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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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Harem by Appointment, Book 2: Backdoor Job
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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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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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Harem by Appointment, Book 4: House Call
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Alex's main gig was as a paramedical for a life insurance company, but a few months ago, he'd been referred to a company that contracted out work by appointment. This wasn't exactly a field he expected to be headhunted in, but it had still come as welcome to surprise. By taking appointments on his own availability, he was able to make some extra money while still keeping his main job full-time.

His work involved a lot of travel, going to people's homes to perform life insurance physicals—some more involved than others, depending on the kind of coverage they were getting. At his main employer, it was mostly during business hours, but working freelance with the new company 'Around The Clock' let him get some more paid hours in, and that was never a bad thing.

That said, as far as side gigs went, this week was a slow one. He had only one freelance appointment the whole week through Around The Clock, but it was better than nothing. 

That appointment was today, Saturday, in the late afternoon, and he was on his way there now.

The patient's name was Kelsey Donovan. In a funny coincidence, she was actually applying for insurance through the company that he worked for, but he had spoken with human resources about this whole arrangement before he started taking on the jobs and apparently they booked work out through contracting or staffing agencies like Around The Clock when seasons were predicted to be busy in the business of life insurance physicals. So while seeing the name of his employer on the paperwork made him smirk, it didn't really mean anything. Technically, he was being paid less per hour than he would be to do the same job during the week, but an appointment was an appointment.

Alex found the street that Kelsey lived on and pulled into the neighborhood, looking around idly. It was a pleasant sunny day, though dark clouds on the far horizon predicted rain a few hours from now. He would be gone from here by then, and the rain wasn't supposed to hit where he lived, a couple of towns over. 

The neighborhood was a pocket neighborhood off to the side of one of the main roads, comprised of a couple of twisting roads and a few intersections that were a little maze-like to him, but normal to anyone who lived here. It wasn't hot enough to use the air conditioning in the car, so he had the windows down and he heard the sounds of lawns being mowed and dogs on their leashes barking at passing trucks. He even heard an ice cream truck, a sound he hadn't heard in a long time. It was nostalgic, and he briefly flirted with the idea of hunting it down and going to get a little treat.

Alex laughed at himself, taking the turn where the GPS told him to take it. He wondered how often ice cream trucks were chased down by adults in cars. He could see it happening—just not today, and not by him. Maybe if he ran across it on his way home...

There was the house, on a curving horseshoe loop of road that fed back into the longer road which stretched through most of the neighborhood. It was in the corner, right where the turn began. As a result, the small, blue house was spaced a little further away from its neighbors, affording the resident—Kelsey Donovan, he reminded himself, as he had gone up to front doors and completely spaced on names in the past—a larger yard on both sides, which at first glance showed him no fence or enclosure. That was good, because it meant it was unlikely that Kelsey had a dog. He liked dogs just fine, but they tended to get in the way of his work, as a stranger visiting people's houses. Just the nature of the living.

He pulled into the driveway in his small black sedan. He didn't need to carry a lot of equipment around for his work. Everything he might need fit into a medium-sized duffel bag on the seat to his right. Alex had thought about getting one of those black leather doctor's bags (which he'd really only send mostly on TV and in movies for when doctors did house calls), but had ended up deciding that he would look foolish holding it. Not to mention that the ones he saw online were a little too small for what he needed to bring with him on an appointment.

He liked to think that he had made the correct choice to not get one based on the fashion of it, and not on the lack of practicality. But he was pretty sure he would have bought it if it would've fit his equipment, even if he was going to regret it later. 

Alex was twenty-eight, and he kept himself in good shape with regular visits to the gym. Being in the medical field kept him informed about what could go wrong if he got too lazy for too long.

His brown hair was short—it was just easier to manage that way, although he didn't hate how it looked when it got long. He had started lifting weights about a month ago, which wasn't enough time to show any results that he could notice (besides the accompanying soreness), but it made him feel good.

In his head, anyway. His thighs were a different story, and he felt the burn in them as he stood up and got out of the car. The bag was a little too bulky to comfortably pull across the seats and out of the driver's side with him, so he closed his door and went around to the passenger side of the car, fetching it from that side.

The house here had a front porch, but the patient's car (Kelsey, he reminded himself) was parked in the driveway that ran up along the side of the house, very close to the side door. There was a mailbox hung on the side of the house near that door, so he figured this was the main door that she used, rather than the front door. He went over to the side door and found a small white doorbell set into the door frame. He pressed it with the knuckle of his first finger and heard the faint, distant sound of it ringing inside the house. He waited.

The door opened not long after, and then Kelsey stood there, smiling. 

Alex forgot to speak. She was gorgeous.

Kelsey was his age, actually a year older at twenty-nine. He knew that from the paperwork. She had long, brown hair that curled slightly, giving it volume and a flowing appearance. She smiled brightly at him, showing white teeth underneath a cute nose and vivid green eyes. 

She was dressed lightly, perhaps in anticipation of the physical, just wearing a forest-green camisole which hid her cleavage but did nothing to conceal the ample size of her chest, nor the little scoop of firm belly it showed off on the bottom. Beneath that, she wore black yoga pants that just barely went down past her knees, showing off more shapely curves there that wouldn't have been prudent for him to look at in the moment.

"Hi, um..." Kelsey hesitated for a moment, possibly surprised by Alex freezing up on her doorstep. "You're here for the physical, right? With Medequity? Or Equihealth? Sorry, I forget, I've been shopping these companies for the last couple of weeks and they get all jumbled around."

Alex cleared his throat, suddenly embarrassed. "Yes, Kelsey, um, Donovan? Sorry about that, I..."

His mind blanked on any kind of excuse. Instead he  finished strong with, "I'm Alex. Here for the physical, yes. I shouldn't take too much of your time."

Kelsey smiled again, blinking, and was it his imagination or was she looking him up and down more than once?

"Oh, thanks," she said. "Don't worry about it, it's my day off, so..."

"That's good," Alex said. He cleared his throat again, and said, "Well, if you're ready..."

"Oh!" Kelsey shook her head, not refusing him, just embarrassed. "Sorry, I must have lost my train of thought. Please, yes come in."

She backed away from the door, into the house, holding it open for Alex and inviting him inside. Inside the door was a small landing, with three steps that led up into the kitchen. Kelsey closed the door once he was inside and slipped past him to go up the stairs. It was a narrow space for two people, and her shoulder brushed his even as he moved to the side to make room for her to get by.

"I haven't done one of these insurance physicals before," Kelsey told him, turning around to meet his eye as he followed her up into the kitchen. "They gave me a little breakdown over the phone, but like, where should we do it?"

"Anywhere you're comfortable," Alex said, feeling a little less shaken up now that business was at hand. "I'll need to have you sitting down for a couple of the things, like taking your blood pressure, so a kitchen table or even the couch is fine."

"The dining room is over here," Kelsey said, giving him a quick nod. She led him out of the kitchen and around the corner to the dining room, which was technically a portion of the much larger room that housed the living room area as well, with a dining set tucked over to one side and a few pieces of art hung on the walls around it.

"Sure," Alex said, nodding. "This is great. We'll sit down here and get everything taken care of."

So Kelsey invited him to sit, and Alex set his bag on the table and sat down in the chair next to hers, both of them turning toward each other so that their knees were just a few inches apart. He opened up the bag and took out a few things he would need, starting with a clipboard with the questionnaire already on it.

"The first thing I have to do is take a medical history, so bear with me," Alex said, smiling. "Some questions may seem redundant, but we just need to make sure everything is filled out."

Kelsey nodded. "No problem."

Alex went through the questions, something he had done hundreds of times before, but for some reason his heart beat a little quicker in his chest, and he had to clear his throat several times. Kelsey went and got them both cold bottles of water from the fridge, which Alex accepted gratefully.

When the questionnaire was over, it was time to do the more physical things, which again set Alex's heart beating quicker in an unexplained way. Again, this was something he had done hundreds of times, for hundreds of patients. Why should he feel nervous? Why should he feel tense?

"Is what I'm wearing okay?" Kelsey asked as they stood.

Alex looked her up and down again, almost before he could stop himself. God, she really was pretty. He saw a little color rise into her cheeks under his gaze, and he hoped he wasn't leering at her.

"It's great," he said, then he coughed and said, "I mean, it's perfect. It's good for the, for the physical."

That made Kelsey laugh, and then he was the one with color in his cheeks. Before he could say anything else stupid, he dove into the next steps.

"If you could turn around," he said, "I'm just going to get your height..."

He stretched a slim measuring tape down from the floor and up to the top of her head. When he leaned in to get the number off the tape, he smelled the scent of strawberries in her hair without even meaning to. And there went his heart again.

