt moved backward on the bed to give them more room. He could just barely see Becca getting her face between Susie's legs and picking up where he had left off, eating her pussy like she was starving. Then Becca's own cunt blocked his view and he latched his mouth onto it, sucking on her clit. He ate Becca's pussy, while Becca ate Susie, and Susie took his girth into her throat. Matt listened to the wet sounds of passion around him, tasting Becca's juices. He knew that she loved her ass played with, so he went up to her tight hole, running his tongue around her rear entrance. She put one hand on her ass cheek and pulled it open, inviting him to slide his tongue inside her asshole, and he did.

Then Carla was doing the same thing Becca had, taking Becca's ample ass in her hands and pushing her forward on the bed so that Matt's tongue came out of Becca's back door with a wet slurp, and then Carla put her own ass in front of Matt's face and all four of them were going down on each other in a spread out shape that took up most of the bed, with Susie throating Matt's cock and everyone else eating pussy. Matt grabbed Carla's ass with both hands, kneading and massaging her cheeks while he ate her pussy and licked her ass out as well. Carla was eagerly eating Becca's asshole, sliding her tongue into the wet entrance where Matt's tongue had been seconds before.

Their strange circle of blowjobs and pussy/eating pushed each of them close to the edge, Susie being very vocal around Matt's cock as Becca ate her pussy expertly, playing with her clit with a couple of fingers while sliding her long tongue as deep into her as she could reach, and the thumb of her other hand rubbed at Susie's back door, pleasuring her from both directions.

It was Matt who eventually broke the cycle, though he could've happily stayed in this arrangement for probably the rest of his life until he died of natural causes, or whatever was natural if you were surviving on a diet of only pussy and ass. He pulled his face, wet and practically dripping, out from between Carla's legs and said, "I need to fuck one of you. Right now."

Carla, pulling her own face out from between Becca's legs, slapped Becca on her heavy ass and grinned. "Make it Susie," she said, watching her redhead friend, who still had Matt's cock deep inside of her mouth. "I want to see you stretch her tight pussy open."

Matt wasn't sure if Susie had heard Carla, because she didn't stop what she was doing, continually taking his cock in. But the need to fuck her was desperate, so Matt pulled back until his cock came out of her mouth, leaving her lips shiny with spit, and said to Susie, "I need to fuck you."

Carla acted before Susie could. Becca had rolled to the side already to accommodate the movement, dropping off the bed with her knees on the carpet and her elbows on the covers, and Carla pulled Susie away from Matt's crotch and got her twisted around as Matt stood up, so that Susie was now lying on the bed with her head up near the remaining fluffy pillows. Carla patted the bed between Susie's legs and said, "Come on," looking Matt in the eyes.

Matt's cock throbbed, cold in the open air with the wetness of all three of their mouths still on it. He got up between Susie's legs, and she spread them wide to let him in. He started to get his cock into position, but then he felt a hand on it from behind. Carla had reached between his legs from the back to grab his shaft and help guide him in. She gave it a few pumps for good measure, squeezing against his firmness, then looked between his legs to get a view of Susie's pussy to help her aim. She pushed forward, rubbing his swollen cockhead against Susie's wet lips, making her redhead friend wiggle in place to line up his cock with her hole.

Matt felt the wonderful, telltale sensation of hitting the mark, and he sunk his hips down, sliding his cock into Susie with Carla's help. He closed his eyes at the pleasure of her hot, tight cunt taking him in, going in slowly—as he was used to doing, thanks to the size of his dick. Carla let him go once he was several inches in, though she still stayed kneeling behind him, glee in her eyes as she watched her friend's hole get stretched open. Beneath Matt, getting speared on his rod, Susie clutched at his shoulders with her hands, but kept her legs spread wide, wanting more of him in her. Becca was right beside Carla, getting a good view of the whole thing for herself, too.

Once Susie was used to his cock, Matt started to fuck her, his own need driving his shaft into her pussy over and over again. She felt fucking incredible, and she was writhing against him, even though he knew his cock was filling her to the very brim. Her breasts bounced on her chest.

Satisfied with what she had seen, Carla came around to the top of the bed, walking over Susie's head and carefully stepping around her red hair where it was splayed out on the pillows. Susie's eyes were closed as Matt fucked her, and when she opened them, she saw Carla's pussy settling down on her face. She let out a muffled cry as Carla sat down on her, straddling Susie on her knees and forcing her to eat her pussy while Matt railed her. Of course, Susie was happy to, driving her tongue up Carla's cunt. Carla faced away from her, leaning forward so that there was still room for Matt on top of Susie, and he got a full view of Susie's tongue wiggling into Carla. Sliding in and out of Susie, he felt like he might cum sooner rather than later, and when Becca put her face in his ass again and started rimming him, he knew that he was going to.

With his cock buried in Susie's pussy, Becca's tongue up his ass, and Carla's cheeks grinding on top of Susie's face just below his eyes, Matt's orgasm hit him with the strength and suddenness of an unseen semi truck. His breath hitched, and he hissed as he put his cock as deep into Susie as it could fit, cumming before he could even think about giving a warning out loud. Becca eagerly lapped at his asshole as he dumped his load into Susie, digging into him and making his orgasm stronger. Matt shot enough cum into the redhead for it to spill out of her cunt, coating his shaft and letting out all of his pent-up desires. Susie bucked against him, feeling his cock throb in her and fucking herself even harder into him as his thrusts became irregular and shallow.

"Fuck," Matt panted, slowly sliding his still-very-hard cock out of Susie once his orgasm had subsided. "I didn't expect to cum that fast, but..."

He reached down with one hand and grabbed hold of his dick, squeezing it and getting a sense of what his body still had in store. He knew both in his brain and in his dick that he wasn't done yet, and one orgasm wasn't going to be enough to drain him in the midst of three gorgeous women.

"Don't think that I'm done," he said, letting go of his cock so that it smacked into the top of Susie's mound with a slap. "I've got more in me."

Carla, who had been riding Susie's face the whole time, pulled herself up off her friend and looked back at Matt. "Good," she said, wiggling her ass and moving backward a little bit. "Because I need you now. Right here, fuck me right on top of Susie's face." Carla wiggled her ass again, sticking it out and spreading her legs wide around Susie's head to show off her pussy, wet and begging to get fucked.

Matt was ready for her cunt right away, and Becca pulled herself away from his ass as he moved forward to meet Carla's hips. Becca climbed up on the bed as Matt lined himself up with Carla's hole, putting her face between Susie's legs and starting to eat her pussy while licking up all of Matt's cum that was leaking out of it. Susie squealed in delight as Becca clamped down on her clit and sucked on it like a pro, her eyes staring straight up to watch Carla get fucked.

Matt slid inside of Carla slowly, his dick still sensitive, almost too sensitive as he stretched open her pussy. He hissed, but it wasn't enough to stop him, and he grabbed onto her hips with both hands, squeezing her and pushing in further. Below him, Susie watched from just a couple inches away, seeing her friend's hole gets stretched out and her engorged clit get pushed out right toward her face. But she held off on giving it a lick, at least for a little while. She didn't want to distract Carla from the sensation of Matt's huge cock filling her up.

Partly it was that, and partly it was that she was focusing on what a good job Becca was doing eating her pussy. Becca had a lot of experience with cunnilingus, and now that she had cleaned up all of the cum making a mess between Susie's legs, she was focusing just on pleasuring the woman, and doing it very well. She had been simply laying between her legs, her head in Susie's lap, but now Becca swung around so that she was eating Susie's pussy from the top, with her knees up near Susie's head, but off to the side since Matt was busy fucking Carla right on top of her. It was an awkward arrangement, but the bed was large enough to fit them all like this.

Becca told Susie to play with her ass, and Susie happily obliged, still watching Matt fuck Carla above her, but reaching her fingers up to find Becca's asshole and play with it. She slid one finger in, Becca moaning to encourage her as she ate Susie's pussy, and apparently at some point Becca had retrieved a bottle of lube from under the bed where the sexual accoutrements were kept. While eating Susie, she reached back to drench her asshole and Susie's hand in lube, then lifted up her head only briefly to tell Susie, "Play harder."

Susie smiled as she felt her slick hand, rubbing the fingers together, then brought it back up to Becca's back door as Becca latched onto her clit once more and started to suck hard, making Susie involuntarily buck her hips.

Right above Susie's face, Matt found himself with a lot more staying power since he had just cum a few minutes ago, and he was mercilessly fucking Carla, with the Latina woman being the noisiest of them all as she got nailed. His huge cock plunged in and out of her pussy, making wet noises of sex as he rammed into her. Susie felt that it was time to help Carla cum now, and she lifted her head just enough to reach her friend's clitoris, circling her tongue around it and making Carla scream. She flicked it with her tongue, then put her lips around it and started to suck so that her friend would reach her climax with Matt's cock destroying her.

Once she had Carla's clit in her lips, though, it was much easier to pleasure her while she got back to following Becca's instructions. She brought her lubed fingers to Becca's asshole and quickly slid two inside, the entry easy and very satisfying. Becca shook her ass, forcing Susie's fingers in deeper. Susie fucked her with two fingers for a little while, but it became clear that wasn't enough for Becca, as Becca humped her wide hips back at Susie, wanting more inside of her. Susie obliged, adding a third finger, stretching Becca's asshole wide.

Becca munched on her pussy while Susie fingered her ass, the brunette fucking herself on the intrusion of Susie's fingers. She pushed back harder and harder, and Susie was quick to pick up the message: More. Susie got a fourth finger in, cramming her pinky in alongside the others, and it was only natural that her thumb wedged its way in as well, and Becca cried out, "Yes!" in the middle of eating her pussy, shoving herself back even harder.

Susie's entire fist started to slip into the ring of Becca's asshole, and it was the sensation of her hole clamping down on Susie's fingers that helped to push Susie over the edge, the first of the women to cum. She pulled off of Carla's clit as her hips bucked into Becca's expert mouth, still shoving her lubed hand up into Becca's ass until her hole swallowed the last of Susie's knuckles and her fist was all the way inside of her. Susie made tiny, yet powerful noises as she clamped her mouth shut against her orgasm, Becca still working on her, and her hands were pretty much tied up so that all she could do was allow herself to be pleasured. One hand, for sure, was firmly stuck up Becca's ass. Becca did her part though, making sure Susie's ride was long and intense, only pulling herself off of the redhead's sensitive clitoris once the stimulation was too much and Susie had to close her legs.

Credit to Susie, even on the tail end of a body-wrecking orgasm, she immediately got back to work both on Carla and Becca, sucking on the Latina's clit while Matt's shaft rubbed her chin, and getting in Becca's ass all the way up to the wrist, making the brunette collapse her front half onto the bed over Susie's legs with her ass up in the air. 

It was actually Becca who went over the hill next. The woman loved anal so much that she was able to cum with having Susie's fist in her ass and nothing but warm air on her pussy. Susie fist-fucked her, pushing her whole hand backward and forward a few inches at a time in Becca's rear, dissolving any encouragement Becca could give her into unintelligible grunts and moans of pleasure and slowly rising breath. When Becca came, half of Susie's forearm was up her butt, and she gushed onto the bed, a powerful squirting orgasm that looked like it shook the very soul out of her body and seemed to last well over a minute, with Susie's fist popping out of her ass at the end and Becca collapsing onto the bed, her big butt cheeks bouncing.

Carla, stretched to her limit not unlike Becca, found her orgasm clawing its way up from Matt's cock, and she curled her hands over the top of the headboard, digging her fingernails into the wood and screaming into the kitty painting in ecstasy. Susie worked her clit, and her hot tunnel worked Matt's cock, pulsing and pulling and yanking on him while her orgasm took over her senses. Matt felt his second load stir, then rise and leap fourth into the powerful stimulation of Carla's cunt. He bent over her, wrapping his arms around her and clutching at her ribs and her breasts as he emptied whatever was left inside of him into her, even his secondary load so large that there wasn't room for it inside of her along with his cock, so it pushed out and dripped down onto Susie, coating her neck and chin in cum and pussy juice.

Every single one of them was as spent as a 50-year-old dollar bill. The parts of them that were tense went limp; the parts of them held up by vigor and lust alone gave way. They managed to get their mess of limbs untangled enough so that they could lie down on the bed all together, sides touching, arms flopped, legs bent in such a way that was relaxing. Their energy gone, the remainder of their time in the free room was spent in various states of sleep even as the remnants of their passion evaporated on and around them.

When they did stir and wake from their recovery nap, showers followed, every single one of them very in need of a cleanup. Plus, the hot water felt heavenly. The shower wasn't really designed with four people in mind, but that didn't stop them, as Matt, Becca, Carla, and Susie crowded in and helped each other get clean. There was plenty of touching, of course, but each of them knew the others had hit their limit for tonight.

The back rooms weren't meant for overnight trysts, so they got cleaned up and cleared out, each of the women giving Matt a flirty little kiss before departing.

Marcy met Matt at the front bar, smiling at the semi-dazed look on his face. It was a little past one in the morning. 

"I won't ask how it was," Marcy said to him with a laugh. "Doesn't look like I need to."

"Uh, yeah," Matt responded, still obviously drained, which for some reason was very entertaining to Marcy.

"Well, go home and get some rest, because you're gonna need it," she told him.

Matt blinked. "Why do you say that?"

Marcy rolled her eyes playfully. "You think my friends are the only ones who talk to me about the back room business? It's part of my job, you know. Procuring clients? And it seems the recent stir in threesome activity has pulled more interested parties out of the woodwork."

A smile began to stretch across Matt's face. "Oh, really?"

"Yep," Marcy said, "and I put you at the top of the books for that action. So I hope you still have something left after tonight."

"I do," he said. "Maybe not for a couple days. But...I do."

"Good." Marcy leaned against the bar. "I told them not to expect any more free rooms, but if there ever is a lull and I'm concerned about you losing your form, maybe I'll see what I can do."

Matt laughed. "I'll try to stay in shape."

The night was over, and his dinner at the sports bar with his buddies seemed like it had happened two weeks ago, and not this very night. There might come a time when being in bed with a couple of women would become passé to him, but if that ever happened, it wouldn't be until much, much longer in the future.

In the meantime, he'd be sure to keep his form.

––––––––
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The bar was a hotel bar, but it was nice, seventeen floors up and not somewhere that Alan had been before. That was unusual, because he'd been to a lot of places around the city, and a lot of them had been bars. People tended to feel better about talking to a stranger at length in a place like this than, say, at the grocery store.

Especially when it was about something that they weren't quite ready to admit about themselves.

Alan had prepped the penthouse before he had left, confident as always in his ability to bring back what he needed to the place. He couldn't remember the last time he had wasted a day of preparation, and he had no intention of making this night be the first in a long time.

Normally you would at least need a room key to get up above the fourth floor of this hotel, but Alan knew some people. In fact, one of those people had called him—the friend of a former client, who seemed to quite enjoy the ability to connect people with the penthouse dungeon master and help them live their best life.

Alan saw him at the security desk when he walked into the hotel's lobby. It was a pretty ritzy place, not quite 'marble floors' fancy, but with a meticulously-cleaned red-and-gold carpet and no harsh fluorescent lighting. Everything looked natural, even stretching up the twenty or some feet to the ceiling. Alan looked around the place with a gradual sweep of his head, noting the evenly-spaced chandeliers hanging down from the ceiling and a few huge columns stretching all the way up to meet them, which might actually have been real marble, or at least a very good-looking fake.

"Alan," Gerald said from the security desk. He worked directly for the hotel, not a contractor, so he was here most days. "Good to see you."

Alan grinned. Gerald was a little too excited sometimes, but he had grown on Alan, enough to where Alan was okay with taking a direct invitation to his place of work to find clients. Normally he liked a degree or two of separation when it came to that sort of thing, but well, here he was. Things evolved, and people changed.

"Same to you, Gerald," Alan said, coming over to the security desk and shaking his hand. "Nice place you got here. You do a good job keeping it safe?"

Gerald scoff. "Look around. Most people walk into this lobby and are afraid to breathe wrong. Something intimidating about it, I guess. I don't see a lot of action." Gerald winked. "Not like you."

Alan shook his head, but there was a little smile there. There was Gerald's energy, not always in the right place.

"I appreciate you calling me up," Alan said. “I go out on my own when it suits me, but it's always easier to have a lead. "

"Any time," Gerald said, nodding. "I've been friends with Amy a long time, and like I told you, she seems a lot more relaxed ever since she got together with you. Honestly, I heard about Marissa from her and just spread the word over."

The background behind the security desk was mirrored, somewhat unclearly, as it was meant to be more of a narrow strip of decoration rather than a reflective surface to fix your hair in. Alan did, however, check himself very quickly within it while he stood there. Presentation was a large part of this whole affair, after all. His short, dark hair was neat, nothing out of place. He was clean-shaven, which he usually preferred to be, though if he gave it a few weeks he could have an even, dark beard that tended to itch at him thoroughly. His eyes were blue and sharp, but his smile warmed his face and made his intimidating six-foot-three frame much more disarming. He had the right kit of tools to be in charge of someone—or multiple someones.

"Trust me, it brings me great pleasure." Alan smiled. "Is now a good time, or should I go see which one of these chairs is the most comfortable?"

Gerald laughed. "You're a funny guy. Yeah, come on, I'll get you up there."

Gerald came out from behind the desk, and Alan followed him over to the bank of elevators. It was a large hotel, with twelve different ones to use. Gerald went to the closest one and punched the button, waiting only a few moments for it to descend to the lobby floor. At the soft ding, they stepped forward as the doors opened.

Gerald swiped his badge against the interior elevator keypad, then hit the button for the fifteenth floor. The elevator began to take them up, smooth and silent. Alan leaned against the back wall, crossing his arms.

Gerald talked, as Alan knew he would. "Amy told me that Marissa would be wearing a red dress. Did I already say that?"

Alan nodded. "You mentioned it."

"Right. Anyway, she should have been up there for a while already. I don't know if you told her that you were coming for sure."

"No, I didn't," Alan said with a shake of his head. "See if she's willing to stick it out through a little uncertainty. If she can't handle that, she's not going to do any better back at the penthouse."

Gerald nodded vigorously. "Right, right. Makes sense. Well, hopefully she's still there."

He said this last as the elevator stopped and the doors slid open, the digital display and it's red numbers taking over to show '17.'

"Can't stay for a drink, you know, being on duty and all," Gerald said, winking. "Have fun in there."

"Thanks, Gerald," Alan said, stepping out of the elevator and turning around to give Gerald a little wave. "This is much easier with your help. Talk to you soon."

The elevator doors closed, and Alan turned, looking at his new surroundings. Outside the elevator bank, the hallway split off in two directions, and the lounge he was looking for was to his right. The hallway up here was a different style than the lobby down below, a little gloomier with its lighting, and bearing a more modern, sophisticated look. The wall sconces were recessed, keeping the wall flat and flush. The rug here, instead of being red with gold, was black and silver, sucking up the light and lending to the subdued look of the hall.

Alan stepped onto the carpet and found it surprisingly lush and soft, idly wondering how often they replaced it to keep it like this, or if this lounge simply didn't get a lot of traffic, weather through exclusivity or poor marketing. The hallway curved in to the right past the elevator bank, with a small standing sign at the corner indicating that those interested should proceed forward to reach the Redtop Lounge. Redtop was the hotel, courtesy of the aged and under-designed red border around the edge of its roof; thusly, the name.

The hallway narrowed slightly as it turned, tapering down to a pair of frosted glass doors with the Redtop Lounge logo etched across them. Alan considered them for a moment, then pushed on the cold handles and entered the bar.

It was dark in here, too; even darker than the hall outside, and it took his eyes a moment to adjust. 

The place was big. The main attraction was the bar itself, big and rectangular, stretching over a hundred feet back with an eternal supply of wine- and margarita glasses hanging above the length of the bar top. It was dark wood with a glassy inlay right where people could dig their toes into it as they sat. Cocktail tables were scattered around as the room, spread out, with a few deep semicircle booths, most of them empty, dotting around the far exterior, sitting in such darkness that they were almost invisible. Deep to the left, there was a small stage, unoccupied and uncrowded, set against the wall.

It was not a very exciting day at the Redtop Lounge. Well, not very exciting for most people. Alan was going to make do.

He settled in over on the far side of the bar from the entrance. He had already seen Marissa, wearing a red dress that didn't show much cleavage but fit her form well, with thin straps and a form-fitting waist that hugged her hips even as she sat down at the bar.

Alan sat for a while. She was alone, but she was here, so he doubted that she couldn't follow directions. Maybe she was just alone at the bar, the person that she was supposed to bring with her sitting elsewhere so that she didn't get distracted or caught up in conversation. 

He hoped that was the case, or this would be a waste of time in the end. Well, he'd watched her sit there nervously long enough. If she'd indeed been here over an hour—which she should have been—the fact that she was still a little fidgety, looking around, was a good sign. She was both committed and hesitant, not sure if she should regret it.

She could figure that out later.

Alan stood, coming around the bar. Maybe she had seen him when he came in, but she didn't know exactly what she was looking for. He did, and he closed in on her.

"Marissa," Alan said, sitting down in the raised bar seat Next to her. "I'm Alan. Sorry that I'm late, I got held up."

He let her imagine what that might mean, watching her eyes. He had startled her when he sat down, just a little bit, but enough for him to notice. She had long, brown hair which looked good against the shade of red of her dress. Her eyes were bright and alert.

"That's all right," Marissa said, taking a breath to steady herself, which Alan noticed as well. "I wasn't waiting too long."

It wasn't worth it to pry into that. Whether it was a lie or not wouldn't affect anything. 

"What has Amy told you?" Alan asked, jumping right into things. No sense in wasting any more time when plenty had been wasted already.

"Um..." Marissa hesitated, breaking eye contact with Alan as she cast her thoughts further back in her mind to whatever her friend had told her about her own encounter with Alan. "She got, um, pretty into detail. Not things that are...meant to be talked about in a place like this."

"In a bar?" Alan questioned, lightly teasing.

"Not this bar," Marissa said, smiling. She was warming up. That was good. 

Alan dipped his head, nodding in understanding. "The clean parts, then. However spare they might be."

Marissa chewed on her bottom lip. It was cute.

"Hm. Okay, well..." She turned her glass where it sat on the bar, the cherry flopping around. "She told me about the place. How it was set up, the kind of....stuff that you had around. It was very clean," she added quickly, like she had been accusing him of keeping it otherwise.

"Of course," Alan said. "Go on."

Marissa lowered her voice a little, moving her head down. "She said you had another girl there, too. Someone she knew, but that she didn't think was going to follow through. So she was...surprised."

"She was," Alan agreed. "But pleasantly, in the end."

"And that you made her—"

Alan raised a hand, cutting her off. "Allow me to clarify one thing, Marissa. I don't make anyone do anything; my environment encourages people to let themselves go, and puts me in command of their experience there. Do you understand?"

Marissa nodded, slowly.

"Even if you don't understand now, you will soon. Perhaps." Alan's eyes glittered. "But I believe we both know that there is something missing from this equation."

Marissa licked her lips, a nervous little tick. "I just thought..."

She didn't finish her thought. Alan stepped in.

"I do enjoy one-on-one work, "Alan told her, "but it's not my passion. I'm sure Amy made that clear when she recommended you. So, I will ask plainly. Are you here alone?"

Marissa shook her head. "I did bring Allison, but I'm not sure..."

"So she is here, in this bar, right now?"

"Yes."

"Then she's sure. Take us to her." 

To her credit, Marissa immediately gave a small nod and stood up from the bar, looking directly toward where she knew her friend was sitting and waiting. Perhaps it was a safety line; an option to leave if she had second thoughts, but she was bringing her into the fold now, and Alan knew where the night would end.

He let Marissa take the lead, following her across the bar to where her friend sat at a small table that was within sight of where the two of them had been sitting at the bar. Alan had seen this alone woman eyeing them, of course, and had suspected She was Marissa's friend, but he had needed her to bring her into the engagement herself.

Marissa smiled nervously at her friend before she sat down with her at the table. Alan remained standing a moment longer, taking her in. Allison was blonde, with shoulder-length hair and an expression that was hard to read. She didn't wear a dress, instead opting for jeans and a blouse that showed the tantalizing swell of her tits. She looked at Alan with an interested air, and Alan sat down at the table with them as Marissa started talking.

"Sorry for making you wait," Marissa was saying to Allison. "Obviously, um, this is Alan."

"I don't know," Allison said, looking for Marissa over to Alan. "You look more like a Joe."

That made Alan crack a smile. "Astute. That's my middle name."

Allison let out a little laugh. "Anyway," she said, addressing Marissa again, "you're here now. So I guess you're okay with all of this?"

"Yeah," Marissa said with a nod.

"I take it that you've been on board for all of this since the beginning?" Alan asked of Allison. "You did look somewhat impatient, sitting here and waiting for us while we were at the bar."

Allison flushed, not realizing that she had been watched. "Well, I guess I made up my mind before I came here, then."

"I figured as much." Alan looked to Marissa. "Time is wasting, then, if the decisions have already been made. We are all here. Are you ready, Marissa?"

The moment of silence while they waited for her answer was a long one, pushing away the ambient noise of the bar chatter and clinking glasses around them. But Marissa did answer, and the flush that crept into her cheeks was not one of embarrassment, but of rippling excitement.

"Yes."

Alan reached in his pocket and pulled out a business card, a card he only carried one copy of with him at any given time. He placed this on the table and slid it over so that it rested between the two women.

"The two of you will be going to this address. Stay here for a little while, and leave the bar in about twenty minutes. Make sure that you arrive together."

Alan didn't provide them any time to respond. He stood up from the table, buttoning his suit jacket back up before stepping away. He left the low noise of the Redtop Lounge behind him, pushing through the frosted glass and letting the doors close. The elevator took him quickly back down to the lobby, and he tipped a wave at Gerald before leaving the building.

He got into his car and headed back to the building where his penthouse waited. It was already prepared, but there were always little things he could do.

He parked in the reserved space in the lot of the building, its fourteen floors stretching above him. He looked up at it as he got out of the car, as he always did. Alan didn't come here every day, and not even every week, so it felt good to return. There were always delicious things waiting not too far away.

Alan entered the high-rise and keyed into the penthouse elevator, taking it up to the fourteenth floor. The elevator wasn't quite as fast and modern as the one in the Redtop Hotel, but it served its purpose just fine. The elevator doors opened into the penthouse at the top, and the sight of the special suite brought a small smile to his face. There wasn't really too much to be done, but still, Alan took a walk around, right after stripping off his jacket and hanging it in the closet by the elevator.

The place was spacious, an open concept that suited the purposes of turning the penthouse into a BDSM suite quite well. He had leather couches that were treated to avoid damage from most kinds of...spills. A rack of smaller equipment like handcuffs and other restraints, whips, clamps—anything that might be needed— set up against the wall to the far left, not in immediate view of anyone walking in. It was a little more fun to have them notice it only once he was heading over to fetch something.

There were benches, too, and armless chairs. All the furniture was arranged in little groups, subtly dividing the penthouse suite into separate sections for whatever enhancements to the evening might be needed. Beyond the north-side wall of windows, the gorgeous view of the city grew dark as night took over. Even with the view, the privacy up here was terrific, and anyone who somehow managed to look through the fourteenth-floor window wouldn't see much that betrayed the true purpose of this place from that angle.

Not that anything illegal was happening. But most people wouldn't expect to see what was set up inside of this apartment. Not unless they were invited guests, like Marissa and Allison.

Alan shifted a few things around, giving the penthouse another lap before going back to the front closet and taking off his shoes, placing them inside.

It wouldn't be long now. He preferred to remain mostly dressed pending the arrival of clients. It was better to let things happen more naturally as the night progressed, rather than diving in with his cock out.

Soon after, the alert buzzer on the elevator rang, and he sent it down for them, not bothering to check on the video feed to make sure it was them. He knew that it was.

He was sitting down on a chair near the front, one leg crossed over, when the elevator opened with a soft ding and the two women stepped tentatively out and into the penthouse.

"Welcome," Alan said to them with a wide smile. He remained sitting down. “You destroyed the business card?"

"We did," Allison said, while Marissa nodded. Both of their bravados seemed to have been subdued a bit now that they had made it here with him, but the fact that they stood there was proof enough of their conviction.

"The foreplay for tonight has concluded." Alan uncrossed his legs, leaning forward and putting his hands on his knees, resting them against his dark slacks. "I prefer to get into things at a quicker pace, and inside this penthouse, what I prefer is what will happen. So I will need the both of you to get undressed, completely naked, and to place your clothes and belongings in the bin inside the closet to your right."

He watched both of the women take in a breath, but there was only a little hesitation before they complied with his commands. Marissa slipped the straps of her dress off, pulling the whole thing over her head rather than down around her legs since it was such a nice little hip hugger. Underneath, her underwear set was a pure white, with lace around her bra and the waistband of her panties.

She slipped the latter off first, bringing them down to her ankles and stepping out of them along with her heels, leaving it all on the ground. Then she reached behind herself and undid her bra with one hand quickly, seemingly gaining confidence now that she had gone this far and showed her body to Alan. Her breasts, large and white and beautiful, fell out of the cups of her bra and bounced once, perky for their size. 

Allison was only a little behind her in undressing, taking down her burgundy underwear along with her jeans and her flats in one smooth motion, standing bottomless for a brief second before slipping off the blouse and letting it join the pile. She shook her head, disentangling her blonde hair. Her bra matched the panties, but it was a front clasp, and she pulled it open and slipped it off her shoulders, revealing impressive tits and hard little nipples. 

"Go ahead," he said, nodding toward the closet. "The door's open."

Marissa opened the closet and dumped her things inside, including the little clutch bag that she carried, and Allison did the same, though she didn't have a purse or bag to add to the pile. She closed the door.

Alan stood up, stepping over to the women and moving around them in a slow circle to get a better look at them. He took notice of their asses, especially Marissa's, which was deliciously round. He loved a good ass.

"I am a sensing a little discomfort, “Alan said, once he had completed his slow revolution around the two women. "It's perfectly natural. But I have something that I think will help."

He turned around to head to the left side of the penthouse, looking over his shoulder at the women and saying, "Come with me."

He heard their bare feet pad along the hardwood of the entryway, and then onto the large, lush area rug that covered most of the floor in the main area. Many people, including himself, ended up on the floor for a good period of time during the evenings in the penthouse dungeon. The rug was far more comfortable for everyone than leaving the whole thing as bare hardwood.

Alan reached the rack of domination items. Most of them were simple restraints, but a few of them were a lot more intimidating at first glance. He stood before the wall with the two women behind him, bringing a hand to his chin and pretending to muse over what he needed.

"My god," Marissa finally said, breaking the pair's silence. "This place is incredible. I've never seen anything like it. "

Alan looked back over his shoulder, smiling at her. "I am glad you approve. Just because I call it a dungeon, it doesn't have to be some underground hellhole."

He turned back to the wall and ended his faux consideration, reaching for the items he had wanted from the start: two pairs of shiny steel handcuffs. He turned back to the women with the handcuffs held out before him, letting one of the pairs dangle from his pinky finger.

"Both of you stand in front of me and face each other," Alan commanded. They did as they were told, looking first at him, and then at each other in the eyes with nervous smiles and a small titter of laughter.

Alan let it pass, and then he locked one set of handcuffs between the two of them, linking Madison's right arm and Allison's left. The handcuffs clicked into place, and he put the other pair on them as well, locking the remaining two arms together. The women’s arms hung down at about their waist level, the short handcuff chains stretching between them.

"Go ahead," Alan said, stepping back to watch them. "Touch each other. You won’t be able to reach far with the handcuffs, so you’ll need to get closer."

The nervous smiles and laughter had died down now, with both women handcuffed together and not many other places to look besides into the other's eyes. it was clear they had never been intimate together before, but at the same time, it was also clear that they weren’t opposed to the idea. That perhaps they'd thought about it, or even talked about it, and just needed Alan to help them take that step forward.

Well, that time was now. Allison did take the step forward, and Marissa joined her, close enough so that their breasts pushed together and they could feel each other's hard nipples poke into their skin. Marissa shivered with delight at the contact, making her long hair shake.

"That’s good," Alan said, crossing his arms. "But the handcuffs don’t stop you from using your hands."

Allison looked over at Alan for just a second, nodding as she bit her lower lip, then looked back to Marissa and lifted her hands up to her breasts. They were still pressed against each other, their tits squishing into the other, but Allison slipped her hands around and in between their merged flesh to feel and squeeze at Marissa's breasts. Marissa closed her eyes briefly at the touch.

"Don't be shy," Alan said.

He watched Marissa lean back so that Allison could rub a thumb across her nipple. Emboldened by the action of her friend, she brought up her own hands to caress Allison's tits, giving them a firmer squeeze then her friend was doing to hers and making her emit a little gasp. Both women moved a little closer together, almost enough for their thighs to touch just above the knee.

"I love your boobs," Marissa murmured, hardly able to get the words out, but her actions were more important, finding Allison's nipples and playing with them. Allison flushed, whether at the silly compliment or the pleasure.

"That’s lovely," Alan said to them, watching them discover as much of the other's body as they could while handcuffed together, "But I want to see more passion from the both of you. You've been hesitating. Just go ahead and do it; there will never be a better time or place."

Marissa's and Allison's eyes, which had been fluttering and distracted as they touched each other, looked to Alan, and then focused on each other again. Allison's lips parted, and she drew in a quick breath before leaning forward into Marissa and planting her lips on her friend's. Marissa's eyes widened for just a second, and then she leaned into the kiss, closing her eyes and kissing back, her hands still on Allison's breasts with her fingertips dug into her flesh. Marissa pushed her tongue into Allison's mouth, and Allison accepted it happily, hungrily, tasting Marissa's tongue with her own. Their heads tilted so that they could kiss each other more deeply, tongues sliding against each other, while their bodies pressed together even harder and squished their breasts between them in the intensity of their kiss.

Beginning to feel a little hot himself, Alan started to unbutton his shirt, gradually, not taking his eyes off of the display in front of him. He had used the handcuff trick before on a few sets of women, and it almost always worked, as they were unable to resist the hidden desires inside themselves for very long, especially at his command. After all, why would they agree to come here together if there wasn’t something between them, no matter how deeply it was buried? It was one of his favorite parts of bringing in multiple clients at once.

Just one of his favorite parts. There were still more favorite parts to go.

Alan got his shirt off, revealing his muscled frame and tight stomach. Even in the depth of their fiery kiss, he noticed the two women catch a glance of him. When he heard a desirous, passionate moan pass between the two of them, unsure which woman it came from with their melded mouths, Alan put a stop to them for now.

"That's very good," he complimented them, as they pulled away from each other, panting, their bodies still close. "I'm sure the two of you could get up to a lot of mischief on your own now, but you’re not on your own. And your master has some things that he needs. So if you'd like those handcuffs off of you, I need to hear a 'yes, master' from both of you."

Marissa chewed at her lip for a moment before complying, saying, "Yes, master," with Allison echoing not too far behind her.

Alan stepped forward and took hold of their wrists, releasing the locks on both pairs of handcuffs and hanging them back up on the rack behind him. He turned and looked around the room for a brief moment, noticing both of their eyes hungrily taking in his half-naked form. He decided on a spot and nodded his head forward so that they would look at it.

"That elevated bench there, black leather with the wide base," Alan said, looking at the piece of furniture in question so that their eyes would fall onto it, too. "Marissa, get on there and lie on your back with that wet pussy facing where we stand now."

"Okay, master," Marissa said, perhaps starting to enjoy the dynamic more now that she had stepped past some of her inhibitions and they had gotten into things. She walked over to the bench and hoisted herself up, laying back as Alan had instructed her to. The bench was about three-and-a-half feet tall, wide enough to accommodate her even with her legs spread open some. Marissa rested her hands on her belly, looking at the two of them where they stood back by the rack.

"Help me with these pants, Allison," Alan commanded. Allison looked up and down his body in a way that was not subtle at all, and she was quick to oblige, putting her hands on his belt and opening it. As she worked, her fingers brushed against his hardness, and he smiled.

"As you can tell, the two of you put on quite a display," Alan said, as she hooked her fingers into the waistband of his pants. "Take it all down; no need to drag this out. There's more to do."

Allison did so, pulling down his pants and all, letting his cock spring free into the air, nine hard, long inches swelled with the lust of watching two women fondle and kiss each other just a foot in front of him.

"While you're down there," he said to Allison as she was crouched, "give it a kiss."

He grinned down at her, showing his teeth.

Allison breathed over his hard shaft, then pressed her lips against the head of his cock, giving it a wet smack. He saw her open her lips, and he put a hand on the top of her head, pushing her back.

"Not quite yet," he told her. "Stand up and go get over by Marissa."

Alan followed after her as she complied, stepping out of his pants and feeling the lush rug on his bare feet. Allison would be grateful for that soft barrier, as he would have her on her knees for him in a moment. Once they were in position, with Allison standing to Marissa's right and Marissa dutifully laying back on the bench, Alan walked up to them and put one hand on Allison's shoulder.

"Now you can get to work on me," Alan allowed her. He pushed down a little harder with the hand on her shoulder, lowering her to the ground so that her knees were pressed into the rug. Now his cock was in front of her face, just a couple of inches from her mouth.

"I'm going to have you eat Marissa's pussy," Alan advised her, "but I think it will be better for you to warm up first by sucking on my cock."

He turned his head over to Marissa, watching her reaction to the plan. He said to her, "Move closer to me so that I can work on you. Let's make sure you're good and wet for Allison's tongue."

Not wasting a second, he said to Allison while still looking at Marissa, "Allison. Open up that mouth and get to work."

He felt her hot mouth on his cock half a second later, her tongue swirling around the head as she tasted him. He stepped forward, feeding more of his cock into her mouth, and she took it gratefully, lifting up her hands and putting them on the sides of his legs as she sucked him. She was quickly able to take almost all nine inches down into her throat, speaking to some experience which Alan enjoyed.

While Allison's hot, wet mouth slid along his head and shaft, Alan ran a hand down the inside of Marissa's left thigh, making her shiver while she lay on the bench. The top was cushioned, and one of her elbows dug into the leather as Alan got closer to her crotch. Not much in the mood for any more teasing, Alan brushed his fingers across the wet lips of her shaved pussy, feeling her slickness there and spreading open the lips to watch her pink folds glisten. Marissa tilted her head back, involuntarily shoving her hips forward.

Alan nudged along her clit, giving it a little pinch that made Marissa twitch. From the feel of things, she was probably ready for Allison to eat her already, but Alan still wanted to play with her. He closed his eyes in pleasure as Allison engulfed the head of his cock deep in her throat and worked the muscles on it.

"You're quite good at that, "Alan said. "Keep going."

She did.

Alan's strong fingers found Marissa's wet hole, and he easily slid two fingers into her, feeling her entryway stretch around him as she moaned in pleasure. He saw her hand twitch like she was going to make a move to rub herself, and his eyes narrowed.

"Keep your hands down, or I'll have to use the handcuffs again."

The sounds of Allison's wet sucking mingled with the sounds from between Marissa's legs as Alan pressed his fingers deep into her, curling up to the sensitive spots on the top of her tunnel, making her whisper, "Oh, fuck," and close her eyes. He pushed his fingers in and out of her tunnel while Allison worked her way down his cock until she was taking the full length down into her mouth and throat over and over again. She was a very eager cocksucker, and if he wasn't careful, she'd be drinking his cum well before he was ready.

As hard as it was to pull away from something so delightful, Alan put his free hand back on Allison's forehead and pushed her off his cock, her saliva pulling away in a wet string between her lips and his manhood. He made the same movement on Marissa, gradually pulling his fingers out of her pussy, and giving her clitoris another tweak with his thumb as he withdrew.

"All the way to the end," he said, addressing Marissa. "Make sure that Allison has full access to every bit of that horny little hole between your legs."

Marissa cast an anxious little glance over to Allison, but quickly followed Alan's directions, moving herself down the bench so that her legs hung off the end and her pussy was just about even with the edge.

Alan's cock throbbed as he watched Allison stand up. She had a very talented mouth, but now it needed to be put to use somewhere else. He guided her to kneel down between her friends legs, putting a hand on her shoulder as she went to the ground. He moved to the side and watched her breathe onto Marissa's pussy, while Marissa shivered with her legs spread, lifting them up a little.

"Have you ever eaten pussy, Allison?" Alan asked her.

"No," Allison breathed. "But I've thought about it."

"Stop thinking," Alan said, and then he shoved her face into Marissa's pussy. 

Marissa gasped at the small, wet smack of Allison's face hitting her pussy. Allison was quick to dive in, kissing Marissa on her lower lips and at first tentatively reaching out with her tongue to taste her. She brought her tongue up and down Marissa's lips, gently at first, then pushing in harder once she got into it.

"Fuck, that feels good, Allison," Marissa said, in between harsh, panting breaths. "Yeah, my clit, lick my clit, oh..."

Allison did as her friend asked, clearly enjoying herself as she brought her hands up to wrap around the outside of Marissa's thighs and pull herself closer into her cunt. She moved her lips up to her clitoris and pulled the little nub inside, licking and sucking at it. Marissa thrust her hips up at Allison, one hand gripping at her own breast while the other clutched the side of the table.

Alan put a hand on his cock, idly stroking it while he watched Allison eat Marissa out. He looked at the curve of her ass where she knelt, hearing Allison's small moans as she passionately ate Marissa's pussy. This was one of his favorite things to do with his clients, and why he preferred to bring women in with a good friend of theirs. It brought Alan great satisfaction.

Allison was plunging her tongue up Marissa's tunnel, tasting the deepest parts of her. Then she withdrew her tongue from her hole and brought her hand back to the inside of her thighs, sliding two fingers inside of Marissa, then three, starting to finger fuck her while she moved her mouth back to her clit.

Alan watched Marissa writhe in pleasure and felt his own need burgeon within him. Not willing to wait any longer, he put his hands on Allison's hips where she was kneeling and pulled her up.

"Keep eating," he said to her, leaning in so that he didn't need to talk too loudly over the sounds of her devouring Marissa. "And spread your legs. I'm going to fuck you while you make Marissa cum."

Allison stuck her ass up in the air, staying bent over so she could continue sucking on Marissa's clit while her friend's moans became faster and higher in pitch. She wiggled her feet into the rug, spreading them apart and opening up her wet pussy for Alan.

Alan lined himself up, letting his hard cock slide along the lips of her pussy and rub against Allison's slit before pulling himself back up to her entrance. He put one hand on her ass, squeezing the curve of her cheek while using the other to line himself up with her waiting hole. Allison wiggled against him while she worked on Marissa's clit, silently begging him to slide it in.

She didn't need to beg. Alan pushed his cock into her wet hole and shoved all the way to the back of her pussy. Allison dug her fingernails into Marissa's thighs, stopping her licking and sucking of her pussy for a moment as she adjusted to Alan's cock. He let her recover, and then as soon as she started licking again, he started fucking her, burying himself in her hot, wet hole over and over again until her juices were practically dripping off his cock.

Allison had tremendous focus, even as Alan started fucking her harder. She didn't let up on Marissa's pussy, determined to bring her friend to orgasm as she ate her pussy for the first time. Marissa was clearly close, breathing faster and faster, her hips pushing up into Allison's face while Allison plunged her fingers into her tunnel and wiggled them, hitting the good spots that made Marissa lose her own breath.

"Let it go, Marissa," Alan said, panting a little bit himself now. "You know you want to cum in her face."

"Yeah," Marissa said, barely audible, with her voice suffocated by her nearness to orgasm. "Yeah. Don't stop, Allison. Just like that...yeah...!"

Alan stroked Allison all the way to the hilt with his cock, over and over, not relenting even as she tried to focus on making Marissa cum. He was beginning to feel his own need rise within him, but he knew that he could hold out as long as was necessary. He would save his orgasm for the right time.

When Marissa's orgasm hit her, she squeezed her legs around Allison's head while Allison dug her fingers into her pussy and locked her lips on her clit. She yelled and twisted as pleasure surged through her, holding Allison in place while Alan continued to fuck her. Allison helped her through the ride, working on her sensitive parts even as she was fully clenched between her legs. Alan could feel Marissa's shudders on his own cock as they passed through Allison's body.

He paused in fucking Allison once Marissa had released Allison's head, breathing heavily and recovering from her orgasm. Slowly, he pulled out of Allison's cunt, making her emit a little noise of surprise.

"I have an idea for how I'd like to finish things here," Alan said, giving Allison a quick smack on the ass. "Allison, step away from the bench for a moment."

Allison did, and Alan delivered his next instruction, ordering Marissa to turn around so that her head would be where her pussy had been. When that was done, he leaned over her, but didn't try to get his cock in her mouth. He reached for the adjustments on the bench, telling her to hold onto the sides while he lowered it some. He gently brought the height of the adjustable bench down, eyeballing to see where it needed to be, then locking it into place so that Marissa was now lying about a foot lower than she had been before.

"Good," Alan said, standing up straight and stepping to the side. "Allison, back in position, as you were before, but make sure that Marissa can reach your pussy with her mouth."

Allison grinned, and Marissa watched, entranced, as Allison came over and just about straddled her face where her head hung off the edge of the bench.

"Bend over," Alan commanded.

Allison did, grabbing the sides of the bench while she leaned over Marissa's body, her tits dangling just an inch or two above Marissa's stomach.

Alan got back into position behind Allison, easily finding her tunnel again and sliding inside, savoring his return to her warm tightness. She groaned in delight as Alan filled her again, setting her stance wider and pushing her hips back to take him all in once more.

"Now help her cum, Marissa," Alan instructed her, though he could not see her face beneath Allison's hips. "It seems to me that you owe her."

Marissa was a little more tentative than Allison had been, but she still reached her tongue out and found Allison's clit, circling it. Her nose brushed the underside of Alan's cock, and he smiled to himself as he began to stroke in and out slowly, giving Marissa a moment to get used to the rhythm. His heavy balls hit her in the forehead, an added source of stimulation that made his loins tighten.

Allison's head had been upright, but as the feelings became too intense, she lowered it, her fingers digging into the sides of the leather bench and her tits now squishing down against Marissa's navel. Her breath was coming in harsh gasps, and Alan had the feeling that Allison wouldn't be able to speak even if she were asked to.

