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Chapter One


Recently, I had slept with four different MILF's.

This was not a regular thing for me, and while I was no virgin before them, it was still pretty unusual for me to be getting so much action.

The second MILF that I had slept with, Blake, had been pretty wild. We had fucked at the head office of the company she was in charge of, having sex in the meetings room with me using her over the desk. We were pretty sure that most of the office heard us, but I had only just found out that her daughter, Winona, had almost walked in on us and she had heard what was happening.

So that made it even more confusing for me when she asked me to fuck her.

"Pardon. What did you say?" I asked, shocked at her words. I had been on the receiving end of a lot of strange requests recently, but this was by far the strangest.

Before she could answer, I heard someone behind me shout my name. Glancing round, I saw it was Amanda, the head of the book club, looking angry.

"Louis. We are waiting for you. Do not keep us all sitting here just because you're chatting someone up."

"I'll be right there," I answered and then turned back to Winona, who had a huge grin on her face.

"You go ahead," she said. "We can talk about this later. In fact, get my mom to give you a lift to our house. I think she has something to say on the matter."

And with that, she was gone, walking down the street and glancing back to give me a grin. Somehow, even in baggy camo trousers, her ass looked great.

"LOUIS!"

I turned back to Amanda and headed inside.

"The Helpful Hotwife by Zoey Adams. Oh my fucking god, this was so hot, I loved it. And have you guys read the other books in the series?"

Lilith, one of the book club members who usually sat in silence and sipped her iced tea, was raving about our book of the week. Apparently, she had got her husband to read it and the two of them had ended up fucking in their swimming pool. As much as I love a filthy story, my mind kept drifting away and focusing on Winona.

She was gorgeous, funny, had great taste in music, and was just the sort of woman I would love to sleep with. But, and this was a big one, she was also the daughter of a woman that I’d had freeuse sex with. Obviously, that didn't seem to matter to her, but it meant a hell of a lot to me.

"Louis."

Coming out of my thoughts, I turned to Crystal, who was sitting beside me as usual and whispering to get my attention.

"Louis, you're zoning out. And Amanda has already given you enough dirty looks to scare off most people, so maybe you should pay attention?"

I nodded and turned back to Amanda.

"So, at this point, I think it is safe to say that we have turned into an erotica book club. But maybe we could move away from freeuse to some other kink? It's your choice this week Lillith, so what have you got for us?"

"It's called Hey Felicia: An Age Gap Hotwife Awakening by Hank Dolworth."

Everyone clicked on their Kindles and found and downloaded it.

"Hmmm," smirked Blake. "Age gap and Hotwife action? That's going to be something new for a few of us."

I heard Tiffany giggling over to the right of me and knew she was thinking about how I had slept with four MILFs in the group, most of them married.

"Well, yes," snapped Amanda. "Now, can we all wrap this up? I have an appointment I need to get to."

Everyone packed up and started shuffling towards the door, but even before I’d stood up from my chair, Blake was standing in front of me, her arms on her hips.

"Louis, I think we need to talk."


Chapter Two


I always enjoyed being in Blake's convertible while she was driving it fast. It was a combination of exhilaration and joy that was somehow really sexy, but mixed with danger. Very much like Blake herself.

"So then, my daughter wants to fuck you," she said, like she was telling me the most natural thing in the world.

I laughed nervously, unsure what to say.

"And I am guessing you feel uncomfortable about that?"

"Yeah, after all, we have history together."

She slammed the brakes and swooped round a bend, making me thankful for my seatbelt.

"Louis, I have no problem with that. My daughter has no problem with that. Why should you have a problem with that?"

"If you don't have a problem," I asked, "why are we having this conversation?"

Blake glanced at me as we took the next corner almost on two wheels.

"Because my daughter also wants to date you, not just fuck you once. And my daughter only gets the best. So I want to make sure that you are good enough for her."

I had no problem seeing Blake as the protective momma bear type.

"And how do you plan to do that?"

Blake reached over and rubbed my lap, squeezing me through my jeans. I was not so keen on her having only one hand on the wheel, but I reacted straight away to her rubbing against my cock.

"Get it out and stroke it, I want it hard."

I was finding it hard to see how this related to dating her daughter, but I was also not going to say no.

Pulling my cock free from my jeans, I wrapped my fingers around it and started to jerk.

"Good boy," she said, turning to me with a smile. She squeezed my thigh with her hand as she drove, and I jerked my cock harder. "You can be a little rough with it. But no coming. Understand?"

I nodded and squeezed my cock, rubbing my thumb over the tip. I was not sure where this was going, but Blake taking charge was doing it for me.

She reached over and put her hand over mine, making me stroke quicker.

"So now that I have your attention, here is what is going to happen. I know you are a good fuck. But I don't know if you're a good boyfriend. So this week you are going to be my boyfriend. If you do a good job, then I will give my permission for you to date Winona."

Suddenly, she gripped my hand and pulled it away from my cock, leaving it swaying in the air.

"You can put that away now," she said with a giggle.

I did as I was told, but was still confused.

"You could have told me all that without getting me to stroke. What was that about?"

The car roared up to her house, and she slammed on the brakes at the last moment.

"Because I like your cock. And also, Winona is inside and wants me to give you two some time together. She has promised me she won't have sex with you until I decide if you're dating material, but I am sure she is going to get round that in some way. So I wanted you to be in the right frame of mind to give her what she wants, rather than be scared of me and turn her down."


Chapter Three


As we walked through the door, Winona was standing in the hallway. She was wearing a black tank top and tiny shorts, and when I saw her, she gave me a smile and a little wave.

"Hey, you two. Have a fun drive over?"

"Not too bad," Blake said, walking past her and kissing her on the forehead. "But I have to go out for a while. So you will need to keep your guest amused yourself."

Winona walked over and took my hand, and guided me over to the staircase.

"I'm just going to show him around. Don't worry, I won't get up to anything."

As soon as we got to the top, she spun round.

"Did you and mom talk on the way over? About you dating me?"

I nodded, not sure exactly how much she knew about the suggested arrangement.

"Do you... want to date me?" she asked. It was the first time that I had seen her looking nervous, and somehow it made her look even hotter.

"Yes. Hell, yes. You're cute, sexy, have great taste in music. And in guys, it would appear."

"Good. And I guess that means you get to fuck my mom some more, which I presume you are down for?"

Well, I thought, that tells me how much she knows.

She led me into a bedroom decorated all in black, covered in Bartok's Daughter tour posters.

"I know, it's all a bit cliché," she said, "but I have been a lifelong fan. Every poster is from a different tour I went to see them."

I looked round at the posters and then my head snapped back to the conversation that we had been having.

"You are ok with it?" I asked. "Me sleeping with your mother, I mean?"

"Well, you have already done it, so that ship has sailed. But sure, I don't mind. I have slept with a few of her boyfriends, and she has fucked a few of my exes. She brought me up to be pretty open about these kinda things."