"Everything okay?" Kelsey asked him, waiting patiently.

"Yep, all good," Alex said hastily, letting the tape roll closed.

He took a drink of his water, then got her weight, then had her sit down again so that he could get her blood pressure and pulse. He slid the cuff over her arm, securing it closed.

"Sorry if it's tight," he said, an apology he had never issued before.

"It's okay," Kelsey said, a little breathless. She kept looking at him, and she had inched her chair forward to make sure they were close. To make things easier for him? 

He got the blood pressure reading, and when he undid the cuff, leaning into her, he felt her exhale on the side of his neck. Immediately the hairs stood up there, and he had to bite his own lip to keep from giving a reaction.

It's nothing, he told himself, undoing the cuff after his brief freeze and stowing it back in the bag.

"Okay," Alex said, feeling a wave wash over him, not sure if it was relief or disappointment. "That's everything, Kelsey. I hope it was nice and easy for you."

"Oh." Kelsey looked down, hesitating for a moment. "Yes, it was. It was, um, very nice to meet you, Alex."

"Likewise," he said, and he bit at his lip again. There was no way around it, he was attracted to her. He knew from the questionnaire that she was single. But he couldn't ask her out, no way. That would be wildly unprofessional.

But he wasn't here representing a company, he was just on a freelance appointment...

No, damn it, he was freelancing for his own damned company. He'd almost forgotten that little quirk. No, no way he could say anything. It might get back to the bosses, and he could lose his job.

Kelsey was looking at him now, meeting his eyes, everything in her gaze telling him that she had more to say. If she did, it would be a relief. It would spare him the decision.

"What about this?" she asked him, and she held up her hand. She kept it pulled back, up between her face and shoulder. On it was the pulse reader, still stuck on her index finger. He had completely forgotten to take it off.

"Oh," he said with a laugh. "I'm sorry. No souvenirs."

He reached up for it, and she didn't bring her hand down, so he had to get kind of close to her, and that was when it happened. While he was leaning forward to get the reader, she whispered bashfully to him, "I'd like it if you could stay a little longer."

Alex stopped in mid-motion and said, "I'm sorry?"

And then, before he could say anything else or even think, Kelsey leaned forward in her seat and kissed him, quickly finding his lips with hers and pressing into him.

The kiss was warm and welcoming, and Alex immediately lost himself in it. He brought down the hand that was reaching for the reader and instead put it on her shoulder, sliding it down to Kelsey's back and getting closer in contact with her. He felt her lips part, and her tongue slipped through and between his lips. He accepted it, tasting her with his own. So warm and soft and wonderful.

The kiss seemed to freeze them in time for a little while, placing them in a bubble in their two chairs were only the two of them existed. When it did break, Alex blinked, sitting back in his chair and looking at her.

"I'm sorry!" Kelsey stood up, letting her chair skid back across the floor behind her. "I don't know what came over me, I—"

She was flustered. Alex stood up as well, trying to catch his breath. But he reached forward and put his hands on her shoulders.

"Hey. It's okay. Really." He caught her eye and smiled, then said, "Honestly, I was battling with the propriety of asking you out before I left, but this is...this is good too."

Kelsey's eyes sparkled with glee, and then she grabbed Alex and kissed him again, deeper, immediately putting her tongue in his mouth. The pair of them closed their eyes and enjoyed it.

The kiss broke, their breath filling the air. Kelsey looked at Alex, then past him toward the kitchen.

"I, um, I'm not sure if—I just feel weird about doing this alone if... she trailed off, her breathing fast.

"Alone?" Alex blinked. "What do you mean?"

Kelsey pulled in a breath, closing her eyes for a moment before looking into Alex's eyes again. "My neighbor, Lauren. We've been friends for years, and we'd sort of been talking about, well..."

Alex didn't press her, he just waited.

"We've been talking about, the next guy one of us got with, we'd like to..." She flashed Alex an embarrassed yet excited grin. "We wanted to see if he'd be open to a three-way."

Alex considered the possibility that he had gotten in a car crash on the way over here and died, and then inexplicably gone to heaven. That would mean what stood before him was an angel, and that would make at least a little more sense than the reality of what was happening.

"So...what do you think?" Kelsey put her hands on his upper arms, looking at him.

Holy shit, she was really serious. Hell, he was in it this far already...

"I, uh, yeah, I'd be into that," Alex said.

Kelsey's face immediately brightened further into a big smile, and she said, "Okay, hold on, I'll be right back." And then she pecked him on the cheek and ran off, through the kitchen and out the side door.

Alex stood there, a little stunned. After he'd had a few seconds for his mind to clear and the remnants of Kelsey's kiss to fade, he felt sure that he was getting pranked. Set up, somehow. Arrested? No, it wasn't illegal to kiss somebody, even if they were your patient or subject or whatever. 

That didn't stop the paranoid thoughts from running through his head. He considered just leaving in the time he was alone, but he remembered how Kelsey's kiss had felt on his lips, and how she had looked, and how the hell was he going to walk away from that?

So he didn't, and soon he heard the door open and shut and Kelsey walked back into the house with someone behind her.

They came through the kitchen into the dining room where Alex was still standing in the exact same spot. Kelsey didn't comment on that, and her friend stepped forward to get nice and close to Alex.

"Hi, Alex, I'm Lauren," she said, sounding perhaps a little nervous but not very much. "Kelsey told me your name. And you're on board with, um, spending some time with us?"

"Well, I kind of didn't know what to think until I saw both of you come back here," Alex admitted, "But yes. Definitely."

That certainly made Lauren happy. Lauren was blonde, trim like Kelsey, but a little bit wider in the hips. She was wearing a pink T-shirt that showed off her cleavage, and very short workout shorts beneath that. Either she had been getting ready to go to the gym, or she just dressed like that because it was warm out. The short shorts showed off almost all of her thick, strong thighs and tanned skin. She had a flip-flop tan on her feet, the white lines stretching to either side on the top of each foot.

Lauren bounced on her feet. "Well, I'm sure you're on a schedule and all, Alex, so let's get into it."

"Come on," Kelsey said, stepping past the two of them. "Let's go back to my bedroom. It's a little more accommodating than the dining room table."

Lauren laughed, and she turned and followed Kelsey around another corner and down the hallway. Alex, feeling a little surreal, followed behind the two of them. Kelsey led them to the last door on the right side of the hall, pushing it open and stepping inside. Alex followed Lauren into the bedroom.

The sleeping space was small and neat, with a pair of dressers along the wall next to the door and a closet to the right that looked to be about an arm's length deep. Kelsey had a blue bedspread, evenly laid across the top of her sheets. It looked freshly laundered and everything smelled clean. It was hard to think that a threesome was about to happen here.

Kelsey looked back at Alex where he stood near the doorway, then turned back and stepped up toward him, stroking his arm.

"Don't be nervous," she said to him, giving Alex an encouraging smile. "Maybe this will help you warm up."

Kelsey stepped away from him then, and into the waiting arms of Lauren. The blonde pulled Kelsey into a familiar kiss, something they had obviously done before. Both of the women closed their eyes as their tongues entered each other's mouths, pulling each other's bodies close.

The sight of this was intense, and Alex felt himself getting hard, his body finally pushing past the shock of it all.

Lauren pulled away just to turn her head toward Alex and ask, "Do you like this, Alex?"

"I love it," Alex said honestly, the words coming easier than he expected. Lauren smiled and went back to making out with Kelsey.

The two of them sunk onto the bed, hungrily kissing each other, and then their hands started pulling off each other's clothes. The shirts and bras went quickly, such that Alex wasn't sure exactly when they had stopped kissing in order to pull the items of clothing over their heads. But soon they were topless, breasts bouncing and rubbing against each other as they pressed their bodies together, and their kiss was uninterrupted as slender fingers hooked into elastic waist bands and pulled down the bottoms they were wearing, both of them grabbing the panties with the pants and bringing them down in one swoop.

The girls were equally quick to start touching each other as they had been to undress each other. Lauren quickly forced her hand down between Kelsey's legs, the two of them moving further up the bed. Kelsey, still kissing her, turned slightly to the side and opened her legs so Lauren could rub her. She moaned as soon as Lauren touched her lower lips, the sound breathy and full of arousal. Alex could see how wet she was down there, the moisture shining on Lauren's fingers. Kelsey was trimmed, with just a little bit of short hair at the top of her cleft. Nothing to obscure the sight of two of Lauren's fingers quickly diving inside of her.

Kelsey gasped when Lauren entered her, catching her own breath and clutching at Lauren's shoulder. But even in the midst of that pleasure, she turned her head toward Alex.