Marissa's tongue flicked Allison's clit back-and-forth, even going up to Allison's hole and licking around the folds where Alan's cock entered her, tasting Allison's juices and caressing Alan's shaft. Alan grabbed Allison's hips, fucking deep into her and feeling himself approach the point of no return.

Marissa turned her head a bit and found an angle that allowed her to pull Allison's clit into her mouth and suck on it, and that made Allison screech in delight, proving Alan wrong about her ability to talk when she cried, "Yes! Just like that!"

Marissa sucked, and Alan fucked, and Allison hardly lasted another ten seconds under the intense pounding and pulsing before her orgasm ripped out of her, her hips trembling where Alan hung onto them, while the rest of her body collapsed, tense, on top of Marissa's own, succumbing to the intense waves of pleasure.

Allison's pussy pulsed and clamped on Alan's cock, and it was too much. If he waited any longer, he'd finish inside of her. Alan pulled his cock free of her pussy and pumped it with his hand, sliding up and down the slickness easily, and then his orgasm burst forth like a once-caged animal. While Allison was still dealing with the aftershocks of cumming, Alan shot his own cum all over her pussy and ass, making sure to aim it low as well, so that he could paint Marissa's face with the other half of his load. Marissa, her face smeared with Allison's juices, took the load happily, opening her mouth so that some could land on her tongue.

When Alan was spent, Allison's ass and Marissa's face were streaked with his seed, a very satisfying image that he almost wished he could take a picture of, but it would live better in his mind. He looked at Allison where she lay panting on top of Marissa, her arms now dangling at the sides as she had lost the energy to hold herself up.

"I'd say we have two very satisfied clients here," Alan said. "And one very satisfied dungeon master."

Alan fetched some fresh towels so that everybody could clean up and get situated. For the penthouse dungeon itself, he had a cleaner who knew the deal, and came by at least once a week to make sure everything was freshened up and ready for another use. He'd be giving them a call tonight. Best not to let things sit for too long.

Alan had found his pants and pulled them back on, though he was still shirtless as he returned to the two women who were finishing up with toweling themselves off, still quietly recovering from the intense threesome.

"If you need a few minutes to rest, feel free," Alan said, gesturing around. "I assure you that everything we haven't touched is quite clean, and when the restraints are not engaged, it really is just normal furniture."

Marissa laughed at that, looking around the place. "I wouldn't call most of this normal furniture."

"It's normal for me." Alan shrugged, with a grin. "But the closet is open and you can retrieve your things and take your leave whenever it suits you. I'm going to straighten some things up and then step into the office in the other room for a little bit. Actually, before I forget, let me head back there now. I just need to get something for the both of you."

Alan went to the west side of the penthouse, where a very discreet door set into the wall was able to be pushed open on its hinge, lacking a knob. When he came back, Marissa and Allison were mostly dressed, their belongings pulled free of the closet.

Alan walked over to them and held out to each of them a business card once they were dressed enough to have somewhere to put it

"Very few of these cards are out and about," Alan said, "and they can't be replaced, though I'm sure it goes without saying that this information is for you and you alone."

Allison turned her card over, finding the back blank. The front had nothing on it at all except for a single ten-digit phone number. Alan's business line, specifically for penthouse clientele, which he explained to them.

"If you ever want another session, you can reach that number, but give it at least a couple months, as new clients take priority." He flashed them a smile. "In my experience, people need some time between sessions, anyway. But if there is anyone else in your life who you feel could benefit from some time in a place without judgment, and with strong hands guiding them past their inhibitions, you may refer them to me, and please give me a call to tell me about them. As both of you know, it's best to ensure that the person has someone they'd like to accompany them to the penthouse." Alan put his hands together. "The strings that tie people up and hold them back are often connected at the other end to someone else, and both parties must be present for us to untangle them."

Marissa and Allison shared a knowing smile between themselves, and gave a nod to Alan. "I'll give it some thought," Allison said, though by the look on her face, she might have already had a name or two in mind. "Thanks."

"Thanks to the both of you, “Alan said, dropping any coyness. "There's a reason I don't charge for this, and maybe that reason is obvious, but I enjoyed both your company a great deal, and I'm glad that this could be arranged."

With the two of them clearly ready to go, Alan open the elevator doors, and the two women stepped inside.

"Thanks for visiting my penthouse dungeon. On the ground floor, please feel free to peruse the gift shop."

The closing elevator doors cut off the women's laughter, and Alan let out a breath, looking down at his sweaty chest and realizing that he was still shirtless.

Oh, well. He reclined on a different bench, eventually lying flat and letting his arms hang out to the sides. This was most definitely furniture that he was used to.

It wasn't the right time to make a phone call, but there was a voicemail waiting on his phone that he hadn't listened to yet—from a former client, and there was hardly ever another reason to call that line but to recommend a new client to Alan.

He closed his eyes, letting relaxation wash over him. Another good night in the books. That was another reason he asked clients to wait before possibly booking another session for themselves. The penthouse dungeon was busy, and there were only so many free nights.

He would rest now, and he would call the client back tomorrow. The penthouse dungeon was in full swing, and he needed all his strength to ensure the place's clandestine reputation made people want to come. 

Again and again. 
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Alan was a man of his word, even when that word had simply been to himself, from himself. There was a voicemail from a former client awaiting a return call, and after last night's session in the penthouse dungeon with Marissa and Allison, he had decided to take the night to recover and leave business for the next day.

Even though he had woken up needing probably two more hours of sleep, his muscles tired and sore despite the good shape he kept himself in, business was business, and reliability was the most important part of this business. Well, one of the most important parts.

Alan was home now. He didn't live in the penthouse dungeon; it was strictly a place of business— and that business was pleasure. Pleasure, and providing an environment where people could release themselves from their hesitations, usually with the help of Alan's hands on their shoulders and his deep voice telling them what they needed to do.

That sort of freedom took many different paths, but he had a certain proclivity for helping female friends find the willingness to explore each other, usually pulled from desires that were hiding just beneath the surface for both of them but hadn't had an opportunity to come out yet. It was special to him; wholesome, in some ways, yet still depraved and prurient. 

And who was to say that a man couldn't mix sexual gratification with wholesome and fulfilling intent? His sessions didn't always go exactly that way, and that was fine, because the penthouse dungeon was a place of mutual pleasure and willingness, not some prison. He had worked in environments like that before, and he had found them distasteful. Unable to locate what he was looking for within the circles he had come to be familiar with, Alan had created his own place. A penthouse suite, a dungeon that was elevated above the other ones of the same BDSM, separating his intent from the others.

Not that there was anything wrong with other methodology. Well, some of the places he had known had most certainly been strictly wrong, at least to him, so he preferred to remain as distant from those circles as possible, and keep his clientele to a personally-curated list. He had been operating in this way for a couple of years now, and it was a process that most definitely worked for him.

It was a new day, and there were new things to do. The voicemail was waiting, but Alan decided to hit the gym first, something he did four times a week. If he was going to be a dungeon master and command his clients' respect, he needed to look the part.

After a good workout that lasted the better part of an hour, he took a walk to a nearby café to get a late breakfast and finally make that call. It had been leg day at the gym, so a walk afterward always helped to work the soreness out of his muscles. He got a giant coffee and a fresh, flaky croissant at the front counter, and brought it back to a small table in the corner that was isolated enough to where his phone call was unlikely to be overheard. Not that it would be that big a deal. He didn't make a habit of being particularly inappropriate over the phone.

He preferred to save that for when he was in-person.

Chewing on a big bite of his croissant, Alan lifted his phone to his ear to listen to the voicemail. It wasn't anything groundbreaking. Just a former client by the name of Michelle, briefly telling him that she had a recommendation and that he could reach her at her number when it was convenient for him. Concise and to the point, which Alan appreciated.

Once his croissant was gone, he had made it through a few emails and most of his coffee, so he dialed Michelle's number and leaned back in the chair, pressing his upper back against the wall behind the table.

"Hello, Michelle," Alan said once she answered. "Thanks for reaching out. I always appreciate a recommendation. Tell me a little bit about her."

Alan listened. This person that Michelle was recommending, Elena, was a friend of hers from college, years ago, whom she had recently reconnected with because they had been going to the same gym for the last few months. They had talked about their dating lives and the conversation had gotten deeper over time, which led to Michelle talking to Elena about what she had done with Alan, and Elena had definitely been interested.

"Does this Elena have someone she would want to accompany her to the penthouse?" Alan asked casually.

"I kind of asked her," Michelle said over the phone, hesitantly. "She couldn't name anyone. I don't know any of her new friends very well, and she hasn't stayed in touch with anyone else from college, so I couldn't say."

"But you told her it's important."

"I did," Michelle said. "She still wants to meet with you."

"I'm willing, “Alan said to her. "I'll talk with Elena and see what the two of us can come up with."

Alan confirmed a meeting time and place with Elena through Michelle, since Michelle had been cognizant enough to arrive with some meeting options for Alan to choose from. It showed that Elena was most definitely interested, though he still needed to talk to her about bringing a partner. It wasn't one hundred percent necessary for all of his liaisons, but it was preferred, and from what Michelle had told him about Elena, there was something deeper there. Something she just wasn't quite willing to say out loud yet.

He would help with that.

Fortunately, Elena was available tonight to meet, and so was Alan, so he had let Michelle know where and when to send her. Once he'd met Elena in person, their communication would no longer need a third party. But he always preferred to meet a new client face-to-face for the first time, rather than over the phone.

The day passed and evening came, and Alan headed over to the bar where he had scheduled their meeting. It was a big place, and popular, on the corner of a city street with attractive lighting outside but dim lighting inside, and the crowded nature of the place by itself helped to keep conversations discreet.

Even from outside the bar, Alan could hear the loud conversations and music drifting out onto the street. He had fed the meter for an hour, but didn't expect this meeting to take that long. They rarely did. If all went well, he would most likely need to set up another meeting before he could bring Elena up to the penthouse dungeon.

Alan entered the bar, walking through a cloud of vape smoke just outside of the door that smelled like cotton candy. He didn't look around for Elena. He was in no rush at the moment.

Whether or not Elena had noticed him, Alan didn't really care. It wasn't important, and the place was pretty crowded, so he didn't expect her to be able to see him right away. He moved around to the bar, which took up most of the center of the place. Beyond it was a dance floor, well-lit with a stage behind it where a band was just starting to set up for their gig. The music right now was being pumped through speakers, filling the spots in the air that the voices didn't. It was a bar and restaurant, so servers moved through the crowd expertly, mostly to the left, where the bulk of the tables were stretched beneath the ceiling that slowly tapered down toward the far wall. On the opposite side of the bar were booths, cocktail tables, and a few regular tables where people could sit down and eat quickly-prepared bar food.

Alan wrapped around the back of the bar, moving past the dance floor, and found Elena sitting at one of these tables, without food or drink, just pretending to do something on her phone while she occasionally lifted her head and looked around. She wasn't facing him, though, so she didn't see him approach. A Latina woman, she had long, dark hair that was tied back. Her outfit betrayed her nervousness in some ways, with a dark blue top that hid any hint of her cleavage, though nothing could hide the ample size of her chest under the shirt.

Alan came around to the front of her table and smiled down at her when she lifted her head, seeing the surprise on her face.

"Elena," he said, pulling out a chair and sitting down. "Nothing to drink this evening?"

"No," Elena said, and to her credit, she didn't stutter, though she had set her phone down on the table and her fingers fiddled nervously at the edges. “I can get us something, if you wanted."

Alan raised a hand, shaking his head. "That's all right, though I appreciate the offer. As well as you being able to meet tonight, on short notice."

Elena straightened up in her chair a little at that, giving Alan a slight nod. "I'm serious about this. I didn't want to give you a reason to think otherwise."

Alan nodded, meeting her eyes. “Just showing up is enough to tell me how interested you are, especially with how fast things typically move from this point." Alan paused, lightly tapping a finger on the table. "But there is something missing from this meeting, gumming up the works."

Elena flushed, looking away from Alan's eyes. Clearly, she knew exactly what he meant, but thought that she could get away with it. She had come here, though, knowing that such deviousness was unlikely to succeed. So he would work on her a little bit, at least. He waited for her to speak, and soon she did.

"I wanted to ask you if that was really necessary," Elena managed, not quite meeting his eyes again.

Alan waited until she was looking him in the eyes again before following up. "If what is necessary?" he asked, coyly.

Elena pulled in a breath and studied her hands on the table. "If it's necessary that I bring someone else with me."

Alan made a show of looking around the bar, feigning interest in other things before bringing his eyes back to Elena.

"It's not something that is absolutely necessary for all of my clients, "Alan answered. "Though I do seek it out when I deem it is appropriate, and while I won't reveal all of my methodology to you here in this chat, a threesome is something that I believe would suit our arrangement quite well."

Alan leaned forward. "Of course, I am not all-knowing, and there are things I must glean from you. And what I ask in return for my consideration is simply your honesty. Are you bisexual? Merely bicurious? Entirely gay? Or none of the above?"

He watched the blush rise in Elena's cheeks, and the eye contact that she had managed quickly skirted off to the side Alan chuckled to himself.

I realize it's a direct and perhaps uncomfortable line of questioning, but these are things that I do need to know if they're not made a parent to me." He leaned back in his chair, letting his gays drift away from Elena. "You can take your time with it, if you need to. I assure you no one is listening but the two of us. But I do need an answer."

Elena let the silence linger, looking down at her phone while the voices around them seemed to get louder and more distracting. Alan looked at her downcast gaze and conservative shirt and decided to nudge a little further. He believed that she was indeed hiding or suppressing something, and she needed help to say it out loud.

"I hope that you understand the purpose of the penthouse dungeon if you have come so far as to meet me face-to-face," Alan said, stroking his chin. "It's not a punishment. No one who enters there is my slave. It is a place to let yourself go with the help of my commands." He smiled, showing his teeth. "There's something in it for me too, after all. But knowing the nature of the establishment, it would make no sense for me to bring in a person who is holding something back. I can find others who are more willing to be freed."

Elena twitched at that last line, like she was afraid a life-saving rope might slip through her grasp, and Alan knew that he had her. He couldn't bring her all the way, though; she had to reach the decision point on her own. He could poke and prod and pressure her into begrudgingly agreeing with his terms, and then have her meander her way up to the penthouse with some random person for whom she had no real affection, and the three of them would have a decidedly mid-list night. 

Of course that wouldn't do. So Alan affected disinterest and waited.

"I don't want you to go and find somebody else," Elena said, quietly, but loud enough for Alan to hear.

"Nor do I," Alan agreed.

Elena looked up at him, a strand of her dark hair falling across one eye. She blinked. "This is hard for me."

Alan nodded, accepting the truth from her while not antagonizing her by saying something like 'I can see that.'

"I was raised in a..." Elena made both her hands into fists at top of the table, frustrated. "You're not here to hear all of this."

"But I am, "Alan countered. "Please go on."

Elena steadied herself. "I was raised in a religious household. I'm twenty-eight years old now, but probably only in the last five years have I come around to sexuality not being something to be ashamed of. And yes," she said through gritted teeth, worrying her nails into the palms of her hands, but meeting Alan's eyes, "I am bicurious. Maybe bisexual. I don't know. It's not something that is a big part of my life, I've never even done anything with another woman, it's just that Jessica..."

Elena stopped herself perhaps not even intending to get so specific, but there it was. He had a name. Clearly it was the biggest hurdle for her, and it was something that he could encourage her to get over.

"Tell me about Jessica," he said, dropping his voice, and moving more towards the register he used when speaking to the women in the penthouse dungeon suite.

"Oh, God." Elena raised her hands and covered her face, bringing the heels of her palms up to her eyes and rubbing them. "I didn't mean to... She's a friend. A good friend that I've known for years. We used to talk about each other being hot and whatever, but that was so long ago in college, we were just messing around. Only I don't think I was messing around, but she never gave me any reason to go further, so I didn't torture myself."

Elena took in another breath before she kept going. "But we've kept in touch, and she did come out as bisexual, and we've talked a lot since then, maybe even flirted?" Her voice got a little higher. "I don't know. But I...she...she's single, and I think about it. Okay?" She folded her hands back on the table. "That's...that's all I have to say. It's nothing."

"It's everything," Alan said simply. He could see the relief in her face for having gotten it off her chest, even mingled with the embarrassment she felt from saying it out loud. "I'm going to end our meeting here. But," he said, at her look of protest, "I'd like to have another meeting, tomorrow evening or the next. With both you and Jessica. This same bar will suffice."

If Elena looked nervous before, it was nothing compared to now, as she drew back in her seat and gave a little shake of her head. There was a small smile there, though, as the idea moved through her mind even as her mouth protested it.

"I don't think I can do that," Elena said immediately. "I don't even know what I would say."

Alan stood up. "You have the right words inside of you, you just need to figure out the right order for them. Michelle talked to you about this most sensitive of subjects, so use that as inspiration."

Alan reached inside of his jacket and pulled out his simple business card, which had a phone number and no other text on the front or back. he handed it to her.

"Send me a text message by five o' clock tomorrow evening," he instructed her, as Elena looked down at the card in her hands, still stunned. "With either a meeting time, or your decision to step away. I will regret the latter, but mostly because you didn't take the next step when so ripe an opportunity presented itself."

Alan flashed her a comforting smile. "Talk to her. It will go better than you think. When someone who is struggling with denial suspects that there may have been flirting, there was almost certainly flirting. Trust someone with experience in these matters."

He didn't give her an opportunity to reply, pushing his chair in back underneath the table and turning, walking away from where she sat and soon exiting the bar. 

Alan drove back home, thinking about Elena still sitting at the table in there. Would she call Jessica right then and there? No, it was too noisy in that place. But maybe she would message her. Or maybe it would take her a little longer to build up the nerve; she’d think it over, and then head home and reach out to her old friend once she was lying down in bed.

Regardless of the questions that were still left, Alan still felt confident. Confident enough to divert his path and head over to the penthouse dungeon instead, to get it ready for what he expected to come.

The next day, the message from Elena did come, and it brought a smile to Alan's face. It was simple and straight to the point.

I talked to Jessica. She's ready to meet. Tonight?

Alan considered this for a moment, gauging how he was feeling, and decided on a more direct course of action. He messaged her back, Tonight is good, but let's skip the bar and go right to the penthouse. Arrive together at this address. 9 PM.

He sent her the address, something he would normally only issue on a business card, but he was raring to go tonight after the conversation with Elena, and he didn't expect her to betray his trust. He didn't know Jessica at all, but it was what it was. Even if his place got talked about, no one was getting in without his say so.

It was still early in the day, so Alan took care of some things. The gym was already done, a different muscle group worked and sore, and he got a chicken salad from the place near the gym that he liked and handled a few phone calls, ones not related to the penthouse dungeon. While the penthouse was a pretty important part of this life, it wasn't the only thing that he had to deal with.

The evening came surprisingly quickly, Alan almost losing track of time as he handled correspondence from consultation clients, and before he knew it, it was time to head over to the penthouse and make sure that everything was ready to receive the two ladies.

There wasn't much to do when he arrived of course, but he did get himself into some more comfortable leisure clothing, a dark shirt that would be easier to slip off when needed, and a pair of slacks that fit comfortably around his waist without a belt.

When the elevator buzzer rang, he took a quick peek at the video feed to confirm that Elena had brought her friend Jessica as well, and was happy to see two women standing there. He sent the elevator for them, and stepped back while he waited for it to return.

When the elevator doors did open back up, both women stepped inside the penthouse abashedly, though Elena's friend Jessica seemed to have a little more forward energy, looking around the place, her eyes slowly widening with wonder. The penthouse dungeon was an array of furniture arranged throughout an open concept penthouse suite, with a lush, dark red rug taking up most of the main room or the items were. On the far-left side, rack of bondage items hung on the wall, and a few large chests holding other things were spaced beneath it, up against the white paint. The wall opposite the elevator, far across the room, was comprised entirely of glass, windows looking down at the nighttime sprawl of the city. All the way up here, they were in privacy. At first glance, the chairs and couple of couches and even the strange benches seemed like normal furniture, until one looked closer and saw where restraints were built in, or could surmise how these things could be used.

"Jessica," Alan said, smiling at her. "I'm Alan. So glad that you could make it." 

"Me too," she said. "I could hardly believe when Elena made the call."

When Elena scoffed, she added, looking at her, "I mean, I was just surprised. But I'm glad you did."

Jessica was not of the same Latina persuasion as Elena, with fair skin and long blonde hair. Her body was trim and athletic, like her friend's. By the looks of it, under her short top which just barely covered the bottom of her flat stomach, she was wearing a sports bra to keep her large bosom in check. Though despite the energy she portrayed in our words, her body language showed that she was certainly nervous, perhaps a little shy. Elena looked about the same, with her arms close to her sides and her eyes not wandering too far from Jessica.

"Allow me to break the ice," Alan said, opening his hands, "which should make things very simple. You are standing in my penthouse dungeon, and the intent of this little escape is for the two of you to be able to do things you aren't quite willing or ready to do in the outside world. I am in charge here, but you are not my slaves, and you are free to leave if you wish. However, the things I say here are commands, and must be followed."

Alan set his hands back at his sides. "I have a good track record of understanding what people are comfortable with. That's all I have to say on the matter. Now, about that ice..."

Alan locked eyes with Elena, whose jaw tightened at the eye contact.

"You're both going to be naked, of course," Alan said matter-of-factly, "but Elena, you're going to strip down first so Jessica can get a look at you."

Elena blinked, opening her mouth. "Right now?"

"Yes. Right now." Alan looked over at Jessica for a moment to tell her, "You keep your clothes on for the moment, Jessica."

Jessica nodded, and Alan noticed with a little smile that she quickly looked back at Elena so that she could see her friend undress. Elena met her eyes, too, then gave her lips a nervous little lick before starting to get her clothes off. She pulled her red top over her head, revealing the creamy color of her bra underneath, and the darker skin of her large breasts curving up from the cups. She dropped her shirt on the floor, stalling for only a second before steeling herself and reaching behind her back to unclasp her bra.

"Stop." Alan raised a hand, halting Elena before she could undo her bra. "Jessica, why don't you help her with that?"

The blonde smiled and said, "Sure," stepping over to Elena and putting one hand on her back rubbing across her skin. The touch gave Elena a little chill, forcing a slight shiver out of her. Alan could see the goosebumps rising on her forearms. He pictured her nipples getting hard under her bra, and knew he would see the truth of it in just a second.

Jessica pinched her fingers at the clasps and unhooked them, then brought her hands up to Elena's shoulders to slide the straps of her bra off. She took the bra away, leaving Elena topless, her large breasts perky in the air, and her dark nipples indeed stiff and pointing straight out. Alan admired the array of tiny bumps around her areolae, a physical feature he had a particular attraction to, and Jessica was not shy about admiring Elena's breasts, either.

"So kind of you, Jessica," Alan complimented. "Elena, please continue."

Elena bit at her lip, but she seemed to be past the worst of the hesitations with her tits out in the air now, so she got her jeans down a little faster, undoing the thin belt that wrapped around her waist and letting the jeans slide down her hips, while her dark blue panties stayed up, not falling down with her pants. She added her pants and shoes to the pile, standing there in her underwear for a few seconds before hooking her thumbs into the waistband and bringing them down to join the rest. She had a small bush of dark hair between her legs, shaped to fit nicely above the shaved lips of her cunt.

"Lovely," Alan said. "Your turn, Jessica."

Jessica got undressed faster than Elena did, though still slowly enough so that it was something like a show she put on. Her thin shirt came off quickly, dropping to the floor, and her bra came quickly after, a simple black thing that was indeed a sports bra, her breasts bounding out of it once she pulled it off herself. They jiggled on her chest, and Elena let out a tiny little gasp, almost too quiet to hear. Jessica smirked, then slid down her pants and was soon completely naked, showing off a trimmed pussy and shapely thighs. Her big, white boobs were adorned with tiny pink nipples that were just as hard as Elena's.

Alan pointed them to the small closet next to the door where they could store their things while their night got underway. Once their clothes were put away, Alan decided it was time to get naked himself. Typically he didn't do so this quickly, but he definitely had a stirring downstairs brought on by the sight of the two naked women in front of him. It wasn't just their bodies, though they were beautiful, but how they acted around each other, and how that shyness was warming up into something else. He had some ideas for what he wanted to do with the two of them, but first he was aching for a little pleasure.

"Follow me," he said, turning and quickly stripping off his comfortable clothes as he walked, getting naked easily. He dropped his shirt and pants over the back of an armchair, a red velvet one with a half-circle back like you might see in a hotel lobby. Then he dropped himself into that same chair, his hard cock sticking up right between his legs while he sat down. The women stared down at his package.

"Normally, I'd like to start by having you get familiar with each other, but I'm feeling some more urgency here," Alan said. "I wanted to see how the two of you do at sucking my cock. Jessica, you kneel down and get the first try at it, so that Elena can watch you work. I can see she can hardly take her eyes off of you as it is."

Elena didn't protest that, and neither did Jessica, stepping up to where Alan sat and getting down on her knees. She put one hand on his thigh and another around the base of his cock, her fingers covered only about half of the shaft.

"That's right," Alan said, leaning back a little. "Go ahead and take it in your mouth."

Jessica opened her lips and slid them over Alan's cock, her warm breath washing down his shaft while the heat and wetness of her mouth engulfed him. He grunted at the sensation, his cock twitching in her hand and mouth. She slid her lips down his shaft eagerly, touching her lips down to the tops of her fingers and getting the head of his cock to nudge at the back of her throat.

Alan enjoyed the blowjob, Jessica going up and down on his cock and taking more in over time. Alan looked up to Elena as Jessica worked on him. He wasn't ready to bust yet, it was far too soon, but he was just enjoying what she was doing.

"Come and kneel down, Elena," Alan told her, flicking his eyes down to the floor next to Jessica. "Watch her suck my cock. I'll be giving you your turn soon."

Elena did she was told, bringing herself down to the rug and placing one hand on the arm of the chair. She swallowed while she watched Jessica blow Alan, her big tits swaying as they hung down from her chest. Jessica sucked on Alan's dick faster, a little more eagerly, like she was energized by having Elena so close and watching her. Alan did see her eyes open and dart over to Elena, just for half a second.

Alan put a hand on Jessica's cheek, lifting her off of his cock. His wet shaft glistened in the dim light of the penthouse. "Slide over and let Elena get a taste," Alan told her, and Jessica did, shuffling her knees across the carpet while her boobs bounced between her arms. He heard her breath, recovering from the blowjob.

Elena got into position quickly, showing that even if she was nervous about having sexual contact with a woman for the first time, there was no love lost for a man and his cock warming up. She licked up and down Alan's shaft, perhaps making a point of licking up the saliva that Jessica had left there, before opening her lips over the head and taking him inside of her mouth. Jessica watched hungrily as Elena devoured him, and Alan tilted his head back, relishing the sensation. Elena took him deep into her throat quickly, showing that she was a practiced cocksucker who loved the act. One of her hands went to his balls, caressing them and giving them light squeezes while she sucked on him, the muscles in her throat massaging the head of his cock while her tongue licked along his shaft, pressing into his velvety-hard flesh. Alan looked over briefly to Jessica, watching her witness Elena sucking his cock, and he knew that both of the women were really getting into the session now, probably ready to tear into each other the moment he gave the word.

But he wasn't quite ready for that yet. This was a dungeon, after all, and he had made it that way because the teasing and the torturing was just as important and pleasurable as getting to the desirable end of the journey itself. Not to mention, Elena was a little too good at sucking his dick, and he knew that he didn't want to cum just yet. He couldn't be blowing his load down her talented throat too early, so he stopped her, lifting her head off his cock and noting how hard she was breathing. She had really been into the blowjob, possibly even more than he had been.

Alan stood up from the chair, beckoning for the both of them to rise with him as well. He looked over them, then cast his glance behind him, into the rest of the penthouse dungeon, where his eyes landed upon a piece of furniture that he wanted to put into use. He knew that Elena would be perfect for it.

"It can't be all fun and games the whole time," Alan said with a mischievous smile. "Pain, or rather the withholding of pleasure, helps to make that pleasure that much sweeter. Elena, I want you to come with me. Jessica, follow, but Elena is going to be the one who gets strapped in."

At those last words, Elena's eyes went wide, and she looked around the room to see what Alan might be referring to. Honestly, in this dungeon, there were a lot of things that he could be referring to, but he would lead the way. He had his eyes on a waist-level piece of furniture, something that was perfect for bending somebody over. It was almost like a table, but cushioned on the top so that whoever was using it would be comfortable enough. It was to this piece of bondage furniture that he brought Elena and Jessica, stepping to the side so that they could get a good look at it.

"I call this the spanking table," Alan said, resting a hand on the leather cushion and feeling it's cool surface. "I have spanking benches, too, but this one gets the body positioned in a much more enjoyable way, at least in my opinion."

He turned his head toward Elena and met her eyes. "Elena, you're going to bend over this and lay yourself flat on its surface, arms out to the sides. Now, please."

Elena hesitated for only a moment before nodding and stepping forward, Alan moving out of the way so that she could lay over the flat surface of the square table top. She shivered a little as the flesh of her stomach and tits pressed against the cool surface, then she put her arms out straight across, outstretched from either side. Like that, her wrists just barely bent over the edges of the table.

"Perfect." Alan went to her left hand, reaching under the table to grab a wrist cuff that was attached to the underside of the surface. He buckled her hand into it, strapping her down to the table. He raised his head and looked at Jessica.

"Jessica, go and strap in her right arm, too."

Jessica obeyed, and the strap was a simple leather buckle, nothing complicated. She got it done quickly and looked to Alan for approval, who gave her a nod. 

"Good job," Alan said to her. "Let me give you a little reward."

He turned to the side, lifting his arm and pointing at the rack of items that hung on the wall, just a little bit behind where they stood now. "You'll see a few spanking implements hung on the lower right side of that display there. Any of them are fine, but please choose one that is most comfortable for you, as you will be the one handling it."

"Okay," Jessica said, showing a little bit of excitement in her voice. She padded over the rug toward the display, and Alan bent down over the table, placing one hand on the leather, to speak to Elena. Her cheek rested on the surface, one eye looking up at him. He asked her softly, "Are you comfortable?"

Elena tried to nod, then found that was quite difficult to do in this position, so she said, "I'm fine. As comfortable as I can be like this, anyway."

Alan smiled. "I would argue that you look eager."

He straightened back up as Jessica approached, holding a wooden paddle in her hand. The surface was unmarked, but the grip was made of a deep brown leather, which Jessica gripped tightly. She had decided against a leather paddle, or one with holes drilled through the surface to increase its speed. It was a basic implement, but it would certainly get the job done.

"Let me ask you, Jessica," he said, moving over to Elena's other side to allow Jessica good access to Elena's exposed rear end. "Have you ever spanked somebody like this?"

"Never," Jessica said, almost breathless. 

"Well, I'm sure you can figure it out, "Alan told her, gesturing for her to go ahead. "The paddle will do most of the work, so let the tool serve its purpose."

Jessica came up behind Elena, the paddle in her right hand. She rested a hand on the small of Elena's back, then ran it down to rub over her ass, squeezing her butt cheeks and cupping them, clearly appreciating her friend's rear. Elena moaned appreciatively as well, enjoying her friend's hands on her in such an exposed position.

"Do it," Elena whispered, and Alan saw redness in her face as she asked for it. "Spank me, Jessica."

Jessica hardly needed more encouragement, though she might have stood there and felt Elena's ass a little longer if she hadn't said anything. She did take her hand off of it, raising the paddle and holding it in the air, then bringing it down to hit Elena's exposed cheeks with a smack.

Elena jumped in her restraints, but more out of reflex than anything, as the hit wasn't very hard. She closed her eyes, enjoying the sparkling pain.

"Yes," Elena said, almost moaning it. "That feels so good."

Jessica hit her again, the wooden paddle smacking both of her cheeks and making them jump. Alan watched, the smile on his face growing. 

"You're getting wet," Jessica said to her.

"I have been this whole time," Elena breathed, and Jessica smirked. She smacked her ass with the paddle again, going faster now, hitting her a little harder, watching her friend wince and at the same time spread her legs wider to take the hits.

Jessica spanked Elena harder, adding a mix of redness into the light brown color of her ass cheeks with each hit, making them jiggle and bounce. Occasionally, she would lay a hand on Elena's ass, commenting on how hot her skin felt, and squeezing her flesh.

After a few more hits, Elena was panting on the table, and her wetness was practically dripping down her thigh. Alan said, "Okay Jessica, that's enough of that. I just needed Elena to have a little punishment for hesitating on making the decision to share her feelings with you." Alan smiled at Jessica. "I'm quite glad she did. Now, you can reward her. Finger her pussy, but don't let her cum."

Elena drew in a sharp breath as Jessica's fingers touched the wet lips of her cunt. Jessica pressed her naked hips up against Elena, feeling the heat of her spanked ass against her.

"So wet," Jessica murmured, quickly finding Elena's hole and sliding two fingers into it easily, making Elena cry out. “I didn't know you liked to be spanked."

Elena did her best to talk, though her words were interrupted by Jessica's touching. "There's a...lot! You don't know I—I like."

Jessica buried her fingers in Elena's tunnel, leaning over her and running a hand up her back. "Yet."

Alan watched the show, idly bringing a hand down to his cock and stroking it. He found himself much closer to being ready to come then he expected, and he eased up on the stroking. He wouldn't be wasting this orgasm on his own hand. But it did need to come.

He let Jessica finger her a little while longer, the blonde pushing two fingers deep into Elena's Latina tunnel, and pulling them out to rub the slick fingers across her clitoris. Elena twitched And involuntarily rubbed herself on the table as the sensations built.

Alan commanded them to stop, thinking for just a moment about how he wanted to arrange this, as his rock-hard cock pestered him from below to hurry it up. There had to be a way for all three of them to be satisfied without Alan needing to hold his own need out of the mix.

"Don't go far," Alan told them, coming to a decision, and he walked around the table and undid Elena's restraints. "Elena, come off the table. Jessica, I want you lying down where she was, but on your back."

Elena stood up, her legs a little weak, and Jessica helped her stand as they recovered. There was a bashful smile on Elena's face as Jessica gave one of her tits a squeeze, then moved past her to lie down on the table.

Alan got her strapped in, Jessica holding her legs up while her ass sat on the edge of the table where Elena's waist had been. Her blonde hair spread out across the leather surface of the table beneath her head.

"It's time for the two of you to finally taste each other," Alan said. He pointed a finger at where Jessica lay. "Back the table, Elena. But now, get your pussy right over Jessica's face."

Jessica giggled with excitement, and Elena, already deep in passion, was too lustful to even react in surprise. She just wanted Jessica to work on her pussy some more. She got up on the table, Jessica immediately taking the opportunity to put her hands on her and help guide her into place, running her fingers and palms up and down her flesh, squeezing the hanging shapes of her breasts and running her fingers across the hard nipples, too.

Once Elena was properly up on the table, her hands positioned on the outside of Jessica's hips, Alan came to the front and pulled two more restraints free from the bottom of the table. There were sets on each side, so the table could be used from any direction. Or, in this case, so multiple people could be restrained at once. He quickly fitted the leather cuffs around Elena's wrists while she looked down in surprise, then did the same to Jessica, securing her with the warm cuffs that Elena had already worn. Now the two of them were locked in a 69 position.

"Well, dig in," Alan said with a grin. "It's not like you have any other choice."

He watched Elena look down at Jessica's pussy. From where he stood, towards the front of the table, he couldn't see Jessica working on Elena's cunt, but he did notice when her body shuttered as Jessica put her mouth between Elena's legs. With their hands restrained, neither of them could do anything but use their mouths to please each other.

Elena bent her neck down, putting her weight onto her elbows as she lowered her lips to Jessica's pussy. Her breath washed across Jessica's wet lips, and Elena closed her eyes as she reached her tongue out and dragged it all the way down from Jessica's clit to the bottom of her hole. Jessica moaned, her face deep between Elena's spread legs, and Elena kept her lips planted on Jessica's pussy, enjoying the moment and the taste for a bit longer before licking her again.

It was incredibly hot, watching Elena eat Jessica out. She was more exploratory at first, but as she got more familiar with Jessica's nether regions, she got more into it, sucking on her clit and even plunging her tongue into Jessica's tunnel as well as she could. Jessica responded by squeezing her legs around Elena's head, encouraging her. Meanwhile, Jessica didn't slow down on Elena, and from the look of Elena's body motions and short, sharp breathing, Elena was close to cumming, surely helped along by the fingering Jessica had done just a little bit before.

It was time to involve himself. Naked, with his hard cock sticking out in front of him, Alan stepped up to the table and shoved his cock along the inside of Jessica's thigh, where it touched Elena's cheek and she pulled away from Jessica's pussy, looking at it and breathing heavily.

"Don't let me slow you down," Alan said, wrapping a hand around one of Jessica's elevated thighs, "but I'm going to fuck her."

Jessica wiggled her butt in response, like she could summon Alan's cock into her. Elena withdrew just for a moment, to give Alan time to line up his cock with Jessica's entrance. He slickened his dick with her juices and pushed it inside, Jessica moaning into Elena's pussy as Alan's cock filled her up, bottoming out inside of her. Alan grunted himself, the tight, warm grip of Jessica's cunt absolutely heavenly on his needy cock. He started to stroke in and out of her , feeling the pleasure build inside of him.

"Go on, Elena," Alan said, gently fucking Jessica so that Elena could find room for her mouth. "Suck on her clit. Make her come while I'm fucking her."

Elena shivered, the motion brought on by some pleasurable licking and sucking that Jessica was doing underneath her raised rear while Elena was on all fours over top of her. She got back to work on Jessica, sucking her clit into her mouth, while also darting her tongue down to lick at her folds and run it across Alan's shaft as he plunged it in and out of Jessica's pussy. The three of them pleasured each other with hardly any room for words as they neared their climaxes. Elena sucked hard on Jessica's clit while Jessica did the same to her, Jessica's arms pulling at the leather handcuffs like she was dying to plant her hands on Elena's ass and pull it down harder into her face. But Elena seemed to understand, lowering herself so that her pussy mashed against Jessica's wanting mouth. Alan fucked Jessica harder now that Elena had found her rhythm, burying his cock almost all the way over and over, but leaving room for Elena to eat Jessica's pussy from the top. Elena did so with a great lust, her eyes half-closed, watching Alan fuck her friend while she focused on her clit and tasting every inch of her that she could reach. All the while, her body tensed and tightened before she reached the point of no return.

Elena came all over Jessica's face, rubbing her pussy hard against her friend's mouth and nose, and lifting herself up from Jessica's lips just to cry out and catch her breath as she came. Behind her, Jessica sucked on her nub the whole way through, giving her the maximum possible pleasure and making her orgasm last as long as it could. When it subsided, Elena blinked, then went right back to work, even harder now, wanting to make her friend cum just as hard as she had.

"Yes," Jessica panted, her voice not completely lost between Elena's legs. "Yes. Yes! Fuck, suck and fuck me, oh God...!"

Alan held his orgasm as long as he could, and it was Jessica who came first, her pussy spasming around his cock as Elena's lips and tongue flicked and slurped at her clit, pulling the orgasm out of her with force. Jessica's hips bucked, but Alan held her down with his hands on her thighs and his cock in her pussy, Elena latching her lips onto Jessica's clitoris and staying on like Jessica was a bucking bronco and she was the rider. Jessica came under Elena's lips and around Alan's cock, the leather straps on the cuffs snapping taut as she pulled at them again and again, her body forcing wild movements out of her as her orgasm pulsed through.

"Here it comes," Alan said, strained, still fucking Jessica, and at the last moment deciding not to cum inside of her, instead wanting to splatter both women with his cum. He yanked his cock from her pussy, wet and glistening, and barely got his hand down in time to start pumping it as he began shooting. His cum shot out, landing all across Jessica's wet, twitching pussy and the insides of her thighs, as well as painting across Elena's face and lips and exposed, hanging tongue, while she closed her eyes and eagerly accepted Alan's load, tasting it.

For a few moments, the penthouse dungeon suite was nothing but a menagerie of panting breaths and sighs, the three of them recovering from the intense session, their bodies still rocked by little tremors of their orgasms. Alan was standing and recovered the quickest, though, so he silently made his way around the table and released the restraints, letting the two of them know that they could get up when they were ready. Elena simply flopped down onto Jessica, her tits squishing against Jessica's waist and Jessica hugging Elena's rear and the small of her back, loving the feeling of her flesh against her.

When they did get up, Alan let the two of them know that they could use the large shower in the other room, not so much because they needed it, though certainly none of the three of them were clean, but more that he wanted the two of them to enjoy a little more time together before they left the insulation of the penthouse. They accepted, still panting, but heading off to the other room with a giggle once Alan showed them the door.

They definitely took longer in the shower than was needed, which Alan expected, and the thought made him smile to himself as he got things in order, resecuring the straps and setting the paddle aside to be cleaned later. The cleaner for the penthouse dungeon knew that any instruments left out or otherwise noted by Alan needed extra attention, along with any other surfaces that showed particular...wetness. Though of course things had been treated to prevent damage.

The two ladies did return about twenty minutes later, mostly dried off, no longer panting but both with smiles on their faces that neither of them seemed to be able to get rid of. Alan was dressed now, relaxing in one of the unused chairs and flipping through a small paperback book that he kept in the closet.

"I hope you found the shower suitable for the both of you, "Alan said, looking up at them and closing his book.

"Oh, yes," Elena said, that smile coming back. "Thank you so much, Alan. For...for everything."

"Seriously," Jessica said. "I never imagined something like this could happen, and in this way...you have a hell of a place here."

Alan nodded, accepting the compliment. "I think we all worked together to make this experience what it was, so I thank you in return. Elena may have told you that she was referred to me by another friend of hers. I do ask that you keep me in mind if you know someone else in your life who could use some release."

Jessica looked over at Elena excitedly, then back at Alan. "I can do that."

Alan bade them farewell after opening the closet for them so that they could get dressed again, then retired back to his chair once the elevator had gone, holding the paperback book in his lap but not reading it. It was a good story, but in the afterglow of a session in the penthouse dungeon suite, it just didn't capture his attention. When he served as a participating dungeon master, the night following the session always ended up with him going through everything that had happened over and over in his mind, sometimes even feeling the need to jerk off while he lay in bed, no matter how hard he had cum just hours before. How could a book stack up to that?

He would shower at home, and probably imagine what the Elana and Jessica had done with their time in his shower. From all he had seen in the suite, he would be able to put together a pretty good picture in his mind of them touching each other, scrubbing. Kissing and rubbing.

He summoned the elevator again and left the penthouse behind, for now. The client list waited securely in his phone, ready to deliver another hot session in the dungeon once he was rested up.

––––––––
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Alan knew where he was going to go for lunch around three days before he actually walked into the restaurant. It was a place that he'd had his eye on for a while, and now he, some months later after his fun with Elena and Jessica, had a small gap in his books for the penthouse dungeon suite sessions. So he was on the hunt for a new client on his own. He had been doing enough business, and now it was time for pleasure.

The restaurant was called Marley's and it was certainly what one might think of as an executive lunchroom. The tall windows spaced around the restaurant let in so much natural light there might as well not have been a ceiling. The tablecloths were white, the carpet was beige accented with black, and the sound of a hundred quiet conversations mingled with each other and made the place surprisingly loud. This wasn't the kind of place where people sat down and had a silent meal. Deals were done, complaints were voiced, and checks were paid with shiny black credit cards. 

Alan arrived alone, and requested a specific table. He had spotted his potential clients as soon as he had walked in, following up on the helpful tip that he had received from a former client that the women would be here. Thankfully, a table near the two of them was vacant, and the host was happy to accommodate Alan's request. He pulled out the chair for Alan, and Alan sat down, the compact black leather menu in one hand, and the other on a freshly poured glass of ice water. He sipped at this, looking over the menu while occasionally casting his eyes toward the table that he had sat down near.

There were four people at that other table. Two women and two men, the former of whom he had arrived with interest in, and the ladder of whom it was gaining interest in. Not in a sexual way, but simply as that of a curious bystander. The men were receiving what might be considered a violent dressing down, at least for this particular environment. Classy restaurant, lunchtime during the week, the place packed with executives and C-suite types. Nobody wanted to disturb the decorum, yet clearly these two women were letting their anger or disappointment or whatever it was that they felt about these two men get the better of them, though they still kept everything professionally contained.

This was good. In Alan's experience, the stereotype was true, and people in high-powered positions who had to give orders and make decisions regularly tended to be rather submissive when it came to the "between the sheets" side of their personal lives. Those were the kind of people that he was looking for.

Alan settled in, and when the server came over, he had his order ready. An unsweetened tea, house cut chips on the side. It cost thirty-two dollars and it was worth about eleven, but it was a good sandwich. How much could he complain if he was the one here paying for it? Tacit endorsement was still endorsement.

He waited for his food and listened to their conversation, not obviously, leaning back and taking an occasional sip of his drink while he looked over the restaurant. He could have buried himself in his phone like most of the other single diners were doing, but he could also do that later.

"I don't care," one of the women was saying. She was blonde, with a short haircut and soft features, green eyes that would look kind in most circumstances unless she was currently yelling at you. "This was something that Marge's team should've been included on. It's clear from the outset you intended to keep it between you and Josh."

The blonde woman was Megan, and she wore a gray jacket over a cream blouse. She was paired with Amanda, a brunette with longer, curly brown hair tumbling around her shoulders, set against the black of her blazer. Amanda was talking to the other guy, whose name Alan did hear, but quickly forgot. 

"This is how it's going to be," Amanda told him, planting her finger in her palm. "You're forcing me to do this, by the way. This is not how I like to run my team. Your files come through me now, until I decide if I can trust your output. No shared folder bullshit. I approve what gets uploaded."

Alan smiled. The two men at the table didn't argue with their female superiors, looking about as contrite as they should be in whatever situation they had landed themselves in. Likely, Megan and Amanda had done them some kind of mercy by taking them out here in public to address their concerns, rather than doing it back at the office where everybody could see. Maybe their contrition was a sign of gratitude for that, or maybe it was just that Megan and Amanda were simply intimidating, and anyone who talked back to them quickly realized that it was a mistake.

