
        
            
                
            
        

    
CHAPTER 1

What’s better than pizza? Pizza after sex. And what’s better than sex? A free use quickie with no strings attached. At least, that was my boss’s logic when he set up the first ever Free Use Pizza Delivery service in the small town of Jupiter, Florida.

Jupiter is one of the richest towns in the country, maybe the world. Full of sprawling golf courses and flanked on one side by beautiful beaches, it’s no wonder it’s such a popular destination for ex-professional athletes and retired finance giants.

To be honest, pizza delivery was not high on my list of ideal careers. I don’t think it was on the list at all. But when my husband was indicted on federal charges for misuse of company funds and fled the country to South America, taking all of our savings with him, I didn’t have a lot of options as a 35-year old woman who majored in communications and hadn’t worked in over a decade.

Maybe I had made the wrong decision when I married Jim all those years ago. Maybe there were signs I should have noticed. But our kids didn’t choose him, and they deserved to eat healthy, go to the best schools, go on nice vacations, and live the best lives that money could buy. And dammit, I was going to give it to them, hell or high water.

“$250/hr plus tips” had seemed like a typo when I first saw the listing. “Don’t they mean $2.50? I wonder if they also cover gas mileage,” I remember myself wondering to myself. But curiosity got the best of me, so I called their number to inquire, and when Gino confirmed it was correct I nearly signed up on the spot.

“Don’t you want to know why you get paid so much?” he had asked.

I paused, intrigued despite myself. “Why?” I asked, curious about this unusual arrangement.

Gino chuckled on the other end of the line. "Well, let's just say we offer a... unique perk to our customers. When you deliver, you're not just dropping off pizzas - you're providing a little extra something special."

He cleared his throat, sounding almost shy. "It's completely consensual, of course. The customer has five minutes of free use of your body whenever they accept the delivery. No touching outside those five minutes, no expectations beyond that. We screen all our drivers thoroughly, and make sure everyone understands the terms before they sign up. You will have to pass an...examination and bring us an STD test before you can be hired."

My mind reeled at the implications. Every single delivery entitled the recipient to five minutes of sex with me?

"Five minutes?" I repeated incredulously, trying to wrap my head around the concept. It sounded insane, yet somehow... tantalizingly appealing.

"Yeah, five minutes," Gino confirmed matter-of-factly. "That's all the time they need, usually. Most guys can't even last that long anyway." He laughed heartily at his own joke.

"But seriously, it's a win-win for both parties. Our customers get a hot meal and some release, and you get a hefty paycheck to support your family. Plus, if you like sex, you never have to worry about awkward dates or romantic entanglements. Just show up, drop off the pies, get fucked, collect your cash, and bounce."

"If you like sex," rang in my ears. I hadn't enjoyed sex in a while. Jim was not the most gracious or skilled lover. He had made up for it in other ways before he ran off, but our bedroom had not been the most satisfying place.

"Hmm," I thought aloud, weighing the pros and cons. "I was never much for casual sex, but if it pays this well..."

I hesitated, then decided to ask the question that had been burning in the back of my mind. "So, um, how many deliveries do I typically get per day?"

Gino snickered. "Oh, sweetheart, you'd be surprised. Jupiter's got more than its fair share of horny millionaires. On a busy night, you could easily rack up a dozen or more deliveries. Of course, it depends on the orders and your schedule, but trust me, you won't be bored."

A dozen? My heart skipped a beat at the prospect. That many men, each eager for a taste of me...

"How are the tips?" I asked.

"Tips are fantastic," Gino assured me. "Our customers are very generous. Some nights, you'll make triple the hourly rate in tips alone. And of course, there's always the possibility of repeat business - once a guy gets a taste, he tends to call us right back for more."

"So, when can I come in for an interview?" I found myself asking, my voice steady despite the whirlwind of thoughts inside my head.

"This Thursday," Gino replied promptly. "Bring a current STD test and wear something sexy if you want the job."


CHAPTER 2

That Thursday I found myself outside Gino's in my beat-up Honda, wondering if I could actually go through with this.

I took a deep breath and stepped out of the car, smoothing down my short white dress. It hugged my curves in all the right places, showing off my ample cleavage and toned legs. I had applied minimal makeup, just enough to accentuate my features without looking too done-up. My brown hair fell in loose waves down my back.

As I approached the door, it swung open before I could knock. Gino stood there, a wide grin splitting his face. He looked me up and down appreciatively, his eyes lingering on my chest before meeting mine again.

"Well hello!" he drawled, stepping aside to let me enter. "You've passed the eye test, that's for sure!"

I walked in, feeling a mix of nervousness and excitement. The air was thick with the scent of tomato sauce and melting mozzarella. Several people milled about behind the counter, prepping orders or chatting casually.

Gino led me to a back office, closing the door behind us. "Make yourself comfortable," he said, gesturing to a plush leather chair. "Let's get started."

He pulled out a folder filled with paperwork and began explaining the details of the job, from scheduling to payment to the rules surrounding the... extracurricular activities. I listened intently, my mind racing with the implications of it all.

