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Tom had worked on this house before, maybe eight or ten years ago, when somebody else had lived there. He didn't feel that was relevant to bring up to the current owner, though, who was mostly interested in making sure that he could fix her sink.

"This kitchen looks great," Tom said, looking around at the sleek counters and tall, mounted cabinets with shiny silver fixings. "You must have had it redone recently? Looks brand new."

Ellen brightened at the compliment. Around The Clock, the service dispatcher through which Tom took occasional plumbing jobs, had sent him to her house in the late afternoon to help out with her sink. It was actually his last job of the day, so he wasn't in a particular hurry. No appointments to meet until the next morning.

"Thank you! I love it, I really do. We just had it done a couple months ago, and even this morning I just walked in here and admired it for a couple of minutes. Completely forgot why I came into the kitchen in the first place."

Ellen laughed, and Tom laughed with her. She was a tall woman, with dark hair that was pulled back to keep it out of her face as she went back-and-forth, doing little things around the house and typing away on her work laptop in the other room. Her eyes were kind when she smiled, but Tom could see that she could look very severe if she had cause to. He thought she might be an executive or something, based on the flurry with which she was handling text messages and emails and the occasional call, but he didn't pry, even though she apologized for having to deal with the interruptions.

Tom tried not to let his eyes linger on her chest, but there was nothing she could do to hide that she was packing quite a pair, too. Her big breasts seemed to strain against the black fabric of her shirt, though she didn't appear the least bit uncomfortable. She was in good shape, and didn't have the appearance of being heavily muscled, but Tom got the sense she might be able to hold her own in an arm wrestling match with him. There was something about her that radiated strength.

He was sure she was used to getting stared at as a tall, beautiful woman, and if she had noticed him noticing that fact about her, she didn't comment on it nor even break her smile.

"It's worth admiring," Tom said, picking up where Ellen had left off. "Really. And don't feel bad about the sink. I don't usually expect general contractors to notice possible plumbing issues when they're redoing a kitchen, let alone do anything about them. You're much better off having a licensed plumber like me make sure everything is done properly. Then you can go back to admiring the handiwork."

The sink was leaking, both up above at the faucet and one of the valves, and down below. The pipes were old; the house had been here a long time. The remodelers wouldn't really be expected to make improvements or even recommendations there, but they should have done a better job installing the sink hardware, because there was no reason for a sink this new to have this kind of problem unless it has been improperly installed.

He decided not to tell Ellen that last part, because it wouldn't help anybody. It would be a quick fix, such that he wouldn't even need to count it as part of his labor here. Something about her just made him feel like he wanted to help her out. Or maybe it made him feel like he had to. Tom couldn't put his finger on it.

"Well, I really appreciate it." Ellen flashed him another one of those kind smiles. "I'm glad the company sent you out, Tom. You can probably tell that I'll be running around a lot while you're here, but just stop me if you need anything."

Tom thanked her, and in less than a second she was already out of the kitchen while he was just beginning to get to his knees to work on the sink. Definitely a busy woman.

It wasn't too bad a job all things considered. At least the remodelers had built a very clever access panel in the cabinetry underneath the sink, so he was able to get a good look at the pipes running down and confirmed the problem was localized just to the upstairs area. He checked some fittings, did some measurements to make sure the pieces that he had would fit, and was able to get more modern plumbing below the sink quite easily. He popped up shortly from working down below to check the sink valves and faucet seating, and refit everything properly so that there wouldn't be leaks up top anymore, either.

Meanwhile, Ellen moved around the house, at times talking on the phone and almost always with something tucked under her arm, carrying it from one room to the next. Tom guessed that the whole house had undergone some kind of renovations over the last year or two, with everything looking fresh and new, but it would explain why things seemed to be out of place and Ellen was running around trying to get them back in order.

Lord knew he been in a hell of a lot worse-looking houses than this. A little clutter was practically invisible to him.

When he felt it was a good time, though, and once everything was wrapped up, he caught Ellen's attention the next time she breezed through the kitchen to let her know.

"I'm all set here, Ellen," Tom said, walking her over to the sink. She had her cell phone in one hand and a dusty watering can in the other, something she might've pulled from the basement. "Got new pipes underneath so you won't see any more leakage down there. I didn't see any mold down there either, and that's courtesy of you, keeping a sharp eye out for this stuff before it could get worse."

"Oh, I'm lucky I noticed at all," Ellen said with a wave of her hand. "If I hadn't forgotten where I put the trash bags..."