"Come on," she said to him, short of breath. "Get undressed and get on the bed with us."

Were there sweeter words in the English language? Alex obeyed, hurriedly, as though he would lose the chance if he didn't get all of his clothes off in the next ten seconds. He left them scattered where they lay and got onto the bed.

Even in the short period of time that took, things had advanced between the two women. Kelsey had gotten between Lauren's legs now, fingering her in turn, and Lauren had added a third finger to stretch Kelsey's tunnel. Kelsey had moved away from Lauren's mouth and down onto her neck, licking and sucking at the flesh there before grabbing it and nibbling it with her teeth.

Alex wasn't sure how to get himself involved. He wasn't even sure he wanted to interrupt the two of them. His cock, fully hard now, stretched forward, and the lust stirring from down there battled with his desire to watch these two women go at each other for any number of hours. He watched Lauren roll her eyes back as Kelsey's thumb found her clitoris and started rubbing it while she continued to finger her and suck on her neck. He watched Kelsey start to buck her hips up against Lauren's fingers, forcing them in as deep as she could, helping Lauren inside of her.

The choice was taken away from him, anyway, as Kelsey pulled her lips off of Lauren's neck with a wet sucking sound and cast her eyes hungrily over to Alex. Kelsey looked him right in the eyes with a devilish smile, then dragged her eyes down his body to find his hard cock sticking out insistently in front of him. She actually licked her lips at the sight of it.

Without a word of warning, she pushed herself off of Lauren and turned toward Alex. Alex was kneeling on the bed, and that seemed to be good enough for Kelsey, who shoved herself flat onto the blue bedspread so that she could find herself face-to-dick with Alex.

What she wanted was obvious. Alex put a hand on her head, sliding the fingers of his left hand through her dark brown hair. Kelsey darted her tongue out and slowly licked the underside of his cockhead.

Alex groaned, even that small stimulation from her surprisingly powerful. His fingers tightened in her hair, and he subconsciously pulled her forward to his cock. Kelsey was happy to oblige, crawling forward on the bed and opening her mouth to take him inside. Immediately, she swallowed half, then more of his thick eight inches. Her mouth was hot and wet and eager, and he felt her tongue running all around the bottom and sides of his cock even has he slid deeper into her mouth. The intense pleasure almost made him choke. And again his hand tightened, pulling on her hair, and Kelsey moaned approvingly around his shaft as she took him deeper.

Lauren had turned herself too, coming up next to Kelsey and lovingly running a hand down her back. She found the cheeks of Kelsey's ass and squeezed them, wedging her fingers down between Kelsey's legs and finding her wet tunnel again. She slipped her fingers inside, and Alex felt Kelsey jerk around his cock at the invasion.

Still, she sucked on him. The way she was, prone on the bed, she couldn't do much of a back-and-forth motion, but Alex took care of that for her. Supporting her head with the hand in her hair, Alex started to fuck her mouth. Gently at first, then deeper and faster at her muffled request for more.

Lauren flipped one leg over Kelsey so that she was straddling her backwards, bending down and putting her face in her ass cheeks. With her free hand, she spread Kelsey's ass open and began to lick at her asshole, still fingering her pussy with the other hand. Lauren giggled in response to Kelsey's twitches underneath her. She spread her cheeks wide, as wide as she could with one hand, and drilled her tongue into her asshole, pressing in firmly to penetrate Kelsey's tight little back door.

Alex got a front row seat to this, as well as seeing Lauren's spread goods over Kelsey's back where she straddled her. Lauren had a little more hair on her pussy, and her lips looked swollen with arousal, her clitoris budding through the small bush there. Alex quickly found a use for his other hand, bringing it forward and grabbing Lauren's ass, squeezing her there. She was a little thicker around the hips than Kelsey, and it was a nice ass to grab. Lauren wiggled approvingly, and didn't stop giving Kelsey that deep rimjob.

Alex moved his hand lower, finding Lauren's wet cunt and getting his fingers slick with her juices. He easily slid two fingers up her pussy, and she rewarded him by pressing back against his invasion, forcing him deeper. She fucked herself on his hand while eating Kelsey's ass, and Alex kept pushing his cock down Kelsey's throat, her talented muscles there grabbing and pulling at his dick as though she didn't want to let it go.

Lauren pulled herself out from between Kelsey's ass cheeks a little while later, turning around and then pulling her friend off of Alex's cock so that she could get a taste of it herself.

"Don't hog him," Lauren told her, as Kelsey gasped and caught her breath, her mouth wet and stringy from the face fucking. Then Lauren got an arm over Alex's chest and around his shoulder and pulled him down to the bed, urging him to move backwards so that his head was on the pillows and Lauren could blow him. Once he was in position, she quickly took his dick into her mouth, slurping up whatever Kelsey had left behind before adding what her own mouth could give him.

Lauren sucked Alex's cock aggressively, bobbing up and down on it. It was a different position from what he'd had with Kelsey, and the feeling was different too, his cock bending into the back of Lauren's mouth where she took it down with gusto. She sucked on him loudly, not stopping until all eight of his inches were in her mouth and throat, and even then slowing only slightly to savor the sensation of her mouth being filled by his cock.

Kelsey slid her fingers back between Lauren's legs the same way Lauren had done to her, sliding into her tight tunnel while she worked on Alex's cock. Alex could do little more than lay there and accept the blowjob, not that that was a bad thing. He watched Lauren move up and down on his cock, her blonde hair becoming more messy and disheveled as she lost herself in the passion of sucking him off.

He watched Kelsey finger Lauren, not quite able to see where her hand was doing, but his eyes were on hers anyway. Kelsey was looking at him while she pleasured her friend, with Lauren noisily bobbing on his cock between the two of them. The feeling of both of their mouths had been amazing, but Alex knew what he wanted.

"Come on, Kelsey," Alex said, finding it surprisingly difficult to talk while Lauren tried to suck his soul out through his dick. "I want to fuck you."

That devilish grin came back onto Kelsey's face, and she wasted no time in pulling her fingers out of Lauren, making the blonde jerk with surprise.

"You heard the man," she said to Lauren teasingly, this time grabbing her friend by her sides and giving her little tickling motions. Lauren squirmed underneath the touch and eventually had to pull off of Alex's cock, swatting at Kelsey. 

"Not fair," Lauren said, gasping. "You know how ticklish I am."

"Yes I do," Kelsey said with a nod. "Now make some room!"

Lauren did, and before Alex could get up to go over to Kelsey, she came over to him, quickly straddling him and lining up her hips with his, but leaning forward so that his cock slid along the slickness of her entrance without going in. She sat back on his dick, pinning it down between his thighs and grinding her butt against it. It was a delicious tease.

"You want to fuck me, huh?" Kelsey inquired, her eyes going wide and innocent. Then the grin was back. "Feels more to me like you need to fuck me. What do you think?"

"I think you're right," Alex said, and he reached forward and grabbed her by the hips. She was thin, and he had big hands, practically big enough to encircle her entire waist. Kelsey gasped, surprised by the strong grip, and she could hardly protest against him as he lifted her up so he could free his cock, then lined her up with his rod. Both of them let out little sighs of tension-filled air as the head of his cock pressed against her entrance.

Kelsey pressed a hand against Alex's chest, pushing him back down flat onto the bed, and at the same time she sank herself onto his cock and engulfed him in her warmth.

"Oh, fuck..." Alex moaned as he went all the way inside of her, Kelsey not stopping until she was sitting flat down on his lap and had all of him wrapped in her insides. She closed her eyes in bliss, letting him fill her up and getting accustomed to his size. But she didn't wait for very long before taking complete control.

Kelsey leaned forward, coming down over Alex so that her tits hung in his face. Immediately, he brought his head up to meet them, searching with his mouth to find one hard nipple and pull it between his lips. He sucked hard on it, using his teeth gently to elicit a gasping reaction from Kelsey. And while he felt the heavy weight of her big breasts press their soft flesh into his face, molding around him, she started to ride his cock, taking her hips upward until just the tip was still in her, then sliding back down his shaft. It was slow at first, gradual and purposeful, but as he sucked and chewed at both of her nipples and the pleasure started to burn inside of her, she began to slam down on him harder, faster. Soon the sounds of his dick sliding in and out of her were as loud as the sounds of Lauren sucking on him had been.

Lauren, meanwhile, dived right back into former meal, her tongue finding Kelsey's exposed asshole while she rode Alex. Though she paid a special attention to him too, and he felt Lauren's talented tongue dance along his shaft for the brief seconds it wasn't in Kelsey's cunt. And he felt that tongue slide down to lick his balls as well, which were pulled up tight from arousal.

