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Alan knew where he was going to go for lunch around three days before he actually walked into the restaurant. It was a place that he'd had his eye on for a while, and now he, some months later after his fun with Elena and Jessica, had a small gap in his books for the penthouse dungeon suite sessions. So he was on the hunt for a new client on his own. He had been doing enough business, and now it was time for pleasure.

The restaurant was called Marley's and it was certainly what one might think of as an executive lunchroom. The tall windows spaced around the restaurant let in so much natural light there might as well not have been a ceiling. The tablecloths were white, the carpet was beige accented with black, and the sound of a hundred quiet conversations mingled with each other and made the place surprisingly loud. This wasn't the kind of place where people sat down and had a silent meal. Deals were done, complaints were voiced, and checks were paid with shiny black credit cards. 

Alan arrived alone, and requested a specific table. He had spotted his potential clients as soon as he had walked in, following up on the helpful tip that he had received from a former client that the women would be here. Thankfully, a table near the two of them was vacant, and the host was happy to accommodate Alan's request. He pulled out the chair for Alan, and Alan sat down, the compact black leather menu in one hand, and the other on a freshly poured glass of ice water. He sipped at this, looking over the menu while occasionally casting his eyes toward the table that he had sat down near.

There were four people at that other table. Two women and two men, the former of whom he had arrived with interest in, and the ladder of whom it was gaining interest in. Not in a sexual way, but simply as that of a curious bystander. The men were receiving what might be considered a violent dressing down, at least for this particular environment. Classy restaurant, lunchtime during the week, the place packed with executives and C-suite types. Nobody wanted to disturb the decorum, yet clearly these two women were letting their anger or disappointment or whatever it was that they felt about these two men get the better of them, though they still kept everything professionally contained.

This was good. In Alan's experience, the stereotype was true, and people in high-powered positions who had to give orders and make decisions regularly tended to be rather submissive when it came to the "between the sheets" side of their personal lives. Those were the kind of people that he was looking for.

Alan settled in, and when the server came over, he had his order ready. An unsweetened tea, house cut chips on the side. It cost thirty-two dollars and it was worth about eleven, but it was a good sandwich. How much could he complain if he was the one here paying for it? Tacit endorsement was still endorsement.

He waited for his food and listened to their conversation, not obviously, leaning back and taking an occasional sip of his drink while he looked over the restaurant. He could have buried himself in his phone like most of the other single diners were doing, but he could also do that later.

"I don't care," one of the women was saying. She was blonde, with a short haircut and soft features, green eyes that would look kind in most circumstances unless she was currently yelling at you. "This was something that Marge's team should've been included on. It's clear from the outset you intended to keep it between you and Josh."

The blonde woman was Megan, and she wore a gray jacket over a cream blouse. She was paired with Amanda, a brunette with longer, curly brown hair tumbling around her shoulders, set against the black of her blazer. Amanda was talking to the other guy, whose name Alan did hear, but quickly forgot. 

"This is how it's going to be," Amanda told him, planting her finger in her palm. "You're forcing me to do this, by the way. This is not how I like to run my team. Your files come through me now, until I decide if I can trust your output. No shared folder bullshit. I approve what gets uploaded."

Alan smiled. The two men at the table didn't argue with their female superiors, looking about as contrite as they should be in whatever situation they had landed themselves in. Likely, Megan and Amanda had done them some kind of mercy by taking them out here in public to address their concerns, rather than doing it back at the office where everybody could see. Maybe their contrition was a sign of gratitude for that, or maybe it was just that Megan and Amanda were simply intimidating, and anyone who talked back to them quickly realized that it was a mistake.

The two women still weren't quite done with their subordinates by the time Alan's food arrived, though the conversation had gotten into specific technicalities that he couldn't quite follow, so the words began to mean little to him. He went ahead and tucked into his food, eating the Reuben sandwich while it was still hot. He had actually finished his meal by the time Megan and Amanda seemed to be winding down, and lingered over the last few chips while waiting for an opportunity to step in. Judging by the looks on the men's faces, he knew that the opportunity would present itself

He was right, and a few minutes later, both men excused themselves from the table, either to head back to the office early or possibly to head over to the bar in the second room of the restaurant and cut off the end of a rough day. Either way, it looked like the company was picking up their check, so how much trouble could they really be in?

That was of no concern to Alan. He padded his face with the white cloth napkin set it down on the table, and stepped over to their table shortly after the two men had left.