The two women still weren't quite done with their subordinates by the time Alan's food arrived, though the conversation had gotten into specific technicalities that he couldn't quite follow, so the words began to mean little to him. He went ahead and tucked into his food, eating the Reuben sandwich while it was still hot. He had actually finished his meal by the time Megan and Amanda seemed to be winding down, and lingered over the last few chips while waiting for an opportunity to step in. Judging by the looks on the men's faces, he knew that the opportunity would present itself

He was right, and a few minutes later, both men excused themselves from the table, either to head back to the office early or possibly to head over to the bar in the second room of the restaurant and cut off the end of a rough day. Either way, it looked like the company was picking up their check, so how much trouble could they really be in?

That was of no concern to Alan. He padded his face with the white cloth napkin set it down on the table, and stepped over to their table shortly after the two men had left.

"Please excuse me for interrupting," Alan said, approaching the table, but remaining standing and leaving the other two chairs empty. Both women looked up to him, expecting to see someone they knew, and showing some small surprise when they found Alan to be a stranger.

Alan continued before either of them could question his appearance. "We have a mutual friend. Patricia Walker."

Alan said the name of the former client. Factually. As though she weren't the CFO of a $600 million company. He reached into his jacket and pulled out his simple business card. He set it down the table, closer to Megan, as the short-haired blonde was the person whom Patricia was close with. Amanda was more a friend of Megan's than she was of Patricia's, but she would be involved in this, too.

"I don't believe Patricia has said anything about me," Alan said, speaking again once their eyes had drifted from the business card and back up to his imposing stature. "And Marley's isn't the best place to discuss my business, but please give Patricia a call at your soonest opportunity, and she will be able to fill you in." Alan smiled, showing his teeth. "Then please call my number on that card, there, and I will fill in the rest."

Alan left it at that, giving the two women a winning smile before turning away from the table. His check was paid and signed, so it was time for him to leave Marley's and attend to other things while he waited for Megan's call.

Exiting the restaurant, he thought about how the interaction had gone, and the look on Megan's face. She was certainly surprised, perhaps taken aback to be approached publicly, but Alan wondered how much she already knew. Had Patricia told her, perhaps in glee, excitedly sharing the details of the night that she had spent in the penthouse dungeon suite with her friend Cassandra? Patricia was an executive, and she knew how to keep things close to the vest, but she had also recommended that Megan be one of Alan's clients, so maybe she did share something of her adventures with him. Or maybe she had only told Megan just enough so that Megan wasn't completely balking when Alan did arrive to try to snare her.

Only time would tell. Just because he set aside time to line up a session in the penthouse dungeon didn't mean that there weren't other things to do, and Alan was able to keep himself busy. He didn't expect Megan to give him a call that very evening, and the call did not come, which was fine. Like himself, Megan was a busy woman with a lot of things to do, from what he knew about her. The penthouse dungeon suite, if she did indeed know about it, wouldn't automatically jump to the top of her priority list. But if she knew even a little bit about it, he suspected it would make its way into her top three items to address. He smiled to himself, thinking about Megan holding his card, staring down at it, wondering what she should do. The more time passed, the more interesting things became.

When she did call, as Alan knew she would, it was the next day. Well, actually, it was the next night, and Alan's phone rang at 10:30 PM. A call as late as this, from the number that he knew was Megan's, had several implications that he let run through his mind before answering the phone. He was an imaginative person, but he had to exercise restraint and make sure that things progressed in a realistic fashion.

"Megan," Alan said upon answering the call, his voice smooth and confident. "It's lovely to hear from you."

Megan seemed startled by the fact that he knew it was her calling, but her stumbling was brief. "Oh, I...yes. I don't appreciate having this thrust on me while I'm out in public with people from my company."

Alan smiled. "And you're calling to admonish me?"

Megan let out a sigh. "How much did Patricia tell you?"

"The more appropriate question," Alan said, leaning back in the comfortable recliner in the living room of his high-rise apartment, is how much did Patricia tell you?"

Alan continued, cutting off a small noise of frustration from Megan: "The truth will save us both a good deal of time."

Alan knew that he needed to be firm with Megan right from the start. She would understand her role in this transaction, the same as Patricia had been made to understand. And when she responded to him, her voice had less of an edge.

"I don't think she told me everything." Megan paused. Alan imagined her putting a finger to her lower lip while she thought back to the conversation she'd had with her friend. "But obviously she told me enough so that I know who you are, now—I didn't at the restaurant, not until I left. And I wouldn't be calling you if I wasn't...interested in the same sort of session that you had with Patricia."

"There's no need to be coy," Alan said. "We're speaking privately. You want to come to the dungeon penthouse and have a big, strong man like me tell you to do what feels good."

Megan paused, then breathed, "Yes."

Alan let the thrill of the moment to rush through him. "Now, I approached you at that lunch specifically because you were also with your friend Amanda, whom Patricia told me a little bit about. But I have a reason to believe that you would have, by now, talked to her about becoming a client of mine. Have you? "

"I did bring it up," Megan responded, sounding a little dejected. "I'm not sure what she thinks of it. She didn't run away screaming, but at the very least she's going to need some convincing. Maybe you could—"

"No." Alan cut her off sharply. "I'm not some rancher throwing rope around the necks of wild horses and breaking them in. People come through my door willingly, or not at all. More importantly, you're Amanda's friend and I am not. If this is something that she participates in, she will be doing it with you, not with me. I will simply be present and in charge, but you will be her partner. If anyone is going to convince her, it must be you."

He heard Megan fiddle around with something, stalling before she spoke again. "I wouldn't know what to say."

Alan mused on that. This was probably a situation which Megan didn't encounter very often in her leadership role. To Alan's ears, she did sound lost. He wouldn't take the reins, but he could offer some advice.

"You believe she's interested," Alan said. It was a statement, not a question.

"Yes," Megan responded. "I just don't know how to...get her all the way there."

The missing link separating Megan and Amanda from their true desires was not Alan nor his dungeon suite. It was the willingness for one of them to take the next step and admit what they wanted to do. He couldn't do it for them, but this was where he came in. He knew how to give a good nudge, as long as Megan would be willing.

"I know what will do the trick," Alan said, almost teasingly. "If you have the mettle for it. If you want to kiss Amanda and run your hands over her naked body, and you believe that she wants to do the same to you."

Megan was perhaps hesitant to say it, but she had lowered some of her walls now that they were deeper into the phone call. "Okay. Yes, that's what...that's where I think we are."

"Good." Alan couldn't help but grin while the next words of suggestion came forth. "Send her a nude photo of yourself. Whatever you're comfortable including, but enough so that she takes it seriously and it shows that you were intent on moving forward with the penthouse appointment...yet leaving enough so that she might ask for more."

"You want me to...?" Alan pictured Megan shaking her head. "Just out of the blue?"

"It won't be out of the blue in the context of what has happened the last couple days," Alan told her. Then he moved on. "Send her the picture. Tell her if she wants to see more, she needs to call my number. At that point, the decision is in her hands. But let me tell you, I have a lot of experience with this, and the people who don't immediately say no are just waiting for the opportunity to say yes."

"Okay."

"You can do this?"

"Yeah. Yes, I will."

"Good." Alan leaned back in his chair, with not much left to say. "Get it done as soon as you are able, ideally tonight if she's still awake. I'm available to speak to her whenever she's ready. If I don't hear from her, I will assume our business is done. Good night."

Alan ended the call and set the phone into his lap, looking out the window of his apartment at the nighttime city. His apartment wasn't quite as elevated as the penthouse dungeon suite was, but he still got a good view from the tenth floor.

He had always been something of a night owl, able to function on five or six hours of sleep, even less if need be, so many days he would get up early and go to bed late. So he was still awake close to midnight when his business phone rang once more.

He looked down at it and didn't know the number. A good sign. Believing the best, he answered the call and said, "Hello. Amanda?"

"This is Amanda," the woman on the other end of the line said. Alan saw her in his mind as he had at the restaurant, wearing her blazer with her long, curly brown hair spilling over it, though she certainly wouldn't be dressed that way now. If she was intrigued enough to call him, coming fresh off of a nude photo from Megan, maybe she was naked. Maybe she was touching herself.

But it was best not to let himself get distracted. The truth of it all would come soon. "I'm glad to receive your call. It sounds like you and Megan are on the same page now."

"I suppose." Amanda was reticent at first, but the words came. "I don't really know what came over me. It just...did."

"It's because you're in a new position now," Alan told her, not bringing up Megan's nude photo. "A position where someone else is in charge, and he's going to tell you how the night will go. Something you're not used to. So you may be trying a lot of new things in this endeavor."

Amanda let out a breath, something which Alan read as a shudder of excitement.

"There's no need to tease about it anymore," Alan said, shifting in his seat at his home office desk. "It's time to make it happen. Tomorrow night, nine PM. I'll send Megan the address. Both of you need to arrive together and leave your inhibitions in the lobby. Understood?"

"Yes, "Amanda said, and the call was ended shortly after that with Alan feeling relaxed and ready to sleep.

When the next evening came, Alan already had plenty of ideas in his head. Ideas that couldn't possibly fit into just one night, so he would need to choose his favorites. He got to the penthouse dungeon suite around 8 o'clock that night, finding it all cleaned and in order as he knew it was, though his attention to detail forced him to make sure again. He got himself into a comfortable set of slack trousers and a white undershirt that showed off his muscles. He had moved a few pieces of furniture around to suit his plans, and was only slightly surprised when the buzzer rang. He had lost track of time.

Alan went to the door and checked the video feed, seeing both women, and sent the elevator down. He could watch the screen a little longer, but he preferred to see them in person if he was going to try to read them.

He stepped away from the elevator for a moment, getting himself a glass of water, and when the elevator arrived, he set the glass down on the counter of the neat kitchen behind its discreet door and walked back into the main room to greet them.

"Amanda and Megan," Alan said, coming around the corner. "It's good to see you here. And to see you dressed for the occasion."

Megan's short blonde hair rested above a nervous look on her face and a very low-cut top with thin straps that might have been mistaken for lingerie with its red color. Below it, she wore hip-hugger shorts, showing that the curve of her ass went toe to toe with the swell of her breasts and the deep cleavage displayed at the top of her shirt.

Amanda, the curly-haired brunette, wore a short skirt that wouldn't do much to hide her decency in even the slightest of breezes. It was a pale yellow, going well with the off-white of her top, which showed off her taut midriff and seemed to barely restrain her tits.

"We're excited," Amanda said to him, clearly enjoying the gaze that Alan gave her body. Megan nodded in agreement, though there was still some reserve there with her, and even with Amanda. That became clear when Alan gave them their first instructions.

"Good," he said, bringing his hands together in front of his navel. "Then this should be a simple start for the two of you. I'm going to need to see how the two of you kiss."

They both blushed, but Megan stepped forward and Alan held up a hand, shaking his head.

"No, not with me," Alan said. "I need to see the two of you kiss each other. Deeply."

Silence fell, and Amanda and Megan looked at each other, with Amanda opening her mouth to speak.

"I thought we'd start with you," Amanda said.

Alan heard the underlying authority of an executive in her voice. He'd dealt with plenty of these types, both in his work and in his play. Clearly, Amanda and Megan had showed up here with a preconceived notion of how the night was going to go. That was going to have to be quashed.

"No." Alan spoke strongly, and was pleased to see the two women draw back a bit in surprise. "The two of you. Now."

Megan fell back a step, looking at Amanda next to her. It wasn't that they were totally unwilling; it seemed like they weren't quite ready to dive right into it yet. That was fine. That was what this place was for, and that was what they were going to do.

"If you can't do this, "Alan said, looking at them, "you weren't possibly going to be able to do anything else. And if you came here to waste my time, I'm not going to be pleased."

Amanda put a hand on Megan's shoulder, her palm and fingers touching bare skin. "Come on," she said, almost a whisper. "I'm ready."

Alan watched Megan turn toward Amanda, and they faced each other, their breasts almost touching. It wasn't quite close enough for Alan's tastes, so he pulled out of his pocket what he had put there in preparation for such this event, expecting these two to need a little help beyond the verbal. He stepped closer, holding the tie in his hands.

Both of the women looked down at what he held, which was a peach-colored silken scarf, long and meant for comfortable restraint.

"You're going to need to be closer," Alan said, looking down at their chests. "If your breasts aren't touching, you might as well be complete strangers."

Megan smiled at that, and finally pushing through her hesitation, she pressed up against Amanda, squishing their boobs together through their shirts. Megan's cleavage threatened to burst out the top of her low collar. Amanda let out a tiny, quiet gasp, but put her other hand on Megan and enjoyed the embrace.

Alan gave a quick nod of approval, then lifted up the scarf and tossed it over their heads, looping it around their necks and giving it a quick, practiced tie. They were stuck together at the neck, with a little room to pull back, but much further and they would have to rip the scarf. Something he was sure neither of them wanted to do.

"Now that we're comfortable," Alan told them, "kiss."

The command was short and powerful. Both of the women's breathing was heavier, like they were starting to get lost in the heat and arousal of it all as it grew around them. Amanda leaned in and pressed her lips against Megan's, making Megan's eyes go wide for a split second before they closed and she accepted the kiss. Amanda's hands moved up and down Megan's sides, and Megan got her own hands around Amanda's shoulders, holding her while they kissed. Alan watched approvingly as their lips parted and they tasted each other with their tongues.

"I can tell that you wanted to do this for a long time," Alan said. "Both of you have. Don't be shy about it. Really get in there and see what your friend feels like."

The encouragement helped the pair, and moans moved out from behind their lips, tongues starting to swirl around each other, hair starting to get messy as it brushed against the other's face, and hands starting to go wild in their wandering. The scarf rotated slowly around their necks with their motion, forcing them back together whenever it got taut.

"Now let's put some multitasking to the test," Alan said to them. His own cock stirred in his pants, but the attention needed to be on Amanda and Megan for now. "Those clothes are in the way. Get your shirts off, and your pants. I want you both naked within two minutes."

Megan was quick to obey now, getting her fingers underneath the bottom of Amanda's shorter shirt and pulling it up, Amanda helping her along by lifting her arms. Megan was able to get the shirt up to Amanda's neck, and then slip it off through the inside of the scarf that locked them together. Impressive.

Following her lead, Amanda did the same to her, slipping her shirt off through the scarf and then immediately going to work on her white bra, unclasping the back and letting it fall to the ground. Megan's tits burst forth, huge and jiggling, her dark nipples hard enough to cut glass.

Megan popped Amanda's bra off and got her tits free as well, showing creamy white skin and pinkish nipples that were quickly lost in the swallowing size of Megan's breasts as they pushed them together, moaning at the touch of their warm, sensitive flesh to one another.

"The pants," Alan said. "Don't get distracted."

He did feel they might have lost sight of things now that they were half-naked, pressing their bodies into each other, and making out more deeply and furiously than they had before. In a show of her eagerness, Megan got Amanda's skirt off her hips along with her panties, Amanda lifting her legs to step out of them while the scarf locked them together at the mouth. The tight curve of her ass saw the air, while the trimmed bush of her vagina remained mostly hidden between the two of them. Megan's hip huggers came off in a similar fashion, Amanda eagerly pulling at the waistband to let Megan's ample, round ass out into the penthouse suite for both of them to see.

"Naked. As is always the goal." Alan clapped his hands together. "And in under two minutes," he added, as they broke their kiss to catch their breath and look at him. "I think the two of you deserve a little reward for that. Well, maybe not so little."

He instructed them to kneel down in front of him while still keeping the scarf around their necks, forcing them close together, shoulder to shoulder.

"I think you can imagine what I have in mind," Alan said, and at the same time he pulled his pants down. He was naked beneath them, without underwear or boxers, and his hard cock sprung out quickly, coaxed to full size by the display the two women had put on. "You kissed each other very well," Alan complimented them. "Kiss me even better."

While the women had held hidden desires to stick their tongues in each other's mouths, their desire to taste Alan's cock was much more forward-facing. They practically knocked their heads together to get him in one of their mouths first, but Megan won, sliding her lips around the head of Alan's cock and making both of them moan at the sensual contact.

"Yes, go on," Alan encouraged, letting his eyes close at the pleasure of Megan's hot mouth around his member. "Take turns as needed, but there's more of me that you can work on, Amanda."

Moving within the constraints of the scarf, Amanda pressed her head up against Alan's leg so that she could drag her tongue across his balls, and instinctively, Alan reached down to put a hand on her head, losing his fingers in her mass of curly dark hair.

"Yes," he said, "just like that."

Megan took his cock into her mouth as deeply as she could while still letting Amanda work on his heavy, hanging balls, her hot wet tongue getting him soaked and lustful. Amanda let his balls bounce on her tongue, pulling them into her mouth and gently sucking on one at a time, then licking up to the inches of his shaft that weren't buried in her friends mouth.

Megan did eventually relinquish her spot on Alan's cock, letting Amanda take over, and he felt her tongue swirl around his head and shaft as she sucked on him, while Megan got to work where Amanda had left off. The pleasure was intense, both women lost in the lust of the moment, with Amanda taking Alan's cock even deeper into her throat than Megan had. The scarf tied around both of their necks stretched as they worked on him, forcing them to work together to bring pleasure to their master. They swapped back-and-forth again and again, Alan's wet, glistening cock diving into each of their mouths in turn, giving them tastes of his flavor as it leaked out of him and the pleasure built up inside more and more.

After several delicious minutes of this, Alan brought his hands down to both of their heads and pushed them off of his cock and balls, listening to them pant as their attention was taken away from delivering pleasure. He bent down and found the knot of the scarf, pulling on it to bring it around to the front and quickly untie it. The peach scarf fell to the ground, and he kicked it away.

"It's time for the next stage of this encounter." Alan opened a hand, moving his arm and gesturing behind himself and to the left. "Megan, go and sit down on that black couch over there. Legs wide, like you're inviting somebody in."

Megan did as Alan commanded, walking over to the couch and taking a seat on the treated leather surface, which was at first cold to the touch and made her jump a little bit as her big ass made contact with the seat.

"Move forward," Alan told her. "Pussy right on the edge and lean back."

As Megan positioned herself, Alan grabbed Amanda underneath her arm and pulled her to her feet. She must've thought that Alan was going to go fuck Megan, because her eyes showed some surprise when Alan told her, "It's time for you to eat."

The surprise gave way to excitement, though, as Alan guided her by the arm over onto the lush carpet, then pushed her down to her knees in front of Megan. Megan looked down at Amanda between her legs almost apologetically, as though Amanda wasn't practically licking her lips and ready to dive into her friend's muff. Megan's pussy was shaved and wet with her arousal. Her huge breasts, too big to be perky, had their bottoms pressing against her stomach as she arched back on the couch so that she could keep her pussy thrust forward. The bottom of her ass cheeks were visible beneath her wet cunt. Megan was very much in-shape; she was just a woman who was blessed with a big set of tits and a huge, wide ass. It was no wonder that Amanda was attracted to her. The wonder was how she had kept that desire inside at all when she had to see this sexy woman almost every day.

There was no need to keep the desire inside anymore. Now kneeling between her legs, Amanda was quick to lean in and breathe in the smell of Megan's arousal. Following that, she was quick to taste it, bringing her tongue out and pressing it against Megan's wet lips. Megan tilted her head back and shivered as the pleasure ran through her, Amanda's tongue sliding up between her lips and brushing against her clitoris.

"Oh, Amanda, that feels so good," Megan moaned, as Amanda dove into it with more energy.

Amanda paused only briefly to say, "You taste delicious." Then she was back in, pressing her tongue more deeply into Megan's folds. Amanda licked up and down the inside of her pussy and the exposed, sensitive flesh of her labia, tasting every little bit of Megan that she could reach.

While Amanda licked and sucked at her pussy, Megan brought one hand up her breast, pulling on the flesh, squeezing, and rubbing her fingers across her nipples while she moaned. She played with herself while Amanda tasted her for the first time.

Confident Amanda was deep into it now, Alan decided that he wanted to get more involved with something other than his cock. He couldn't help but notice Amanda's ass sticking up in the air, and that while her willingness to participate was strong, he thought it might be good to remind her who was in charge. Alan stepped away from the pussy-eating session to pay a quick visit to his wall of tricks, a large display from which many tools of teasing and sexual torture hung in a neat arrangement. Very few were garish or horrible. Most were reserved, modern things, not meant to strike fear on sight, but rather to bring pain and pleasure through their expert use. He selected one of these items, returning to the two women with the object in his hand.

Amanda was trying to see how far up Megan's pussy she could get her tongue, and Megan was clearly enjoying the attempts, spreading her legs as far as she could and pushing her pussy forward into Amanda's face. Amanda was smeared with her juices, Megan panting with the pleasure and giving her tiny directions, especially when her tongue and lips found her way to Megan's clit.

"Bring your ass up a little higher, Amanda," Alan told her, and she looked back, briefly tearing herself away from Megan's pussy to see the spanking paddle that Alan held in his hand. I" have a feeling your ass would look even better if I make it pink."

Amanda did as he said, putting her ass higher in the air while leaning more of her weight into Megan's pussy, bringing her arms up to the couch to wrap around Megan's thighs from underneath while she spread them. Alan knelt down behind Amanda, getting a good look at her tight little asshole and wet pussy spread open while she kneeled. It was such a pretty sight that he hated to pull his eyes away, but there was work to be done. He put one hand on the small of Amanda's back, hearing the wet and gleeful sounds as Amanda continued to suck on Megan's cunt.

Alan rubbed the curve of Amanda's white asscheeks with his hand, gently, before picking the wooden paddle with its black leather handle up from the ground and smacking her ass with it. The sound was loud and sharp in the penthouse, making Amanda jump with the pain of the hit. Alan dragged the paddle across her cheeks, pulling it away.

"Very good," he murmured. He didn't say anything more, choosing instead to focus on his work. He brought the paddle back and snacked her again, this time harder, and she squealed and Alan could see the pinkness starting to form on her cheeks. None of this stopped her from eating Megan's pussy, and Megan started to give Amanda some directions of her own.

"Lick my ass," she begged Amanda, while she scooted her own ass forward on the couch. "Eat my asshole, Amanda. I love having my asshole licked."

Amanda's smile was hidden by Megan's thighs and her pussy, and she moved her mouth lower.

Crack!

Alan hit Amanda with the paddle again, a smack on the broad side of her left cheek that left a mark. Her whole ass was starting to glow pink. And even as Amanda listened to Megan's instructions, Alan couldn't help himself from adding, "Do as she says. Rim Megan's asshole, and do it good."

Amanda gave a happy moan, fully enjoying taking directions from the two of them, and she found Megan's asshole with her tongue, licking up and down the tight ring while Megan replied with positive obscenities. One of Megan's hands reached down and grabbed hold of her own ass cheek, pulling it open so that Amanda could get in deeper, and Amanda eagerly replied by forcing her tongue right into Megan's spread asshole, shoving it past her entrance and finding it hungry for more.

"Fuck!" Megan cried, breathing heavily and spreading her ass cheeks wider. She wanted Amanda's tongue as deep into her ass as it could possibly go. Amanda, meanwhile, got her ass worked over by Alan's paddle, the dungeon master smacking both cheeks at once, then taking turns on one until it was the color that he liked. Amanda had tears in her eyes as she shoved her tongue up Megan's butt while taking a beating on her own, but she was loving every second of it. Alan kept a hand planted firmly on the small of her back, holding her still while he smacked at her ass.

Megan brought a hand down to her clit, to rub at it while Amanda ate her asshole, but Amanda yanked her tongue out of Megan's ass and pushed her hand out of the way with her head, instead wrapping her lips around her clit and sucking on it.

"Finger my ass, please," she pleaded to Amanda. "Fuck, you're gonna make me cum so hard."

Alan held off on his spanking, wanting to watch their passion in front of him instead. Amanda brought her fingers down to Megan's back door, finding it slick and opened up pretty well by her tongue already. She pushed one finger inside, and Megan groaned in delight. Then she forced a second finger in, stretching her friend's asshole wide and penetrating her deeply.

Megan's breath grew higher in pitch, and she leaned back, her chest heaving, her breasts bouncing, while her clit got sucked and her ass got fingered in and out by Amanda. Leaning into her friend's pleasure, Amanda forced a third finger into Megan's rear, making her friend's back door clamp down around her fingers and getting Megan to whimper as her orgasm unleashed itself. 

Megan gripped the couch with both hands as she came, driving her pussy up into Amanda's face and forcing her ass onto Amanda's fingers involuntarily, making herself get fucked deeper. Amanda stayed locked onto her clitoris as Megan came for her, wiggling her fingers in her friend's ass to increase the intensity of her climax. Her tight hole clenched down on Amanda's digits powerfully with each wave of pleasure Megan experienced.

Alan was unbelievably turned on by the two of them going at each other. He tossed the paddle aside, where it fell with a muffled thump onto the rug. Amanda's pink, spanked ass swayed in the air as Megan's orgasm wound down. Not giving them any time to recover, Alan started issuing orders.

"We're going to do a little swap of positions," Alan said. He stood up and pointed, directing the women. "Amanda, lie down right there on the rug, on your back. Megan, shove your face down between her open legs and suck on her pussy until she cums. Keep your ass up in the air and your legs spread. My dick is going up that used hole."

Amanda, clearly pent up, practically scrambled to get to her spot, lying back on the rug like a good girl and spreading her legs open. Her breasts, not as large as Megan's but sizable, jiggled as she got settled. Megan, still catching her breath, was pretty quick to get off the couch, leaving a wet spot from her passions that would get taken care of by the cleaner later. She got onto her hands and knees once she was off the couch and crawled over to Amanda, getting in position between her legs, lowering her head down. She stuck her big butt in the air, and Alan could see her slightly opened hole, waiting to be visited again.

Lube was never far away in the penthouse dungeon suite. Alan fetched some from a small compartment built into the side of the couch, taking off his shirt in the process so that he was fully naked just like the two of them.

"I don't hear any eating," Alan growled.

Megan, her breath washing over Amanda's pussy and her head still reeling from the powerful orgasm her friend had given her, pressed her lips against Amanda's clitoris and kissed it, making Amanda squirm and sigh. Alan didn't know whether this was the first time Megan had eaten pussy, but it seemed like it, as she tentatively gave a few licks before Amanda more forcefully grabbed her by her short blonde hair and mashed Megan's face into her pussy. Megan's cries were muffled by Amanda's swollen, aroused lips, and soon she settled into licking her friend's cunt, with Amanda humping up against her, her arousal having gone ignored for far too long.

Ready now, Alan knelt behind Megan where she rested on all fours eating Amanda's pussy. He slicked up his thick, rock-hard shaft with lube, then dripped a healthy amount onto Megan's back door, pushing some in with the tips of two large fingers. Megan moaned at the contact, pushing back into him, and Alan smiled. He loved an anal slut.

Probably just as horny as Amanda was, Alan didn't feel like teasing Megan any longer. He watched her hair bob and her breasts sway back-and-forth as she licked Amanda's clitoris and stuck her tongue into her tunnel, but only for a moment. Then he focused on her ass, grabbing one of her hefty asscheeks in his hand and squeezing it, using the other hand to press his slick and cock up against her prepped back door. Megan wiggled at the contact, and Alan pushed forward, feeling the tight slickness of her asshole quickly engulf the head of his cock as it popped inside of her. Megan let out an intense, guttural moan as her ass was penetrated, and she pushed back, forcing Alan's cock in deeper before he could do it himself.

"You really are a whore for anal," Alan commented, grabbing her ass with both hands like he was hitching on for a ride. "You've got a nice, juicy ass for it."

Megan was in the middle of two masters, both of them with their hands on her. Alan grabbed her ass and hips as he bottomed out in her asshole and started to fuck her, the lube making the entry easy, the tightness of her asshole making him work. In the front, Amanda had one hand on Megan's head, fingers locked into her hair so she couldn't get away, telling her how to eat her pussy and how close she was to cumming. And though Amanda didn't ask for it, Megan moved down and licked her asshole too, much to her friend's glee, who enjoyed tightening the muscles of her butt against her friend's probing tongue.

Megan's ass was amazing, tight and hot, and every time Alan's hips pressed against her, he squished the meat of her asscheeks flat against himself, a lovely sight. Her pussy was practically dripping wet below him, but Alan paid it no attention. He knew that he wanted to shoot inside of her ass.

The slapping sounds of his hips against Megan's ass faded to the background in his mind as his orgasm began to sink its claws into that special place behind his loins. He felt his balls tighten, and he fucked her faster without even trying, unable to stop his body from pursuing its ultimate goal. The tight walls of Megan's ass had him in their grip, and Alan was the next one to reach climax, try as hard as he might to avoid it. His breath choked in his throat, and he bent over Megan as he fucked her, his dick beginning to spurt cum into her bowels. His fucking motion became haphazard and jittery as Megan's tight ass pulled the jizz right from his dick. He shot into her, grunting, over and over, five or six ropes of his seed spilling into her and filling up her ass. Still, at the last moment, he pulled his cock out of her gaping tunnel and let his last shot or two paint white streaks across her big cheeks and the small of her back.

Megan moaned around Amanda's clit while Alan came inside of her and all over her, and Amanda kept Megan's head locked onto her pleasure button until she reached her peak, undulating with the waves of her orgasm and biting a dent into her lip as it ripped through her. Megan sucked in breath through the sides of her mouth and spent the rest of her energy licking and sucking Amanda's clit, trying to make her cum as hard as Amanda had made her cum. There was no way to tell who had won that particular battle, but it was easy to say that no one had lost, as Amanda's long orgasm dwindled and she dropped her head back onto the rug, her dark hair messy and twisted around her face while she gasped for breath.

Alan stood up, but slowly, recovering from one of the most powerful orgasms that he could remember having. Released from Amanda's grip, Megan slumped over, her asscheeks slapping together and hiding the hole that Alan had ravaged.

Alan retreated silently, returning with small bottles of water for all of them. They drank them, getting dressed again while having some small discussion about the session.

"This place is something else," Amanda said, looking around the sprawling, open concept room of furniture and sex toys, pristinely arranged.

"It just made me want to cut loose," Megan said. "I don't know if I ever could have...I mean, not even if we had agreed to, like, finally mess around together at your place or something," she said to Amanda.

"That's the magic of the penthouse," Alan told them. "A neutral place, where you can leave everything else behind."

"Imagine if Dan knew about this," Megan laughed. "God, like he doesn't make enough jokes already."

"That's a good reminder for me to smack him next time he mouths off," Amanda said.

Alan wasn't too surprised that their minds had gone back to their work lives so quickly. The magic of the dungeon could only stretch so far, especially with people so entrenched in the executive lifestyle. It would take years to break out—if they wanted to at all. But as long as they could occasionally cut themselves loose, like Megan had said, that would be fine.

Dressed and refreshed, Amanda and Megan departed with many thanks, and Alan scheduled the usual cleaning that needed to take place after a night in the suite. He had grown concerned, at times, that the many nights he had spent here would blend together; that he would remember a name and try to think back on what that person had looked like, and fail to summon their face in his mind, let alone what they had done here.

Thus far, though, those fears had proved toothless. He greatly enjoyed each night he spent in the penthouse with a client, and the memories, even over the years, hadn't yet faded. There had been many, many people punished and pushed to orgasm here, and there would be many more to come.

When they were permitted, of course.

––––––––
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The Lancer corporation was a big fish that made surprisingly few news headlines. They weren't publicly traded, so they didn't have shareholders to answer to, nor did they end up on the stock websites or the investing shows. That helped them to stay under the radar, despite their over $1 billion market reach in commercial real estate. Their executives kept things rather private, and it was clearly working on the business side of things, so there wasn't much push to change how things were done.

All of that was well above Chris's pay grade. He just wanted to move up the corporate ladder.

He wasn't trying to do that tonight, though. Tonight was pretty much the opposite. Tonight was going out with the guys from the office, having some dinner and blowing off steam. 

Chris was sitting at a table at Moony's, a small restaurant that wasn't too far from the office in the city. The place was loud and raucous, bustling in the peak of dinner hours on a Friday night. Perhaps as a result of the surrounding noise hiding their conversation, the guys from Lancer weren't worried about people overhearing risky parts of their conversation.

Chris was at the table with four other guys from Lancer, two of whom had higher titles than him, but he had known before they got promoted to their management rules in the logistics department. As outside gatherings with people from work tended to be, most talk was about work, with people mostly loosening up and branching out in conversation after a little while, but eventually the conversation would always come back to work.

"Well, why do you think I've been in this department for so long?" One of the guys, Michael, was saying. "I don't just want to go and supervise on one of the warehouse floors or over in accounting or something. I'm holding out for a promotion that will put me where things are moving."

Michael was just an associate like Chris, and he talked a lot about being where things were moving, or shaking, or happening, though when he was pressed on it, Michael couldn't explain exactly what he meant. He just thought it was obvious in his wording, and waved away most questions about his goals.

"Sounds to me like you want to be a fitness instructor," Terry chimed in, one of the two managers sitting at the table, though neither of the two managers worked directly with any of the other men. Terry was a middle-aged black man whose eyes got a much younger sparkle in them when he prodded little jokes at Michael.

Michael had to laugh at that. "Listen, I wouldn't mind being the personal trainer for Annie or Kayla," he said to the table with a lascivious wink. "Not that they need much training. But you know, I just like to tell them to jump here or lift this and then I get to sit back and watch."

The table laughed, the sound lost quickly in the noise of the restaurant. The yellow-orange lights hanging from the high ceiling shone down, making glasses shine and plates glisten with what was left on them from the remnants of dinner.

"Yeah, I'd like to see that." This was Ron, the other manager who was also in logistics. "Either one of them could crush your head between her thighs like a cantaloupe, Mike. Especially Kayla."

"She's fine as hell, though," Terry said, giving a low whistle. He looked over at Chris, his eyes sparkling. "I seen you looking at her during that all-hands meeting, Chris. Don't act like you weren't."

Chris shrugged, a little smile on his face. "What, I'm supposed to be embarrassed? She's fucking hot."

The truth of those words rolled around the table. Kayla was a black woman, with long hair that was usually curly unless she took the time to straighten it, which was a gorgeous look, but Chris liked it either way. Not that it mattered, because Kayla had shown nothing resembling romantic interest in Chris. She was a busty woman who wore her power suits well, but nothing could stop her ass from filling out her pants the way that it did. She knew how the men looked at her, and she took it in stride and used it to her advantage when she could. To get her asks prioritized, and all.

"That's for sure," Aaron, the last man at the table said. "But if one of them had to kill me with her thighs, I think I'd choose Annie." He barked out a laugh.

"Yeah, they're both hot," Chris said, after taking a long drink from his almost empty glass of water. "But I'm trying to move up. Aaron, I know you are, and Michael, you're gonna land that fitness instructor job eventually."

Michael shook his head, grinning.

"Somehow I don't think complimenting them on their asses is going to get it done," Chris said. He looked over at Michael. "When's the last time you got on a project with Annie? I feel like I haven't seen you on any requisitions. Annie and Kayla are both sales managers, and I figure the best way to get on their good side is to actually do good work and get them to notice you. Instead of just you noticing them."

Michael shrugged. "Maybe I've been focusing on the rec league basketball team a little more than I should. At least it keeps me...fit."

"There's other sales managers who can get you some good experience besides just Annie and Kayla," Ron said.

"Yeah," Aaron agreed, "but Annie and Kayla both work on our floor. And I'd rather sit in a meeting with either of them than with fucking Robert and have to hear him talk about fishing."

"I like fishing," Terry said.

"And I wouldn't want to listen to you talk about it, either." Aaron winked at Terry.

The dinner rush died down some around them, but they were all still at the table, and the restaurant was still pretty loud. So Terry didn't seem self-conscious at all when he spoke next.

"Maybe forget about work and think about some of the more important things in life for a little bit," Terry said, looking around the table. "They’re good managers. But you know, they also like to fuck."

Chris lowered his water from his mouth, stopping in mid-sip. "What's that supposed to mean?" He said it with a smile on his face.

Terry shrugged and leaned back in his chair, throwing an elbow over the back of it and relaxing. "I mean, shit. Just saying you know, they’re hot, they’re up there on the ladder, these are women who aren’t afraid of being forward about what they want. It just helps if you show some interest."

"What, like just hit on them?" Michael inquired.

Terry looked over at Ron, rolling his eyes. Ron picked up where Terry left off.

"No," Ron said. "Not like that. They like a more subtle approach."

"You're just confusing me more," Aaron said, looking down into his cup as though the answer were there. Though the three of them professed their skepticism, all of them leaned in unconsciously as Ron spoke.

"There's that shared mailbox right outside the corridor that leads to the bunch of managers offices," Ron said, and Chris knew what he was talking about. "If someone were hypothetically interested in pursuing a fun time with them, that person could put their business card in an empty manila file folder, stick it in the shared mailbox addressed to whichever manager they're pursuing, and see what comes of it."

Terry nodded, as though he knew this fact, or rumor, as well. "It's discreet enough. Plenty of files in the mailboxes, and the mail people don't go flipping through them. It's harmless, really. If nothing comes of it, then nothing comes of it."

"You're so full of shit!" Aaron burst into laughter, and Chris joined in after a second.

Ron chuckled, looking over at Terry. "Maybe I am, huh? Maybe I am."

Chris shook his head again, thinking, How crazy would that be?

Back at work the following Monday, Chris assumed he would have forgotten about their conversation from Friday night’s dinner, but he hadn't. He read through his emails, revisited client files for meetings he had throughout the week, and kept looking over at the mailbox up on the wall by the management office corridor, across the floor. A big metal thing with a lot of different slots for different departments, but even from here he could see where to place files meant for management.

He put off the thoughts and focused on work as he finished his coffee, but then closer to lunchtime he found the idea forcing its way into his mind again. He looked down at his hands and saw that he was holding one of his business cards, slowly flipping it between his fingers. He didn't remember grabbing it.

"Fuck it," he said quietly to himself, and he knew that he was going to do it even before he stood up. He had to drop some files into the mailbox anyway, and he tucked his business card into an empty file folder and brought it along with him.

Chris got to the mailbox and distributed his few mailings into the proper spaces, leaving him with just the plain file folder in his hand. He hesitated, then realized he would just look stupid if he was standing here for no reason, so he hastily shoved the folder into Kayla's mailbox, sliding it between a few other files so it wouldn't stand out. Then before he could change his mind, he went back to his desk.

Chris immediately felt dumb about the whole thing, like he had gotten played by Ron and Terry, that he almost stood back up and just went and snatched the folder. But he had gone to the mailbox when he did because he knew the mail would be picked up shortly, and when he looked over there, it was already being collected.

"Stupid, stupid," he said to himself, shaking his head. He slid his little box of business cards off to the side so that it wasn't in his vision, and he resolved to put the whole thing out of his mind. If Kayla was in on the joke, he would hear it from her, and then from Ron and Terry, and he would be made fun of and he would deserve it. He let out a long breath. That was all, no sense worrying about it.

Now that the act itself was done, it was far easier for Chris to forget about it, and he headed off to a lunchtime meeting with the leasing team from one of the properties he had on his accounts.

The rest of the work day passed, and by the next day, Chris really had forgotten about the whole thing as the work week came into full swing and his duties took over. So when, on Wednesday, he had an unexpected appointment with Annie on his calendar, he didn't think much of it. Meetings came up all the time.

The meeting wasn't until a little later in the day, and he noticed it was in a conference room on the third floor where there weren't a lot of people working. Sometimes they would meet longer-term clients there, just because the floor was quieter and didn't have as much traffic. It could be that Annie wanted him to join in on a big account, which brightened his mood a little. The meeting invitation didn't have any notes, but that was pretty common with Annie or even with Kayla. They were straight and to the point when it came to meetings, so an agenda usually wasn't necessary.

The afternoon came, and when the meeting reminder popped up on his computer, Chris blinked in surprise, having already forgotten about it amid the busy day. He stood up from his desk, wondering what to bring, but there was no agenda, so he just brought a blank pad of paper with a pen and headed down to the third floor.

When he got to the conference room, the floor around him was almost entirely empty. Not unusual for the third floor, at least as far as he knew, so he didn't think much of it. The conference room door was closed, and he cracked it open and peeked his head in to make sure there wasn't a meeting in there that had run long. But he saw Annie sitting at one end of the table, and he voiced a quick, "Hey," before stepping into the room and closing the door behind him.

Once he got into the room, he realized that Kayla was sitting there as well. He hadn't been able to see her when he was just sticking his head in. The two women sat with one chair between them, Kayla to Annie's left. On the table between them was a plain file folder, and Chris's mouth suddenly went dry.

He didn't know what to say, but neither of them asked him to speak. Annie just invited him to sit down, not sounding unfriendly.

Chris took a seat and looked at the two of them. They were both gorgeous, as had been discussed at Moony's. Annie was a white woman, blonde, with long hair that had a little bit of curl, and of course Kayla was a beautiful black woman whose long, black hair was curly today as well. They both had pleasant expressions on their faces, nothing ominous, but still Chris worried that he was about to be fired over this stupid joke that had been played on him. Annie had on a white blouse that seemed a little too low-cut for typical business operations, and Kayla's large breasts swelled out against her charcoal suit jacket and the dark top beneath.

"I just want to make sure," Kayla said. She put her slender fingers on the file folder and opened it, then slid it forward. The table wasn't that big, and Chris could clearly read his name on his business card, which sat alone inside. "You put this in my mailbox, right, Chris?"

"Yes," Chris said, feeling defeated. There wouldn't be much point in lying.

"Okay. Good. So someone brought you into the know." Kayla leaned back in her chair, looking over at Annie, then back to Chris. "I hope it doesn't bother you at all that Annie is here. We discussed this, and we both wanted to get involved."

"I didn't..." Chris trailed off, not sure what he intended to say. "I mean, probably you should both be here, I guess."

Annie smiled, showing white teeth. "I'm glad you agree. You're pretty cute, so I'm glad you reached out this way."

Chris's next words died in his throat. There was no way this was real. Because it sounded like Annie was saying that what Ron and Terry had told them the other night was exactly true, which was crazy. But Chris took the compliment in stride, almost forgetting that it had been said. He was fit, with short brown hair and blue eyes, and he spent some time in the gym, but not as much as some other guys. He never would have thought that Annie or Kayla would look twice at him, but now they were very much both looking at him.

"I'm sure we all have things to do, so let's not dillydally." Kayla stood up, slipping her suit jacket off and revealing the toned, dark skin of her arms. "I know this is your first time doing this, Chris. There’s no need to be nervous about arranging this at work, and don’t worry about the room. We have our privacy in here. This is going to be known only to the three of us."

At that point, Annie stood up too, and she started to unbutton her blouse, revealing even more of her cleavage. Chris felt compelled to speak, just to put things in the air and get them straight in his head.

"So you two really want to just... have sex here, in the conference room?" Chris blinked, then adding on another fact that he had only just grasped at this second. "Both of you, at the same time?"

Annie smiled again. "It's efficient, and it's fun for us. I assume it will be for you, too. That's why you put your card in, right?"

Chris couldn't possibly say that he hadn't really believed this whole concept was real. It would feel insulting, not to mention that since it was indeed very real, he was into it. His hardening cock in his pants made sure of that, as the two sexy managers began to reveal more and more of their skin. The last thing he wanted to do was fuck this up.

"Just making sure I'm on the same page as you and Kayla," Chris said, smiling now as his excitement grew. This was no small talk, mind-numbing gathering about quarterly reports and fishing trips. This was the kind of meeting he could get into. "I’m in."

"All right, then," Kayla said. "Now, since your card was put in my mailbox, I don't mind starting." She locked eyes with Chris. "I don't know how you usually fuck, Chris, but in this room we are going to do things by my and Annie's rules."

He nodded, immediately captured by her strong voice.

Kayla didn't acknowledge his response. She just kept getting undressed, placing her clothes neatly over the back of her chair so as not to wrinkle them. First the suit jacket, then her shirt, both folded in half. Chris got a look at her simple black bra before it was quickly removed, her huge tits bouncing free and showing hard nipples, betraying her own excitement and arousal.

Annie wasn't slow to get naked either, following the same measured movements as Kayla and making sure her clothes didn't get too ruffled. When she was halfway done, though, she looked at Chris where he was sitting and told him, "Hurry up and get naked. We only have the room for half an hour."

He was a little self-conscious. Even in this context, it felt weird getting naked in the office, but he was encouraged along by the sight of Annie and Kayla standing naked before him, both with huge sets of tits, Kayla with big nipples and Annie with slightly smaller ones. Kayla's hips were wide, showing the curve of her big black ass behind her.

Before he could get too distracted by their looks, Chris quickly stripped his clothes off, doing a much less satisfactory job of keeping them neat as a slung them over his chair. Wrinkles were the least of his concerns.

"Up on the table," Kayla commanded him, pointing at the sleek, glossy wood surface. At some point, she had swept his simple file folder off the table and onto one of the chairs. Chris did as he was told, getting up onto the table, and lying down where she told him to lay, looking up at the white tiles of the drop ceiling, his already-hard dick pointing straight up.

Annie and Kayla gave a look at his long and thick member, almost looking hungry. "Impressive, Annie said, and Kayla added, "Excited and eager to get to work. That's a good sign."

Then she got up on the table herself and said, "I hope you're hungry, Chris." Kayla was very in-shape, but that didn't stop her big boobs from bouncing and her big ass from jiggling as she got up on the table and stood above him, giving him a view he never thought he would see in his life.

Then she knelt down on the table and settled her crotch right over his face.

Chris knew what to do, inhaling her aroused musk and immediately licking at her folds, tasting her wetness as she cooed in appreciation. 

"Now that’s the kind of enthusiasm I like to see," she said, grinding back-and-forth on his face, making his cock wiggle in the air with the motion. She was facing forward on him, her big ass right above his face as she rode him, so he reached up with both hands and grabbed it, squeezing the flesh and loving how it felt.

"Oh! He's good, Annie," Kayla said, shivering as Chris's tongue slipped up her wet tunnel. "Certainly a skilled tongue. It’s a shame it took him so long to make a move on us."

