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Normally, as an electrician, Eli wouldn't have tied himself to a dispatch service. He'd done his time and apprenticeship working for larger outfits some years ago, learning a lot and getting paid a poor wage at the same time. And once he'd had all he needed, he'd made himself an LLC, printed some business cards, and taken his skills private, under his own name. Clockwork Electric, complete with a gear-and-wire logo etched behind the bold letters of the name.

But then he'd heard about this place, this centralized dispatch company for home repairs and the like, called Around The Clock. The similarity between their name and his wasn't what had drawn him in, though it did make him smile. It was their rate that had drawn him in. Somehow this place, ATC for short, was able to pay him as a contractor only slightly less than he'd earn on his own rate—and they brought the clients to him. Or him to the clients, anyway. As a guy just starting out, how could you say no to that? There was no rule against handing out your business card or anything. It was easy to drum up long-term clients as long as you did your job well, that was what Eli figured.

Win-win.

He got registered with ATC as a contractor, which was a little involved but nothing he hadn't expected. He had to come in for an in-person meeting, where he met with a few managers of the company, men and women both, who looked him up and down personally, seemingly as closely as they had looked over his licensure and insurance information. He could have sworn he saw one of the women looking at his left hand for a wedding ring and smiling when she saw nothing, but he could've been imagining it. Maybe he was just lonely.

All in all, it was a very pleasant hour or so that he spent in their small office on the south side of the city, and he left feeling excited about how this would help his business. ATC had his information and his business line now, and they would simply call him when a job came up in his region to see if he was available. They were very friendly, almost overbearingly so. He wondered if it had anything to do with the fact that they were all white and he was a black man—he hadn't seen another black person in his small tour of their office—but he had no desire to hold being friendly against them. Like he'd thought right away, it was going to be win-win.

He didn't get a call from ATC for a couple of weeks, but when the first call did come, he found himself excited to take on the job. The dispatcher for ATC called to see if he was available, and gave him the street name for the job. It worked fine for Eli, who would actually be able to get there today, so he told them that he was good for it to at least look around for an estimate, and maybe complete the job depending on the complexity. They gave him the name and phone number of the customer, and he could take it from there. The invoicing and pay and all that would be handled through ATC once the job was completed.

It was all wonderfully simple. Immediately, Eli dialed the number, knowing that the homeowner was waiting for his call.

"Hello," a female voice answered after two rings.

"Hello, this is Eli, an electrician with Around The Clock, Eli said. What's going on?

The woman introduced herself as Sherry, then proceeded to give him the details. A hanging light fixture, a chandelier really, wasn't turning on anymore, and there were some problems with other lighting in the same room.

Eli told her he'd be right over to get a look at it, and it sounded like something he'd be able to take care of that day. Sherry thanked him profusely and ended the call, and Eli got into his work van and headed over to her house.

Eli found the address and pulled into the driveway. The house was fairly big, but modest, like the neighborhood around it. When he had heard the word 'chandelier' from Sherry, his mind had immediately gone to some kind of lavish mansion or something of that sort, but that was just a reflex. He'd been in plenty of homes with fancy light fixtures that didn't also have a live-in wait staff. The house was two stories tall and white, and the front door was a powder blue color that matched the shutters around the windows. The front yard had a ring of hedges around it that were in varying states of health, not offering much privacy, with most of them quite in need of a trim. When he got out of the van and strapped on his toolbelt, he could hear a pool filter running, presumably from the backyard of this house or maybe one of the neighbors'. The neighborhood itself was pretty quiet today, the afternoon of a workday and a school day, so any ambient sounds were mostly dogs barking here and there, or the passing of cars.

It was a nice day. The sky was blue, the sun was shining, and it wasn't too hot. A gentle breeze rustled the blooming limbs of the short trees that were spaced along the sidewalk. He might have stood around and enjoyed it longer, but he did have a job to do, and he wanted his first call with ATC to be a good one. 