"Well, your new cabinetry is all still in great shape, so nothing to worry about there." Tom tapped his hand lightly on the metal rim of the sink where it slid over the dark countertop. "Much better up here, too, really easy fix."

To demonstrate, he turned both the hot and cold handles, as well as moved the faucet back-and-forth to show that there was no water leakage.

Ellen put her hand against her chest, pressing her cell phone up between her breasts. "It's such a relief to see that, Tom. I can't thank you enough."

"It's my pleasure," Tom said. 

"Listen, before you go," Ellen said suddenly, while Tom was loosening his tool belt to get it off before he got back in the van. "I was wondering if you could..."

"Sure, what is it?" Tom was used to this, especially on quick jobs. Apparently doctors often dealt with the same phenomenon. When things were wrapping up, and all matters seems to be taken care of and all questions asked, the patient—or in this case, the customer—would bring up something that had been on their mind since probably before the two of them had even been introduced. Often it would happen while the doctor's hand was on the door handle of the examination room, on their way out.

"There was one other thing I was hoping you could take a look at," Ellen said to him. "It's down in the basement."

She had sounded apologetic and a little guilty at first, but that slight shift in demeanor went away quickly, and that not-so-clandestine strength this tall woman had roast to the surface again. Tom was perfectly willing to go and take a look, but he had a feeling that even if he had somewhere to be, he would've made time to take care of Ellen's concerns.

"It's no trouble," Tom said, raising his hand to indicate that she should lead the way. "Depending on what it is, I may not be able to get it taken care of during this visit, but I can certainly at least get a look."

"It shouldn't take too much of your time," Ellen said. 

Tom nodded, but plenty of people without expertise in the field thought that something should be simple when in fact it was very complicated and time-consuming. Like finding a leak, for example. It wasn't as easy as—

"I hope you don't mind," Ellen was saying, and Tom pulled himself out of his own thoughts so that he could pay attention to her. "But I have a friend staying with me for a little while. A tree branch fell through her roof and she's getting the damage fixed, so in the meantime she's staying with me."

"That's very nice of you," Tom commented. He followed Ellen out of the kitchen and around the corner to where the door to the basement stairs stood. It was opposite of the stairs to the second floor, which rose up into the house across the hall, their clean white banister contrasting nicely with the grayish-blue color of the wall.

"I just wish the house were in better condition," Ellen said with a shake of her head as she opened the basement door. "If the damage to her house had happened a couple of months from now, and she'd been staying here once everything was finished, I might have been able to justify charging her a resort fee."

Ellen laughed, and so did Tom. He followed her down the carpeted stairs to the basement, which was refreshingly cool, even in comparison to the air-conditioned upstairs. 

The lights were on down here, which of course made sense since Ellen had been running around. He stepped off the last stair after she did, and found himself looking at an expensive marvel of a finished basement. Just looking at it, he thought maybe Ellen might already be in position to charge some kind of a resort fee. To the left, the floor was tiled with something glossy and expensive, probably granite; it certainly wasn't linoleum. There was a billiards table there, the colored balls neatly racked in a triangle shape towards the far end of the table, though the white cueball was nowhere to be seen. Perhaps that was what Ellen considered messy. A classic billiard hall stained glass lamp hung above the pool table, and there were two cocktail tables on either side as well as a short bar built into the corner past the table.

All of that was to the left of the stairs. To the right, the basement opened up even further, displaying a compact home gym that Ellen clearly made good use of. It even had a mirrored wall, which Ellen mentioned she was thinking of taking out because, well, she kind of hated it. Past that was a recreational area, with a sizable TV mounted up on the wall and a black leather living room set that looked brand new. Beyond that there was a door set into the wall, white and nondescript. That was where Ellen led him.

"Her name's Lucia," Ellen said to him. She was talking about her houseguest. "She's a sweetheart, really. She's staying back here..."

"Of course," Tom said, and he noticed the door had a coded electronic lock for a handle. It was an unusual thing to see outside of an office building, but he didn't comment on it. He'd seen plenty weirder things in plenty weirder places.

Ellen didn't comment on the lock. She just quickly punched in a six-digit number, and Tom heard the mechanical whirr of the electronic lock opening. Already fascinated with the basement, Tom was a little excited to see what else this place had in store. He was getting ideas for his own house. You know, if he won the lottery.

Ellen pushed the door open, and from the way she moved, it seemed the door was very heavy. She held it open for Tom, letting him past her. He stepped inside, turning to the side so is not to get too far ahead of her. Ellen let the door release, where it closed again with a measured, ponderous movement.