"Please excuse me for interrupting," Alan said, approaching the table, but remaining standing and leaving the other two chairs empty. Both women looked up to him, expecting to see someone they knew, and showing some small surprise when they found Alan to be a stranger.

Alan continued before either of them could question his appearance. "We have a mutual friend. Patricia Walker."

Alan said the name of the former client. Factually. As though she weren't the CFO of a $600 million company. He reached into his jacket and pulled out his simple business card. He set it down the table, closer to Megan, as the short-haired blonde was the person whom Patricia was close with. Amanda was more a friend of Megan's than she was of Patricia's, but she would be involved in this, too.

"I don't believe Patricia has said anything about me," Alan said, speaking again once their eyes had drifted from the business card and back up to his imposing stature. "And Marley's isn't the best place to discuss my business, but please give Patricia a call at your soonest opportunity, and she will be able to fill you in." Alan smiled, showing his teeth. "Then please call my number on that card, there, and I will fill in the rest."

Alan left it at that, giving the two women a winning smile before turning away from the table. His check was paid and signed, so it was time for him to leave Marley's and attend to other things while he waited for Megan's call.

Exiting the restaurant, he thought about how the interaction had gone, and the look on Megan's face. She was certainly surprised, perhaps taken aback to be approached publicly, but Alan wondered how much she already knew. Had Patricia told her, perhaps in glee, excitedly sharing the details of the night that she had spent in the penthouse dungeon suite with her friend Cassandra? Patricia was an executive, and she knew how to keep things close to the vest, but she had also recommended that Megan be one of Alan's clients, so maybe she did share something of her adventures with him. Or maybe she had only told Megan just enough so that Megan wasn't completely balking when Alan did arrive to try to snare her.

Only time would tell. Just because he set aside time to line up a session in the penthouse dungeon didn't mean that there weren't other things to do, and Alan was able to keep himself busy. He didn't expect Megan to give him a call that very evening, and the call did not come, which was fine. Like himself, Megan was a busy woman with a lot of things to do, from what he knew about her. The penthouse dungeon suite, if she did indeed know about it, wouldn't automatically jump to the top of her priority list. But if she knew even a little bit about it, he suspected it would make its way into her top three items to address. He smiled to himself, thinking about Megan holding his card, staring down at it, wondering what she should do. The more time passed, the more interesting things became.

When she did call, as Alan knew she would, it was the next day. Well, actually, it was the next night, and Alan's phone rang at 10:30 PM. A call as late as this, from the number that he knew was Megan's, had several implications that he let run through his mind before answering the phone. He was an imaginative person, but he had to exercise restraint and make sure that things progressed in a realistic fashion.

"Megan," Alan said upon answering the call, his voice smooth and confident. "It's lovely to hear from you."

Megan seemed startled by the fact that he knew it was her calling, but her stumbling was brief. "Oh, I...yes. I don't appreciate having this thrust on me while I'm out in public with people from my company."

Alan smiled. "And you're calling to admonish me?"

Megan let out a sigh. "How much did Patricia tell you?"

"The more appropriate question," Alan said, leaning back in the comfortable recliner in the living room of his high-rise apartment, is how much did Patricia tell you?"

Alan continued, cutting off a small noise of frustration from Megan: "The truth will save us both a good deal of time."

Alan knew that he needed to be firm with Megan right from the start. She would understand her role in this transaction, the same as Patricia had been made to understand. And when she responded to him, her voice had less of an edge.

"I don't think she told me everything." Megan paused. Alan imagined her putting a finger to her lower lip while she thought back to the conversation she'd had with her friend. "But obviously she told me enough so that I know who you are, now—I didn't at the restaurant, not until I left. And I wouldn't be calling you if I wasn't...interested in the same sort of session that you had with Patricia."

"There's no need to be coy," Alan said. "We're speaking privately. You want to come to the dungeon penthouse and have a big, strong man like me tell you to do what feels good."

Megan paused, then breathed, "Yes."

Alan let the thrill of the moment to rush through him. "Now, I approached you at that lunch specifically because you were also with your friend Amanda, whom Patricia told me a little bit about. But I have a reason to believe that you would have, by now, talked to her about becoming a client of mine. Have you? "

"I did bring it up," Megan responded, sounding a little dejected. "I'm not sure what she thinks of it. She didn't run away screaming, but at the very least she's going to need some convincing. Maybe you could—"

"No." Alan cut her off sharply. "I'm not some rancher throwing rope around the necks of wild horses and breaking them in. People come through my door willingly, or not at all. More importantly, you're Amanda's friend and I am not. If this is something that she participates in, she will be doing it with you, not with me. I will simply be present and in charge, but you will be her partner. If anyone is going to convince her, it must be you."