Eli closed the door of his van and walked up to the powder-blue front door. There were potted plants on either side of it, alive and perky from regular watering. As a gardener himself, he appreciated that. He pressed the small white button of the doorbell on the left side of the door frame and waited, his smile ready.

The door opened not long after, and Sherry stood in the doorway, saying hello. He didn't know what he had expected, but he definitely hadn't expected her to look like this. She was athletic, and possibly underdressed for the occasion, whatever the occasion might be. Her long, brown hair was tied back in a ponytail, and she wore what might have been workout clothes, though she wasn't out of breath or sweaty or anything. She had on a tight, cropped top that hugged her large breasts together and showed the flatness of her stomach. Her pants were just as tight as her shirt, flexible material in a charcoal gray that told Eli exactly what curves and shapes she had to offer.

Eli made sure not to let his eyes linger too long on the assets she was showing off. That wouldn't be a good way to start a new business relationship.

"Nice to meet you, Sherry," he said, extending his hand. "I'm Eli. My business is Clockwork Electric, but I'm on the team of dispatches for ATC, and I was happy to get the call. Would you mind showing me to the problem area?"

"Of course, of course, come on in," Sherry said, stepping back from the door and holding it open. As much as Eli wasn't trying to examine her very nice body, was he crazy, or was she checking him out? He was in good shape, but his working outfit of jeans, long-sleeved shirt, and bulky toolbelt wasn't exactly helping him to cut the best figure.

He shook his head as he stepped inside, getting rid of those thoughts. Focus on the work.

"Don't mind us if we make some noise," Sherry said, leading him into the house but flashing a smile at him over her shoulder. "My friend Nadia is here and we're just playing some cards."

"Not a problem at all," he said, returning the smile as she led him past the stairs and around a corner. She popped her head into a doorway as she passed, an open wall that led into the kitchen.

"This is Eli," she said to her friend, who was sitting at the kitchen table. One chair was pulled out from the table, and a hand of cards was spread face down in front of it. "Aren't you going to say hi?"

"Hey, I'm Nadia," the woman at the table said, giving Eli a little wave. 

Eli, he said, smiling. Nadia was pretty stunning too, if he could be frank about it. She had short hair, strawberry blonde, in a short bob cut that looked very good on her. Her outfit wasn't quite as revealing as Sherry's, but it still held very few secrets. A tight fitting T-shirt showed off boobs that were bigger than Sherry's, which was saying something, and her shorts were so short that as she sat at the table with her legs crossed, Eli could've been forgiven for thinking she wasn't wearing any bottoms at all. Her skin was tanned, dark and even.

"All right," Sherry said, watching them look at each other for just a moment before she spoke up. "No peeking at my cards. I'll be back in just a minute."

"I already told you, I don't need to cheat to beat you," Nadia said, gesturing at Sherry as if to emphasize her point. Eli wasn't sure what that gesture was supposed to mean, but Sherry shook her head and gave Nadia the finger in a good-natured sort of way.

Sherry led him down the hall, and they turned right into a sitting room with a high ceiling, which was where the offending light fixture was.

"Yeah," Sherry said, pointing upward at the chandelier. "There she is, not doing anything no matter how many times I flick the switch. I thought ten times might do it, then twenty, then I fiddled with the circuit breaker, and then I realized this was beyond my skillset."

Eli laughed. She was funny, and she was quick. He asked her about the other lights, and she confirmed that most of the can lighting in the ceiling of the sitting room was on the fritz, as well.

"Okay," Eli said, once he had established the situation. "Don't worry, I won't go making holes in the walls or anything. If you can just show me where the breaker is, you can get back to your game and I'll let you know what I turn up."

"Thanks a million," Sherry said. "I'm glad you got here so fast."