Tom had expected there to be some kind of a bedroom past the door, with the lock on the door for Lucia's privacy, even if the coded lock was a little overboard. Maybe some kind of half bath with a standing shower, or something, leading the way to the living quarters.

What he had not expected was what he immediately recognized as a sex dungeon. 

Tom's mouth fell open slightly as he looked around the place, his hands hanging at his sides and his eyes wide. He was standing on a deep red carpet now, very different from the rest of the basement. This room was dimmer, lit with soft lights in the ceiling, a ceiling which was dark enough to be almost invisible.

A person might mistake this place for yet another home gym of some variety, if not for the way it was decorated and lit. It was dark and demure, obviously meant to be a secret little hole in the wall. There was leather furniture all around, in the form of benches and chairs and lounge seats, some short and tall, and noticeably many of them had silver-studded black leather straps hanging down, meant to restrain whoever was on the piece. In the far left corner, almost out of sight in the dim light, he saw a complicated array of leather and rope hanging down from the ceiling. Some type of suspended bondage device, beyond anything he was familiar with as a non-practitioner. He saw two large, brown chests set along the back wall, and he imagined that they must hold all sorts of little sexual torture devices, whatever would be fit for a place like this. They were big. They could have been holding quite a lot.

And he was so shocked with what he had seen that he almost hadn't noticed the woman moving toward them from the back of the room, emerging from velvety shadows like she was a living fixture of the place. She took a couple of steps on the carpet, then stopped at a chaise lounge that was pressed up along the right-hand wall. She slid onto it with a liquid ease, coming to a relaxed position while still looking at the two of them standing near the door.

That had to be Lucia. Her long, black hair was curly and hung down beautifully. Her coy smile and delicate features were extremely attractive, but Tom overlooked them because he found himself much more focused on what she was wearing. She certainly looked as if she belonged in this sex dungeon, dressed in some arrangement of shiny leather lingerie that looked to be fit for a dominatrix. She had on leather boots that rose up high on her legs, laced halfway up to her knees and blending seamlessly into the black leather pants she was wearing, which were tight and very noticeably crotchless. Black panties, hardly anything more than a thin scrap of cloth, concealed her womanhood in the gap between her strong thighs. Her skin was a deep tan color, Italian perhaps. Her large breasts were nestled comfortably in a leather halter top that showed off her flat stomach. The rest of her was smooth, alluring skin.

"Um," Tom said, and couldn't think of anything else.

"I'm glad you're here," Lucia said to him from the chaise lounge, while Ellen looked on and smiled. 

Ellen said, "We need some help down here. It's a three-person job, but there's only the two of us, me and Lucia. Two bosses with no employees. You can see how this would cause a productivity issue."

Lucia laughed, her white teeth showing in genuine delight.

"Do you think you could fill the role for us?" Ellen looked at Tom directly in the eyes now, her implications clear. Just this one job, for now. Unless you end up liking it so much that you want to take on more hours.

She winked at him.

"Well?" Lucia asked Tom, after a few seconds had gone by without him saying anything. "You get one nice ask, and then the opportunity is squandered."

"You're not our prisoner," Ellen added, then she grinned. "Until you want to be."

Inside, Tom was wildly into this. In fact, what was unfolding before him was a fantasy he had thought about many times, and often. One he had never put into practice. He'd hardly had any idea how he would go about making it happen.

Yet now, here it was, pretty much offered up on a platter. As jumbled as his thoughts were, the one thing that was clear to him was that it would be truly stupid to look this gift in the face and then walk away from it.

"Consider me yours," Tom said, the words coming quickly out of his mouth before he could convince himself to say anything else.

"Great," Ellen said, her tone indicating that she always knew that Tom was going to accept. And that was fair, too. How could anyone say no when looking at these two women? 

"Lucia," Ellen continued, directing her attention to her friend lounging on the seat. "Get him ready while I go get into something more appropriate."

Lucia grinned. "Gladly."

Ellen stepped away, slipping through a narrow door that was off to the side, in the shadow of the corner where the original entry door stood. Tom hadn't even noticed it.

"I suppose it's up to me to explain the rules, then," Lucia said. She stood up from the lounge seat, again moving with such liquid grace that she simply suddenly seemed to be standing. She walked over to Tom, slowly and quickly all at once.