He heard Megan fiddle around with something, stalling before she spoke again. "I wouldn't know what to say."

Alan mused on that. This was probably a situation which Megan didn't encounter very often in her leadership role. To Alan's ears, she did sound lost. He wouldn't take the reins, but he could offer some advice.

"You believe she's interested," Alan said. It was a statement, not a question.

"Yes," Megan responded. "I just don't know how to...get her all the way there."

The missing link separating Megan and Amanda from their true desires was not Alan nor his dungeon suite. It was the willingness for one of them to take the next step and admit what they wanted to do. He couldn't do it for them, but this was where he came in. He knew how to give a good nudge, as long as Megan would be willing.

"I know what will do the trick," Alan said, almost teasingly. "If you have the mettle for it. If you want to kiss Amanda and run your hands over her naked body, and you believe that she wants to do the same to you."

Megan was perhaps hesitant to say it, but she had lowered some of her walls now that they were deeper into the phone call. "Okay. Yes, that's what...that's where I think we are."

"Good." Alan couldn't help but grin while the next words of suggestion came forth. "Send her a nude photo of yourself. Whatever you're comfortable including, but enough so that she takes it seriously and it shows that you were intent on moving forward with the penthouse appointment...yet leaving enough so that she might ask for more."

"You want me to...?" Alan pictured Megan shaking her head. "Just out of the blue?"

"It won't be out of the blue in the context of what has happened the last couple days," Alan told her. Then he moved on. "Send her the picture. Tell her if she wants to see more, she needs to call my number. At that point, the decision is in her hands. But let me tell you, I have a lot of experience with this, and the people who don't immediately say no are just waiting for the opportunity to say yes."

"Okay."

"You can do this?"

"Yeah. Yes, I will."

"Good." Alan leaned back in his chair, with not much left to say. "Get it done as soon as you are able, ideally tonight if she's still awake. I'm available to speak to her whenever she's ready. If I don't hear from her, I will assume our business is done. Good night."

Alan ended the call and set the phone into his lap, looking out the window of his apartment at the nighttime city. His apartment wasn't quite as elevated as the penthouse dungeon suite was, but he still got a good view from the tenth floor.

He had always been something of a night owl, able to function on five or six hours of sleep, even less if need be, so many days he would get up early and go to bed late. So he was still awake close to midnight when his business phone rang once more.

He looked down at it and didn't know the number. A good sign. Believing the best, he answered the call and said, "Hello. Amanda?"

"This is Amanda," the woman on the other end of the line said. Alan saw her in his mind as he had at the restaurant, wearing her blazer with her long, curly brown hair spilling over it, though she certainly wouldn't be dressed that way now. If she was intrigued enough to call him, coming fresh off of a nude photo from Megan, maybe she was naked. Maybe she was touching herself.

But it was best not to let himself get distracted. The truth of it all would come soon. "I'm glad to receive your call. It sounds like you and Megan are on the same page now."

"I suppose." Amanda was reticent at first, but the words came. "I don't really know what came over me. It just...did."

"It's because you're in a new position now," Alan told her, not bringing up Megan's nude photo. "A position where someone else is in charge, and he's going to tell you how the night will go. Something you're not used to. So you may be trying a lot of new things in this endeavor."

Amanda let out a breath, something which Alan read as a shudder of excitement.

"There's no need to tease about it anymore," Alan said, shifting in his seat at his home office desk. "It's time to make it happen. Tomorrow night, nine PM. I'll send Megan the address. Both of you need to arrive together and leave your inhibitions in the lobby. Understood?"

"Yes, "Amanda said, and the call was ended shortly after that with Alan feeling relaxed and ready to sleep.

When the next evening came, Alan already had plenty of ideas in his head. Ideas that couldn't possibly fit into just one night, so he would need to choose his favorites. He got to the penthouse dungeon suite around 8 o'clock that night, finding it all cleaned and in order as he knew it was, though his attention to detail forced him to make sure again. He got himself into a comfortable set of slack trousers and a white undershirt that showed off his muscles. He had moved a few pieces of furniture around to suit his plans, and was only slightly surprised when the buzzer rang. He had lost track of time.

Alan went to the door and checked the video feed, seeing both women, and sent the elevator down. He could watch the screen a little longer, but he preferred to see them in person if he was going to try to read them.

