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Chapter One


Chris stared at the calendar on his phone, hardly believing the date. December 31st. One year exactly since that night that had changed everything. One year since Blake had found him working alone in the office and pulled him into a world he never could have imagined.

He was getting ready for another New Year's Eve, but this time everything was different. This time he had Blake waiting for him at her house, probably already dressed in something that would make his head spin. This time he belonged somewhere, with someone who had seen past his shy exterior to something worth keeping.

The past twelve months had been a whirlwind. Blake hadn't just been his lover; she'd been his guide into a fuller life. She'd gotten him promoted at work, introduced him to her circle of friends, pushed him to be more confident and assertive. Under her influence, Chris had discovered parts of himself he never knew existed.

But lately, something had been building between them. A tension that felt different from their usual sexual chemistry. Blake had been more intense, more thoughtful, asking him strange questions about his fantasies and desires. She'd been testing his boundaries in subtle ways, gauging his reactions to things that once would have shocked him.

Chris finished adjusting his tie and grabbed his keys. Whatever Blake had planned for tonight, he had a feeling it was going to be significant. She'd been mysteriously excited all week, dropping hints about a "special anniversary surprise" that made his pulse quicken and his stomach flutter with nervous anticipation.

***

The drive to Blake's house felt both familiar and charged with possibility. Chris had made this journey hundreds of times over the past year, but tonight felt different. Tonight felt like another beginning.

He knocked on her door at exactly seven-thirty, the way she liked.

"It's open," came her voice from inside.

Chris stepped into the hallway and immediately felt the shift in atmosphere. The lights were dimmed, candles flickered throughout the living room, and soft jazz played from the hidden speakers. But it was Blake herself that made his breath catch.

She was wearing a red silk dress that hugged every curve, her dark hair falling in waves over her shoulders. She looked like sin incarnate, and the smile she gave him was full of secrets.

"Happy anniversary, Chris."

"Happy anniversary." He moved toward her, but she held up a hand to stop him.

"Before you kiss me, I want to give you something." Blake walked to the coffee table and picked up a small wrapped box. "This is for you."

Chris took the box, surprised by its weight. Inside, nestled in black velvet, was an expensive watch. But it wasn't just any watch, engraved on the back were the words: "To new beginnings"

"Blake, this is too much."

"No, it's not. Because tonight isn't just about celebrating our first year together. It's about talking about what comes next."

Something in her tone made Chris look up sharply. Blake was watching him with that intense expression he'd learned to recognize, the one that meant she was about to push him into uncharted territory.

"What do you mean?"

Instead of answering directly, Blake moved to the window overlooking the city. "Do you remember that first night? When I found you in the office?"

"Of course."

"Do you remember what you said about the conference room? About how you wished you'd stayed to watch?"

At work over a year ago, Chris had walked into the meetings room and discovered Blake having sex with one of her friends. She had invited him to stay and watch, but instead he had ran off embarrassed.

Chris felt heat rise in his cheeks. "Yes."

"And do you remember telling me you still thought about it? Even after we got together?"

Chris's pulse quickened. "Blake, what are you getting at?"

She turned back to face him, and he saw that familiar fire burning in her eyes. "I'm getting at the fact that you've always been intrigued by the idea of watching. Even when you didn't want to admit it."

The words hit Chris like a physical blow. They were true, but hearing Blake say them so directly made him feel exposed and vulnerable.

"That was different," he said weakly. "That was before we were together."

"Was it different? Or was it just the beginning of something you weren't ready to explore?"

Blake moved closer to him, her hips swaying in that hypnotic way that always made his brain fog over. "I've been doing some reading lately, Chris. Learning about different kinds of relationships, different ways couples can explore their boundaries together."

"What kind of reading?"

"The kind that explores trust and desire in unconventional ways." Blake's smile was predatory. "The kind that pushes boundaries while strengthening the bond between two people who love each other."

Chris stared at her, trying to process what she was suggesting. The implication hung heavy in the air between them.

"Why?" The word came out as barely a whisper.

Blake closed the distance between them, placing her hands on his chest. "Because I think it would be the most intense thing we could explore together. Because I think you want it too, even if you're scared to admit it."

"I don't understand."

"Don't you? Chris, you've had these thoughts since before we even got together. And over this past year, I've seen the way you react when other men look at me. You get possessive, yes, but you also get... excited."

Chris wanted to deny it, but he couldn't. Blake was right. When they went out together and other men's eyes followed her, when she danced with someone else at parties, when she talked about her past experiences it always affected him in ways he didn't want to examine too closely.