Once he had the lay of the land, Sherry excused herself back to the kitchen with Nadia, and Eli got to work. The path from the breaker and back to the sitting room where the chandelier was brought him by the kitchen, and he couldn't help but peer in each time he passed. The way they sat, their backs were to him, so they didn't see him looking. 

And that was when he had to make sure that he wasn't going crazy.

On one of his trips from his van and back to the sitting room, passing the kitchen, he could have sworn that Nadia was wearing a different shirt. And the next time he stole a glance into the kitchen, he knew it was true, because the dark blue shirt she had been wearing was slung over the back of her chair, and she was down to a crop top even shorter than Sherry's, revealing the lean, tanned skin of her stomach in the bright white light of the kitchen.

Eli actually paused in his steps once he saw that, then kept moving by force of will, knowing that it would be too obvious he was looking if he stayed. She'd just gotten a little hot and taken a layer off, that was all. Nothing to rubberneck about. Though she did look good...they both did.

Eli went back to his work, but he quickly understood that he was making up excuses in his head to go walking by the kitchen again, because something didn't feel quite right. 

Well, it didn't feel wrong, but it did feel different.

He was walking by the kitchen again, after having gone and gotten his phone charger out of the van for no reason at all, when what he saw almost made him gasp aloud. Plenty of people took off a top layer when they got hot, but the bottom layer? When company was over, not to mention a complete stranger?

Sherry was sitting at the table as she had been, but her tight workout pants were gone. Eli didn't know where they were. He didn't care. The chair was slat-backed, and what Eli cared about was the fact that he could see her red, lacy thong panties past the light grain of the wood, and the white curve of her ass cheeks pressed against the cold wood of the chair and squished against the back.

Move, he told his frozen legs. Before you get yourself in trouble—

"Hey, Eli," Sherry called out, and it wasn't until a moment later he realized that she had called his name without even turning around to see if he was there. She knew.

But then she did turn around, throwing her elbow over the back of the chair and looking at him with a wicked smile. "Would you be able to come over here and help us out? We're in a deadlock in this game and we're not sure whose hand wins."

"Please," Nadia added, turning around in her chair herself, and Jesus Christ that was no crop top, the woman was just wearing her bra, black and simple and holding back the wonderful shapes of her huge DD-sized (or more) breasts, the lighter-colored, supple flesh practically spilling over the top of the black fabric.

Like a cartoon character, Eli swallowed, feeling a lump in his throat. 

"Come on," Nadia encouraged, moving her arms in such a way that her large breasts got pushed together. "Seriously, we can't take care of this by ourselves, and our phones are charging in the other room. You know poker hands, don't you?"

"Uh, yeah," Eli said, finally managing to get some words out.

"Come on over, then," Nadia said, turning back around in her chair and looking down at her cards like they were the most important thing in the world. Sherry watched him for just a moment longer before turning around herself, tapping a finger on her poker hand where it was splayed out in front of her.

Well, whatever happens, it was worth it, Eli thought, stepping into the kitchen and past what he thought of as the point of no return, as he got close enough to see the freckles on Nadia's shoulders.

"Great." Sherry looked up at him, her cleavage very deep from Eli's point of view, then looked back down at the cards. It looked like the two of them were playing five card stud, with each of their five-card hands face up on the table. "What do you say, Eli? I've got a straight here, right? How could that lose?"

"Straight loses to a flush," Nadia said, pointing to her own cards with their monochromatic array of black spades.

"No way," Sherry said. "My straight goes all the way up to King."

"Well?" Nadia looked up at Eli. Her eyes were green and sparkling. 

Sherry met his gaze, too, with her bright blue eyes. Eli's heart gave a thump in his chest like it had tripped over something.

"Let me, um, see here..." Eli swallowed again, leaning over the table while trying to keep a respectable distance between himself and the two women sitting on either side of him. "Nadia, ah, Nadia's right. Her flush wins."

Nadia smiled, perky, over at Sherry, who made a show of pushing her cards away in disgust.