He stepped away from the elevator for a moment, getting himself a glass of water, and when the elevator arrived, he set the glass down on the counter of the neat kitchen behind its discreet door and walked back into the main room to greet them.

"Amanda and Megan," Alan said, coming around the corner. "It's good to see you here. And to see you dressed for the occasion."

Megan's short blonde hair rested above a nervous look on her face and a very low-cut top with thin straps that might have been mistaken for lingerie with its red color. Below it, she wore hip-hugger shorts, showing that the curve of her ass went toe to toe with the swell of her breasts and the deep cleavage displayed at the top of her shirt.

Amanda, the curly-haired brunette, wore a short skirt that wouldn't do much to hide her decency in even the slightest of breezes. It was a pale yellow, going well with the off-white of her top, which showed off her taut midriff and seemed to barely restrain her tits.

"We're excited," Amanda said to him, clearly enjoying the gaze that Alan gave her body. Megan nodded in agreement, though there was still some reserve there with her, and even with Amanda. That became clear when Alan gave them their first instructions.

"Good," he said, bringing his hands together in front of his navel. "Then this should be a simple start for the two of you. I'm going to need to see how the two of you kiss."

They both blushed, but Megan stepped forward and Alan held up a hand, shaking his head.

"No, not with me," Alan said. "I need to see the two of you kiss each other. Deeply."

Silence fell, and Amanda and Megan looked at each other, with Amanda opening her mouth to speak.

"I thought we'd start with you," Amanda said.

Alan heard the underlying authority of an executive in her voice. He'd dealt with plenty of these types, both in his work and in his play. Clearly, Amanda and Megan had showed up here with a preconceived notion of how the night was going to go. That was going to have to be quashed.

"No." Alan spoke strongly, and was pleased to see the two women draw back a bit in surprise. "The two of you. Now."

Megan fell back a step, looking at Amanda next to her. It wasn't that they were totally unwilling; it seemed like they weren't quite ready to dive right into it yet. That was fine. That was what this place was for, and that was what they were going to do.

"If you can't do this, "Alan said, looking at them, "you weren't possibly going to be able to do anything else. And if you came here to waste my time, I'm not going to be pleased."

Amanda put a hand on Megan's shoulder, her palm and fingers touching bare skin. "Come on," she said, almost a whisper. "I'm ready."

Alan watched Megan turn toward Amanda, and they faced each other, their breasts almost touching. It wasn't quite close enough for Alan's tastes, so he pulled out of his pocket what he had put there in preparation for such this event, expecting these two to need a little help beyond the verbal. He stepped closer, holding the tie in his hands.

Both of the women looked down at what he held, which was a peach-colored silken scarf, long and meant for comfortable restraint.

"You're going to need to be closer," Alan said, looking down at their chests. "If your breasts aren't touching, you might as well be complete strangers."

Megan smiled at that, and finally pushing through her hesitation, she pressed up against Amanda, squishing their boobs together through their shirts. Megan's cleavage threatened to burst out the top of her low collar. Amanda let out a tiny, quiet gasp, but put her other hand on Megan and enjoyed the embrace.

Alan gave a quick nod of approval, then lifted up the scarf and tossed it over their heads, looping it around their necks and giving it a quick, practiced tie. They were stuck together at the neck, with a little room to pull back, but much further and they would have to rip the scarf. Something he was sure neither of them wanted to do.

"Now that we're comfortable," Alan told them, "kiss."

The command was short and powerful. Both of the women's breathing was heavier, like they were starting to get lost in the heat and arousal of it all as it grew around them. Amanda leaned in and pressed her lips against Megan's, making Megan's eyes go wide for a split second before they closed and she accepted the kiss. Amanda's hands moved up and down Megan's sides, and Megan got her own hands around Amanda's shoulders, holding her while they kissed. Alan watched approvingly as their lips parted and they tasted each other with their tongues.

"I can tell that you wanted to do this for a long time," Alan said. "Both of you have. Don't be shy about it. Really get in there and see what your friend feels like."

The encouragement helped the pair, and moans moved out from behind their lips, tongues starting to swirl around each other, hair starting to get messy as it brushed against the other's face, and hands starting to go wild in their wandering. The scarf rotated slowly around their necks with their motion, forcing them back together whenever it got taut.

"Now let's put some multitasking to the test," Alan said to them. His own cock stirred in his pants, but the attention needed to be on Amanda and Megan for now. "Those clothes are in the way. Get your shirts off, and your pants. I want you both naked within two minutes."