When he finished, Gino leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers. "So, Courtney, tell me a bit about yourself. Why do you think you'd be a good fit for this line of work?"

I took a moment to collect my thoughts before speaking. "Honestly, I'm desperate for a way to provide for my family," I admitted, meeting Gino's gaze directly. "And I'm not naive about sex or human nature. If anything, this setup seems like a more straightforward, less emotionally complicated way to earn a living than being a gold digger."

I paused, considering my next words carefully. "Plus, I have to admit... the idea of being desired, of having men crave my body, is kind of a turn-on. Even if it's just for a few minutes at a time."

Gino nodded approvingly. "That's exactly the right attitude. We're looking for women who understand the deal and can roll with it. So, tell me, Courtney - are you ready to take the final test?"

My pulse quickened at the mention of a test. "What kind of test?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

Gino smiled enigmatically as he pulled out a timer and set it to 5 minutes. Then he stood up and unzipped his pants before pulling his cock out.

I stared at Gino's erect penis, my mouth going dry. This was really happening. In a split second, I weighed my options - refuse, run away screaming, or play along. But what choice did I have? I needed this job desperately.

His cock bobbed up and down as he approached me, its hardness growing by the second.

I felt a surge of adrenaline mixed with trepidation as Gino loomed over me, his naked arousal mere inches from my face. I knew I should feel disgusted, but instead, a thrill of excitement coursed through my veins. My body seemed to move of its own accord, leaning forward until his cock brushed against my lips.

Without thinking, I parted them slightly, letting him slide into the warm cavern of my mouth. Gino groaned in pleasure, his hands coming to rest on either side of my head as he began to thrust gently, setting a rhythm for me to follow.

I relaxed my jaw and let him fuck my mouth, my tongue swirling around the base of his shaft as he pushed deeper. The salty tang of his precum mingled with the metallic taste of my saliva. I could hear the wet slap of skin on skin, punctuated by Gino's ragged breathing and the occasional grunt of satisfaction.

As the seconds ticked by, I grew bolder, sucking harder and applying gentle pressure with my lips. Gino's grip tightened on my hair, guiding my head faster, urging me to take him deeper still. I felt his balls tighten against my chin, signaling his impending climax. With a muffled cry, he came hard, pumping spurt after spurt of hot cum down my throat.

I swallowed every drop, savoring the musky flavor and the sense of power it gave me to bring my new boss to such heights of pleasure.

When Gino finally pulled out, I sat back in the chair, panting softly. My cheeks were flushed, and my lips tingled from the rough handling. I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and accomplishment at having pleased him so thoroughly. Suddenly, the timer went off.

Gino tucked himself back into his pants, zipping up with a satisfied smirk. "Made it just in time! Welcome to the team, Courtney," he said, extending a hand to help me up. "You're hired."

As we left the office, I couldn't shake the feeling that my life was about to change in ways I couldn't yet imagine. But one thing was certain - I was ready for whatever came next.


CHAPTER 3

I stood near the back of the kitchen, waiting for my first ever order to come through. It was my first day and I couldn't wait to complete my first delivery. Maybe it would calm my wild nerves.

Just then, the phone rang, piercing the hum of activity in the kitchen. One of the cooks answered, listening for a moment before turning to Gino with a nod. "Order up! Delivery to the Mar a Vista Estates, house number 1429. Special instructions: Hurry it up, they're antsy."

1429 Mar a Vista Estates. I memorized the address as Gino handed me a steaming hot pizza box. The aroma of melted cheese and savory toppings wafted up, making my stomach growl with hunger.

I grabbed the insulated bag containing the pizza and headed out to my car, parked nearby. As I drove through the gates of the exclusive Mar a Vista Estates community, I couldn't help but marvel at the opulence surrounding me. Towering palm trees lined the winding streets, their fronds rustling in the breeze. Every house was a sprawling mansion, their windows gleaming like diamonds under the afternoon sun.

I followed the GPS to 1429, pulling up to a massive estate with a circular driveway. The front door opened before I even turned off the engine, revealing a tall, muscular man in golf attire.

I put the car in park and climbed out, grabbing the pizza box and giving the customer my best smile. "Delivery for Mr. Woods, correct?"

"Right here," he replied, taking the box from me. His large hands enveloped mine briefly, sending a jolt of electricity through my system. I quickly withdrew, feeling a blush rise to my cheeks.

"I appreciate the speedy service," Mr. Woods said, glancing at his watch. "Are you going to come inside?"

"Oh, yes!" I replied as I followed him into the foyer in my heels and short white dress. There was no uniform for Free Use Pizza, Gino had just recommended we wear something sexy with easy access.

I pulled out the 5 minute time from my purse and looked at Mr. Woods in the eye. "Are you ready, sir?"

Mr. Woods nodded, undoing his belt before he let his pants fall to the floor. I clicked the timer, our five minutes had begun.

He stepped out of his pants and briefs, fully nude now, his erect cock standing proudly at attention. I swallowed hard, my mouth watering at the sight. Mr. Woods's physique was impressive, broad shoulders tapering down to a lean waist, and a chiseled six-pack leading below the beltline.