"Fortunately, they're not complicated." She reached forward, putting a hand on his chest. Lucia wasn't quite as tall as Ellen, but she was still just about Tom's height, looking him directly in his eyes. "When you're down here in the Palace with the two of us, you do what we say. You go where we move you. And it's not the place to be shy about anything, so bashfulness is not tolerated." 

With her thumb and forefinger, Lucia undid the topmost button on Tom's shirt, revealing the white fabric of the undershirt beneath.

"With that in mind," she said, pulling her hand away from his chest and stepping back to give him some space, "get yourself undressed. Completely. Ellen and I get to wear what we want. You do not."

"Okay," Tom said, trying not to smile. He could already feel his arousal stirring in his pants.

"'Yes, ma'am,' actually, would be better." Lucia tapped him on the side of the arm. "I insist."

"Yes, ma'am," Tom repeated after her, feeling a blush creep into his cheeks. He hadn't been chastised by someone in this way in a long time. It felt strange. But he liked it.

So he took off his shirt, and then his undershirt. He got his tool belt loosened and was starting to work on the lower half when Ellen came out of the room she'd disappeared into, now in a completely different outfit. It was like Lucia's, but not quite the same.

"Place your things in there," Ellen told Tom, nodding her head toward the door she had just come through. "I don't want a mess out here."

Tom was pretty sure he said the words "Yes, ma'am" out loud, but his eyes practically bugged out of his head looking at Ellen in her dominating outfit. The first thing he noticed, as was impossible not to, was that her breasts were completely out. The leather top she wore, with strings crossing in the middle to hold it together, made no accommodations for her tits. They simply hung out over the top, huge and round and white, with large pink nipples that were hard in the chill air of the basement. The shirt didn't have much below that either, revealing her stomach and the tight muscles there. Her pants were short, leather like Lucia's, but they didn't go all the way down to her ankles, stopping just below her knees. She didn't have boots on either, but instead high-heeled shoes that were such a deep red they almost looked black.

Ellen noticed him looking at her tits and let his gaze linger there for a moment before getting his attention.

"All right, focus on the task at hand," she told him, her voice sharp, harboring a cutting edge. "Clothes off and put away. We have business to get to, Tom."

"Yes, ma'am," Tom said sheepishly, blinking to get his thoughts back on track. He tried to keep eye contact with her while he got undressed, but her glorious boobs remained in his line of sight regardless.

"I see Lucia already has you saying the right things," Ellen complimented him, turning away as he finished getting naked as though she didn't care one lick about his body. "Good. There's other education that we need to spend time on, anyway."

Tom gathered up his clothes and stepped over to the door Ellen had come through, pushing it open to deliver his parcel as instructed. Now, he felt the cool air of the basement all over his body, especially on his cock, which was hard and hot and long, pulsing with the most arousal he had ever felt.

The room here was small, essentially a walk-in closet in which many items were hung, but they were hidden away in black garment bags and he couldn't see any details. He saw a small, empty white hamper sitting on the ground in the corner near the door, and he set his clothes into that, his tool belt thumping heavily into the basket. Then he went back out into the main room of the Palace, as Lucia had called it, closing the door of the closet behind him.

Standing naked in front of the two of them, while they looked commandingly up-and-down his body in their leather outfits, Tom felt vulnerable. He had to fight the urge to cover his crotch with his hands, not that it would've done much to hide what was going on there.

"Pretty impressive," Ellen commented, looking directly at Tom's erection. "I'm sure we can make good use of that. Lucia, you've been down here a while. Did you have anything in mind for our man, here?"

"As a matter of fact, I did, Ellen," Lucia said, not looking at her friend but instead keeping her strong eyes on Tom. "Tom. Come over here, where I was sitting."

Tom did as he was told, walking over to the chaise lounge. Lucia gave him a helpful shove once he was standing next to it, pushing him onto the smooth, black surface. He fell into a lying down position, on his back, looking straight up at the ceiling. Or rather, straight up at his new master here in the Palace.

"Move down," Lucia commanded, pointing towards the foot of the small sofa chair. "Yes. Like that, a little more. Now stop."

Tom followed her directions until he was where she apparently wanted him to be, and then with very little hesitation or preamble, she climbed on top of him, straddling her knees over his stomach. Though she wasn't as tall as Ellen, in this position she seemed to tower over him, and his eyes took in her busty torso atop him before she moved forward, closer and closer to his face.

She stopped when his chin was practically bumping Into her crotch, just a bare inch from touching her. He tried not to make it obvious that he could smell her arousal from where he was laying, but he could, and he liked it.

