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Chapter One


Jamie's night took an unexpected turn when he spotted Michael walking down the street.

To be fair, it wasn't a perfect recreation of the screen version of Michael Myers. The mask was clearly a cheap knockoff, the facial features slightly too cartoonish, the hair a shade too brown, and the boilersuit was more navy than the authentic mechanic's gray. But Jamie knew immediately who they were meant to be. He'd watched Halloween enough times to recognize that distinctive silhouette anywhere.

The fact that the boilersuit was unzipped halfway down, revealing the unexpected sight of a fully filled black bikini top underneath, might also have caught his attention.

He stopped dead in his tracks, his cape swirling around him. Jim, who'd been walking behind him, checking his phone, nearly collided with his back.

"Jesus, mate. Come on, we're going to be late." Jim sidestepped around him, barely glancing up from his screen. "Stop standing around daydreaming."

They were on their way to the Loomis & Company Halloween party. Jamie had only been working at the accounting firm for three months and had been genuinely excited about his first company celebration. He'd spent weeks perfecting a screen-accurate 1931 Dracula costume—the high-collared cape, the medallion, even the specific cut of the formal evening wear beneath. He'd been proud of how it turned out, practically vibrating with anticipation for the party until Jim had shown up at his flat wearing faded jeans, a Metallica t-shirt, and a pair of plastic vampire fangs from the pound shop.

"Oh, you've got it all wrong," Jim had laughed, popping the fake fangs in and out of his mouth. "Loomis doesn't really go for the costume thing. It's more an excuse for everyone to get together and get absolutely smashed. Maybe someone puts on cat ears if they're feeling festive."

So the walk into town had turned decidedly depressing—at least until he'd spotted the woman dressed as Michael.

She must have sensed him staring because she stopped and slowly tilted her head to one side in that distinctively unnerving way. Then, maintaining that mechanical precision, she lifted her right hand to reveal a plastic kitchen knife. She made a deliberate stabbing gesture through the air—once, twice—before giving him a small nod and continuing down the road, her movements deliberately stiff and methodical.

Jim finally looked up from his phone, following Jamie's gaze to the retreating figure.

"What a weirdo," he said, then added with a leer. "Nice rack, though."

"Do you know what she was dressed as?" Jamie asked, unable to hide his disappointment.

"What?"

"The outfit she was wearing. Do you know who she was meant to be?" He gestured at his own elaborate costume. "Or who I'm meant to be, for that matter?"

Jim squinted at the woman's back, then at Jamie. "Some sexy boiler repair woman? And mate, I have absolutely no idea what the fuck you're dressed as. Count Dracula?"

"Bela Lugosi's Dracula, specifically," Jamie muttered, but Jim had already returned to his phone.

Jamie sighed and shook his head, watching the Michael Myers figure turn the corner ahead. Did he really want a night of forced small talk with drunk coworkers who wouldn't appreciate the three hours he'd spent getting his widow's peak just right?

Fuck it, he thought. I don't HAVE to go to this party.

Without another word, he headed after the woman, his cape billowing dramatically behind him.

"Hey! Hey, Jamie!" Jim called after him, genuine confusion in his voice now. "Where are you going?"

Jamie turned back briefly, walking backwards. "To see if I can find someone who actually knows what I'm dressed as."


Chapter Two


He was acutely conscious that he was following a woman down a darkened road at night while wearing a full Victorian cape. If it had been any other day but Halloween, he was certain someone would have stopped him by now, probably while dialing 911. The October fog was rolling in from the river, giving the streetlights an appropriately atmospheric halo.

Jamie hung back about twenty meters, not wanting to frighten her, and matched her deliberate pace. She walked with that same mechanical gait, staying in character even when she probably thought no one was watching. It wasn't entirely clear in his mind why he was following her, but he reasoned perhaps she was heading to a party—somewhere that might appreciate the effort that went into a proper costume. Somewhere that understood Halloween was more than just an excuse to drink warm beer in a conference room.

After about half a mile, she suddenly stopped and turned around.

Jamie braced himself. She was going to yell at him, call him a creep, tell him to fuck off. He'd deserve it too—what kind of person follows a stranger through the streets?

But instead, she raised one hand and waved him over with a slow, deliberate gesture.

Heart hammering, he walked up to her, consciously keeping his eyes up and not staring at her chest, though it was surprisingly difficult to maintain eye contact with someone wearing that blank, expressionless mask. Up close, he could see her eyes through the holes—they were green, with flecks of gold.