"Well that's the big winning hand, isn't it?" Sherry said, pulling her hands back. She glanced at Nadia with a secret smile, then looked back up at Eli. "Since you know how the hands work, you probably know the rules of strip poker too, right, Eli?"

"I'm sorry?" Eli said, sure that he hadn't heard her right.

Sherry nodded knowingly. "Strip poker. I just lost that hand, so..."

She didn't wait for Eli to fill in the blanks. Sherry hooked her fingers underneath the bottom of her tight-fitting top and pulled it over her head. The whole action probably took less than two seconds, but those two seconds moved extremely slowly for Eli. He watched Sherry's naked breasts tumble out of her shirt, her nipples hard and her boobs bouncing from the motion.

No fucking way, Eli thought.

"I think that's the end of our game," Sherry said. She brought her hands up, cupping her breasts from underneath. Her pink nipples pointed slightly upward. "I'm ready for a new game, though."

"Yes," Nadia said, smiling first at Sherry's breasts, and then up at Eli from where she sat. She uncrossed her legs, setting both her feet on the floor and revealing that her very short shorts were completely gone, and either she hadn't been wearing underwear beneath them, or those had disappeared as well. "Would you like to play with us, Eli?"

"You've worked hard enough," Sherry said, laying a hand on his forearm. It was warm. "You have to play, too, don't you?"

There was no mistaking what was going on here. The question was, was Eli into it? And of all the questions he had asked himself in his life, that had to be one of the most stupid.

Eli took in a deep breath, sealed his nerves, and said, with a winning smile, "How do you play?"

"With your hands," Sherry told him, and she lowered her own from her breasts, turning her chest toward Eli.

Eli brought his hands up, putting his own rough skin against some of the softest that Sherry had to offer. He took her breasts in both hands, one in each, feeling how heavy and big they were while his dick stirred in his pants. Sherry close to her eyes and tilted her head back, letting Eli get a good feel of her.

Nadia stood up next to Eli, silently pushing her chair back. She was naked from the waist down. Well, really all she was wearing was a bra, so there was hardly anything between Nadia and the open air. From the looks of it, most of her boobs couldn't fit in the bra, anyway.

"Give me a hand, too, Eli," Nadia asked of him after a few moments, bearing her breasts forward. "My clasp is in the front."

Eli was happy to oblige, taking his left hand off of Sherry and searching for the clasp to Nadia's bra. He didn't find it right away. He had to press his hand deep between her breasts, where the little clasp was hidden by their size, but he did find it and popped it open. The relief was tangible, both from the clasp and Nadia herself, as her bra opened outward and her big boobs came free, bouncing in the air. Eli looked over her boobs hungrily, with her light-brown nipples hard in the open air.

"Go on," Nadia urged. "Play with me, too, Eli."

Eli's free hand went to Nadia's tits, and now he felt both of the women, unconsciously comparing their size and weight and how the soft breasts felt against his hands. There was no winner. If there was a winner, it was him.

"Don't stop," Sherry instructed him, stepping a little bit away from the table and turning toward Eli. "We're going to help you with those silly work clothes

I" could do this forever," Eli told them, and Nadia giggled. Her hands went on him, slipping down from his chest to his waist and finding the strap of his toolbelt, which she undid deftly, letting it fall to the floor with a thud.

It was nice to have that weight off of his waist, and a much more pleasant sensation there instead. Nadia's hands were not shy at all, her fingers slipping easily under his belt to pull his shirt out of his jeans. Inspired, Eli moved his own hands lower on Sherry, much as he hated to take them away from her tits. His fingers trailed down her stomach to reach the lacy edge of her panties. He tucked his fingertips inside and pulled down, getting Sherry's panties off her hips. She wiggled, helping him by bending her knees and reaching down to push at the other side herself.