Megan was quick to obey now, getting her fingers underneath the bottom of Amanda's shorter shirt and pulling it up, Amanda helping her along by lifting her arms. Megan was able to get the shirt up to Amanda's neck, and then slip it off through the inside of the scarf that locked them together. Impressive.

Following her lead, Amanda did the same to her, slipping her shirt off through the scarf and then immediately going to work on her white bra, unclasping the back and letting it fall to the ground. Megan's tits burst forth, huge and jiggling, her dark nipples hard enough to cut glass.

Megan popped Amanda's bra off and got her tits free as well, showing creamy white skin and pinkish nipples that were quickly lost in the swallowing size of Megan's breasts as they pushed them together, moaning at the touch of their warm, sensitive flesh to one another.

"The pants," Alan said. "Don't get distracted."

He did feel they might have lost sight of things now that they were half-naked, pressing their bodies into each other, and making out more deeply and furiously than they had before. In a show of her eagerness, Megan got Amanda's skirt off her hips along with her panties, Amanda lifting her legs to step out of them while the scarf locked them together at the mouth. The tight curve of her ass saw the air, while the trimmed bush of her vagina remained mostly hidden between the two of them. Megan's hip huggers came off in a similar fashion, Amanda eagerly pulling at the waistband to let Megan's ample, round ass out into the penthouse suite for both of them to see.

"Naked. As is always the goal." Alan clapped his hands together. "And in under two minutes," he added, as they broke their kiss to catch their breath and look at him. "I think the two of you deserve a little reward for that. Well, maybe not so little."

He instructed them to kneel down in front of him while still keeping the scarf around their necks, forcing them close together, shoulder to shoulder.

"I think you can imagine what I have in mind," Alan said, and at the same time he pulled his pants down. He was naked beneath them, without underwear or boxers, and his hard cock sprung out quickly, coaxed to full size by the display the two women had put on. "You kissed each other very well," Alan complimented them. "Kiss me even better."

While the women had held hidden desires to stick their tongues in each other's mouths, their desire to taste Alan's cock was much more forward-facing. They practically knocked their heads together to get him in one of their mouths first, but Megan won, sliding her lips around the head of Alan's cock and making both of them moan at the sensual contact.

"Yes, go on," Alan encouraged, letting his eyes close at the pleasure of Megan's hot mouth around his member. "Take turns as needed, but there's more of me that you can work on, Amanda."

Moving within the constraints of the scarf, Amanda pressed her head up against Alan's leg so that she could drag her tongue across his balls, and instinctively, Alan reached down to put a hand on her head, losing his fingers in her mass of curly dark hair.

"Yes," he said, "just like that."

Megan took his cock into her mouth as deeply as she could while still letting Amanda work on his heavy, hanging balls, her hot wet tongue getting him soaked and lustful. Amanda let his balls bounce on her tongue, pulling them into her mouth and gently sucking on one at a time, then licking up to the inches of his shaft that weren't buried in her friends mouth.

Megan did eventually relinquish her spot on Alan's cock, letting Amanda take over, and he felt her tongue swirl around his head and shaft as she sucked on him, while Megan got to work where Amanda had left off. The pleasure was intense, both women lost in the lust of the moment, with Amanda taking Alan's cock even deeper into her throat than Megan had. The scarf tied around both of their necks stretched as they worked on him, forcing them to work together to bring pleasure to their master. They swapped back-and-forth again and again, Alan's wet, glistening cock diving into each of their mouths in turn, giving them tastes of his flavor as it leaked out of him and the pleasure built up inside more and more.

After several delicious minutes of this, Alan brought his hands down to both of their heads and pushed them off of his cock and balls, listening to them pant as their attention was taken away from delivering pleasure. He bent down and found the knot of the scarf, pulling on it to bring it around to the front and quickly untie it. The peach scarf fell to the ground, and he kicked it away.

"It's time for the next stage of this encounter." Alan opened a hand, moving his arm and gesturing behind himself and to the left. "Megan, go and sit down on that black couch over there. Legs wide, like you're inviting somebody in."

Megan did as Alan commanded, walking over to the couch and taking a seat on the treated leather surface, which was at first cold to the touch and made her jump a little bit as her big ass made contact with the seat.

"Move forward," Alan told her. "Pussy right on the edge and lean back."

As Megan positioned herself, Alan grabbed Amanda underneath her arm and pulled her to her feet. She must've thought that Alan was going to go fuck Megan, because her eyes showed some surprise when Alan told her, "It's time for you to eat."

