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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 lean 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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