I thought about how restrictive my upbringing had been and wondered what it would have been like if things had been a bit more open. Not just for me, but for my parents.

Winona climbed onto the bed and patted the sheet next to her, inviting me to sit down. As soon as I did, she slipped her hand into my lap and rubbed slowly along my cock. I was still hard from the drive over and a little fuzzy, so it took me a few seconds to react.

"Hey, as good as that feels, I am pretty sure your mom said no sex."

Winona glanced up at me and gave me a wicked grin.

"Oh, I am SURE she meant penetrative sex. A little cock rubbing is ok, don't you think?"

She squeezed my cock and rubbed it through my jeans.

"Plus, I can't expect you to date me without having at least a little taste of what you're getting yourself into."

Her hand was on my zipper and before I knew it, my cock was free and in her hand.

"Mmm fuck. That's a nice dick."

She did some type of twisting motion as she jerked it, and my eyes nearly rolled back in my head. Whatever else, she knew how to stroke a cock, and had me solid in her hand in seconds.

"I'm pretty sure she didn’t mean blowjobs, either. What do you think?"

I thought that I didn’t care what Blake meant and told Winona as much.

She leaned down and took me in her mouth, working my cock slowly, teasing me with her tongue. Inch by inch she worked her way down my shaft until she reached the base, then sprang back up and gripped my dick again.

In the distance, I could hear a door shut and a few seconds later, a car pulling away.

"Now it's my turn."

She pulled me off the bed and pushed me down on my knees, then stepped forward so that my face was right up against her pussy. She tugged down her shorts to reveal bright white panties with just a touch of a wet patch.

"You want a taste?"

I lifted my hands up to pull the panties down, but instead she slapped them away.

"Just use your mouth for now."

I looked up at her and licked my lips.

"Yes, ma'am."

She fell back on the bed and spread her legs for me, beckoning me forward with her finger.

I leaned forward and pressed my mouth up against her panties, using my teeth to tug at the material. The scent of her pussy filled my nostrils, and I couldn't wait to get my tongue on her. Resting my hands on her knees, I went to work licking and rubbing her through her panties.

"Fuck, that feels good. Now, show me what else you can do with that tongue."

She reached down and pulled her panties aside, and I moved in, licking and sucking her clit, working her with my tongue. She was soaked, and I could feel her juices running down my chin. She squirmed and moaned as I licked her, and for the next few minutes I worshiped her pussy with my mouth.

"Fuck, I'm so close," she groaned, grinding against me. "Make me say your name."

I slipped two fingers slowly inside her, curling them and rubbing gently. Slowly, I rubbed her clit with my tongue, spelling out my name against it.

She gasped, and I could feel her pussy clench around my fingers.

"Louis! Oh, fuck, Louis!"

She cried out my name, and I felt her come all over my fingers. Her back arched and her body shook as she reached the peak of her pleasure, and I couldn't help but smile as I watched her orgasm.

As she collapsed back on the bed, I climbed on top of her and gave her a long, slow kiss. As she returned the kiss, her hand wrapped around my cock and tugged on it.

"I want you inside me so much," she purred. "But I promised my mom. But you know what you could do?"

With her other hand, she tugged up her top, revealing her breasts. They were much bigger than I expected and I realized she had been wearing baggy clothing whenever I had seen her.

"Fuck, those are gorgeous," I groaned, her hand stroking me quicker.

"How about you climb on top of me and fuck them?"

She squeezed her breasts together, and I couldn't resist.

Climbing on top and straddling her, I let my cock slide between her breasts and groaned as she closed them tight. She rubbed them up and down my shaft, and I could see I was already leaking pre-cum on her skin.

"Yes, that's it. Fuck my tits," she moaned.

I started to move, fucking her breasts, sliding my cock in and out of her cleavage. She used her fingers to rub her nipples and give me a little extra stimulation.

"Fuck, this feels so good," I groaned

She wrapped her lips around the tip of my cock, and I gasped as she sucked on me while I thrust forward.

Her tongue flicked out and teased my cockhead, and I knew I was going to come soon.

I moved faster, fucking her tits while she sucked on the tip, until I knew I was going to come.

"That's it, shoot your load. Do It all over my face."

She stuck out her tongue, and with a groan, I let loose.

My cum shot out in thick spurts, splashing over her face and tongue as she moaned in delight. I kept coming and coming, coating her with cum, and she seemed to love it.

After a few moments, I felt myself come back to earth and realized I was still kneeling on top of her. I slid back and rolled off, falling on the bed and feeling my cock bounce against my stomach.

We lay there for a few minutes, catching our breath.

"So now you know why you have to impress my mom," she said, her hand wrapping around my cock.

She was right. If I wanted more, I had to be the best boyfriend ever.


Chapter Four


It didn't take long before my skills were called upon. In fact, it was the next night.

My phone buzzing woke me and it took me a few seconds before I realized what was happening. As soon as I picked it up, it buzzed as I got a text.

BLAKE: I WANT TO FUCK. AND AS MY BOYFRIEND THIS WEEK, YOU NEED TO DO SOMETHING ABOUT THAT.

I looked at the clock. It was 02:30.

ME: AS MUCH AS I WOULD LOVE TO FUCK YOU, IT'S LATE. HOW AM I SUPPOSED TO GET TO YOUR HOUSE?

BLAKE: I'M OUTSIDE.

Or, to be more precise, she was outside my window.

I pulled it open, and she tumbled into the room, knocking a lamp off the table. Luckily, I managed to grab it before it hit the ground.

"Shhh. My parents are sleeping."

She sat up and flashed me a smile. She was dressed in a short skirt and tight top, with a little cardigan thrown over the top. She looked amazing.

"Well, then you'd better keep my mouth quiet."

She grabbed my legs and pulled my boxers down, freeing my cock. She wrapped her fingers round it and gave it a few strokes, then kissed the tip gently. It sprang up, making her laugh in delight.

"Let's see how long I can keep you on edge," she said.

She leaned over and wrapped her lips around it, sinking down over me while her hands moved up and down my shaft. I tried to keep quiet as she worked me, her tongue sliding over my cock as she bobbed up and down.

I wrapped my fingers in her hair and let her go at her own pace. By now, I was fully awake and my cock was throbbing in her throat. If this was her idea of being a good boyfriend, I was all for it.

She pulled back and looked up at me.

"I could suck your cock all night. Feeling it pulsing just makes my cunt wet. But first..."

She pulled her top off, revealing her breasts, and then reached under her skirt and pulled her panties down.

"You don't mind, do you?" she asked as she slipped her hand under her skirt.

"Fuck no," I whispered.

I watched as she pushed her fingers deep inside herself, groaning against my cock as she fucked her pussy.

"Come here," she said, pulling me closer. "I want to suck on your balls."

She licked the tip of my cock and then moved down, her eyes locked on me as she opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around them.

"Jesus fuck," I grunted, feeling her suck gently on it.

She pulled her hand out of her skirt and smeared her juices over my cock, slowly stroking, and she sucked me deeper into her mouth.

