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Terry got the call from the Around The Clock dispatcher when he was in the middle of another job, so he didn't pick up. When he got a moment to check his phone, he saw that it was ATC, and he called them back.

"Hey, this is Terry Goodman," he said, once the line had been picked up. "Is there something in the area?"

"Hi, Terry. Yes, on Roosevelt Drive. Miss Sanders has a problem with the back door, the door isn't hanging right and won't close properly. She needs someone to take a look at it and see what can be done."

"Roosevelt," Terry repeated, thinking out loud. "Yeah, I'm not too far from there. I'm just wrapping up a job now, but I can be over there within half an hour or an hour."

"Consider it booked," the dispatcher said. "Here's her information, just give her a call as soon as you're able."

"Got it," Terry said, once the dispatcher had given the name, address, and phone number. He ended the call and went to go talk to his current client. 

Terry was a handyman contractor, able to handle most small repairs around a house that might fit into the category of 'general.' A busted back door was something he could definitely get fixed up.

He did indeed wrap up his current job in short order, and he gave his new client a call as soon as he was back inside of his truck.

"Hello," he said in a friendly tone once the call was picked up. "This is Terry Goodman, I work with Around The Clock home services. Am I speaking with Michelle Sanders?"

"Oh, good. Yes, this is Michelle. Did they tell you, I'm having a back door issue?"

"Yep, they gave me a little briefing, but please, tell me what's going on."

So Michelle did, and Terry nodded and made the right noises as she explained.

"Okay, well I can definitely get a look at that for you today...in fact I'm about thirty minutes away, if it's all right for me to head right over?"

"Yes, that's great, thank you so much," Michelle said. "I just have to call Ronnie. Sorry, just, I'll see you soon!"

Michelle hung up the phone, and Terry didn't worry about whatever she was saying at the end. It sounded like she was just reminding herself of something.

Luckily, he didn't hit any traffic or accidents on the way over, so the drive was smooth and he arrived in good spirits. He got out of his truck, then walked around the outside of it to hop up in the back and make sure he had everything he might need for a repair like this. He knew he did, of course, but he was a little anal about these things and he tended to triple- and quadruple-check. 

Once he confirmed everything was good, he looked to the house itself. It was a one-story, almost sprawling ranch, and at a glance it looked to cover more than 2,000 square feet. The color was a pleasant sky-blue, and the paint looked very good, probably done within the last few years. The front yard curved around the right side of the house and led into the back, where it was separated by a wooden privacy fence that presumably encircled the whole backyard. There was quite a bit of space in between this house and its neighbors, too. Nice neighborhood. Terry hadn't done a job here before.

When he was done admiring the place, he shut the tailgate of his truck and headed over to the front door, which lay at the end of a curving cement path. He didn't see a doorbell, so he gave a few knocks onto the thick wood and waited for Michelle to answer.

The door opened not long after, and Michelle was already greeting him even before the door was halfway open.

"Thanks again for coming so fast," Michelle said, reaching out her hand to shake before Terry even had time to put his own up. "I'm Michelle. Terry, right?"

"Terry," he confirmed, taking her hand and smiling. Michelle was beautiful, a tall brunette with a nice body and wide hips. It was a pretty hot day out, and she was dressed to accommodate that, with tight black shorts that showed a lot of her thighs, and a dark gray top that flowed loosely around her and showed a nice little sliver of her belly. She looked to be Latina, with fairly dark skin and a dazzling white smile beneath her dark eyes. She had a strong grip, and she let his hand go shortly.

"Anyway, come on in," she said to him, stepping back into the house. "Just follow me, I'll show you the door."

"Of course," Terry said, following in after her and closing the door behind him. The cooling wave of air conditioning washed over him as soon as he stepped inside, and he didn't want to let it out into the open air.

Michelle led him quickly through the house. The place was pretty quiet. There had only been one car in the driveway, and he didn't hear the sounds of any other people, or even pets. A TV was on somewhere, but it wasn't loud enough for him to tell what she might've been watching. He had noticed she had no wedding ring on, a habit he had developed from refusing to try online dating and instead preferring to meet women out and about. But he hated that he had noticed that, so he instead focused his efforts on making sure he didn't get lost or lose her, as the sprawling ranch house would have been difficult to navigate without a guide. He probably would've gotten turned around once or twice on his own.