He led me to a small table in the foyer and placed my hands on it before hiking up my dress and pulling down my panties.

I gasped as the cool air hit my bare bottom, exposed to Mr. Woods's hungry gaze. He grasped my hips firmly, pulling me closer to him until the tip of his cock nudged against my slick entrance.

Looking back into his eyes, I nodded, giving him permission to proceed. With a low groan, he pushed forward, sinking into me inch by delicious inch. I bit my lip, savoring the stretch and fullness he provided. Once he was fully seated, we both stilled for a moment, relishing the intimate connection.

Then, with a slow, deliberate pace, Mr. Woods began to move, withdrawing almost all the way before plunging back in. The sensation was intoxicating, each thrust sending waves of pleasure coursing through my core. I rocked my hips to meet his, lost in the primal rhythm of our coupling.

Mr. Woods's strong hands gripped my ass, kneading the flesh as he picked up speed. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the foyer, mingling with our heavy breathing and the occasional moan. I could feel his thick cock stretching me, hitting depths I never knew existed.

Lost in the haze of lust, I reached back to play with my clit, rubbing circles around the sensitive nub as he pounded into me. The added stimulation sent shockwaves of ecstasy rippling through my body, making my inner walls clench tightly around him.

I looked down at the timer, only one minute left. As a free use girl, I wasn't allowed to give commands. But I silently willed him to fuck me harder, deeper, so that I wouldn't be left wanting after this little session.

I arched my back, pushing my ass further into Mr. Woods's grasp as he pistoned in and out of me with increased fervor. The pressure built rapidly, coiling tighter and tighter in my belly. I could feel my orgasm approaching, the telltale tingle starting at the base of my spine.

With a final, powerful thrust, Mr. Woods buried himself to the hilt, grinding against my clit as he erupted inside me. The sensation of his hot seed filling me triggered my own climax, and I cried out, my vision blurring as wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed over me.

The timer went off just as I finished shaking through the aftershocks, leaving us both breathless and spent. Mr. Woods slowly pulled out, allowing my legs to tremble back into place beneath me.

I straightened my dress, smoothing out the wrinkles, while Mr. Woods fastened his pants. We exchanged smiles, both of us looking a bit dazed from the intensity of our encounter.

"Thank you for the... enthusiastic delivery," he said, chuckling. "You've certainly earned your tip today."

I laughed, feeling a warmth spread through me at his words. "It's all part of the service," I replied with a wink.

With a final nod, Mr. Woods handed me a stack of twenties and ushered me out, closing the door behind me. As I walked back to my car, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and accomplishment. Not only had I completed my first delivery, but I'd also given a very satisfied customer an unforgettable experience.

I slipped into the driver's seat, counting the bills as I settled in. $200, not bad for five minutes' work. I started the engine, pulling out of the estate and back onto the winding streets of Mar a Vista.

As I drove, I couldn't stop grinning. This was exactly what I needed - a chance to break free from the monotony of my old life and embrace something new, exciting, and unpredictable. And judging by the look on Mr. Woods's face, I had a feeling there would be many more adventures like this one in my future.

When I arrived back at the restaurant there were two new deliveries waiting for me.

I took a deep breath, mentally preparing myself for whatever lay ahead. Two more chances to bring joy (and relief) to eager customers. I grabbed the orders, double-checking the addresses and special instructions.

First up was a delivery to a Mr. Davis, a first-time customer of Free Use Pizza.

555 Oakwood Drive. I navigated the suburban streets, following the GPS to the gated community, somehow even fancier than the last.

The estate was even larger than Mr. Woods's, with manicured lawns and a sparkling pool visible from the street. I parked near the entrance and grabbed the pizza boxes, ringing the doorbell.

After a moment, the door swung open to reveal a tall, slender man in his early 40s, wearing joggers and a t-shirt. He flashed a warm smile, his kind eyes crinkling at the corners. He was handsome in an effortless way, and I felt myself immediately drawn to him.

"Hi Mr. Davis! I'm Courtney with Free Use Pizza, here to deliver your order," I said, extending the box toward him. He took it, his fingers brushing against mine, sending a pleasant shiver up my arm.

"Thanks so much, Courtney. Please, come on in, you can call me Jack," he invited, stepping aside to let me enter. As I passed by, I caught a whiff of his clean, masculine scent, which only heightened my awareness of his presence.

After setting the pizza boxes on a nearby table, Jack laid down on the expensive rug lining the center of his foyer.

He patted his chest, gesturing for me to sit on top of him. My heart skipped a beat as I hesitated for a moment, started the 5-minute timer, then sank down onto his chest. His arms grabbed my ass and pulled me higher until I was sitting on his face.

Oh god, oh god, this is really happening, I thought, my mind racing as Jack hiked my dress up and pulled my panties aside. I could feel the heat radiating from his cheeks against my most intimate area. His tongue flicked out, tracing the outline of my pussy lips before delving between them, seeking out my clit.