"Hey, I'm sorry," he began, words tumbling out. "I wasn't trying to be creepy. I was just going to this lame work party, and I saw your outfit and thought maybe you were heading somewhere better, somewhere that actually appreciates—"

Before he could ramble further, she raised her hand to his lips to silence him. Her finger was gentle against his mouth, and he caught the faint scent of vanilla perfume, incongruous with the horror costume. Then she beckoned him to follow with that same slow gesture and started back down the street.

For the next five minutes, they walked in complete silence. Jamie found it oddly relaxing. At work, people were always talking. About football, about their weekends, about television programs he'd never watched, always about nothing important. It made a refreshing change to just have some quiet. Just a vampire and a serial killer taking a nighttime stroll through the fog-shrouded streets.

Eventually, he could tell they must be nearing their destination. More costumed people appeared on the streets, and it looked like all of them had made a genuine effort. He spotted an incredibly detailed Xenomorph, complete with an extending inner jaw, a group dressed as the entire cast of The Rocky Horror Picture Show, and what appeared to be an anatomically accurate werewolf transformation frozen mid-change. Everyone had put real thought and craftsmanship into their appearance.

The woman stopped abruptly and pointed at a Victorian townhouse across the road. The small front garden was packed with cars, and warm light spilled from every window into the night. Music drifted out—not the typical party playlist, but what sounded like a vintage horror film soundtrack. This had to be where the party was.

She turned back to him and gently took his hand, turning it palm-up. Her touch was warm through the thin latex gloves she wore. Then she dropped a small object into his palm—a black cross, about two inches long, made of what felt like polished obsidian.

"What's this?" he asked, but she just pointed over at the house again. Then, without warning, she resumed her mechanical Michael Myers walk and stomped off towards the party, leaving him standing alone on the pavement.

“Am I really going to do this?” he thought. Just walk into some stranger's party, completely uninvited?

But he'd come this far, and the alternative was going home to watch horror films alone or showing up late to Jim's "sexy boiler repair woman" commentary. He closed his fingers around the small cross, took a breath, and crossed the street.

As he approached, he could see there was some sort of reception desk set up just inside the front door. Guests were checking in with a woman dressed as Frankenstein's Bride, and not a cheap costume shop version either. Her hair was teased into that iconic tower with the white lightning bolts; her makeup expertly corpse-like. She held a clipboard and was ticking names off a list with a fountain pen that appeared to be dripping fake blood.

It was only as he reached her that he realized the obvious problem: his name wouldn't be on that list. There was no chance he'd be allowed inside. He started to turn away, preparing to make an embarrassing retreat, but before he could move, she looked up at him and smiled, a disconcertingly warm expression on that death-pale face.

"Hi, welcome to Cherry's Freeuse Halloween Sex Party. Is this your first time?"


Chapter Three


Before Jamie could reply, the woman noticed the cross he was holding. She took it from him and placed it on a table beside the door.

"Oh, a new invite. You are in for SUCH a fun night. But first, the rules. Red ribbon on the wrist, you are happy to be used for anything except anal. Green ribbon, you are up for anything at all. No ribbon, you are either watching or the one going to do the using. I'm guessing you are going to be a no-ribbon, am I right?"

She flashed him a wicked smile, and Jamie felt his cock twitch in response.

"Uh, yeah. Sure."

"Then head on in. And be sure to thank the person who invited you after. Not everyone gets invited to a party like this. Public play is on the ground floor, private bedrooms upstairs."

“What the hell have I gotten myself into?” thought Jamie as he passed through the door and into the house.

The first thing he saw as he walked in was a French maid getting her pussy eaten out by a zombie. He had to admit the zombie outfit was impressive, but it was the French maid that took all his attention. She was straddling the kneeling zombie, her skirt pulled up, and grinding her pussy against his face. People were walking past the two of them as if it were a normal occurrence, and Jamie found himself passing by the two of them in the corridor and tried not to stare as she clamped her legs around the zombie and steadied herself against the wall.

Inside the house, it was even wilder.

In the front room, a mummy was doing a striptease while standing on a table, slowly unraveling her bandages to show off her nakedness below.

A man dressed as a werewolf was sitting in an armchair, and a Medusa was bent over his lap. He had his clawed hand buried deep in her pussy and was finger-fucking her hard. As he worked his fingers back and forth, the woman howled in pleasure, and the wolfman growled and snapped at the air.

The dining room had been transformed into a medical area. A doctor was bent over a woman tied to the dining table.

Nearby, a couple of werewolves were doing it doggy style, surrounded by a group of vampire women that seemed to be waiting for their turn.

And in one corner, Frankenstein’s monster was fucking Sleeping Beauty against the wall.

Jamie was still young, only twenty-five, but he liked to think he had been around and was quite worldly; but he had never seen anything like this.