Her fingers slipped over my cockhead, making it slick and wet with her juices. She moved faster and faster, and the sensation of that, along with her sucking, was making my legs shake.

"I'm going to come," I groaned. "You'd better pull back."

She did the opposite, pushing down over me until my balls were in her mouth, and I felt like she was going to swallow them. And then with a grunt, I came, shooting my load into the air and splashing down on her head and back.

"Oh god, yes," I gasped.

She pulled back, but kept jerking my cock.

"You have no idea how horny it makes me to feel your cum on me. Now let's get the rest of it."

As she jerked down hard, I sent another load of cum spraying in the air and had to grab onto the table for support.

"That's it, come for me."

When she was satisfied that I was done, she stood up and kissed me, her lips pressing hard against mine.

"I'm guessing you’re a little spent to fuck me straight away," she said. "So I'm just going to get into your bed and rest, and when you're ready to go again, you just go for it. And if that means waking me up with your cock inside me, then you have my consent."

"Really?"

"Really."

With that, she climbed into the bed, fluffed up the pillow, and fell asleep.

Climbing in behind her, I wondered if this was going to be my strangest MILF week of all. After all, this time it seemed like I was the freeuse toy.
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A few hours later, I woke up with my arm around Blake and my cock pressed against her ass.

Without really thinking about it I kissed the back of her neck and moved my hand to her nipple. Rubbing the tip of my finger against it got a sleepy groan from her.

"Hmmm, that feels nice," she murmured, without moving.

I moved my hand down between her legs and gently rubbed her clit.

"Someone is ready to go again," she whispered.

I felt her reach back and grab my cock, guiding it into her pussy as she pressed back against me.

"Do you want to fuck me, Louis? Do you want to make me your little slut?"

She pushed back, and I felt my cock slide into her tight pussy.

"You’re going to be my submissive little fucktoy and I'm going to slow fuck your pussy till you’re begging for it."

"Yes. Oh, fuck yes."

I started to thrust into her, slow and deep. Her nipple hardened under my teasing, and when I gave it a pinch, she let out a guttural groan.

"I bet you like that. You dirty little slut," I growled into her ear.

Her hand reached back and grabbed my ass, pulling me closer so I was grinding against her, and I could feel her pussy clench around me as she moaned.

"Oh, fuck me. Fuck me hard. Please. Please. I need your cock inside me. I need to feel you come in me."

"No. I get to decide how hard I fuck you. And you're going to take it slowly."

She nodded, her body shaking with pleasure as I fucked her with long, slow strokes. Every time my cock was almost out of her, I would tease her clit, then push back inside her.

It wasn't long before her breathing quickened, and I felt her body tense up. She was right there, on the edge of coming, and I knew it wouldn't take much to send her over.

"I'm going to make you come and you are going to thank me for it. And then I'm going to empty myself inside you."

I started to move faster, my cock slipping in and out of her pussy as I slammed into her. And with a cry of pleasure, she came, her body shuddering as she rode the waves of ecstasy.

"Thank you, oh god, thank you for making me come."

I gave her breast a slap, making her yelp, but when I started to pull my hand away, she grabbed it and put it back.

"Again."

I slapped her again, this time harder, and she shuddered in pleasure.

"That's it. Make me yours. Use me. I want to be your little slut."

I fucked her hard, driving my cock into her as she lay there, taking it, moaning and panting.

"I'm going to come in you."

She shook and gripped me tighter, letting me fill her pussy, and I could feel my orgasm rising like a wave. With a groan, I came, pumping my cum into her, filling her with my seed.

"Fuck, that was amazing," she said as she turned round and kissed me. "I'm going to be thinking about that for a long time. You made me feel like such a whore."

She looked up at me with a wicked grin.

"I can't wait till next time. Because, if you're going to be a good boyfriend, you know there is going to be a next time."

I was counting on it.

As we fell asleep, I wondered how I was going to explain Blake to my parents in the morning.


Chapter Five


It turned out I didn’t need to worry about it. When I woke up in the morning, she was gone.

Checking my phone, I saw she had left me a message.

BLAKE: HOPE YOU GOT PLENTY OF SLEEP. YOU'RE TAKING ME OUT ON A DATE LATER. MEET ME AT THE MALL AT 13:00. YOU GET TO DECIDE WHAT WE DO.

Smiling, I went and showered, then got dressed and headed off to the kitchen to grab some breakfast.

My mom and dad were already there, and I could tell they were both in a pretty good mood.

"Hi, sport, what have you got planned today?" said my dad, looking up from his toast.

"Heading to the mall to meet a friend."

"Girlfriend?" asked my mom, sipping on her orange juice.

"Just a friend."

I really didn’t want to explain the situation to them. Not that I could without it being a very long conversation.

"You two up to anything today?" I asked, expecting a no, as always. I couldn’t remember the last time the two of them had gone out together.

"Actually, yes. I'm taking your mom shopping."

I didn’t pry any more than that. Recently, they had been getting on better than they had in years, so whatever they were doing, I was happy to leave them to it.

After I had finished breakfast, I headed out to meet Blake. Life without a car means you have to leave for stuff early.

She was waiting outside the mall entrance, wearing faded blue jeans and a black T-shirt. It was by far the most casual I had ever seen her.

"I didn’t know what we were going to do, so I didn’t know how to dress," she said.

"I think you look great," I said, kissing her on the cheek.

"Thank you." She smiled and grabbed my arm, pulling me into the mall.

We walked around for a while then headed into Cult Clothes, the indie clothes store on the second floor.

"Winona comes in here all the time," Blake said, looking about.

"I guessed so. I want to buy you a T-shirt. You look good casual, so I want to buy you something else you can wear when you're relaxing."

Blake looked at me with a surprised look, then nodded her head.

"That's nice of you. Thanks. What did you have in mind?"

As we walked through the store, I looked for something that suited her. Then I saw it, a bright red T-shirt with the words "Antwerp 7" written across it.

"This is the one."

Blake took it and stared for a moment.

"This is a Bartok's Daughter thing, right? What does it mean?"

"When the lead singer went to Antwerp for the first time, every woman he saw was stunningly beautiful. So he said that a USA 10 was an Antwerp 7. It's a song on the album Boomerang."

Blake nodded her head. I wouldn’t have been surprised if she had heard that from Winona sometime in the past.

"So you think I’m a USA 10?" she asked suddenly.

"No. I think you're an Antwerp 10."

"Well, thank you. Let's get this, but you don’t need to pay for it."

"I want to. Come on, it's not expensive."

She looked at me for a moment, then shrugged her shoulders and handed it over to the cashier.

"Do you have a changing room?" she asked and got a finger pointing over to the corner of the store.

She headed in and I waited outside. They were playing the new Cross Sisters song, so I was more than happy to just relax and listen.

After a few minutes, I heard Blake call my name.

"Louis, can you come in here and help me for a moment?"