Kelsey's pussy slapped down on his cock over and over, and despite the motion, Lauren managed to bury her tongue inside Kelsey's asshole, to the point where Alex could feel the strong muscle of her probing tongue himself, through Kelsey's walls even as he fucked her.

Goddamn!

And soon it was Lauren's turn to point out that Kelsey was the one being a cock hog, as she wrapped one hand around the bottom of Alex's shaft so that Kelsey couldn't penetrate herself fully on it anymore.

Kelsey pouted a little, but she relented, tossing her head back so that her brown hair flew out of her face and her tits bounced with the motion. They were wet from Alex's mouth.

"I still need him, though," Kelsey said, even as she climbed off of Alex and he felt the much chiller embrace of the room's open air on his sensitive cock. 

"Do what you have to," Lauren said. "I want that dick inside me now."

"Ride him backwards," Kelsey instructed. "And give me just a second."

Whatever brief control Alex might have felt while he was grabbing Kelsey's hips to line her up with his cock was quickly swept away. Kelsey got her hands under his armpits, guiding him to move backwards so that he was sitting mostly upright against the headboard of the bed.

She smiled at him, then turned back to talk to Lauren. "Okay, cutie. Hop on."

Kelsey was half-standing, her stomach just a couple inches from Alex's face. She turned around as she gave Lauren those instructions, now presenting Alex with her ass instead. And then he felt motion down by his legs, as Lauren straddled him as well, backwards just like Kelsey, so that both women were facing away from him. Kelsey reached down and grabbed his cock, giving it a couple of firm strokes before lining it up to help Lauren slide her cunt down onto it. Alex and Lauren both groaned in delight as he entered her, Lauren taking him to the hilt and then sitting back, pressing herself up against Kelsey. Kelsey reached back with a hand and patted Alex on his cheek, then told him, "Eat my pussy, Alex. Go wild in there."

Immediately, she pressed herself back onto his face so that he hardly had any choice in the matter. The flesh of her ass cheeks covered his nose and eyes and forehead, and then his tongue was free to find her wet folds, where just moments before his dick had been plunging in and out. At the same time, Lauren began to ride him. It was a very close arrangement, and he could feel Lauren's motions pressing against Kelsey, which just served to press her further against his face. He smelled her musk and breathed in the air of her scent. Alex lapped at her pussy, tasting her before delving deeper into her folds with his tongue, finding her hole and driving inside of it. With how she was pressed against him and angled forward, it was easy to get deep inside of her, so he stuck his tongue in as far as he could and wiggled it, wanting to bring her as much pleasure as possible.

Lauren slapped her ass down on Alex's lap, riding him hard from the beginning, clearly meaning it when she said she wanted his dick inside of her. Plap! Plap! Plap! She rode him aggressively, grunting every time she took his dick all the way in, and he could feel that she was furiously rubbing her own clit while she fucked herself on his dick. It felt incredible, and he squeezed his muscles down there tightly, keeping his climax contained. He found Kelsey's clit with his tongue, licking at it to encourage her to bring it closer to his mouth. She did, bending forward more, and he pulled her clitoris into his lips and sucked at it passionately.

Kelsey cried out in pleasure, wrapping her arms around Lauren and grabbing both of her tits with her hands while she rode Alex. She squeezed Lauren's breasts and found both of her nipples with her thumbs and forefingers, pinching and rolling them.

The extra stimulation was what it took for Lauren to cum, still aggressively grinding and slamming her ass down onto Alex, not slowing down as her orgasm hit her. She slammed down onto him as she came, every full penetration driving more pleasure up into her system. Kelsey gripped her tightly, pinching her nipples hard and using her for support as Alex sucked on her pussy. The two of them helped Lauren ride her orgasm to the very end, and when she pulled off of Alex, collapsing forward exhausted, Kelsey came away from Alex's face and helped ease Lauren down onto the empty portion of the bed.

"You good over there, Lauren?" Kelsey asked.

Slumped on her side, Lauren gave some kind of affirmative moan and lifted one hand in a thumbs-up. Kelsey giggled.

"Okay, good," she said, and whipped around to look at Alex. "'Cause I'm ready for you to cum inside me, Alex."

Just like that, she was back on him, riding his dick for all she was worth. He slipped inside of her and then back out and then back in again and again, and she clutched at his shoulders, her bouncing breasts rubbing against his chest. Her pussy felt incredible, Kelsey's extreme arousal making everything down there feel extra tight and twice as good. She kissed Alex, sliding her tongue into his mouth even as she slipped one hand down to her own clit to rub at her most sensitive part.

Alex had one hand across her back and another grabbing her ass cheek, helping guide her up and down his cock, not that she needed any assistance.

"Come on," she whispered to him, breaking the kiss and dragging her tongue across his cheek. "Cum for me, let yourself loose. I wanna...feel it."

Her voice was breathy and incredibly sexy. It wasn't like he was going to be able to hold back any longer anyway. He rocked his hips up into her, meeting her thrusts with his own, burying himself deeply into her again, and again, and again...!

"F-Fuck!"

His own orgasm hit him by surprise, despite the fact that it had been knocking at his door for minutes. He grabbed Kelsey like she was a life preserver in a stormy sea, gripping her tightly as he pumped his seed into her. Hot spurts of his cum emptied out inside of her pussy, and Kelsey ground her hips and pussy down onto his cock, milking him for all he was worth. He kept shooting inside of her, so much cum—he had never cum this hard before. Again, he forgot how to breathe, lost in the clutches of his climax.

Kelsey buried her face into the hollow of his neck and shoulder, vibrating against him as she frigged her clit, and the orgasmic pulses of Alex's cock inside of her pushed her over the edge with him. She gripped onto him too, holding him tight as their bodies rocked back-and-forth. Sexual pleasure surged through both of them like a lightning storm, the waves slowly fading as the storm passed over them, the tumultuous energy finally spent and the two of them fatigued and limp.

They stayed there for a little while, breathing harsh breaths into each other's ears as they tried to recover. Kelsey slowly peeled her body off of Alex's, and even slower did she rise up off of his cock, the still-hard rod popping out of her and letting his white seed spill out down onto the bed.

"Damn," she panted, smiling. "I just washed this."

"I know a guy who can help you clean up," Alex said, matching her smile.

Lauren was the first to get up, collecting her clothes and pulling her shorts on with a little bounce of renewed energy. She beamed at the two of them.

"Thanks for that," Lauren said. "I've been dying for a good fuck like that for, god, I don't know how long."

"You're thanking me?" Alex said incredulously. "I should be—"

"Let's call it a team effort," Lauren said, shaking her head. "I sure as hell couldn't have done that alone. Maybe I'll see you two again, huh?"

And with that she was gone.

"She'll gush to me about this later," Kelsey told him. "She's like this after sex, somehow gets all this energy back and needs to go for a run or something."

"Wow." Alex shook his head. "Meanwhile, I feel like I could fall asleep in a shower right now."

Kelsey giggled. "You could clean up here, if you wanted."

Alex took her up on that, and the two of them had a quick, hot little shower together, though there wasn't much energy left to do anything else but tease at each other's sensitive bits. He helped her get her bed set into the laundry, too.

"You know," he said, once they were dressed and back upstairs and he was getting ready to go. "Before you broached the subject, like I said, I really was thinking of asking you out. So maybe I could get your—"

Alex had pulled his phone out of his pocket, and Kelsey just snatched it from him once he unlocked it. She added herself to his contacts with a little smiley face next to her name.

"Text me," she said to him, handing his phone back, "So that I have yours, too." Then she kissed him on the cheek and put a hand in his hair, running it down his face.

Alex's face burned pleasantly. "You don't need to worry about me waiting three days or whatever bullshit, yeah? I'm calling you tomorrow."

"Please do," Kelsey said. "I was lined up for a very boring weekend before you came over."

"At least you get to do laundry now," Alex said, and she gave him a playful swat on his shoulder. 

When he did leave, he had to resist the urge to text her while he was driving. He managed to power through, but it wasn't a big deal. He'd already given in to much stronger urges, hadn't he?

And he'd do it again.

––––––––
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Roy saw the problem immediately.

At least, it was obvious on a surface level. The car was sitting in the driveway and the rear left tire was flat. Really, really flat, as though it had lost all of its air in one go. Either that, or it had been sitting there for several days until it all leaked out. But he still needed to check some other things to make sure the car was drivable.

First, though, he had to go talk to the owner.

Roy parked his tow truck on the side of the street across from the house. He could've backed it into their driveway, but he wasn't sure if he needed to hook the car up yet, and he'd rather get a look first.