"We'll see how he holds up," Annie said teasingly, and she came up onto the table as well, crawling up between Chris's legs and forcing them open with her hands. Annie got good and close to his cock, but didn't touch it. Instead, she laid both her hands flat on the cold surface of the table, letting her palms and fingers get chilled, and then she reached up with one icy hand and wrapped it around Chris's cock.

He jumped at the cold touch, saying something muffled beyond recognition into Kayla's crotch. Annie smiled while she played with his cock with cold hands, giving him a little strokes to bring him tiny amounts of pleasure, then getting her hands cold again and touching the most sensitive parts of his cock. She cupped his balls with one cold hand, watching his legs twitch as she played with him, knowing that it felt good and uncomfortable at the same time.

Kayla watched Annie tease him with approval. "Don't slow down, now," she called down to him, Chris still licking at her pussy and sucking at her clit between her legs. To help him along, she pushed down harder at his face, engulfing him in her pussy.

Annie squeezed his cock hard, pulling up on it to make a big bead of precum slide out of the tip. But she didn't give him more pleasure than that. As much as he might have been enjoying it, the women made it clear that they had specific plans to make sure they got the most out of this encounter first.

"Keep working on him, Annie," Kayla said, raising herself up off of his face just so that she could turn around. "I wanna see him really fight for air."

With her crotch off his face, Chris pulled in as much breath as he could, but Kayla was already straddling him, forward-facing now. She moved down his body, her knees on either side just above his hips, and her huge, dark skinned breasts were dangling above him, just inches away.

"Suck on my nipples, Chris." Kayla smiled. "Do a good job." 

"Happy to," Chris said, and he was smiling himself as she lowered her big, hard nipples down to his face. He took one in his mouth, feeling the bumps on it with his tongue as Kayla threw her head back. The weight of her breast squished against his face, covering him, and he moaned. Annie squeezed at his cock, smacking it around now, making his hips jump at the pleasure and pain. She kept a cold hand caressing and teasing at his balls.

Kayla moved her other breast to Chris's face, forcing the nipple into his mouth for him to suck on. He pulled the hard nib between his lips, giving it a little nibble with his teeth. She pressed down on him, covering him with the weight of her tit and stopping him from breathing. She moved her breasts back and forth on him, knowing exactly what she was doing to allow him to breathe just enough, then force-feed him another nipple. She must have loved having her nipples worked, and Chris loved doing it, bringing his hands up to her boobs as well to squeeze at her supple flesh and feel it under his fingers.

Annie gave his cock one last good smack, and then she pulled herself away from his crotch, coming down off of the table and around to the other side where his head was near the edge.

"Mind if I help?" she asked Kayla, and Kayla leaned back a little to allow Annie to join her. Annie’s big tits met the top of Chris’s head, and the two women pushed their huge racks together over his face, smothering him completely. Chris held his breath while reaching out with his lips and his tongue, finding nipples and sucking on them as he was told, never sure which one of them was in his mouth. They playfully pushed their breasts together, crushing him, then would pull up, lifting their huge tits with their hands to let him breathe, only to drop both pairs back down on him together. They hit hard enough to hurt, but he would have let them beat him to death with them. 

"Go on and take a ride Kayla, I can tell you’re dying for it," Annie said, putting her hands flat on the table and making to bring herself up onto the surface again. "I want a turn with his head between my legs."

"Girl, you don’t have to twist my arm." Kayla pulled her nipple out of Chris’s mouth with a wet pop! and moved backward on him, sliding her flesh along his and bending his cock backwards with the heavy curve of her ass as she lined himself up on him.

"Don’t go shooting now," Kayla told him, rubbing her wet cunt along his length with infuriating slowness. He could feel himself prodding at her hole, but she wouldn’t let him in. "A half hour isn’t forever, but I want to make...full use of our time here."

With that, she let his cock line up with her hole, but she didn’t sit down on him just yet. She was waiting for Annie, who had gotten back up onto the table and now was straddling Chris, lowering herself down on him just as Kayla had. She faced Kayla, laying her ass down on Chris’s face and blocking his air again.

Figuring he knew what she wanted, he reached his tongue out to lap at her pussy, but Annie said "Ah-ah!" and pulled herself forward, taking her holes away from him. Slowly, she settled back down over him, but she made sure that he could hear what he said before she did.

"Eat my asshole, Chris," Annie said. "That's where I like a man's tongue. Show me your enthusiasm."

Kayla's ass was bigger than Annie's, but the woman's ass on his face was plenty respectable in its own right. She even helped him a bit, reaching back with one hand to spread a cheek open, letting him know exactly where he needed to go. Further down, Kayla still hovered just on the tip of his cock, seemingly waiting for him to comply with Annie's command before she would let him inside of her.

Chris wasn't trying to hesitate. He very much wanted to eat Annie's ass, and he lifted up his head so that he could press his tongue against her back door. She pressed back into him, feeling the touch of his tongue. Her asshole twitched around him as he licked around her rim.

"Oh, he's in there, Kayla," Annie said, riding Chris's face. Kayla gave a little nod of acknowledgment, and then the next thing he knew, Chris was inside of her, Kayla settling herself down on his cock. He groaned in pleasure, her hot, wet insides grabbing onto his shaft. Kayla let out a long, low sound of pleasure as well as his cock filled her up, sliding easily into her hot hole, but still stretching her wide around his shaft. 

Her tight pussy felt incredible around him, and he couldn't help but let loose moans of pleasure into Annie's asshole as he tried to wedge his tongue inside of it. Kayla's weight sank down onto him, the little bristles of her recently-shaven pussy rubbing against him as she took him to the hilt in one motion, sitting down on him. Out of her mouth came a whoosh of satisfied breath, her hair hanging down in front of her face. She started to move up and down on him, her hot, tight tunnel pulling at his cock as she slid up and down. He thrust his hips up into her when she came back down, not able to stop himself from the action even if he wanted to.

"No cumming," she reminded him, panting. She rode his cock, her ass slamming down into his legs. Plap! Plap! "No matter how good it feels."

Chris murmured some pained agreement between Annie's butt cheeks. Annie was working him just as hard as Kayla was, pressing back to get him to eat her ass deeper, and once it seemed the two women had found their rhythm, Annie leaned forward to meet Kayla in the middle. The two of them began making out sloppily over Chris's stomach, grabbing at each other's breasts and vocalizing their delight into each other's mouths. 

Chris tightened his loins as much as he could, because Kayla wasn't slowing down on him. He had to make sure he lasted, swirling his tongue around and inside of Annie's asshole while the extreme pleasure of Kayla's cunt threatened to steal the orgasm right out of him. The slapping sound of her dropping down on his cock grew louder and wetter as her own arousal flushed her, driving her only to ride him faster. Annie and Kayla pinched and pulled each other's nipples with a familiarity that showed they had done this before. Their tongues circled around each other, hair mingling together and breath mixing in the air between them.

Eventually, though it felt like forever as Chris tried to hold back his orgasm, Kayla took one hand off of Annie's tits and put it between her own legs to rub at herself, unable to resist the temptation of cumming anymore. She rubbed furiously at her clit, still moving up and down on Chris's shaft, and Chris felt her fingers poke at his rod as she worked herself, hard and fast, whimpering.

When she came, she pushed herself forward on the top and backward on the bottom, driving Chris's cock deep inside of her while latching her mouth onto Annie's and trying to hide her moans of pleasure inside of Annie's lips. Her cunt squeezed at Chris's cock, her riding motions becoming jerky and uneven, until the waves of pleasure finally tapered off and she withdrew from Annie's mouth, panting and trailing a string of saliva.

But even in the throes of her passion, she could tell that Chris was about to burst, and apparently she approved of how long he had held out, because she gave him one last little grind before pulling off and telling him, "Let it out, big guy!"

The shock of the room's temperature-controlled air hit his dick, a stark contrast to the hot embrace of Kayla's pussy. But she had read him exactly right, and with a groan, he started to cum into the open air, splashing his seed on the bottom of Kayla's cheeks and all over his legs and on the table. He moaned nonsense into Annie's rear end as his soul emptied out of him through his cock, which kept pulsing and twitching long after there was nothing else left to come out of him.

Annie had watched him come, raising her head over Kayla's shoulder as Kayla leaned forward to recover. The sight of it was immensely satisfying to her, and when he was done, she moved herself back on his face so that he was primed to eat her pussy.

"Finish me off, Chris," she said to him, her voice quivering with anticipation. "I'm about ready."

Chris's tongue was exhausted, but he gave it all to Annie's pussy, tasting her wetness. When he found her clit, she gasped, and he knew that she really was right on the edge. He followed her instructions, staying on her clitoris and working it with his lips and tongue to finish her off. Her orgasm arrived right on top of his face, and Annie rubbed against him with intensity, using his face as a sex toy to squeeze the most pleasure possible out of her climax. He relished in the sensation of her juices dripping down his face, only releasing her clit when she pulled away from him because the stimulation had become too much.

Annie and Kayla got off the table, recovering a lot quicker than Chris, who had to lay there catching his breath as the mess of three different people dried upon his skin. There was a small restroom down a short hallway attached to the room, and the two managers used this to get cleaned up, coming back orderly and getting dressed with efficiency. If there was any doubt in Chris's mind that the two of them had done this before, this was just another piece of evidence that they were quite practiced at it.

He did eventually make his way off the table and sort himself out the same way the two of them did, though not quite as quickly. Perhaps that wasn't his fault, as he had a lot more of a mess on him than the two of them had had. He scrubbed his face with half a tree's worth of paper towels, and by the time he had gotten back to the conference room, both Kayla and Annie were already dressed. Somewhat sheepish, he quickly pulled his clothes on and smoothed them out as best he could.

Kayla and Annie had put the sexual fluster behind them, and were looking every bit the corporate power women that they usually did.

"We are very satisfied with this meeting," Annie said to Chris, smiling a little to show that she was being coy.

"Excellent performance," Kayla complimented, straightening her blouse as she spoke. "If you did want to arrange such a thing again, know that we’d be open to it. It may require some prep time, but now that you’re familiar with the process, it should make things easier."

Annie raised a hand, as if to slow Chris's thoughts. "Not that we can just go off and fuck in the third floor conference room every other day. This is still a workplace first, and it’s important we all remember that. You understand?"

"Yes, I understand," Chris said with a nod. The idea that he would be able to do this again at all was an enticing one. "Thank you, ah, for, you know...giving me the time. This was fucking amazing, and I would...love to do it again."

Annie smiled. "I'll call in the cleaners. Our time here is almost up."

So he left them behind in the conference room, blinking and tempted to pinch himself to make sure that it all been real. But he had been well more than pinched back there, so that wouldn't do anything. He got back to his desk a few minutes later and saw that the meeting had been removed from his calendar, quick and clean like it had never even happened.

God, what couldn't these women pull off? Chris got to work on his client list, suddenly motivated to do the best work possible. Shooting the shit with the guys the other night had been fun, but this had lifted him up on an entirely new level.

As far as days at the office went, fucking Annie and Kayla made for a pretty damn good one.

––––––––
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Aaron stared at the email program on his work computer, blinking. He had that icy cold feeling in his chest that came when he knew he had fucked up, but wasn't quite yet sure how badly.

Biting at his lower lip, he checked his outbox to confirm that he had indeed fucked up, and then frantically spent the next couple of minutes searching the web for tips on how to recall an email. Nothing he found was helpful, because the Lancer corporation used some off-main corporate email service that didn't have a lot of public literature, let alone a helpful forum.

His hands moved slower on the keyboard as he realized he was giving up on erasing this mistake, and his mind shifted forward to what would come of it. It was going to become known sooner rather than later, so after he collected his thoughts, he figured the best thing to do would be to get ahead of it.

He stood up from his desk, running through his mental map of the office in his mind. He worked in sales, but the email he had accidentally sent to the wrong client belonged to the hierarchy of logistics operations, and he would need to notify the management over there.

"Eighth floor," he said quietly to himself, trying to mentally prepare what he was going to say. There wasn't really any getting around it, and he needed to head over there right away so that he could catch the bosses before lunchtime.

"Really dumbass way to throw a wrench in your career, Aaron," he chided himself as he went over to the elevator to go up. He had just been out to dinner with Chris and the other guys a couple weeks ago, all of them talking about how they could advance their careers, and he goes and pulls something like this. That would be a great story for the next get-together

Aaron remembered the other topic of conversation at that dinner. Well, it had been the same topic, but it had taken a very unexpected turn, when the other managers, Ron and Terry, had told them all about the supposed secret sexual encounters that took place at the Lancer corporation. He had mused on the idea for a couple of days after the dinner, but had really forgotten about it until now, remembering only because the dinner had been brought to his mind. 

Well, whether the practice of having sex at work was real or not, he had bigger things to worry about at the moment.

The elevator dinged, signaling his arrival at the eighth floor of the Lancer building, and Aaron stepped out. He looked to the left and right, getting his bearings in a relatively unfamiliar area of the building. The office layouts were mostly the same on each floor, but there were subtle differences, especially when you were used to the same floor after a few years. Stepping around the corner and onto the main floor, the layout of the eighth floor came pretty naturally to him once he got a look, and he headed toward the back where the management offices would be for logistics.

He looked out at the floor as he walked, seeing a lot of unfamiliar faces and only a couple that he knew spread amongst them. The managers' offices were clustered together in a short hallway that expanded out into their nest of doorways, eight of them in total. Aaron saw the nameplates for Ron and Terry, both of their doors closed, friends of his that he had been out to dinner with those couple of weeks ago. He wasn't here to see them, though that would've made the whole thing somewhat easier. No, the email he had sent concerned Alyssa, who was the manager on the account that was impacted.

Aaron saw that her door was ajar, which was both a relief and disappointment, because it meant he hadn't wasted the trip up here, but also that he had to face the music. He stepped up to the door and gave a polite knock. A pleasant, "Come in!" came out from the office, and Aaron pushed the door open and stepped inside.

Alyssa was sitting there behind her desk, her brown hair tied neatly behind her head, looking very in-place with her thin-rimmed glasses and expertly-applied lipstick. Another logistics manager sat across the desk from her, and it looked like the two of them were just having a casual chat, with Alyssa's computer locked and no documents spread between them or anything. 

This other woman was Reyna, a Latina woman with long, straight dark hair, and such a flawless face that it looked like she was professionally done up every day.

"Hey, Alyssa, Reyna," Aaron said, trying not to sound sheepish but not entirely avoiding it. "I'm Aaron Westmore, from down in sales. I just came up here to bring something to your attention about the Eastlake account."

Reyna said, "I can step out," but Aaron shook his head. 

"No need, it should be quick. Actually it's about a mistake I made and I just wanted to bring it to the account manager's attention. I accidentally sent Eastlake's statements to another account I'm on, Eastwake. They have really similar email addresses, and I didn't catch what the autofill had put in before I sent it. Totally my mistake, and I emailed both clients to let them know, but just wanted to make sure that you heard it from me first."

"I see." Alyssa, perhaps without realizing it, lifted a pen from her desk and brought the clicky end to the corner of her lips. "Well, Aaron, you know why that's a problem. Obviously we don't want our clients' personal information going anywhere outside of the transaction between us and them. They trust us with that security."

"Absolutely." Aaron nodded, trying his best to be deferential and not think about how much he would like to be that pen that Alyssa was holding.

"All right." Alyssa nibbled lightly on the end of the pen, then pulled it away from her mouth and set it down on the desk. "We'll meet later to look over the files and confirm what was released, and maybe get on a call with either or both of the clients if necessary. I'll have to check my schedule, but I'll follow up with you in a little bit."

"Of course," Aaron said with a nod. "That was all. I'll leave you to it."

Aaron left the office and closed the door behind himself, feeling that he handled the situation well. Of course, when the mistake was already made, there was only so far that good handling and grace could go. It would be up to Alyssa to determine if this really was so egregious that it required some kind of action on Aaron's behalf, though he hoped it wouldn't come to that. If it did, he would be able to point to his stellar record, except, damn it, maybe his record wasn't as stellar as he thought, now that he looked back at it. There was a time he had accidentally shredded an important one-sheet that they didn't have a digital copy of, and he had to go back to the site to get it. And there was also that time that he had mixed up appointment dates for a client meeting and ended up on the wrong side of town.

"Well, maybe none of that is actually documented in my file," he said to himself in a low voice as he approached the elevators. "No reason for anyone but Kayla and Annie to know that if it's not. So hopefully Alyssa really only has this one negative thing to look at."

She and Reyna, now that he thought about it. Maybe he should've taken her up on her offer to leave the room. He didn't work with either of these managers in his current position, at least not directly, but it's still didn't help his career to look like a fool in front of two people when it could have been limited to just looking like a fool in front of one.

He got into the elevator when the doors opened up, shaking his head at himself. Today was just going to be a day of tripping over his own feet, apparently. Thank God they had elevators here and not just stairs, or he probably would've fallen down them by now.

He got back down to the sales floor and headed back to his desk. For the rest of the day, he swore to pay much closer attention to the outgoing field of his emails, as well as made himself a dozen other tiny promises, like you tend to do when you fuck something up. It helped to make him feel better, at least in the immediate moments.

The meeting invitation from Alyssa came not too much later, probably a half hour after he had left her office. It was for 4 o'clock, and in what looked to be a third-floor conference room, which didn't do his heart any favors. The third floor was practically a ghost town, usually reserved for the small training teams before they were assigned their permanent positions elsewhere in the building. Meetings usually didn't happen there unless there was something you particularly didn't want overheard. Such as, oh, perhaps firing an employee at the end of the day.

Man, what had he done? He could have just said nothing, and hoped the whole thing went unnoticed, but that wasn't the way he liked to operate. In an ideal world, taking accountability and getting out ahead of something like this would make him look good in the end, but maybe it was just too big of a blunder to overcome. 

Working the next few hours was not exactly pleasant with this meeting to look forward to, but Aaron just did the best work he could and tried not to let it affect him. Keeping his eyes off of his computer calendar helped, and he had enough other calls to make to distract him sufficiently until it was time to head down to the third floor. 

Aaron shut down his workstation and gathered up his things, figuring one way or the other, this meeting would take till the end of the day and he might as well head home from there. It felt a little bit like a march of doom, heading to the elevators again while leaving everyone else on the floor behind to continue working. He almost looked back wistfully, but stopped himself from doing it. There was no need to be melodramatic about any of this. If he got fired, maybe he deserved it, maybe it was a little harsh, but you moved on. Hell, people made more money by moving from company to company anyway, not staying in the same place. Maybe he should've been looking for opportunities to move up under completely different umbrellas than Lancer's.

"A blessing in disguise, all of this," he said, calling the elevator and stepping inside. "That's how I need to be looking at the situation."

He wasn't much one to believe in the whole 'put positive energy out into the universe' mindset, but what the hell. There's no such thing as an atheist in a foxhole, right?

"Now who's being melodramatic?" he asked himself, letting out a little laugh as he stood alone in the elevator on its descent. He had his jacket over his arm and his bag slung around his shoulder. The elevator got down to the third floor and Aaron stepped out, again getting the lay of the land in a relatively unfamiliar place.

The third floor was definitely a ghost town today. He didn't see a single other person working here, though the lights were on and everything. It wasn't that it looked abandoned, it just wasn't regularly used. He wondered why the company hadn't just sublet this floor out already, but it must have been convenient to have a space to station various odds and ends, or people without permanent places.

But, like the logistics floor, this floor wasn't too different from the sales one where he worked. Aaron quickly spotted the telltale managers hallway near the back, though currently it looks to be unoccupied and it wasn't what he was looking for. But to the right, toward the farthest corner, it was a conference room set into the back of the floor. He walked toward it, then stopped, looking around.

The conference rooms were laid out a little differently here than they were elsewhere in the Lancer building. Instead of being gathered together along the same wall or in the same corner, the three or four, apparently, that were here were scattered around the edges of the floor, each of them far apart from the next one. Perhaps whoever was constructing the office space changed their tactics after the third floor was built, because he hadn't seen a layout like this anywhere else.

Probably it was for the better. When conference rooms were next to each other, you would get a dull throb of noise from neighboring meetings, and nobody liked that.

After getting a grip on the layout again, Aaron headed toward one of the conference rooms, getting close enough to read the placard next to it and find that it wasn't the right one. He rolled his eyes and walked across the floor to the next one, his footsteps loud in the empty space. Maybe this kind of layout wasn't such a good idea for anyone who didn't come to these conference rooms regularly, now that he thought about it again.

He didn't have to spend long thinking about it, because this was the right conference room, room 2W. The door was closed, but he was a little early, so he figured he might have beaten the busy managers there. He walked inside, leaving the door cracked open behind him so they would know he was here.

Aaron was surprised to see not only Alyssa sitting there, but that Reyna was there with her.

"Go ahead and close the door, Aaron," Alyssa said, motioning at the door behind him. 

Aaron did, and then he took a seat just a chair or two down from them at the long table. Some kind of generic elevator music came low over a speaker set in the ceiling, masking any uncomfortable silence.

Alyssa had her laptop there, but he couldn't see the screen. Presumably, she was looking at the Eastlake file. That didn't answer the question of why Reyna was here, though. Reyna didn't have a laptop, but she smiled warmly at Aaron as he sat down and said it was nice to see him again.

You wouldn't say something like that to someone you were about to fire, right?

"Just a second, Aaron," Alyssa said, looking at him apologetically over the top of her laptop as she typed out a few things. Finished, she gave a satisfied little nod to the screen, and then closed the computer. "Thanks. Sorry."

"Should I have brought my computer?" Aaron asked. "I can go get it real quick."

Reyna shook her head. "There's no need for that, Aaron. Alyssa and I reviewed the file earlier and determined nothing overly sensitive was leaked. In fact, Alyssa just got off a call with them to make sure everything was squared away. This meeting is about something else."

"Oh. Okay." Aaron couldn't keep a confused look off his face. "Well, I'm glad to hear that. Is there anything else I can do to help tie things up?"

"No, it's all settled with the client." Alyssa smiled, meeting his eyes. "I’m actually glad you came by today, because I wanted to arrange this meeting anyway. I’d like to move on to why I really wanted to meet with you: What you, Ron, and Terry were talking about when you had dinner the other night."

"Um..." Aaron wasn't sure where the two of them were going with this. "Sure...is this a bad thing?"

Reyna laughed. "No, nothing like that."

"He seems quite unaware," Alyssa said, casting a glance over to Reyna. "Let me cut through any obscurity here, Aaron. Ron and Terry let me and Reyna know about the discussion you had over your dinner at Moony's a little while ago."

If anything, that made Aaron more confused. He thought back to it, wondering what they could have talked about over dinner that would be relevant here. And when he finally connected the dots, both Alyssa and Reyna laughed at how his mouth fell open.

"Do you mean, like, the business card thing?" Aaron asked, hardly believing the words that were coming out of his mouth.

Alyssa tittered at that, raising a hand toward her mouth. Her lipstick was red, standing out behind her white fingers. "Yes, Aaron, the business cards. That's so funny! I heard from Annie that someone had done that recently, but she wouldn't say who. I bet it was someone from your dinner."

"Dinner..." That had to mean Chris or Michael. Wait, was she saying that one of them had come on to Annie? And that it had worked? 

"So, you're privy, then," Reyna said, getting to the heart of the matter. "Some of the women here at Lancer, we like to have some extracurricular fun in the office. Since the cat is out of the bag among your little group, and we heard that you might be interested, we wanted to invite you to join. And to be perfectly clear, I mean consensual sex between willing adults here in the office. Because we think you're hot."

Reyna let her words punctuate the air for a moment. Her straight black hair was tied back in a simple ponytail. She reached back and took out the tie, letting her hair cascade over her shoulders. Then she slipped her arms out of her suit jacket.

"Keep in mind," Alyssa said, standing and slowly taking her glasses off, "You are under no obligation. You don’t report to us, and this has nothing to do with work. We just want to blow off some steam, and it’s hard to find the right man to approach with this." She smiled. "But we like you, and since you know about what some of us like to do, well, we figured you'd be good to ask."

As he watched these two beautiful women start to undress in front of him, Aaron spoke before he could overthink it and somehow prevent this from happening.

"I would fucking love to," Aaron said, a smile coming on his face.

Alyssa matched his grin with her own, unbuttoning her shirt demurely, slowly revealing the enticing color of the red bra that she wore underneath. "Go on then, Aaron. We don’t have all day."

He would have liked to just stand there and watch them undress for a while, but he understood that as much pleasure as there might be in this, he still wanted to perform. Step one would be getting undressed, so he leapt into his work. He loosened his tie, quickly pulling it off and then unbuttoning his shirt to get rid of that as well. He started to throw his clothes in a messy pile onto the chair that held his bag.

Alyssa was the first one to get fully naked, quickly popping off her red bra and draping it over the back of her chair. The cream-colored pencil skirt she wore slid off easily next, her exposed breasts hanging in the air while she bent over to get her bottoms off. The sight was quite a pleasant distraction for Aaron, who paused in the midst of unbuckling his belt to watch Alyssa move.

Next to her, Reyna didn't make it any easier to focus. Her conservative and dark-colored corporate outfit came off of her like water, revealing a busty body whose sexuality had been successfully muted by the business outfit she had been wearing, but was now being set free. Every piece she took off showed more of her Latina beauty, with the dark nipples on her huge breasts poking upward into the air, and the sensual curve of her hips as she slid her pants and panties down over her thighs and stepped out of them.

Both of the women got themselves completely naked before Aaron managed to, and Reyna seemed particularly amused by this fact as she watched Aaron hustle out of his pants. Almost the exact second he took the last of his clothes off, Reyna stepped over him and hooked her arm through his elbow, walking him to the other end of the table where there were no chairs blocking the edge. 

"I'd like to start directly, if you don't mind, Aaron," Reyna told him. She guided him to the end of the table, running her hand down his back and cupping his ass. The sensation sent shivers down his skin, and her hand was warm and strong. He was already half-hard, threatening to press his shaft against the table.

"What did you...have in mind?" he questioned.

Reyna whispered into his ear, "I want you to bend over the table and take a nice little beating from me."

Alyssa came up on the other side now, and she said to Reyna, "I know you'd like to be the one doing the beating, Reyna, and I certainly don't mind being the one getting the eating."

Aaron let out a breath that shuddered with excitement. He didn’t want to admit that he’d love this—but the idea was already making him excited. "Yes! I mean...whatever you need from me, I can do."

"Wonderful," Reyna said, raising her hand to his upper back and pushing him forward. "Now bend over the table, Aaron. Somebody needs to get spanked."

So it was going to be that kind of 'meeting.' Aaron could get into that, and he did, bending over the table as he was told, the glossy wood cold underneath his stomach. But before he felt Reyna's touch on his back, Alyssa climbed up onto the table, getting around in front of him, then sitting back. She looked down at him, then spread her legs open in front of his face, sliding forward so that he was mere inches from her pussy. She glistened with arousal, a neat, trimmed patch of pubic hair resting at the top of her mound, and the rest shaven clean, showing the pinkness of her folds as she reached down to spread them open for him.

"Get in there and make me feel good, Aaron," Alyssa commanded him, scooting herself closer so that his breath washed over her sensitive parts. "And make sure not to bite me once Reyna starts in on you."

The scent of Alyssa's arousal was almost enough to make his head swim. Clearly, this manager was very excited for this meeting, and that only helped Aaron's own arousal grow. He inched forward as much as he could, pressing his face into her wet cunt, and she sighed with pleasure at the contact. Aaron felt her hand rest on the top of his head, holding him in place.

"Go on," she whispered. 

Aaron tasted her, nudging his nose upward along the bump of her clit, and letting his tongue run through her folds from top to bottom. Alyssa tilted her head back, her mouth falling open and her eyes going half-lidded as she enjoyed Aaron's tongue exploring her.

Aaron might have gotten so caught up in it that he forgot about Reyna behind him, except that her hand was firmly planted on his ass, squeezing. Without a word of warning, she drew it back and then smacked him, the sharp crack cutting harshly through the weak music from the ceiling speaker. Aaron jumped where he was bent over, but he didn't accidentally bite at Alyssa. He just hesitated in his ministrations as the painful spank rolled up his body.

Alyssa pushed harder on his head. "Don't slow down. Can't you multitask?"

Aaron responded in the affirmative that he could, though the message was mostly lost between Alyssa's legs. She didn't mind, as right now, actions spoke much louder than words. She dug her fingers through his short hair and made sure that he served her well. Aaron found her clit and sucked on it to try to make up for his stumbling.

Reyna's first hit hardly felt like a warm-up, but to her it was, as she put one hand on the small of his back to steady herself, and began to hit his bare ass with her other hand. His cheeks were white, as he didn't spend a lot of time tanning back there, and Reyna's hand brought heat and pinkness to him with a series of spanks. Smack! Smack! 

His hard cock bounced back and forth between his legs as he was hit. She didn't relent, even when he jumped from the pain, his sensitive ass taking the brunt of her force. It hurt, but it felt good, too, and Aaron could feel something awakening in him. He had never been spanked before, at least not in a sexual manner, and now he was wondering why it had taken him so long to experience it. Talk about building up your résumé. 

He ate Alyssa ferociously now, jamming his tongue up inside of her and wiggling it, tasting her thoroughly. Alyssa closed her legs around Aaron's head, locking him in, and using her legs and the hand that was tied up in his hair to push him deeper, smothering him into her pussy. Behind him, Reyna slowed down on the spanking, giving him just a few more hits and letting the pink- and redness of his cheeks radiate in the air. She examined her handiwork, enjoying the sight of his beaten rear.

"I'm ready to do another kind of test on him, Alyssa," Reyna said with an air of mischievousness, rubbing her hands both gently on Aaron's red and stinging cheeks. "I want to see how well this man can hold out under...extreme pressure."

Alyssa's breath was coming heavy, Aaron doing a better job on her pussy than she was expecting, and her face was flushed as she fluttered her eyes open and looked at Reyna where she stood behind him.

"As long as you don't stop him from eating me," Alyssa painted, loosening her legs around Aaron's head for just a moment to make sure that he could get some air, then locking him back against her cunt again with a squeal. "I'm not ready to...stop that...just yet...!"

Between her legs, Aaron moaned in pleasure, enjoying being dominated and pleasuring these two women. Alyssa's thighs were strong and hot around his head, and her fingernails scratched at his scalp through his hair, her grip getting rougher and rougher as she lost herself in the pleasure his tongue was lathering onto her lips. 

Aaron heard Reyna talking, but it was muffled, what with his position and all. And even if he understood some of the words, he couldn't really pay attention. It didn't sound like she was talking to him anyway, just to Alyssa, who was having her own struggles with staying focused. So he was caught a little by surprise when Reyna's hands slid down past his ass cheeks and to his thighs, tickling at the flesh there. She slid her hands inside of his thighs and pulled them apart a couple of inches, making him spread his legs a little bit where he stood. He shivered with the pleasure of her touch.

Reyna dragged her fingernails down the back of his ballsack, making Aaron shiver. The tickling sensation of pleasure sparkled coolly beneath the heat of his battered ass, and when she did it again, his knees felt weak.

"Stay upright," Reyna commanded him sharply from behind, and Aaron got his knees strong again so he wouldn't get on the wrong side of her. As good as the spanking had ended up feeling, his ass was definitely tender, so he would prefer it if she didn't feel the need to revisit it. And once her hand slipped deeper between his legs to grab his cock from behind with a firm grip, he definitely wanted her to keep doing that, as much as he could earn it.

Reyna gave his cock a few quick, short strokes, like she was milking him, and indeed, a drip of precum came free from him, a tiny release, and fell down onto the carpet between his legs. He groaned, thrusting his face harder into Alyssa's crotch. Rena kept stroking him from behind, one hand working his cock while the other rubbed at the back of his balls, then moved up to his ass and gently massaged the delicate, stinging cheeks.

"You're doing good," Reyna murmured softly, almost too low for Aaron to hear. "Keep doing good. Don't you dare cum."

She kept stroking him, running her hand up and down all the length of his shaft, using his precum to get his cock nice and slick and make her jerking feel even better. Then he felt her breath on his ass, and the next second her face was between his spanked cheeks and she was giving him a passionate rimjob while she jerked him off.

It felt so good that he threatened to lose his knees again, but he managed to keep himself from collapsing. He did hesitate in going down on Alyssa, making her pull at his hair with her hand to force him to get back to work. Reyna's tongue flicked and licked at his back door, and all the while she worked him up and down. Aaron had to tense the muscles in his stomach and groin just to keep control of himself.

Everybody's mouth worked for a while, Reyna on Aaron's ass, Aaron diving into Alyssa's pussy, and Alyssa's mouth facilitating her breathing getting faster and faster as Aaron pleasured her.

To Aaron's credit, he did manage to keep himself from blowing his top right there, though Reyna did anything but make it easy for him. If she had gone on much longer, he wasn't sure he would've been able to hold back, but finally Alyssa unlocked her thighs and wrenched his head out of her lap, catching her breath and looking down at him where he was smeared with her juices.

"Enough foreplay," she gasped, her chest heaving and her breasts heaving right along with it. "Reyna, I want to cum. Stop hogging his cock and let's have him get it inside of me."

Reyna pulled away from the dual-lashing she was giving to Aaron, a smile on her face as she licked her lips and then smacked Aaron on his red bottom. "It's all for the better. I could tell he was struggling to keep it inside."

"Thank god it didn't go to waste there on the floor." Alyssa used her hands to push herself backward on the table, creating room for Aaron. "Come on, get up here, Aaron. I need you in me now. This is an urgent matter."

Alyssa's bangs fell into her eyes, messy. It was sexy as hell. Aaron climbed up onto the table, wincing only slightly as the muscles of his ass reminded him that he had recently been punished. But certainly he was being good now.

Alyssa lay back on the table, but she grabbed at Aaron's arms as he approached, her need insistent and obvious. His palm slid briefly in the slippery mess the two of them had left behind on the surface of the table, but he caught himself before falling and got on top of her. He brought his hand up to her tits, grabbing her left breast and squeezing it, feeling its weight and its soft, yielding welcome. She sighed in contentment as he ran a thumb across her hard nipple, but was quick to remind him what she needed. And it wasn't that.

Aaron may have been the submissive in this situation, but he knew how to fuck a beautiful woman who was demanding it. He slid his length along the wet surface of Alyssa's pussy, nudging her clit with his slick cockhead before lowering his aim back down and finding her begging hole. Alyssa's grip on him was strong, and he matched her intensity, shoving his cock into her tightness without hesitation, immediately burying himself in her and making her screech with satisfaction. She felt amazing, tight and hot and everything he needed right now, and he really had to hold it together to keep from busting inside of her.

Reyna, her need a little more demanding now as well, got up on the table and positioned herself over Alyssa. "Lay back flat, honey," she told her friend. "You're not the only one who needs some release, and I wouldn't mind some help from both of you."

Alyssa did as Reyna asked, lying back flat on the table while Aaron started to pump in and out of her, the wet sounds of sex filling the room. Reyna got on her hands and knees, moving toward the back of the table, away from Alyssa and Aaron so she could get herself positioned, then crawled backward so that her pussy was just above Alyssa's face, and both of her holes spread open for a delicious view in front of Aaron where he was on top of Alyssa.

"Eat me," Reyna half-demanded and half-begged, wiggling her ass for the both of them. "I don't care if he finishes first at this point, but I just want to see your best, Aaron."

His best. Truth be told, he felt like he was delivering that here, and he wasn't about to let either of them down. He got into Reyna's slit even before Alyssa could, tasting his second pussy of the evening. Reyna was completely shaven down there and easy to dive into, and Aaron was happy to do it, sliding his tongue into the pinkness beneath her light-brown lips. From below, grinding her hips up at Aaron while he pounded her, her hand on her own clitoris and rubbing furiously, Alyssa found Reyna's clit with her mouth and sucked hard on it, making her Latina friend scream with delight and push down against her face.

Aaron worked both of them like a pro, finding himself able to fuck Alyssa pretty hard while lying on top of her, and lick at Reyna's exposed pussy at the same time. He took initiative and rimmed her asshole too, just like she had done to him, and he approval was immediate. She bent lower to spread her ass further for him, urging him to dig his tongue inside, and he did, feeling her hole clench tightly around his tongue. Together, he and Alyssa worked both of Reyna's holes, with Alyssa focusing most of her attention on Reyna's clit.

Aaron managed to hold off on cumming until after Alyssa did, and he would've been proud of himself for it if his mind weren't on other things at that moment. Alyssa's orgasm hit her suddenly, and she squirmed underneath him, thrusting her crotch back up at him as she came, her lips locked on Reyna's clit and her own orgasm forcing her to suck harder even without realizing it. 

When Alyssa was done bucking back up at Aaron, her intense waves of pleasure subsiding, she reached hand around him while he continued to plunge himself into her and managed to find his back door, rubbing against his hole before sliding a finger up his ass.

That was it for Aaron, who couldn't hold back anymore. Alyssa pulled down on him, keeping him close to make sure that he came inside of her. Aaron stammered in almost agonizing ecstasy as he started to cum inside her, emptying himself up Alyssa's pussy while his face was still buried between Reyna's cheeks, supporting him as his body threatened to give out. His pent-up orgasm was powerful and voluminous, filling Alyssa with his cum so much that it began to spill out the sides, adding to the mess on the table. It felt like everything in his body was being drained out through his cock, and when it was done, his elbows shook with the energy of being completely spent.

But Reyna didn't let him relax. "Not done yet," she told him, shoving herself backwards to get his tongue back into her ass. "Both of you, don't slow down now. We're almost there!"

So Alyssa and Aaron kept it up, and Reyna's orgasm squeezed around both of their tongues, squirting down and splashing Alyssa with her juices, while her asshole tried to take Aaron's tongue prisoner where it was lodged inside of it. It seemed to go on for ages, Reyna cumming for longer than either of them had, and when hers finally subsided she was twice as exhausted, slumping on the table to catch her breath.

The room was filled with the sound of everybody getting their wind back. Aaron got up first, perhaps by the virtue that he was essentially the one on top, and so it was easiest for him. He retreated off the table, giving his knees a rest, and looked forward at the scene that he had helped create with a smile.

"So, this was the best work meeting I've ever had," Aaron said, feeling more comfortable voicing his thoughts now. 

Alyssa and Reyna were getting down now as well, quickly reforming into their proper and put-together selves. They discussed the matter while they got dressed again. Alyssa looked up at the small clock above the door of the conference room.

"This was certainly efficient, and nonetheless enjoyable for it," Alyssa commented. "It looks like the three of us will be getting out of here sharply at five. Very nice."

"Yes," Reyna continued for her. "I'm glad we were able to arrange this on such short notice."

"Same here," Aaron said. "It was...an extremely pleasant surprise."

They all got dressed and put back together again, and he would hardly know that anything wild had happened in this room. Except for a couple of suspect puddles and interesting hand- and body-prints on the surface of the table, of course. The cleaners would take care of that, Reyna and Alyssa assured him. They had seen much worse.

"Maybe we can try to outdo ourselves sometime," Aaron suggested, feeling bold.

Alyssa and Reyna cast amused looks at each other, then looking back to Aaron. 

"Well," Reyna said slyly, "we can't let these meetings take up too much of our time. We are still a business, after all. But after a proper...refractory period..."

Alyssa laughed.

"Feel free to slip one of us a business card and we can see if we can make the time." Reyna smiled.

"I will," Aaron said, and that was pretty much the end of it. He grabbed his things and left the room, walking through the third floor and reaching the elevators in a daze.

As he was walking out to the parking lot, he thought back to what they said about the business card. Rather, what they had said earlier, about someone he knew giving a business card to Annie and having the same kind of 'meeting' he'd just had. 

Was it Michael or Chris? He had to ask. There was no way he could just sit on this. 

Besides, he had to tell somebody, and if one of them had done the same thing he had, he wanted to hear that story, too.

––––––––
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"Are you leaving already?"

Josh turned his head toward the door of his office, looking up from his desk where he had been gathering his things. Grace was standing there, one hand on the door frame. She, like Josh, was a properties manager for Sunrise Real Estate, though they were responsible for different sectors of the city. Her auburn hair was short, but just long enough to be tied back, staying well above the collar of her pinstriped shirt.

It was just a little after 4 o'clock. "Yeah," Josh said, sliding some papers into a folder, then tucking it into his bag. "The restaurant isn't exactly close, and I'd rather beat any traffic on the way there."

"Right." Grace looked a little annoyed, or maybe that was just how she looked sometimes. She might have been more curious than anything, because she said, "What kind of company has a dinner sales meeting on a Wednesday?"

Josh shrugged. "I agree that it's weird. But Lancer is definitely a business that we want to get in bed with."

Grace let out a puff of air. "What a Freudian choice of words. You've heard the rumors about Lancer, right?"

Lancer was a big corporation. There was a lot of information flying around about them. Josh looked up at Grace, raising an eyebrow. "You'll have to be more specific. Because I assume you're not talking about them going after the warehouse block on the port."

"They're not going to get that." Grace dismissed the idea with a wave of her hand, the motion of her head making a lock of hair fall out of place. She swept it back. "No, I'm not talking about their business dealings. Something a little more...salacious."

"That's a five-dollar word." Josh laughed. He didn't need to worry about his own short brown hair falling into his eyes. "What are you getting at? Did Bill sleep with somebody over there? Is that how we got the meeting? If so, honestly, I should be thanking him."

Bill was the CFO of Sunrise, some five or six titles above Josh and Grace. 

"Gross." Grace stuck out her tongue. Bill was in his sixties, and he looked like he was in his seventies. "I would hope they can do better than Bill over there. I've seen some of the women who work for Lancer."

"Oh yeah?" Josh questioned, intrigued. "When did you have a meeting with them? You're leaving me hanging here, Grace."

"It wasn't anything official." Grace waved her hand again. "I saw some of them at a conference a few months back. It was that one over on the south side, when you were out of town, remember?"

Josh thought back. "I do remember. Well, not the conference, obviously, but I remember that trip. March Madness in Vegas. It was wild."

Grace rolled her eyes. "Men. I hope you won whatever bet you made, because that conference helped me to land the Melson and Innitorp deals, and the commission on those was sweet."

Josh gave her a little round of mock applause. "Yes, yes, you've told me, and I congratulate you again."

Grace smiled, showing her teeth. "And I thank you again. but back to my point, it seemed like all of the Lancer female execs there were—how have I heard you put it? 'Smoke shows.'"

Watching Grace use the term 'smoke show' was almost enough to make him burst out laughing, but Josh kept it restrained to a small smirk. She was his age, barely in her thirties, but she just didn't talk like that ever. 

She noticed his amusement, though, and rolled her eyes at him again.  

"Okay." He closed his bag, having finally gathered everything he figured he might need for the meeting. "Duly noted, Grace. I will keep my eye out for smoke shows of all varieties and dangers."

"I mean, if they come on to you," Grace said, smiling suggestively, "it's not like you could be blamed for taking them up on it."

It was Josh's turn to roll his eyes as he shrugged his light jacket over his shoulders. "That's very kind of you to think that they would make a move on me, but we're meeting over at the Japanese place in Maplewood, the Iki Grill. I don't think there's going to be a lot of room there for, uh, making a pass at me. As sexy as talking about land parcels is."

Grace shrugged. "Well if anything crazy happens, I expect the full story."

"Full story, like down to the cents on my bonus check?" Josh asked her. "Come on, you know I won't hide anything from you. Otherwise, how would we know which one of us is winning?"

"Good. Keep that positive attitude." Grace tapped his door frame with a fingernail. "Just don't let it make you forget that I'm still in the lead."

Grace departed back to whatever she was working on, and Josh tucked his chair under the desk and left his office. He thought about the Lancer corporate building, which he drove past every day when he came to work. It was about a thousand times larger than Sunrise's small office, and fifteen minutes away in a much ritzier part of the city. Truth be told, he thought about landing a job there. Fantasized about it, really. But Lancer didn't do a lot of hiring, and their management tended to promote from within in almost all cases.

It was a tough nut to crack, but if he did land this deal with Lancer, that might open up some doors for him. And it wasn't about whatever Grace was talking about, the Lancer executives supposedly sleeping around a lot or whatever. Rumors were rumors, and they didn't pay the bills. Eventually, he wanted to be on that Lancer payroll, and then he could go ahead and worry about getting laid.

As it was, such thoughts were far from his mind, even with Grace having recently brought them up. He left the small, two-story office building out of which Sunrise operated and climbed up into his SUV. The dinner was set to start at 5:30, and the drive was a bit of a pain in the ass, all the way across the city and then some, but he hadn't felt the slightest hesitation in agreeing to meet. He gripped his steering wheel as he pulled out of the lot, and his nervous energy brought an excited smile to his face. This was going to go well. Extremely well. He could just feel it.

The drive was indeed long, but it wasn't bad, since he had missed most of the start of rush-hour by heading out of the office early. The parking lot of Iki was more than half full, though. He hadn't been here before, but apparently their dinner rush started early. The restaurant was a gorgeous construction, with walls of elegant, sleek brown wood and a curving roof reminiscent of traditional Japanese architecture. It was edged with a bright red that couldn't help but catch your eye, and tall, perfectly clean windows shone in the light of the sun, gleaming and inviting. 

Josh parked underneath a small tree in the back of the lot and mused at how it was manicured, well-shaped and kept pruned by whoever did the landscaping here. The restaurant was like a little slice of paradise. Unless the food was terrible, he would have to come back here sometime.

He had a little bit of time to kill, so he went through the papers he had brought and practiced his little opening pitch, which he had spent plenty of time doing in the office earlier. He hadn't forgotten anything, thankfully, as far as the paperwork went, because he would feel a little stupid having to pull something up on the tablet when he'd brought this big sheaf of papers already.

When he was as satisfied as he could be with everything, he stowed it all away again neatly and got out of the car, looking up at that tree again and appreciating its symmetrical and fresh look. He had a tree in his front yard at home, a lot bigger than this one, and probably ten times uglier. Maybe he could find someone who could fix it up. That would be nice.

With his bag over his shoulder, Josh walked around the restaurant to get to the front doors. They were glass as well, though they had a design of twin dragons winding through them on a gold inlay. He admired it for a moment before pulling one of the doors open and walking inside.