The surprise gave way to excitement, though, as Alan guided her by the arm over onto the lush carpet, then pushed her down to her knees in front of Megan. Megan looked down at Amanda between her legs almost apologetically, as though Amanda wasn't practically licking her lips and ready to dive into her friend's muff. Megan's pussy was shaved and wet with her arousal. Her huge breasts, too big to be perky, had their bottoms pressing against her stomach as she arched back on the couch so that she could keep her pussy thrust forward. The bottom of her ass cheeks were visible beneath her wet cunt. Megan was very much in-shape; she was just a woman who was blessed with a big set of tits and a huge, wide ass. It was no wonder that Amanda was attracted to her. The wonder was how she had kept that desire inside at all when she had to see this sexy woman almost every day.

There was no need to keep the desire inside anymore. Now kneeling between her legs, Amanda was quick to lean in and breathe in the smell of Megan's arousal. Following that, she was quick to taste it, bringing her tongue out and pressing it against Megan's wet lips. Megan tilted her head back and shivered as the pleasure ran through her, Amanda's tongue sliding up between her lips and brushing against her clitoris.

"Oh, Amanda, that feels so good," Megan moaned, as Amanda dove into it with more energy.

Amanda paused only briefly to say, "You taste delicious." Then she was back in, pressing her tongue more deeply into Megan's folds. Amanda licked up and down the inside of her pussy and the exposed, sensitive flesh of her labia, tasting every little bit of Megan that she could reach.

While Amanda licked and sucked at her pussy, Megan brought one hand up her breast, pulling on the flesh, squeezing, and rubbing her fingers across her nipples while she moaned. She played with herself while Amanda tasted her for the first time.

Confident Amanda was deep into it now, Alan decided that he wanted to get more involved with something other than his cock. He couldn't help but notice Amanda's ass sticking up in the air, and that while her willingness to participate was strong, he thought it might be good to remind her who was in charge. Alan stepped away from the pussy-eating session to pay a quick visit to his wall of tricks, a large display from which many tools of teasing and sexual torture hung in a neat arrangement. Very few were garish or horrible. Most were reserved, modern things, not meant to strike fear on sight, but rather to bring pain and pleasure through their expert use. He selected one of these items, returning to the two women with the object in his hand.

Amanda was trying to see how far up Megan's pussy she could get her tongue, and Megan was clearly enjoying the attempts, spreading her legs as far as she could and pushing her pussy forward into Amanda's face. Amanda was smeared with her juices, Megan panting with the pleasure and giving her tiny directions, especially when her tongue and lips found her way to Megan's clit.

"Bring your ass up a little higher, Amanda," Alan told her, and she looked back, briefly tearing herself away from Megan's pussy to see the spanking paddle that Alan held in his hand. I" have a feeling your ass would look even better if I make it pink."

Amanda did as he said, putting her ass higher in the air while leaning more of her weight into Megan's pussy, bringing her arms up to the couch to wrap around Megan's thighs from underneath while she spread them. Alan knelt down behind Amanda, getting a good look at her tight little asshole and wet pussy spread open while she kneeled. It was such a pretty sight that he hated to pull his eyes away, but there was work to be done. He put one hand on the small of Amanda's back, hearing the wet and gleeful sounds as Amanda continued to suck on Megan's cunt.

Alan rubbed the curve of Amanda's white asscheeks with his hand, gently, before picking the wooden paddle with its black leather handle up from the ground and smacking her ass with it. The sound was loud and sharp in the penthouse, making Amanda jump with the pain of the hit. Alan dragged the paddle across her cheeks, pulling it away.

"Very good," he murmured. He didn't say anything more, choosing instead to focus on his work. He brought the paddle back and snacked her again, this time harder, and she squealed and Alan could see the pinkness starting to form on her cheeks. None of this stopped her from eating Megan's pussy, and Megan started to give Amanda some directions of her own.

"Lick my ass," she begged Amanda, while she scooted her own ass forward on the couch. "Eat my asshole, Amanda. I love having my asshole licked."

Amanda's smile was hidden by Megan's thighs and her pussy, and she moved her mouth lower.

Crack!

Alan hit Amanda with the paddle again, a smack on the broad side of her left cheek that left a mark. Her whole ass was starting to glow pink. And even as Amanda listened to Megan's instructions, Alan couldn't help himself from adding, "Do as she says. Rim Megan's asshole, and do it good."