"Okay, it's right here." Michelle led him from a carpeted hallway to the utility room with a linoleum floor. To the right was a washer and dryer, stacked on top of each other, an arrangement Terry envied. Past those, the room narrowed into a small alcove that led to the back door in question.

Michelle went over to the door, pushing it open to step outside through it. "You see how it's hanging weird?" she said to him, holding onto the door handle and providing it support so as not to make the problem worse. "I don't know how it happened."

"Yeah." Terry stepped forward. "I'll get a look for us here. I might have to go back-and-forth a couple times, so don't mind me."

"Thanks, Terry." She smiled at him, genuine and pleased. "Do what you have to do, and just let me know if you need me."

"Thanks," Terry said, and he held the door open for her so that she could get back inside the house. She slipped by him with a smile, seemingly going a little slower than she ought to. Terry couldn't help but look after her as she walked back into the house, his eyes drifting down to her surprisingly round and ample rear end. He brought his eyes back up quickly, not wanting to be a creep. The sight had just drawn him in, was all, and Michelle hadn't noticed.

Terry got to work on the door, assessing what was wrong and mentally going through the tools he had brought with him to make sure this was a job he could do on the spot. He was pretty sure it was, as long as the doorframe was in decent shape, which it looked like it was.

When he was done with his assessment, he went back into the house to go and find Michelle and give her his opinion on the fix. The good news was that it should be quick and easy, and not costly at all. ATC set the rate, so as their customer she should pretty much know what she was in for anyway.

He heard the sound of her voice as he stepped back into the house, supporting the door as it closed behind him as of course he hadn't quite fixed it yet. 

It sounded like she was talking to someone.  He followed the sounds of their conversation to find Michelle standing in the kitchen with another woman. The other woman's back was to Terry, and Michelle saw Terry over her shoulder.

"Oh, hey, come on Ronnie, this is him." Michelle started towards Terry, and her friend, Ronnie, turned around to get a look at Terry. She had reddish hair, longer than Michelle's, and while she was definitely in shape, she had a little more meat on her bones than her friend. Ronnie wore faded jeans that were tight around her legs in a good way, and a pink blouse with very thin straps over the shoulders that showed a lot of skin.

"This is Ronnie," Michelle said. "She might have some work to get done, too, so she wanted to see how you did."

"Short for Veronica." Ronnie smiled and gave Terry a little wave, standing shoulder-to-shoulder with Michelle in front of him. "Pleasure to meet you," Terry said, returning her smile. "Well, as long as we're assessing, I did find the issue and it should be an easy fix. I can show the both of you if you want to get a look."

"Oh, that's great," Michelle said with a smile. "Yes, let's see what it is."

So Terry brought them to the back door and pointed out the problem area, the top hinge that wasn't installed correctly into the frame and had given way over time. Terry let her know that he could get it repositioned and the door properly seated, and it wouldn't take very long at all. If she was okay with it, he could just get it done right now.

"Perfect!" Michelle exclaimed. "Yes, please, that would be just what I need."

"You got it," Terry said with a smile. "I'm just going to grab some tools from my truck, and I'll get this fixed up. "

"Thank you," Michelle said, and she put a hand on his upper arm affectionately. The touch was warm and she gave him a little squeeze. "We'll leave you to it, just let us know when you're all set."

"Of—of course," Terry replied, taken aback at the touch. Not that it was unpleasant. Not at all.

But from there, the two women went back to what they were doing, and Terry got to work, heading back to his truck quickly for what he would need. 

He got familiar with navigating the house, and there wasn't too much he needed to carry to get the door fixed. As he had assessed, it was an easy job, and he got it done in less than a half hour. He didn't skimp on his workmanship at all, of course. When it was done, he gave it a few necessary test tries, opening the door and closing it gently to make sure it sat right, and letting it shut on its own as well.

Satisfied that it was good to go, he went to go and find Michelle and Ronnie so they could see the fix. They were easy to find, chatting animatedly with each other, this time in the living room, though they hadn't been so loud earlier while Terry had started working, or maybe he just hadn't been paying attention.