For about ten minutes, he wandered around the house, taking it all in. As he watched a dominatrix Queen Victoria make a tentacle monster lick her toes, he felt movement beside him and a soft voice whisper in his ear.

"You haven't joined in yet."

He turned round to see a woman in her early twenties, with dark smoky eyes, black slicked-back hair, and the reddest lips he had ever seen.

"This is my first time. I'm just trying to take it all in."

"At least you dressed that part. Vera West would have been proud."

The comment took him aback. Who was this girl who knew who the costume designer on Dracula was?

"The woman at reception, she told you about the ribbons."

He nodded his head.

"So you know what this means?"

She held up her arm, a thin piece of green ribbon hanging from it.

"Up for anything?"

"Mmmmhmmm. Are you?"

She sank to her knees in front of him, her hands sliding along his legs and up to the zip at the top of his trousers. It was only then that he realized she was wearing a boilersuit that was half open.

"Your Michael? from earlier?"

Her hand rubbed against his crotch, her fingers squeezing.

"Yes. And you are Bela Lugosi."

Her palm slipped along the length of his cock.

"But I don't remember him being so well-hung."

He could feel the tips of her fingers tracing the outline, working out his size.

"My actual name is Michelle," she said, glancing up at him. "I thought it would be a fun play on words. Can I have this?"

She had glanced back down, her eyes now looking at the bulge forming in his trousers.

"Oh. Fuck, yes."

Michelle slid the zip down and reached inside his boxers, her soft fingers closing around his hardening cock and pulling him free.

"Oh. That's nice," she whispered almost to herself. "I love a nice thick cock."

She leaned in and ran her tongue around his head, licking at the tip. Jamie groaned as her hot tongue lapped at him, and then she took him into her mouth, her hand sliding up his shaft.

For a moment, he was fully aware that he was standing in a room full of strangers, some of them watching him getting his cock sucked. But then she dipped her head down and took him in her throat, and he no longer cared.

Her mouth felt incredible, the warmth and tightness of her throat around his head. Her tongue slid under his shaft, stroking him, and her free hand reached round to squeeze his ass.

Jamie was already feeling a pressure building in his cock and balls. Michelle was sucking him in perfect rhythm, her lips running up and down his shaft.

With her head bobbing back and forth, Michelle quickly brought him to full hardness. Jamie looked down and saw her staring up at him. She released him from her mouth and slowly started pumping him, her fingers running up and down his shaft.

"I love watching a man as I give him a blow job. That look in your eyes when you start to really enjoy yourself."

Her thump rubbed a little circle against the tip of his cock, and he felt a shot of electricity through his body.

"You should really take charge," she giggled as she slipped her lips once again over the head.

In general, Jamie was pretty easygoing. He let life happen to him. But at that moment, he knew exactly what he wanted and was going to take it.

He reached out and slipped his fingers into her hair, pulling her head back. She grinned up at him and opened her mouth, sticking her tongue out. Jamie slid his cock forward, gently slapping it against her tongue, and got a squeal of delight from her in return. He pushed her forward, his dick sliding across her tongue and hitting the back of her mouth.

He expected her to pull back, but instead, she opened wider and let him slide down her throat.

"Oh god," Jamie gasped as she took him to the hilt, her lips resting against the base of his cock.

"No gods here, only monsters," a white-haired woman laughed as she walked past, glancing down as Jamie slowly pulled back until his cock sprang from Michelle's lips.

Jamie took a step forward and thrust his hips, pushing his cock back into her mouth. Her tongue was dancing under his shaft, her hands moving to the backs of his legs.

"You want me to fuck your face?" he asked, and her eyes widened, and she nodded her head.

Jamie pushed his hips forward, sliding his dick deep inside her mouth. Then he pulled back and slammed it in again, Michelle's eyes rolling back. He started a rhythm, pumping his cock in and out of her mouth.

He had never had a blowjob like this before. The girls he had been with had usually gone to town on his cock, sucking and licking and bobbing their heads, but none had been so willing to let him just fuck their mouth, taking his cock down her throat with each thrust.

Michelle was moaning, her hands running up his legs and reaching his ass, squeezing. He could feel her fingers digging in and pressing him forward, deeper into her mouth.

"Look at her go," he heard someone say, and realized they had drawn a small crowd around them. A few people were content to just watch, but one couple beside them was getting more involved. The woman, dressed as a dead bride, was stroking her guy's cock as he watched, telling him that maybe he would get a go after.

Suddenly, Michelle pulled back, gasping for breath.

"Finish on my face," she begged.

Jamie didn't need telling twice. He wrapped his hand around his cock and pumped, the sight of her red lips and the smeared mascara under her eyes driving him crazy.