"Even if that's true," he said, "acting on it is completely different."

Blake's hands slid up to cup his face. "Is it? Or is it just taking the next step in our relationship?"

She kissed him then, soft and sweet, but with an underlying intensity that made his knees weak. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with desire.

"I've been thinking about this for months, Chris. Imagining what it would be like to explore new boundaries while you're there with me. How it would feel to share that kind of trust. How much more intense it would make everything between us afterward."

Despite his confusion and fear, Chris felt his body responding to her words. His body was reacting, and Blake noticed immediately. She always did.

"You're getting aroused just thinking about it," she murmured, pressing herself against him.

Chris heard himself moan and felt her hand rubbing against his groin.

"You're talking about being a hotwife?" he said.

"Yeah, kinda. But only with you there, watching. I don't want to just go and have sex with other men. I want you there enjoying it, being part of it."

"This is insane."

"Is it?" Blake's hand slipped down to feel his reaction through his pants. "Your body doesn't think it's insane."

Chris groaned as she touched him. It was true, despite his mental turmoil, he was responding. The image of Blake getting fucked by another man while he watched her, the thought of exploring uncharted territory together, was affecting him in ways he couldn't deny.

She led him to the couch and pushed him down, then straddled his lap. Her dress rode up, revealing black lace that was already damp with arousal.

"Let me show you how much this idea excites me," she whispered.

Chris was in a daze as she reached for his belt. He knew he should say something, but his body was on fire and she was grinding against his hardening cock with the obvious intention of taking him inside her. She slid his belt loose, undid his pants, and freed his cock.

"I love your cock so much," she murmur’d "How it bounces, how it drips, how it reacts to me. And right now I want it in my throat."

Chris let out a moan as she lowered herself onto her knees and took him into her mouth. She was ravenous, sucking and licking his cock with an intensity that made his head spin. The idea of watching her with another man was impossible to ignore now, it filled his mind as she worshipped his cock with her mouth.

"You love me sucking your cock," she whispered between licks. "Imagine me sucking someone else’s cock. Getting face fucked while you stroke and watch, maybe even directing what he is doing."

He groaned, his hips bucking at the thought. It was wrong, it was twisted, but it was also incredibly arousing. The more she spoke about it, the more he could see it in his mind. Her on her knees, her lips wrapped around some stranger's shaft.

"Or imagine me on my back with someone’s enormous cock sliding into me," she continued. "His hand lifting my head up so I am staring at you as he plunges into me."

She stood up and straddled him, reaching beneath her dress and pulled her panties to the side, revealing her glistening wet pussy.

"Fucking me just like you are going to fuck me."

Blake guided his cock to her pussy and sank down onto him. They both moaned as she took him inside her. There was nothing like that feeling of connection when he first entered her, when he was surrounded by her wet heat and she was gripping his shoulders tightly.

For a moment, they just looked into each other's eyes, sharing an intense, unspoken understanding.

Then Chris slipped his hand around and gripped her ass. His other hand reached up and pulled at her dress, freeing her breast and pinching her nipple.

"So I get to stay in the room?" he said.

Blake's eyes widened slightly at the shift in his tone. "Yes," she breathed, her hips starting to move against him. "You get to watch, to see what happens to me. You'll be the only one to watch and enjoy it."

Chris leaned forward and captured her nipple between his teeth, biting down gently. "And I get to fuck you after?."

She gasped, her hips grinding harder. "Yes. You get to reclaim me, to fuck me while I'm still sensitive and wet and ready for you."

He thrust upward, his hands gripping her hips to pull her down onto him. "And I get to decide who it is, and how it happens?"

She nodded, her eyes dark with lust. "Yes, Chris."

He leaned back, looking up at her. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips parted, her hair falling in disarray around her shoulders. She looked wild and beautiful, and he realized in that moment that there was nothing he wouldn't do to keep her.

"Okay," he said, his voice rough with desire. "I'll watch you with someone. For our anniversary."

Blake's smile was triumphant. She kissed him hard, her arms reaching around his neck and pulling him closer to her. Chris moaned into her mouth, his hips thrusting up into her, his cock buried deep inside her.

"Fuck me, Chris," she whispered against his lips. "Fuck me hard. I want you to cum inside me and then eat out my pussy."

