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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. 

––––––––
[image: ]


To Be Continued... 





    
        Don't miss out!

        
            
                Click the button below
            
            and you can sign up to receive emails whenever Myra Dusk publishes a new book.  There's no charge and no obligation.
        

        
            
                
                    https://books2read.com/r/B-H-BRFNF-ALCIJ[image: Sign Me Up]
                

            
            https://books2read.com/r/B-H-BRFNF-ALCIJ

        

        
            
            [image: books2read]
            

            Connecting independent readers to independent writers.

        

    





  	
	    
	      Also by Myra Dusk

	    

      
	    
          
	      Big Package Harem

          
        
          
	          Big Package Harem: Book 1

          
        
          
	          Big Package Harem: Book 2

          
        
          
	          Big Package Harem: Book 3

          
        
          
	          Big Package Harem Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Domination in the Harem Penthouse

          
        
          
	          Domination in the Harem Penthouse: Book 1

          
        
          
	          Domination in the Harem Penthouse: Book 2

          
        
          
	          Domination in the Harem Penthouse: Book 3

          
        
          
	          The Domination Harem Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Harem Boutique

          
        
          
	          Harem Boutique

          
        
          
	          Harem Boutique: The Hotel

          
        
          
	          Harem Boutique: Anna and Julie

          
        
          
	          The Harem Boutique Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Harem by Appointment

          
        
          
	          Harem by Appointment, Book 1: Eli's 3-Way

          
        
          
	          Harem By Appointment, Book 2: Backdoor Job

          
        
          
	          Harem by Appointment, Book 3: Femdom Surprise

          
        
          
	          Harem by Appointment, Book 4: House Call

          
        
          
	          Harem by Appointment, Book 5: Servicing the BBWs

          
        
          
	          Harem by Appointment: The 5-Book Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Harem Cabin

          
        
          
	          Harem Cabin

          
        
          
	          Harem Cabin: Out in the Woods

          
        
          
	          Harem Cabin: Storm Shelter

          
        
          
	          The Harem Cabin Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Company Harem

          
        
          
	          The Company Harem, Book 1

          
        
          
	          The Company Harem, Book 2

          
        
          
	          The Company Harem, Book 3

          
        
          
	          The Company Harem Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The 20-Book Harem Erotica Mega-Bundle

          
        
      

      
    
    



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
NAIINVAST | O N

| in the”'

-.f ~

// ///"// //)/}/~






d2d_images/b2r_image.png
BOOKS 7)) READ





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/new_release_sign_up_button.png
Sign Me Up!





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



d2d_images/scene_break.png