I walked in and she was standing there topless, her T-shirt on a little side table.

"I think my nipples need some attention," she purred.

"Now?" I asked, but was already walking towards her and slipping my arm around her waist as my mouth touched her nipple.

She groaned and put her hand on the back of my head as I sucked and licked her soft nipple.

"That's good," she moaned. "You should go lower."

I pulled back and dropped to my knees, then unbuttoned her jeans and pulled them down to her ankles.

She wasn't wearing underwear, so her pussy was exposed, and I could already see how wet she was.

"Yes, that's it. Lick my pussy, you dirty boy."

She grabbed my head and guided it to her pussy, and I parted her lips with my tongue and felt her juices drip on my face.

"Fuck, fuck," she moaned as I started to lick and suck on her clit.

"You like that, don't you?" I said as I let her go for a second.

She nodded, her fingers gripping my hair as she pushed me harder against her pussy.

"Yes, yes, yes."

I slipped two fingers inside her and began to fuck her as I continued to lick her clit.

"Fuck me. Fuck me with your fingers. Don't stop!"

From outside, I heard a bored-sounding voice calling and knew it was the cashier.

"You ok in there?"

"Yeah, great. Never better," replied Blake, trying to keep in a moan.

"Ok, whatever."

I kept fucking her with my fingers, my tongue dancing over her clit until she came with a cry of pleasure, her body shaking as she rode her orgasm.

"Oh, I needed that," she said as she pulled me up and gave me a long, deep kiss.

"How about you get your cock out and I give you a little suck before we leave?"

I knew it was a risk, but I pulled it out and watched as she sank to her knees and took me in her mouth. But instead of starting slowly, she deep-throated it and started to fuck her mouth on it roughly.

"Oh fuck. Are you trying to get me to come in seconds?" I groaned and got a thumbs-up from her. Her orgasm had obviously gotten her worked up, and she seemed hungry for more.

"Ok, you're going to have to stop now or I'm going to shoot my load into that beautiful mouth of yours."

She pulled back and smiled up at me.

"Would that be such a bad thing?"

She didn't wait for an answer, instead grabbing my balls with one hand while she deep-throated my cock.

It was too much, and I felt my orgasm rising.

"Oh fuck, fuck, I'm coming."

With a groan, I shot my cum into her mouth, and she sucked hard on my cock, pulling every drop out of me as my legs shook with the intensity of it. And even when it was clear I had no more, she kept on sucking and licking it, like it was her favorite treat.

"Fuck. The only thing I like more than sucking your dick is getting fucked by it."

I laughed as I pulled my jeans back up.

"Just as well I enjoy fucking you so much then."

She gave me a pat on the ass and hurriedly got dressed, the two of us smoothing our clothes before walking through to the cashier.

"You do know there are cameras in there?" she said.

I took out my wallet and pressed my credit card to the reader. I know that whenever I saw Blake wearing the T-shirt, I would think of that blowjob.

Blake leaned forward to the cashier.

"You should watch it back later, then. See what a great cock he has."

For the first time since we walked in, the cashier smiled.

"Maybe I will."
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We walked around the mall for a few hours more, stopping at a boutique and watching Blake buy bags full of lingerie. She was obviously a regular there, and all the assistants knew her name.

Afterward, we decided to get food and headed to the Italian restaurant down the street. We were escorted to a corner booth and left to pour over the menus.

As I looked over the choices, I felt Blake’s foot slide up my leg. She had kicked off her shoe, and I felt her toes pressed against my crotch.

Reaching under the table, I gently pushed her foot down.

"No," I said.

She looked surprised and straightened up in her seat.

"No?"

"You want me to be a good boyfriend this week? Well, being a good boyfriend is about more than sex. So I want us to talk while we eat. I want you to tell me all about yourself, and I want you to tell me all about Winona. I genuinely want to know whatever you will tell me because you both fascinate me and I would love to hear more."

She sat looking at me for a minute and then smiled, leaning forward and reaching out for my hand.

"You're right. We should talk more. You might end up dating my daughter, so I should know more about you."

Over the next hour, I told her all about my family and why we had moved here. She told me about how Winona's father was out of the picture and how she had brought her up on her own. I found out that Blake likes Abba and that Winona used to have a crush on Mickey Mouse. She found out that I like classical music now and again and that I have dated 3 guys in my life.

Walking out of the restaurant, I felt strangely content, like we had grown closer. I was just about to tell her it was fun to see that side of her when suddenly Blake stopped in her tracks.

"Blake. Louis."

I looked over to see Amanda walking towards us, holding a box of books in her arms.

"What are you two doing here? Am I interrupting?"

"No, no. We were just having dinner."

Amanda nodded and turned to me.

"Can I borrow you? I need to get these books to my car and I'm afraid I overestimated how much I could carry."

I turned to Blake, but she was already nodding her head.

"That's ok, you go help Amanda. I'm heading home. Thanks for keeping me company."

She gave me a little kiss on the cheek and then headed off towards the north carpark, swinging her shopping bags.

"A little help?"

"Oh, yeah, sure."

I took the box off Amanda and followed her out towards the east carpark.

"The bookstore had surplus stock and wondered if we would like them. Thought they might make nice book club Christmas presents at the end of the year."

I nodded and carried the box as we walked through the mall.

"So you and Blake are spending some more time together, huh? That's nice."

"Yeah. I'm kinda into her daughter and thought that a bit of time with Blake might help."

Amanda smiled at me as we walked out the entrance.

"Yeah. I can see you being attracted to Winona."

I could see she was just about to ask something more, so I interrupted.

"How are things going with you and Max?"

We had just arrived at her car and she let out a long, deep sigh.

"Not good?" I asked.

"Actually, it's going great. He asked me to marry him and I said yes. But..."

"You are already married."

"Yes. And I am sure my prick of a husband will fight it and make it as miserable as he can for me. But I'm fed up living a bored, sexless, loveless life. Max has been amazing and helped me every step of the way. I cannot wait to be with him."

I could hear the passion in her voice, see the yearning in her face. Amanda always seemed so in control, seeing her like this was a completely different side to the woman I knew. But then, thinking back to the week we spent together, maybe that passion wasn’t so different.

"Well, congrats to the both of you," I said, unsure what else to say. "And you're sure about this?"

She nodded as she unlocked the car and put the books in the trunk.

"More sure than anything in my life. And in a way, it's all down to you. For unlocking my lustful side, and for helping me that day that I met Max for the first time."

She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek.

"Thank you for being such a good friend. And I hope you get your girl."

With that, she climbed into the car and drove away, leaving me standing in the carpark wondering what to do next.

My phone buzzed, and I saw that Winona had sent me a message.

WINONA: PRETTY SURE THAT SEXTING IS ALLOWED. YOU UP FOR IT?

I headed for the bus stop and sent a reply.

ME: ON MY WAY HOME. GIVE ME AN HOUR. AND SEND ME SOME PICS TO WARM ME UP.