Chris groaned at her words, his hips snapping up to meet hers. He knew he wouldn't last long, the combination of her words and her body was too much. He felt her tighten around him, felt her nails dig into his shoulders as she cried out his name. And then he was cumming too, spilling himself inside her as she shuddered and pulsed around his shaft.

They clung to each other for a moment, panting and trembling in the aftermath of their release.

"Fuck, you're amazing," Chris murmured, kissing her neck and jawline.

Blake laughed softly. "So are you."

She lifted herself off him and settled back onto the couch, spreading her legs and inviting him to her. "Now be a good boy and make me come again."


Chapter Two


"New day, new Year."

Blake handed him a cup of coffee as they sat at the breakfast nook. They had barely been out of bed for 10 minutes and had hardly had any sleep all night. She had been insatiable and Blake had lost count of the times she had teased him back to hardness and rode him again.

"Are you still okay with what we talked about?" she asked.

Chris hesitated for a moment, but then nodded. "Yeah, I think so. It's just a lot to wrap my head around."

"I know. And we can take it slow, okay? There's no rush."

He nodded again, sipping his coffee.

"Actually, I think I have a plan. I know someone that want's to fuck you and I think I want to see him do it."

Blake's eyes lit up.

"Really?"

"Yes," he said. "Do you remember John from across the street? Works in the garage. You saw me talking to him the other day."

She nodded. "Oh, I remember him. The hot one with the beard? I didn't know you two were that close."

Chris shook his head. "We're not. Occasional chat's at the food truck and we sometimes lend each other movies. But he's always been... interested in you. And I know he would be up for this."

Blake raised an eyebrow. "And you're okay with him being the guy to fuck me while you watch?"

Chris felt a surge of jealousy, but it was quickly followed by a wave of arousal. "Yeah. He's not bad looking, and he's a strong, domineering guy. I want to see if he can make you beg for it and I want to watch him fuck you."

Blake smiled slowly. "Okay. Then let's do it. You going to have a word with him at work next week?"

"Actually," Chris said as he sipped his drink "I was thinking about inviting him over today."

Blake nearly spilled her drink, and her eyes were wide. "You're serious? You want to do it that soon?"

Chris shrugged. "Why not? It's not like we're doing anything else today. I'm into this and want it to happen, but if we leave it too long, I might chicken out."

She bit her lip, clearly turned on by the idea. "Okay. Invite him over."

Chris nodded, feeling a mixture of excitement and trepidation. He finished his coffee and stood up, heading into the bedroom to get his phone.

He was doing this. He was really going to invite someone over to fuck his girlfriend. He texted John a brief message and hit send.

As Blake walked back into the room, Chris's phone chirped. He glanced at the message.

"He thinks I’m kidding."

"Send him this then."

Blake pulled up her t-shirt, showing off her perfect breasts and Chris snapped a picture.

A few seconds later the phone beeped again.

"He'll be right over."

***

John was a little bit taller than Chris, and a lot broader. He was also several years older and had a rugged, confident air about him. His beard was bushy and his eyes were dark and intense.

"Thanks for coming over," Chris said as he let John into the house.

"Not a problem. This is a hell of a way to start a New Year."

They walked through to the living room where Blake was waiting, wearing nothing but a tiny black robe. John's eyes widened at the sight of her and Chris felt a surge of pride and arousal.

"Blake, this is John. John, Blake."

"Nice to meet you," John said, his eyes roving over her body.

"Likewise." Blake smiled, her eyes flicking to Chris before settling on John again.

"So, how does this work?" John asked and Chris realized that he didn’t know himself.

"Well," said Blake, taking control of the situation "Chris is going to sit down there opposite us. I am sure that at some point he is going to get his cock out and stroke it. But you're not going to care about that because you will be balls deep in me."

She stepped forward and let her robe fall to the floor, revealing her nakedness.

"I'm going to suck your cock and get you nice and hard, and then you can fuck me however you want, as long as Chris can see what your doing. Rough or gentle, it's up to you. And feel free to call me any filthy name that comes to mind."

She looked at Chris, her eyes full of fire. "Sound good to you?"

Chris nodded, his throat suddenly dry.

"Good. Now sit down and get comfortable." She turned back to John, who was staring at her with undisguised hunger. "And you, take off your clothes."

John did as he was told, stripping out of his jeans and t-shirt while Blake watched approvingly. It was obvious that he worked out and his body was toned and muscular.

His cock was already hardening, jutting out from his body in a thick curve. Blake reached out and stroked it, feeling its weight in her hand. "Mmm. Not bad," she murmured.