A soft moan escaped my lips as Jack's talented mouth worked its magic, sending jolts of pleasure shooting through my body. One hand slid up to cup my breast, thumbing my nipple through the thin fabric of my dress as the other continued to grip my ass, holding me in place for his oral ministrations.

My head fell back, hair cascading down my back as I surrendered to the sensations, rocking my hips against his face in time with his licks and sucks.

Jack's skillful tongue danced over my clit, circling and flicking the sensitive bud until I was panting and writhing above him. His hands roamed my body, squeezing and kneading my curves, igniting a fire within me that threatened to consume me whole.

Just as I was teetering on the edge, about to tumble into oblivion, Jack stuck a finger in my asshole.

The sudden intrusion made me gasp, my body tensing up in surprise. But instead of discomfort, a strange, pleasurable sensation began to build in my lower belly. Jack continued to tease my clit with his tongue, adding another finger to my ass as he pumped them in and out.

I could feel myself getting wetter, my juices dripping down onto his chin and neck. The dual stimulation was driving me wild, pushing me closer and closer to the brink of climax. DING DING DING the timer went off and I quickly silenced it.

My nails dug into Jack's shoulders as I rode his face, chasing the elusive high.

"Fuck!" I whimpered, my voice barely above a whisper. "I'm gonna..." But before I could finish the sentence, a powerful orgasm ripped through me, causing me to arch my back and scream out in ecstasy.

Jack held me steady as I shook and spasmed above him, milking every last drop of pleasure from my quivering body.

When the waves finally subsided, I collapsed next to him, gasping for air.

"I... wow," I managed to stammer after a few moments, my voice hoarse from screaming. "That was incredible." I looked over at him, my eyes meeting his, and smiled shyly. "Thank you, Jack."

He returned my smile, his gaze warm and appreciative. "I just hope the pizza tastes as good as you do." With that, he gave my rear a gentle squeeze before helping me to my feet. I smoothed down my dress, trying to look presentable again despite the lingering flush on my cheeks.

He handed me a tip before I gathered my things and headed for the door. I remember myself thinking, "God, I hope he orders again and I get to return the favor."

As I stepped out into the crisp evening air, I couldn't help but replay the intense encounter with Jack in my mind. The way his tongue had explored my most intimate places, the thrill of being taken by surprise by his probing finger, the sheer bliss of surrendering to the overwhelming pleasure...

Shaking my head to clear the erotic haze, I climbed back into my car and started the engine. Time to get back to reality and focus on the next delivery. But as I pulled away from the curb, I found myself glancing back at Jack's house, wondering if fate would bring me back to his doorstep soon.

Next up was a delivery to the local gym, where a group of rowdy college guys had apparently ordered a few pies to fuel their post-workout celebration. I chuckled to myself, imagining the scene awaiting me.

As I pulled into the parking lot, the sounds of raucous laughter and music spilled out of the building, mingling with the scent of sweat and testosterone. I took a moment to collect myself, adjusting my dress and putting on my best "free use pizza girl" smile before heading inside.

The gym was in disarray, towels strewn everywhere and personal items scattered across benches.

I followed the noise to a large common area where a group of muscular young men were lounging around on weight benches and couches. They eyed me up and down as I approached, their gazes hungry and lecherous.

"Yo, pizza chick!" one of them called out, a tall, blond guy with a chiseled jawline. "Get over here on all fours."

I rolled my eyes playfully. "Only if you promise to behave yourselves," I teased, setting the pizzas down on a nearby table.

The guys all whooped and cheered, clearly excited by the prospect of some female attention.

I started the five-minute timer and slowly got down on my knees, placing my hands on the cool tile floor as instructed. The guys crowded around, their bodies towering over me, making me acutely aware of how small and vulnerable I looked in comparison.

Before I could react, a pair of strong hands lifted my dress and gripped my thighs, spreading them apart. I gasped as a thick, hard cock pressed against my entrance, the tip nudging insistently at my folds.

"Oh fuck, she's so tight for a MILF," he groaned, and then I felt the blunt head begin to push inside, stretching me wide around its girth.

"Ah!" I cried out, my back arching as the massive cock invaded my already sensitive pussy. It was like nothing I'd ever experienced before - hot, throbbing, and incredibly deep.

The guy grunting behind me picked up speed, pumping in and out of me with ruthless efficiency. Each thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure coursing through my body, making my breasts bounce and my clit throb.

I heard the others cheering him on, their voices growing louder and more urgent as they watched the spectacle unfolding before them. One of them kneeled in front of my face and shoved his cock into my mouth. The rest started stroking themselves in time to the one pounding me from behind.

The dual assault on my senses was almost too much to bear. The thick shaft plowing into my core, the salty taste of precum on my tongue, the rough hands groping my tits and ass - it was a sensory overload that left me dizzy with lust.

As the guy fucking me gained momentum, I could feel my orgasm building once more, coiling tightly in my belly like a spring ready to snap. The pressure mounted until finally, with a strangled cry, I came undone.