Lucia had paused to reach behind herself, evidently unhooking the back of her panties from her getup. Maybe they were part of it, or maybe they were made special for this reason, but she was able to undo the back of them so that she could pull them through the front of her legs and completely off. 

Now Tom could see Lucia's naked pussy right in front of him. He could see the short, dark hair she had trimmed there, and the wetness that gave away how much she was into this.

"Much better," Lucia said. She might have been smiling, but Tom couldn't tell from where he lay below her. Her face was completely blocked by the view of her large tits from underneath.

"Getting naked is easy," Lucia said, now clearly speaking directly to Tom. "But if you really want to set yourself apart as a good toy, you have to be able to please us. I'm going to put a very precious thing on your face, Tom. Treat it well."

She slid forward on the lounge, coming completely over his head now, so that the dim lights of the ceiling were blocked out by our body and Tom's whole head was awash in her scent.

"And make sure to be a little rough about it," she said, and then she dropped her pussy down on his face.

Her flesh made a small but audible smack as it hit his face, with Lucia bracing herself against the raised back of the lounge but still putting plenty of her weight down on Tom. Her heat was intense on his nose and mouth, her wetness sliding along him, and he felt the strong muscles of her thighs around his head, holding him in place to serve her.

He immediately brought his tongue out to taste her, running it along her wet folds. She gave a small grunt of pleasure in acknowledgment of this, but his dominatrix up above him was more focused on riding his face than on his own licking, using him as an object, rubbing herself back-and-forth on him and finding the spots that felt the best.

"Keep up with your tongue," she commanded him, grinding down harder on his face when she felt him slow down. "I can use you how I want, but that doesn't mean you get to take a break."

Tom renewed his energy, finding the entrance to her sweet tunnel and probing his tongue inside of it. He felt her powerful muscles squeeze at him, and she seemed to like it. His arms were useless, half-pinned down by Lucia's legs, and not really able to reach up and offer any extra stimulation. Not that she had asked for it, anyway. But naturally, almost unconsciously, his right hand reached down to his own throbbing cock, finding the freedom and movement to do so. He wrapped one hand around his shaft, finding immediate pleasure in his aching hardness, and he was greeted with a hard smack on his hand that made him let go of his dick immediately with a wince.

"Neither of us told you to do that." The voice was sharp, and it came from Ellen, a punishing admonishment. She punctuated her point with another snack right on the meat of his thigh, powerful enough for the force of it to reach his balls, giving him a sharp shock of pain. 

Ellen did it again, the exact same way. Smack! Hard enough to make his balls hurt without touching them directly. She knew exactly what she was doing.

"Apologize," she commanded him, "for acting without permission."

Lucia stopped, and pulled off his face, just an inch. Just enough for him to be barely able to speak.

Tom had a strange shame burn within him, and he found himself surprisingly glad to have the opportunity to apologize. To be contrite to his two mistresses.

"I'm sorry, ma'am," he said, remembering his manners even as he caught his breath in the brief respite Lucia gave him. "It won't happen again."

"That's right," Ellen said approvingly, and Tom immediately felt better. "It won't happen again." Tom felt strong hands on both of his forearms. Ellen had reached up to grab hold of him, forcing his arms against the lounge seat. She was strong, at least as strong as she looked, if not more. Tom really couldn't move his arms even if he wanted to. 

But he had no desire to disobey. 

Lucia sat back down on his face and immediately returned to pleasuring herself on him, grinding back-and-forth. She pressed her weight down on him, knowing when to pull back to give him just enough air to breathe, then covering his mouth and nose with her soaking wet pussy again. Fervently, she rubbed her clitoris against his nose, using it desperately as a sex toy. Tom felt an odd pride at hearing her delighted noises as she used his face. He was happy to be doing a good job for her.

Lucia slid forward even further, so far that he felt his nose poke into the tunnel of her entrance.

"Tongue," she told him firmly from up above, and it was clear that she wanted him to lick her asshole.

Whether it was a method of humiliation or directly for her own sexual enjoyment, Tom couldn't be sure, but he indulged, his face burning, his tongue finding her back door. His tongue felt the tightness of it, sliding along its wrinkled shape, tasting her sweat.

Immediately Lucia positioned herself to give him better access, letting her tight hole relax so that his tongue could wiggle inside.

"He's behaving very well, Ellen," Lucia said, panting only slightly.

"I'm glad he's learned his lesson." Tom felt the pressure on his arms lessen, then disappear as Ellen stopped holding him down. Immediately her hands were elsewhere, on his knees, then running up his thighs to rest on either side of his groin. Ellen said, "And good workers get a reward, don't they?"