Chris watched, his own cock pressing painfully against his zipper as she slipped to her knees and Blake's tongue flicked out to taste John's tip.

"You are so lucky to have such a fucking horny girl," John groaned to Chris but kept his head looking down at Blake.

She wrapped her lips around his shaft and bobbed her head up and down, taking him deeper with each stroke. John's hands tangled in her hair, holding her steady as he thrust forward.

When Blake had first suggested the idea, Chris had immediately thought of cucking. But this was not that. After, he would get to fuck her and reclaim her. And he knew if he said stop right now, she would. He realized that what she was doing was putting on the ultimate show for him, while getting some extra cock for herself and he was totally fine with that.

"Fuck yeah. That's it, you dirty little slut. Suck my cock."

Chris couldn't tare his eyes away from the sight of Blake's lips stretched around John's shaft. As much as he wished it was him she was blowing, he had to admit that she looked fucking sexy going to town on John.

"That's it. Take it all."

John's voice was rough with desire and he was thrusting into Blake's mouth with increasing urgency. She gagged and coughed, but didn't pull away, letting him use her throat as he pleased. His balls slapped against her chin and he groaned with pleasure.

"Oh, fuck that's good."

Blake's eyes watered and drool ran down her chin as John fucked her face. Chris's pants were uncomfortably tight and he couldn't resist unzipping them to release his own throbbing erection. He wrapped his fingers around his shaft and began to stroke himself slowly.

Blake pulled back, gasping for air, and John let her catch her breath for a moment before lifting her up to her feet.

"I want to tongue that cunt," he growled.

He bent Blake over the arm of the couch and knelt behind her. Chris had a perfect view of her glistening pussy lips as John spread her open with his thumbs. He knelt down behind her and ran his tongue over her slit, making her shudder and moan.

"Oh god," she gasped. "That's so fucking good."

John chuckled. "You like that?"

"Yes."

He licked her again, this time sliding his tongue into her folds. She whimpered and arched her back, pushing her ass towards him. He took her cue and began to lap at her eagerly, his tongue flicking over her clit and delving into her depths.

Blake's moans grew louder and more desperate as he worked her over. She reached down to touch herself and Chris could see her fingers rubbing her clit frantically.

"Don't stop," she begged, getting near to her orgasm.

But John had other ideas. He pulled away from her dripping pussy and stood up, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

"I want you to ask me to fuck that cunt. Beg for it and I might do it."

"Please," Blake whimpered, writhing on the couch. "Please fuck me."

John smirked. "You can beg better than that."

"Please," she gasped, looking back at him with wild eyes. "Please, I need your cock in me. Fuck me hard, make me scream. Please!"

"That's better."

John positioned himself behind her and gripped her hips. With one smooth motion, he slid into her, filling her completely. Blake cried out as he entered her and Chris groaned, his own cock throbbing in his hand.

"Fuck yes. You feel amazing," John groaned, pulling back and then slamming back into her.

Blake's breasts swung beneath her as he fucked her, her body shaking with each thrust. Chris could see her juices coating John's shaft as he pounded into her and the sound of their flesh slapping together filled the room.

"How does your girl look getting fucked by another man?" John asked.

Chris didn’t need to think.

"She looks fucking amazing."

He could only imagine how John was feeling. His cock buried deep in the tight, wet pussy of a woman he had lusted after for so long.

"You like seeing her getting fucked hard and deep?"

"Yeah, I do. Her face is fucking beautiful and her moans are making me throb.."

Chris felt a strange sense of connection with John. They were both enjoying the same thing and he could see the pleasure on John's face.

Blake was panting now, her moans coming in short, sharp gasps as John slammed into her. She was close to cumming and Chris knew it. He wanted to see her come undone, wanted to watch her face twist in ecstasy as John fucked her to her climax.

"Come on," Chris urged, his voice low and rough. "Come on, Blake."

Suddenly he sprang out of his seat and ran over in front of her, kneeling down so that he was looking her straight in the eyes.

"I want to see what you look like when he comes inside you."

Blake's eyes locked onto his and she cried out, her body shuddering and shaking as the orgasm ripped through her. John grunted and slammed into her one last time, his cock pulsing as he came deep inside her.

Blake's body shook as John's cum filled her. Chris could imagine her walls clenching and milking him, squeezing every last drop from him. The thought made his own cock jerk in his hand.

As Blake's orgasm subsided, John pulled out of her. Chris watched as a mix of his cum and her own juices dripped from her swollen pussy. He couldn’t hold back any longer.