My inner walls clamped down around the cock buried inside me, milking it for all it was worth as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me. At the same time, I sucked harder on the dick in my mouth, swallowing the load that erupted down my throat with a primal grunt.

As the timer went off I found myself showered with hot cum from the "audience."

The thick ropes of semen splattered across my back, shoulders, and tangled hair, marking me as thoroughly claimed by these lust-crazed young studs. I lay there, trembling and spent, as they celebrated their victory with triumphant whoops and high-fives.

Finally, the blond guy withdrew from my still-quivering pussy, giving my ass a playful slap before standing up. "Damn, that was fun," he grinned, wiping a trickle of cum from his balls with a towel. "You're the best one yet."

The others nodded in agreement as I stood up, brushing cum off my dress and smoothing my hair back into place. Suddenly it made a lot of sense why the restaurant had a shower, and Gino had asked me to bring a few spare changes of clothes.

Back at the restaurant, I grabbed a fresh set of clothes from my bag and headed towards the showers.

Rinsing off under the warm spray, I couldn't help but reflect on the surreal nature of my job. Just a week ago, I'd been a normal mom, going about my mundane routine, trying to find a job to support my kids. Now, I was a sexual plaything, used and enjoyed by strangers in the name of satisfying their base desires.

And yet, despite the initial shock and discomfort, I had to admit that it had been exhilarating. There was something thrilling about surrendering control, about letting go of inhibitions and embracing the raw, animalistic aspects of human sexuality. And besides all that, I was already up $700 for the evening, for not a whole lot of work.

After drying off and changing into a clean outfit, I sauntered back out to the kitchen, feeling refreshed and rejuvenated. The other girls eyed me curiously as I passed by, no doubt wondering what kind of tips I'd scored during my shift.

Gino spotted me and waved me over, a knowing smirk playing on his lips. "How'd it go, baby? Make us proud?"

I flashed him a sly grin, leaning in close to whisper, "Let's just say those college boys won't be forgetting this pizza delivery anytime soon."

Gino chuckled, patting my cheek affectionately. "That's our girl! And get this - your first night and you've already got a repeat customer!"

"A repeat customer?" I raised an eyebrow, intrigued. "Who is it?"

Gino leaned in conspiratorially, lowering his voice. "Mr. Davis. The wealthy man at 555 Oakwood Drive."

555 Oakwood Drive... I remembered that address well. It belonged to none other than Jack, the handsome stranger who had me sit on his face just a mere hour earlier.

I felt a flutter in my stomach at the memory of Jack's skilled tongue and fingers, and the way he had brought me to such intense pleasure. Jack must have requested me again, eager for another taste of my willing body.

"Well, isn't that interesting," I purred, a mischievous glint in my eye. "I wonder what he has in store for me this time."

Gino winked at me knowingly. "Only one way to find out."

20 minutes later, I pulled up to the opulent mansion, a fresh pepperoni pizza balanced on my arm. Before I even had a chance to knock, the door swung open to reveal Jack himself, looking devastatingly handsome like usual.

"Right on time," he smiled, taking the pizza from me and leading me inside. "Come on in, Courtney."

As we entered the grand foyer, I couldn't help but once again marvel at the lavish decor and impeccable taste that seemed to permeate every aspect of Jack's home. It was a far cry from the humble apartment I shared with my two daughters.

"Please lie down on the carpet, face down," Jack whispered into my ear.

Without hesitation, I started the timer and complied, sinking onto the plush rug and resting my chest on the soft fibers. The cool air caressed my heated skin as I waited for Jack's next command, my heart racing with anticipation.

Moments later, I felt his hands spreading my ass cheeks apart and tongue dart out at my asshole.

My breath caught in my throat as Jack's tongue probed gently at my puckered hole, the sensation both foreign and intensely pleasurable. He worked his way deeper, lapping and sucking at my rim with increasing fervor, sending shivers His persistence paid off, and I felt my anal sphincter start to relax, allowing his probing tongue better access. Soon enough, I was pushing back against him, craving more of that delicious friction.

Jack continued to feast on my anus while simultaneously plunging his fingers into my dripping cunt, pumping in and out in a steady rhythm. The dual stimulation pushed me closer and closer to the edge, my moans growing louder and more desperate.

"Oh fuck, oh god yes!" I cried out, my hips bucking wildly as Jack's fingers curled inside me, rubbing that magic spot deep within. The relentless tongue action on my ass only heightened the sensations, leaving me teetering on the brink of a monumental climax.

With a final, powerful thrust of his fingers, Jack sent me hurtling over the precipice into a mind-shattering orgasm. My entire body convulsed, waves of electrifying bliss crashing over me as I screamed his name in ecstasy. Through it all, his tongue never ceased its relentless assault on my spasming rear entrance, drawing out every last tremor of pleasure.

The timer went off with a DING and Jack pumped his fist. "Beat the timer this time!" he exclaimed triumphantly.

Panting heavily, I rolled over onto my back, a dazed expression on my face. Jack loomed above me, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction as he helped me sit up.