As the first picture arrived, I decided it was one of the best bus ride homes I’d had in years.


Chapter Six


Most of the next day was taken up by work, and apart from a text conversation with her to ask her about her day, I didn’t hear anything else from Blake.

But on Tuesday I got a call from her asking me to pick somewhere for us to go for lunch. Thinking quickly, I chose the museum in town and told her I would meet her there.

We sat in the cafe at the center, looking out over the displays, and she started asking me about the place.

"Do you come here often?"

I shook my head.

"No. But there is an erotic art exhibition that I thought you might enjoy."

She laughed, and I felt my heart flutter a little. She had a beautiful laugh.

"Sounds fun. I read in the local paper that there was a protest about it. Something about a statue of David painted pink that people thought was obscene. If they think that is bad, imagine what they would make of our book club. "

We got up and headed through to the exhibition and I could see her eyes light up as she saw the paintings and statues.

"Have you ever heard of The Kinky Scribes?"

She turned to me with a puzzled look on her face.

"They were a group of monks in Scotland that were translating the bible into English. They believed that if you had a sinful thought, you could draw it and therefore get it out of your head. So the bibles they wrote have filthy drawings in the margins."

I led her over to a glass case that had one of the bibles in it. Sure enough, on the open page were little drawings of nuns having sex and a priest jerking off out of a window.

"Pity we couldn’t get this for book club," Amanda said "I have a feeling it would go down well."

Next to it was a painting of a woman pushed up against a wall with a man sliding his hand between her legs. I recognized the painter as a famous Scottish artist.

"Apparently he has a habit of sleeping with his models, who tend to be the bored wives of art critics."

I took her hand and led her over to the next exhibit, which was a statue of a couple having sex.

"That's the artist and his wife," I said. "She was a porn star before they married and they split up a couple of years later because she didn’t want to stop making porn. Seems a little prudish of him when he's making art like this."

Amanda giggled.

"You seem to know a lot about erotic art. Another one of your talents?"

"Oh god no. I would be lucky to be able to draw stick people fucking. This is just stuff that I have picked up over the years."

The next display was a spiral of glass butt plugs, going up in size to a huge one in the middle. They were made with swirling colors and were all for sale.

"Seems they have everything here," I said, slightly wincing at how big the last one was.

Amanda reached out and picked up one of the smaller ones.

"Would you like to buy me this one? It's pretty. But I bet it would look better in me."

She gave me a sly wink, and I grinned, nodding my head.

We headed to the checkout. I paid for the plug, and they put it in a nice discreet box for her.

As we walked back towards the car, I noticed a protester outside, holding a placard that said, "Down with this sort of thing."

Amanda noticed him as well and walked over.

"Excuse me, what's wrong with this sort of thing? It's art. And it's not like we are making you look at it, are we?"

The man looked at her, seemingly shocked that someone would speak to him like that.

"It's just... just..."

"Just what? Just sinful? Just lewd? I don't think so. Someone has poured their soul into this, expressing something deep inside them. That's art. You want to talk about sin, then come round my house later when I let this young man fuck me senseless. Now, that you can get upset about."

With that, she turned and walked away, leaving him standing there looking shocked. I gave him a little wave and followed her to the car.

"So, I'm coming to yours after work then?"

She got into the car and gave me a smile.

"If you don't, then I'll have to find someone else to play with."

With that, she roared away and left me standing there, wondering what it would be like to have her as the mother of my girlfriend.

**

I rang the doorbell and waited for Blake to answer. When she opened the door, I took a second to drink her in. She was wearing a long black dress that barely contained her breasts and had a long black slit on the side that seemed to suggest she was not wearing any panties.

I pulled the flowers from behind my back and handed them to her.

"For me? Oh my, you shouldn't have."

She led me inside, and I gave her a quick kiss on the cheek.

"It was nothing," I said, looking around.

"In case you are wondering, Winona is out for the night. Some Goth band playing at the Succubus club, wherever that is."

I know it was a dive bar just outside of town that sometimes had bands on, and for a moment I wished I was there with Winona. But then I snapped out of it. I was being a good boyfriend, and that meant spending quality time with Blake.

"I was thinking we could," she started, but I put my hand out and over her mouth. To say she looked surprised would be an understatement.

"No. No thinking for you tonight. Remember last time we were together and how I made you a submissive fucktoy for a week? Well, that's the Blake we are going to have tonight. One that lets me do the thinking and just follows along like a good little slut. Understand?"

She nodded slowly, and I took my hand away from her mouth.

"I like in-control Louis," she purred.

I took her hand and walked her over to the small table in the middle of the foyer.

"Winona won't be back for a while?"

"No," she replied, her hand running up my leg.

"Good. Then no one is going to walk in on us."

I grabbed her by her hips and lifted her up onto the table, pushing her onto her back and spreading her legs. Her dress fell away, and I ran my fingers over her bare pussy.

She sighed happily as she lay back on the table, and I pushed my fingers inside her, feeling how wet she already was.

“You're an eager little slut, aren't you?” I said. “I wouldn’t be surprised if you have just been sitting waiting for me and rubbing your clit to get yourself all worked up.”

She nodded, biting her lip as I slid my fingers out and rubbed them over her clit. Then I gave it a little slap, enough to make her yelp, although she instantly asked for more.

I pulled back and pulled her ass to the edge of the table, then sank down onto my knees and licked up her inside thigh till I reached her dripping pussy.

As I began to lick her, she lifted her legs over my shoulders and moaned, grabbing my hair as I went to work on her, licking up and down and sucking her clit hard enough to make her cry out in pleasure.

I pulled my head back, taking a breath and straight away she was trying to push me back down.

"Who's a filthy little slut getting her cunt tongued by someone young enough to be her son?"

"Fuck. I am. Good slut. Make me come."

I grabbed her legs and dipped my head so that my lips were almost touching her, then flicked out my tongue so it brushed against her clit.

Her body writhed on the table, and I could tell she was close to coming.

"Come for me, Blake. I want you to soak my face like a dirty whore."

She grabbed my head with both hands and pushed it hard against her pussy, grinding herself against my lips and tongue as she came, gasping and moaning loudly.

"Oh fuck. So good. Oh god."

I stood up, wiping my mouth, and pulled her up off the table.

"I think you should come with me," I said as I led her through the house to her bedroom. "I think we need to see how much a greedy cum slut like you can take. What do you think?"

Blake lay back on the bed and looked up at me, her eyes filled with lust.

"I don't get to think. I just get to be fucked hard like I deserve."

"Good answer."

I stripped slowly, watching her rub her pussy as her eyes fixed on my cock. I could tell she was hungry for it and intended to feed her well.

"Out of that dress," I barked as I got down to my boxers.

She slipped it off and dropped it to the floor, revealing her nakedness. I reached out and trailed my fingers over her, feeling how smooth and soft her skin was. Her breasts looked perfect, and her pussy was glistening with wetness.

"On all fours facing the other way," I commanded.