"Thank's John, you can go now. I'm going to take it from here."


Chapter Three


John dressed quickly and left, giving Chris a nod of appreciation as he did so. Chris turned back to Blake, who was still sprawled on the couch, her chest heaving and her skin flushed.

"How was that?" he asked softly.

"Incredible," she murmured, her voice still shaky. "You know bearded hunks like John get me horny."

He chuckled.

"And are you still feeling horny?"

Chris's cock was aching with need. The sight of Blake getting fucked so roughly had pushed him close to the edge, but he wanted to wait. He wanted to be inside her, slowly fucking her till she could think of nothing else but how good he felt.

Blake was watching him, her eyes dark with lust.

"Maybe, how about we go to the bedroom and find out?"

"No, I think I'm going to have you right here."

He heard himself say the words and was surprised how confident they sounded.

"Oh, really?"

He stepped forward and rubbed the tip of his cock against her lips.

"Remind me what a good cocksucker you are."

Blake's eyes met his, and he could see the desire burning in them.

She opened her mouth and took him inside, her tongue swirling around his tip before sliding down his shaft. Chris groaned and grabbed her hair in a bunch, pulling her head towards him as he pushed deeper into her mouth.

She moaned around his cock and he felt her lips tighten around him. He thrust into her mouth, enjoying the feel of her throat constricting around him. He was not gentle but then he knew she didn’t want him to be.

"That's it, take the entire shaft. Show me you want it."

He could feel her saliva running down his balls and the sound of her gagging on his cock only turned him on more.

"Keep going. Make me nice and hard so I can fuck your pussy."

He pulled out of her mouth, a trail of saliva connecting her lips to the tip of his cock. Her eyes were watering but he could see the hunger in them.

"Tell me what you want."

"I want you to fuck me," she whispered, her voice hoarse from having his cock in her throat. "I want you to make me yours again."

"Who's cock do you need inside you?" he asked

"Yours, only yours."

He lifted her up and laid her on her back on the couch, spreading her legs wide. His fingers slipped along her pussy and he could feel how slick she was, a mix of her own juices and John's cum coating her entrance.

"Did you like getting fucked?"

She moaned as his thumb found her clit and gently rubbed a little circle against it.

"Yes. Fuck yes."

"And are you ready for my cock?"

He pushed two fingers into her, feeling her walls tighten around him as she arched her back.

"God yes, please. Fuck me, Chris. I need you inside me."

His cock was throbbing and he couldn’t wait any longer. He positioned himself between her legs and pressed his tip against her entrance. He could feel the heat radiating from her and it only made him want her more.

"What was the best part of getting fucked?"

She bit her lip and looked up at him, her eyes burning with lust.

"I loved you watching and getting hard. Seeing the lust in your eyes makes me so fucking wet. Him making me come was like a starter, now I want the whole meal. I want you to use me however you want me."

Her words sent a jolt of arousal through him, and he pushed forward, sinking into her. She was soft and hot and wet, and he could feel her muscles clenching around him as she pulled him deeper.

"Yes, fuck yes. More," she moaned as he held himself inside her.

"No. You don't get to decide. I do."

It was a weird thing with their relationship. 99% of the time, Blake was in charge. Chris had known that from the start. But sometimes he got dominant, and she slipped into the submissive role and seemed to enjoy him taking control.

"Yes, Sir."

That word shot a bolt of electricity down to his balls. He pulled back and then thrust forward, burying himself in her again.

"Look at me."

Their eyes met, and he could see the pleasure in her gaze. She was his, and he was going to show her that.

"Wrap your legs around me."

She did as he asked, and he began to thrust into her slowly, savoring the feel of her tightness around him.

"That's it," he groaned, his voice low and husky. "Take it all."

He watched her face as he fucked her, her eyes closed and her lips parted in ecstasy. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, and he reached down to cup them, feeling their softness against his palms.

"Open your eyes."

She obeyed, and her gaze locked with his. He could see the need in her eyes, the hunger that only he could satisfy.

"You are so fucking beautiful."

She moaned and arched her back, pressing her breasts into his hands. He pinched her nipples between his thumb and forefinger, twisting them gently as he continued to fuck her. She cried out and clenched around him, her body shuddering with pleasure.

"Yes, Sir. Please."

"Please what?"

"Please fuck me harder. I need more."

He grinned and began to thrust faster, pounding into her with all his strength. Her cries grew louder as he slammed into her, her legs tightening around his waist.