Roy crossed the street and went up the driveway of the house, taking a left to walk the small, angled path that led to the front door. He was a tow truck driver, but beyond that, he had a few years' experience working on cars as a mechanic, so he had decided to start his own business and called himself the Traveling Mechanic. If something was wrong and you couldn't get your car out of your driveway, he'd come over and see what he could do, and if it needed to go to a shop, well, he could get it taken there as well.

He started taking on clients through Around The Clock's services, who had seemed very excited to bring him on as a contractor. They were, from what he could tell, a home-repair-and-more hotline, kind of. Apparently they didn't have a lot of mechanics or tow truck operators in their network   and were trying to have more of a presence in that industry. They paid well and they brought him work, so Roy was happy to take calls from them.

There was no doorbell. Roy knocked on the front door. The house was small and well- maintained, with a garden bed stretching around the left corner with fresh black mulch, making the bushes and flowers there pop with color. The house had white siding that looked like it had been power-washed recently, as well. The owner definitely kept up on the turn-of-the-season chores.

The door opened shortly after Roy's knock, and he felt the cool blast of air conditioning come out of the house and wash over him. A woman stood in the doorway, smiling.

"Hi, are you Sheila?" Roy asked her, holding out his hand to shake hers.

"Sheila, yes," she said, and she took his handshake. Sheila was pretty, with long, brown hair that hung down past her shoulders. She was curvy, her ample tits filling out the front of her purple top extremely well. Her thick thighs were hugged by a pair of jeans that showed all of her curves and even the roundness of her buttocks, off to one side from this angle.

"I'm Roy," he told her, trying not to check her out any further. "With Around The Clock. I'm going to see if I can get you up and running without needing a tow, okay? I can't guarantee anything, of course, but I'll get a look, and worst case I can at least get the car hauled to somewhere they can get it on a lift, if needed."

"Thank you," Sheila said, her stress showing on her face a little. "I must've run over a nail or something, I really don't know what happened, but I had driven on it for a little while before getting home so I just want to make sure everything's okay, like, structurally."

Roy nodded. "I absolutely get that. It's the right thing to do."

"Oh, is he here?" The voice came from behind Sheila, somewhere deeper into the house. Sheila turned back to look over her shoulder just as someone else approached from the hallway. She moved to the side in the doorway a bit so that the other woman could come and stand with her.

"Hey, I'm Beth," the second woman said, flashing a bright smile at Roy. She was a black woman, and she had a surprisingly similar build to Sheila's, a curvy woman with long, wavy black hair. Her huge breasts stretched the white fabric of her top, so that even the cream color of her bra underneath was made visible. With the two of them standing just inside of the doorway, their hips touched, with Beth's curvy thighs showing off thickness and sensual curves not all that dissimilar to the white woman's next to her.

Roy blinked, for a moment just stunned at how good the two of them looked next to each other. Did they just look like this every day, or had they done something special for this...car appointment?

"This is Roy, Beth," Sheila told her, when Roy didn't fill in the gap in conversation. "He's going to see if he can get the car okay to drive without needing a tow."

"But you got the tow truck to be safe," Beth said, standing up on her tiptoes to peek over Roy's shoulder at his truck parked across the street. "That's good."

Roy smiled, coming back to his senses. "Never hurts to be prepared. Anyway, just wanted to let you know I was here. I can go and get a look now and come back once I have a verdict for ya."

"We're roommates," Beth said to Roy. She gave Sheila a nudge with her elbow. "She's single, you know. Just in case you were looking."

"Oh my god, Beth, I'm going to kill you." Sheila's face went red, and she bumped her friend with her hip while Beth broke down into laughter. "Thank you, I'll try not to let Beth bug you while you're working."

And with that she slung an arm around Beth's shoulders and pulled her back into the house, giving an apologetic nod to Roy while she close the door. Roy waved it off, letting her know it was no trouble before she closed the door.

He couldn't help but think that he wouldn't mind taking Beth up on that invitation, though. Honestly, whether it was for Sheila or for Beth. If they flirted with him, maybe he could give a little something back.

The idea made him smile. He didn't know if he had ever been successful at flirting, but he'd gotten laid in the past somehow. Maybe he could pull something off.

It was a fun thought, but there was work to do. He went over to the car and threw a pair of gloves on the ground to kneel on as he looked at the wheel well.

It took a little while, but it seemed like he was going to be able to give the two women good news. Did he try harder because it seemed like they were flirting with him? He couldn't be sure. But he didn't begrudge them their wiles if they were. God knew that they had license to use whatever weapon they were inclined to.

Roy gave the car a thorough examination and was glad to see that the damage wasn't too bad, although it could've been. The wheel well had been scuffed up, but it was really just cosmetic damage. The rim of the tire had been damaged, but only very superficially. It was nothing that should cause a problem. Basically, they just needed a new tire, and as long as they had a spare, they wouldn't even need a tow.

Roy stood back up and dusted his hands off on his jeans. He went back to the front door of the house and knocked, and this time when Sheila opened the door, Beth was already with her.

"Oh boy," Sheila said, glancing to the right, where she could see a little bit of the car peeking past the house. "What's the damage?"

Roy said, "Good news for you on that front, actually. I don't see any significant permanent damage to the car. Bottom line is, you're gonna need a new tire. I don't know what might have caused the flat in the first place, but just by looking at the tread on the other tires, it was about time for a new set anyway."

Sheila brushed her hair out of her face. "Oh, okay. Tires aren't cheap, but hell, I guess it could've been a lot worse."

"Thank you, Roy," Beth said from next to Sheila. "It does seem like good news."

"It definitely is," Roy said. "So what I recommend here is just popping a spare tire onto the car so that you can drive it to the tire shop, and getting yourself a new set of tires as soon as possible. Do you know if there's a spare in the trunk? I can get it on for you."

"Yeah, there should be a spare in there," Beth said.

Sheila started to nod her head in agreement, and then she said, "Oh, wait. There isn't. I mean we do have one, but when I got this car we cleaned out everything from my old car, and we bought this one used and for some reason it didn't have a spare tire... anyway, we took the spare tire from the last car and just kept it in the house because there was a gap period before I got this car, and I'm just now realizing I never went and put the spare in the trunk of this car."

Sheila brought a hand to her forehead. "Anyway. Sorry, Roy, but do you think you would be able to come in here and bring it out. The thing was so damn heavy—"

"Ugh!" Beth exclaimed. "I remember that now. Dragging that thing in here was such a pain in the ass. If you could..."

"No trouble at all," Roy said with a smile. "Lead the way, and I'll get this thing out of your hair."

"Thank you so much!" Sheila said. She turned, and Roy followed the two of them into the house. He stepped past Sheila, who closed the front door behind them, and he felt the nice chill of the air conditioning. Roy reached up and wiped the sweat off his brow. It had been pretty hot outside.

"Oh my god, let me get you some water," Sheila said quickly. "I don't know why I didn't offer earlier. It's so hot out there!"

"That's okay—" Roy started to say, but Sheila was already waving his dismissal away.

"Come on, the kitchen is right here. And we have a filter on the tap."

"Well sure," Roy said, that sounds great.

They went into the kitchen, and Sheila opened a cabinet above the sink. It was a tall cabinet, and she had to reach up on her tiptoes to get a glass out of it. Her ass stuck out as she reached up, round and tantalizing above her thick thighs. It took her a little while to get the glass, such that Roy felt like he was staring if he continued to look at her. And really, he was. She cut a very sexy hourglass figure, curvy and showing it off.

Beth came up next to him while Sheila pulled the glass down from the cupboard, and she put a hand on his shoulder. The touch was gentle and entrancing, and Roy fought the urge to lean into it.

"I'm glad you helped us out," Beth said, smiling warmly at him. Her long, black hair fell down across her shoulders, with one strand falling over her eye. She brushed it away. "I'm sure a lot of guys would've hooked it up to the truck just to get a tow out of the deal."

"I sure hope they wouldn't," Roy said, "but I know what you mean. There are some jerks out there."

Sheila was filling the glass of water at the sink. She looked at him over her shoulder, and he still couldn't help but notice the beauty of her figure as he caught her eye.

"I think we're really lucky you came along," Sheila said. "I mean, jeez, they could have sent anybody. We lucked out."

Beth still had her hand on Roy's shoulder. She gave him a squeeze. "We definitely did."

The air in the kitchen suddenly felt very thick and still. Tense, but in an enticing way. Roy swallowed, his throat drier than ever. He'd have to be an idiot to think that these two weren't flirting with him, right? For god's sake, Beth's hand was still on his shoulder, and now the tips of her fingers were rubbing into him, making tiny circles that were nothing short of intimate.