He stepped into the living room, clearing his throat so as to gently interrupt them. "It's all set and working perfectly, if you want to come take a look."

Michelle stood up from the couch excitedly, Ronnie close behind her. "That really was fast," Michelle commented as she followed Terry back to the door. "I wonder if I could've done it myself."

"I'm sure you could have," Terry said, glancing back over his shoulder. "But sometimes it's nice to just get a problem taken care of and not have to worry about it, right?"

"Hear, hear," Ronnie said, laughing.

They reached the little back hallway and Terry let the two women past him, to go try out the door. Michelle led the way, shaking her round ass in a way that certainly had to be deliberate. Maybe it was just because she was in a good mood. She put her hands to her heart as she came back in through the door, grateful for how easily it functioned. 

"Wonderful," Michelle said once she was back in front of Terry. "Could I trouble you for just one more thing, Terry? There was something I needed to bring through the back door, but I can't do it alone."

"Sure, I can help," Terry said. "Is it outside, or...?" 

"Oh, take your things back to your truck first," Michelle said. "It's in here, but I need to take some things off first. Just meet me in the living room in a minute, okay?"

Terry gave her a nod, then bent down and picked up his toolbox. "Sure thing, see you there."

Terry headed through the house and back to his truck. With the job done, his mind was on the other appointments he had for that day. He quickly checked his calendar on his phone, and saw that his next job wasn't for another couple of hours. Maybe he would go and have a sit-down lunch today, instead of eating while driving between jobs. He hadn't been to Sunrise Diner in a while.

That was where his mind was as he went back into Michelle's house and made his way toward the living room to give her a hand, so when he first saw her bent over the couch, his mind almost couldn't process what he was seeing.

Ronnie was looking at him, her smiling face positioned over Michelle, who was bent over the arm of the couch as though she were reaching for a far pillow on the other side. Ronnie was over top of her, her knees spread over her back, straddling her.

Both of them were, from what Terry could see, completely naked. 

And even more than that, Ronnie had her hands on Michelle's dark-skinned ass cheeks and was spreading them open. Her hole, surprisingly pink and shiny and apparently stretched out at least a little, twitched right before him. Ronnie's grin grew wider as Terry's mouth dropped open.

Michelle was mostly hidden from view, but Terry could just see one eye peeking around Ronnie's thigh. Ronnie said him, "You got that back door fixed so easy. Do you think you could handle this one?"

"I'm really impressed with your work," Michelle said from behind Ronnie's back. She gave her ass a shake, with no doubt about the message behind it this time. "I want you for this job, too."

Terry couldn't look away, not even for a second. Her ample ass cheeks wiggled back-and-forth as she shook, and her asshole remained ever visible, tantalizing and pretty.

Terry didn't know how much time he had to decide. Was there a decision to be made? Did he want to fuck this beautiful woman in her ass while she was bent over her couch?

The answer was yes. There was no other answer.

Feeling that too much time was slipping by, Terry responded to the two of them. "Yeah, I'm the man for this job."

Michelle giggled, and Ronnie laid a smack on her ass with her open palm. The crack resounded in the air, and the ghost of a whitish handprint showed itself on Michelle's ass before disappearing.

"Hurry up and get naked then, Terry," Ronnie said to him, looking the man up and down hungrily. "I want to see all your tools."

Terry did, walking over to the two women on the couch even as he stripped. He left his pants and shirt behind him on the floor, his toolbelt already taken off and deposited in his truck. His trail of shoes and socks and underwear stayed behind him while he got up close and personal to Michelle's spread rear.

"Oh, that's nice," Ronnie said, looking down at Terry's hard cock. Terry was just about nine inches long, and respectably thick. His member stuck out straight in front of him, immediately fully engorged. Certain sights will do that to a man. "Too bad you can't see from there, Michelle."

Michelle made a little pouting noise as Ronnie teased her. Ronnie squeezed her legs around Michelle to prevent her from turning around.

"Let me get a little bit of action first," Ronnie insisted. She bent down low, her boobs pressing into Michelle's lower back while her face came to rest right on the top of her ass. "Slide up here, Terry. Get on your tiptoes if you have to. I want to taste it."