"Yes, yes, yes!"

"Put your arms around my neck."

When she had obeyed him again, Chris reached around and gripped her ass in both hands.

"Ready? This is how you are going to remember getting fucked."

He lifted her up and carried her through to the dining room and lay her down on the table. He kicked her legs apart and pushed back inside her.

"Yes, Sir," she gasped. "Fuck me hard."

"You're my little slut."

"Yes, Sir."

"And you're mine."

"Yes, Sir."

"Tell me."

"I am your slut. Your little fuck toy."

He was pounding into her now, his hips slamming into hers with each thrust. He could feel his orgasm building, a tightness in his balls that was threatening to explode. He wanted to come inside her, to fill her with his seed, but he was not ready yet.

"Are you about to come?"

He already knew that answer before he asked.

"Yes, oh god yes."

He tried to hide his smirk as he locked eyes with her.

"Did I say you could come?"

Her eyes widened, and he could see the confusion and desperation in them.

"Please, please, let me come."

"Who is in charge?"

"You are."

"Who's pussy is this?"

"It's yours, all yours."

Her eyes were glazed over, and her breathing was ragged. He knew that no matter what he said, she wouldn’t last long.

"Then come for me."

Her body arched off the table, and he felt her muscles clench around him. She screamed as her orgasm tore through her, her nails raking down his back as she convulsed beneath him. Her spasms only increased the tightness of her pussy and he felt his own orgasm building.

"That's it, come for me," he groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic. "Make me fill you up."

With a final thrust he exploded inside her, his cum filling her up as she writhed beneath him. Her pussy milked him dry, squeezing every last drop from his throbbing shaft. He collapsed on top of her, their bodies pressed together as they rode out the aftershocks of their shared pleasure.

He stayed inside her for a moment, feeling the warmth of their mixed fluids seeping out of her.

"I was thinking,.." he whispered into her ear.

"Yeah?"

“This experiment, it kinda went well. Right?”

She took his hand and slipped his thumb into her mouth, sucking on it gently as she nodded her head. Sometimes she would do that, he knew, to try to calm herself down after getting overheated and over excited.

“Well I was thinking, for the sake of equality, we should see if it’s just as fun if I watch a woman fuck you. What do you think?”

Blake pulled his thumb out of her mouth and almost growled in his ear.

“You're not teasing me? You want to do it again?”

“Do you?”

With a strength and speed that surprised him, Blake flipped him over on to his back and was on top of him.

“How quick can you get hard again? I want to ride you till your brain is leaking out of your head and you can’t think. And then tomorrow I’m going to show you a few pretty things that I think might want to fuck me.”

His cock hardened again as her fingers wrapped around it and gave it a squeeze.

Yeah, he thought, I have a feeling that this is just going to be the start of our adventures.

The End.


Tales from The Bookclub: New Year, New Start


Chris and Blake got together in a short story that was exclusive to a writing site, but I now reprint here for your enjoyment.

***

Chris didn't know why he was working on New Year's Eve.

Not that he had anything else to do. It wasn't like he had a girlfriend waiting at home, ready to pounce on him the moment he walked through the door. Hell, he didn't even have a cat waiting for him to feed it. But that didn't mean he wanted to be stuck alone in a quiet office while the world celebrated outside.

The only reason he was here was that someone else had fucked up the project figures, and they needed to be ready for the presentation on the first. So good old Chris got stuck with the job.

He tapped away at his keyboard and tried to ignore the sounds of festivities outside. For a moment he thought about slipping out for maybe one beer, but he was far too much of a goody-goody to actually do it.

So instead he leaned back in his chair and closed his eyes for a few seconds, taking a break from the glare of the computer screen.

He thought about the upcoming meeting and wondered if Blake would be impressed with his work. Blake was the fiery head of the company, no-nonsense and forceful in a scary way. Not that he had anything against strong women; it was just that he was shy and nervous, and whenever she was around, he lost the ability to speak.

It had started a few months ago when he'd accidentally walked in on her having sex in the meeting room. Apparently everyone else had been warned not to go in there, but as always, no one had given him the message. It had been enough of a shock to see her with her goth friend, even more so when she'd told him to sit down and watch or leave. Every day since then, he'd wished he had stayed to watch.

His eyes flew open as a door slammed shut on the other side of the office and he heard footsteps. It was too early for security to be making their rounds, and he didn't think anyone else would be working this late.

"Hello, is anyone there?"