Michelle closed her eyes and stuck her tongue out, and Jamie came, a blast of cum hitting her face and running down her cheek.

"Yes. Give me that," she gasped. Her hand shot out and wrapped around his shaft, milking every drop of cum.

When he was finished, she opened her eyes and grinned up at him. Then she leaned in and lapped her tongue along the side of his dick, collecting the last few drops of cum.

"Mmmmhmmm," she murmured.

From the crowd, a girl dressed as a nun stepped forward and leaned down, and licked the cum off Michelle's face. She smiled up at him, her mouth red and glossy.

"Hopefully, you'll let a few more of us have a taste?"

He reached out and took Michelle's hand, helping her to her feet.

Suddenly, Jamie's knees felt weak, and he had to lean out and put his hand on the wall to steady himself. It passed in a few seconds, but when he turned and looked back at Michelle, she was gone.


Chapter Four


Jamie went in search of a drink, his throat dry from his recent exertions.

In the kitchen, a man dressed as the Wolf Man was getting a hand job from a woman dressed as a devil, but he didn't have time for them. He had spotted a row of water bottles on the counter and picked one up, unscrewing the top.

"Hey, man. That was fucking amazing."

As he swallowed the liquid, he turned to the guy speaking to him, a tall blond dressed in a cowboy outfit.

"You know who that was, right?"

"Um, Michelle."

The guys went wide.

"Michelle! You say that like it’s nothing. You know who she is, right? She's Candy's younger sister. Candy that throws this party."

Jamie swallowed another gulp of water. "Ok."

"That's a massive deal. Like if you are a friend of Michelle's, you are going to get invites to this party for life. But besides that, do you know how picky she is? In the last 4 years, she has only ever worn a ribbon once, and then it was only in one of the private rooms. Her being with you in public? Your stock is going to be through the roof."

"What do you mean?"

Before the guy could answer, a woman slipped past him and stood next to Jamie. She was in her forties, hair wrapped up in a ponytail, and wearing a white leather jacket and matching skirt. She glanced at the guy in the suit.

"Go away."

Without waiting to see if he did, she turned back to Jamie.

"I watched the show. It was very illuminating. You know how to treat a lady."

"Um, thank you. But what did that guy mean by 'stock'?"

"Well, you are new to the scene, so I'll explain. If your stock is high, it means that other people will want to be used by you. If someone like Michelle thinks you are worth her time, then they will want a taste of it themselves."

"Oh. I think I get it."

The woman leaned back against the kitchen table and reached down to her skirt, unfastening it and letting it drop to the floor. Underneath, she was wearing the smallest and laciest panties that Jamie had ever seen.

"And talking of tasting, I need someone's mouth on my pussy."

Jamie had always had a thing for older, dominant women. And this seemed like a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.

"Just one thing," he said and stepped forward, his arms going to her waist and lifting her up so she was sitting on the edge of the table.

"What's that?"

His hand slowly trailed along her leg, fingertips gently brushing her skin. He took his time until he reached her panties, then slipped his fingers inside, brushing against her soaked pussy.

"You're not wearing a ribbon."

She smiled, and Jamie thought of a cat when it was playing with its prey.

"Usually, I do the using. But today I feel like something different."

He needed no more encouragement. Jamie sank to his knees, his hand sliding her panties down and dropping them to the floor.

"I think we are both having a different kinda day," he replied.

Slowly, he rubbed his thumb against her clit, drawing a happy sigh from her.

"Do you mind if I skip the teasing again and go straight to getting you off?" he asked, and before she could reply, he leaned in and his tongue flicked across her.

"Oh, fuck, yes," she smiled.

His tongue danced around her clit, his hands holding onto her thighs, pushing her legs wide so she was sitting right on the edge of the table. Her hands reached down and grabbed his head, fingers digging into his hair.

"More," she commanded.

Jamie lapped at her, his tongue flicking her clit and then sliding down her pussy.

"Fuck," she cried out, and Jamie had to pull his head back. Her hips were bucking so much. He glanced up at her, and she smiled back, her hands still holding his head, pushing him back down.

"I have the feeling you like to be in charge," he smiled up at her, "but today, I think I'm going to take control."

Before she could respond, his hand reached up and pressed down against her stomach. She was still pushing herself forward, but this way, he had her pinned in place.

He licked her, his tongue pushing deeper, exploring her pussy. He could hear her groaning, and it made him want to lick her even more, so he focused his attention on her clit, circling and licking and flicking.

"God, don't stop," she moaned, her voice almost a sob.

And Jamie didn't. His tongue kept flicking her clit, and her breathing got heavier and heavier, her moans rising in pitch.