I can't believe this is happening, Terry thought, not daring to say it out loud. He simply did as Ronnie asked, putting one of his big hands on either of Michelle's hips and pressing his cock up against her. He let it slide along the lips of her pussy, down below her glistening asshole. She was wet there, plenty wet, and his dick quickly slid all the way down her lips and bumped past her clitoris. Michelle cooed in approval.

"Wrong way," Ronnie said, licking her lips.

Terry grinned and realigned himself, this time sliding up Michelle's soft vagina and then across her asshole, feeling the slickness there and confirming that she had already lubed herself up, and presumably stretched herself out a little bit as well. Has she been wearing a butt plug the whole time she was talking to him? The thought was unbelievably sexy and made his dick pulse.

"That's better." Ronnie settled down on top of Michelle, her chin sliding into the cleft of her ass. Her mouth came up to greet Terry's dick, where it was pointed upward as it slid up past Michelle's asshole and towards Ronnie's mouth. She didn't wait for much longer, pushing her head forward and opening her mouth to immediately take the head of Terry's cock into her lips.

"Fuck," Terry groaned. Her tongue was already lashing around the head. She wasn't lying about wanting to taste him. He pushed himself closer, sliding his length across the top of Michelle's ass. He was immediately rewarded by Ronnie taking more than half of his cock into her mouth. His length began to easily disappear into her throat, and her strong muscles back there worked him. It felt so good he almost lost his balance, pressing against Michelle's ass. She pushed back against him, savoring his touch.

Ronnie proved herself to be a multitasker, as sucking Terry's cock wasn't quite enough for her. She moved her tongue and lips and mouth over his shaft and head, sucking on him eagerly, but at the same time her hands went to both of Michelle's holes and she started to play with her friend. If he angled himself properly, looking down, Terry could see the action. Two of Ronnie's fingers slipped into Michelle's asshole almost without resistance, the tight pink circle practically sucking them in. Michelle moaned as Ronnie fingered her, Ronnie's other hand finding Michelle's wet pussy and easily sliding three fingers inside. She filled both of Michelle's holes while she took Terry's cock almost all the way to the hilt.

All three of them experienced sublime pleasure. Michelle got both of her holes filled, with Ronnie adding a third finger to her asshole and pushing in and out, practically making Michelle scream. She never let Terry's cock leave her mouth either, tasting him just as thoroughly as she could ever want. Terry was practically helpless. All he could do was hold on to Michelle's wide hips and thrust himself forward into Ronnie's mouth. Not that he was complaining.

Even without a full range of motion, Ronnie could suck hard on his cock, and the little movements she could make with her mouth and neck were worth their weight in gold. She could easily have sucked the cum right out of his balls without either of them moving back-and-forth an inch. But Ronnie was clearly enjoying the mouth fucking, so Terry didn't slow down with that. He grabbed onto Michelle's hips like he was fucking her, and instead he shoved his cock deep into Ronnie's throat while she begged him to keep going with her eyes.

"Enough teasing," Michelle finally said, though really she was more gasping the words aloud as Ronnie roughly fucked both of her holes with her fingers. "I want Terry's cock up my ass, quit hogging it!"

Terry wanted to say that there was plenty to go around, but he didn't quite trust himself to be able to speak. Ronnie relented though, pulling herself back on top of Michelle, slowly, achingly, so that Terry gently slid out of her and left a trail of wetness along the top of Michelle's ass.

"I got you, Michelle," Ronnie said, her throat seemingly not at all worse for wear after the battering Terry's cock had given it. She reached down past Michelle's right side, grabbing something from where it was wedged into the couch. She brought her hand up and produced a small bottle of lubricant with a purple top, immediately flipping the cap open.

"Come here, Terry."

Terry pressed his cock forward, sliding it up over Michelle's rump again so that Ronnie could drizzle lube on his cock. She liberally topped his shaft, then flipped the lube closed with one hand and jerked his cock with the other, making sure he was thoroughly coated. His cock began to glisten even more.

"That should do it," Ronnie said, dropping the lube back onto the couch and putting her hands on Michelle's ass again. Her lubed hand slid around, making Michelle's ass cheeks shiny. Still, she got a good grip and spread Michelle's cheeks open again, not that she needed much more help in this position.