Amanda gave a happy moan, fully enjoying taking directions from the two of them, and she found Megan's asshole with her tongue, licking up and down the tight ring while Megan replied with positive obscenities. One of Megan's hands reached down and grabbed hold of her own ass cheek, pulling it open so that Amanda could get in deeper, and Amanda eagerly replied by forcing her tongue right into Megan's spread asshole, shoving it past her entrance and finding it hungry for more.

"Fuck!" Megan cried, breathing heavily and spreading her ass cheeks wider. She wanted Amanda's tongue as deep into her ass as it could possibly go. Amanda, meanwhile, got her ass worked over by Alan's paddle, the dungeon master smacking both cheeks at once, then taking turns on one until it was the color that he liked. Amanda had tears in her eyes as she shoved her tongue up Megan's butt while taking a beating on her own, but she was loving every second of it. Alan kept a hand planted firmly on the small of her back, holding her still while he smacked at her ass.

Megan brought a hand down to her clit, to rub at it while Amanda ate her asshole, but Amanda yanked her tongue out of Megan's ass and pushed her hand out of the way with her head, instead wrapping her lips around her clit and sucking on it.

"Finger my ass, please," she pleaded to Amanda. "Fuck, you're gonna make me cum so hard."

Alan held off on his spanking, wanting to watch their passion in front of him instead. Amanda brought her fingers down to Megan's back door, finding it slick and opened up pretty well by her tongue already. She pushed one finger inside, and Megan groaned in delight. Then she forced a second finger in, stretching her friend's asshole wide and penetrating her deeply.

Megan's breath grew higher in pitch, and she leaned back, her chest heaving, her breasts bouncing, while her clit got sucked and her ass got fingered in and out by Amanda. Leaning into her friend's pleasure, Amanda forced a third finger into Megan's rear, making her friend's back door clamp down around her fingers and getting Megan to whimper as her orgasm unleashed itself. 

Megan gripped the couch with both hands as she came, driving her pussy up into Amanda's face and forcing her ass onto Amanda's fingers involuntarily, making herself get fucked deeper. Amanda stayed locked onto her clitoris as Megan came for her, wiggling her fingers in her friend's ass to increase the intensity of her climax. Her tight hole clenched down on Amanda's digits powerfully with each wave of pleasure Megan experienced.

Alan was unbelievably turned on by the two of them going at each other. He tossed the paddle aside, where it fell with a muffled thump onto the rug. Amanda's pink, spanked ass swayed in the air as Megan's orgasm wound down. Not giving them any time to recover, Alan started issuing orders.

"We're going to do a little swap of positions," Alan said. He stood up and pointed, directing the women. "Amanda, lie down right there on the rug, on your back. Megan, shove your face down between her open legs and suck on her pussy until she cums. Keep your ass up in the air and your legs spread. My dick is going up that used hole."

Amanda, clearly pent up, practically scrambled to get to her spot, lying back on the rug like a good girl and spreading her legs open. Her breasts, not as large as Megan's but sizable, jiggled as she got settled. Megan, still catching her breath, was pretty quick to get off the couch, leaving a wet spot from her passions that would get taken care of by the cleaner later. She got onto her hands and knees once she was off the couch and crawled over to Amanda, getting in position between her legs, lowering her head down. She stuck her big butt in the air, and Alan could see her slightly opened hole, waiting to be visited again.

Lube was never far away in the penthouse dungeon suite. Alan fetched some from a small compartment built into the side of the couch, taking off his shirt in the process so that he was fully naked just like the two of them.

"I don't hear any eating," Alan growled.

Megan, her breath washing over Amanda's pussy and her head still reeling from the powerful orgasm her friend had given her, pressed her lips against Amanda's clitoris and kissed it, making Amanda squirm and sigh. Alan didn't know whether this was the first time Megan had eaten pussy, but it seemed like it, as she tentatively gave a few licks before Amanda more forcefully grabbed her by her short blonde hair and mashed Megan's face into her pussy. Megan's cries were muffled by Amanda's swollen, aroused lips, and soon she settled into licking her friend's cunt, with Amanda humping up against her, her arousal having gone ignored for far too long.

Ready now, Alan knelt behind Megan where she rested on all fours eating Amanda's pussy. He slicked up his thick, rock-hard shaft with lube, then dripped a healthy amount onto Megan's back door, pushing some in with the tips of two large fingers. Megan moaned at the contact, pushing back into him, and Alan smiled. He loved an anal slut.

