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Preface



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.


Chapter 1



MIKE

I pick up the cape from the bed and clip it around my neck with the gold chain. Looking in the mirror, I smile at how good my costume looks on me. Even the little flash of gray in my hair fits in with my vampire outfit. The gray matches my eyes; at my age, everything seems to be turning gray.

I had considered going for something more modern; a Freddy, or a Jason—something like that. But at heart I’m more old-fashioned, and a vampire says ‘classic and stylish’ to me.

Checking my watch, I see I still have an hour until the start of the party. More than enough time to finish up and drive over there. Cherry’s Halloween party is always the highlight of the year, not just because of the amazing costumes and the great atmosphere, but also because it’s a freeuse sex party.

Everyone invited to it has a choice. If they want to be used in any way, they wear a green ribbon tied to their wrist. If they want to be used but not have anal, they wear a red ribbon. This lets the other guests know they’re available for any sexual encounter. No ribbon? Then they are the ones that are going to be watching or doing the using. I’m very much in the “doing the using” category.

For the last three years, I’ve been going to these parties, and I’ve had a fantastic time at each of them. There always seem to be at least a few women who go for my brand of domming, and a few times, it’s led to more adventures after the event. It’s exhilarating to find someone that gets off on being used just as much as I crave being in control. The parties are a safe and easy way to find like-minded people.

I’m single now; it’s been about ten years since my wife died. We married in our late teens and were together for twenty years before she passed away suddenly from a heart condition. We had a good life together. Neither of us wanted children and instead, we concentrated on having fun together. And we had plenty of that before I lost her.

She had always said that I should find someone else if something happened to her, but by then I had been out of the dating scene for so long that it no longer felt like a thing I wanted to do. People my age were mostly married, and no younger person would want to settle down with someone as old as me, so I decided that staying single was the way to go.

I made peace with the fact that my wife was the one love of my life. I won’t be getting married again, and it’s just as unlikely that I’ll ever have a long-term relationship. I’m more than happy to fool around and have sex. And I think my wife would have approved of that. When we were married, we would go to swingers’ clubs or pick up a third for a threesome, and my wife used to love watching me use a pretty young thing. I have to admit, I also enjoyed seeing her with other women, so it worked out for both of us. Who knows, maybe she’s up there looking down at me when I’m at the parties, happy that I’m still getting some.

I grab some packets of lube and a few condoms and head out of the house. They usually have stuff at the party, but like consent, it’s always best to make sure. In the past, Cherry has gotten excited about the party and forgotten little things. And when I say excited, I mean horny as she fucked some lucky guy, forgetting her party planner duties. At least this year, she said she’s hired helpers to make things run smoother.

As soon as I’m outside, I hear someone say my name, and look toward the voice. I see Nancy, my next-door neighbor, getting out of her car. She has this cute/awkward vibe going on and I smile as I notice she has her jacket caught in the car door. She lets out a little yelp as she tries to turn, and the jacket pulls her back. Somehow, she manages to get tangled up in her clothing and can’t seem to work out how to get unstuck.

We’ve been joking and toying with each other since she moved in a year ago, but I know it’ll never go anywhere. With the age gap between us, it’s unlikely to work out. Even as a casual thing, I don’t want to risk us breaking up and having awkward conversations as we pass each other. So we just keep on flirting and making each other a little breathless. I have jerked off a few nights thinking about her, imagining her under me and moaning as I growl into her ear that I’m going to use her. I wonder if she’s done the same.

So clumsy, I think as I watch her struggle, but somehow it makes her even more adorable.

I jog over and assist her, opening the door and helping her pull free. We end up pressed up close to each other and I get a smell of her perfume, something flowery and light. My eyes close for a second as I breathe it in and I can feel my cock hardening at her nearness.

“Thank you kindly,” she laughs and gives me a soft kiss on my cheek before stepping back.

“Always a gentleman, not always a gentle man,” I joke, giving her an exaggerated wink.

We stand there for a moment, looking at each other, and then I remember where I’m going.

She flashes me a smile and as I walk over to my car; she’s definitely checking me out. “Looking good, Mike. You make one sexy vampire.”

“You’re looking pretty good yourself,” I reply, and I mean it. She’s in her mid twenties, fit and beautiful in a classic blonde way.