Jamie could tell she was close, so he slipped his hand up to her pussy and gave it a gentle rub. Her wetness coated his fingers and made it easy for him to slide them into her pussy, filling her up. A gentle curl of his middle finger made her buck and cry out.

"I'm cumming," she panted. "Don't stop."

Jamie did as he was told, his fingers fucking her faster, his tongue keeping up its rhythm on her clit.

Suddenly, her fingers dug into his scalp, her hands grabbing his head and pulling him in closer.

"YES!" she cried out, her whole body shaking. Bottles went flying from the table, and more than a few people turned their heads to see what was going on.

He didn't care. All he could think about was her cumming, her pussy convulsing on his fingers. He kept licking, drawing her orgasm out.

Slowly, her breathing returned to normal, the spasms subsiding.

Jamie leaned back, looking up at her.

"You ok?"

"Very much so. I don't let guys do that very often, so when I do, I don't want to be disappointed."

She sat back up on the table and smiled.

"You, my dear, were not disappointing."


Chapter Five


Before she headed back into the party, she gave him some advice.

"You have been letting people come to you. This is a freeuse party. If someone is wearing a ribbon, you can have them whenever you want. Take what you fancy. People are here to be used; you are fulfilling their kink by using them."

Any other day, he would have laughed at the idea of just taking what he fancied, but this was a unique situation. This was a chance for him to be someone different, to not worry about what other people would think.

As he walked back into the main part of the party, he noticed a woman dressed as a serving wench. She wore a long brown skirt and a tight corset-type top that her breasts were almost falling out of. But more importantly, she was wearing a green ribbon.

As he walked up behind her, he reached around and squeezed her breasts. They were soft and round, and he realized the corset was barely containing them. As he pulled at the laces of the corset, he pressed up against the woman, letting her feel how hard he was.

"Ohhhh. Someone's taken a fancy to a bit rough," the woman laughed. He wasn't sure if the English accent was real or not, but it was just the type he would have imagined from a wench serving beer in a pirate pub.

He felt her hand reach back and rub against him, fingers tracing the outline of his cock.

"And with that, Sir is welcome to do whatever he wishes."

He turned her round, leaning her against the wall, then pulled up her dress. There was a lot of it, and it took a moment, but it was worth it when, underneath, he found she was naked and had a fantastic round ass.

Jamie didn't waste any time. He put his hand on her back, and she bent over, her hands going to the wall. With one hand, he parted her legs, and with the other, he freed his cock.

"No need to worry," the wench gasped, her voice husky and full of lust. "I’m dripping wet. With so much fucking going on, I doubt there’s a cock that's not hard or a pussy that’s not soaked in the house."

Jamie reached between her legs and found a clean-shaven pussy that was soaking wet, as promised.

"Hard or soft?" he asked. It might be freeuse, but he wanted to make sure she was enjoying it.

"Nice and slow and soft, Sir. Make me beg for it."

He wasn't expecting such a sweet and innocent-sounding voice, but her words had the desired effect. He took his time, rubbing his cockhead against her pussy, coating his head in her juices. She moaned as he slid just the tip inside her, her muscles clenching, trying to suck him inside.

"Good girl," he said, and pressed inside.

The woman gave a cry and threw her head back, her long black hair cascading down her back. Jamie was only halfway inside her, and when she thrust her hips backwards, he pushed himself the rest of the way in.

"You like that?" he asked and got an approving moan in return.

"Most men just want to pump and go. But it's nice to have a nice hard cock just inside you for a while. Just a little longer, please."

Jamie did as he was asked. He was happy to stay still, her warm, wet pussy holding him in. Then she started rocking her hips, grinding against him, her movements small and subtle.

"Mmmmhmm, I love that," she purred. "You are going to make me cum, Sir. Are you going to fill my little cunt with your hot seed?"

He reached round, pulling the final cords that let her breasts spill out. His fingers found her nipples and pinched them gently, making her grind back against him more.

"I might just breed that pussy of yours. Keep my cock buried inside you and let you feel it pulse and fill you."

"Yessss," she hissed, and pushed back harder, taking more of him inside her.

"But first, I'm going to give you what you need."

He grabbed her hips, holding her in place. He pulled his cock all the way out and then, as slowly as he could, slid it back inside. He did this several times, his movements slow and methodical, driving the wench crazy.

By now, she had reached under her dress and was rubbing her pussy in time with his thrusts. He thought her moans sounded adorable and knew that he would hear them in his head in the future as he jerked off and remembered the experience.

"Are you going to come for me?" he asked, and she nodded her head, unable to speak.