Meanwhile, Nadia had undone all the buttons of his shirt, and she helped him take it off, briefly interrupting his hands' work on the two of them. She ran her own hand down his bare chest, her tanned skin still not quite as dark as Eli's complexion, then was quick to get to his belt and undo it even faster than she had gotten his toolbelt off. Somehow, Sherry's panties hit the floor only shortly before everything Eli was wearing did, and the three of them were stark naked in the kitchen, hands all over each other.

"I want more than hands," Nadia said as Eli pulled at one of her nipples and she sighed.

"Me too," Sherry said. "Let's go somewhere with some carpet."

She grabbed Eli by the hand and led them out of the kitchen, Nadia pressed up close against him, her huge breasts pushed into his back. She helped urge him along, following behind Sherry as they went to the sitting room where Eli had been working.

"Good thing we don't need lights," Sherry said with a laugh.

"Here." Nadia swung around Eli, taking the pleasant weight of her tits away from his back, and stood in front of him. "I love when you play with my boobs, but I need you to be a little rougher, okay? Suck on my nipples. And use your teeth a little bit."

"And don't move," Sherry added, sliding her hands down his body while she dropped down to her knees onto the carpet, explaining her desire to change their venue away from the linoleum floor of the kitchen. "I'd like to work on you right here."

Eli's cock was hard and immediately in her face, the rigid black flesh pushed up against her lips before Eli could even respond to what she was saying. In the next second, she had opened up her red lips and taken his cockhead in her mouth, and then a few inches of his hard shaft. He groaned, and the sound of pleasure mixed with a similar one coming out muffled from Sherry's mouth.

"Don't forget about me while you're getting your dick sucked," Nadia told him with a wry smile, and she pulled him forward into her chest. Sherry was halfway wedged between them, taking Eli deeper into her mouth.

Eli buried his face in Nadia's huge tits, and she pushed them together around his head, almost completely enveloping it. He could have died in here between these two beautiful tits, and he would've been fine with it. But of course, Nadia needed a little more attention than that.

Eli pulled back a little, taking in some air, and found a nipple with his mouth. He sucked hard on it, and Nadia moaned approvingly, putting a hand on the back of his head. With a hand, he found her other nipple, and he took her advice. He pinched it hard, giving it a little twist, and Nadia shivered and pressed her body harder into him.

Below, Sherry had quickly worked her way down all eight of Eli's inches, taking the thickness of his black cock into her throat and showing just how good she was at sucking a big dick. It felt so good, her mouth and throat muscles working on him, that Eli couldn't help but reach his hand down and grab her head with it. He dug his fingers into her hair, then moved down to wrap his fist around her ponytail at the base. It was clear that she liked that, as she started to bob back-and-forth on his cock even faster.

Eli switched to Nadia's other nipple, this time pulling on it with his teeth and gently running the hard little nub between his molars. Nadia cried out, "Yes! Just like that!" as he worked, in case he needed the motivation.

He chewed on both her nipples for a little while longer, enjoying the extremely passionate blowjob that Sherry was working on between his legs, but eventually he had to pull off of Nadia, leaving both her nipples shining with his saliva.

"I need to get to work on both of your pussies," he said confidently, fully into it now. "Let's get you both on the couch. Sit back, spread your legs for me."

Sherry slowly slid off Eli's cock, being purposefully gradual about it and scraping along the top and bottom with her teeth at the very end, practically making him jump. He flashed a grin down at her when she looked up at him from the floor, and she matched it and smacked his cock with her open palm, making it wiggle back-and-forth.

Teasing as they might be, both the women were quite open to getting played with, and they got themselves situated on the couch while Eli darted quickly back to the kitchen to wash the work off of his hands. When he came back, the two women were seated next to each other, proud as devils, with their legs spread wide to show everything they had down there.

Once they saw Eli approaching, they turned toward each other, each finding the other with their lips and kissing each other deeply. Eli walked up slowly, enjoying the show the two of them were putting on, as their tongues fenced openly between their mouths, and their hands wandered over each other to get lost amidst huge tits and hard nipples. Both of their chests rose and fell with intense breath.