He was greeted by the sounds of hibachi cooking, metal on metal and people chatting with one another, and the delicious smells of cooking meat, teriyaki, and smoke. The lighting was high up in the ceiling and dim as a result, giving the vast inside space of the restaurant a cozy and warm atmosphere. The hostess was a trim Japanese woman who greeted him with a smile and a dip of her head behind the small wooden podium near the front.

"Hi," Josh said, stepping up to her stand. "I'm meeting some people. I believe they said it would be under the Lancer party?"

"Lancer, yes," the hostess said, running her finger down the laminated sheet on her stand and finding what she was looking for. She looked back up at him, her eyes bright. "They are here. You can come with me."

Josh nodded to her, somewhat chagrined that even though he was early, they had beaten him here. But he wasn't late by any means, so it shouldn't be a big deal. He hefted his bag up on his shoulder as the hostess came out from behind the stand and followed her toward the back of the restaurant.

They moved past the small tables at the front, about half of which were full, and then further back still past the large hibachi grills. Most of these grills were full, crammed with parties of people sitting close together and being served freshly-cooked, steaming hot food off of the silver grill top with its black and brown char marks. The sweet and savory aroma hit him full force as he passed by, and Josh felt his mouth water. It looked like he didn't need to worry about the food here being bad.

The hostess, with Josh in tow, left the main floor with the grills behind, and they proceeded further back past a stylish wooden half-wall, entering into the area with the private tables. This space was dimmer than the main floor of the restaurant, and somehow muted the loud sounds coming from out in the main area quite well. The eating areas were private indeed, with multiple large rooms spaced along the back wall, each with thick wooden doors boasting golden handles, and floor-to-ceiling walls bearing scenes of nature on their surfaces, painted in Japanese style.

"Your party is here," the hostess said, taking him to a room in the back-right corner. She stopped at the door, and instead of opening it and walking inside, she gave three sharp knocks to announce her presence, and didn't walk inside until a voice, so muffled he could barely hear it, said from within, "Come on in!"

At that, the hostess gave Josh another small bow, then pulled the handle open and stepped back, opening the door to allow him inside, but not going into the room herself.

"Thank you," Josh said, surprised by how formal everything here seemed to be. He realized he had never eaten at a really nice Japanese restaurant before, and he could already tell that he wouldn't mind doing it again. Ideally, it would be to close a second deal with the Lancer corporation. Or maybe a job interview with them.

Josh stepped into the private dining room, and the hostess closed the door behind him. Immediately, the sounds of the restaurant outside disappeared.

The private room was very nice, with its own soft lighting on the ceiling, and similar artwork on the inside of the walls as to what was on the outside. There was a long table made of sleek, dark wood, a rich and deep brown with grains swirling through it. There were place settings around the table, and then there were the women.

"Hello," Josh said jovially, stepping up to the table to shake hands. "I hope I didn't keep you waiting long."

"Not at all," said the first woman to take his hand. As they went through their quick introductions, he learned this was Bella, a woman of dark hair and dark eyes, dressed professionally with a simple and elegant gold pendant around her neck. From there he met Selma, a black woman with hair cropped short and close to her head and a dazzling smile. Then there was Sarah, who's long blonde hair fell attractively around her shoulders, and who showed off her dimples when she smiled.

He sat down after the introductions were made. Josh was aware that he was sitting in the presence of three very beautiful women. They were all dressed professionally, yet it could do nothing to hide the alluring curves of their bodies, or the impressive size of their breasts where they were secured with blouses in some cases and blazers in others. Without a doubt, the women from Lancer knew how to dress in a way that combined provocative with executive.

Sarah watched Josh take his bag off and set it on another chair, and she said, "I think we should order before we get into too deep of a discussion. Now that we're all here, the servers will be coming shortly."

Josh nodded. "That sounds good to me. Everything looked so good on the way back here, I was tempted to snatch it off people's plates."

Sarah giggled at that, and soon after the next knock came at the door. At their invitation, the servers came in. In the short gaps between service, some business was discussed, but mostly Bella, Selma, and Sarah seemed interested in learning about Josh rather than learning about sunrise. They asked about his career there, how he had gotten started. They asked how long he worked there. Then, after the food was ordered, they asked him about the industry, and who he might know from other companies or from around the city.

The discussion was enjoyable and light to start, but they soon got into the meat of their discussion. The deal on the table was large, close to a million dollars if done right, and the Lancer women flipped the switch to being shrewd and astute cleanly.

It did go well. Josh may have said aloud that he expected it to, but of course it was really more of a hope, a hope with action added in to make it a reality. By the time the food arrived, they weren't quite at the point of signing any contracts or agreements of intent, but Josh was reasonably comfortable that the ink would be laid down once the dinner was over. The three women from Lancer moved over to his side of the table during the discussions, getting close to him, not afraid to quite literally rub shoulders.

Josh didn't mind. He engaged with a smile.

When the knock announcing the food came, they went back to their seats and dinner was served by a pair of slim and efficient wait staff, doling out large dishes of hot food and small, neat rows of sauces in porcelain cups with practiced excellency.

The meal was delicious, fresh and cooked to perfection. Josh had teriyaki pork, noting the sharp tang that came with the house sauce, and adding more of it from the small dishes laid out on the table. The rice and noodles went down easily, satisfying and warm. The talk, sparing though it was between bites, went back to lighter things, about sports and weather and planned vacations, and how many times any one of them had been to this restaurant before. It was enjoyable, and Josh quickly found himself at ease with the Lancer executives.

The deal was done not too much longer after. A little more discussion, signatures where they needed to be, and that was that, right around the time they had finished eating. Josh couldn't believe this had gone so well. He couldn't wait to tell Grace and the others back at the office that he had closed it.

There was one more knock on the door some time later, one almost perfectly timed with the cleanliness of their dishes, as everyone had finished what they wanted to eat and pushed what little remained to the center of the table. The staff came in, working quickly with deft hands and warm cloths, smiling as they cleared the table and wiped away any messes left behind. When they left the private dining room, it looked almost exactly as it had when Josh had first arrived, with the plates gone but their drinks still sitting.

Their conversation continued, but Selma caught Josh's attention. She met Josh's eyes, and she asked him, "Have you heard anything about how we like to spend our time, Josh?"

Josh wasn't sure what she meant, so he answered as best he could. "Well, I don't think I've heard anything crazy, but now I know that you like to go to nice restaurants."

Selma laughed, a little titter. "I wouldn't mind you spreading that rumor. But there are much more dirty rumors out there."

That was when Josh remembered his conversation with Grace, and some pieces fit together in his head. He found himself at a loss, frozen, unsure of what to say at all. Surely acknowledging that he had heard anything of the sort would be foolish, right?

"Come on, Josh," Bella said, and she gave him a warm smile, bringing her hand up to stroke at the gold pendant around her neck. Only now did Josh realize how deep her necklace plunged into her cleavage, and how her pinky finger slipped down between her breasts over and over while she moved her hand. All while she kept looking him in the eyes.

As he scanned across the visages of the three women who had all of their attention focused on him, he saw the same things. Eye contact, undeniably flirtatious smiles, and hands tugging at collars and hovering near exposed cleavage like they were trying to give him little hints. He wasn't a stupid person, no matter how unbelievable a situation might seem. 

When you started in sales and you moved up, it was because you could read people. He'd have to be illiterate to not read what was in front of him now. So he proceeded with as much decorum as he could muster.

"Maybe I've heard a few things," he said, still cautious despite the obvious interest around him. And because Grace, despite his acting otherwise, had not been the first person to mention these kinds of things to him, he continued, "Some things from a few guys and gals who claim they've, well, gotten lucky."

He shook his head. "But it's nothing I put any stock in."

Sarah reached over from where she was sitting, and she put her hand on his. "Maybe you should."

Josh's voice stuck in his throat. He was very aware of how beautiful these women were, and now he was more aware of how their outfits showed that off. Furthermore, he saw that buttons had been undone and blazers had come off without him even realizing it during the course of the dinner, and there was a lot more skin showing around the table than there had been an hour ago.

He saw all this as they talked to him. As Sarah squeezed his hand and explained that once the business was done, there was time for fun. As Selma found his foot beneath the table and told him that not all meetings proceeded this way; only the good ones. And as Bella played with her necklace, telling him that everyone got so bogged down in work, it was important to take the time to enjoy the things separate from it. Especially between consenting adults who found mutual enjoyment therein.

Josh knew he was won over before he even said anything. Part of him wondered how many men in his position had declined a suggestion like this.

And then a much bigger part of him said, "I'd love to know how we can take things further," with a big, devilish grin.

His first thought was that they would excuse themselves from the restaurant and find a more appropriate place to get naked. But he was wrong on that account. Bella, also grinning with excitement, stood up from her seat and slipped a red door tag out of her purse, taking it over to the door, cracking it open, and attaching it to the handle before closing it again.

"We love this place for a lot of reasons," she said to Josh when she turned back around. "Their understanding is one of them."

"You mean...here?" Josh said.

"Here," Bella said, and then she stepped forward, grabbed Josh by the front of the shirt, and pulled him into a kiss.

She was on him before he even knew what was happening, but while it was a surprise, it wasn't unwelcome. His lips melted into Bella's, and then her tongue found his, kissing him deeper. Her hands slipped under his jacket, lifting it off his shoulders so that he could slide it off his arms. He let her help get it off, and then knew that he wanted to help her too.

Bella wore a plain white button-up shirt with the top four buttons undone to show the swell of her breasts. He undid the rest with one hand, still kissing her, and when all that was left was her discreet white bra underneath, he took care of that too, opening the front clasp. Her breasts came free, and he grabbed one in his hand, not able to fit all of it. Bella gave an approving bite on his lip.

While Josh and Bella were helping each other get undressed, Selma and Sarah had come around to their side of the table strictly so that the two of them could start kissing ferociously right next to the pair. Selma's dark skin contrasted Sarah's fair complexion as they entwined themselves in each other, their hands roaming places that it seemed they had roamed before. The room filled with sounds of passionate kissing, the sounds locked inside their private little getaway.

First there was the kissing, and then there was the nakedness, the two of them merging well at some times and fighting against each other at others. Kisses were broken to slip shirts over heads, then quickly reformed once the offending garments were out of the way. Clothes were discarded onto the floor, scattered about messily. No one had the least concern for them; only concern for what was underneath.

Josh's hands roamed over Bella's naked body, returning to the glorious weight of her tits, but taking time to rub across her taut stomach and feel the prickle of short hair at the top of her mound. Her hands explored Josh, running down his chest and not being shy at all about wrapping her slender fingers around his hard shaft where it pressed against her.

Sarah and Selma were the first ones to hit the table, Selma's ass pushing into the edge and the round, dark flesh of her cheeks rolling over it. Sarah didn't stop pushing on her though, getting Selma's ass up over the table and making her lay down flat on its surface, her naked skin leaving short-lived smudges on the table that faded away as she moved further back. Sarah climbed up right on the table with her, getting up on top of Selma where she lay flat. Their breasts pressed together, hard nipples poking into each other's skin. They kissed more, heavily. Sarah pressed her knee up between Selma's legs and rubbed against the lips of her pussy, the black woman moaning at the pressure.

Bella pushed on Josh as well, sill keeping their lips locked while she did it. She moved him back until his own ass hit the table, and only then did she pull off of him with a wet sound of the kiss breaking. She put her both her hands on his chest as she slowly lowered herself down to her knees, getting herself steady on the floor of the dining room while she stared his hard cock down directly. His very-aroused shaft protruded straight forward, twitching in anticipation of Bella's attentions on it.

She wrapped a hand around it, and then shortly after she did the same with her lips, sucking the head of his cock into her mouth and making him utter, "Oh, fuck," as her warm, wet tongue ran circles around his sensitive cockhead. Then Bella started blowing him, not slowly, immediately pushing forward and throating his cock all the way to the hilt, and all Josh could do was brace himself on the edge of the table and lean backward as she worked herself on his cock skillfully. She sucked his dick like she was hungry for it, like she hadn't just eaten dinner and needed sustenance. The back of her throat squeezed around his dick, making his eyes close in pleasure.

On the table, the other two women had pulled their lips apart too. Selma had stayed laying how she was, but Sarah had spun herself around so that her knees were on either side of Selma's head and the two of them were in a sixty-nine position. Just like Bella on Josh, Sarah immediately dove in to Selma's nectar, not pausing for foreplay or titillation. She latched onto Selma's pussy like she was starving, parting her dark lips with her tongue to taste the pink flesh underneath. Selma's hands came up, grabbing Sarah's hips and squeezing like she was holding on for dear life as the blonde woman ravished her between her legs. 

Josh got a great view of that as Bella sucked on him, and Bella, looking up from down below, seemed happy that Josh was watching, and made sure to get a look at the show herself. She couldn't see Selma's hands sliding to Sarah's ass, grabbing her white cheeks and spanking them, but Josh could. And Josh watched her lift her head up and treat Sarah back, licking all along the length of her pussy before shoving her long tongue right up her cunt as far as it could go.

All Josh could do while Bella went all the way down length of his cock over and over again was to put a hand on her head and twist his fingers through her long, dark hair. Her big tits bounced on her chest as she blew him, pressing up and swinging into his legs every time she took in the full length of his shaft down to the root.

But eventually that wasn't enough for her, and her insistent hands crept up from his thighs to his stomach, pushing him back to get him onto the table. She wasn't strong enough to actually move and lift him, of course, but Josh got the message pretty clearly as she shoved him, and he managed to hop himself up onto the table next to the sixty-nine that was happening to his left. Even as he got up on the table and moved back, Bella kept his cock in her mouth, not letting him go as she followed him up onto the surface. The glasses had been pushed to either side already, safely out of the reach of anyone's flailing limbs. The table was big, which was why the four of them had mostly crowded around the corners at one end while they had been having their discussion. Josh got far back enough to allow Bella up on the table with him fully, laying back with his chest slightly elevated so he could watch Bella suck his cock.

From this angle, now, he could see Selma diving into Sarah's cunt, licking noisily and spending time on her clit, while with one hand she squeezed the flesh of Sarah's ass cheek and pressed the first knuckle of her thumb into Sarah's asshole. Sarah's ass rocked back-and-forth against Selma's face and thumb, encouraging her along.

Yet as much fun as the two girls were having, it seemed they wanted to get Josh involved. Bella was pretty much hogging his cock, keeping him pinned down with the intense blow job she was giving him. Josh could hardly form the words to ask her to stop, not that he wanted to at all. She could do this forever, if he had any say in it.

But Sarah climbed off of Selma and turned around, coming up next to Josh where he was laid back on the sleek wood of the table.

"Do me a favor," she said, and elaborated by shoving her breasts in his face. Josh didn't need any more details on the request, savoring the warmth and weight of her tits on his cheeks and face before finding her nipples, one with his mouth and the other with a free hand. He swirled his tongue around her nipple and sucked hard on it, taking her shiver as a sign that he was doing a good job.

Not to be left out, Selma carefully made her way to the other side of Josh and joined Sarah with her own chest. Selma's big, brown-skinned tits smothered Josh's face, and between both pairs of them he had to struggle to find air. Meanwhile, Bella had endless amounts of energy down below, bobbing up and down on his cock and using one hand to cradle his balls and give him delightful little scratches on the sensitive skin of his sack. The woman was talented with fellatio, that was for sure.

Josh let the women take command of the situation and how it advanced, as they were the ones with the plan, and he had quite enjoyed everything that had happened so far. After he had gotten a healthy taste of both of Selma's nipples, she pulled away from his face so that she could go a little further south, turning around and pressing her shoulder against Sarah's hip, while the blonde wrapped a hand around the back of Josh's head to urge him to suck harder at her tits.

"Move over, Bella," Selma insisted, bringing her head down to Josh's crotch. "You can't be the only one who gets dessert."

Bella pulled off Josh's cock, taking big, deep breaths of air and looking around as though she had forgotten where she was, returning to reality after all of her attention had been focused on blowing Josh.

Selma quickly took Josh's dick into her mouth, tasting both him and what Bella had left behind. Josh groaned into Sarah's tits, the stimulation intoxicating. Blowing him from the opposite direction, Josh felt the ridges of the roof of Selma's mouth rub up against the underside of his cock, and it was heavenly.

Selma blew him for a good minute or two—a great minute or two, really—and Sarah pulled back from his face during that, letting him breathe while she rubbed her own tits and pinched at her hard nipples. She locked eyes with Bella where the dark-haired woman waited patiently for her turn with Josh, and Sarah said, "Come on, ladies. It's time. Like we talked about, yeah?"

Josh could have asked what she meant, but he decided he'd much rather see it. Selma brought her mouth up off his cock, almost eagerly, as if she was excited for what was going to come next. She looked back at Josh, his wet cock still wagging back-and-forth below her chin.

"Time for you to do some work, honey," she said to him with a vicious grin she smacked one hand on the muscle of his thigh. "Get up and stand in front of the table. We want you fillin' us all up as best you can."

Their arrangement moved, Josh still unsure what was going to happen, but the directions clear enough. He moved to the side and Selma climbed over him as he did so, sliding his legs off the table to plant them on the ground and then get back up, standing. Selma took the spot where he had been lying, and Bella got up on the table herself, getting on her back next to Selma. 

Now Josh stood in front of the table, looking at all three women lying next to each other, with Bella on his left, Selma in the middle, and Sarah on his right. Almost in unison, the three of them slid down the table as far as they could, inching forward so that their buttocks hung a couple inches off the edge of the table, and their legs were raised up, presenting all three of their spread pussies in formation for Josh's viewing pleasure. He took in the sight with hungry eyes, silently willing himself to remember it forever.

Of course, he was meant to do a lot more than just look at them.

"Me first!" Sarah called, sliding her hands underneath her thighs and spreading her legs farther. "Come on, Josh. Stick that hard cock in me!"

This was the longest that there hadn't been a hot mouth wrapped around his cock in some time, so he hardly needed the encouragement to get inside one of the women again. He stepped to the side, pressing himself up against Sarah while Bella and Selma watched. His hard cock slid up against the slickness of her pussy lips, nudging at her clit. She reached down with one hand and pushed him down to her entrance, making sure he got inside quickly. 

Immediately, his full length slid into the tight embrace of her tunnel, making both of them moan until his crotch pressed against hers. Josh grabbed Sarah around the backs of her thighs and pulled himself up tight to her, making sure he was as deep as possible. He savored her hot, tight pussy around his cock for a moment before starting to fuck her, both at her insistence and his own need, sliding back and forth inside her cunt. Sarah curled her toes and bit her lip as Josh fucked her, wrapping her legs around his waist as if to trap him inside of her.

But Josh had other women to service, too, and they didn't let him forget it. Selma pawed at Sarah's breasts, squeezing her nipples and tickling at her, until Sarah giggled and slapped at her hands. But she let Josh go, and Selma beckoned him over to her, using her legs to grab him around the hips and pull him over. She got him centered right on her pussy, her big breasts shaking with the movement, jiggling on her chest. Josh teased her a little, running his cock along her pussy lips and spreading Sarah's juices on her. Selma wiggled, trying to get him inside of her.

They did line up, Josh sliding into her and letting out a breath in a long exhale. He felt the difference curves and nudges of her insides, his white cock disappearing into the pinkness tucked beneath her dark pussy lips. Selma rubbed her legs against his sides, grunting and smiling in pleasure as Josh pumped into her. He slapped his groin into hers, the sounds of their sex wet and loud in the room. The women on either side of Selma reached over to fondle at her breasts and help her feel good. Selma tilted her head back against the table, taking it all in. 

Then it was Bella's turn, and Josh was fighting not to cum as he pulled out of Selma and she gave a theatric, disappointed groan. He stepped to the left again, this time lined up against the pussy of the woman who had sucked his cock ferociously. Pushing his cock into her cunt, he found the heat and slickness between her legs just as delicious. Her pussy grabbed at his cock, practically pulling him into her by itself. Josh grabbed her around the back of her thighs and fucked Bella, slamming into her pussy as she told him to fuck her harder, and harder. He railed her, shaking the table with the force of his pounding. 

So it went for some time, with Josh spreading himself around to the three women as best as he possibly could, taking turns in their pussies and holding back his own orgasm. At one point when he got back to Selma, sliding into her tight cunt to her squeal of delight, Bella leaned over to rub at her clit, smiling while she watched Josh fuck her friend.

Then Josh went to Sarah again and the other two couldn't hold themselves back anymore. Bella got on top of Selma just like Sarah had done before, and the two of them ate each other out while Josh got inside of Sarah. He knew that he was going to cum, and he fucked her hard, making Sarah's tits bounce while she grabbed onto the table to steady herself and keep her pussy far forward so that Josh could slam into her over and over with his full length.

The flurry of pussy-eating and hardcore, forceful fucking led to their orgasms coming in a wave, with Bella and Selma cumming into each other's mouths and faces while they sucked each other's clits and jammed two and three fingers into each other's cunts, and Sarah's pussy spasming around Josh's cock even as she begged him to cum inside of her, and he did as she asked, grunting and moaning and slamming himself deep inside her tunnel to empty his balls into her. His hot seed splashed into her, pumping into her as Josh pumped himself into her as well, everyone's pleasure filling the room and each of them closing their eyes and pouring themselves out into the other.

Josh pulled his cock, hard but spent, out of Sarah, letting his seed spill out of her and onto the floor of the dining room. His heart pounded in his chest and his legs wanted to give out, and the three women didn't look much different, lowering their raised limbs and catching their breath.

But all of them knew they couldn't linger here forever, so they found their clothes and got to looking as straightened-up as they could. But there was only so much that could be done for messy hair and the pervasive, lingering smiles that were stuck to all of their faces as they sat back down in their chairs, fully dressed and only slightly askew.

He blinked, trying to remember the last time anything had gone this well. One time he had won $200 on a scratch-off ticket, when he was twenty. Back then, he figured he might have felt one-quarter of what he felt now. 

"I hope we can see you again," Sarah told him.

"It was," Bella said, squeezing his hand, "a pleasure doing business with you, Josh."

"Likewise," was all Josh could manage to say, and the women said he could take his leave and they'd let the staff know the room was ready for treatment. Before he could spoil anything, he did, shaking their hands while they all wore their secret smiles.

Outside, he got into his car and he admired that tree again, perfect and pleasant. Almost too serene to be real. But there it was, right in front of him.

He had promised Grace a story, but there was no way she'd ever believe him.

THE END
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Normally, as an electrician, Eli wouldn't have tied himself to a dispatch service. He'd done his time and apprenticeship working for larger outfits some years ago, learning a lot and getting paid a poor wage at the same time. And once he'd had all he needed, he'd made himself an LLC, printed some business cards, and taken his skills private, under his own name. Clockwork Electric, complete with a gear-and-wire logo etched behind the bold letters of the name.

But then he'd heard about this place, this centralized dispatch company for home repairs and the like, called Around The Clock. The similarity between their name and his wasn't what had drawn him in, though it did make him smile. It was their rate that had drawn him in. Somehow this place, ATC for short, was able to pay him as a contractor only slightly less than he'd earn on his own rate—and they brought the clients to him. Or him to the clients, anyway. As a guy just starting out, how could you say no to that? There was no rule against handing out your business card or anything. It was easy to drum up long-term clients as long as you did your job well, that was what Eli figured.

Win-win.

He got registered with ATC as a contractor, which was a little involved but nothing he hadn't expected. He had to come in for an in-person meeting, where he met with a few managers of the company, men and women both, who looked him up and down personally, seemingly as closely as they had looked over his licensure and insurance information. He could have sworn he saw one of the women looking at his left hand for a wedding ring and smiling when she saw nothing, but he could've been imagining it. Maybe he was just lonely.

All in all, it was a very pleasant hour or so that he spent in their small office on the south side of the city, and he left feeling excited about how this would help his business. ATC had his information and his business line now, and they would simply call him when a job came up in his region to see if he was available. They were very friendly, almost overbearingly so. He wondered if it had anything to do with the fact that they were all white and he was a black man—he hadn't seen another black person in his small tour of their office—but he had no desire to hold being friendly against them. Like he'd thought right away, it was going to be win-win.

He didn't get a call from ATC for a couple of weeks, but when the first call did come, he found himself excited to take on the job. The dispatcher for ATC called to see if he was available, and gave him the street name for the job. It worked fine for Eli, who would actually be able to get there today, so he told them that he was good for it to at least look around for an estimate, and maybe complete the job depending on the complexity. They gave him the name and phone number of the customer, and he could take it from there. The invoicing and pay and all that would be handled through ATC once the job was completed.

It was all wonderfully simple. Immediately, Eli dialed the number, knowing that the homeowner was waiting for his call.

"Hello," a female voice answered after two rings.

"Hello, this is Eli, an electrician with Around The Clock, Eli said. What's going on?

The woman introduced herself as Sherry, then proceeded to give him the details. A hanging light fixture, a chandelier really, wasn't turning on anymore, and there were some problems with other lighting in the same room.

Eli told her he'd be right over to get a look at it, and it sounded like something he'd be able to take care of that day. Sherry thanked him profusely and ended the call, and Eli got into his work van and headed over to her house.

Eli found the address and pulled into the driveway. The house was fairly big, but modest, like the neighborhood around it. When he had heard the word 'chandelier' from Sherry, his mind had immediately gone to some kind of lavish mansion or something of that sort, but that was just a reflex. He'd been in plenty of homes with fancy light fixtures that didn't also have a live-in wait staff. The house was two stories tall and white, and the front door was a powder blue color that matched the shutters around the windows. The front yard had a ring of hedges around it that were in varying states of health, not offering much privacy, with most of them quite in need of a trim. When he got out of the van and strapped on his toolbelt, he could hear a pool filter running, presumably from the backyard of this house or maybe one of the neighbors'. The neighborhood itself was pretty quiet today, the afternoon of a workday and a school day, so any ambient sounds were mostly dogs barking here and there, or the passing of cars.

It was a nice day. The sky was blue, the sun was shining, and it wasn't too hot. A gentle breeze rustled the blooming limbs of the short trees that were spaced along the sidewalk. He might have stood around and enjoyed it longer, but he did have a job to do, and he wanted his first call with ATC to be a good one. 

Eli closed the door of his van and walked up to the powder-blue front door. There were potted plants on either side of it, alive and perky from regular watering. As a gardener himself, he appreciated that. He pressed the small white button of the doorbell on the left side of the door frame and waited, his smile ready.

The door opened not long after, and Sherry stood in the doorway, saying hello. He didn't know what he had expected, but he definitely hadn't expected her to look like this. She was athletic, and possibly underdressed for the occasion, whatever the occasion might be. Her long, brown hair was tied back in a ponytail, and she wore what might have been workout clothes, though she wasn't out of breath or sweaty or anything. She had on a tight, cropped top that hugged her large breasts together and showed the flatness of her stomach. Her pants were just as tight as her shirt, flexible material in a charcoal gray that told Eli exactly what curves and shapes she had to offer.

Eli made sure not to let his eyes linger too long on the assets she was showing off. That wouldn't be a good way to start a new business relationship.

"Nice to meet you, Sherry," he said, extending his hand. "I'm Eli. My business is Clockwork Electric, but I'm on the team of dispatches for ATC, and I was happy to get the call. Would you mind showing me to the problem area?"

"Of course, of course, come on in," Sherry said, stepping back from the door and holding it open. As much as Eli wasn't trying to examine her very nice body, was he crazy, or was she checking him out? He was in good shape, but his working outfit of jeans, long-sleeved shirt, and bulky toolbelt wasn't exactly helping him to cut the best figure.

He shook his head as he stepped inside, getting rid of those thoughts. Focus on the work.

"Don't mind us if we make some noise," Sherry said, leading him into the house but flashing a smile at him over her shoulder. "My friend Nadia is here and we're just playing some cards."

"Not a problem at all," he said, returning the smile as she led him past the stairs and around a corner. She popped her head into a doorway as she passed, an open wall that led into the kitchen.

"This is Eli," she said to her friend, who was sitting at the kitchen table. One chair was pulled out from the table, and a hand of cards was spread face down in front of it. "Aren't you going to say hi?"

"Hey, I'm Nadia," the woman at the table said, giving Eli a little wave. 

Eli, he said, smiling. Nadia was pretty stunning too, if he could be frank about it. She had short hair, strawberry blonde, in a short bob cut that looked very good on her. Her outfit wasn't quite as revealing as Sherry's, but it still held very few secrets. A tight fitting T-shirt showed off boobs that were bigger than Sherry's, which was saying something, and her shorts were so short that as she sat at the table with her legs crossed, Eli could've been forgiven for thinking she wasn't wearing any bottoms at all. Her skin was tanned, dark and even.

"All right," Sherry said, watching them look at each other for just a moment before she spoke up. "No peeking at my cards. I'll be back in just a minute."

"I already told you, I don't need to cheat to beat you," Nadia said, gesturing at Sherry as if to emphasize her point. Eli wasn't sure what that gesture was supposed to mean, but Sherry shook her head and gave Nadia the finger in a good-natured sort of way.

Sherry led him down the hall, and they turned right into a sitting room with a high ceiling, which was where the offending light fixture was.

"Yeah," Sherry said, pointing upward at the chandelier. "There she is, not doing anything no matter how many times I flick the switch. I thought ten times might do it, then twenty, then I fiddled with the circuit breaker, and then I realized this was beyond my skillset."

Eli laughed. She was funny, and she was quick. He asked her about the other lights, and she confirmed that most of the can lighting in the ceiling of the sitting room was on the fritz, as well.

"Okay," Eli said, once he had established the situation. "Don't worry, I won't go making holes in the walls or anything. If you can just show me where the breaker is, you can get back to your game and I'll let you know what I turn up."

"Thanks a million," Sherry said. "I'm glad you got here so fast."

Once he had the lay of the land, Sherry excused herself back to the kitchen with Nadia, and Eli got to work. The path from the breaker and back to the sitting room where the chandelier was brought him by the kitchen, and he couldn't help but peer in each time he passed. The way they sat, their backs were to him, so they didn't see him looking. 

And that was when he had to make sure that he wasn't going crazy.

On one of his trips from his van and back to the sitting room, passing the kitchen, he could have sworn that Nadia was wearing a different shirt. And the next time he stole a glance into the kitchen, he knew it was true, because the dark blue shirt she had been wearing was slung over the back of her chair, and she was down to a crop top even shorter than Sherry's, revealing the lean, tanned skin of her stomach in the bright white light of the kitchen.

Eli actually paused in his steps once he saw that, then kept moving by force of will, knowing that it would be too obvious he was looking if he stayed. She'd just gotten a little hot and taken a layer off, that was all. Nothing to rubberneck about. Though she did look good...they both did.

Eli went back to his work, but he quickly understood that he was making up excuses in his head to go walking by the kitchen again, because something didn't feel quite right. 

Well, it didn't feel wrong, but it did feel different.

He was walking by the kitchen again, after having gone and gotten his phone charger out of the van for no reason at all, when what he saw almost made him gasp aloud. Plenty of people took off a top layer when they got hot, but the bottom layer? When company was over, not to mention a complete stranger?

Sherry was sitting at the table as she had been, but her tight workout pants were gone. Eli didn't know where they were. He didn't care. The chair was slat-backed, and what Eli cared about was the fact that he could see her red, lacy thong panties past the light grain of the wood, and the white curve of her ass cheeks pressed against the cold wood of the chair and squished against the back.

Move, he told his frozen legs. Before you get yourself in trouble—

"Hey, Eli," Sherry called out, and it wasn't until a moment later he realized that she had called his name without even turning around to see if he was there. She knew.

But then she did turn around, throwing her elbow over the back of the chair and looking at him with a wicked smile. "Would you be able to come over here and help us out? We're in a deadlock in this game and we're not sure whose hand wins."

"Please," Nadia added, turning around in her chair herself, and Jesus Christ that was no crop top, the woman was just wearing her bra, black and simple and holding back the wonderful shapes of her huge DD-sized (or more) breasts, the lighter-colored, supple flesh practically spilling over the top of the black fabric.

Like a cartoon character, Eli swallowed, feeling a lump in his throat. 

"Come on," Nadia encouraged, moving her arms in such a way that her large breasts got pushed together. "Seriously, we can't take care of this by ourselves, and our phones are charging in the other room. You know poker hands, don't you?"

"Uh, yeah," Eli said, finally managing to get some words out.

"Come on over, then," Nadia said, turning back around in her chair and looking down at her cards like they were the most important thing in the world. Sherry watched him for just a moment longer before turning around herself, tapping a finger on her poker hand where it was splayed out in front of her.

Well, whatever happens, it was worth it, Eli thought, stepping into the kitchen and past what he thought of as the point of no return, as he got close enough to see the freckles on Nadia's shoulders.

"Great." Sherry looked up at him, her cleavage very deep from Eli's point of view, then looked back down at the cards. It looked like the two of them were playing five card stud, with each of their five-card hands face up on the table. "What do you say, Eli? I've got a straight here, right? How could that lose?"

"Straight loses to a flush," Nadia said, pointing to her own cards with their monochromatic array of black spades.

"No way," Sherry said. "My straight goes all the way up to King."

"Well?" Nadia looked up at Eli. Her eyes were green and sparkling. 

Sherry met his gaze, too, with her bright blue eyes. Eli's heart gave a thump in his chest like it had tripped over something.

"Let me, um, see here..." Eli swallowed again, leaning over the table while trying to keep a respectable distance between himself and the two women sitting on either side of him. "Nadia, ah, Nadia's right. Her flush wins."

Nadia smiled, perky, over at Sherry, who made a show of pushing her cards away in disgust.

"Well that's the big winning hand, isn't it?" Sherry said, pulling her hands back. She glanced at Nadia with a secret smile, then looked back up at Eli. "Since you know how the hands work, you probably know the rules of strip poker too, right, Eli?"

"I'm sorry?" Eli said, sure that he hadn't heard her right.

Sherry nodded knowingly. "Strip poker. I just lost that hand, so..."

She didn't wait for Eli to fill in the blanks. Sherry hooked her fingers underneath the bottom of her tight-fitting top and pulled it over her head. The whole action probably took less than two seconds, but those two seconds moved extremely slowly for Eli. He watched Sherry's naked breasts tumble out of her shirt, her nipples hard and her boobs bouncing from the motion.

No fucking way, Eli thought.

"I think that's the end of our game," Sherry said. She brought her hands up, cupping her breasts from underneath. Her pink nipples pointed slightly upward. "I'm ready for a new game, though."

"Yes," Nadia said, smiling first at Sherry's breasts, and then up at Eli from where she sat. She uncrossed her legs, setting both her feet on the floor and revealing that her very short shorts were completely gone, and either she hadn't been wearing underwear beneath them, or those had disappeared as well. "Would you like to play with us, Eli?"

"You've worked hard enough," Sherry said, laying a hand on his forearm. It was warm. "You have to play, too, don't you?"

There was no mistaking what was going on here. The question was, was Eli into it? And of all the questions he had asked himself in his life, that had to be one of the most stupid.

Eli took in a deep breath, sealed his nerves, and said, with a winning smile, "How do you play?"

"With your hands," Sherry told him, and she lowered her own from her breasts, turning her chest toward Eli.

Eli brought his hands up, putting his own rough skin against some of the softest that Sherry had to offer. He took her breasts in both hands, one in each, feeling how heavy and big they were while his dick stirred in his pants. Sherry close to her eyes and tilted her head back, letting Eli get a good feel of her.

Nadia stood up next to Eli, silently pushing her chair back. She was naked from the waist down. Well, really all she was wearing was a bra, so there was hardly anything between Nadia and the open air. From the looks of it, most of her boobs couldn't fit in the bra, anyway.

"Give me a hand, too, Eli," Nadia asked of him after a few moments, bearing her breasts forward. "My clasp is in the front."

Eli was happy to oblige, taking his left hand off of Sherry and searching for the clasp to Nadia's bra. He didn't find it right away. He had to press his hand deep between her breasts, where the little clasp was hidden by their size, but he did find it and popped it open. The relief was tangible, both from the clasp and Nadia herself, as her bra opened outward and her big boobs came free, bouncing in the air. Eli looked over her boobs hungrily, with her light-brown nipples hard in the open air.

"Go on," Nadia urged. "Play with me, too, Eli."

Eli's free hand went to Nadia's tits, and now he felt both of the women, unconsciously comparing their size and weight and how the soft breasts felt against his hands. There was no winner. If there was a winner, it was him.

"Don't stop," Sherry instructed him, stepping a little bit away from the table and turning toward Eli. "We're going to help you with those silly work clothes

I" could do this forever," Eli told them, and Nadia giggled. Her hands went on him, slipping down from his chest to his waist and finding the strap of his toolbelt, which she undid deftly, letting it fall to the floor with a thud.

It was nice to have that weight off of his waist, and a much more pleasant sensation there instead. Nadia's hands were not shy at all, her fingers slipping easily under his belt to pull his shirt out of his jeans. Inspired, Eli moved his own hands lower on Sherry, much as he hated to take them away from her tits. His fingers trailed down her stomach to reach the lacy edge of her panties. He tucked his fingertips inside and pulled down, getting Sherry's panties off her hips. She wiggled, helping him by bending her knees and reaching down to push at the other side herself.

Meanwhile, Nadia had undone all the buttons of his shirt, and she helped him take it off, briefly interrupting his hands' work on the two of them. She ran her own hand down his bare chest, her tanned skin still not quite as dark as Eli's complexion, then was quick to get to his belt and undo it even faster than she had gotten his toolbelt off. Somehow, Sherry's panties hit the floor only shortly before everything Eli was wearing did, and the three of them were stark naked in the kitchen, hands all over each other.

"I want more than hands," Nadia said as Eli pulled at one of her nipples and she sighed.

"Me too," Sherry said. "Let's go somewhere with some carpet."

She grabbed Eli by the hand and led them out of the kitchen, Nadia pressed up close against him, her huge breasts pushed into his back. She helped urge him along, following behind Sherry as they went to the sitting room where Eli had been working.

"Good thing we don't need lights," Sherry said with a laugh.

"Here." Nadia swung around Eli, taking the pleasant weight of her tits away from his back, and stood in front of him. "I love when you play with my boobs, but I need you to be a little rougher, okay? Suck on my nipples. And use your teeth a little bit."

"And don't move," Sherry added, sliding her hands down his body while she dropped down to her knees onto the carpet, explaining her desire to change their venue away from the linoleum floor of the kitchen. "I'd like to work on you right here."

Eli's cock was hard and immediately in her face, the rigid black flesh pushed up against her lips before Eli could even respond to what she was saying. In the next second, she had opened up her red lips and taken his cockhead in her mouth, and then a few inches of his hard shaft. He groaned, and the sound of pleasure mixed with a similar one coming out muffled from Sherry's mouth.

"Don't forget about me while you're getting your dick sucked," Nadia told him with a wry smile, and she pulled him forward into her chest. Sherry was halfway wedged between them, taking Eli deeper into her mouth.

Eli buried his face in Nadia's huge tits, and she pushed them together around his head, almost completely enveloping it. He could have died in here between these two beautiful tits, and he would've been fine with it. But of course, Nadia needed a little more attention than that.

Eli pulled back a little, taking in some air, and found a nipple with his mouth. He sucked hard on it, and Nadia moaned approvingly, putting a hand on the back of his head. With a hand, he found her other nipple, and he took her advice. He pinched it hard, giving it a little twist, and Nadia shivered and pressed her body harder into him.

Below, Sherry had quickly worked her way down all eight of Eli's inches, taking the thickness of his black cock into her throat and showing just how good she was at sucking a big dick. It felt so good, her mouth and throat muscles working on him, that Eli couldn't help but reach his hand down and grab her head with it. He dug his fingers into her hair, then moved down to wrap his fist around her ponytail at the base. It was clear that she liked that, as she started to bob back-and-forth on his cock even faster.

Eli switched to Nadia's other nipple, this time pulling on it with his teeth and gently running the hard little nub between his molars. Nadia cried out, "Yes! Just like that!" as he worked, in case he needed the motivation.

He chewed on both her nipples for a little while longer, enjoying the extremely passionate blowjob that Sherry was working on between his legs, but eventually he had to pull off of Nadia, leaving both her nipples shining with his saliva.

"I need to get to work on both of your pussies," he said confidently, fully into it now. "Let's get you both on the couch. Sit back, spread your legs for me."

Sherry slowly slid off Eli's cock, being purposefully gradual about it and scraping along the top and bottom with her teeth at the very end, practically making him jump. He flashed a grin down at her when she looked up at him from the floor, and she matched it and smacked his cock with her open palm, making it wiggle back-and-forth.

Teasing as they might be, both the women were quite open to getting played with, and they got themselves situated on the couch while Eli darted quickly back to the kitchen to wash the work off of his hands. When he came back, the two women were seated next to each other, proud as devils, with their legs spread wide to show everything they had down there.

Once they saw Eli approaching, they turned toward each other, each finding the other with their lips and kissing each other deeply. Eli walked up slowly, enjoying the show the two of them were putting on, as their tongues fenced openly between their mouths, and their hands wandered over each other to get lost amidst huge tits and hard nipples. Both of their chests rose and fell with intense breath.

"Don't stop on my account," Eli said, noticing their hesitation as he got up close to them and knelt down on the carpet just as Sherry had. "You focus up there, and I'll focus down here."

He saw a smile touch each of their lips at his words, even though they were busy tasting each other's mouths. Down here between their legs, he could smell their arousal, thick and heady and full of lust. He decided to go for Sherry first, almost wishing he had left those delicious red panties on her just so he could pull them to the side.

As it was, what he was presented with now was hardly a downgrade. Sherry moved herself forward on the couch so that her pussy was very close to the edge. She was wet, glistening with arousal, and the pinkness of her inner lips was showing. She was smooth-shaven, begging to be eaten.

Eli pressed his lips into her sex, kissing right on the bud of her clitoris. Then he brought his tongue out and down, licking up along her lips all the way from the bottom of her pussy. She tasted wonderful, and she felt just as good. He eagerly dug his tongue into her tunnel, tasting more of her, wiggling inside of her to make her feel good. Above him, Sherry panted into Nadia's open mouth, losing herself in the sensations of what Eli was doing to her.

Eventually he pulled away, but only so that he could go and taste Nadia, who carried her own strong flavor between her legs, legs which she squeezed around Eli's head the moment his tongue hit her soft lips. Sherry didn't seem to put out at the change, in fact reaching one hand down to find and rub at Nadia's clit while Eli buried his tongue in her pussy and licked every inch of her sensitive lips. Sherry even moved her hand down, sliding a finger into Nadia's tight hole alongside Eli's tongue, rubbing against both her friend and Eli as she fingered Nadia. 

Nadia leaned back against the couch, starting to lose herself in the pleasure. Her breath came quickly, washing over Sherry as the brunette pushed Nadia's chin back and started to lick down the length of her neck. She brought her fingers out of Nadia and focused on rubbing her clit, letting Eli continue his work down below, tasting her pussy and pushing his tongue up into her as far as he could.

Nadia put a hand on top of Eli's head, keeping him locked onto her cunt. Above his nose, Eli could feel Sherry working hard at Nadia's button, rubbing back-and-forth in a practiced manner, something she had done before. Her tongue slid up and down Nadia's neck, coming up to find her mouth and give her a deep kiss, then coming back down to taste the rest of her skin, diving her wet tongue between Nadia's huge breasts and moving over to her nipple to chew on it just like Eli had.

Nadia was starting to lose control. Her hips bucked gently up against Eli as he ate her pussy, pressing up against his nose. He heard her moans from down between her legs, her thighs rhythmically squeezing his head. He brought his fingers up, still licking the sensitive parts of her lips, but giving her something bigger to fill herself with. He slipped two fingers inside of her tight hole and she let out a loud cry and bucked her hips forward some more, making his fingers slide in deeper.

"Come on, Nadia," Sherry teased. "I know how close you are." She whispered the words into her ear, her hot breath washing over Nadia's neck. "Hold on as long as you can stand it."

Nadia didn't respond. She had to keep all her focus on holding back her climax, as the two of them continued to work her just about as hard as they could. Eli viewed it as a challenge, and he felt that Sherry did as well. Perhaps these two competed more often beyond strategically-planned strip poker games.

Sherry's fingers worked faster, rubbing as much pleasure as they could into Nadia's clit. Eli curled his on fingers and started to stroke Nadia's insides, and when he felt her legs squeeze around his head again, this time not letting him go, he knew that she was dangling over the edge, ready to be pushed off. Sherry got her there, dragging her tongue up from her tits to her neck and finding her earlobe, biting down on it and making Nadia jump.

"Oh! Oh God!" Nadia shuddered, and she let loose, her orgasm squeezing Eli's fingers and making the whole couch shake. Her thighs were tight around his head, and he loved the pressure, letting her hold him there while her orgasm came in great, powerful waves, racking her with ecstasy.

Eli pulled out of her slowly, letting her recover, while Sherry kept kissing on her, playing with her boobs and rubbing across her stomach and sides in the afterglow of her orgasm. After a minute, she whispered something into her ear, and Nadia blinked, looking over at her. With a little nod, she smiled, sitting up straighter on the couch.

"Something I should know?" Eli asked teasingly.

"I'm sure you'll be able to figure it out." Sherry pulled herself away from Nadia. "Stand up, Eli. Let us out. We have to rearrange."

Eli stood and gave them room, stepping back from the couch. Nadia took a little longer to get up than Sherry, but not for lack of enthusiasm. Her body was just worn out from the intense orgasm. But she did get up, and when she made it to her feet, Sherry put a hand on her shoulder.

"You're pretty wiped out, Nadia. You can be on the bottom."

Eli didn't inquire as to what that meant, letting the situation unfold in front of him. Nadia moved past Sherry, more toward the edge of the couch. She laid down on it, on her back, but then she scooted forward and up so that her ass rested on the arm of the couch.

"Perfect." Sherry caressed a loving hand over Nadia's breasts. "Don't make me fall, now."

Sherry got onto the couch, climbing over Nadia. Then she laid down on top of her, squishing their breasts together. She positioned herself so that the top of her mound pressed against Nadia's own, their clits just barely not touching, and her knees spreading Nadia's legs wide and keeping her steady against the arm of the couch.