She did as she was told, and I pulled my boxers down and stepped up behind her. She was breathing heavily, and I could tell she was already close to coming again.

"You ready for it?"

She nodded. "Yes, sir."

I grabbed her hips and pushed my cock inside her, feeling her wet pussy close around me. I started fucking her hard, making her scream as I pounded her, my balls slapping against her ass as she desperately tried to wrap her legs around me.

"Oh, fuck!" she gasped. "Your cock feels so fucking good."

Every time I thrust into her she let out a little groan of pleasure. Soon she was panting and gasping and I knew she was about to come.

"Do it. Come for me," I commanded. "Come all over my cock like the dirty little whore you are."

Her body tensed up, and she screamed as she came, her pussy squeezing me tightly as she shuddered in ecstasy.

Reaching out, I put my hand on her throat and gave it a light squeeze. She was just coming down from her orgasm but I didn’t break my rhythm, slamming into her hard.

"You like people to think you are in charge all the time, but what you really need is someone to take charge of you and turn you into a needy whore."

She nodded frantically. "I'm your whore."

"So, what do you think, my little slut, do you want it on your face? Or perhaps your tits?"

"My tits," she groaned. "I want you to spray it all over my tits."

"I should take a photo of you covered in my cum, so that I can always remember when you were a submissive little fucktoy desperate to be come on."

Pulling out of her, I grabbed my cock and stroked it hard as she lay back on the bed. Her hands went to her breasts and pushed them together as she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, hoping some of the splash would hit her face.

With a grunt, I came hard, shooting all over her face and tits, painting her skin with my cum. It seemed to go on forever, and by the end, I was almost out of breath. But she looked amazing, cum dripping from her tongue onto her chest and her fingers rubbing it over her nipples.

"Holy fuck," she whispered. "That was amazing."

She leaned forward and gave my cock a long, slow lick, cleaning off any cum that remained. Then she flopped back onto the bed and gave a contented sigh.

"That was the best orgasm I've had in a long time. I wish you could just fuck me all night."

I smiled and lay down beside her, stroking her hair. Then I gently pushed her head down.

"Use that gorgeous mouth of yours and I will see what I can do."

And for the next few hours, we fucked like horny teenagers, not thinking about anything else.

Eventually, Blake drove me home and, as I got out of the car, she said something that caught me off guard.

"I have something planned for tomorrow. Can you meet me at the museum at 20:00?"

"Um, sure. But it closes like 2 hours earlier."

She nodded her head and revved the car engine.

"20:00, be there."

And with that, she drove off into the night.


Chapter Seven


Nothing goes slower than a day where you have something to do. I kept glancing at the clock while at work, wondering why it seemed not to have moved, yet I had done lots of stuff since the last glance. I had no idea what Blake's plans were, but I was eager to find out. It seemed weird that she had picked the museum. After all, we had just been there and seen what they had to offer.

Eventually, the clock clicked over to leaving time and I got dressed and headed home. My dad was cooking something that smelled delicious and I thought I would have a shower and get changed before meeting Blake.

I was just coming down the stairs when I heard a noise from outside.

"Louis, someone is here to see you," my dad called.

At the door was a chauffeur dressed in a black tux, with a box and a letter.

"Mr. Louis Toussaint?"

I admitted that I was, and he handed me the envelope and leaned the box against the wall. It was flat, about half my height, and wrapped in brown paper. Opening up the envelope, I read the note inside.

"Take this with you but don't open the package till you get inside. There is another envelope that you can open when you are past reception. Carl will drive you there. He's a wonderful chauffeur but not much of a talker. Love, Blake."

"If you would like to come this way, Sir," Carl said and walked me to the limo, opening the door for me. As we drove away, I spotted my parents standing in the doorway, watching. I wondered what they thought of all this, although they never made any comment.

The drive to the museum was silent, with Carl focused on the road and me wondering what was going to happen. When we arrived, I saw that the museum was still open, and the lights were on. Walking into reception, I noticed a sign saying, "Closed for a private event."

The woman in reception walked up and smiled. I recognized her from the other day.

"My Toussaint, your guest is waiting in the exhibition. As instructed, you will be left alone, and when you are finished, just let the guard at the front door know and he will lock up. Enjoy your evening."

I knew Blake was rich, but I didn’t realize she was hiring the museum out for the night rich.

The receptionist walked past me and shut the front doors with a clang, leaving me alone in the building. Well, not quite alone. Apparently, I had a guest.

She was sitting on a stool in the entranceway to the exhibition, wearing a loose-fitting T-shirt and some ripped jeans. To tell you the truth, I thought it was going to be Blake, but it was Winona.

"Hey, handsome. Mom said you wanted to meet me here?"

I held up the package as I walked over and kissed her on the cheek.

"Yeah, I had a feeling she might have. I didn’t know you were going to be here, this was all on Blake. Let me just open this."

Putting it on a nearby table, I ripped the paper to reveal a blank canvas inside and some chalk. The envelope fell out, and I opened it and read the note inside.

"You have been lovely all week. You may date my daughter. Love, Blake."

Winona had gotten up and walked over to stand beside me, her arm sliding round my waist.

"What does it say?" she asked.

"I think your mom wants me to draw a picture of you, even though I told her I am terrible at art."

Winona took my hand, guided me over to the chair, and sat me down.

"I think maybe it should be me doing the drawing. I went to art school. Pretty sure I remember how to do this."

She walked back over to the table, set up the canvas, and lined up the chalk next to it.

"Just relax. Find a pose that you can keep comfortable in. Yeah, that should do it."

She started sketching, and for the first few minutes didn’t say anything, instead looking between the canvas and me, focusing on the picture. But eventually, she broke the silence.

"I had a look round the exhibition, there is some pretty sexy stuff here. I am going to buy a print of, "The Dream of the Fisherman's Wife", maybe also that Klimt one with the woman masturbating."

I knew both of the ones she meant and thought that maybe that was the sort of thing a boyfriend should get her.

Stepping back, she looked at the picture and then walked over to me, running her hand up my leg.

"You know, maybe considering the exhibition, I should draw something more in keeping with it. Maybe you should be a little more undressed?"

I slipped off my shirt and threw it to one side. Winona leaned back, looking at me.

"I am not sure that is what mom had in mind. But I am enjoying it. You think we can lose a little more?"

Her fingers traced lightly over my crotch and took hold of the top button on my jeans, pulling it open. Soon the other three joined it and she slipped her hand into my boxers, her fingers wrapping around my steadily growing cock.

"Stand up," she said, and I understood it was not a request, so got to my feet straight away.

Winona pulled my jeans and boxers down, letting my cock spring free. As I sat back down, she ran her fingertips along the shaft.

"Look how hard it is already."

She seized my cock and gave it a squeeze, and then slowly jerked it. With her other hand, she pulled up her T-shirt and offered me her breasts. My tongue flicked over her nipple before I sucked it into my mouth.

"Oh, fuck yes. That's so good. If only you could see how wet I'm getting."