"You did amazing, Courtney," he praised, brushing a strand of sweat-dampened hair from my forehead. "I'm sure you'll be seeing me again really soon."

Two minutes later, I walked out of Jack's mansion with a huge smile on my face and another wad of cash in hand. This gig was turning out to be a hell of a lot more lucrative than I ever could have imagined. And the clients were way more friendly than I had expected.

That is, until I got to the next house and was greeted by three middle-aged men in bathrobes, all wearing masks that covered the top part of their faces.

I approached the door, flashing my brightest smile. "Hi there! Your pizza's here!"

"Well aren't you a pretty little thing," one of the men leered, stepping aside to let me enter. As I crossed the threshold, I noticed the foyer was dimly lit, with candles flickering on every surface. The air was heavy with the scent of incense and something muskier, more primal.

"Welcome to our den of sin," the man chuckled, closing the door behind me. "We've been waiting for you, sweetheart."

"What ambience you've created," I muttered as I set the pizzas down and started the timer.

"On your knees, free use girl," said the first man.

Without hesitation, I sank to my knees before the trio, looking up at them through lowered lashes. Their robes parted, revealing thick, erect cocks. The men's eyes raked over my body hungrily as they stroked themselves.

"Good girl," the leader purred, guiding his member to rest against my lips. "Open wide and show us how much you love being our little cumslut."

Before I knew it I had one cock in my mouth and one in each hand.

The man in my mouth fucked my face roughly, gripping my hair as he thrust in and out, hitting the back of my throat and nearly triggering my gag reflex each time.

Suddenly he tensed, his hips jerking forward as he erupted down my gullet. I swallowed around him, milking every drop as he filled my mouth with his hot seed. Without hesitation another took his place and started fucking my mouth even rougher.

Tears ran down my cheeks as he struggled to fit his whole length into my throat.

The third man watched intently, his own erection bobbing with each stroke of my hand. When the second man finished emptying his balls into my mouth, he stepped back and let the third take over, shoving his massive cock past my lips without preamble.

I gagged and choked as he forced his way deeper, my vision blurring from lack of oxygen. But still, I sucked and slurped, determined to please them all, even as tears streamed down my face and snot dripped from my nose.

He shoved his cock in as far as it go and held my head there. I struggled to breathe through my nose as he found his release, pumping all of his hot cum directly down the back of my throat.

Finally, he let go of my head and I gasped for air, coughing and sputtering as I tried to clear my burning throat. The men stood over me, admiring their handiwork - me, a thoroughly debased mess, covered in spit, slobber, snot, and their combined semen.

"Look at you, so beautifully wrecked," the leader sneered, reaching down to scoop some of the jizz dripping from my chin.

I looked down at the timer, still two minutes left. These guys were quick! Thank God. I wasn’t sure how much more my throat could have taken.

I wiped the remnants of their loads from my face and stood up. They handed me a wad of cash before leading me out the door.

Next up was a modest house in a suburban neighborhood. After making sure my face was clean and putting on a little makeup I parked my car in the driveway and approached the door. Before I could even knock, the door swung open to reveal a young man who couldn't have been a day over eighteen. Checking his ID confirmed this was almost the case.

The boy's eyes widened as he took in my appearance, lingering on the curves of my breasts and the way my skirt hugged my hips. He reached out a trembling hand to accept the pizza box, his gaze never leaving mine.

"Uh, are you going to come in?" he stammered, clearly flustered by my presence. Despite his youth, there was an unmistakable hunger in his eyes, a desire that went beyond just the food.

"Of course, honey," I replied, sauntering past him into the house

Once inside, I turned to face him, letting my skirt ride up slightly to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of thigh. "Shall we get started?" I clicked the timer to start the five minutes.

The boy nodded eagerly, his Adam's apple bobbing as he swallowed hard. He pulled down his shorts and boxers, revealing an already erect penis.

"What-what do I do next?" he asked nervously.

"Honey, I'm free use for the next five minutes, you do whatever you want," I replied.

The boy's eyes sparkled with excitement and anticipation. He approached me slowly, his small hands reaching out to caress my thighs, then inching higher to cup my breasts through my top.

Leaning in, he pressed his lips to mine in a clumsy but enthusiastic kiss, his tongue darting out to taste me. I wrapped an arm around his waist, guiding him as he fumbled with the hem of my skirt.

His eager hands pushed my panties aside and plunged two fingers into my wet heat.

I let out a soft moan, arching my back to meet his touch. The boy pumped his fingers rapidly, his thumb rubbing circles on my clit as he explored my depths. His breath came in short pants against my neck, hot and urgent.

Suddenly, he spun me around and bent me over the arm of a nearby couch, hiking up my skirt. I braced myself against the cushions, feeling the cool leather beneath my breasts as he positioned himself behind me.

His cock nudged against my entrance and he thrust forward, burying himself deep inside me in one swift motion.

I cried out in surprise at the sudden invasion, my inner walls clenching around the boy's throbbing shaft. He froze for a moment, panting heavily as he adjusted to my tightness.