Pressed together, both women turned their heads to look at Eli, grinning. They seemed surprisingly comfortable, and Eli loved the look of their tits pressing against each other.

"Go on behind us," Sherry said, "and make your choice. As many times as you need."

Eli stopped his jaw from dropping, managing a nod while he went around to the side of the couch to get a look at them from behind. The sight was incredible. With their legs intertwined and spread open, their pussies were like wet pink flowers, their pink assholes on full display. Their mounds pressed together, and Sherry, on top, gave her butt a little wiggle as Eli looked.

"You gonna stare all day?" Sherry asked.

Again, that was something Eli could do without much complaint, but in this case there was definitely a better option. He got behind them proper now, moving his hips in between their spread legs.

"Me first," Sherry pleaded, giving her ass another wiggle. "I'm aching for it."

Eli didn't say a word, he just put one hand on her ass while using the other hand to line up his hard cock with her pussy. Sherry twitched against him, her need obvious and wet. Eli teased her a little bit, sliding his cock down her pussy all the way to her clit, sliding it back up again and pushing half of himself into her hole. Sherry screamed, unable to contain how good it felt to have her pussy stretched out after all this foreplay. Eli grabbed her ass with both hands, squeezing the meat of her ass cheeks as he drove himself further into her, then further, then all the way in. He pushed his crotch against her and felt her heat and wetness, and further down his balls pressed into Nadia's wet lips.

"Oh God yes, fill me up," Sherry said in delight, her fingers digging into the fabric of the couch.

"Just that?" Eli said teasingly. "You don't want me to fuck you?"

"You'd better—"

Rather than waiting for her to reply, Eli gripped her ass harder and started to fuck her, halting the words right in her throat. Sherry choked on whatever she was about to say and buried her head in the hollow of Nadia's neck. Her tongue slathered across Nadia's flesh almost by instinct.

Eli slammed into Sherry's cunt, making sure to do it hard and deep. His balls slapped against Nadia's pussy over and over as he fucked her friend on top of her, making Nadia jerk with each slap. Their bodies rocked back and forth as Eli fucked Sherry. After plowing her with deep strokes for a while, he pulled out, leaving her to turn around and ask with her eyes for him to shove it back in.

Instead, he found Nadia's hole and slid his cock into it, engulfing himself in her tight, wet tunnel. Nadia wrapped her arms around Sherry's back, holding her tight as Eli fucked her. Eli watched her fingers press into Sherry's flesh then pull away to rub at her sides while both of them panted and moaned together.

Eli pumped his cock in and out of Nadia, then with no warning, pulled out and flipped it up to Sherry, plunging back inside of her again, taking her by surprise and making her cry out. He grabbed her ass hard again, fucking her for a good thirty seconds before going back to Nadia and fucking her pussy just as hard. He kept them both guessing, switching between them, before finally sliding into Sherry once more because he knew that he was ready to cum.

At some point, Sherry had slipped her hand down between her and Nadia's bodies, and she had snuck a finger onto her clit. She rubbed herself while Eli fucked her, her breath hot and heavy, panting into Nadia's neck while occasionally licking her and nibbling her ear like she almost couldn't help it.

"Harder," she begged, rubbing as furiously at herself as her pinned-down hand could allow. "Fuck me hard!" 

Eli grabbed her by her hips and rammed into her, getting in as deep as he possibly could. He filled her completely over and over, until it was too much for her and her orgasm burst out of her, Sherry screaming into Nadia shoulder, her flesh muffling the sounds. Her ass humped up and down on Eli's cock, helping him drive in deeper and deeper as she came.

Then at last it was Eli's turn, as he had held out as long as he possibly could. He yanked his cock out of Sherry, her hole still twitching, and he began to unload his balls all over the two of them. His jets of cum painted their pussies and assholes, streaking them with white, both women reveling in the sensation of his hot seed spouting all over them. He pumped his cock, grunting, hot waves of pleasure shooting through him just the same as he spurted them out between Sherry's and Nadia's legs—and onto them, as well. When his orgasm subsided, his balls completely drained, the two women were simply a mess. A beautiful, hot-as-fuck mess.

He was about to offer to help in some way, like getting a towel, but was surprised when the women were able to unwind from each other and get to their feet without spilling a drop, so to speak. With a happy smile on her face, Sherry stepped over to a nearby linen closet just outside the entryway to the sitting room and grabbed herself and Nadia a couple small, soft towels to clean up with.

"Thanks, Eli," Sherry said. The two of them had gotten cleaned up quickly, and Sherry had led them all back to the kitchen so they could find their clothes again. "Terrific work, honestly. By far the best contractor I've ever had over."

"You're thanking me?" Eli almost laughed. "I ought to be thanking you."

Nadia smiled. "You went well beyond the scope of your duties. It's appreciated."

Fully dressed now, with his toolbelt back on, Eli did in fact remember that he was an electrician. "Well, the gratitude is mine, all the same. And speaking of my duties, I did get an estimate jotted down before things got...naked..."

"Oh, good, I almost forgot, myself." Sherry stepped close to him to look at his tablet.

The whole situation went back to business surprisingly naturally, perhaps because the spontaneous threesome was so crazy to begin with. Eli gave her a quote she was happy with and she approved the work, which he was able to get done within the next half hour. Sherry clapped her hands together excitedly when he flicked the switch and she saw the chandelier and other lighting turn on.

She planted a kiss on his cheek. "You're the best, Eli. If I need anything else worked on, I'm calling you."

"Please do." He gave her his business card, and then gave her a second copy to give to Nadia. "If either of you need anything."

"We're not shy about our needs," Nadia said, standing beside Sherry. She took the card, then she kissed him, too, on his lips. One very warm goodbye later, Eli was back in his van and driving off.

Leaving the neighborhood, Eli wondered if this could somehow get back to ATC, but if it did, who cared? If he had to do things over, he wouldn't change a thing about what just happened. 

The only downside would be that normal jobs after this one might almost feel like a disappointment, even if they paid well. 

But the next time he had to shove himself into some tiny gap in a drop ceiling to check on wiring, he could remember the afternoon he spent at Sherry's house with her and Nadia.

He had a feeling he'd be thinking about it a lot.

––––––––
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Harem by Appointment, Book 2: Backdoor Job
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Terry got the call from the Around The Clock dispatcher when he was in the middle of another job, so he didn't pick up. When he got a moment to check his phone, he saw that it was ATC, and he called them back.

"Hey, this is Terry Goodman," he said, once the line had been picked up. "Is there something in the area?"

"Hi, Terry. Yes, on Roosevelt Drive. Miss Sanders has a problem with the back door, the door isn't hanging right and won't close properly. She needs someone to take a look at it and see what can be done."

"Roosevelt," Terry repeated, thinking out loud. "Yeah, I'm not too far from there. I'm just wrapping up a job now, but I can be over there within half an hour or an hour."

"Consider it booked," the dispatcher said. "Here's her information, just give her a call as soon as you're able."

"Got it," Terry said, once the dispatcher had given the name, address, and phone number. He ended the call and went to go talk to his current client. 

Terry was a handyman contractor, able to handle most small repairs around a house that might fit into the category of 'general.' A busted back door was something he could definitely get fixed up.

He did indeed wrap up his current job in short order, and he gave his new client a call as soon as he was back inside of his truck.

"Hello," he said in a friendly tone once the call was picked up. "This is Terry Goodman, I work with Around The Clock home services. Am I speaking with Michelle Sanders?"

"Oh, good. Yes, this is Michelle. Did they tell you, I'm having a back door issue?"

"Yep, they gave me a little briefing, but please, tell me what's going on."

So Michelle did, and Terry nodded and made the right noises as she explained.

"Okay, well I can definitely get a look at that for you today...in fact I'm about thirty minutes away, if it's all right for me to head right over?"

"Yes, that's great, thank you so much," Michelle said. "I just have to call Ronnie. Sorry, just, I'll see you soon!"

Michelle hung up the phone, and Terry didn't worry about whatever she was saying at the end. It sounded like she was just reminding herself of something.

Luckily, he didn't hit any traffic or accidents on the way over, so the drive was smooth and he arrived in good spirits. He got out of his truck, then walked around the outside of it to hop up in the back and make sure he had everything he might need for a repair like this. He knew he did, of course, but he was a little anal about these things and he tended to triple- and quadruple-check. 

Once he confirmed everything was good, he looked to the house itself. It was a one-story, almost sprawling ranch, and at a glance it looked to cover more than 2,000 square feet. The color was a pleasant sky-blue, and the paint looked very good, probably done within the last few years. The front yard curved around the right side of the house and led into the back, where it was separated by a wooden privacy fence that presumably encircled the whole backyard. There was quite a bit of space in between this house and its neighbors, too. Nice neighborhood. Terry hadn't done a job here before.

When he was done admiring the place, he shut the tailgate of his truck and headed over to the front door, which lay at the end of a curving cement path. He didn't see a doorbell, so he gave a few knocks onto the thick wood and waited for Michelle to answer.

The door opened not long after, and Michelle was already greeting him even before the door was halfway open.

"Thanks again for coming so fast," Michelle said, reaching out her hand to shake before Terry even had time to put his own up. "I'm Michelle. Terry, right?"

"Terry," he confirmed, taking her hand and smiling. Michelle was beautiful, a tall brunette with a nice body and wide hips. It was a pretty hot day out, and she was dressed to accommodate that, with tight black shorts that showed a lot of her thighs, and a dark gray top that flowed loosely around her and showed a nice little sliver of her belly. She looked to be Latina, with fairly dark skin and a dazzling white smile beneath her dark eyes. She had a strong grip, and she let his hand go shortly.

"Anyway, come on in," she said to him, stepping back into the house. "Just follow me, I'll show you the door."

"Of course," Terry said, following in after her and closing the door behind him. The cooling wave of air conditioning washed over him as soon as he stepped inside, and he didn't want to let it out into the open air.

Michelle led him quickly through the house. The place was pretty quiet. There had only been one car in the driveway, and he didn't hear the sounds of any other people, or even pets. A TV was on somewhere, but it wasn't loud enough for him to tell what she might've been watching. He had noticed she had no wedding ring on, a habit he had developed from refusing to try online dating and instead preferring to meet women out and about. But he hated that he had noticed that, so he instead focused his efforts on making sure he didn't get lost or lose her, as the sprawling ranch house would have been difficult to navigate without a guide. He probably would've gotten turned around once or twice on his own.

"Okay, it's right here." Michelle led him from a carpeted hallway to the utility room with a linoleum floor. To the right was a washer and dryer, stacked on top of each other, an arrangement Terry envied. Past those, the room narrowed into a small alcove that led to the back door in question.

Michelle went over to the door, pushing it open to step outside through it. "You see how it's hanging weird?" she said to him, holding onto the door handle and providing it support so as not to make the problem worse. "I don't know how it happened."

"Yeah." Terry stepped forward. "I'll get a look for us here. I might have to go back-and-forth a couple times, so don't mind me."

"Thanks, Terry." She smiled at him, genuine and pleased. "Do what you have to do, and just let me know if you need me."

"Thanks," Terry said, and he held the door open for her so that she could get back inside the house. She slipped by him with a smile, seemingly going a little slower than she ought to. Terry couldn't help but look after her as she walked back into the house, his eyes drifting down to her surprisingly round and ample rear end. He brought his eyes back up quickly, not wanting to be a creep. The sight had just drawn him in, was all, and Michelle hadn't noticed.

Terry got to work on the door, assessing what was wrong and mentally going through the tools he had brought with him to make sure this was a job he could do on the spot. He was pretty sure it was, as long as the doorframe was in decent shape, which it looked like it was.

When he was done with his assessment, he went back into the house to go and find Michelle and give her his opinion on the fix. The good news was that it should be quick and easy, and not costly at all. ATC set the rate, so as their customer she should pretty much know what she was in for anyway.

He heard the sound of her voice as he stepped back into the house, supporting the door as it closed behind him as of course he hadn't quite fixed it yet. 

It sounded like she was talking to someone.  He followed the sounds of their conversation to find Michelle standing in the kitchen with another woman. The other woman's back was to Terry, and Michelle saw Terry over her shoulder.

"Oh, hey, come on Ronnie, this is him." Michelle started towards Terry, and her friend, Ronnie, turned around to get a look at Terry. She had reddish hair, longer than Michelle's, and while she was definitely in shape, she had a little more meat on her bones than her friend. Ronnie wore faded jeans that were tight around her legs in a good way, and a pink blouse with very thin straps over the shoulders that showed a lot of skin.

"This is Ronnie," Michelle said. "She might have some work to get done, too, so she wanted to see how you did."

"Short for Veronica." Ronnie smiled and gave Terry a little wave, standing shoulder-to-shoulder with Michelle in front of him. "Pleasure to meet you," Terry said, returning her smile. "Well, as long as we're assessing, I did find the issue and it should be an easy fix. I can show the both of you if you want to get a look."

"Oh, that's great," Michelle said with a smile. "Yes, let's see what it is."

So Terry brought them to the back door and pointed out the problem area, the top hinge that wasn't installed correctly into the frame and had given way over time. Terry let her know that he could get it repositioned and the door properly seated, and it wouldn't take very long at all. If she was okay with it, he could just get it done right now.

"Perfect!" Michelle exclaimed. "Yes, please, that would be just what I need."

"You got it," Terry said with a smile. "I'm just going to grab some tools from my truck, and I'll get this fixed up. "

"Thank you," Michelle said, and she put a hand on his upper arm affectionately. The touch was warm and she gave him a little squeeze. "We'll leave you to it, just let us know when you're all set."

"Of—of course," Terry replied, taken aback at the touch. Not that it was unpleasant. Not at all.

But from there, the two women went back to what they were doing, and Terry got to work, heading back to his truck quickly for what he would need. 

He got familiar with navigating the house, and there wasn't too much he needed to carry to get the door fixed. As he had assessed, it was an easy job, and he got it done in less than a half hour. He didn't skimp on his workmanship at all, of course. When it was done, he gave it a few necessary test tries, opening the door and closing it gently to make sure it sat right, and letting it shut on its own as well.

Satisfied that it was good to go, he went to go and find Michelle and Ronnie so they could see the fix. They were easy to find, chatting animatedly with each other, this time in the living room, though they hadn't been so loud earlier while Terry had started working, or maybe he just hadn't been paying attention.

He stepped into the living room, clearing his throat so as to gently interrupt them. "It's all set and working perfectly, if you want to come take a look."

Michelle stood up from the couch excitedly, Ronnie close behind her. "That really was fast," Michelle commented as she followed Terry back to the door. "I wonder if I could've done it myself."

"I'm sure you could have," Terry said, glancing back over his shoulder. "But sometimes it's nice to just get a problem taken care of and not have to worry about it, right?"

"Hear, hear," Ronnie said, laughing.

They reached the little back hallway and Terry let the two women past him, to go try out the door. Michelle led the way, shaking her round ass in a way that certainly had to be deliberate. Maybe it was just because she was in a good mood. She put her hands to her heart as she came back in through the door, grateful for how easily it functioned. 

"Wonderful," Michelle said once she was back in front of Terry. "Could I trouble you for just one more thing, Terry? There was something I needed to bring through the back door, but I can't do it alone."

"Sure, I can help," Terry said. "Is it outside, or...?" 

"Oh, take your things back to your truck first," Michelle said. "It's in here, but I need to take some things off first. Just meet me in the living room in a minute, okay?"

Terry gave her a nod, then bent down and picked up his toolbox. "Sure thing, see you there."

Terry headed through the house and back to his truck. With the job done, his mind was on the other appointments he had for that day. He quickly checked his calendar on his phone, and saw that his next job wasn't for another couple of hours. Maybe he would go and have a sit-down lunch today, instead of eating while driving between jobs. He hadn't been to Sunrise Diner in a while.

That was where his mind was as he went back into Michelle's house and made his way toward the living room to give her a hand, so when he first saw her bent over the couch, his mind almost couldn't process what he was seeing.

Ronnie was looking at him, her smiling face positioned over Michelle, who was bent over the arm of the couch as though she were reaching for a far pillow on the other side. Ronnie was over top of her, her knees spread over her back, straddling her.

Both of them were, from what Terry could see, completely naked. 

And even more than that, Ronnie had her hands on Michelle's dark-skinned ass cheeks and was spreading them open. Her hole, surprisingly pink and shiny and apparently stretched out at least a little, twitched right before him. Ronnie's grin grew wider as Terry's mouth dropped open.

Michelle was mostly hidden from view, but Terry could just see one eye peeking around Ronnie's thigh. Ronnie said him, "You got that back door fixed so easy. Do you think you could handle this one?"

"I'm really impressed with your work," Michelle said from behind Ronnie's back. She gave her ass a shake, with no doubt about the message behind it this time. "I want you for this job, too."

Terry couldn't look away, not even for a second. Her ample ass cheeks wiggled back-and-forth as she shook, and her asshole remained ever visible, tantalizing and pretty.

Terry didn't know how much time he had to decide. Was there a decision to be made? Did he want to fuck this beautiful woman in her ass while she was bent over her couch?

The answer was yes. There was no other answer.

Feeling that too much time was slipping by, Terry responded to the two of them. "Yeah, I'm the man for this job."

Michelle giggled, and Ronnie laid a smack on her ass with her open palm. The crack resounded in the air, and the ghost of a whitish handprint showed itself on Michelle's ass before disappearing.

"Hurry up and get naked then, Terry," Ronnie said to him, looking the man up and down hungrily. "I want to see all your tools."

Terry did, walking over to the two women on the couch even as he stripped. He left his pants and shirt behind him on the floor, his toolbelt already taken off and deposited in his truck. His trail of shoes and socks and underwear stayed behind him while he got up close and personal to Michelle's spread rear.

"Oh, that's nice," Ronnie said, looking down at Terry's hard cock. Terry was just about nine inches long, and respectably thick. His member stuck out straight in front of him, immediately fully engorged. Certain sights will do that to a man. "Too bad you can't see from there, Michelle."

Michelle made a little pouting noise as Ronnie teased her. Ronnie squeezed her legs around Michelle to prevent her from turning around.

"Let me get a little bit of action first," Ronnie insisted. She bent down low, her boobs pressing into Michelle's lower back while her face came to rest right on the top of her ass. "Slide up here, Terry. Get on your tiptoes if you have to. I want to taste it."

I can't believe this is happening, Terry thought, not daring to say it out loud. He simply did as Ronnie asked, putting one of his big hands on either of Michelle's hips and pressing his cock up against her. He let it slide along the lips of her pussy, down below her glistening asshole. She was wet there, plenty wet, and his dick quickly slid all the way down her lips and bumped past her clitoris. Michelle cooed in approval.

"Wrong way," Ronnie said, licking her lips.

Terry grinned and realigned himself, this time sliding up Michelle's soft vagina and then across her asshole, feeling the slickness there and confirming that she had already lubed herself up, and presumably stretched herself out a little bit as well. Has she been wearing a butt plug the whole time she was talking to him? The thought was unbelievably sexy and made his dick pulse.

"That's better." Ronnie settled down on top of Michelle, her chin sliding into the cleft of her ass. Her mouth came up to greet Terry's dick, where it was pointed upward as it slid up past Michelle's asshole and towards Ronnie's mouth. She didn't wait for much longer, pushing her head forward and opening her mouth to immediately take the head of Terry's cock into her lips.

"Fuck," Terry groaned. Her tongue was already lashing around the head. She wasn't lying about wanting to taste him. He pushed himself closer, sliding his length across the top of Michelle's ass. He was immediately rewarded by Ronnie taking more than half of his cock into her mouth. His length began to easily disappear into her throat, and her strong muscles back there worked him. It felt so good he almost lost his balance, pressing against Michelle's ass. She pushed back against him, savoring his touch.

Ronnie proved herself to be a multitasker, as sucking Terry's cock wasn't quite enough for her. She moved her tongue and lips and mouth over his shaft and head, sucking on him eagerly, but at the same time her hands went to both of Michelle's holes and she started to play with her friend. If he angled himself properly, looking down, Terry could see the action. Two of Ronnie's fingers slipped into Michelle's asshole almost without resistance, the tight pink circle practically sucking them in. Michelle moaned as Ronnie fingered her, Ronnie's other hand finding Michelle's wet pussy and easily sliding three fingers inside. She filled both of Michelle's holes while she took Terry's cock almost all the way to the hilt.

All three of them experienced sublime pleasure. Michelle got both of her holes filled, with Ronnie adding a third finger to her asshole and pushing in and out, practically making Michelle scream. She never let Terry's cock leave her mouth either, tasting him just as thoroughly as she could ever want. Terry was practically helpless. All he could do was hold on to Michelle's wide hips and thrust himself forward into Ronnie's mouth. Not that he was complaining.

Even without a full range of motion, Ronnie could suck hard on his cock, and the little movements she could make with her mouth and neck were worth their weight in gold. She could easily have sucked the cum right out of his balls without either of them moving back-and-forth an inch. But Ronnie was clearly enjoying the mouth fucking, so Terry didn't slow down with that. He grabbed onto Michelle's hips like he was fucking her, and instead he shoved his cock deep into Ronnie's throat while she begged him to keep going with her eyes.

"Enough teasing," Michelle finally said, though really she was more gasping the words aloud as Ronnie roughly fucked both of her holes with her fingers. "I want Terry's cock up my ass, quit hogging it!"

Terry wanted to say that there was plenty to go around, but he didn't quite trust himself to be able to speak. Ronnie relented though, pulling herself back on top of Michelle, slowly, achingly, so that Terry gently slid out of her and left a trail of wetness along the top of Michelle's ass.

"I got you, Michelle," Ronnie said, her throat seemingly not at all worse for wear after the battering Terry's cock had given it. She reached down past Michelle's right side, grabbing something from where it was wedged into the couch. She brought her hand up and produced a small bottle of lubricant with a purple top, immediately flipping the cap open.

"Come here, Terry."

Terry pressed his cock forward, sliding it up over Michelle's rump again so that Ronnie could drizzle lube on his cock. She liberally topped his shaft, then flipped the lube closed with one hand and jerked his cock with the other, making sure he was thoroughly coated. His cock began to glisten even more.

"That should do it," Ronnie said, dropping the lube back onto the couch and putting her hands on Michelle's ass again. Her lubed hand slid around, making Michelle's ass cheeks shiny. Still, she got a good grip and spread Michelle's cheeks open again, not that she needed much more help in this position.

"Come on," Michelle begged, making her asshole wink. "Put it in me, Terry. I want your cock in my ass."

Ronnie wasn't going to help him here. She had her hands full. But Terry didn't need any more help. As badly as it seemed like Michelle needed it, he might have wanted his dick inside of her ass even more than she did. He lined himself up with one hand, pressing the head of his cock against her tight pink asshole. Even with the lube, and even with the stretching that Ronnie had helped her do, he felt strong resistance there, pushing back into the steel shaft of his cock. His head slipped, slick with lube, pushing his cock up towards Ronnie again.

She grinned, and darted out her tongue to get a little taste of him and the sweet lube. But she didn't try to steal his cock from Michelle.

"Right there, baby," Michelle pleaded, her asshole twitching.

"Don't worry," Terry said. "I don't miss twice."

He lined himself up again, and this time he kept his hand on his cock as he pushed forward, ready for her back door's resistance. For a moment, neither of them moved, even as Michelle sighed in pleasure while Terry pushed against her asshole. Then her tight sphincter started to give, and the head of Terry's cock slid in, popping into her anus. His slickened shaft was soon to follow, slowing only briefly at her powerful rear entrance before sliding in deeper, penetrating her ass.

Michelle moaned loudly, wordlessly, as she felt her ass start to get filled up by Terry's cock. Her hands gripped the couch cushions, not in pain, but in pure pleasure. This was a woman who loved things up her butt. A woman who needed them.

From above, Ronnie watched gleefully, spreading Michelle's cheeks open wide. She watched the pink, gripping ring of her asshole surround Terry's cock, as Terry pushed his manhood deeper and deeper into her still.

Michelle never slowed him down, just pushed back against him, wiggling her ass to help his dick get in further. She was in pure bliss, her head down, her cheek flat on the couch cushion and her eyes closed as she lost herself in the sensation of her ass being filled.

"This is the real work I wanted to see," Ronnie said happily, her eyes glued to the penetration happening just below her chin. "Keep going, Terry. I want to see you disappear inside of her."

That wasn't going to be hard. Terry had a big cock, but the lube and Michelle's insatiable asshole combined meant that he was just about to bottom out. And he did, sliding his dick all the way into her butt tunnel and pressing his crotch up against the round globes of her ass cheeks. His balls nestled gently against the dark lips of her pussy, and he felt the wetness there, practically drenching him.

"Goddamn," he said through gritted teeth, feeling her on every single centimeter of his dick all the way around. "You got a tight ass, Michelle."

"And you've got a big cock," she said, but the words were muffled and mostly lost as she was focusing on the sensations. "So fuck me with it."

It wasn't like Terry could've held out much longer anyway. He felt the need to fuck rise within him, a primal urge that had to be satisfied. He got a good grip on Michelle's hips and he pulled his cock back, sliding all nine of his inches almost out of her until her asshole just hugged the tip of his cock. He watched the tight ring of her asshole twitch around his cock, seeing the heavenly sensations with his own eyes just as soon as he felt them, before he pushed himself back into her. Michelle pushed back against him, forcing him in deep, and he pulled out again, and this time he was the one pushing against her, holding her hips with an iron grip while he shoved his cock all the way up her ass and slammed his groin into her cheeks.

"Yes!" Michelle cried. "Fuck my ass!"

Terry started to bury himself in her over and over, the tight muscles of her entrance squeezing themselves along his cock all the way down from the tip to the base. His flesh slapped against hers, his balls rocking against her pussy with deep thrust. Ronnie watched every second of it, licking her lips as she witnessed Terry's cock disappearing into her friend's asshole over and over and over again.

But while Terry fucked Michelle, Ronnie did slip off of her, moving around to the far side of the couch where Michelle was currently burying her face and screaming in pleasure. Ronnie got up on the couch and sunk down low on her hands and knees, putting her ass right in front of Michelle's face with her cheeks spread open.

"Do me, Michelle," Ronnie told her, looking over her shoulder first at Michelle, then looking up at Terry to confirm he was watching. "Come on honey, work my ass."

Michelle rocked back-and-forth on the couch, getting fucked by Terry. But still, she lifted her head up to find herself staring right between Ronnie's cheeks and at the cute little wrinkles of her asshole, which Terry could see quite clearly from where he stood. Michelle smiled and kissed the cheek of Ronnie's ass, digging her nose into Ronnie's asshole and sniffing, inhaling her musky scent. She groaned in delight while she smelled her ass, stopping only so that she could bring her tongue out to Ronnie's asshole and lick feverishly at it.

Ronnie moaned and squatted down further, spreading her asshole with one hand, pulling back on her cheek to help Michelle get further in. Michelle was quick to do so, and as she turned her head sideways to dig her tongue in, Terry actually saw her tongue slide inside of Ronnie's asshole, pushing past the tight muscles of her sphincter so that her back door could swallow her tongue.

"Fuck, that's hot," Terry muttered, as he continued to pound Michelle's ass and feel her velvety insides all over his cock. 

Michelle tongue fucked Ronnie's asshole, Ronnie herself now rocking back against the strong muscle of Michelle's tongue, helping her penetrate her butt. Michelle pulled out of Ronnie's ass just to taste her pussy next, gliding her tongue up and down Ronnie's soaking wet lips before driving it as far as she could up inside of Ronnie's pussy. Ronnie shook where she was, bent over the couch, her boobs quaking as her body shivered. Then Michelle reached back and grabbed the bottle of lube from the couch, easily getting it on her fingers so that she could smoothly slide a finger up Ronnie's asshole while she had her tongue jammed up her pussy, quickly adding a second after fucking in and out of Ronnie's back door for a couple of strokes.

Terry just kept plowing Michelle, unable to take his eyes off of the show. It seemed like both of these women were quite addicted to having their asses played with. If that was the case, he would happily be considered an enabler.

He plowed deep into Michelle, no longer careful or tentative with his strokes, bottoming out all the way inside of her ass every time he thrust forward. Michelle was living for every second of it, twitching in pleasure every time he pushed his cock deep into her asshole. Her soaking wet pussy was drenching his balls and the arm of the couch below her.

Terry watched as Michelle got a third finger inside of Ronnie's ass, the lube shining on her digits as she worked her friend's asshole open. Ronnie just squatted there and enjoyed it, gripping the opposite arm of the couch. Michelle moved her head lower so that she could finger Ronnie's asshole better, and her tongue flicked and lapped at her clit.

Ronnie enjoyed this for a while, squeezing her eyes shut and simply grinding against the pleasure, but then she slowly slipped away from Michelle and got off the couch. She moved toward Terry, while he was still fucking Michelle's ass deeply, each stroke feeling incredible.

"Make some room," Ronnie said, and she was talking to Michelle, though she didn't wait for her to make a move. Instead, she somehow squirmed her way underneath her on the couch, picking her midsection up and sliding underneath her, then slipping her legs through hers and scooting herself up onto the arm of the couch beneath her, forcing Michelle's knees up onto the arm while Ronnie's legs were lifted up. This way, the two of them were belly to belly, their tits pressed together and the rest of their fronts just as intimately squeezed.

"Jeez, why don't you give me a second?" Michelle panted, staring Ronnie in the eyes from only a couple of inches away.

"You've had plenty of seconds," Ronnie teased. She wiggled her ass on the couch, making Michelle move with her. "My turn, Terry. Slide that big cock up my ass."

"Yeah?" Terry said. With Michelle's ass being higher in the air now, he was barely able to keep himself inside of her without pressing himself way up and getting on tiptoe, so he let himself slide out of Michelle's rear. His cock bounced as he dropped it down level, his eyes greedily taking in the sight of the two women before him. 

Michelle's asshole gaped, the pink ring showing a hint of darker insides as her ass got used to not having a cock in it. The neat lips of her wet pussy went right down to Ronnie's, where Ronnie laid on her back underneath Michelle. He could see both of their clits, little pink nubs, just a couple of hairs' distance away from each other. Ronnie had short, trimmed fuzz along her pussy lips, leading down to her clean and lubricated asshole. Thanks to Ronnie's fingering, it gave a round shape when she spread her cheeks, inviting him inside.

Terry took the invitation, stepping forward again and pressing the head of his cock against Ronnie's asshole. Ronnie moaned in delight, throwing her arms up and around Michelle's back and shoulders, pulling her friend into a sloppy kiss. Terry felt Ronnie's asshole flex around the head of his cock. She was tight, yet she was practically pulling him in all the same. Ronnie's tongue slid into Michelle's mouth, kissing her wetly, and Michelle kissed her back just as hard, their tongues fighting.

Terry pressed forward, breaking the barrier into Ronnie's tight ass. Her sphincter held against him for a moment, then his cock popped in, and she squealed into Michelle's mouth. He stopped, letting her get used to the size inside of her, as it was a good deal bigger than Michelle's three fingers had been. But it wasn't long before Ronnie started grinding insistently against him, so he pressed in further, feeling the now familiar sensation of a tight ass giving way to his cock and letting him deep inside. With her ass lower than Michelle's had been, it was even easier to push forward, and Terry slid in with almost painful slowness until Ronnie's back door was wrapped entirely around his steely girth.

"Fuck," Ronnie moaned into Michelle's mouth, pausing in her makeout session to let the feelings wash over her body. 

Michelle didn't let her relax, though. She angled her herself so that her clit could rub against Ronnie's while they lay there, right at the peak of their pussies. Ronnie's eyes widened in surprise, and Michelle immediately darted her tongue down her throat, stopping any cries coming from her mouth. She rubbed her, grinding their clits together, the fluid motion spasmodic at times as spikes of pleasure took both of them by surprise.

Deciding to lean into Ronnie a little bit as well, Terry started to fuck her ass hard, driving most of his length out and then back in while Michelle worked on her clit from above.

It was extremely intense. Practically all Ronnie could do was breathe and let it happen to her, fencing as well as she could with Michelle's tongue while her body was taken to places beyond her control. Her ass was filled and rammed over and over again by Terry's long and thick dick, and his groin and stomach slammed against the both of them as he bottomed out inside of her. Each thrust and impact shook both of them and the whole couch, and Ronnie started panting and gasping around Michelle's tongue. It was too much.

Her orgasm hit her, ground into her by Michelle and by Terry's fat cock pounding at her back door. She bucked up against Michelle as she came, rubbing her pussy hard against Michelle's while at the same time forcing Terry's cock deeper into her ass. He stepped up to the couch and kept at her, burying his cock deep, her ass twitching and pulling at his cock as her orgasm ripped through her. He kept fucking her, giving her as much pleasure as possible.

Michelle and Ronnie kept their tongues locked together while Ronnie came. In fact, she brought her hands up to Michelle's head and pulled her tightly to her, kissing her deeply while she humped her hips up against her and her ass got drilled. She pulled her mouth away slowly from as her cumming subsided, her bottom half still twitching with little aftershocks of her orgasm. Her body shuddered, and she finally relaxed back into the couch with Michelle still on top of her.

Michelle kept rubbing at her, making Ronnie squirm underneath her and try to twist away. But Michelle didn't let her go, locking her arms around her on the couch. She looked back over her shoulder at Terry and said, "My turn now. Come on, Terry, I want you to empty that load inside my ass. You've been holding onto it for so long."

She was right about that. Terry had been feeling the burgeoning need to release growing inside of him for a while now, but he wasn't going to let that slow down his pace as he laid pipe inside both of these women's asses. He hadn't realized he was waiting for permission to let it all out until Michelle gave it to him, and suddenly that growing itch became a vicious, clawing need. He would fill Michelle's ass to the brim.

He pulled himself out of Ronnie aggressively, his exit making an audible little popping sound as he left her asshole vacant. It gaped underneath his cock, trying to close back up to its natural shape but not yet able to do so.

Michelle was a little higher up now, but he put his hands on top of her ass and pushed her down a bit, making sure she could still grind her cunt right onto Ronnie's, which she had never stopped doing. Getting up closer to the couch, he angled his dick up to her asshole and opened it up again, sliding past the ring of resistance at the front that wasn't so resistant anymore.

Ronnie started kissing Michelle again, grinding her hips up against the Latina woman on top of her, her sensitivity having passed. Terry felt her motions up against his balls.

Michelle let out a scream of delight as Terry penetrated her asshole, sliding all the way to the hilt in one go. He inched himself further, pressing up against them as close as he possibly could, then fucking her ass deeply with short, strong strokes. The need to cum was boiling in his balls, filling up his chest and his head. He gripped her hips and watched her Latina ass bounce as he fucked it, watched the tight curve of her asshole as it clenched around his cock, watched the two beautiful women swap spit and make noises of passion and pleasure into each other's mouths.

Terry came before Michelle did, unable to hold it in for even a second longer. He growled, an unnatural noise escaping from his throat as he buried his cock in her ass and emptied his balls. Her twitching asshole squeezed his cock, and he shot jet after jet of his hot cum deep inside of her bowels, painting her insides thoroughly. It really felt like he was going to fill her up, like she was a champagne flute he was pouring his entire soul into, ready to bubble over the top.

But Michelle's ass could hold a lot of cum, and as fascinating as it might have been to have it spill out the sides, that just wasn't feasible. She drained Terry into her ass, taking in every last drop of his cum until he was left there, blinking, breathing heavily, and trying to recover from what felt like years of sexual energy that he had released inside of her.

"Keep fucking me," she begged, grinding her clit down against Ronnie while she licked and sucked on her ear. "I'm so close. Fuck my ass."

Even if it hurt, Terry was going to do it, and he grabbed hold of her again and slammed his still-hard cock deep in her ass, giving her long strokes that he knew felt amazing. He kept going, giving her all he had, until he felt the telltale bucks and humps from her hips and knew her orgasm was coming. Unlike Ronnie, she couldn't keep kissing while she came, breaking away from her friend and screaming into the back cushion of the couch. Her asshole grabbed and pulled Terry's cock like a vice, so hard that he couldn't have pulled out of her even if he wanted to. She yanked on him, grinding her clit down against Ronnie, humping her whole body against the two people giving her pleasure. She rode those waves until the last bit was squeezed out and there was nothing left within her. She collapsed on top of Ronnie, and Terry pulled his painfully hard cock out of her ass with a wince. Her wide-open asshole immediately let his cum out, his huge load spilling down to run across their soaked pussies and Ronnie's cute little ass cheeks.

Terry leaned against the couch, bracing one hand on the back of it as he recovered. The women were just as exhausted, still entwined among one another. 

This time, Terry was the first to speak. "I've never seen anything like this in my life," Terry said, Gazing over the messy pair of women below him while he was still somewhat in disbelief.

"We may have tried it once or twice before," Ronnie said with a tired voice and a big grin from underneath Michelle.

"It doesn't always work," Michelle said. "But the guys have been nice about it either way. And I stopped getting embarrassed after the first time." She laughed.

"When you need a good ass fucking, sometimes you have to try a few different avenues," Ronnie added.

"Well, seeing how well this went, I'll add that skill to my repertoire," Terry said. "Though I probably won't put it on my website."

Eventually, they pulled away from the couch and got cleaned up and dressed, a fun and flirtatious little episode where the two of them pulled their clothes on slowly for him, tantalizingly covering their naughty bits. Terry didn't even try to be sexy with his jeans and his work shirt. That wasn't going to happen.

When they were all dressed, Michelle came up to him and planted a kiss on his lips, pulling back with a big smile. "If we need any more work done, we can call you?"

"Um," Terry said. By force of habit, he reached into his pocket for his business card, hesitating only as he reached to hand it to her. "Well, if you see something else hanging loose, you'll want to call that number on the card. But if something is..."

"Tight?" Michelle suggested with a grin.

Terry snorted out a laugh. "Tight. Yeah. You're going to want to call this number." And he scribbled his personal cell number, different from his business line, on the back of the card. He did the same for Ronnie, just before she could open her mouth to ask.

"I'll keep this in a safe place," Ronnie said, rubbing her thumb over the glossy surface of the business card. "I do have work that needs to be done. Uh, both kinds of work. So you might be hearing from me on both of these numbers."

Terry said, "I look forward to it." And Ronnie gave him a kiss too, even wetter than Michelle's had been.

Terry got back into his truck and sat in the driveway for just a minute, blinking and trying to come to terms with what had just happened. When he had his wits about him, he put the truck into gear and backed out of her driveway. 

It was only when he was driving away that he said to himself, shaking his head, "...a back door job. I'll be goddamned."

––––––––
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Tom had worked on this house before, maybe eight or ten years ago, when somebody else had lived there. He didn't feel that was relevant to bring up to the current owner, though, who was mostly interested in making sure that he could fix her sink.

"This kitchen looks great," Tom said, looking around at the sleek counters and tall, mounted cabinets with shiny silver fixings. "You must have had it redone recently? Looks brand new."

Ellen brightened at the compliment. Around The Clock, the service dispatcher through which Tom took occasional plumbing jobs, had sent him to her house in the late afternoon to help out with her sink. It was actually his last job of the day, so he wasn't in a particular hurry. No appointments to meet until the next morning.

"Thank you! I love it, I really do. We just had it done a couple months ago, and even this morning I just walked in here and admired it for a couple of minutes. Completely forgot why I came into the kitchen in the first place."

Ellen laughed, and Tom laughed with her. She was a tall woman, with dark hair that was pulled back to keep it out of her face as she went back-and-forth, doing little things around the house and typing away on her work laptop in the other room. Her eyes were kind when she smiled, but Tom could see that she could look very severe if she had cause to. He thought she might be an executive or something, based on the flurry with which she was handling text messages and emails and the occasional call, but he didn't pry, even though she apologized for having to deal with the interruptions.

Tom tried not to let his eyes linger on her chest, but there was nothing she could do to hide that she was packing quite a pair, too. Her big breasts seemed to strain against the black fabric of her shirt, though she didn't appear the least bit uncomfortable. She was in good shape, and didn't have the appearance of being heavily muscled, but Tom got the sense she might be able to hold her own in an arm wrestling match with him. There was something about her that radiated strength.

He was sure she was used to getting stared at as a tall, beautiful woman, and if she had noticed him noticing that fact about her, she didn't comment on it nor even break her smile.

"It's worth admiring," Tom said, picking up where Ellen had left off. "Really. And don't feel bad about the sink. I don't usually expect general contractors to notice possible plumbing issues when they're redoing a kitchen, let alone do anything about them. You're much better off having a licensed plumber like me make sure everything is done properly. Then you can go back to admiring the handiwork."

The sink was leaking, both up above at the faucet and one of the valves, and down below. The pipes were old; the house had been here a long time. The remodelers wouldn't really be expected to make improvements or even recommendations there, but they should have done a better job installing the sink hardware, because there was no reason for a sink this new to have this kind of problem unless it has been improperly installed.

He decided not to tell Ellen that last part, because it wouldn't help anybody. It would be a quick fix, such that he wouldn't even need to count it as part of his labor here. Something about her just made him feel like he wanted to help her out. Or maybe it made him feel like he had to. Tom couldn't put his finger on it.

"Well, I really appreciate it." Ellen flashed him another one of those kind smiles. "I'm glad the company sent you out, Tom. You can probably tell that I'll be running around a lot while you're here, but just stop me if you need anything."

Tom thanked her, and in less than a second she was already out of the kitchen while he was just beginning to get to his knees to work on the sink. Definitely a busy woman.

It wasn't too bad a job all things considered. At least the remodelers had built a very clever access panel in the cabinetry underneath the sink, so he was able to get a good look at the pipes running down and confirmed the problem was localized just to the upstairs area. He checked some fittings, did some measurements to make sure the pieces that he had would fit, and was able to get more modern plumbing below the sink quite easily. He popped up shortly from working down below to check the sink valves and faucet seating, and refit everything properly so that there wouldn't be leaks up top anymore, either.

Meanwhile, Ellen moved around the house, at times talking on the phone and almost always with something tucked under her arm, carrying it from one room to the next. Tom guessed that the whole house had undergone some kind of renovations over the last year or two, with everything looking fresh and new, but it would explain why things seemed to be out of place and Ellen was running around trying to get them back in order.

Lord knew he been in a hell of a lot worse-looking houses than this. A little clutter was practically invisible to him.

When he felt it was a good time, though, and once everything was wrapped up, he caught Ellen's attention the next time she breezed through the kitchen to let her know.

"I'm all set here, Ellen," Tom said, walking her over to the sink. She had her cell phone in one hand and a dusty watering can in the other, something she might've pulled from the basement. "Got new pipes underneath so you won't see any more leakage down there. I didn't see any mold down there either, and that's courtesy of you, keeping a sharp eye out for this stuff before it could get worse."

"Oh, I'm lucky I noticed at all," Ellen said with a wave of her hand. "If I hadn't forgotten where I put the trash bags..."

"Well, your new cabinetry is all still in great shape, so nothing to worry about there." Tom tapped his hand lightly on the metal rim of the sink where it slid over the dark countertop. "Much better up here, too, really easy fix."

To demonstrate, he turned both the hot and cold handles, as well as moved the faucet back-and-forth to show that there was no water leakage.

Ellen put her hand against her chest, pressing her cell phone up between her breasts. "It's such a relief to see that, Tom. I can't thank you enough."

"It's my pleasure," Tom said. 

"Listen, before you go," Ellen said suddenly, while Tom was loosening his tool belt to get it off before he got back in the van. "I was wondering if you could..."

"Sure, what is it?" Tom was used to this, especially on quick jobs. Apparently doctors often dealt with the same phenomenon. When things were wrapping up, and all matters seems to be taken care of and all questions asked, the patient—or in this case, the customer—would bring up something that had been on their mind since probably before the two of them had even been introduced. Often it would happen while the doctor's hand was on the door handle of the examination room, on their way out.

"There was one other thing I was hoping you could take a look at," Ellen said to him. "It's down in the basement."

She had sounded apologetic and a little guilty at first, but that slight shift in demeanor went away quickly, and that not-so-clandestine strength this tall woman had roast to the surface again. Tom was perfectly willing to go and take a look, but he had a feeling that even if he had somewhere to be, he would've made time to take care of Ellen's concerns.

"It's no trouble," Tom said, raising his hand to indicate that she should lead the way. "Depending on what it is, I may not be able to get it taken care of during this visit, but I can certainly at least get a look."

"It shouldn't take too much of your time," Ellen said. 

Tom nodded, but plenty of people without expertise in the field thought that something should be simple when in fact it was very complicated and time-consuming. Like finding a leak, for example. It wasn't as easy as—

"I hope you don't mind," Ellen was saying, and Tom pulled himself out of his own thoughts so that he could pay attention to her. "But I have a friend staying with me for a little while. A tree branch fell through her roof and she's getting the damage fixed, so in the meantime she's staying with me."

"That's very nice of you," Tom commented. He followed Ellen out of the kitchen and around the corner to where the door to the basement stairs stood. It was opposite of the stairs to the second floor, which rose up into the house across the hall, their clean white banister contrasting nicely with the grayish-blue color of the wall.

"I just wish the house were in better condition," Ellen said with a shake of her head as she opened the basement door. "If the damage to her house had happened a couple of months from now, and she'd been staying here once everything was finished, I might have been able to justify charging her a resort fee."

Ellen laughed, and so did Tom. He followed her down the carpeted stairs to the basement, which was refreshingly cool, even in comparison to the air-conditioned upstairs. 

The lights were on down here, which of course made sense since Ellen had been running around. He stepped off the last stair after she did, and found himself looking at an expensive marvel of a finished basement. Just looking at it, he thought maybe Ellen might already be in position to charge some kind of a resort fee. To the left, the floor was tiled with something glossy and expensive, probably granite; it certainly wasn't linoleum. There was a billiards table there, the colored balls neatly racked in a triangle shape towards the far end of the table, though the white cueball was nowhere to be seen. Perhaps that was what Ellen considered messy. A classic billiard hall stained glass lamp hung above the pool table, and there were two cocktail tables on either side as well as a short bar built into the corner past the table.