Her fingers ran up and down my shaft and I groaned against her skin.

"Are you picturing it? You like the thought of me rubbing your cock with my pussy lips?"

I felt her press her body against me as she kept stroking me and I pulled open her jeans and tugged them down, revealing the smallest panties I had ever seen. Pink and lacey, they hardly covered anything and, with a slight pull, they snapped and I sunk my fingers deep into her pussy.

"Oh, fuck, Louis."

She let out a little whimper as I started to finger her and stroked faster, her hand tightening around me as I rubbed my thumb against her clit.

"Oh god, I want your cock inside me so much," she moaned, and I suddenly realized I had not told her about the note.

"Straddle me. I want you to rub your pussy against my cock, get yourself so worked up you can’t think."

Winona slid down onto me, her legs around my waist, and started grinding against me, rubbing her wet pussy over my cock.

"Winona.."

It took her a second to respond, she was so intent on grinding against me.

"Yes?"

I leaned forward and whispered in her ear.

"I'm allowed to date you. That was what was in the note. And that means, with your permission, I am allowed to fuck you."

She shivered and kissed me hard.

"Fuck me, please. Just fuck me. Make me your little slut. I want to feel your cock deep inside me."

Her fingers slipped around my cock, guiding it into her. I groaned as she pushed down on me, taking me deeper and deeper, till she could go no further.

"You like that? My cock filling you up?"

"Oh fuck yes," she moaned, putting her arms around my neck. She started to ride me, bouncing up and down on my cock, her breasts bouncing in time as she did it.

"I have been thinking about this all week," she sighed "and it's even better than I imagined. It feels like you’re stretching me."

"You're such a little slut. I can't believe how much you love this."

Her hips started to move faster, grinding down on me harder, and I reached up and grabbed her hair, pulling her down for a kiss.

"Oh fuck. I'm going to come soon. I'm so close," she whispered.

Putting both hands on her ass, I gave her a squeeze and buried my head in her tits. Her breathing was heavy and I could tell she was only seconds away.

"Come for me. I want to hear you moan for me."

With a cry of pleasure, she let go, her entire body convulsing as she came hard, her juices soaking me as she did it.

"Fuck. Fuck," she gasped.

I stood up, lifting her with me. Even in the middle of her orgasm, she had the sense to wrap her legs around me. I slammed her up against the wall and pumped into her.

"I'm not done with you yet," I growled in her ear. "I'm going to fuck you as long as I want and you are going to come and come and be my freeuse toy for the night."

She nodded and tightened her grip around my neck, holding on for dear life as I pounded her pussy. She felt so tight, so wet, so ready for me.

"I want to fuck you all night," she gasped. "Do what you want with me."

I thrust into her harder, making her scream out loud. I wondered if the security guard outside could hear us and if he could, what he thought?

"I'm going to fill you up with my cum," I groaned, my cock throbbing inside her.

"Yes. Yes, I want it. I want your cum inside me. Please, please come for me."

Her nails dug into my shoulders, tiny pinpricks of pain that just pushed me on. Her legs clamped around me even harder and she buried her head against my neck, her moans muffled and low.

"Tell me how it feels, me fucking you. Was I worth the wait?" I asked, slowing my thrusts so she could catch her breath.

"It feels so good. You're so big and hard and I had no idea it would be this good. I can't wait to feel you inside me all the time. Fuck me, fuck me."

"So, I take it that means you want to make this official? You want to date me?"

I had never asked a girl that before while fucking her.

"Yes, yes. Please. Let me be your girlfriend. I want to be your dirty little slut."

I felt my cock start to twitch and knew I was close.

"I'm going to come again. Fuck."

Her eyes rolled in her head and her body shook, and she moaned my name like she was saying a prayer. The feeling of her pussy tightening around my shaft was too much for me, and with a groan of pleasure, I let go, pumping my cum inside her.

As I pulled out of her, I lowered her back down to her feet. Holding her steady, I kissed her softly and the quiet moan she made in my mouth made my cock bounce with how sweet and sexy it was.

"Fuck, that was pretty amazing," I sighed, breaking the kiss.

She didn’t reply, instead sinking down onto her knees and wrapping her lips around my cock, slowly sucking as I hardened in her mouth. She held onto my legs and dipped her head back and forth, getting my cock back to full strength, and I knew that she wasn’t going to stop till I filled her mouth with come.

"Oh, I am going to have so much fun with you," I groaned and slipped my hands into her hair, pulling her close. And for the rest of the night, surrounded by pictures of sex and naked statues, we found out each other’s kinks and turn-ons and made each other come until we were exhausted and aching.

God knows what the security guard thought when we eventually left, walking past him in our disheveled state, smelling of sex. But we were too happy to care, just giving him a wave and a smile as we went past.

"What now?" I asked her, cuddling her up as we stood on the sidewalk.

Winona nuzzled against me and kissed my chest.

"Now my boyfriend takes me home and holds me while we sleep. And maybe in the morning you introduce me to your parents as your girlfriend?"

It sounded like the perfect plan to me.


Chapter Eight


Just like always, we all were chatting in our little groups until called to order.

"Alright, this week’s meeting of the Erotica Book Club is starting. Quiet down everyone or we will never get this going."

I was still trying to get used to Blake running the group. Not that Amanda had gone for good, just that she was away on her honeymoon with Max. They had gone to Scotland for a month. Apparently, he had relatives over there. She had sent us an email with photos and it looked lovely there. I was not sure if her sending the photo of her lounging in their hotel room wearing lingerie was a mistake or not, but I appreciated it anyway.

From across the room, I heard Tiffany laugh, and I realized that she was giggling at something Frank had said. She had started bringing him to book club about three months ago and it had been obvious from the start that they were dating, although she had only admitted it recently. They seemed like a lovely couple, and Frank had become a great addition to the group, bringing freshly baked cookies each week and recommending some truly dirty books.

"I don't know what he said, but I bet it was filthy," whispered Crystal from her usual seat next to me.

"I think I said quiet," barked Blake and we all settled down.

She walked over to a table that was set up in the corner and piled high with books.

"So, this week is a special week for the book club. Because we have two new books to read. One of them you will be able to grab your copy off from this table as you leave, as provided to us by the author, our very own Crystal."

Crystal gave a little wave and her face went red. It made me laugh to think that, after what she had written, a little attention would make her blush.

"What is the name of the book?" Blake asked.

"Porn to be Wild: Memories of an adult actress."

That got a round of applause from the group, and Crystal blushed so red that I thought she might explode.

"And now for our other book...."

I felt fingers touching my hand and turned to smile at Winona.

After our night at the museum, I had sneaked her home, and we had slept in till nearly mid-day. And when we had crept downstairs, my parents had been there, acting like it was perfectly normal for me to have her there. They took to her straight away and my mom was enchanted by her, even if she didn’t approve too much of there being even more black T-shirts in the house.