"Come on," Michelle begged, making her asshole wink. "Put it in me, Terry. I want your cock in my ass."

Ronnie wasn't going to help him here. She had her hands full. But Terry didn't need any more help. As badly as it seemed like Michelle needed it, he might have wanted his dick inside of her ass even more than she did. He lined himself up with one hand, pressing the head of his cock against her tight pink asshole. Even with the lube, and even with the stretching that Ronnie had helped her do, he felt strong resistance there, pushing back into the steel shaft of his cock. His head slipped, slick with lube, pushing his cock up towards Ronnie again.

She grinned, and darted out her tongue to get a little taste of him and the sweet lube. But she didn't try to steal his cock from Michelle.

"Right there, baby," Michelle pleaded, her asshole twitching.

"Don't worry," Terry said. "I don't miss twice."

He lined himself up again, and this time he kept his hand on his cock as he pushed forward, ready for her back door's resistance. For a moment, neither of them moved, even as Michelle sighed in pleasure while Terry pushed against her asshole. Then her tight sphincter started to give, and the head of Terry's cock slid in, popping into her anus. His slickened shaft was soon to follow, slowing only briefly at her powerful rear entrance before sliding in deeper, penetrating her ass.

Michelle moaned loudly, wordlessly, as she felt her ass start to get filled up by Terry's cock. Her hands gripped the couch cushions, not in pain, but in pure pleasure. This was a woman who loved things up her butt. A woman who needed them.

From above, Ronnie watched gleefully, spreading Michelle's cheeks open wide. She watched the pink, gripping ring of her asshole surround Terry's cock, as Terry pushed his manhood deeper and deeper into her still.

Michelle never slowed him down, just pushed back against him, wiggling her ass to help his dick get in further. She was in pure bliss, her head down, her cheek flat on the couch cushion and her eyes closed as she lost herself in the sensation of her ass being filled.

"This is the real work I wanted to see," Ronnie said happily, her eyes glued to the penetration happening just below her chin. "Keep going, Terry. I want to see you disappear inside of her."

That wasn't going to be hard. Terry had a big cock, but the lube and Michelle's insatiable asshole combined meant that he was just about to bottom out. And he did, sliding his dick all the way into her butt tunnel and pressing his crotch up against the round globes of her ass cheeks. His balls nestled gently against the dark lips of her pussy, and he felt the wetness there, practically drenching him.

"Goddamn," he said through gritted teeth, feeling her on every single centimeter of his dick all the way around. "You got a tight ass, Michelle."

"And you've got a big cock," she said, but the words were muffled and mostly lost as she was focusing on the sensations. "So fuck me with it."

It wasn't like Terry could've held out much longer anyway. He felt the need to fuck rise within him, a primal urge that had to be satisfied. He got a good grip on Michelle's hips and he pulled his cock back, sliding all nine of his inches almost out of her until her asshole just hugged the tip of his cock. He watched the tight ring of her asshole twitch around his cock, seeing the heavenly sensations with his own eyes just as soon as he felt them, before he pushed himself back into her. Michelle pushed back against him, forcing him in deep, and he pulled out again, and this time he was the one pushing against her, holding her hips with an iron grip while he shoved his cock all the way up her ass and slammed his groin into her cheeks.

"Yes!" Michelle cried. "Fuck my ass!"

Terry started to bury himself in her over and over, the tight muscles of her entrance squeezing themselves along his cock all the way down from the tip to the base. His flesh slapped against hers, his balls rocking against her pussy with deep thrust. Ronnie watched every second of it, licking her lips as she witnessed Terry's cock disappearing into her friend's asshole over and over and over again.

But while Terry fucked Michelle, Ronnie did slip off of her, moving around to the far side of the couch where Michelle was currently burying her face and screaming in pleasure. Ronnie got up on the couch and sunk down low on her hands and knees, putting her ass right in front of Michelle's face with her cheeks spread open.

"Do me, Michelle," Ronnie told her, looking over her shoulder first at Michelle, then looking up at Terry to confirm he was watching. "Come on honey, work my ass."