"Don't stop on my account," Eli said, noticing their hesitation as he got up close to them and knelt down on the carpet just as Sherry had. "You focus up there, and I'll focus down here."

He saw a smile touch each of their lips at his words, even though they were busy tasting each other's mouths. Down here between their legs, he could smell their arousal, thick and heady and full of lust. He decided to go for Sherry first, almost wishing he had left those delicious red panties on her just so he could pull them to the side.

As it was, what he was presented with now was hardly a downgrade. Sherry moved herself forward on the couch so that her pussy was very close to the edge. She was wet, glistening with arousal, and the pinkness of her inner lips was showing. She was smooth-shaven, begging to be eaten.

Eli pressed his lips into her sex, kissing right on the bud of her clitoris. Then he brought his tongue out and down, licking up along her lips all the way from the bottom of her pussy. She tasted wonderful, and she felt just as good. He eagerly dug his tongue into her tunnel, tasting more of her, wiggling inside of her to make her feel good. Above him, Sherry panted into Nadia's open mouth, losing herself in the sensations of what Eli was doing to her.

Eventually he pulled away, but only so that he could go and taste Nadia, who carried her own strong flavor between her legs, legs which she squeezed around Eli's head the moment his tongue hit her soft lips. Sherry didn't seem to put out at the change, in fact reaching one hand down to find and rub at Nadia's clit while Eli buried his tongue in her pussy and licked every inch of her sensitive lips. Sherry even moved her hand down, sliding a finger into Nadia's tight hole alongside Eli's tongue, rubbing against both her friend and Eli as she fingered Nadia. 

Nadia leaned back against the couch, starting to lose herself in the pleasure. Her breath came quickly, washing over Sherry as the brunette pushed Nadia's chin back and started to lick down the length of her neck. She brought her fingers out of Nadia and focused on rubbing her clit, letting Eli continue his work down below, tasting her pussy and pushing his tongue up into her as far as he could.

Nadia put a hand on top of Eli's head, keeping him locked onto her cunt. Above his nose, Eli could feel Sherry working hard at Nadia's button, rubbing back-and-forth in a practiced manner, something she had done before. Her tongue slid up and down Nadia's neck, coming up to find her mouth and give her a deep kiss, then coming back down to taste the rest of her skin, diving her wet tongue between Nadia's huge breasts and moving over to her nipple to chew on it just like Eli had.

Nadia was starting to lose control. Her hips bucked gently up against Eli as he ate her pussy, pressing up against his nose. He heard her moans from down between her legs, her thighs rhythmically squeezing his head. He brought his fingers up, still licking the sensitive parts of her lips, but giving her something bigger to fill herself with. He slipped two fingers inside of her tight hole and she let out a loud cry and bucked her hips forward some more, making his fingers slide in deeper.

"Come on, Nadia," Sherry teased. "I know how close you are." She whispered the words into her ear, her hot breath washing over Nadia's neck. "Hold on as long as you can stand it."

Nadia didn't respond. She had to keep all her focus on holding back her climax, as the two of them continued to work her just about as hard as they could. Eli viewed it as a challenge, and he felt that Sherry did as well. Perhaps these two competed more often beyond strategically-planned strip poker games.

Sherry's fingers worked faster, rubbing as much pleasure as they could into Nadia's clit. Eli curled his on fingers and started to stroke Nadia's insides, and when he felt her legs squeeze around his head again, this time not letting him go, he knew that she was dangling over the edge, ready to be pushed off. Sherry got her there, dragging her tongue up from her tits to her neck and finding her earlobe, biting down on it and making Nadia jump.

"Oh! Oh God!" Nadia shuddered, and she let loose, her orgasm squeezing Eli's fingers and making the whole couch shake. Her thighs were tight around his head, and he loved the pressure, letting her hold him there while her orgasm came in great, powerful waves, racking her with ecstasy.