Probably just as horny as Amanda was, Alan didn't feel like teasing Megan any longer. He watched her hair bob and her breasts sway back-and-forth as she licked Amanda's clitoris and stuck her tongue into her tunnel, but only for a moment. Then he focused on her ass, grabbing one of her hefty asscheeks in his hand and squeezing it, using the other hand to press his slick and cock up against her prepped back door. Megan wiggled at the contact, and Alan pushed forward, feeling the tight slickness of her asshole quickly engulf the head of his cock as it popped inside of her. Megan let out an intense, guttural moan as her ass was penetrated, and she pushed back, forcing Alan's cock in deeper before he could do it himself.

"You really are a whore for anal," Alan commented, grabbing her ass with both hands like he was hitching on for a ride. "You've got a nice, juicy ass for it."

Megan was in the middle of two masters, both of them with their hands on her. Alan grabbed her ass and hips as he bottomed out in her asshole and started to fuck her, the lube making the entry easy, the tightness of her asshole making him work. In the front, Amanda had one hand on Megan's head, fingers locked into her hair so she couldn't get away, telling her how to eat her pussy and how close she was to cumming. And though Amanda didn't ask for it, Megan moved down and licked her asshole too, much to her friend's glee, who enjoyed tightening the muscles of her butt against her friend's probing tongue.

Megan's ass was amazing, tight and hot, and every time Alan's hips pressed against her, he squished the meat of her asscheeks flat against himself, a lovely sight. Her pussy was practically dripping wet below him, but Alan paid it no attention. He knew that he wanted to shoot inside of her ass.

The slapping sounds of his hips against Megan's ass faded to the background in his mind as his orgasm began to sink its claws into that special place behind his loins. He felt his balls tighten, and he fucked her faster without even trying, unable to stop his body from pursuing its ultimate goal. The tight walls of Megan's ass had him in their grip, and Alan was the next one to reach climax, try as hard as he might to avoid it. His breath choked in his throat, and he bent over Megan as he fucked her, his dick beginning to spurt cum into her bowels. His fucking motion became haphazard and jittery as Megan's tight ass pulled the jizz right from his dick. He shot into her, grunting, over and over, five or six ropes of his seed spilling into her and filling up her ass. Still, at the last moment, he pulled his cock out of her gaping tunnel and let his last shot or two paint white streaks across her big cheeks and the small of her back.

Megan moaned around Amanda's clit while Alan came inside of her and all over her, and Amanda kept Megan's head locked onto her pleasure button until she reached her peak, undulating with the waves of her orgasm and biting a dent into her lip as it ripped through her. Megan sucked in breath through the sides of her mouth and spent the rest of her energy licking and sucking Amanda's clit, trying to make her cum as hard as Amanda had made her cum. There was no way to tell who had won that particular battle, but it was easy to say that no one had lost, as Amanda's long orgasm dwindled and she dropped her head back onto the rug, her dark hair messy and twisted around her face while she gasped for breath.

Alan stood up, but slowly, recovering from one of the most powerful orgasms that he could remember having. Released from Amanda's grip, Megan slumped over, her asscheeks slapping together and hiding the hole that Alan had ravaged.

Alan retreated silently, returning with small bottles of water for all of them. They drank them, getting dressed again while having some small discussion about the session.

"This place is something else," Amanda said, looking around the sprawling, open concept room of furniture and sex toys, pristinely arranged.

"It just made me want to cut loose," Megan said. "I don't know if I ever could have...I mean, not even if we had agreed to, like, finally mess around together at your place or something," she said to Amanda.

"That's the magic of the penthouse," Alan told them. "A neutral place, where you can leave everything else behind."

"Imagine if Dan knew about this," Megan laughed. "God, like he doesn't make enough jokes already."

"That's a good reminder for me to smack him next time he mouths off," Amanda said.

Alan wasn't too surprised that their minds had gone back to their work lives so quickly. The magic of the dungeon could only stretch so far, especially with people so entrenched in the executive lifestyle. It would take years to break out—if they wanted to at all. But as long as they could occasionally cut themselves loose, like Megan had said, that would be fine.

Dressed and refreshed, Amanda and Megan departed with many thanks, and Alan scheduled the usual cleaning that needed to take place after a night in the suite. He had grown concerned, at times, that the many nights he had spent here would blend together; that he would remember a name and try to think back on what that person had looked like, and fail to summon their face in his mind, let alone what they had done here.

Thus far, though, those fears had proved toothless. He greatly enjoyed each night he spent in the penthouse with a client, and the memories, even over the years, hadn't yet faded. There had been many, many people punished and pushed to orgasm here, and there would be many more to come.

When they were permitted, of course.

––––––––
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