Michelle rocked back-and-forth on the couch, getting fucked by Terry. But still, she lifted her head up to find herself staring right between Ronnie's cheeks and at the cute little wrinkles of her asshole, which Terry could see quite clearly from where he stood. Michelle smiled and kissed the cheek of Ronnie's ass, digging her nose into Ronnie's asshole and sniffing, inhaling her musky scent. She groaned in delight while she smelled her ass, stopping only so that she could bring her tongue out to Ronnie's asshole and lick feverishly at it.

Ronnie moaned and squatted down further, spreading her asshole with one hand, pulling back on her cheek to help Michelle get further in. Michelle was quick to do so, and as she turned her head sideways to dig her tongue in, Terry actually saw her tongue slide inside of Ronnie's asshole, pushing past the tight muscles of her sphincter so that her back door could swallow her tongue.

"Fuck, that's hot," Terry muttered, as he continued to pound Michelle's ass and feel her velvety insides all over his cock. 

Michelle tongue fucked Ronnie's asshole, Ronnie herself now rocking back against the strong muscle of Michelle's tongue, helping her penetrate her butt. Michelle pulled out of Ronnie's ass just to taste her pussy next, gliding her tongue up and down Ronnie's soaking wet lips before driving it as far as she could up inside of Ronnie's pussy. Ronnie shook where she was, bent over the couch, her boobs quaking as her body shivered. Then Michelle reached back and grabbed the bottle of lube from the couch, easily getting it on her fingers so that she could smoothly slide a finger up Ronnie's asshole while she had her tongue jammed up her pussy, quickly adding a second after fucking in and out of Ronnie's back door for a couple of strokes.

Terry just kept plowing Michelle, unable to take his eyes off of the show. It seemed like both of these women were quite addicted to having their asses played with. If that was the case, he would happily be considered an enabler.

He plowed deep into Michelle, no longer careful or tentative with his strokes, bottoming out all the way inside of her ass every time he thrust forward. Michelle was living for every second of it, twitching in pleasure every time he pushed his cock deep into her asshole. Her soaking wet pussy was drenching his balls and the arm of the couch below her.

Terry watched as Michelle got a third finger inside of Ronnie's ass, the lube shining on her digits as she worked her friend's asshole open. Ronnie just squatted there and enjoyed it, gripping the opposite arm of the couch. Michelle moved her head lower so that she could finger Ronnie's asshole better, and her tongue flicked and lapped at her clit.

Ronnie enjoyed this for a while, squeezing her eyes shut and simply grinding against the pleasure, but then she slowly slipped away from Michelle and got off the couch. She moved toward Terry, while he was still fucking Michelle's ass deeply, each stroke feeling incredible.

"Make some room," Ronnie said, and she was talking to Michelle, though she didn't wait for her to make a move. Instead, she somehow squirmed her way underneath her on the couch, picking her midsection up and sliding underneath her, then slipping her legs through hers and scooting herself up onto the arm of the couch beneath her, forcing Michelle's knees up onto the arm while Ronnie's legs were lifted up. This way, the two of them were belly to belly, their tits pressed together and the rest of their fronts just as intimately squeezed.

"Jeez, why don't you give me a second?" Michelle panted, staring Ronnie in the eyes from only a couple of inches away.

"You've had plenty of seconds," Ronnie teased. She wiggled her ass on the couch, making Michelle move with her. "My turn, Terry. Slide that big cock up my ass."

"Yeah?" Terry said. With Michelle's ass being higher in the air now, he was barely able to keep himself inside of her without pressing himself way up and getting on tiptoe, so he let himself slide out of Michelle's rear. His cock bounced as he dropped it down level, his eyes greedily taking in the sight of the two women before him. 

Michelle's asshole gaped, the pink ring showing a hint of darker insides as her ass got used to not having a cock in it. The neat lips of her wet pussy went right down to Ronnie's, where Ronnie laid on her back underneath Michelle. He could see both of their clits, little pink nubs, just a couple of hairs' distance away from each other. Ronnie had short, trimmed fuzz along her pussy lips, leading down to her clean and lubricated asshole. Thanks to Ronnie's fingering, it gave a round shape when she spread her cheeks, inviting him inside.