And he liked it. He liked it a lot. But what could he do? If this had been some kind of major job, he might have thought they were trying to get a lower bill, but the service call through Around The Clock even with the spare tire fitting was going to be forty-five dollars flat, and he knew that they knew that from the initial invoice confirmation. They didn't look like the kind of people for whom forty-five bucks would be a cause for desperate measures.

So if this wasn't desperation, what else could it be but genuine interest?

All of those thoughts ran through his head in about five seconds, and in that time Sheila had turned around with the glass of water and held it out for him. He took it with a thank-you, bringing it up and drinking it down quickly. He really was thirsty.

"Of course," Sheila said, smiling and taking the cup back from him. One of her fingers trailed along the back of his hand as she did so, and he licked his lips. He watched her fill the cup at the sink again, and then drink from the same cup herself, looking in his eyes the whole time.

"We should probably get that tire," Beth said. Her voice was suggestive and slow, and she squeezed his shoulder again. Sheila set the glass on the counter and got up close to Roy.

"Yeah," she said, almost whispering. "We should."

"Ah," Roy said, his nerves making his heart beat a little faster. "Where is it?"

"It's in the bedroom," Beth said. Another squeeze on his shoulder.

"Our bedroom." Sheila gave her lower lip a tiny nibble. "Normally it's just the two of us in there, but there's room for three. What do you think, Beth?"

"Oh, there's room," Beth said, and now she slid her hand off of Roy's shoulder, slowly trailing it down across the muscles of his upper arm. "There's definitely room."

"You still wanna come back and help us?" Sheila asked him.

Well, fuck being uncertain about this whole thing. Roy knew what he wanted. He brought his arms out, hooked one around Beth's waist and pulling her close to him, then doing the same to Sheila with the other arm. The two women were big and loving, firm in some places and soft in all the right ones. They pressed into his embrace immediately, all three of them pushing together.

"Just show me where," Roy said in a commanding voice, and he gave both of their waists a squeeze, liking how they felt underneath his hands. Both of them gave little oohs of appreciation at the strong touch. Beth pulled away, trailing her arm back just so that she could grab Roy's hand.

"Right this way," she whispered.

Out of the kitchen, down a hall, right turn, and then they were in the bedroom. A king-sized bed beckoned the three of them, taking up less than half of the spacious back bedroom. The three of them tumbled onto the bed, already a jumble of intimacy.

There was no need for talking yet. They all understood each other. Roy was facing Beth, and he immediately slid one hand up her shirt to grab her breasts. They were huge, and he felt their size through the cups of her bra. She giggled devilishly at the intrusion, then pushed Roy down flat on the bed. The two women got on their hands and knees over top of him.

Sheila and Beth looked at each other, looking down over Roy like lionesses over prey. Then they leaned back to get their shirts off, pulling them over their heads and throwing them to the floor. Sheila reached over to undo the clasp on Beth's back. Beth threw the bra to the side, and her huge black tits fell free. Roy took the sight in hungrily, and immediately reached a hand up to feel her flesh and rub a thumb across the hardness of one dark nipple. 

Beth sighed, her eyes closing, while at the same time reaching over to undo Sheila's bra from the back as well. Sheila's huge, creamy tits were exposed next as her bra fell to the bed and she swept it to the floor. Roy immediately brought his other hand up to Sheila's chest, taking hold of one of her huge tits. Her nipples were pink, just as hard as Beth's. Both of the women's tits were massive, the weight amazing in his hands, and each far too big to fit even in one of his giant paws. He squeezed them gently, savoring how they yielded to his fingers.

It wasn't quite enough for the two women, whose idle hands reached over to touch each other as well. Roy felt their hands move among his, the two women touching, rubbing, and squeezing each other's chests. There was no hesitation; no sense of unfamiliarity. These women fucked each other frequently, and now they wanted Roy to be a part of it. They moved his hands to the spots they liked and that they knew each other liked, sighing, moaning, telling him in soft voices where to squeeze and pinch and rub and go harder, or where to caress gently, making the sensation more intense for the restraint.

Roy sat up, putting his torso in between theirs while wrapping himself around them. He ran his arms down both of their backs. He loved the way these women felt, their weight against him, the shapes of their bodies as he felt up and down their beauty. He just wanted to bury himself inside of them and never leave.

He brought his hands past their waists, down to their hips where the waistbands of their pants were riding a little low from the motion. He felt the tops of their ass cheeks, squeezing where he could get a good grip, and he nudged their pants down further, getting them down as far as he could while they were kneeling back.

Beth and Sheila helped him, raising their hips so that he could slide their bottoms down, tugging down the panties as well to get them completely naked. There was no part of their bodies that he wanted to remain hidden. He wanted it all. 

With their pants gone, the two women were completely naked, and Sheila was rubbing at Roy's own crotch, eagerly finding his hardness there and playing with it through his jeans. He growled at the touch. He didn't realize how horny he was until Sheila had her hands on his junk, but suddenly his dick was a throbbing, insistent need. Sheila gasped at how intensely his hips thrust up at her from the touch.

"Someone's pretty fucking hard-up, huh?" she murmured, smiling. "Let's get a look, Beth."

The two women immediately got him undressed, their fingers deft and without pause. Sheila took care of his pants, undoing the belt and yanking his jeans down along with his boxer briefs, letting his hard cock spring out. Beth was even quicker with his shirt, pulling it up and over his head in such a motion that he barely remembered raising his arms to let it slide off of him. And then in just a few seconds he was as naked as the two of them, and he could feel their soft skin against his in the most wonderful way. His hands kept moving up and down their bodies, finding the spots that felt good for both of them.

"He likes touching us," Beth said, whispering the words in Sheila's ear, loudly enough to make sure that Roy could hear, too. Then she kissed Sheila on the cheek, moving down to her neck and kissing and sucking on the flesh there.

"I've got something for you to touch, Roy," Beth said, pulling away from Sheila's neck. "How about you give my big black ass a good spanking?"

If it was possible, Roy's dick immediately got harder just at the words.

"I'd love to spank you," Roy said. His voice was practically a growl, overwhelmed with lust. "Bend over, Beth. Show me that ass."

Sheila gave a little gasp, theatrically surprised at Roy's commands. Beth turned around on the bed, putting her hands on the bedspread again so she was bent over on her hands and knees, and she looked over her shoulder at Roy. Her huge, round black ass was on full display. 

Roy just took it in for a moment, staring at her beautiful body while she waited for him. Her ass was fat, no doubt about that, and it was sexy as hell. Her dark, round cheeks quivered slightly as she made them jiggle, and the lips of her pussy had pinkness visible beneath the heavy cheeks of her rear.

Roy immediately got up on his knees on the bed, moving close to her even as Beth backed into him. He hunched over the right side of her ass, running his left hand over her round butt and feeling the shape of her, squeezing, running his fingers down the crack of her ass.

"Spank me, Roy," Beth told him, looking back at him while he fondled her. "I love getting my ass worked up."

Roy could've kept on just squeezing and rubbing her ass forever. He truly loved just getting to fondle her butt like this, but duty called. He gave her ass one more good squeeze and then pulled his palm back, bringing it down and giving her a good smack.

Smack! 

Beth gasped a little, shaking her ass beneath the hit. The flesh of her ample ass jiggled with the spank, and Roy looked down so he could watch it bounce. He hit her again, lower now, on the thickest part of her ass. His palm and fingers smacked her, making her ass bounce. It was so hot. Beth threw her head forward, her hair hanging down and brushing across the bedspread.

Before he could spank her again, Sheila came up on the other side, leaning over Beth just like he was and grabbing Beth's left ass cheek with her right hand, giving it a hard, healthy squeeze.

"I just love her ass, don't you?" Sheila asked him, grinning. "Let's both show her how much we love it."

Sheila spanked Beth's ass immediately, hitting her hard with her open palm. The resounding crack was louder than Roy's hits, really making Beth's ass bounce.

"Go on," Sheila told him, smiling and rubbing Beth's ass where she had hit it. "She likes it when you hit her hard."

Beth moaned, encouraging the both of them. She shook her ass while the two of them touched it.

Roy spanked her again, and then Sheila did the same, the two of them alternating between beating on Beth's ass cheeks while she cried out in pleasure and her pussy grew wetter between her legs. Beth's big ass bounced with each hit, and she begged for them to hit her more, and harder. Sheila and Roy obliged, at one point Sheila leaning further over Beth and grabbing Roy's chin with her other hand, pulling him into a kiss. Her tongue immediately dove into his mouth, finding his and swirling around it. Both of these women were so aggressive in their desires.

Breaking the kiss for a moment, Sheila told him, "Keep working her ass," while she herself abandoned spanking Beth so that she could slide her hand down between Beth's legs and play with her pussy. Her fingers slid along the slickness of the lips hiding glistening pink folds.