All of that was to the left of the stairs. To the right, the basement opened up even further, displaying a compact home gym that Ellen clearly made good use of. It even had a mirrored wall, which Ellen mentioned she was thinking of taking out because, well, she kind of hated it. Past that was a recreational area, with a sizable TV mounted up on the wall and a black leather living room set that looked brand new. Beyond that there was a door set into the wall, white and nondescript. That was where Ellen led him.

"Her name's Lucia," Ellen said to him. She was talking about her houseguest. "She's a sweetheart, really. She's staying back here..."

"Of course," Tom said, and he noticed the door had a coded electronic lock for a handle. It was an unusual thing to see outside of an office building, but he didn't comment on it. He'd seen plenty weirder things in plenty weirder places.

Ellen didn't comment on the lock. She just quickly punched in a six-digit number, and Tom heard the mechanical whirr of the electronic lock opening. Already fascinated with the basement, Tom was a little excited to see what else this place had in store. He was getting ideas for his own house. You know, if he won the lottery.

Ellen pushed the door open, and from the way she moved, it seemed the door was very heavy. She held it open for Tom, letting him past her. He stepped inside, turning to the side so is not to get too far ahead of her. Ellen let the door release, where it closed again with a measured, ponderous movement.

Tom had expected there to be some kind of a bedroom past the door, with the lock on the door for Lucia's privacy, even if the coded lock was a little overboard. Maybe some kind of half bath with a standing shower, or something, leading the way to the living quarters.

What he had not expected was what he immediately recognized as a sex dungeon. 

Tom's mouth fell open slightly as he looked around the place, his hands hanging at his sides and his eyes wide. He was standing on a deep red carpet now, very different from the rest of the basement. This room was dimmer, lit with soft lights in the ceiling, a ceiling which was dark enough to be almost invisible.

A person might mistake this place for yet another home gym of some variety, if not for the way it was decorated and lit. It was dark and demure, obviously meant to be a secret little hole in the wall. There was leather furniture all around, in the form of benches and chairs and lounge seats, some short and tall, and noticeably many of them had silver-studded black leather straps hanging down, meant to restrain whoever was on the piece. In the far left corner, almost out of sight in the dim light, he saw a complicated array of leather and rope hanging down from the ceiling. Some type of suspended bondage device, beyond anything he was familiar with as a non-practitioner. He saw two large, brown chests set along the back wall, and he imagined that they must hold all sorts of little sexual torture devices, whatever would be fit for a place like this. They were big. They could have been holding quite a lot.

And he was so shocked with what he had seen that he almost hadn't noticed the woman moving toward them from the back of the room, emerging from velvety shadows like she was a living fixture of the place. She took a couple of steps on the carpet, then stopped at a chaise lounge that was pressed up along the right-hand wall. She slid onto it with a liquid ease, coming to a relaxed position while still looking at the two of them standing near the door.

That had to be Lucia. Her long, black hair was curly and hung down beautifully. Her coy smile and delicate features were extremely attractive, but Tom overlooked them because he found himself much more focused on what she was wearing. She certainly looked as if she belonged in this sex dungeon, dressed in some arrangement of shiny leather lingerie that looked to be fit for a dominatrix. She had on leather boots that rose up high on her legs, laced halfway up to her knees and blending seamlessly into the black leather pants she was wearing, which were tight and very noticeably crotchless. Black panties, hardly anything more than a thin scrap of cloth, concealed her womanhood in the gap between her strong thighs. Her skin was a deep tan color, Italian perhaps. Her large breasts were nestled comfortably in a leather halter top that showed off her flat stomach. The rest of her was smooth, alluring skin.

"Um," Tom said, and couldn't think of anything else.

"I'm glad you're here," Lucia said to him from the chaise lounge, while Ellen looked on and smiled. 

Ellen said, "We need some help down here. It's a three-person job, but there's only the two of us, me and Lucia. Two bosses with no employees. You can see how this would cause a productivity issue."

Lucia laughed, her white teeth showing in genuine delight.

"Do you think you could fill the role for us?" Ellen looked at Tom directly in the eyes now, her implications clear. Just this one job, for now. Unless you end up liking it so much that you want to take on more hours.

She winked at him.

"Well?" Lucia asked Tom, after a few seconds had gone by without him saying anything. "You get one nice ask, and then the opportunity is squandered."

"You're not our prisoner," Ellen added, then she grinned. "Until you want to be."

Inside, Tom was wildly into this. In fact, what was unfolding before him was a fantasy he had thought about many times, and often. One he had never put into practice. He'd hardly had any idea how he would go about making it happen.

Yet now, here it was, pretty much offered up on a platter. As jumbled as his thoughts were, the one thing that was clear to him was that it would be truly stupid to look this gift in the face and then walk away from it.

"Consider me yours," Tom said, the words coming quickly out of his mouth before he could convince himself to say anything else.

"Great," Ellen said, her tone indicating that she always knew that Tom was going to accept. And that was fair, too. How could anyone say no when looking at these two women? 

"Lucia," Ellen continued, directing her attention to her friend lounging on the seat. "Get him ready while I go get into something more appropriate."

Lucia grinned. "Gladly."

Ellen stepped away, slipping through a narrow door that was off to the side, in the shadow of the corner where the original entry door stood. Tom hadn't even noticed it.

"I suppose it's up to me to explain the rules, then," Lucia said. She stood up from the lounge seat, again moving with such liquid grace that she simply suddenly seemed to be standing. She walked over to Tom, slowly and quickly all at once.

"Fortunately, they're not complicated." She reached forward, putting a hand on his chest. Lucia wasn't quite as tall as Ellen, but she was still just about Tom's height, looking him directly in his eyes. "When you're down here in the Palace with the two of us, you do what we say. You go where we move you. And it's not the place to be shy about anything, so bashfulness is not tolerated." 

With her thumb and forefinger, Lucia undid the topmost button on Tom's shirt, revealing the white fabric of the undershirt beneath.

"With that in mind," she said, pulling her hand away from his chest and stepping back to give him some space, "get yourself undressed. Completely. Ellen and I get to wear what we want. You do not."

"Okay," Tom said, trying not to smile. He could already feel his arousal stirring in his pants.

"'Yes, ma'am,' actually, would be better." Lucia tapped him on the side of the arm. "I insist."

"Yes, ma'am," Tom repeated after her, feeling a blush creep into his cheeks. He hadn't been chastised by someone in this way in a long time. It felt strange. But he liked it.

So he took off his shirt, and then his undershirt. He got his tool belt loosened and was starting to work on the lower half when Ellen came out of the room she'd disappeared into, now in a completely different outfit. It was like Lucia's, but not quite the same.

"Place your things in there," Ellen told Tom, nodding her head toward the door she had just come through. "I don't want a mess out here."

Tom was pretty sure he said the words "Yes, ma'am" out loud, but his eyes practically bugged out of his head looking at Ellen in her dominating outfit. The first thing he noticed, as was impossible not to, was that her breasts were completely out. The leather top she wore, with strings crossing in the middle to hold it together, made no accommodations for her tits. They simply hung out over the top, huge and round and white, with large pink nipples that were hard in the chill air of the basement. The shirt didn't have much below that either, revealing her stomach and the tight muscles there. Her pants were short, leather like Lucia's, but they didn't go all the way down to her ankles, stopping just below her knees. She didn't have boots on either, but instead high-heeled shoes that were such a deep red they almost looked black.

Ellen noticed him looking at her tits and let his gaze linger there for a moment before getting his attention.

"All right, focus on the task at hand," she told him, her voice sharp, harboring a cutting edge. "Clothes off and put away. We have business to get to, Tom."

"Yes, ma'am," Tom said sheepishly, blinking to get his thoughts back on track. He tried to keep eye contact with her while he got undressed, but her glorious boobs remained in his line of sight regardless.

"I see Lucia already has you saying the right things," Ellen complimented him, turning away as he finished getting naked as though she didn't care one lick about his body. "Good. There's other education that we need to spend time on, anyway."

Tom gathered up his clothes and stepped over to the door Ellen had come through, pushing it open to deliver his parcel as instructed. Now, he felt the cool air of the basement all over his body, especially on his cock, which was hard and hot and long, pulsing with the most arousal he had ever felt.

The room here was small, essentially a walk-in closet in which many items were hung, but they were hidden away in black garment bags and he couldn't see any details. He saw a small, empty white hamper sitting on the ground in the corner near the door, and he set his clothes into that, his tool belt thumping heavily into the basket. Then he went back out into the main room of the Palace, as Lucia had called it, closing the door of the closet behind him.

Standing naked in front of the two of them, while they looked commandingly up-and-down his body in their leather outfits, Tom felt vulnerable. He had to fight the urge to cover his crotch with his hands, not that it would've done much to hide what was going on there.

"Pretty impressive," Ellen commented, looking directly at Tom's erection. "I'm sure we can make good use of that. Lucia, you've been down here a while. Did you have anything in mind for our man, here?"

"As a matter of fact, I did, Ellen," Lucia said, not looking at her friend but instead keeping her strong eyes on Tom. "Tom. Come over here, where I was sitting."

Tom did as he was told, walking over to the chaise lounge. Lucia gave him a helpful shove once he was standing next to it, pushing him onto the smooth, black surface. He fell into a lying down position, on his back, looking straight up at the ceiling. Or rather, straight up at his new master here in the Palace.

"Move down," Lucia commanded, pointing towards the foot of the small sofa chair. "Yes. Like that, a little more. Now stop."

Tom followed her directions until he was where she apparently wanted him to be, and then with very little hesitation or preamble, she climbed on top of him, straddling her knees over his stomach. Though she wasn't as tall as Ellen, in this position she seemed to tower over him, and his eyes took in her busty torso atop him before she moved forward, closer and closer to his face.

She stopped when his chin was practically bumping Into her crotch, just a bare inch from touching her. He tried not to make it obvious that he could smell her arousal from where he was laying, but he could, and he liked it.

Lucia had paused to reach behind herself, evidently unhooking the back of her panties from her getup. Maybe they were part of it, or maybe they were made special for this reason, but she was able to undo the back of them so that she could pull them through the front of her legs and completely off. 

Now Tom could see Lucia's naked pussy right in front of him. He could see the short, dark hair she had trimmed there, and the wetness that gave away how much she was into this.

"Much better," Lucia said. She might have been smiling, but Tom couldn't tell from where he lay below her. Her face was completely blocked by the view of her large tits from underneath.

"Getting naked is easy," Lucia said, now clearly speaking directly to Tom. "But if you really want to set yourself apart as a good toy, you have to be able to please us. I'm going to put a very precious thing on your face, Tom. Treat it well."

She slid forward on the lounge, coming completely over his head now, so that the dim lights of the ceiling were blocked out by our body and Tom's whole head was awash in her scent.

"And make sure to be a little rough about it," she said, and then she dropped her pussy down on his face.

Her flesh made a small but audible smack as it hit his face, with Lucia bracing herself against the raised back of the lounge but still putting plenty of her weight down on Tom. Her heat was intense on his nose and mouth, her wetness sliding along him, and he felt the strong muscles of her thighs around his head, holding him in place to serve her.

He immediately brought his tongue out to taste her, running it along her wet folds. She gave a small grunt of pleasure in acknowledgment of this, but his dominatrix up above him was more focused on riding his face than on his own licking, using him as an object, rubbing herself back-and-forth on him and finding the spots that felt the best.

"Keep up with your tongue," she commanded him, grinding down harder on his face when she felt him slow down. "I can use you how I want, but that doesn't mean you get to take a break."

Tom renewed his energy, finding the entrance to her sweet tunnel and probing his tongue inside of it. He felt her powerful muscles squeeze at him, and she seemed to like it. His arms were useless, half-pinned down by Lucia's legs, and not really able to reach up and offer any extra stimulation. Not that she had asked for it, anyway. But naturally, almost unconsciously, his right hand reached down to his own throbbing cock, finding the freedom and movement to do so. He wrapped one hand around his shaft, finding immediate pleasure in his aching hardness, and he was greeted with a hard smack on his hand that made him let go of his dick immediately with a wince.

"Neither of us told you to do that." The voice was sharp, and it came from Ellen, a punishing admonishment. She punctuated her point with another snack right on the meat of his thigh, powerful enough for the force of it to reach his balls, giving him a sharp shock of pain. 

Ellen did it again, the exact same way. Smack! Hard enough to make his balls hurt without touching them directly. She knew exactly what she was doing.

"Apologize," she commanded him, "for acting without permission."

Lucia stopped, and pulled off his face, just an inch. Just enough for him to be barely able to speak.

Tom had a strange shame burn within him, and he found himself surprisingly glad to have the opportunity to apologize. To be contrite to his two mistresses.

"I'm sorry, ma'am," he said, remembering his manners even as he caught his breath in the brief respite Lucia gave him. "It won't happen again."

"That's right," Ellen said approvingly, and Tom immediately felt better. "It won't happen again." Tom felt strong hands on both of his forearms. Ellen had reached up to grab hold of him, forcing his arms against the lounge seat. She was strong, at least as strong as she looked, if not more. Tom really couldn't move his arms even if he wanted to. 

But he had no desire to disobey. 

Lucia sat back down on his face and immediately returned to pleasuring herself on him, grinding back-and-forth. She pressed her weight down on him, knowing when to pull back to give him just enough air to breathe, then covering his mouth and nose with her soaking wet pussy again. Fervently, she rubbed her clitoris against his nose, using it desperately as a sex toy. Tom felt an odd pride at hearing her delighted noises as she used his face. He was happy to be doing a good job for her.

Lucia slid forward even further, so far that he felt his nose poke into the tunnel of her entrance.

"Tongue," she told him firmly from up above, and it was clear that she wanted him to lick her asshole.

Whether it was a method of humiliation or directly for her own sexual enjoyment, Tom couldn't be sure, but he indulged, his face burning, his tongue finding her back door. His tongue felt the tightness of it, sliding along its wrinkled shape, tasting her sweat.

Immediately Lucia positioned herself to give him better access, letting her tight hole relax so that his tongue could wiggle inside.

"He's behaving very well, Ellen," Lucia said, panting only slightly.

"I'm glad he's learned his lesson." Tom felt the pressure on his arms lessen, then disappear as Ellen stopped holding him down. Immediately her hands were elsewhere, on his knees, then running up his thighs to rest on either side of his groin. Ellen said, "And good workers get a reward, don't they?"

Tom, of course, was in no position to answer, his tongue buried up Lucia's asshole as she squeezed down on it excitedly. But he didn't need to, he just had to lie there and do his work while he felt Ellen's hot, wet mouth and envelop the head of his cock.

He gasped, moaning into Lucia's ass cheeks as Ellen took him into her mouth, but didn't dare stop working on Lucia's back door, lest his privileges be revoked.

Lucia moved back a bit, presenting her pussy to Tom's mouth again so that she could feed him her clit. Ellen wrapped one hand around the base of Tom's dick and easily took the rest into her mouth, the free seven inches going back into her throat. Tom closed his eyes, letting that feeling wash over him. Ellen started to bob up and down on his cock, sucking him. He could feel how hard he was, how big the head of his cock swelled in her mouth.

He knew that Ellen could feel it too, and she knew what it meant. She pulled her mouth up and off of Tom's cock with a wet slurp, leaving him feeling needy, his cock still pulsing as though it were being stimulated.

"Poor baby," Ellen said, a sympathetic note in her voice. "Do you want to cum, huh?"

Lucia lifted herself off of Tom's face, again giving him just an inch to talk. "Answer your mistress," she said to him.

Tom licked his lips, tasting what Lucia had left there. "Yes," he gasped, his chest hitching for air and release. "Yes, ma'am, I want to come." 

"Really." It wasn't a question. Ellen started slowly stroking his cock with her hand, finding it plenty wet and easy to jerk. "Then you better beg for it, slave."

"Please," Tom said, even that one-syllable word coming out strange and hitched as the intense feelings in his cock took over his body. "Please let me cum. I need it."

"He needs it," Ellen repeated, sounding as though she were smiling. "I think I've heard enough. Lucia, you can shut him up again."

Lucia settled her crotch over Tom's face once more, blocking any more begging he might have in him.

Ellen started to suck his dick again, taking it into her mouth, and Tom felt himself nearing orgasm. Ellen knew somehow too, either through the way his cock was twitching or the way his legs and hips were moving under her hands, because she pulled off of him before the point of no return and squeezed an iron hand around the base of his cock, hard enough to hurt. Immediately, any pleasure stopped, and Tom winced as the building feelings inside of him crashed into a brick wall.

She held him there for a moment, laughing at how she knew he was feeling. Then, after enough time it passed, she took him in her mouth again, sucking hard, pulling at the head of his cock with her lips and scraping gently along him with her teeth, then—

"Mmf!" Tom groaned. She had pulled off and squeezed his cock again, right on the edge. His balls throbbed painfully as his orgasm was denied.

Ellen was a pro at this. She brought him to the edge twice more, making tears squeeze from his eyes as he was brought to the brink and then pulled back again and again. At one point she had Lucia get off his face again so that he could beg some more.

"Please!" he cried, in earnest now. "Please let me cum, mistress!"

"Does it hurt?" Ellen asked him, squeezing his cock.

"Yes," he moaned. "It's too much."

"Too bad." She released his cock, leaving it entirely without stimulation. Tom felt movement down by his legs, and then Ellen was climbing up onto the lounge as well. She laid on him as though he were the furniture, forcing his cock down between his thighs and settling her weight on him satisfyingly. He could see her high heels up in the air, Ellen on her back on top of Tom with her legs raised.

"Come on, Lucia," Ellen said. "Let's get this train going."

"Oh, that sounds good," Lucia said, raising herself off of Tom's face and turning around. She still straddled him, sitting back down over his head, but this time facing down towards Ellen with her ass in Tom's face. 

"Listen closely now," Lucia said wiggling her ass in front of him. "I'm going to eat Ellen's pussy, but I'm only going to do to her what you do to me. So lick my cunt, and you'd better do a good job."

"I like it even rougher than she does," Ellen said, from her position lying on her back over Tom's hips and legs, her pussy perfectly poised to get pleasured by Lucia.

Lucia settled back onto him, and that was the only cue Tom needed to get to work.

Tom dove into Lucia's pussy with renewed energy, pressing his mouth tightly against her so that he could drive his tongue deep into her pussy. He stuck it inside her tunnel and wiggled it around, his nose pressing into her asshole. Further down his body, Lucia did the same to Ellen, keeping to her word that she would do to Ellen whatever Tom did to her.

"Yes, that's good," Ellen moaned, wiggling underneath Lucia's tongue and grinding Tom's cock against his thighs. "More. More!"

Tom pulled his tongue out of Lucia's tunnel and moved down her lips, nibbling lightly at the edges. Ellen shrieked with delight when Lucia did the same to her. Tom quickly found Lucia's clit with his tongue and swirled around it, feeling how engorged and aroused it was. He bent his neck forward and used his tongue to push it back into his lips, pulling on it hard with a tight suction. The intense sensation made Lucia falter, her legs trembling around Tom.

Tom pulled on her clit for a good, long while, until even he knew that the stimulation was too intense. He moved his lips and tongue to other areas, bringing his teeth in ever-so-lightly to add that extra bit of intensity. There weren't many notes from Ellen nor Lucia, so he knew he was doing a good job. At one point, he moved upward and flattened his tongue against Lucia's asshole, giving her a quick and deep rimming which she reciprocated onto Ellen, making the tall woman giggle and moan.

The next time Tom came back to Lucia's clit, he could hear the strain in Ellen's voice and feel how tense she was just from how she was lying down on him. She was close, and he intended to make sure his mistress made it all the way.

Tom pulled Lucia's clit into his mouth again, sucking hard with his lips while flicking his tongue at the little bit that was exposed on the inside of his mouth. When Lucia took Ellen's clit into her mouth, he felt Ellen reach down past his legs and grab the side of the couch, bracing herself. Even with Lucia covering his face, he could hear Ellen's painting breaths, growing faster and faster. He took it as encouragement, sucking hard on his one mistress's clit so that his other mistress could reach climax.

When Ellen came, she screamed, filling the walls of the underground sex dungeon Palace with her sound. She soaked Tom's crotch and Lucia's face, and with one hand she pushed Lucia's head into her crotch all throughout her orgasm, entwining her fingers in the woman's dark hair so she couldn't escape. She held her there, her muscles tense, soaking Lucia in her love juices until Ellen's coiled body could relax and let her go.

Lucia, playfully, still licked and bit and nibbled at Ellen's pussy, breaking the rules of the game a little bit as Tom had pulled back from Lucia's own cunt to allow Ellen to recover. Ellen gasped and laughed and smacked Lucia lightly on the head, before wiggling backward and off of Tom.

"You always do that," Ellen said, shaking her head. "And yet I'm always taken by surprise."

"Look at this," Lucia said, staring straight ahead at Tom's cock. It had sprung straight back upward again once Ellen was off of him, his arousal powerful and undeniable. "Our man here sure is on edge."

"Oh, I know," Ellen said, smirking. "I felt him poking at me the whole time I was on top of him. If I didn't know any better, I would think he was trying to get himself off by rubbing against my back. You weren't, were you, Tom?"

From underneath Lucia's ass, Tom said, "No mistress. Of course not, I swear."

"I think I believe him," Lucia said, teasing. "And luckily for our little slave here, what I want and what he wants might just be the same thing."

With that, she got up off of Tom's face and turned herself around again, still standing over him but moving down to his crotch, where she stood above his throbbing cock and looked down at him. She seemed to enjoy the mess she had left on his face.

"I'm pretty on edge myself, you know," Lucia said, slowly bringing herself down so that she was kneeling, straddling Tom's hips, with his cock still pointing upward, just in front of her pussy. "But you're still not allowed to cum until I say so."

Then she sank her tight pussy over Tom's cock and took him all the way inside of herself in one motion.

Tom gasped, the sensation so overwhelming that for a moment he forgot how to even breathe. All of his being was focused on his cock, wrapped snuggly in her tight tunnel. His groin bumped against hers as she rested on top of him for a minute, getting used to his size. Lucia's eyes had closed, his mistress savoring the pleasure that she, too, was getting from finally having Tom inside of her.

Then she started to ride him, bringing herself up and down on his cock, and emitting a small noise of pleasure every time she slammed back down on him and took him all the way in.

"Don't forget," she panted, her eyes half-lidded as she focused on her own pleasure. "Don't finish...without permission."

Tom gripped the couch and held on for dear life. Lucia's tight, wet pussy grabbed his cock powerfully, and each ride up and down inside of her felt incredible. He was going to hold on as long as he possibly could, but he was no superhero. It wouldn't be long. He cringed at the thought of Ellen wrapping her strong hand around the bottom of his dick while his orgasm ripped through him, trapping him and pleasure and pain.

Ellen did make a move, but not to do that. She got behind Lucia, straddling Tom in the same way that Lucia was. She slipped one hand down to Lucia's clit and started to rub it while she rode Tom's cock. With her other hand, she pushed Lucia's chin so that her head turned to the side and Ellen could kiss her deeply, pushing her tongue inside of her mouth.

Tom couldn't say a word, gritting his teeth and rolling his eyes back in his head at the pleasure of being ridden. He wouldn't be able to hold on much more, but it looked like Lucia was in the same struggle, as she pounded down on Tom faster and faster and wiggled against Ellen's strong fingers rubbing her clit in an expert circular motion. Her breathing grew faster, her movements more erratic.

Ellen peeked at Tom over Lucia's shoulder, opening one eye while still swirling her tongue around her friend's.

"Tell him, Lucia," Ellen whispered to her while she briefly broke the kiss. "He's suffered long enough."

Lucia looked over to Tom, then gave a little nod, still riding him and shuddering. "F—Finish, Tom!"

She barely got the words out before Ellen latched onto her mouth again, but it was all Tom needed to hear. He tensed for just a moment, then let the urges overwhelm him, cumming inside of Lucia. She didn't stop riding him, and it was so intense that he had to yell, letting out unbridled moans of pleasure as he emptied himself inside of her. Shot after shot of his semen spurted into her pussy, enough to leak out and coat his cock as she continued to bounce up and down on it. 

She came while Ellen rubbed furiously at her clitoris, and she leaned back into her friend when her orgasm hit her, still jerking up and down on Tom's cock, her tits bouncing, wrapped in leather. Ellen held her tightly. Tom kept shooting inside of Lucia even as she came, feeling like his orgasm might never end, or that it might kill him. He would've been okay with either.

But it was done, eventually, and he opened his eyes and found himself still very much alive, with Lucia getting up and popping his hard cock out of her, letting the rest of his seed spill down back into his lap. He hadn't died, but he felt close to it, barely able to find the strength to lift his head up or wiggle his fingers. It was like all of his life force had been drained out of his dick.

"I think our work is done, for now," Ellen said, unwrapping herself from Lucia. She helped Lucia off of the lounge seat and onto her feet. The Italian woman's legs were a little shaky, having given their all pretty much since this rendezvous had begun.

"Can you get up, Tom?" Ellen asked, looking down at him.

"Yes, ma'am," Tom said, the respectful response coming out like a reflex. Some of his strength was returning, and he pushed himself up to a sitting position, feeling strangely sore for a man who hadn't moved very much throughout this entire thing.

"Good." Ellen said. She pointed back to the closet in the corner. "Go and get your things, I wouldn't want you forgetting anything."

"Oh. Um, yes. Of course." Tom got to his feet, feeling a little shaky himself, but still able to make his way upright to the closet. He opened the door and gathered his things from the hamper he had dropped them into.

"You can get dressed," Ellen told him when he came back out, and Tom got his clothes back on, fastening his tool belt around his waist again last. The two women made no move to change their clothes, quite content in their outfits. They just watched Tom get dressed, satisfied.

"I don't want to keep you any longer, Tom," Ellen told him, walking up to him. She put a hand on his shoulder, looking down at him from the couple of inches that she stood taller. "Thank you for your good work today. Upstairs and downstairs. I believe I saw a business card fall out of your pocket in the kitchen, please leave it there. I'll contact you again if the basement needs some more work done. Are you amenable to that?"

She smiled at him, showing her teeth. Tom, dressed once again and feeling himself return to reality, bit back a 'Yes, ma'am' and said, "You can call me anytime."

"Wonderful." Ellen took her hand off his shoulder, but not before giving him a firm squeeze. "Not to be rude, but if you'd be so kind as to make your way out without my escort, Tom. I'm going to stay down here with Lucia for a little while longer."

Lucia walked up to Tom and planted a kiss on his cheek. "Let's hope our schedules match up for whenever you're called back down here."

After that, he was essentially dismissed, after Ellen confirmed that Around The Clock would send the invoice for the work (the plumbing work, of course). 

Tom went upstairs and left the house in a daze, getting into his van and just sitting there for a moment, blinking in the sunlight that came through the windshield. He couldn't remember if he had another appointment to go to. He couldn't remember what time it was, or what day it was, not until he looked down at his phone so that the little screen could tell him instead.

If he didn't receive a call from Ellen, he thought that he might be calling her back himself. He didn't know if it was possible to get enough of what he'd just had; all he knew was that he was going to want more, once his body was fully working again.

Even if he had to pay a resort fee.

––––––––
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Harem by Appointment, Book 4: House Call
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Alex's main gig was as a paramedical for a life insurance company, but a few months ago, he'd been referred to a company that contracted out work by appointment. This wasn't exactly a field he expected to be headhunted in, but it had still come as welcome to surprise. By taking appointments on his own availability, he was able to make some extra money while still keeping his main job full-time.

His work involved a lot of travel, going to people's homes to perform life insurance physicals—some more involved than others, depending on the kind of coverage they were getting. At his main employer, it was mostly during business hours, but working freelance with the new company 'Around The Clock' let him get some more paid hours in, and that was never a bad thing.

That said, as far as side gigs went, this week was a slow one. He had only one freelance appointment the whole week through Around The Clock, but it was better than nothing. 

That appointment was today, Saturday, in the late afternoon, and he was on his way there now.

The patient's name was Kelsey Donovan. In a funny coincidence, she was actually applying for insurance through the company that he worked for, but he had spoken with human resources about this whole arrangement before he started taking on the jobs and apparently they booked work out through contracting or staffing agencies like Around The Clock when seasons were predicted to be busy in the business of life insurance physicals. So while seeing the name of his employer on the paperwork made him smirk, it didn't really mean anything. Technically, he was being paid less per hour than he would be to do the same job during the week, but an appointment was an appointment.

Alex found the street that Kelsey lived on and pulled into the neighborhood, looking around idly. It was a pleasant sunny day, though dark clouds on the far horizon predicted rain a few hours from now. He would be gone from here by then, and the rain wasn't supposed to hit where he lived, a couple of towns over. 

The neighborhood was a pocket neighborhood off to the side of one of the main roads, comprised of a couple of twisting roads and a few intersections that were a little maze-like to him, but normal to anyone who lived here. It wasn't hot enough to use the air conditioning in the car, so he had the windows down and he heard the sounds of lawns being mowed and dogs on their leashes barking at passing trucks. He even heard an ice cream truck, a sound he hadn't heard in a long time. It was nostalgic, and he briefly flirted with the idea of hunting it down and going to get a little treat.

Alex laughed at himself, taking the turn where the GPS told him to take it. He wondered how often ice cream trucks were chased down by adults in cars. He could see it happening—just not today, and not by him. Maybe if he ran across it on his way home...

There was the house, on a curving horseshoe loop of road that fed back into the longer road which stretched through most of the neighborhood. It was in the corner, right where the turn began. As a result, the small, blue house was spaced a little further away from its neighbors, affording the resident—Kelsey Donovan, he reminded himself, as he had gone up to front doors and completely spaced on names in the past—a larger yard on both sides, which at first glance showed him no fence or enclosure. That was good, because it meant it was unlikely that Kelsey had a dog. He liked dogs just fine, but they tended to get in the way of his work, as a stranger visiting people's houses. Just the nature of the living.

He pulled into the driveway in his small black sedan. He didn't need to carry a lot of equipment around for his work. Everything he might need fit into a medium-sized duffel bag on the seat to his right. Alex had thought about getting one of those black leather doctor's bags (which he'd really only send mostly on TV and in movies for when doctors did house calls), but had ended up deciding that he would look foolish holding it. Not to mention that the ones he saw online were a little too small for what he needed to bring with him on an appointment.

He liked to think that he had made the correct choice to not get one based on the fashion of it, and not on the lack of practicality. But he was pretty sure he would have bought it if it would've fit his equipment, even if he was going to regret it later. 

Alex was twenty-eight, and he kept himself in good shape with regular visits to the gym. Being in the medical field kept him informed about what could go wrong if he got too lazy for too long.

His brown hair was short—it was just easier to manage that way, although he didn't hate how it looked when it got long. He had started lifting weights about a month ago, which wasn't enough time to show any results that he could notice (besides the accompanying soreness), but it made him feel good.

In his head, anyway. His thighs were a different story, and he felt the burn in them as he stood up and got out of the car. The bag was a little too bulky to comfortably pull across the seats and out of the driver's side with him, so he closed his door and went around to the passenger side of the car, fetching it from that side.

The house here had a front porch, but the patient's car (Kelsey, he reminded himself) was parked in the driveway that ran up along the side of the house, very close to the side door. There was a mailbox hung on the side of the house near that door, so he figured this was the main door that she used, rather than the front door. He went over to the side door and found a small white doorbell set into the door frame. He pressed it with the knuckle of his first finger and heard the faint, distant sound of it ringing inside the house. He waited.

The door opened not long after, and then Kelsey stood there, smiling. 

Alex forgot to speak. She was gorgeous.

Kelsey was his age, actually a year older at twenty-nine. He knew that from the paperwork. She had long, brown hair that curled slightly, giving it volume and a flowing appearance. She smiled brightly at him, showing white teeth underneath a cute nose and vivid green eyes. 

She was dressed lightly, perhaps in anticipation of the physical, just wearing a forest-green camisole which hid her cleavage but did nothing to conceal the ample size of her chest, nor the little scoop of firm belly it showed off on the bottom. Beneath that, she wore black yoga pants that just barely went down past her knees, showing off more shapely curves there that wouldn't have been prudent for him to look at in the moment.

"Hi, um..." Kelsey hesitated for a moment, possibly surprised by Alex freezing up on her doorstep. "You're here for the physical, right? With Medequity? Or Equihealth? Sorry, I forget, I've been shopping these companies for the last couple of weeks and they get all jumbled around."

Alex cleared his throat, suddenly embarrassed. "Yes, Kelsey, um, Donovan? Sorry about that, I..."

His mind blanked on any kind of excuse. Instead he  finished strong with, "I'm Alex. Here for the physical, yes. I shouldn't take too much of your time."

Kelsey smiled again, blinking, and was it his imagination or was she looking him up and down more than once?

"Oh, thanks," she said. "Don't worry about it, it's my day off, so..."

"That's good," Alex said. He cleared his throat again, and said, "Well, if you're ready..."

"Oh!" Kelsey shook her head, not refusing him, just embarrassed. "Sorry, I must have lost my train of thought. Please, yes come in."

She backed away from the door, into the house, holding it open for Alex and inviting him inside. Inside the door was a small landing, with three steps that led up into the kitchen. Kelsey closed the door once he was inside and slipped past him to go up the stairs. It was a narrow space for two people, and her shoulder brushed his even as he moved to the side to make room for her to get by.

"I haven't done one of these insurance physicals before," Kelsey told him, turning around to meet his eye as he followed her up into the kitchen. "They gave me a little breakdown over the phone, but like, where should we do it?"

"Anywhere you're comfortable," Alex said, feeling a little less shaken up now that business was at hand. "I'll need to have you sitting down for a couple of the things, like taking your blood pressure, so a kitchen table or even the couch is fine."

"The dining room is over here," Kelsey said, giving him a quick nod. She led him out of the kitchen and around the corner to the dining room, which was technically a portion of the much larger room that housed the living room area as well, with a dining set tucked over to one side and a few pieces of art hung on the walls around it.

"Sure," Alex said, nodding. "This is great. We'll sit down here and get everything taken care of."

So Kelsey invited him to sit, and Alex set his bag on the table and sat down in the chair next to hers, both of them turning toward each other so that their knees were just a few inches apart. He opened up the bag and took out a few things he would need, starting with a clipboard with the questionnaire already on it.

"The first thing I have to do is take a medical history, so bear with me," Alex said, smiling. "Some questions may seem redundant, but we just need to make sure everything is filled out."

Kelsey nodded. "No problem."

Alex went through the questions, something he had done hundreds of times before, but for some reason his heart beat a little quicker in his chest, and he had to clear his throat several times. Kelsey went and got them both cold bottles of water from the fridge, which Alex accepted gratefully.

When the questionnaire was over, it was time to do the more physical things, which again set Alex's heart beating quicker in an unexplained way. Again, this was something he had done hundreds of times, for hundreds of patients. Why should he feel nervous? Why should he feel tense?

"Is what I'm wearing okay?" Kelsey asked as they stood.

Alex looked her up and down again, almost before he could stop himself. God, she really was pretty. He saw a little color rise into her cheeks under his gaze, and he hoped he wasn't leering at her.

"It's great," he said, then he coughed and said, "I mean, it's perfect. It's good for the, for the physical."

That made Kelsey laugh, and then he was the one with color in his cheeks. Before he could say anything else stupid, he dove into the next steps.

"If you could turn around," he said, "I'm just going to get your height..."

He stretched a slim measuring tape down from the floor and up to the top of her head. When he leaned in to get the number off the tape, he smelled the scent of strawberries in her hair without even meaning to. And there went his heart again.

"Everything okay?" Kelsey asked him, waiting patiently.

"Yep, all good," Alex said hastily, letting the tape roll closed.

He took a drink of his water, then got her weight, then had her sit down again so that he could get her blood pressure and pulse. He slid the cuff over her arm, securing it closed.

"Sorry if it's tight," he said, an apology he had never issued before.

"It's okay," Kelsey said, a little breathless. She kept looking at him, and she had inched her chair forward to make sure they were close. To make things easier for him? 

He got the blood pressure reading, and when he undid the cuff, leaning into her, he felt her exhale on the side of his neck. Immediately the hairs stood up there, and he had to bite his own lip to keep from giving a reaction.

It's nothing, he told himself, undoing the cuff after his brief freeze and stowing it back in the bag.

"Okay," Alex said, feeling a wave wash over him, not sure if it was relief or disappointment. "That's everything, Kelsey. I hope it was nice and easy for you."

"Oh." Kelsey looked down, hesitating for a moment. "Yes, it was. It was, um, very nice to meet you, Alex."

"Likewise," he said, and he bit at his lip again. There was no way around it, he was attracted to her. He knew from the questionnaire that she was single. But he couldn't ask her out, no way. That would be wildly unprofessional.

But he wasn't here representing a company, he was just on a freelance appointment...

No, damn it, he was freelancing for his own damned company. He'd almost forgotten that little quirk. No, no way he could say anything. It might get back to the bosses, and he could lose his job.

Kelsey was looking at him now, meeting his eyes, everything in her gaze telling him that she had more to say. If she did, it would be a relief. It would spare him the decision.

"What about this?" she asked him, and she held up her hand. She kept it pulled back, up between her face and shoulder. On it was the pulse reader, still stuck on her index finger. He had completely forgotten to take it off.

"Oh," he said with a laugh. "I'm sorry. No souvenirs."

He reached up for it, and she didn't bring her hand down, so he had to get kind of close to her, and that was when it happened. While he was leaning forward to get the reader, she whispered bashfully to him, "I'd like it if you could stay a little longer."

Alex stopped in mid-motion and said, "I'm sorry?"

And then, before he could say anything else or even think, Kelsey leaned forward in her seat and kissed him, quickly finding his lips with hers and pressing into him.

The kiss was warm and welcoming, and Alex immediately lost himself in it. He brought down the hand that was reaching for the reader and instead put it on her shoulder, sliding it down to Kelsey's back and getting closer in contact with her. He felt her lips part, and her tongue slipped through and between his lips. He accepted it, tasting her with his own. So warm and soft and wonderful.

The kiss seemed to freeze them in time for a little while, placing them in a bubble in their two chairs were only the two of them existed. When it did break, Alex blinked, sitting back in his chair and looking at her.

"I'm sorry!" Kelsey stood up, letting her chair skid back across the floor behind her. "I don't know what came over me, I—"

She was flustered. Alex stood up as well, trying to catch his breath. But he reached forward and put his hands on her shoulders.

"Hey. It's okay. Really." He caught her eye and smiled, then said, "Honestly, I was battling with the propriety of asking you out before I left, but this is...this is good too."

Kelsey's eyes sparkled with glee, and then she grabbed Alex and kissed him again, deeper, immediately putting her tongue in his mouth. The pair of them closed their eyes and enjoyed it.

The kiss broke, their breath filling the air. Kelsey looked at Alex, then past him toward the kitchen.

"I, um, I'm not sure if—I just feel weird about doing this alone if... she trailed off, her breathing fast.

"Alone?" Alex blinked. "What do you mean?"

Kelsey pulled in a breath, closing her eyes for a moment before looking into Alex's eyes again. "My neighbor, Lauren. We've been friends for years, and we'd sort of been talking about, well..."

Alex didn't press her, he just waited.

"We've been talking about, the next guy one of us got with, we'd like to..." She flashed Alex an embarrassed yet excited grin. "We wanted to see if he'd be open to a three-way."

Alex considered the possibility that he had gotten in a car crash on the way over here and died, and then inexplicably gone to heaven. That would mean what stood before him was an angel, and that would make at least a little more sense than the reality of what was happening.

"So...what do you think?" Kelsey put her hands on his upper arms, looking at him.

Holy shit, she was really serious. Hell, he was in it this far already...

"I, uh, yeah, I'd be into that," Alex said.

Kelsey's face immediately brightened further into a big smile, and she said, "Okay, hold on, I'll be right back." And then she pecked him on the cheek and ran off, through the kitchen and out the side door.

Alex stood there, a little stunned. After he'd had a few seconds for his mind to clear and the remnants of Kelsey's kiss to fade, he felt sure that he was getting pranked. Set up, somehow. Arrested? No, it wasn't illegal to kiss somebody, even if they were your patient or subject or whatever. 

That didn't stop the paranoid thoughts from running through his head. He considered just leaving in the time he was alone, but he remembered how Kelsey's kiss had felt on his lips, and how she had looked, and how the hell was he going to walk away from that?

So he didn't, and soon he heard the door open and shut and Kelsey walked back into the house with someone behind her.

They came through the kitchen into the dining room where Alex was still standing in the exact same spot. Kelsey didn't comment on that, and her friend stepped forward to get nice and close to Alex.

"Hi, Alex, I'm Lauren," she said, sounding perhaps a little nervous but not very much. "Kelsey told me your name. And you're on board with, um, spending some time with us?"

"Well, I kind of didn't know what to think until I saw both of you come back here," Alex admitted, "But yes. Definitely."

That certainly made Lauren happy. Lauren was blonde, trim like Kelsey, but a little bit wider in the hips. She was wearing a pink T-shirt that showed off her cleavage, and very short workout shorts beneath that. Either she had been getting ready to go to the gym, or she just dressed like that because it was warm out. The short shorts showed off almost all of her thick, strong thighs and tanned skin. She had a flip-flop tan on her feet, the white lines stretching to either side on the top of each foot.

Lauren bounced on her feet. "Well, I'm sure you're on a schedule and all, Alex, so let's get into it."

"Come on," Kelsey said, stepping past the two of them. "Let's go back to my bedroom. It's a little more accommodating than the dining room table."

Lauren laughed, and she turned and followed Kelsey around another corner and down the hallway. Alex, feeling a little surreal, followed behind the two of them. Kelsey led them to the last door on the right side of the hall, pushing it open and stepping inside. Alex followed Lauren into the bedroom.

The sleeping space was small and neat, with a pair of dressers along the wall next to the door and a closet to the right that looked to be about an arm's length deep. Kelsey had a blue bedspread, evenly laid across the top of her sheets. It looked freshly laundered and everything smelled clean. It was hard to think that a threesome was about to happen here.

Kelsey looked back at Alex where he stood near the doorway, then turned back and stepped up toward him, stroking his arm.

"Don't be nervous," she said to him, giving Alex an encouraging smile. "Maybe this will help you warm up."

Kelsey stepped away from him then, and into the waiting arms of Lauren. The blonde pulled Kelsey into a familiar kiss, something they had obviously done before. Both of the women closed their eyes as their tongues entered each other's mouths, pulling each other's bodies close.

The sight of this was intense, and Alex felt himself getting hard, his body finally pushing past the shock of it all.

Lauren pulled away just to turn her head toward Alex and ask, "Do you like this, Alex?"

"I love it," Alex said honestly, the words coming easier than he expected. Lauren smiled and went back to making out with Kelsey.

The two of them sunk onto the bed, hungrily kissing each other, and then their hands started pulling off each other's clothes. The shirts and bras went quickly, such that Alex wasn't sure exactly when they had stopped kissing in order to pull the items of clothing over their heads. But soon they were topless, breasts bouncing and rubbing against each other as they pressed their bodies together, and their kiss was uninterrupted as slender fingers hooked into elastic waist bands and pulled down the bottoms they were wearing, both of them grabbing the panties with the pants and bringing them down in one swoop.

The girls were equally quick to start touching each other as they had been to undress each other. Lauren quickly forced her hand down between Kelsey's legs, the two of them moving further up the bed. Kelsey, still kissing her, turned slightly to the side and opened her legs so Lauren could rub her. She moaned as soon as Lauren touched her lower lips, the sound breathy and full of arousal. Alex could see how wet she was down there, the moisture shining on Lauren's fingers. Kelsey was trimmed, with just a little bit of short hair at the top of her cleft. Nothing to obscure the sight of two of Lauren's fingers quickly diving inside of her.

Kelsey gasped when Lauren entered her, catching her own breath and clutching at Lauren's shoulder. But even in the midst of that pleasure, she turned her head toward Alex.

"Come on," she said to him, short of breath. "Get undressed and get on the bed with us."

Were there sweeter words in the English language? Alex obeyed, hurriedly, as though he would lose the chance if he didn't get all of his clothes off in the next ten seconds. He left them scattered where they lay and got onto the bed.

Even in the short period of time that took, things had advanced between the two women. Kelsey had gotten between Lauren's legs now, fingering her in turn, and Lauren had added a third finger to stretch Kelsey's tunnel. Kelsey had moved away from Lauren's mouth and down onto her neck, licking and sucking at the flesh there before grabbing it and nibbling it with her teeth.

Alex wasn't sure how to get himself involved. He wasn't even sure he wanted to interrupt the two of them. His cock, fully hard now, stretched forward, and the lust stirring from down there battled with his desire to watch these two women go at each other for any number of hours. He watched Lauren roll her eyes back as Kelsey's thumb found her clitoris and started rubbing it while she continued to finger her and suck on her neck. He watched Kelsey start to buck her hips up against Lauren's fingers, forcing them in as deep as she could, helping Lauren inside of her.

The choice was taken away from him, anyway, as Kelsey pulled her lips off of Lauren's neck with a wet sucking sound and cast her eyes hungrily over to Alex. Kelsey looked him right in the eyes with a devilish smile, then dragged her eyes down his body to find his hard cock sticking out insistently in front of him. She actually licked her lips at the sight of it.

Without a word of warning, she pushed herself off of Lauren and turned toward Alex. Alex was kneeling on the bed, and that seemed to be good enough for Kelsey, who shoved herself flat onto the blue bedspread so that she could find herself face-to-dick with Alex.

What she wanted was obvious. Alex put a hand on her head, sliding the fingers of his left hand through her dark brown hair. Kelsey darted her tongue out and slowly licked the underside of his cockhead.

Alex groaned, even that small stimulation from her surprisingly powerful. His fingers tightened in her hair, and he subconsciously pulled her forward to his cock. Kelsey was happy to oblige, crawling forward on the bed and opening her mouth to take him inside. Immediately, she swallowed half, then more of his thick eight inches. Her mouth was hot and wet and eager, and he felt her tongue running all around the bottom and sides of his cock even has he slid deeper into her mouth. The intense pleasure almost made him choke. And again his hand tightened, pulling on her hair, and Kelsey moaned approvingly around his shaft as she took him deeper.