Terry took the invitation, stepping forward again and pressing the head of his cock against Ronnie's asshole. Ronnie moaned in delight, throwing her arms up and around Michelle's back and shoulders, pulling her friend into a sloppy kiss. Terry felt Ronnie's asshole flex around the head of his cock. She was tight, yet she was practically pulling him in all the same. Ronnie's tongue slid into Michelle's mouth, kissing her wetly, and Michelle kissed her back just as hard, their tongues fighting.

Terry pressed forward, breaking the barrier into Ronnie's tight ass. Her sphincter held against him for a moment, then his cock popped in, and she squealed into Michelle's mouth. He stopped, letting her get used to the size inside of her, as it was a good deal bigger than Michelle's three fingers had been. But it wasn't long before Ronnie started grinding insistently against him, so he pressed in further, feeling the now familiar sensation of a tight ass giving way to his cock and letting him deep inside. With her ass lower than Michelle's had been, it was even easier to push forward, and Terry slid in with almost painful slowness until Ronnie's back door was wrapped entirely around his steely girth.

"Fuck," Ronnie moaned into Michelle's mouth, pausing in her makeout session to let the feelings wash over her body. 

Michelle didn't let her relax, though. She angled her herself so that her clit could rub against Ronnie's while they lay there, right at the peak of their pussies. Ronnie's eyes widened in surprise, and Michelle immediately darted her tongue down her throat, stopping any cries coming from her mouth. She rubbed her, grinding their clits together, the fluid motion spasmodic at times as spikes of pleasure took both of them by surprise.

Deciding to lean into Ronnie a little bit as well, Terry started to fuck her ass hard, driving most of his length out and then back in while Michelle worked on her clit from above.

It was extremely intense. Practically all Ronnie could do was breathe and let it happen to her, fencing as well as she could with Michelle's tongue while her body was taken to places beyond her control. Her ass was filled and rammed over and over again by Terry's long and thick dick, and his groin and stomach slammed against the both of them as he bottomed out inside of her. Each thrust and impact shook both of them and the whole couch, and Ronnie started panting and gasping around Michelle's tongue. It was too much.

Her orgasm hit her, ground into her by Michelle and by Terry's fat cock pounding at her back door. She bucked up against Michelle as she came, rubbing her pussy hard against Michelle's while at the same time forcing Terry's cock deeper into her ass. He stepped up to the couch and kept at her, burying his cock deep, her ass twitching and pulling at his cock as her orgasm ripped through her. He kept fucking her, giving her as much pleasure as possible.

Michelle and Ronnie kept their tongues locked together while Ronnie came. In fact, she brought her hands up to Michelle's head and pulled her tightly to her, kissing her deeply while she humped her hips up against her and her ass got drilled. She pulled her mouth away slowly from as her cumming subsided, her bottom half still twitching with little aftershocks of her orgasm. Her body shuddered, and she finally relaxed back into the couch with Michelle still on top of her.

Michelle kept rubbing at her, making Ronnie squirm underneath her and try to twist away. But Michelle didn't let her go, locking her arms around her on the couch. She looked back over her shoulder at Terry and said, "My turn now. Come on, Terry, I want you to empty that load inside my ass. You've been holding onto it for so long."

She was right about that. Terry had been feeling the burgeoning need to release growing inside of him for a while now, but he wasn't going to let that slow down his pace as he laid pipe inside both of these women's asses. He hadn't realized he was waiting for permission to let it all out until Michelle gave it to him, and suddenly that growing itch became a vicious, clawing need. He would fill Michelle's ass to the brim.

He pulled himself out of Ronnie aggressively, his exit making an audible little popping sound as he left her asshole vacant. It gaped underneath his cock, trying to close back up to its natural shape but not yet able to do so.

Michelle was a little higher up now, but he put his hands on top of her ass and pushed her down a bit, making sure she could still grind her cunt right onto Ronnie's, which she had never stopped doing. Getting up closer to the couch, he angled his dick up to her asshole and opened it up again, sliding past the ring of resistance at the front that wasn't so resistant anymore.

Ronnie started kissing Michelle again, grinding her hips up against the Latina woman on top of her, her sensitivity having passed. Terry felt her motions up against his balls.