"Fuck, yeah Sheila baby, finger my pussy," Beth breathed. Roy watched, captivated, though not faltering in his duty to keep spanking Beth's big black ass. He moved hits between her cheeks, making her rear end dance. The skin of her ass felt hot beneath his hand.

Sheila immediately slipped two fingers right up Beth's cunt, all the way up to the last knuckle and pressing in as far as she could. Beth pushed back against her, humping back against her friend's probing fingers. 

Smack! Smack! Roy hit her, and her ass jiggled while Sheila fingered her, Sheila's fingers plunging in and out of Beth's pussy, fast and yet faster. Then she added a third finger and slowed down, Beth groaning at the feeling of her tunnel being stretched out by three of Sheila's fingers driving in deeper and deeper.

Sheila listened carefully to Beth's noises and breathing, and she pulled out of her pussy when she deemed it appropriate. Beth made a noise of displeasure, but Sheila gave her an admonishing snack on her ass.

"We have to treat our guest," Sheila chastised her, looking up at Roy. "Tell me what you want, baby."

Roy's heart missed a beat in his chest. He looked Sheila up and down, eyes lingering on the wide curve of her hips. Immediately, he said, "I want you to sit your ass on my face, Sheila."

Sheila broke into a big smile, unable to hide how pleased she was. 

"That's exactly what I was hoping you'd say," she told him. She smacked Beth on the ass again, leaving a messy handprint of Beth's pussy juices. "Watch the show, Beth. Make sure I don't hurt him."

"Not a concern," Roy said, grinning. "Hurt me all you want."

"Hmm." Sheila considered this for a moment, then pulled him firmly down to the bed, where he had been lying down before. She was surprisingly strong. Still holding him down on the bed with her hand on his chest, she knocked the pillows off the bed so that he could lie flat.

"You just tell me when you need air, baby," Sheila said to him, giving him a kiss on the tip of his nose before swinging around and straddling him backwards. She raised herself up, and he saw the big white cheeks of her ass hovering over his face. He could smell her arousal, and his cock throbbed just at the sight of her rear end. He wanted her thick ass down on his face more than anything in the world.

Lucky for him, he didn't have to wait long. As Beth was turning around to get her eyes on the show, Sheila sat down on Roy. Gently at first, softly smothering his face with her ass cheeks. He groaned in pleasure, and sensing how tentative she was to sit down on him, he reached up and grabbed her hips, pulling her all the way down onto him.

"Oh!" Sheila gasped as she sat back on his face, burying him under her big butt. "Roy! God..."

Roy could hear her, but he sure as hell couldn't respond. He was too busy being in heaven, anyway. He breathed in her musk, her arousal potent and wonderful. He used his hands to help shift her ever so slightly so that he could reach her sensitive parts better, and then immediately swiped his tongue along the length of her pussy. He felt short, prickly hairs, and yielding labial flesh squished under his tongue. 

"Mmf," Shelia moaned in approval, and she rocked back on his face. "That's fucking good, baby. Eat me out." 

Roy licked every inch of her that he could, bringing his hands back to squeeze at the exposed curve of her butt where it rolled over his face. He gave her a couple good smacks on her ass, and he loved when she jumped slightly at the hits, bouncing his face on the bed. She sucked in a hiss of air when he gave her a particularly hard spank, but she didn't stop him. Roy drove his tongue into her pussy hole, tasting her deepest reaches as she angled herself to let him get in even further. He wiggled his tongue inside of her and she ground back on his face, bouncing up to give him air, then coming right back down and engulfing him again.

Beth found her way between Roy's legs, sliding her hands up his thighs before taking his cock into her mouth with no warning. He made a surprised noise that was lost in Sheila's pussy, and by the time he'd finished that sound Beth had swallowed his entire cock, all nine inches of it right down her throat. His toes curled up, her tongue and throat muscles working on almost his entire rod at the same time.

"It's hot seeing you with a cock in your mouth, Beth," Sheila panted from atop Roy. "I bet that feels so good for him, huh? Too bad he can't tell you."

Beth might've said something in response, but it was muffled, either through Roy's ears or simply by virtue of his cock in her mouth. But if he could talk, he would tell her what a hell of a job she was doing on him. Beth was sliding her mouth all the way up and down his cock, hovering on the head of it to lick all around with her tongue, and she had brought one hand to his hanging ballsac, caressing it and giving gentle squeezes while she blew him. She was incredible down there.

Beneath Sheila, Roy tilted his head back, finding Sheila's asshole. He licked across it, making Sheila shiver. She liked it, and that was all he needed to know. He lapped at her asshole like it was ice cream, then pressed his tongue against it, trying to wiggle inside. Sheila reached back, and he felt her grab both of her ass cheeks in her hands and spread them open for him. His cock throbbed in Beth's mouth, leaking pre-cum that he could feel even as he was being blown. Between Sheila's spread cheeks, his tongue forced its way past the tight muscle of her asshole, giving Sheila a deep rimjob that made her let out a tiny scream of pleasure.

"He's eating my ass, Beth! God, he's really deep in there!" Sheila moved on his face, helping his tongue get deeper inside of her. Roy rimmed her until it felt like he had three inches of tongue up in her, then he popped it out of her asshole and found her pussy again, licking at her hole and teasing her clitoris with the tip of his tongue. Then back to her asshole, sliding in, her sphincter still tightly squeezing on his tongue, though it was easier to force himself into her back door now that it was worked open. He kept working on both of her holes, hearing her get louder above him, as Beth kept sucking his cock all the way down into her throat until he felt he might explode.

Beth let his cock fall out of her mouth, and warm drool hit his leg as she did. This time he could hear her talk.

"He's close, Sheila, honey," Beth said, patting Roy on the thigh with one hand. "As much as I'd love for him to bust down my throat, I really want that load up my pussy."

Just hearing her say it out loud was almost enough to make him blast that load into the air. Roy resisted it, currently in the process of getting his tongue back up Sheila's ass.

Sheila stopped, catching her breath and talking to Beth. 

"Let me ride him for a little bit first," she told her friend, and she reached down to pat Roy on his stomach. "You can fuck him last. Get his tongue inside you in the meantime."

"You drive a hard bargain," Beth said, the sound of her smile apparent in her voice. And then there was movement, Sheila getting off of him and Beth moving over on the bed to take her place. Roy saw the lights of the bedroom for the first time in minutes, blinking. Then it was Beth standing over him, her ass hovering over his face, and Sheila was straddling him down below.

"I'm gonna let him look before I sit down," Beth said. "Let him see that cock sliding up in you, girl."

Sheila let out a short little laugh. Her face was pink from exhilaration and pleasure, and she nodded in quick agreement. She caught Roy's eye between Beth's legs.

"Get a good look," she told him, and she raised up over his cock, hovering for only a moment as she lined up her hole with his big dick. Then she slid slowly, agonizingly, achingly, down onto his rod. The head of his cock pierced into her deaths, every inch of her insides rolling over it, and Roy's eyes fluttered, his head tilting back. It felt so fucking good, and he watched until his last inch disappeared up Sheila's pussy.

"That's fucking hot," Beth muttered, and even from down below Roy could see that she was rubbing at her clit while she stood over him. "You ready down there?"

"Give it to me," he practically snarled.

"Ooh, my man," Beth gushed, and she lowered herself onto him. Her black ass took up all of his vision, and then took up all of his face and breath and focus as it squished down over him. Beth immediately spread her ass cheeks over his face, getting her pussy right on top of his mouth so that he could eat it, and Roy was quick to take to the job, burying his tongue up inside of her in a flash. Beth rocked back-and-forth on his face, riding the length of his tongue like it was a dick. Her weight pressed him down into the bed, a truly fulfilling sensation.

Roy's breath hitched in his chest as Sheila started to ride on his dick, lifting up and slapping herself down, her wide hips slamming down on his with a most satisfying and pleasurable weight. She was quick about taking his cock all the way in, moving up and down on him, then slowing it down to make sure that he didn't cum too fast.

Roy sucked and licked at Beth's pussy, and then he did the same to her asshole when it was presented to him, licking her open and getting her good and wet back there before wiggling his tongue inside, Beth helping him get in there by bouncing on his face. He resisted the urge to blast his cum inside of Sheila, enjoying Beth's taste and the way she sat back on his face and rode him like he was a sex toy.

"Okay," Sheila finally said, lifting herself up and off of Roy's cock. It bounced back-and-forth a few times in the air, suddenly free and lonely. "I don't know how much longer he can last, Beth. Not that I blame him. Get on there and fuck him senseless!"