He kept his rhythm slow, making sure she felt every inch. Now and again, he would stop, let her feel his cock throbbing, keep her pinned against the wall.

"Faster," she begged, but Jamie held back.

"Beg," he told her.

"Please. I need your cock. I need you to fuck me."

He thrust his hips forward, pushing his dick deep inside her. The sound she made was like a cross between a gasp and a yelp, and he knew she was near.

"More," she begged. "Oh god, I'm so close."

Jamie thrust again, this time harder, her body being pushed up the wall.

"Harder," she cried, and Jamie did as he was told, slamming his cock inside her, driving her against the wall.

Her breathing became ragged, her body shaking. Jamie fucked her harder, his hips slamming into her, each thrust pushing her against the wall.

"Fill her cunt," someone called out from the crowd.

"Come inside her," a woman called.

"I'm gonna cum," the wench groaned, and the crowd cheered.

She started to buck, her hips moving wildly. Her orgasm hit, and she threw her head back and screamed.

"Oh god. Oh fuck," she cried.

"Keep fucking her," a woman yelled, and the crowd joined in, shouting their approval.

The wench was crying out, her own orgasm overtaking her, her body shaking uncontrollably.

"Give it to her."

Jamie slammed into her again, his hands holding her waist. He groaned as he tipped over the edge and he came, pumping his cum deep inside her.

He could feel her pussy milking him, tight and hot and perfect.

"Thank you, Sir. That was wonderful."


Chapter Six Six Six


Afterward, Jamie made his way through the party.

A woman dressed as Frankenstein's monster was now giving her husband a blowjob. Jamie was not surprised to see her wearing a green ribbon.

The dominatrix dressed as Queen Victoria was vigorously riding a guy dressed as a cowboy.

He even found two women dressed as Robin Hood and Flash Gordon 69ing in the garage.

Just as he considered sitting down and letting the orgy flow past him, he felt someone tap him on the shoulder.

It was the Bride of Frankenstein from reception. She held out a golden envelope.

"From an admirer. You should be honored; this is VERY rare."

He took the envelope and opened it, looking at the writing inside.

"Upstairs. Room 8. Come straight in."

The Bride made sure he had read it and then disappeared back into the crowd.

He walked up the staircase to the private rooms. All the doors were numbered and on the left-hand side. There was a rail on the right-hand side so you could watch the party below, and a woman was leaning against it, doing just that. She was nude apart from a 20s flapper hat and lazily masturbating as she watched the fun. She glanced at him as he approached.

"Which room?" She asked.

"8."

Her eyebrows raised.

"Lucky ducky. Right down at the end."

Jamie continued down the corridor, his heart pounding. What was waiting for him?

The door was certainly more ornate than the others and was set slightly apart. Jamie wondered if it was a bigger room, maybe a master bedroom.

As he opened the doors and slipped inside, he didn't know what he expected, but it was certainly not Michelle in her boileroutfit lying on a bed.

"Hey there," she said, rolling over onto her back and giving him a fantastic view of her breasts under the material.

"Hey."

He walked over to the bed and stopped. It was obvious they were going to fuck, but he didn’t see a ribbon on her wrist.

She must have noticed him looking.

"If I invite you to my room, no ribbon is needed. I'm going to use you as much as you use me."

"Everyone keeps telling me you're a big deal."

She laughed, a genuine laugh that burst out of her.

"What do you think?"

He paused for a second, trying not to focus on how hard his cock was throbbing.

"I don't know if you're important or a big deal. But I know you're beautiful, sexy, and even wearing a boilersuit, I’d want to fuck you."

She rolled over again, her head just in front of his crotch.

"Take it out. I want to see it."

It was difficult getting it past the zipper, the hardness and the curve fighting against him, but when he pulled it free, it sprang up in front of her lips.

"You just fucked that tavern wench, right?"

He nodded, not knowing what else to say.

"I want to taste her on you."

He watched as her tongue darted out and licked him, running along the side of his cock.

"Hmmm, yummy. I bet she was so fucking tight."

He was transfixed by the sight of her licking his dick, the feeling of her tongue against him.

"And the queen?"

"Huh?"

"The White Queen, with the white leather. How did she taste?"

"Amazing."

She took him into her mouth and slowly moved down, taking him to the base. Her eyes closed, and he watched her suck on his cock like it was her favorite snack.

When she finally pulled away, she was grinning.

"And the wench wasn't enough, was she? You're hungry for more, aren't you?"

"God, yes."

"You know, I thought of dressing up for you, some spicy underwear or some panties, but I think you want me wearing this, right?"

He was nodding before she had finished her sentence.

"So, do you want to be in charge straight away? Or can I show you something first?"