Michelle let out a scream of delight as Terry penetrated her asshole, sliding all the way to the hilt in one go. He inched himself further, pressing up against them as close as he possibly could, then fucking her ass deeply with short, strong strokes. The need to cum was boiling in his balls, filling up his chest and his head. He gripped her hips and watched her Latina ass bounce as he fucked it, watched the tight curve of her asshole as it clenched around his cock, watched the two beautiful women swap spit and make noises of passion and pleasure into each other's mouths.

Terry came before Michelle did, unable to hold it in for even a second longer. He growled, an unnatural noise escaping from his throat as he buried his cock in her ass and emptied his balls. Her twitching asshole squeezed his cock, and he shot jet after jet of his hot cum deep inside of her bowels, painting her insides thoroughly. It really felt like he was going to fill her up, like she was a champagne flute he was pouring his entire soul into, ready to bubble over the top.

But Michelle's ass could hold a lot of cum, and as fascinating as it might have been to have it spill out the sides, that just wasn't feasible. She drained Terry into her ass, taking in every last drop of his cum until he was left there, blinking, breathing heavily, and trying to recover from what felt like years of sexual energy that he had released inside of her.

"Keep fucking me," she begged, grinding her clit down against Ronnie while she licked and sucked on her ear. "I'm so close. Fuck my ass."

Even if it hurt, Terry was going to do it, and he grabbed hold of her again and slammed his still-hard cock deep in her ass, giving her long strokes that he knew felt amazing. He kept going, giving her all he had, until he felt the telltale bucks and humps from her hips and knew her orgasm was coming. Unlike Ronnie, she couldn't keep kissing while she came, breaking away from her friend and screaming into the back cushion of the couch. Her asshole grabbed and pulled Terry's cock like a vice, so hard that he couldn't have pulled out of her even if he wanted to. She yanked on him, grinding her clit down against Ronnie, humping her whole body against the two people giving her pleasure. She rode those waves until the last bit was squeezed out and there was nothing left within her. She collapsed on top of Ronnie, and Terry pulled his painfully hard cock out of her ass with a wince. Her wide-open asshole immediately let his cum out, his huge load spilling down to run across their soaked pussies and Ronnie's cute little ass cheeks.

Terry leaned against the couch, bracing one hand on the back of it as he recovered. The women were just as exhausted, still entwined among one another. 

This time, Terry was the first to speak. "I've never seen anything like this in my life," Terry said, Gazing over the messy pair of women below him while he was still somewhat in disbelief.

"We may have tried it once or twice before," Ronnie said with a tired voice and a big grin from underneath Michelle.

"It doesn't always work," Michelle said. "But the guys have been nice about it either way. And I stopped getting embarrassed after the first time." She laughed.

"When you need a good ass fucking, sometimes you have to try a few different avenues," Ronnie added.

"Well, seeing how well this went, I'll add that skill to my repertoire," Terry said. "Though I probably won't put it on my website."

Eventually, they pulled away from the couch and got cleaned up and dressed, a fun and flirtatious little episode where the two of them pulled their clothes on slowly for him, tantalizingly covering their naughty bits. Terry didn't even try to be sexy with his jeans and his work shirt. That wasn't going to happen.

When they were all dressed, Michelle came up to him and planted a kiss on his lips, pulling back with a big smile. "If we need any more work done, we can call you?"

"Um," Terry said. By force of habit, he reached into his pocket for his business card, hesitating only as he reached to hand it to her. "Well, if you see something else hanging loose, you'll want to call that number on the card. But if something is..."

"Tight?" Michelle suggested with a grin.

Terry snorted out a laugh. "Tight. Yeah. You're going to want to call this number." And he scribbled his personal cell number, different from his business line, on the back of the card. He did the same for Ronnie, just before she could open her mouth to ask.

"I'll keep this in a safe place," Ronnie said, rubbing her thumb over the glossy surface of the business card. "I do have work that needs to be done. Uh, both kinds of work. So you might be hearing from me on both of these numbers."

Terry said, "I look forward to it." And Ronnie gave him a kiss too, even wetter than Michelle's had been.

Terry got back into his truck and sat in the driveway for just a minute, blinking and trying to come to terms with what had just happened. When he had his wits about him, he put the truck into gear and backed out of her driveway. 

It was only when he was driving away that he said to himself, shaking his head, "...a back door job. I'll be goddamned."

––––––––
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THE END (of Book 2)
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