Eli pulled out of her slowly, letting her recover, while Sherry kept kissing on her, playing with her boobs and rubbing across her stomach and sides in the afterglow of her orgasm. After a minute, she whispered something into her ear, and Nadia blinked, looking over at her. With a little nod, she smiled, sitting up straighter on the couch.

"Something I should know?" Eli asked teasingly.

"I'm sure you'll be able to figure it out." Sherry pulled herself away from Nadia. "Stand up, Eli. Let us out. We have to rearrange."

Eli stood and gave them room, stepping back from the couch. Nadia took a little longer to get up than Sherry, but not for lack of enthusiasm. Her body was just worn out from the intense orgasm. But she did get up, and when she made it to her feet, Sherry put a hand on her shoulder.

"You're pretty wiped out, Nadia. You can be on the bottom."

Eli didn't inquire as to what that meant, letting the situation unfold in front of him. Nadia moved past Sherry, more toward the edge of the couch. She laid down on it, on her back, but then she scooted forward and up so that her ass rested on the arm of the couch.

"Perfect." Sherry caressed a loving hand over Nadia's breasts. "Don't make me fall, now."

Sherry got onto the couch, climbing over Nadia. Then she laid down on top of her, squishing their breasts together. She positioned herself so that the top of her mound pressed against Nadia's own, their clits just barely not touching, and her knees spreading Nadia's legs wide and keeping her steady against the arm of the couch.

Pressed together, both women turned their heads to look at Eli, grinning. They seemed surprisingly comfortable, and Eli loved the look of their tits pressing against each other.

"Go on behind us," Sherry said, "and make your choice. As many times as you need."

Eli stopped his jaw from dropping, managing a nod while he went around to the side of the couch to get a look at them from behind. The sight was incredible. With their legs intertwined and spread open, their pussies were like wet pink flowers, their pink assholes on full display. Their mounds pressed together, and Sherry, on top, gave her butt a little wiggle as Eli looked.

"You gonna stare all day?" Sherry asked.

Again, that was something Eli could do without much complaint, but in this case there was definitely a better option. He got behind them proper now, moving his hips in between their spread legs.

"Me first," Sherry pleaded, giving her ass another wiggle. "I'm aching for it."

Eli didn't say a word, he just put one hand on her ass while using the other hand to line up his hard cock with her pussy. Sherry twitched against him, her need obvious and wet. Eli teased her a little bit, sliding his cock down her pussy all the way to her clit, sliding it back up again and pushing half of himself into her hole. Sherry screamed, unable to contain how good it felt to have her pussy stretched out after all this foreplay. Eli grabbed her ass with both hands, squeezing the meat of her ass cheeks as he drove himself further into her, then further, then all the way in. He pushed his crotch against her and felt her heat and wetness, and further down his balls pressed into Nadia's wet lips.

"Oh God yes, fill me up," Sherry said in delight, her fingers digging into the fabric of the couch.

"Just that?" Eli said teasingly. "You don't want me to fuck you?"

"You'd better—"

Rather than waiting for her to reply, Eli gripped her ass harder and started to fuck her, halting the words right in her throat. Sherry choked on whatever she was about to say and buried her head in the hollow of Nadia's neck. Her tongue slathered across Nadia's flesh almost by instinct.

Eli slammed into Sherry's cunt, making sure to do it hard and deep. His balls slapped against Nadia's pussy over and over as he fucked her friend on top of her, making Nadia jerk with each slap. Their bodies rocked back and forth as Eli fucked Sherry. After plowing her with deep strokes for a while, he pulled out, leaving her to turn around and ask with her eyes for him to shove it back in.

Instead, he found Nadia's hole and slid his cock into it, engulfing himself in her tight, wet tunnel. Nadia wrapped her arms around Sherry's back, holding her tight as Eli fucked her. Eli watched her fingers press into Sherry's flesh then pull away to rub at her sides while both of them panted and moaned together.