He grinned.

"You can show me anything."

Michelle smiled back and then shifted around onto all fours, her ass facing him. Then she reached back and pulled a section, and he heard the Velcro ripping as it fell down, revealing her naked ass and pussy.

"I do love some quick access," she purred.

She reached between her legs and slipped her fingers into her pussy, letting him see just how ready she was.

"You asked the girl downstairs, hard or soft?' Well, I want hard. Take control."

Jamie's cock twitched, and he knew what he had to do.

"Tell me you want it," he growled, taking his cock in his hand and stepping forward, the tip just pressed against her pussy.

"Ohhh, I want it."

"Tell me."

"Fuck me. Shove that gigantic cock inside me."

He did. In one movement, he slammed his dick inside her. Michelle's arms buckled, and she nearly collapsed.

"You like that?" he grinned and did it again.

"Ohhhh fuck yes."

"What would all your guests think? Seeing you get fucked like this. On your hands and knees, being used."

"I know what they would say," she groaned as he picked up the pace. "They would say I have a really, really, nice ass, and you’re the luckiest man in the building."

Jamie had to agree. With her ass bouncing with each thrust and her fingers playing with her clit, she was the hottest thing he had ever seen.

"And if I cum," she gasped, "if I'm not good enough and cum first, what are you going to do to me?"

"Well, I don't see any ribbon, so I might just fuck your ass and remind you who's in charge here. You come when I say you come. Understand?"

"Yessssss," she hissed.

Jamie wanted her to cum, but he also wanted this to last. He slowed down, his hands gripping her ass cheeks and spreading them wide.

"Don't you dare stop," Michelle said, but her words had little sting.

"No," he said. "You want to cum, you beg for it. And I go whatever speed I want and you thank me for it."

"Fuck."

"Exactly."

He kept the slow pace, feeling her pussy grip him.

"Please."

"Please, what?"

"Let me cum."

"No."

He could see her fingers gripping onto the edge of the bed.

"I don't think I can last."

"Then maybe you are not a good enough lay."

"I AM," she said, turning her head and looking at him, her eyes full of lust.

"Show me."

Her head dropped down, and her fingers began rubbing her clit. She was panting, her face red.

"Please, sir. I'm sorry. Please let me come."

"Are you close?"

"YES."

"Beg me."

"I'm so close. Let me come, I need it. You can fuck my ass after or destroy my mouth. You can do whatever you want, I just need to come."

"Good girl," he smiled and then picked up the pace, fucking her hard.

Her moans filled the room, her ass bouncing as his hips pounded her.

"Come," he ordered.

She was gone, her body shuddering. He kept going, his fingers digging into her hips, pulling her against him.

Her pussy gripped his cock, pulsing and quivering, her breath coming in short gasps. He could see her face, her eyes wide, staring off into the distance.

"Oh god," she sobbed, her voice cracking, her body shaking.

"Take it," he groaned, his hips slamming into her.

"Fuck, yes."

Her cries turned to grunts, her breath coming in short, hard bursts. Her hips were grinding against him, her ass bouncing, taking his cock deeper and deeper.

"Don't stop.... want all your come," she said in labored breaths.

Jamie's cock pulsed, his balls aching, ready to fill her.

"Here it comes," he growled, his cock pulsing.

He came so hard his breath caught in his throat. His hips kept pumping, his cock throbbing and twitching, his balls emptying.

"Mmmmmm," Michelle moaned, her voice soft and dreamy.

He reached out, his hand snaking around her neck and holding her, his cock buried deep inside her.

"That was a hell of a start," Michelle purred, her voice muffled.

Jamie could feel his cock softening, his balls empty. His hand tightened on her neck, and she groaned.

"How long till you can come again?" she whispered.

"Pretty soon," Jamie said. "If you need another pounding."

"I always need a pounding," Michelle agreed, "but before that, how about you take that cock of yours and slide it into my ass and punish me for coming so quickly?"

Jamie thought that was a wonderful idea.


Chapter Seven


When he woke up in the morning, she was gone.

The room was a mess, the covers on the floor and his discarded outfit crumpled beside the bed.

But next to his pillow was a tissue with a perfect red kiss on it.

He got up slowly, aching from the night's activities, and was delighted to find there was a shower through one of the bedroom doors.

The warm water felt good against his skin, and he stayed under it for a while, replaying the night in his mind.

After the rough and tumble in the bed, Michelle had pulled him up and pushed him down into a chair. Then she had straddled him, lowering herself onto his cock and riding him till she came.