Lauren had turned herself too, coming up next to Kelsey and lovingly running a hand down her back. She found the cheeks of Kelsey's ass and squeezed them, wedging her fingers down between Kelsey's legs and finding her wet tunnel again. She slipped her fingers inside, and Alex felt Kelsey jerk around his cock at the invasion.

Still, she sucked on him. The way she was, prone on the bed, she couldn't do much of a back-and-forth motion, but Alex took care of that for her. Supporting her head with the hand in her hair, Alex started to fuck her mouth. Gently at first, then deeper and faster at her muffled request for more.

Lauren flipped one leg over Kelsey so that she was straddling her backwards, bending down and putting her face in her ass cheeks. With her free hand, she spread Kelsey's ass open and began to lick at her asshole, still fingering her pussy with the other hand. Lauren giggled in response to Kelsey's twitches underneath her. She spread her cheeks wide, as wide as she could with one hand, and drilled her tongue into her asshole, pressing in firmly to penetrate Kelsey's tight little back door.

Alex got a front row seat to this, as well as seeing Lauren's spread goods over Kelsey's back where she straddled her. Lauren had a little more hair on her pussy, and her lips looked swollen with arousal, her clitoris budding through the small bush there. Alex quickly found a use for his other hand, bringing it forward and grabbing Lauren's ass, squeezing her there. She was a little thicker around the hips than Kelsey, and it was a nice ass to grab. Lauren wiggled approvingly, and didn't stop giving Kelsey that deep rimjob.

Alex moved his hand lower, finding Lauren's wet cunt and getting his fingers slick with her juices. He easily slid two fingers up her pussy, and she rewarded him by pressing back against his invasion, forcing him deeper. She fucked herself on his hand while eating Kelsey's ass, and Alex kept pushing his cock down Kelsey's throat, her talented muscles there grabbing and pulling at his dick as though she didn't want to let it go.

Lauren pulled herself out from between Kelsey's ass cheeks a little while later, turning around and then pulling her friend off of Alex's cock so that she could get a taste of it herself.

"Don't hog him," Lauren told her, as Kelsey gasped and caught her breath, her mouth wet and stringy from the face fucking. Then Lauren got an arm over Alex's chest and around his shoulder and pulled him down to the bed, urging him to move backwards so that his head was on the pillows and Lauren could blow him. Once he was in position, she quickly took his dick into her mouth, slurping up whatever Kelsey had left behind before adding what her own mouth could give him.

Lauren sucked Alex's cock aggressively, bobbing up and down on it. It was a different position from what he'd had with Kelsey, and the feeling was different too, his cock bending into the back of Lauren's mouth where she took it down with gusto. She sucked on him loudly, not stopping until all eight of his inches were in her mouth and throat, and even then slowing only slightly to savor the sensation of her mouth being filled by his cock.

Kelsey slid her fingers back between Lauren's legs the same way Lauren had done to her, sliding into her tight tunnel while she worked on Alex's cock. Alex could do little more than lay there and accept the blowjob, not that that was a bad thing. He watched Lauren move up and down on his cock, her blonde hair becoming more messy and disheveled as she lost herself in the passion of sucking him off.

He watched Kelsey finger Lauren, not quite able to see where her hand was doing, but his eyes were on hers anyway. Kelsey was looking at him while she pleasured her friend, with Lauren noisily bobbing on his cock between the two of them. The feeling of both of their mouths had been amazing, but Alex knew what he wanted.

"Come on, Kelsey," Alex said, finding it surprisingly difficult to talk while Lauren tried to suck his soul out through his dick. "I want to fuck you."

That devilish grin came back onto Kelsey's face, and she wasted no time in pulling her fingers out of Lauren, making the blonde jerk with surprise.

"You heard the man," she said to Lauren teasingly, this time grabbing her friend by her sides and giving her little tickling motions. Lauren squirmed underneath the touch and eventually had to pull off of Alex's cock, swatting at Kelsey. 

"Not fair," Lauren said, gasping. "You know how ticklish I am."

"Yes I do," Kelsey said with a nod. "Now make some room!"

Lauren did, and before Alex could get up to go over to Kelsey, she came over to him, quickly straddling him and lining up her hips with his, but leaning forward so that his cock slid along the slickness of her entrance without going in. She sat back on his dick, pinning it down between his thighs and grinding her butt against it. It was a delicious tease.

"You want to fuck me, huh?" Kelsey inquired, her eyes going wide and innocent. Then the grin was back. "Feels more to me like you need to fuck me. What do you think?"

"I think you're right," Alex said, and he reached forward and grabbed her by the hips. She was thin, and he had big hands, practically big enough to encircle her entire waist. Kelsey gasped, surprised by the strong grip, and she could hardly protest against him as he lifted her up so he could free his cock, then lined her up with his rod. Both of them let out little sighs of tension-filled air as the head of his cock pressed against her entrance.

Kelsey pressed a hand against Alex's chest, pushing him back down flat onto the bed, and at the same time she sank herself onto his cock and engulfed him in her warmth.

"Oh, fuck..." Alex moaned as he went all the way inside of her, Kelsey not stopping until she was sitting flat down on his lap and had all of him wrapped in her insides. She closed her eyes in bliss, letting him fill her up and getting accustomed to his size. But she didn't wait for very long before taking complete control.

Kelsey leaned forward, coming down over Alex so that her tits hung in his face. Immediately, he brought his head up to meet them, searching with his mouth to find one hard nipple and pull it between his lips. He sucked hard on it, using his teeth gently to elicit a gasping reaction from Kelsey. And while he felt the heavy weight of her big breasts press their soft flesh into his face, molding around him, she started to ride his cock, taking her hips upward until just the tip was still in her, then sliding back down his shaft. It was slow at first, gradual and purposeful, but as he sucked and chewed at both of her nipples and the pleasure started to burn inside of her, she began to slam down on him harder, faster. Soon the sounds of his dick sliding in and out of her were as loud as the sounds of Lauren sucking on him had been.

Lauren, meanwhile, dived right back into former meal, her tongue finding Kelsey's exposed asshole while she rode Alex. Though she paid a special attention to him too, and he felt Lauren's talented tongue dance along his shaft for the brief seconds it wasn't in Kelsey's cunt. And he felt that tongue slide down to lick his balls as well, which were pulled up tight from arousal.

Kelsey's pussy slapped down on his cock over and over, and despite the motion, Lauren managed to bury her tongue inside Kelsey's asshole, to the point where Alex could feel the strong muscle of her probing tongue himself, through Kelsey's walls even as he fucked her.

Goddamn!

And soon it was Lauren's turn to point out that Kelsey was the one being a cock hog, as she wrapped one hand around the bottom of Alex's shaft so that Kelsey couldn't penetrate herself fully on it anymore.

Kelsey pouted a little, but she relented, tossing her head back so that her brown hair flew out of her face and her tits bounced with the motion. They were wet from Alex's mouth.

"I still need him, though," Kelsey said, even as she climbed off of Alex and he felt the much chiller embrace of the room's open air on his sensitive cock. 

"Do what you have to," Lauren said. "I want that dick inside me now."

"Ride him backwards," Kelsey instructed. "And give me just a second."

Whatever brief control Alex might have felt while he was grabbing Kelsey's hips to line her up with his cock was quickly swept away. Kelsey got her hands under his armpits, guiding him to move backwards so that he was sitting mostly upright against the headboard of the bed.

She smiled at him, then turned back to talk to Lauren. "Okay, cutie. Hop on."

Kelsey was half-standing, her stomach just a couple inches from Alex's face. She turned around as she gave Lauren those instructions, now presenting Alex with her ass instead. And then he felt motion down by his legs, as Lauren straddled him as well, backwards just like Kelsey, so that both women were facing away from him. Kelsey reached down and grabbed his cock, giving it a couple of firm strokes before lining it up to help Lauren slide her cunt down onto it. Alex and Lauren both groaned in delight as he entered her, Lauren taking him to the hilt and then sitting back, pressing herself up against Kelsey. Kelsey reached back with a hand and patted Alex on his cheek, then told him, "Eat my pussy, Alex. Go wild in there."

Immediately, she pressed herself back onto his face so that he hardly had any choice in the matter. The flesh of her ass cheeks covered his nose and eyes and forehead, and then his tongue was free to find her wet folds, where just moments before his dick had been plunging in and out. At the same time, Lauren began to ride him. It was a very close arrangement, and he could feel Lauren's motions pressing against Kelsey, which just served to press her further against his face. He smelled her musk and breathed in the air of her scent. Alex lapped at her pussy, tasting her before delving deeper into her folds with his tongue, finding her hole and driving inside of it. With how she was pressed against him and angled forward, it was easy to get deep inside of her, so he stuck his tongue in as far as he could and wiggled it, wanting to bring her as much pleasure as possible.

Lauren slapped her ass down on Alex's lap, riding him hard from the beginning, clearly meaning it when she said she wanted his dick inside of her. Plap! Plap! Plap! She rode him aggressively, grunting every time she took his dick all the way in, and he could feel that she was furiously rubbing her own clit while she fucked herself on his dick. It felt incredible, and he squeezed his muscles down there tightly, keeping his climax contained. He found Kelsey's clit with his tongue, licking at it to encourage her to bring it closer to his mouth. She did, bending forward more, and he pulled her clitoris into his lips and sucked at it passionately.

Kelsey cried out in pleasure, wrapping her arms around Lauren and grabbing both of her tits with her hands while she rode Alex. She squeezed Lauren's breasts and found both of her nipples with her thumbs and forefingers, pinching and rolling them.

The extra stimulation was what it took for Lauren to cum, still aggressively grinding and slamming her ass down onto Alex, not slowing down as her orgasm hit her. She slammed down onto him as she came, every full penetration driving more pleasure up into her system. Kelsey gripped her tightly, pinching her nipples hard and using her for support as Alex sucked on her pussy. The two of them helped Lauren ride her orgasm to the very end, and when she pulled off of Alex, collapsing forward exhausted, Kelsey came away from Alex's face and helped ease Lauren down onto the empty portion of the bed.

"You good over there, Lauren?" Kelsey asked.

Slumped on her side, Lauren gave some kind of affirmative moan and lifted one hand in a thumbs-up. Kelsey giggled.

"Okay, good," she said, and whipped around to look at Alex. "'Cause I'm ready for you to cum inside me, Alex."

Just like that, she was back on him, riding his dick for all she was worth. He slipped inside of her and then back out and then back in again and again, and she clutched at his shoulders, her bouncing breasts rubbing against his chest. Her pussy felt incredible, Kelsey's extreme arousal making everything down there feel extra tight and twice as good. She kissed Alex, sliding her tongue into his mouth even as she slipped one hand down to her own clit to rub at her most sensitive part.

Alex had one hand across her back and another grabbing her ass cheek, helping guide her up and down his cock, not that she needed any assistance.

"Come on," she whispered to him, breaking the kiss and dragging her tongue across his cheek. "Cum for me, let yourself loose. I wanna...feel it."

Her voice was breathy and incredibly sexy. It wasn't like he was going to be able to hold back any longer anyway. He rocked his hips up into her, meeting her thrusts with his own, burying himself deeply into her again, and again, and again...!

"F-Fuck!"

His own orgasm hit him by surprise, despite the fact that it had been knocking at his door for minutes. He grabbed Kelsey like she was a life preserver in a stormy sea, gripping her tightly as he pumped his seed into her. Hot spurts of his cum emptied out inside of her pussy, and Kelsey ground her hips and pussy down onto his cock, milking him for all he was worth. He kept shooting inside of her, so much cum—he had never cum this hard before. Again, he forgot how to breathe, lost in the clutches of his climax.

Kelsey buried her face into the hollow of his neck and shoulder, vibrating against him as she frigged her clit, and the orgasmic pulses of Alex's cock inside of her pushed her over the edge with him. She gripped onto him too, holding him tight as their bodies rocked back-and-forth. Sexual pleasure surged through both of them like a lightning storm, the waves slowly fading as the storm passed over them, the tumultuous energy finally spent and the two of them fatigued and limp.

They stayed there for a little while, breathing harsh breaths into each other's ears as they tried to recover. Kelsey slowly peeled her body off of Alex's, and even slower did she rise up off of his cock, the still-hard rod popping out of her and letting his white seed spill out down onto the bed.

"Damn," she panted, smiling. "I just washed this."

"I know a guy who can help you clean up," Alex said, matching her smile.

Lauren was the first to get up, collecting her clothes and pulling her shorts on with a little bounce of renewed energy. She beamed at the two of them.

"Thanks for that," Lauren said. "I've been dying for a good fuck like that for, god, I don't know how long."

"You're thanking me?" Alex said incredulously. "I should be—"

"Let's call it a team effort," Lauren said, shaking her head. "I sure as hell couldn't have done that alone. Maybe I'll see you two again, huh?"

And with that she was gone.

"She'll gush to me about this later," Kelsey told him. "She's like this after sex, somehow gets all this energy back and needs to go for a run or something."

"Wow." Alex shook his head. "Meanwhile, I feel like I could fall asleep in a shower right now."

Kelsey giggled. "You could clean up here, if you wanted."

Alex took her up on that, and the two of them had a quick, hot little shower together, though there wasn't much energy left to do anything else but tease at each other's sensitive bits. He helped her get her bed set into the laundry, too.

"You know," he said, once they were dressed and back upstairs and he was getting ready to go. "Before you broached the subject, like I said, I really was thinking of asking you out. So maybe I could get your—"

Alex had pulled his phone out of his pocket, and Kelsey just snatched it from him once he unlocked it. She added herself to his contacts with a little smiley face next to her name.

"Text me," she said to him, handing his phone back, "So that I have yours, too." Then she kissed him on the cheek and put a hand in his hair, running it down his face.

Alex's face burned pleasantly. "You don't need to worry about me waiting three days or whatever bullshit, yeah? I'm calling you tomorrow."

"Please do," Kelsey said. "I was lined up for a very boring weekend before you came over."

"At least you get to do laundry now," Alex said, and she gave him a playful swat on his shoulder. 

When he did leave, he had to resist the urge to text her while he was driving. He managed to power through, but it wasn't a big deal. He'd already given in to much stronger urges, hadn't he?

And he'd do it again.

––––––––
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Roy saw the problem immediately.

At least, it was obvious on a surface level. The car was sitting in the driveway and the rear left tire was flat. Really, really flat, as though it had lost all of its air in one go. Either that, or it had been sitting there for several days until it all leaked out. But he still needed to check some other things to make sure the car was drivable.

First, though, he had to go talk to the owner.

Roy parked his tow truck on the side of the street across from the house. He could've backed it into their driveway, but he wasn't sure if he needed to hook the car up yet, and he'd rather get a look first.

Roy crossed the street and went up the driveway of the house, taking a left to walk the small, angled path that led to the front door. He was a tow truck driver, but beyond that, he had a few years' experience working on cars as a mechanic, so he had decided to start his own business and called himself the Traveling Mechanic. If something was wrong and you couldn't get your car out of your driveway, he'd come over and see what he could do, and if it needed to go to a shop, well, he could get it taken there as well.

He started taking on clients through Around The Clock's services, who had seemed very excited to bring him on as a contractor. They were, from what he could tell, a home-repair-and-more hotline, kind of. Apparently they didn't have a lot of mechanics or tow truck operators in their network   and were trying to have more of a presence in that industry. They paid well and they brought him work, so Roy was happy to take calls from them.

There was no doorbell. Roy knocked on the front door. The house was small and well- maintained, with a garden bed stretching around the left corner with fresh black mulch, making the bushes and flowers there pop with color. The house had white siding that looked like it had been power-washed recently, as well. The owner definitely kept up on the turn-of-the-season chores.

The door opened shortly after Roy's knock, and he felt the cool blast of air conditioning come out of the house and wash over him. A woman stood in the doorway, smiling.

"Hi, are you Sheila?" Roy asked her, holding out his hand to shake hers.

"Sheila, yes," she said, and she took his handshake. Sheila was pretty, with long, brown hair that hung down past her shoulders. She was curvy, her ample tits filling out the front of her purple top extremely well. Her thick thighs were hugged by a pair of jeans that showed all of her curves and even the roundness of her buttocks, off to one side from this angle.

"I'm Roy," he told her, trying not to check her out any further. "With Around The Clock. I'm going to see if I can get you up and running without needing a tow, okay? I can't guarantee anything, of course, but I'll get a look, and worst case I can at least get the car hauled to somewhere they can get it on a lift, if needed."

"Thank you," Sheila said, her stress showing on her face a little. "I must've run over a nail or something, I really don't know what happened, but I had driven on it for a little while before getting home so I just want to make sure everything's okay, like, structurally."

Roy nodded. "I absolutely get that. It's the right thing to do."

"Oh, is he here?" The voice came from behind Sheila, somewhere deeper into the house. Sheila turned back to look over her shoulder just as someone else approached from the hallway. She moved to the side in the doorway a bit so that the other woman could come and stand with her.

"Hey, I'm Beth," the second woman said, flashing a bright smile at Roy. She was a black woman, and she had a surprisingly similar build to Sheila's, a curvy woman with long, wavy black hair. Her huge breasts stretched the white fabric of her top, so that even the cream color of her bra underneath was made visible. With the two of them standing just inside of the doorway, their hips touched, with Beth's curvy thighs showing off thickness and sensual curves not all that dissimilar to the white woman's next to her.

Roy blinked, for a moment just stunned at how good the two of them looked next to each other. Did they just look like this every day, or had they done something special for this...car appointment?

"This is Roy, Beth," Sheila told her, when Roy didn't fill in the gap in conversation. "He's going to see if he can get the car okay to drive without needing a tow."

"But you got the tow truck to be safe," Beth said, standing up on her tiptoes to peek over Roy's shoulder at his truck parked across the street. "That's good."

Roy smiled, coming back to his senses. "Never hurts to be prepared. Anyway, just wanted to let you know I was here. I can go and get a look now and come back once I have a verdict for ya."

"We're roommates," Beth said to Roy. She gave Sheila a nudge with her elbow. "She's single, you know. Just in case you were looking."

"Oh my god, Beth, I'm going to kill you." Sheila's face went red, and she bumped her friend with her hip while Beth broke down into laughter. "Thank you, I'll try not to let Beth bug you while you're working."

And with that she slung an arm around Beth's shoulders and pulled her back into the house, giving an apologetic nod to Roy while she close the door. Roy waved it off, letting her know it was no trouble before she closed the door.

He couldn't help but think that he wouldn't mind taking Beth up on that invitation, though. Honestly, whether it was for Sheila or for Beth. If they flirted with him, maybe he could give a little something back.

The idea made him smile. He didn't know if he had ever been successful at flirting, but he'd gotten laid in the past somehow. Maybe he could pull something off.

It was a fun thought, but there was work to do. He went over to the car and threw a pair of gloves on the ground to kneel on as he looked at the wheel well.

It took a little while, but it seemed like he was going to be able to give the two women good news. Did he try harder because it seemed like they were flirting with him? He couldn't be sure. But he didn't begrudge them their wiles if they were. God knew that they had license to use whatever weapon they were inclined to.

Roy gave the car a thorough examination and was glad to see that the damage wasn't too bad, although it could've been. The wheel well had been scuffed up, but it was really just cosmetic damage. The rim of the tire had been damaged, but only very superficially. It was nothing that should cause a problem. Basically, they just needed a new tire, and as long as they had a spare, they wouldn't even need a tow.

Roy stood back up and dusted his hands off on his jeans. He went back to the front door of the house and knocked, and this time when Sheila opened the door, Beth was already with her.

"Oh boy," Sheila said, glancing to the right, where she could see a little bit of the car peeking past the house. "What's the damage?"

Roy said, "Good news for you on that front, actually. I don't see any significant permanent damage to the car. Bottom line is, you're gonna need a new tire. I don't know what might have caused the flat in the first place, but just by looking at the tread on the other tires, it was about time for a new set anyway."

Sheila brushed her hair out of her face. "Oh, okay. Tires aren't cheap, but hell, I guess it could've been a lot worse."

"Thank you, Roy," Beth said from next to Sheila. "It does seem like good news."

"It definitely is," Roy said. "So what I recommend here is just popping a spare tire onto the car so that you can drive it to the tire shop, and getting yourself a new set of tires as soon as possible. Do you know if there's a spare in the trunk? I can get it on for you."

"Yeah, there should be a spare in there," Beth said.

Sheila started to nod her head in agreement, and then she said, "Oh, wait. There isn't. I mean we do have one, but when I got this car we cleaned out everything from my old car, and we bought this one used and for some reason it didn't have a spare tire... anyway, we took the spare tire from the last car and just kept it in the house because there was a gap period before I got this car, and I'm just now realizing I never went and put the spare in the trunk of this car."

Sheila brought a hand to her forehead. "Anyway. Sorry, Roy, but do you think you would be able to come in here and bring it out. The thing was so damn heavy—"

"Ugh!" Beth exclaimed. "I remember that now. Dragging that thing in here was such a pain in the ass. If you could..."

"No trouble at all," Roy said with a smile. "Lead the way, and I'll get this thing out of your hair."

"Thank you so much!" Sheila said. She turned, and Roy followed the two of them into the house. He stepped past Sheila, who closed the front door behind them, and he felt the nice chill of the air conditioning. Roy reached up and wiped the sweat off his brow. It had been pretty hot outside.

"Oh my god, let me get you some water," Sheila said quickly. "I don't know why I didn't offer earlier. It's so hot out there!"

"That's okay—" Roy started to say, but Sheila was already waving his dismissal away.

"Come on, the kitchen is right here. And we have a filter on the tap."

"Well sure," Roy said, that sounds great.

They went into the kitchen, and Sheila opened a cabinet above the sink. It was a tall cabinet, and she had to reach up on her tiptoes to get a glass out of it. Her ass stuck out as she reached up, round and tantalizing above her thick thighs. It took her a little while to get the glass, such that Roy felt like he was staring if he continued to look at her. And really, he was. She cut a very sexy hourglass figure, curvy and showing it off.

Beth came up next to him while Sheila pulled the glass down from the cupboard, and she put a hand on his shoulder. The touch was gentle and entrancing, and Roy fought the urge to lean into it.

"I'm glad you helped us out," Beth said, smiling warmly at him. Her long, black hair fell down across her shoulders, with one strand falling over her eye. She brushed it away. "I'm sure a lot of guys would've hooked it up to the truck just to get a tow out of the deal."

"I sure hope they wouldn't," Roy said, "but I know what you mean. There are some jerks out there."

Sheila was filling the glass of water at the sink. She looked at him over her shoulder, and he still couldn't help but notice the beauty of her figure as he caught her eye.

"I think we're really lucky you came along," Sheila said. "I mean, jeez, they could have sent anybody. We lucked out."

Beth still had her hand on Roy's shoulder. She gave him a squeeze. "We definitely did."

The air in the kitchen suddenly felt very thick and still. Tense, but in an enticing way. Roy swallowed, his throat drier than ever. He'd have to be an idiot to think that these two weren't flirting with him, right? For god's sake, Beth's hand was still on his shoulder, and now the tips of her fingers were rubbing into him, making tiny circles that were nothing short of intimate.

And he liked it. He liked it a lot. But what could he do? If this had been some kind of major job, he might have thought they were trying to get a lower bill, but the service call through Around The Clock even with the spare tire fitting was going to be forty-five dollars flat, and he knew that they knew that from the initial invoice confirmation. They didn't look like the kind of people for whom forty-five bucks would be a cause for desperate measures.

So if this wasn't desperation, what else could it be but genuine interest?

All of those thoughts ran through his head in about five seconds, and in that time Sheila had turned around with the glass of water and held it out for him. He took it with a thank-you, bringing it up and drinking it down quickly. He really was thirsty.

"Of course," Sheila said, smiling and taking the cup back from him. One of her fingers trailed along the back of his hand as she did so, and he licked his lips. He watched her fill the cup at the sink again, and then drink from the same cup herself, looking in his eyes the whole time.

"We should probably get that tire," Beth said. Her voice was suggestive and slow, and she squeezed his shoulder again. Sheila set the glass on the counter and got up close to Roy.

"Yeah," she said, almost whispering. "We should."

"Ah," Roy said, his nerves making his heart beat a little faster. "Where is it?"

"It's in the bedroom," Beth said. Another squeeze on his shoulder.

"Our bedroom." Sheila gave her lower lip a tiny nibble. "Normally it's just the two of us in there, but there's room for three. What do you think, Beth?"

"Oh, there's room," Beth said, and now she slid her hand off of Roy's shoulder, slowly trailing it down across the muscles of his upper arm. "There's definitely room."

"You still wanna come back and help us?" Sheila asked him.

Well, fuck being uncertain about this whole thing. Roy knew what he wanted. He brought his arms out, hooked one around Beth's waist and pulling her close to him, then doing the same to Sheila with the other arm. The two women were big and loving, firm in some places and soft in all the right ones. They pressed into his embrace immediately, all three of them pushing together.

"Just show me where," Roy said in a commanding voice, and he gave both of their waists a squeeze, liking how they felt underneath his hands. Both of them gave little oohs of appreciation at the strong touch. Beth pulled away, trailing her arm back just so that she could grab Roy's hand.

"Right this way," she whispered.

Out of the kitchen, down a hall, right turn, and then they were in the bedroom. A king-sized bed beckoned the three of them, taking up less than half of the spacious back bedroom. The three of them tumbled onto the bed, already a jumble of intimacy.

There was no need for talking yet. They all understood each other. Roy was facing Beth, and he immediately slid one hand up her shirt to grab her breasts. They were huge, and he felt their size through the cups of her bra. She giggled devilishly at the intrusion, then pushed Roy down flat on the bed. The two women got on their hands and knees over top of him.

Sheila and Beth looked at each other, looking down over Roy like lionesses over prey. Then they leaned back to get their shirts off, pulling them over their heads and throwing them to the floor. Sheila reached over to undo the clasp on Beth's back. Beth threw the bra to the side, and her huge black tits fell free. Roy took the sight in hungrily, and immediately reached a hand up to feel her flesh and rub a thumb across the hardness of one dark nipple. 

Beth sighed, her eyes closing, while at the same time reaching over to undo Sheila's bra from the back as well. Sheila's huge, creamy tits were exposed next as her bra fell to the bed and she swept it to the floor. Roy immediately brought his other hand up to Sheila's chest, taking hold of one of her huge tits. Her nipples were pink, just as hard as Beth's. Both of the women's tits were massive, the weight amazing in his hands, and each far too big to fit even in one of his giant paws. He squeezed them gently, savoring how they yielded to his fingers.

It wasn't quite enough for the two women, whose idle hands reached over to touch each other as well. Roy felt their hands move among his, the two women touching, rubbing, and squeezing each other's chests. There was no hesitation; no sense of unfamiliarity. These women fucked each other frequently, and now they wanted Roy to be a part of it. They moved his hands to the spots they liked and that they knew each other liked, sighing, moaning, telling him in soft voices where to squeeze and pinch and rub and go harder, or where to caress gently, making the sensation more intense for the restraint.

Roy sat up, putting his torso in between theirs while wrapping himself around them. He ran his arms down both of their backs. He loved the way these women felt, their weight against him, the shapes of their bodies as he felt up and down their beauty. He just wanted to bury himself inside of them and never leave.

He brought his hands past their waists, down to their hips where the waistbands of their pants were riding a little low from the motion. He felt the tops of their ass cheeks, squeezing where he could get a good grip, and he nudged their pants down further, getting them down as far as he could while they were kneeling back.

Beth and Sheila helped him, raising their hips so that he could slide their bottoms down, tugging down the panties as well to get them completely naked. There was no part of their bodies that he wanted to remain hidden. He wanted it all. 

With their pants gone, the two women were completely naked, and Sheila was rubbing at Roy's own crotch, eagerly finding his hardness there and playing with it through his jeans. He growled at the touch. He didn't realize how horny he was until Sheila had her hands on his junk, but suddenly his dick was a throbbing, insistent need. Sheila gasped at how intensely his hips thrust up at her from the touch.

"Someone's pretty fucking hard-up, huh?" she murmured, smiling. "Let's get a look, Beth."

The two women immediately got him undressed, their fingers deft and without pause. Sheila took care of his pants, undoing the belt and yanking his jeans down along with his boxer briefs, letting his hard cock spring out. Beth was even quicker with his shirt, pulling it up and over his head in such a motion that he barely remembered raising his arms to let it slide off of him. And then in just a few seconds he was as naked as the two of them, and he could feel their soft skin against his in the most wonderful way. His hands kept moving up and down their bodies, finding the spots that felt good for both of them.

"He likes touching us," Beth said, whispering the words in Sheila's ear, loudly enough to make sure that Roy could hear, too. Then she kissed Sheila on the cheek, moving down to her neck and kissing and sucking on the flesh there.

"I've got something for you to touch, Roy," Beth said, pulling away from Sheila's neck. "How about you give my big black ass a good spanking?"

If it was possible, Roy's dick immediately got harder just at the words.

"I'd love to spank you," Roy said. His voice was practically a growl, overwhelmed with lust. "Bend over, Beth. Show me that ass."

Sheila gave a little gasp, theatrically surprised at Roy's commands. Beth turned around on the bed, putting her hands on the bedspread again so she was bent over on her hands and knees, and she looked over her shoulder at Roy. Her huge, round black ass was on full display. 

Roy just took it in for a moment, staring at her beautiful body while she waited for him. Her ass was fat, no doubt about that, and it was sexy as hell. Her dark, round cheeks quivered slightly as she made them jiggle, and the lips of her pussy had pinkness visible beneath the heavy cheeks of her rear.

Roy immediately got up on his knees on the bed, moving close to her even as Beth backed into him. He hunched over the right side of her ass, running his left hand over her round butt and feeling the shape of her, squeezing, running his fingers down the crack of her ass.

"Spank me, Roy," Beth told him, looking back at him while he fondled her. "I love getting my ass worked up."

Roy could've kept on just squeezing and rubbing her ass forever. He truly loved just getting to fondle her butt like this, but duty called. He gave her ass one more good squeeze and then pulled his palm back, bringing it down and giving her a good smack.

Smack! 

Beth gasped a little, shaking her ass beneath the hit. The flesh of her ample ass jiggled with the spank, and Roy looked down so he could watch it bounce. He hit her again, lower now, on the thickest part of her ass. His palm and fingers smacked her, making her ass bounce. It was so hot. Beth threw her head forward, her hair hanging down and brushing across the bedspread.

Before he could spank her again, Sheila came up on the other side, leaning over Beth just like he was and grabbing Beth's left ass cheek with her right hand, giving it a hard, healthy squeeze.

"I just love her ass, don't you?" Sheila asked him, grinning. "Let's both show her how much we love it."

Sheila spanked Beth's ass immediately, hitting her hard with her open palm. The resounding crack was louder than Roy's hits, really making Beth's ass bounce.

"Go on," Sheila told him, smiling and rubbing Beth's ass where she had hit it. "She likes it when you hit her hard."

Beth moaned, encouraging the both of them. She shook her ass while the two of them touched it.

Roy spanked her again, and then Sheila did the same, the two of them alternating between beating on Beth's ass cheeks while she cried out in pleasure and her pussy grew wetter between her legs. Beth's big ass bounced with each hit, and she begged for them to hit her more, and harder. Sheila and Roy obliged, at one point Sheila leaning further over Beth and grabbing Roy's chin with her other hand, pulling him into a kiss. Her tongue immediately dove into his mouth, finding his and swirling around it. Both of these women were so aggressive in their desires.

Breaking the kiss for a moment, Sheila told him, "Keep working her ass," while she herself abandoned spanking Beth so that she could slide her hand down between Beth's legs and play with her pussy. Her fingers slid along the slickness of the lips hiding glistening pink folds.

"Fuck, yeah Sheila baby, finger my pussy," Beth breathed. Roy watched, captivated, though not faltering in his duty to keep spanking Beth's big black ass. He moved hits between her cheeks, making her rear end dance. The skin of her ass felt hot beneath his hand.

Sheila immediately slipped two fingers right up Beth's cunt, all the way up to the last knuckle and pressing in as far as she could. Beth pushed back against her, humping back against her friend's probing fingers. 

Smack! Smack! Roy hit her, and her ass jiggled while Sheila fingered her, Sheila's fingers plunging in and out of Beth's pussy, fast and yet faster. Then she added a third finger and slowed down, Beth groaning at the feeling of her tunnel being stretched out by three of Sheila's fingers driving in deeper and deeper.

Sheila listened carefully to Beth's noises and breathing, and she pulled out of her pussy when she deemed it appropriate. Beth made a noise of displeasure, but Sheila gave her an admonishing snack on her ass.

"We have to treat our guest," Sheila chastised her, looking up at Roy. "Tell me what you want, baby."

Roy's heart missed a beat in his chest. He looked Sheila up and down, eyes lingering on the wide curve of her hips. Immediately, he said, "I want you to sit your ass on my face, Sheila."

Sheila broke into a big smile, unable to hide how pleased she was. 

"That's exactly what I was hoping you'd say," she told him. She smacked Beth on the ass again, leaving a messy handprint of Beth's pussy juices. "Watch the show, Beth. Make sure I don't hurt him."

"Not a concern," Roy said, grinning. "Hurt me all you want."

"Hmm." Sheila considered this for a moment, then pulled him firmly down to the bed, where he had been lying down before. She was surprisingly strong. Still holding him down on the bed with her hand on his chest, she knocked the pillows off the bed so that he could lie flat.

"You just tell me when you need air, baby," Sheila said to him, giving him a kiss on the tip of his nose before swinging around and straddling him backwards. She raised herself up, and he saw the big white cheeks of her ass hovering over his face. He could smell her arousal, and his cock throbbed just at the sight of her rear end. He wanted her thick ass down on his face more than anything in the world.

Lucky for him, he didn't have to wait long. As Beth was turning around to get her eyes on the show, Sheila sat down on Roy. Gently at first, softly smothering his face with her ass cheeks. He groaned in pleasure, and sensing how tentative she was to sit down on him, he reached up and grabbed her hips, pulling her all the way down onto him.

"Oh!" Sheila gasped as she sat back on his face, burying him under her big butt. "Roy! God..."

Roy could hear her, but he sure as hell couldn't respond. He was too busy being in heaven, anyway. He breathed in her musk, her arousal potent and wonderful. He used his hands to help shift her ever so slightly so that he could reach her sensitive parts better, and then immediately swiped his tongue along the length of her pussy. He felt short, prickly hairs, and yielding labial flesh squished under his tongue. 

"Mmf," Shelia moaned in approval, and she rocked back on his face. "That's fucking good, baby. Eat me out." 

Roy licked every inch of her that he could, bringing his hands back to squeeze at the exposed curve of her butt where it rolled over his face. He gave her a couple good smacks on her ass, and he loved when she jumped slightly at the hits, bouncing his face on the bed. She sucked in a hiss of air when he gave her a particularly hard spank, but she didn't stop him. Roy drove his tongue into her pussy hole, tasting her deepest reaches as she angled herself to let him get in even further. He wiggled his tongue inside of her and she ground back on his face, bouncing up to give him air, then coming right back down and engulfing him again.

Beth found her way between Roy's legs, sliding her hands up his thighs before taking his cock into her mouth with no warning. He made a surprised noise that was lost in Sheila's pussy, and by the time he'd finished that sound Beth had swallowed his entire cock, all nine inches of it right down her throat. His toes curled up, her tongue and throat muscles working on almost his entire rod at the same time.

"It's hot seeing you with a cock in your mouth, Beth," Sheila panted from atop Roy. "I bet that feels so good for him, huh? Too bad he can't tell you."

Beth might've said something in response, but it was muffled, either through Roy's ears or simply by virtue of his cock in her mouth. But if he could talk, he would tell her what a hell of a job she was doing on him. Beth was sliding her mouth all the way up and down his cock, hovering on the head of it to lick all around with her tongue, and she had brought one hand to his hanging ballsac, caressing it and giving gentle squeezes while she blew him. She was incredible down there.

Beneath Sheila, Roy tilted his head back, finding Sheila's asshole. He licked across it, making Sheila shiver. She liked it, and that was all he needed to know. He lapped at her asshole like it was ice cream, then pressed his tongue against it, trying to wiggle inside. Sheila reached back, and he felt her grab both of her ass cheeks in her hands and spread them open for him. His cock throbbed in Beth's mouth, leaking pre-cum that he could feel even as he was being blown. Between Sheila's spread cheeks, his tongue forced its way past the tight muscle of her asshole, giving Sheila a deep rimjob that made her let out a tiny scream of pleasure.

"He's eating my ass, Beth! God, he's really deep in there!" Sheila moved on his face, helping his tongue get deeper inside of her. Roy rimmed her until it felt like he had three inches of tongue up in her, then he popped it out of her asshole and found her pussy again, licking at her hole and teasing her clitoris with the tip of his tongue. Then back to her asshole, sliding in, her sphincter still tightly squeezing on his tongue, though it was easier to force himself into her back door now that it was worked open. He kept working on both of her holes, hearing her get louder above him, as Beth kept sucking his cock all the way down into her throat until he felt he might explode.

Beth let his cock fall out of her mouth, and warm drool hit his leg as she did. This time he could hear her talk.

"He's close, Sheila, honey," Beth said, patting Roy on the thigh with one hand. "As much as I'd love for him to bust down my throat, I really want that load up my pussy."

Just hearing her say it out loud was almost enough to make him blast that load into the air. Roy resisted it, currently in the process of getting his tongue back up Sheila's ass.

Sheila stopped, catching her breath and talking to Beth. 

"Let me ride him for a little bit first," she told her friend, and she reached down to pat Roy on his stomach. "You can fuck him last. Get his tongue inside you in the meantime."

"You drive a hard bargain," Beth said, the sound of her smile apparent in her voice. And then there was movement, Sheila getting off of him and Beth moving over on the bed to take her place. Roy saw the lights of the bedroom for the first time in minutes, blinking. Then it was Beth standing over him, her ass hovering over his face, and Sheila was straddling him down below.

"I'm gonna let him look before I sit down," Beth said. "Let him see that cock sliding up in you, girl."

Sheila let out a short little laugh. Her face was pink from exhilaration and pleasure, and she nodded in quick agreement. She caught Roy's eye between Beth's legs.

"Get a good look," she told him, and she raised up over his cock, hovering for only a moment as she lined up her hole with his big dick. Then she slid slowly, agonizingly, achingly, down onto his rod. The head of his cock pierced into her deaths, every inch of her insides rolling over it, and Roy's eyes fluttered, his head tilting back. It felt so fucking good, and he watched until his last inch disappeared up Sheila's pussy.

"That's fucking hot," Beth muttered, and even from down below Roy could see that she was rubbing at her clit while she stood over him. "You ready down there?"

"Give it to me," he practically snarled.

"Ooh, my man," Beth gushed, and she lowered herself onto him. Her black ass took up all of his vision, and then took up all of his face and breath and focus as it squished down over him. Beth immediately spread her ass cheeks over his face, getting her pussy right on top of his mouth so that he could eat it, and Roy was quick to take to the job, burying his tongue up inside of her in a flash. Beth rocked back-and-forth on his face, riding the length of his tongue like it was a dick. Her weight pressed him down into the bed, a truly fulfilling sensation.

Roy's breath hitched in his chest as Sheila started to ride on his dick, lifting up and slapping herself down, her wide hips slamming down on his with a most satisfying and pleasurable weight. She was quick about taking his cock all the way in, moving up and down on him, then slowing it down to make sure that he didn't cum too fast.

Roy sucked and licked at Beth's pussy, and then he did the same to her asshole when it was presented to him, licking her open and getting her good and wet back there before wiggling his tongue inside, Beth helping him get in there by bouncing on his face. He resisted the urge to blast his cum inside of Sheila, enjoying Beth's taste and the way she sat back on his face and rode him like he was a sex toy.

"Okay," Sheila finally said, lifting herself up and off of Roy's cock. It bounced back-and-forth a few times in the air, suddenly free and lonely. "I don't know how much longer he can last, Beth. Not that I blame him. Get on there and fuck him senseless!"

There was only so much Roy could do as these two big, curvy women pinned him down to the bed and used him for their pleasure. Places switched again, and this time he got to watch Beth slide down on his cock. The sexy, thick black woman first teased him by rubbing her pussy along the length of his dick, pinning it up against his stomach and grinding on it. But then her own lust took hold, and she was quick to flip it back up and sit down on it, driving him all the way inside of her in one shot and making him grunt, his hips bucking upward. Her big tits bounced with the impact, and she let out a long sigh of pleasure.

"I'm real close, Roy," Sheila said to him, right before she settled her pussy over his mouth for a second round of action. "Come on and give it to me."

He felt her rub at her clitoris, her fingers brushing against his chin while she sat down on his face. He followed her commands, licking at her cunt and getting his tongue up inside of her, moving around to please her. 

Down below, Beth rode him slowly, savoring his cock, working her own clitoris while she slowly rose up the length of his shaft, and then slammed down hard on him like she was trying to break his hips. It was amazing, pleasure firing through his whole body the harder she sat down on him.

Sheila rubbed her clit faster and faster, Roy able to hear the change in her breathing even while his face was buried under her curvaceous ass. And when she was real close, she moved forward, putting her asshole right above his mouth so that he could slide his tongue into it.

"Yes! Fuck...yeah, Roy, eat my ass...oh!"

He got all the way inside of her quickly, feeling her ass squeezing down on his tongue even harder than it had before, and then she was cumming, squeezing and squeezing his tongue, her juices squirting down onto his neck and chest. She pressed her ass down onto his face, swallowing him underneath her cheeks, frigging her clit hard until there was nothing, nothing, nothing left. 

"Fuck!" Sheila cried, practically sobbing with the intensity of her orgasm. She stood up off of him, his tongue popping out of her ass, leaving Roy gasping for breath.

"Watch him cum in me," Beth said to Sheila, who stood over Roy with one hand against the wall, breathing hard and recovering. But she did watch, and Beth fucked herself down on Roy faster, and harder too, if that was even possible. Her cunt swallowed every inch of his dick over and over, his rod as deep into her as it could fit. She had stopped touching herself, focusing only on making Roy cum, and with that kind of attention, he didn't stand a chance.

Beth looked him right in the eye at the moment of no return, like she knew exactly when he had to release just by the feeling of his cock twitching inside of her.

"Oh fuck, fuck!" Roy groaned, grabbing onto Sheila's legs where she stood above him and using her as support while the rest of his body bucked up into Beth, and he finally emptied his balls up her pussy. She kept riding him, even as he spurted jet after jet of hot cum into her insides. She kept riding him even as it began to slide out, glistening white cum offset against the darkness of her flesh. She kept riding him even after he was spent, stopping only when she saw the tightness in his face as the stimulation became too much to bear, and at that point she pulled off of him with a satisfied grin and sweat on her brow.

"Oh, that was a good one," Beth told him, looking down at the mess she had helped create. "That was a real fucking good one, huh?"

Roy was in no shape to answer, and neither was Sheila, or at least she didn't care to. Instead, Sheila immediately dropped down on top of Roy, laying forward over him. Her pleasant weight rolled over his stomach and crotch, pinning his hard cock down between his thighs. He felt her tits on his legs, but her face was buried in Beth's cunt, furiously eating her pussy to help her reach orgasm and licking up as much of Roy's cum in the bargain as she could.

"Yes honey, yes, oh you're so fucking good at eating me...!"

Beth howled while Sheila sucked on her clit and pulled the orgasm right out of her bones, shaking and quaking as she came. At some point Sheila had slipped three fingers right back up Beth's cunt, pressing hard into her G-spot while she sucked on her clit, and Beth's orgasm exploded out of her. She squirted all over Sheila's neck and chin, Sheila driving her fingers in hard and deep, over and over while her friend came. She released her clit only when Beth was entirely spent, her head hanging off the back of the bed and her breath coming in heaving gasps.

The bed was a mess, but nobody was concerned about it. They all caught their breath, and eventually they got off the bed, Sheila first. She had come all the way back from her own powerful orgasm, and as she slipped on her clothes, she said, "I could probably go three more times, honestly, but we all have lives to lead, don't we?"

"Maybe we can schedule that," Roy said, finding his words after his cock had finally gone soft in the wake of this sexual earthquake. "Busy adults, and all."

"I bet we can find the time." Beth had gotten off the bed now, finding her own clothes. She and Sheila tossed a couple items to each other as they sorted through the mess on the floor to get dressed again.

"I'm serious, you know," Sheila said, once they were back upstairs and Roy was ready to leave. It wasn't until he saw their car out the window of the house that he remembered why he was here in the first place. For that unbelievable period of time in their bedroom, it had been like he had no past at all. Like he had just popped into existence to get fucked by these two beautiful women.

"Serious about?" Roy inquired. His mind was still in the bedroom, possibly trapped there for many hours to come.

"Doing this again." Sheila smiled. "I mean, if Beth is down..."

"Are you kidding?" Beth gave Sheila a playful shove. "If you invite him over and I'm not here, I'm beating your ass."

"I guess yours already did get beat enough," Sheila teased, then looked back at Roy. "You got a number, cutie? I mean, assuming you'd like to do this again..."

Roy had never scrambled for a pen faster in his life, finding one in his shirt pocket and quickly scribbling (legibly, for god's sake make it legible) his personal number on the back of his business card. 

"Consider yourselves my number one priority," Roy said, handing the card over. "Day or night, holidays and weekends. You call, and if I don't show up, it's because I died on the way over."

That made both of them laugh, and Roy gave a grin as well, not letting on how serious he was about that. This was the best sex he had ever had, and if he didn't get to get inside of these two women again in the future, he might go insane. 

He decided not to tell them that last part. You know. Can't seem too eager.

Before he forgot, Roy did go back for the spare tire, which really had been sitting in the bedroom closet, and he got it onto the car for them.

When he did leave, he left with kisses on his cheeks and his neck from both of them, as well as friendly and more-than-friendly squeezes of his cock through his jeans, which was already hard as a fucking rock again by the time he got back into his truck.

So he didn't worry too much about whether they would call again. He just focused on making up excuses to get out of work for when it happened.

Roy was a clever guy. He'd think of something.

––––––––
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