The footsteps stopped and then started again, this time moving toward his cubicle.

"Chris?"

His heart thumped in his chest—that was Blake's voice.

She walked up to his cubicle and stood there staring at him, looking confused by his presence.

"What the hell are you doing here? It's Sunday. And nearly midnight. And New Year's Eve."

He couldn't tell if she was actually as angry as her voice sounded, but it didn't help his inability to talk around her.

"Um. Report. Jenkins account. Needs finishing for the meeting."

"You're not on the Jenkins account. That's Watkins and Pitt. Why are you doing it?" she asked.

He shifted uncomfortably in his seat and mumbled a reply.

"What was that?" she barked.

"They didn't want to do it. Told me to get it done."

Blake looked furious, and Chris shrank back into his seat. Yet somehow his cock did the opposite, throbbing and growing at the fiery look in her eyes.

"Yeah. That's not happening," she said. "I'll talk to those two on next week. As for you, you're coming with me."

She grabbed his hand and pulled him out of his seat, dragging him toward her office. He was thankful the office was dark, so she wouldn't notice he was hard.

As they walked into the room, she let go of his hand and switched on the lights, giving him his first proper look at what she was wearing. It was a black, almost see-through dress with just the slightest hints of dark lingerie underneath. Wherever she'd been partying, they'd certainly been treated to her presence.

She walked over to her desk and started pulling drawers open.

"Who's waiting for you at home?" she asked.

"Um. No one."

"No party to go to? No friends invite you anywhere?"

He shook his head as he watched her rooting around for something in the drawer.

"Chris. Do you find me attractive?"

He felt his throat tighten and his mouth go dry, so he just replied with a nod.

Blake found what she was looking for and pulled it out, holding it up in front of him.

"Do you know what this is?"

"Yes. It's a vibrator."

Blake placed her hand on his chest and gently pushed him back so that he fell into the chair in front of the desk.

"Correct. I've been out partying all day. And in a little while I'm going to a gathering with some of my friends. You know why? Because today should be a day to party. So when I leave, you're leaving too. You're getting double time for today and this week off with paid leave."

Chris's eyes went wide at that.

"But back to the vibrator. As I said, I've been out partying all day, and what I really need right now is a good hard orgasm. So I thought I'd pop into work where I thought it would be quiet and fuck myself silly with my toy. But now I find you here having a miserable time. So, do you want to take over from my vibrator and fuck your boss?"

He was taken aback and could hardly form a word. The very idea that Blake would ever consider having sex with him was so outrageous that his mind was rejecting it, telling him he must have misheard.

He watched as Blake looked down at his crotch. There was no mistaking the bulge there.

She slipped down onto her knees in front of him and placed her hands on his legs.

"It certainly looks like you want to fuck me. Can I take it by your erection that the answer is yes?"

At last, Chris found his voice.

"Oh, fuck yes."

That was all Blake needed. She grabbed the zipper on his trousers, pulling it down and slipping her hand inside.

"I bet you have something in here for me. Let's see what you're packing, shall we?"

Her fingers wrapped around his shaft and pulled his entire length free. She stroked him slowly, teasing him, making him feel every little touch.

"Not bad. Certainly better than my toy."

Dipping her head, she flicked her tongue over the tip of his cock, making him groan as she sank her lips down over the head and sucked him into her mouth.

He reached out and put his hands on her head, pushing it down further, feeling her cheeks press against his groin. The sensation of her mouth sucking him off was driving him crazy—it had been so long since anyone had blown him that he didn't know how long he was going to last.

A second later Blake moaned and pulled her mouth off his cock.

"Don't come yet. I still need that orgasm, and you're going to give it to me."

She stood up and pulled up her dress, revealing tiny black panties. When she pulled them down, her shaved pussy was revealed. Then she straddled him and guided his cock into her as she sank down.

"Oh, fuck."

Chris might not have had a lot of girlfriends, but he was no virgin. But this was by far the hottest thing he'd ever been part of. Blake's pussy seemed to be clenching him, and fireworks were going off in his head as she rode up and down his shaft.

"You like being fucked by me?"

He nodded, and his hips bucked upward, trying to push himself deeper inside her.

"Good boy."

She started bouncing harder and faster, slamming herself down onto his cock.

Chris was lost in it, fucking Blake with abandon. The thought that she was his boss had fled—now his hands were all over her body, exploring and teasing her as she rode him hard.

Then he felt her tense up and cry out. Her pussy clenched around his cock, and suddenly she cried out, her hands clutching at him as she rode him.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck!"