She was insatiable, and afterwards had told him to stay put while she went downstairs and found them some drinks. She had returned with two glasses and a bottle of champagne. They had both been exhausted by then, so he had watched her fill a glass, then pour some champagne over her breasts.

"Drink," she had ordered, and he’d leaned forward, his tongue lapping at her skin.

At some point, they had both passed out, exhausted and happy.

After the shower, he got dressed. His costume didn't look quite as good after a night on the floor, but he was grateful to have something to wear on the walk home.

There were still people in the house. Some passed out on the floor, some semi-naked in chairs. Everyone looked like they’d had a great time.

As he walked down the stairs, he found a man sitting on the steps, his head in his hands.

"Rough night?" Jamie asked.

"Not sure. I woke up naked on the front lawn, and I have a splitting headache."

"Want me to see if I can find you some pants?"

"Nah. I think I'll just sit here a moment longer. I've woken up in worse places. If you see a woman dressed as a mermaid, tell her that her husband is on the stairs."

"Will do."

As he stepped out the front door, he saw a few people in costumes wandering away, no doubt headed to their own parties or heading home.

As he headed off, Jamie glanced back at the house. It had been a surreal experience, but a great one. It felt a little like a dream, but the scratch marks on his back from Michelle's fingers told him it was all true.

Halfway home, he decided he needed coffee.

There was a little cafe near his house. He had gone in a few times, and the quality of the brews had been great. So he decided to stop by to try to wake himself up.

The bell above the door tinkled, and he walked up to the empty counter. Assuming the server was out back, he turned around and looked out of the window while he waited.

A couple walked by outside, and he smiled as he noticed the mummy's bandages hanging out of the woman's coat. He wondered how many people from the party were locals he knew. What would be the chances of bumping into them again?

The doorbell rang again, and an old man walked in with his dog.

"What the hell are you supposed to be?" he asked, looking Jamie up and down.

"Bela Lugosi's Dracula, 1931, costume by Ed Ware and Vera West. And if I do say so myself, I think he looks rather dashing in it."

Jamie turned around and felt his heart skip.

Michelle stood there in a fitted apron over jeans and a white t-shirt, her hair pulled back in a messy bun, looking impossibly beautiful in the morning light. Her smile was radiant and slightly wicked.

"Now then, sir," she said, leaning forward on the counter, "what can I get you? Besides my phone number and my break schedule?"

Jamie couldn't help but grin. Of all the coffee shops in the world, he had walked right into the best one possible. Something told him he'd be spending considerably more time at this particular café.
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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.


Extract From A Freeuse Reunion


We were walking past a pool surrounded by chairs. Various people were lounging about, but the ones that caught my attention were just off to the side. An oldish guy was sitting back in his chair, sunglasses on and head back, just enjoying the day. And between his legs, a woman was kneeling and giving him a blowjob.

Out in the open! Where everyone could see.

I pulled at the bellhop’s arm and he turned round to look, grinned and laughed, then went back to leading me to my cabin.

“That’s just the sort of place this is,” he said as he let us in and carried the cases through. Placing them down next to the bed, he turned to me and looked expectant.

I was too busy admiring the room to notice. I have stayed in some nice places before, but this was huge. And everything was of the finest quality. I stood there gawking for a few moments before I realized what he was waiting for.

“Oh right, the tip.”

It was then that he reached down and unzipped his shorts.

“Hopefully more than the tip,” he laughed and pulled out his cock.

For a moment I was dumbstruck, then suddenly realized what he meant. He wanted me to blow him.

Suddenly, the words that James said to me before I left to come here filled my head. “You are free to do ANYTHING you want, just as long as you tell me after.” We had been talking about me being a hotwife for the last few months, but until he said that, I had never been sure if he meant it or if it was just a sexy tease to get us both worked up. But when I saw the look in his eyes, I knew he meant every word.

And now I was standing in a room with a total stranger who had his, I have to say it, thick cock out. I don’t know if it was James’ words in my head or the sight of seeing that woman giving a blowjob, but I thought “fuck it,” and sank onto my knees.

Up close, I realized just how thick his cock was. James has a nice-sized cock, but it’s nowhere near as thick as this one. I could barely get my fingers around it and, when I started stroking, it stiffened even more in my hand. The guy looked at me like it was the most normal thing in the world. Maybe this is how you tip in this part of the world, I thought, then giggled.

I slipped my lips over the tip of his cock and then sank down on it, feeling him pulsing as he pushed deeper. It was the first time in over 5 years that I had blown anyone other than James, and I have to say I was fucking drenched by this point. Feeling his hands in my hair as he pumped into my throat, it was the sluttiest thing I had ever done.

For more, read A Freeuse Reunion at: https://mybook.to/afreeusereunion
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