And here we were a year later, still dating, still unable to keep our hands off each other. And every week she went with me to book club and sat next to me. It had even been her idea to officially change the title to Erotica Book Club.

"Your parents are so proud of you," she whispered.

Things had been weird with my parents. I had noticed that they were getting along a lot better after the move, but it was only after I started going out with Winona that I found out why. My mom, enjoying a good gossip, had told her one day. My dad had found my Kindle one day and saw a freeuse book I was reading. Intrigued, he had given it a read and found himself loving it. That was when he got himself a Kindle and started reading erotica daily. One day my mom had walked in on him "enjoying" one of the books, and had joined in. From there it was a short step to telling her all about freeuse and that apparently rekindled their sex life. Nowadays you had to knock loudly before walking into any room, just in case you were walking in on them. It still freaked me out a bit, but I was glad that it had brought them together. Who said that erotica has no merit?

Blake had walked back to her seat and was just about to sit down when her phone buzzed. I could see that when she checked it, her expression went from annoyed to happy and I wondered if it was from Chris from her office. He had started appearing with her occasionally at book club gatherings and, at first, I had been confused why. He seemed shy, maybe a little innocent, and a bit out of his depth. Then I realized Blake was obviously sleeping with him. And that description of him was pretty much how I was when I first met her. She obviously had a type. The more I saw of him, the more he seemed to come out of his shell, so it was obviously doing him good as well.

She typed a message and then put her phone away, instead turning to the group.

"As I was saying, the other book. Perhaps Louis would like to introduce it?"

Now it was my turn to feel all eyes on me.

"Oh, yeah. Well..." I started.

Winona leaned in and whispered in my ear.

"Stand up. You have got this."

I got up and looked around the room, realizing that all the faces were smiling.

"So I have a book out. My first ever book."

It was Winona's idea. She had wanted to hear all about what had been going on and how I had ended up sleeping with her mom. And after I had told her, she said that it sounded like something from the books we had been reading in the book club. And then I saw it, her eyes lighting up.

"You should write it, all of it. People will love it."

At first, I thought it was a terrible idea. And then I thought I couldn’t do it. But with encouragement from Winona, and later from my parents, I sat down and wrote it all out. Of course, I got permission from those involved, and changed names to protect the innocent, not that there were many of those. And eventually, I had the story of my adventures.

I cleared my throat and smiled.

"I hope you enjoy reading the Freeuse MILF Book Club...."
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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.


Taming Ivy excerpt


Enjoy free use? Please enjoy this small taste of my Free Use Series that starts with Taming Ivy.

“Turn up at 18:00. The door will be open. Come in and fuck me.”

Those were the words on the text message and I couldn’t believe my luck.

But let me go back a bit and tell you how I got to this stage.
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A couple of days earlier, I had been on break at work and talking to one of the guys in accounts, a middle-aged guy called Gary, and after a long conversation about Marvel movies, talk had turned to the subject of dating.

“I am getting SO much pussy at the moment,” he grinned as he knocked back his third coffee of the morning. I knew he was a bit of a bragger, but he usually didn’t lie about things, so I could only assume that what he said was true.

“But you’re married,” I said, a puzzled look on my face.

I remembered meeting his wife at an office Christmas party, rather an attractive woman in her early forties who seemed to give off old Hollywood glamour vibes. Gary had disappeared to one of the back offices for a while and left me to talk with her. If I’m honest, it felt like she was flirting with me, but that could have been my imagination.

“And?” he said.

“Are you telling me you’re fucking people behind your wife’s back?”

He laughed and put down the cup.

“Of course not. But Ellen likes girls as much as I do, so she lets me pick up other chicks for threesomes and right now I’m just about drowning in them.”

After a moment of thinking about a cute girl between Ellen’s legs, I shook my head.

“Man, I’d have no idea where to even find a girl. Which is why I’m single, I guess.”

Gary was only too pleased to share his secret. Apparently, he was using an app called Pinocchio that matched you up with local people that were looking for sex.

“Why is it called Pinocchio?” I asked.

“No strings” he smirked.
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So the next day I installed it on my phone. After all, I’d been single for a few months and this looked like a fun way to change that.

It was easy to set up, just required a few details and a lengthy section on your kinks and boundaries, followed by what you were looking for.

So after taking a snapshot of my face, I uploaded my profile, and almost immediately forgot about it.

That is, I forgot about it till the next day. I got a notification on my phone that I had matched with someone. With a little excited feeling in my chest, I clicked into the app and took a look.

Ivy. 42. Into free use.

I didn’t know what free use was, but the pictures she’d posted of herself in various states of undress with various toys made me pretty certain that whatever she was into, I would be into it too.

She’d also sent me a message

“Send me a picture of your cock fully erect. A stroking video would be even better.”

That was it, nothing else. The directness of the message made me hot and pretty much got me hard straight away.

I had never sent a cock pic, so this was a new thing for me. Did I just send the cock, or did she want to see my face, or if it was a video, did she want to see me come?

A few beers later, I decided to just go for it and see what happened.

Settling on the bed, I pulled my jeans open, reached into my boxers and pulled out my cock. I’m proud of my cock. It’s not the biggest in the world, but it gets the job done. But if I was going to send a pic, then it had better be nice and hard, I thought.

The plan was to watch some porn while I stroked, but while checking the app, I clicked on Ivy’s pics and just started stroking. One picture in particular struck me. She was bent over a counter, one leg up on it so that you could see how wet she was, her fingers deep inside her. As I looked at it, I could feel my cock getting harder and harder and my fingers wrapped around my cock and stroked it up to full strength. My finger moved over to the record button and a box appeared in the corner, showing me my cock, curving through my fingers. I turned my attention back to her picture and imagined how good it would feel to press my cock into her pussy instead of her fingers and hear her moan for me to go faster and make her come.

My body shook, and I came, spurting out a load of cum that shot up and then splashed down over my hand, a groan escaping from my lips. I suddenly became aware that I was still recording and hit the stop button, but my finger also hit the send button at the same time, and away the file went to Ivy.

It was too late to worry now about the vid, it was gone and there was nothing I could do about it.

I sat there for five minutes, waiting for a reply. Then I cleaned myself up, had a shower and came back and checked the app.

“You have 1 new message.”

A five-minute audio file of Ivy coming loudly while watching my video. About thirty seconds into it, I was stroking again and coming with her. Fuck, she sounded hot.

So, for a first-time cock video, not too bad a result after all.
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The next day she sent me her address, followed by the text “Turn up at 18:00. The door will be open. Come in and fuck me.” You can imagine how excited I was, my cock standing to attention and my heart thumping at the prospect of turning my stroking fantasy into a reality.

The day passed slowly, like it was trying to edge me, but eventually it was time to head to the address. I was nervous and excited and horny as hell and as I pulled the car up outside the house, I had to stop and breathe. Then, pulling myself together, I straightened up and headed inside.

[image: image-placeholder]

If you want to read more, get Taming Ivy at

http://mybook.to/TamingIvyFlower
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