And then she collapsed forward on top of him, her weight pressing him back into the chair.

"Oh fuck, oh god yes," she moaned.

For a minute, neither of them moved. Finally, Blake lifted her head and smiled, kissing him gently on the mouth.

"That's for working so hard on my project. And for giving up your New Year."

Chris's cock was still throbbing inside her, and he had the worried thought that maybe she wasn't going to let him come.

"Can you wait a few minutes before you come?" she asked.

He nodded. He would wait all night if it meant he got to come for her.

She pushed herself back, sliding away from him. Then she stood up and pulled down her dress.

"Get dressed and get anything you need from your desk. You're coming with me," she ordered.

***

A few minutes later, they were outside the building when a limousine pulled up. Chris was surprised to see that the driver was the goth guy who'd been in the office a few months back.

"To the club, Miss?" he asked.

When Blake nodded yes, he pressed a button and the window between them went up. Chris was pretty sure he saw a smile on the guy's face.

"Now, where were we?" asked Blake as she slipped her hand over his trousers and slowly undid them. "Oh yes, you were going to come."

Her fingers slipped around Chris's still-hard cock and pulled him free, smiling as it bounced in the air just next to her lips.

Chris gave a groan as she leaned forward and swirled her tongue over the tip. Without even thinking about it, he reached out and put his hands on her head, pushing her mouth down until her lips sank to the bottom of his shaft.

She took him deep into her mouth, enjoying the taste of his cock as she sucked him off. When she had him as hard as possible, she lifted her head, letting the tip of his cock slip out from between her lips.

"Do you read books?" she asked.

The sudden shift in conversation surprised Chris, but he nodded his head.

"Yeah, I like to read."

Blake smiled and stroked his cock faster, making him moan at the intensity.

"Good. I have some people I want you to meet."

Chris could feel the pressure at the base of his cock and knew he was close.

"Blake, I'm going to come."

She tightened her grip on his shaft and sucked him in deep, swallowing his cock and milking his orgasm from him. Three times he came, filling her mouth with his hot cum, each time having her swallow it down.

When he finished coming, she pulled away from him, licking her lips as she smiled up at him.

"Mmm, perfect. Just what I wanted. Now let's go meet some of my friends."

The car slowed down and pulled up, and the driver came around and opened the door for Blake. Chris had just finished tucking himself away as the door opened and the two of them stepped out into the night, finding themselves outside what looked like a community center. He was surprised when Blake slipped her hand in his.

"We're having a New Year party for my book club. I think you might enjoy it more than being stuck in the office."

As they walked inside and were greeted by a group of warm and friendly people, handing him food and wishing him a happy new year, Chris realized that working on New Year's Eve might have been the best thing he'd ever done.
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She just wants to be a freeuse toy for the night, and he’s more than willing to use her.

Willow
I’m 25 and newly single. It’s time to be a super slut, so someday I won’t regret not having a wild time in my 20s. And what better place than a freeuse party? I’m ready to be pounded hard and used all night long.... and I want to start with the sexy, older vampire I lock eyes with as soon as I enter the party.

The vampire pushes all the right buttons and looks like he knows exactly how to please a woman. Lucky for me, while a bunch of men have me on my knees, the vampire finds me and whisks me away.

Mike

After losing my wife 10 years ago, I’m not looking for love. I just want to enjoy life and pleasure as many women as possible. I’ve been attending these freeuse holiday parties for a few years now, and I always find a willing submissive to tease and turn into a desperate toy eager to please.

When I set my sights on a hot woman dressed as a cop, I know she’s the one I want to turn mindless with pleasure and make her scream with passion. She’s obviously a little inexperienced and way too young for me to date, but this is a party for pleasure.

I’m determined to make her mine for just one night.


Note:
This story is dual point of view with April Cross writing Willow and Matt Lake writing Mike. Enjoy the experience of two distinct voices 
telling the story while both authors bring their own writing style and creativity to give the characters life.

This is book 1 of a 4 part series and doesn’t end in a HEA... yet. It includes an older man and a younger woman, situational anorgasmia, BDSM 
with the D/s elements, along with partner swapping.


Go Back To Where It All Started


Blake was introduced in the book My Soccer Mom MILF: An Age Gap Freeuse story. (Freeuse MILF Book club 1) and was one of the main charecters in My Office MILF: Her Younger Dom. (Freeuse MILF Book club 2)

Why not catch up on the whole series?
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