Tom, of course, was in no position to answer, his tongue buried up Lucia's asshole as she squeezed down on it excitedly. But he didn't need to, he just had to lie there and do his work while he felt Ellen's hot, wet mouth and envelop the head of his cock.

He gasped, moaning into Lucia's ass cheeks as Ellen took him into her mouth, but didn't dare stop working on Lucia's back door, lest his privileges be revoked.

Lucia moved back a bit, presenting her pussy to Tom's mouth again so that she could feed him her clit. Ellen wrapped one hand around the base of Tom's dick and easily took the rest into her mouth, the free seven inches going back into her throat. Tom closed his eyes, letting that feeling wash over him. Ellen started to bob up and down on his cock, sucking him. He could feel how hard he was, how big the head of his cock swelled in her mouth.

He knew that Ellen could feel it too, and she knew what it meant. She pulled her mouth up and off of Tom's cock with a wet slurp, leaving him feeling needy, his cock still pulsing as though it were being stimulated.

"Poor baby," Ellen said, a sympathetic note in her voice. "Do you want to cum, huh?"

Lucia lifted herself off of Tom's face, again giving him just an inch to talk. "Answer your mistress," she said to him.

Tom licked his lips, tasting what Lucia had left there. "Yes," he gasped, his chest hitching for air and release. "Yes, ma'am, I want to come." 

"Really." It wasn't a question. Ellen started slowly stroking his cock with her hand, finding it plenty wet and easy to jerk. "Then you better beg for it, slave."

"Please," Tom said, even that one-syllable word coming out strange and hitched as the intense feelings in his cock took over his body. "Please let me cum. I need it."

"He needs it," Ellen repeated, sounding as though she were smiling. "I think I've heard enough. Lucia, you can shut him up again."

Lucia settled her crotch over Tom's face once more, blocking any more begging he might have in him.

Ellen started to suck his dick again, taking it into her mouth, and Tom felt himself nearing orgasm. Ellen knew somehow too, either through the way his cock was twitching or the way his legs and hips were moving under her hands, because she pulled off of him before the point of no return and squeezed an iron hand around the base of his cock, hard enough to hurt. Immediately, any pleasure stopped, and Tom winced as the building feelings inside of him crashed into a brick wall.

She held him there for a moment, laughing at how she knew he was feeling. Then, after enough time it passed, she took him in her mouth again, sucking hard, pulling at the head of his cock with her lips and scraping gently along him with her teeth, then—

"Mmf!" Tom groaned. She had pulled off and squeezed his cock again, right on the edge. His balls throbbed painfully as his orgasm was denied.

Ellen was a pro at this. She brought him to the edge twice more, making tears squeeze from his eyes as he was brought to the brink and then pulled back again and again. At one point she had Lucia get off his face again so that he could beg some more.

"Please!" he cried, in earnest now. "Please let me cum, mistress!"

"Does it hurt?" Ellen asked him, squeezing his cock.

"Yes," he moaned. "It's too much."

"Too bad." She released his cock, leaving it entirely without stimulation. Tom felt movement down by his legs, and then Ellen was climbing up onto the lounge as well. She laid on him as though he were the furniture, forcing his cock down between his thighs and settling her weight on him satisfyingly. He could see her high heels up in the air, Ellen on her back on top of Tom with her legs raised.

"Come on, Lucia," Ellen said. "Let's get this train going."

"Oh, that sounds good," Lucia said, raising herself off of Tom's face and turning around. She still straddled him, sitting back down over his head, but this time facing down towards Ellen with her ass in Tom's face. 

"Listen closely now," Lucia said wiggling her ass in front of him. "I'm going to eat Ellen's pussy, but I'm only going to do to her what you do to me. So lick my cunt, and you'd better do a good job."

"I like it even rougher than she does," Ellen said, from her position lying on her back over Tom's hips and legs, her pussy perfectly poised to get pleasured by Lucia.

Lucia settled back onto him, and that was the only cue Tom needed to get to work.

Tom dove into Lucia's pussy with renewed energy, pressing his mouth tightly against her so that he could drive his tongue deep into her pussy. He stuck it inside her tunnel and wiggled it around, his nose pressing into her asshole. Further down his body, Lucia did the same to Ellen, keeping to her word that she would do to Ellen whatever Tom did to her.

"Yes, that's good," Ellen moaned, wiggling underneath Lucia's tongue and grinding Tom's cock against his thighs. "More. More!"