Then, with a low groan, he began to move, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. The force of his thrusts rocked my body, the couch creaking in protest. I could feel every ridge and vein of his young cock stretching me open, claiming me as his.

The boy's pace grew frantic, his hips slapping against my ass as he chased his climax. With three minute left on the timer he found it, pumping his hot seed into my womb.

I felt the warm spurts coating my insides as he emptied himself into me, his cries of pleasure muffled against my shoulder. I ground back against him, milking every last drop from his spent member.

As the aftershocks subsided, the boy collapsed against me, both of us panting harshly. I reached back to gently stroke his hair, offering what comfort I could after the short but intense encounter. With a contented sigh, he pulled out and stepped away, leaving me to straighten my clothes and collect my things. Another successful delivery under my belt.

Ten minutes later, I walked into the Pizza Palace, still reeling from the intense encounters. Gino looked up from his post, raising an eyebrow at the sight of me. "Well? How is the second half of your shift going?"

I gave Gino a smile. It was a weary, satisfied smile, tinged with a hint of exhaustion but also a spark of excitement. Gino nodded approvingly, sensing that I had indeed delivered exceptional service once again.

"Guess what?" he asked, leaning against the counter with a smirk.

“What?” I replied casually.

"Mr. Davis made another order," Gino announced, a mischievous glint in his eye. "I guess he's not done with you for the evening yet."

My heart skipped a beat at the mention of Mr. Davis' name. That man had brought me to climax twice using only his mouth, and I hadn't even seen his cock yet. I could only imagine what kind of "delivery" he had in store for me this time.

"Well, I suppose I should get going then," I said, trying to sound nonchalant despite the butterflies fluttering in my stomach. I grabbed my keys and headed out the door, mentally preparing myself for whatever lay ahead.

15 minutes later, I pulled up to Jack Davis' sprawling estate, the gravel crunching beneath my tires as I parked in front of the imposing iron gates.

As I approached the door with his pizza it swung open. "Ah, once again, right on time," Jack purred, his piercing blue eyes roaming over my body appreciatively. He took the pizza box from me and set it aside, his large hands closing around my wrists instead.

"I trust you enjoyed our little... interlude earlier?" he asked, his voice low and suggestive. Without waiting for a response, he tugged me inside and kicked the door shut behind us.

I giggled at his question. "Yeah, I've never had my ass eaten out before. It was pretty intense."

"Glad to hear that," Jack replied as he let go of my wrists. "I aim to please. Now, there's just one hole of yours that I haven't tasted yet."

I started the timer as he gripped my waist and gave me a searing kiss, pulling me close.

His hands roamed my body, sliding up under my shirt to palm my breasts while his tongue dominated my mouth. I melted into the kiss, my nipples hardening against his calloused skin.

He broke the kiss to trail his lips down my neck, nipping and sucking at the sensitive flesh. Reaching the hollow of my throat, he dipped his head lower, his breath hot against my cleavage.

With a deft flick of his fingers, he unclasped my bra and tossed it aside, freeing my breasts. He took a nipple between his teeth, rolling it with his tongue as his other hand kneaded the soft mound.

I arched my back, pressing my chest further into his greedy mouth. He lavished attention on each breast in turn, suckling and nibbling until they were swollen and aching. As he worked, his skilled fingers found the zipper of my skirt and dragged it slowly down, exposing my lace panties to his hungry gaze.

4 minutes remaining...

Jack hooked his fingers into the waistband of my panties and yanked them down, letting them pool around my ankles. I stepped out of them, now completely bare before him.

He shed his pants and underwear, revealing his absolutely massive cock. Without a doubt the biggest of the night, probably the biggest I’ve ever seen.

3 minutes...

My eyes widened at the sheer size of his erection, thick and veiny with a prominent bulge at the tip. I licked my lips, suddenly parched with desire. Mr. Davis chuckled, a deep rumble in his chest, as if reading my mind.

He grasped his heavy cock and stroked it a few times, smearing pre-cum along the length. Then, with a predatory gleam in his eye, he used both arms to lift me up by my ass, positioning his large cock at my entrance.

"You ready for this, sweetheart?" he growled, his hot breath washing over my face. I nodded, my pulse racing with anticipation. With a single powerful thrust, he buried himself balls-deep inside me, stretching me wide around his girth.

2 minutes...

I screamed in ecstasy as he filled me, my nails digging into his shoulders. He held me steady, giving me a moment to adjust to his immense size before starting to move. Each powerful stroke sent shockwaves through my core, his thick cock hitting spots I didn't know existed.

1 minute...

Panting and moaning, we moved together in perfect sync, the room echoing with the slap of flesh on flesh. I could feel his cock throbbing inside me, growing even harder with every plunge.

30 seconds...

The pressure built to a crescendo as he pounded into me relentlessly, his pubic bone grinding against my clit with each thrust. I was teetering on the edge, my orgasm looming like a tidal wave.

10 seconds...

With a final, brutal slam, he triggered my climax. I convulsed around him, my pussy clamping down on his cock as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

DING the timer started to go off and I threw it against the wall, shattering it into a hundred little pieces.