There was only so much Roy could do as these two big, curvy women pinned him down to the bed and used him for their pleasure. Places switched again, and this time he got to watch Beth slide down on his cock. The sexy, thick black woman first teased him by rubbing her pussy along the length of his dick, pinning it up against his stomach and grinding on it. But then her own lust took hold, and she was quick to flip it back up and sit down on it, driving him all the way inside of her in one shot and making him grunt, his hips bucking upward. Her big tits bounced with the impact, and she let out a long sigh of pleasure.

"I'm real close, Roy," Sheila said to him, right before she settled her pussy over his mouth for a second round of action. "Come on and give it to me."

He felt her rub at her clitoris, her fingers brushing against his chin while she sat down on his face. He followed her commands, licking at her cunt and getting his tongue up inside of her, moving around to please her. 

Down below, Beth rode him slowly, savoring his cock, working her own clitoris while she slowly rose up the length of his shaft, and then slammed down hard on him like she was trying to break his hips. It was amazing, pleasure firing through his whole body the harder she sat down on him.

Sheila rubbed her clit faster and faster, Roy able to hear the change in her breathing even while his face was buried under her curvaceous ass. And when she was real close, she moved forward, putting her asshole right above his mouth so that he could slide his tongue into it.

"Yes! Fuck...yeah, Roy, eat my ass...oh!"

He got all the way inside of her quickly, feeling her ass squeezing down on his tongue even harder than it had before, and then she was cumming, squeezing and squeezing his tongue, her juices squirting down onto his neck and chest. She pressed her ass down onto his face, swallowing him underneath her cheeks, frigging her clit hard until there was nothing, nothing, nothing left. 

"Fuck!" Sheila cried, practically sobbing with the intensity of her orgasm. She stood up off of him, his tongue popping out of her ass, leaving Roy gasping for breath.

"Watch him cum in me," Beth said to Sheila, who stood over Roy with one hand against the wall, breathing hard and recovering. But she did watch, and Beth fucked herself down on Roy faster, and harder too, if that was even possible. Her cunt swallowed every inch of his dick over and over, his rod as deep into her as it could fit. She had stopped touching herself, focusing only on making Roy cum, and with that kind of attention, he didn't stand a chance.

Beth looked him right in the eye at the moment of no return, like she knew exactly when he had to release just by the feeling of his cock twitching inside of her.

"Oh fuck, fuck!" Roy groaned, grabbing onto Sheila's legs where she stood above him and using her as support while the rest of his body bucked up into Beth, and he finally emptied his balls up her pussy. She kept riding him, even as he spurted jet after jet of hot cum into her insides. She kept riding him even as it began to slide out, glistening white cum offset against the darkness of her flesh. She kept riding him even after he was spent, stopping only when she saw the tightness in his face as the stimulation became too much to bear, and at that point she pulled off of him with a satisfied grin and sweat on her brow.

"Oh, that was a good one," Beth told him, looking down at the mess she had helped create. "That was a real fucking good one, huh?"

Roy was in no shape to answer, and neither was Sheila, or at least she didn't care to. Instead, Sheila immediately dropped down on top of Roy, laying forward over him. Her pleasant weight rolled over his stomach and crotch, pinning his hard cock down between his thighs. He felt her tits on his legs, but her face was buried in Beth's cunt, furiously eating her pussy to help her reach orgasm and licking up as much of Roy's cum in the bargain as she could.

"Yes honey, yes, oh you're so fucking good at eating me...!"

Beth howled while Sheila sucked on her clit and pulled the orgasm right out of her bones, shaking and quaking as she came. At some point Sheila had slipped three fingers right back up Beth's cunt, pressing hard into her G-spot while she sucked on her clit, and Beth's orgasm exploded out of her. She squirted all over Sheila's neck and chin, Sheila driving her fingers in hard and deep, over and over while her friend came. She released her clit only when Beth was entirely spent, her head hanging off the back of the bed and her breath coming in heaving gasps.

The bed was a mess, but nobody was concerned about it. They all caught their breath, and eventually they got off the bed, Sheila first. She had come all the way back from her own powerful orgasm, and as she slipped on her clothes, she said, "I could probably go three more times, honestly, but we all have lives to lead, don't we?"

"Maybe we can schedule that," Roy said, finding his words after his cock had finally gone soft in the wake of this sexual earthquake. "Busy adults, and all."

"I bet we can find the time." Beth had gotten off the bed now, finding her own clothes. She and Sheila tossed a couple items to each other as they sorted through the mess on the floor to get dressed again.

"I'm serious, you know," Sheila said, once they were back upstairs and Roy was ready to leave. It wasn't until he saw their car out the window of the house that he remembered why he was here in the first place. For that unbelievable period of time in their bedroom, it had been like he had no past at all. Like he had just popped into existence to get fucked by these two beautiful women.

"Serious about?" Roy inquired. His mind was still in the bedroom, possibly trapped there for many hours to come.

"Doing this again." Sheila smiled. "I mean, if Beth is down..."

"Are you kidding?" Beth gave Sheila a playful shove. "If you invite him over and I'm not here, I'm beating your ass."

"I guess yours already did get beat enough," Sheila teased, then looked back at Roy. "You got a number, cutie? I mean, assuming you'd like to do this again..."

Roy had never scrambled for a pen faster in his life, finding one in his shirt pocket and quickly scribbling (legibly, for god's sake make it legible) his personal number on the back of his business card. 

"Consider yourselves my number one priority," Roy said, handing the card over. "Day or night, holidays and weekends. You call, and if I don't show up, it's because I died on the way over."

That made both of them laugh, and Roy gave a grin as well, not letting on how serious he was about that. This was the best sex he had ever had, and if he didn't get to get inside of these two women again in the future, he might go insane. 

He decided not to tell them that last part. You know. Can't seem too eager.

Before he forgot, Roy did go back for the spare tire, which really had been sitting in the bedroom closet, and he got it onto the car for them.

When he did leave, he left with kisses on his cheeks and his neck from both of them, as well as friendly and more-than-friendly squeezes of his cock through his jeans, which was already hard as a fucking rock again by the time he got back into his truck.

So he didn't worry too much about whether they would call again. He just focused on making up excuses to get out of work for when it happened.

Roy was a clever guy. He'd think of something.

––––––––
[image: ]


THE END





    
        Don't miss out!

        
            
                Click the button below
            
            and you can sign up to receive emails whenever Myra Dusk publishes a new book.  There's no charge and no obligation.
        

        
            
                
                    https://books2read.com/r/B-H-BRFNF-TDGJJ[image: Sign Me Up]
                

            
            https://books2read.com/r/B-H-BRFNF-TDGJJ

        

        
            
            [image: books2read]
            

            Connecting independent readers to independent writers.

        

    





  	
	    
	      Also by Myra Dusk

	    

      
	    
          
	      Big Package Harem

          
        
          
	          Big Package Harem: Book 1

          
        
          
	          Big Package Harem: Book 2

          
        
          
	          Big Package Harem: Book 3

          
        
          
	          Big Package Harem Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Domination in the Harem Penthouse

          
        
          
	          Domination in the Harem Penthouse: Book 1

          
        
          
	          Domination in the Harem Penthouse: Book 2

          
        
          
	          Domination in the Harem Penthouse: Book 3

          
        
          
	          The Domination Harem Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Harem Boutique

          
        
          
	          Harem Boutique

          
        
          
	          Harem Boutique: The Hotel

          
        
          
	          Harem Boutique: Anna and Julie

          
        
          
	          The Harem Boutique Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Harem by Appointment

          
        
          
	          Harem by Appointment, Book 1: Eli's 3-Way

          
        
          
	          Harem By Appointment, Book 2: Backdoor Job

          
        
          
	          Harem by Appointment, Book 3: Femdom Surprise

          
        
          
	          Harem by Appointment, Book 4: House Call

          
        
          
	          Harem by Appointment, Book 5: Servicing the BBWs

          
        
          
	          Harem by Appointment: The 5-Book Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Harem Cabin

          
        
          
	          Harem Cabin

          
        
          
	          Harem Cabin: Out in the Woods

          
        
          
	          Harem Cabin: Storm Shelter

          
        
          
	          The Harem Cabin Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Company Harem

          
        
          
	          The Company Harem, Book 1

          
        
          
	          The Company Harem, Book 2

          
        
          
	          The Company Harem, Book 3

          
        
          
	          The Company Harem Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The 20-Book Harem Erotica Mega-Bundle

          
        
      

      
    
    



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/b2r_image.png
BOOKS 7)) READ





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/new_release_sign_up_button.png
Sign Me Up!





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;
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/**
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}

/**
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{
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}

/**
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{
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}

/**
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 */
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{
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}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
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 */
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}

/**
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