Tom pulled his tongue out of Lucia's tunnel and moved down her lips, nibbling lightly at the edges. Ellen shrieked with delight when Lucia did the same to her. Tom quickly found Lucia's clit with his tongue and swirled around it, feeling how engorged and aroused it was. He bent his neck forward and used his tongue to push it back into his lips, pulling on it hard with a tight suction. The intense sensation made Lucia falter, her legs trembling around Tom.

Tom pulled on her clit for a good, long while, until even he knew that the stimulation was too intense. He moved his lips and tongue to other areas, bringing his teeth in ever-so-lightly to add that extra bit of intensity. There weren't many notes from Ellen nor Lucia, so he knew he was doing a good job. At one point, he moved upward and flattened his tongue against Lucia's asshole, giving her a quick and deep rimming which she reciprocated onto Ellen, making the tall woman giggle and moan.

The next time Tom came back to Lucia's clit, he could hear the strain in Ellen's voice and feel how tense she was just from how she was lying down on him. She was close, and he intended to make sure his mistress made it all the way.

Tom pulled Lucia's clit into his mouth again, sucking hard with his lips while flicking his tongue at the little bit that was exposed on the inside of his mouth. When Lucia took Ellen's clit into her mouth, he felt Ellen reach down past his legs and grab the side of the couch, bracing herself. Even with Lucia covering his face, he could hear Ellen's painting breaths, growing faster and faster. He took it as encouragement, sucking hard on his one mistress's clit so that his other mistress could reach climax.

When Ellen came, she screamed, filling the walls of the underground sex dungeon Palace with her sound. She soaked Tom's crotch and Lucia's face, and with one hand she pushed Lucia's head into her crotch all throughout her orgasm, entwining her fingers in the woman's dark hair so she couldn't escape. She held her there, her muscles tense, soaking Lucia in her love juices until Ellen's coiled body could relax and let her go.

Lucia, playfully, still licked and bit and nibbled at Ellen's pussy, breaking the rules of the game a little bit as Tom had pulled back from Lucia's own cunt to allow Ellen to recover. Ellen gasped and laughed and smacked Lucia lightly on the head, before wiggling backward and off of Tom.

"You always do that," Ellen said, shaking her head. "And yet I'm always taken by surprise."

"Look at this," Lucia said, staring straight ahead at Tom's cock. It had sprung straight back upward again once Ellen was off of him, his arousal powerful and undeniable. "Our man here sure is on edge."

"Oh, I know," Ellen said, smirking. "I felt him poking at me the whole time I was on top of him. If I didn't know any better, I would think he was trying to get himself off by rubbing against my back. You weren't, were you, Tom?"

From underneath Lucia's ass, Tom said, "No mistress. Of course not, I swear."

"I think I believe him," Lucia said, teasing. "And luckily for our little slave here, what I want and what he wants might just be the same thing."

With that, she got up off of Tom's face and turned herself around again, still standing over him but moving down to his crotch, where she stood above his throbbing cock and looked down at him. She seemed to enjoy the mess she had left on his face.

"I'm pretty on edge myself, you know," Lucia said, slowly bringing herself down so that she was kneeling, straddling Tom's hips, with his cock still pointing upward, just in front of her pussy. "But you're still not allowed to cum until I say so."

Then she sank her tight pussy over Tom's cock and took him all the way inside of herself in one motion.

Tom gasped, the sensation so overwhelming that for a moment he forgot how to even breathe. All of his being was focused on his cock, wrapped snuggly in her tight tunnel. His groin bumped against hers as she rested on top of him for a minute, getting used to his size. Lucia's eyes had closed, his mistress savoring the pleasure that she, too, was getting from finally having Tom inside of her.

Then she started to ride him, bringing herself up and down on his cock, and emitting a small noise of pleasure every time she slammed back down on him and took him all the way in.

"Don't forget," she panted, her eyes half-lidded as she focused on her own pleasure. "Don't finish...without permission."

Tom gripped the couch and held on for dear life. Lucia's tight, wet pussy grabbed his cock powerfully, and each ride up and down inside of her felt incredible. He was going to hold on as long as he possibly could, but he was no superhero. It wouldn't be long. He cringed at the thought of Ellen wrapping her strong hand around the bottom of his dick while his orgasm ripped through him, trapping him and pleasure and pain.