"KEEP! FUCKING! ME!" I commanded, breaking every rule of the free use pizza delivery service.

"As you wish!" he yelled as he started to thrust again. My body shuddered as he filled me completely, hitting every spot.

Jack continued to pound into me with reckless abandon, his mouth capturing mine in a searing kiss the whole time. I lost track of time, my mind consumed by the overwhelming sensations coursing through my body. His cock was a relentless force, driving me towards new heights of ecstasy with every stroke.

Just when I thought I couldn't take anymore, he suddenly stilled, his thick shaft pulsating inside me as he erupted in a torrent of hot cum. The feeling of his seed flooding my depths pushed me over the edge once more, and I came undone in his arms, screaming his name as I rode out the aftershocks of our shared climax. Exhausted but sated, he gently pulled my small frame off his cock and laid me down on a nearby couch.

I lay there on the plush leather sofa, catching my breath as Jack cleaned me up with gentle strokes of a warm cloth. The afterglow of our intense coupling still lingered, making my limbs feel heavy and content.

I saw my phone ringing, it was Gino. I sent it to voicemail.

"So, did you just quit your job?" he asked, his tone light and teasing as he surveyed the broken timer all over his foyer floor. I managed a weak chuckle, propping myself up on my elbows to look at him.

"Maybe," I admitted with a sly grin, running a hand through Jack’s disheveled hair. "I think I might be addicted to your cock."

Jack wrapped an arm around my waist, pulling me close as he leaned in to whisper in my ear. "Trust me, the feeling is mutual."

We spent the rest of the evening lounging on the couch, exploring each other's bodies in a leisurely pace, and eating pizza. No rush, no need to hurry. Just enjoying the afterglow and each other's company. The pizza wasn’t half bad either.

Eventually, the sun began to set outside, casting a warm orange glow through the windows. I glanced at my watch, surprised to see it was already past midnight.

"I should probably get going, my babysitter needs to leave soon," I murmured, reluctantly extricating myself from Jack’s embrace.

He nodded, though his expression was clearly disappointed at the prospect of parting ways so soon. Rising from the couch, he helped me gather my scattered clothing and assisted me in getting dressed, his hands lingering on my curves as if reluctant to let go.

Once I was fully attired, he led me to the front door, opening it to reveal the cool night air. Taking my face in his hands, he captured my lips in a tender, lingering kiss.

I returned the kiss softly, savoring the taste of him one last time before reluctantly breaking away.

"Can I see you tomorrow?" I asked wistfully.

He smiled, a promise in his eyes. "Move in with me. I'll pay you half a million to stay with me for a year as my free use slave. I just can't get enough of your body."

I blinked in surprise at his proposition, my mind reeling at the staggering sum of money involved. Half a million dollars...it was almost too much to comprehend.

But as I looked into his eyes, I saw the genuine hunger and adoration reflected back at me. This wasn't just about the money; it was about being wanted, desired, cherished above all else.

"What about my daughters?" I whispered, my voice trembling with emotion.

His expression softened, concern etched across his features. "Of course they can move in as well. We can work something out, make sure they're taken care of, not exposed to our... special arrangement."

I considered his words, weighing the pros and cons in my mind. It was a lot to decide in such a short amount of time, but the idea of having a stable home, financial security, and a man who could fall in love with me was incredibly tempting. Either way, I’d be securing enough cash to keep us comfortable for a while.

"I'll do it," I said finally, a sense of excitement and trepidation mingling within me. "I'll move in with you, become your free use slave...for half a million dollars a year."

A triumphant smile spread across his face as he gathered me in his strong arms, spinning me around in a joyful circle. "Excellent choice, my love," he declared, planting a series of kisses upon my forehead, cheeks, and lips. "Together, we shall embark on a journey of unparalleled pleasure.”

Breaking apart, he reached into his pocket and produced a sleek black credit card, which he pressed into my hand. "This will cover any moving expenses. And don't worry about a thing - I'll ensure your daughters are well cared for, both financially and emotionally."

As I drove off, I couldn't stop smiling as I navigated through the quiet streets, the weight of the credit card in my purse serving as a tangible reminder of the incredible opportunity that lay ahead.

I knew some people would judge me harshly for accepting such a deal, but I didn't care. For the first time in years, I felt truly seen, truly desired. And as long as Jack kept his promises, I was willing to surrender myself completely to him, body and soul.


CHAPTER 4

Weeks later, as I watched my daughters play in the backyard, I couldn't help but marvel at how seamlessly everything had fallen into place. Our new home was spacious and luxurious, with ample room for us all to thrive. Jack had been true to his word, providing top-notch tutors for the girls and ensuring their every need was met.

And then there was him - my devoted master, my lover, my everything. Every day brought new delights, from the sensual massages he'd lavish upon me to the passionate encounters that left me breathless and satisfied.

Life had never been sweeter, and I knew without a doubt that I had made the right decision in becoming his free use slave. As I called out to the girls, urging them to come inside for dinner, I felt a profound sense of gratitude and contentment wash over me. I was finally home.
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