Eli pumped his cock in and out of Nadia, then with no warning, pulled out and flipped it up to Sherry, plunging back inside of her again, taking her by surprise and making her cry out. He grabbed her ass hard again, fucking her for a good thirty seconds before going back to Nadia and fucking her pussy just as hard. He kept them both guessing, switching between them, before finally sliding into Sherry once more because he knew that he was ready to cum.

At some point, Sherry had slipped her hand down between her and Nadia's bodies, and she had snuck a finger onto her clit. She rubbed herself while Eli fucked her, her breath hot and heavy, panting into Nadia's neck while occasionally licking her and nibbling her ear like she almost couldn't help it.

"Harder," she begged, rubbing as furiously at herself as her pinned-down hand could allow. "Fuck me hard!" 

Eli grabbed her by her hips and rammed into her, getting in as deep as he possibly could. He filled her completely over and over, until it was too much for her and her orgasm burst out of her, Sherry screaming into Nadia shoulder, her flesh muffling the sounds. Her ass humped up and down on Eli's cock, helping him drive in deeper and deeper as she came.

Then at last it was Eli's turn, as he had held out as long as he possibly could. He yanked his cock out of Sherry, her hole still twitching, and he began to unload his balls all over the two of them. His jets of cum painted their pussies and assholes, streaking them with white, both women reveling in the sensation of his hot seed spouting all over them. He pumped his cock, grunting, hot waves of pleasure shooting through him just the same as he spurted them out between Sherry's and Nadia's legs—and onto them, as well. When his orgasm subsided, his balls completely drained, the two women were simply a mess. A beautiful, hot-as-fuck mess.

He was about to offer to help in some way, like getting a towel, but was surprised when the women were able to unwind from each other and get to their feet without spilling a drop, so to speak. With a happy smile on her face, Sherry stepped over to a nearby linen closet just outside the entryway to the sitting room and grabbed herself and Nadia a couple small, soft towels to clean up with.

"Thanks, Eli," Sherry said. The two of them had gotten cleaned up quickly, and Sherry had led them all back to the kitchen so they could find their clothes again. "Terrific work, honestly. By far the best contractor I've ever had over."

"You're thanking me?" Eli almost laughed. "I ought to be thanking you."

Nadia smiled. "You went well beyond the scope of your duties. It's appreciated."

Fully dressed now, with his toolbelt back on, Eli did in fact remember that he was an electrician. "Well, the gratitude is mine, all the same. And speaking of my duties, I did get an estimate jotted down before things got...naked..."

"Oh, good, I almost forgot, myself." Sherry stepped close to him to look at his tablet.

The whole situation went back to business surprisingly naturally, perhaps because the spontaneous threesome was so crazy to begin with. Eli gave her a quote she was happy with and she approved the work, which he was able to get done within the next half hour. Sherry clapped her hands together excitedly when he flicked the switch and she saw the chandelier and other lighting turn on.

She planted a kiss on his cheek. "You're the best, Eli. If I need anything else worked on, I'm calling you."

"Please do." He gave her his business card, and then gave her a second copy to give to Nadia. "If either of you need anything."

"We're not shy about our needs," Nadia said, standing beside Sherry. She took the card, then she kissed him, too, on his lips. One very warm goodbye later, Eli was back in his van and driving off.

Leaving the neighborhood, Eli wondered if this could somehow get back to ATC, but if it did, who cared? If he had to do things over, he wouldn't change a thing about what just happened. 

The only downside would be that normal jobs after this one might almost feel like a disappointment, even if they paid well. 

But the next time he had to shove himself into some tiny gap in a drop ceiling to check on wiring, he could remember the afternoon he spent at Sherry's house with her and Nadia.

He had a feeling he'd be thinking about it a lot.

––––––––
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THE END (of Book 1)
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