Ellen did make a move, but not to do that. She got behind Lucia, straddling Tom in the same way that Lucia was. She slipped one hand down to Lucia's clit and started to rub it while she rode Tom's cock. With her other hand, she pushed Lucia's chin so that her head turned to the side and Ellen could kiss her deeply, pushing her tongue inside of her mouth.

Tom couldn't say a word, gritting his teeth and rolling his eyes back in his head at the pleasure of being ridden. He wouldn't be able to hold on much more, but it looked like Lucia was in the same struggle, as she pounded down on Tom faster and faster and wiggled against Ellen's strong fingers rubbing her clit in an expert circular motion. Her breathing grew faster, her movements more erratic.

Ellen peeked at Tom over Lucia's shoulder, opening one eye while still swirling her tongue around her friend's.

"Tell him, Lucia," Ellen whispered to her while she briefly broke the kiss. "He's suffered long enough."

Lucia looked over to Tom, then gave a little nod, still riding him and shuddering. "F—Finish, Tom!"

She barely got the words out before Ellen latched onto her mouth again, but it was all Tom needed to hear. He tensed for just a moment, then let the urges overwhelm him, cumming inside of Lucia. She didn't stop riding him, and it was so intense that he had to yell, letting out unbridled moans of pleasure as he emptied himself inside of her. Shot after shot of his semen spurted into her pussy, enough to leak out and coat his cock as she continued to bounce up and down on it. 

She came while Ellen rubbed furiously at her clitoris, and she leaned back into her friend when her orgasm hit her, still jerking up and down on Tom's cock, her tits bouncing, wrapped in leather. Ellen held her tightly. Tom kept shooting inside of Lucia even as she came, feeling like his orgasm might never end, or that it might kill him. He would've been okay with either.

But it was done, eventually, and he opened his eyes and found himself still very much alive, with Lucia getting up and popping his hard cock out of her, letting the rest of his seed spill down back into his lap. He hadn't died, but he felt close to it, barely able to find the strength to lift his head up or wiggle his fingers. It was like all of his life force had been drained out of his dick.

"I think our work is done, for now," Ellen said, unwrapping herself from Lucia. She helped Lucia off of the lounge seat and onto her feet. The Italian woman's legs were a little shaky, having given their all pretty much since this rendezvous had begun.

"Can you get up, Tom?" Ellen asked, looking down at him.

"Yes, ma'am," Tom said, the respectful response coming out like a reflex. Some of his strength was returning, and he pushed himself up to a sitting position, feeling strangely sore for a man who hadn't moved very much throughout this entire thing.

"Good." Ellen said. She pointed back to the closet in the corner. "Go and get your things, I wouldn't want you forgetting anything."

"Oh. Um, yes. Of course." Tom got to his feet, feeling a little shaky himself, but still able to make his way upright to the closet. He opened the door and gathered his things from the hamper he had dropped them into.

"You can get dressed," Ellen told him when he came back out, and Tom got his clothes back on, fastening his tool belt around his waist again last. The two women made no move to change their clothes, quite content in their outfits. They just watched Tom get dressed, satisfied.

"I don't want to keep you any longer, Tom," Ellen told him, walking up to him. She put a hand on his shoulder, looking down at him from the couple of inches that she stood taller. "Thank you for your good work today. Upstairs and downstairs. I believe I saw a business card fall out of your pocket in the kitchen, please leave it there. I'll contact you again if the basement needs some more work done. Are you amenable to that?"

She smiled at him, showing her teeth. Tom, dressed once again and feeling himself return to reality, bit back a 'Yes, ma'am' and said, "You can call me anytime."

"Wonderful." Ellen took her hand off his shoulder, but not before giving him a firm squeeze. "Not to be rude, but if you'd be so kind as to make your way out without my escort, Tom. I'm going to stay down here with Lucia for a little while longer."

Lucia walked up to Tom and planted a kiss on his cheek. "Let's hope our schedules match up for whenever you're called back down here."

After that, he was essentially dismissed, after Ellen confirmed that Around The Clock would send the invoice for the work (the plumbing work, of course). 

Tom went upstairs and left the house in a daze, getting into his van and just sitting there for a moment, blinking in the sunlight that came through the windshield. He couldn't remember if he had another appointment to go to. He couldn't remember what time it was, or what day it was, not until he looked down at his phone so that the little screen could tell him instead.

If he didn't receive a call from Ellen, he thought that he might be calling her back himself. He didn't know if it was possible to get enough of what he'd just had; all he knew was that he was going to want more, once his body was fully working again.

Even if he had to pay a resort fee.

––––––––
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THE END (of Book 3) 
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