“Don’t scare any virgins,” she says sternly and starts walking to her house, but she looks back over her shoulder and gives me a little wave and smile.

“Who, innocent old me? As if.”

I watch her ass swaying in her tight jeans, then shake my head and focus. Such a shame it wouldn’t work out. She would make a lovely sub to play with.

I smile as I get in my car and think to myself that anyone I hook up with tonight has little chance of being a virgin.


Chapter 2



WILLOW

I stare at the two Halloween costume choices laid out on my bed and huff at my best friend, Alice, on the phone.

“If this party is a freeuse party and I’m going to fuck a bunch of guys, why do I even need a costume?”

Alice’s soft laugh doesn’t help my anxiety, and the butterflies in my stomach swirl faster. Am I overthinking this?

She replies, “Because it’s festive. Just pick one. What’re your choices?”

I study the options. “Sexy black cat or a sexy policewoman. You were right. All the other costumes were either too weird or out of my price range.”

This is what I get for last-minute online shopping. It was slim pickings to get a costume delivered before today. My hands tremble from nervousness and I fight the urge to call off going to the party. This is a horrible idea.

Alice urges me, “Willow, just pick one!”

Grabbing the cop outfit, I sigh. “I think the cop. I’ll look like a desperate, horny woman in uniform. That’ll tempt people to fuck me.”

She snorts. “It’s called freeuse. You don’t need to tempt them.”

She has a good point. My nervousness eases a little and my core tightens with lust as I daydream about how it’ll feel to have a cock sliding inside me. How many men are going to fuck me tonight? I stare critically at the tight blue shorts with the fake belt. Why didn’t I choose a costume with easy access? Someone’ll have to pull my shorts down to fuck me.

I swallow, my throat suddenly dry. I glance at the mirror hanging on the back of my closet and try to imagine what the guys at the party will think when they see me. I’m attractive—I know I am, but I also know looks aren’t everything. I’ve got a list of issues a mile long, and five months of therapy have barely scratched the surface. No one is going to want to date me – not that I’m looking for a relationship – but I think I’m fuckable… or at least, I hope so.

Shit, why did I decide to do this? Oh yeah, I know exactly why I’m doing this. Today is my 25th birthday and I’m a virgin. I feel like the freak of all my friends and I continually lie to them about my sex life. Who in the hell is still a virgin at 25?

I was dating Oliver-the-Asshole for seven years, and no one would believe we didn’t have actual P-in-V sex. Sure, lots of oral sex, but Oliver had a problem...specifically, a premature ejaculation problem. Whenever his cock touched my pussy, he instantly came. I tried to kindly suggest that maybe he should talk to a doctor, but he shut the door on those conversations quickly.

But I was blinded by love, and it’s not like I was going to toss him out of my life for his problem. He tried to satisfy me in other ways, even though that never worked either. It got to where it seemed as if he was trying to win by making me orgasm, and the pressure made it even less enjoyable for me. It was pleasurable, but since he couldn’t just accept that I liked sex for the connection, I learned how to fake an orgasm. I just don’t understand what the big deal is about sex.

It’s been six months since Oliver-the-Asswipe left me, and it’s time to become a super slut so that someday I don’t look back and regret my 20s. What better way to do it than at a freeuse party?

Alice whines again. “Willow! We both need to leave to make it there in time before the trick-or-treaters swarm the streets.”

I sigh because she’s right. I’d feel better if we were going together. But since we’re using a ride-sharing app and live across town from each other, we’re meeting up at the party. My phone alerts me that the driver is close. Eep! I better get a move on.

I grab my costume off the bed. “Okay, Alice. See you at the party. I’ll be the sexy cop wearing the tiniest pair of shorts known to man.”

She laughs. “Oh, trust me, the shorts will come right off once you get in the house. Now go, go, go! See you soon!”

She hangs up and I shimmy into my ass-hugging shorts over a pair of sexy red panties. The shorts are so tiny, they show off my butt cheeks. But they’re stretchy, and my ass is one of my best features. I quickly toss on the fake uniform top. It makes my tits look fabulous, though you can see a bit of the red lace of my bra. It only adds to my slutty vibe. Once I get the fake belt on, I look surprisingly cute. I just hope no one expects me to act like I’m in charge tonight.

With only seconds to spare, I twist my long brown hair into a severe topknot—I’m a no-nonsense cop, after all—and slip on black combat boots. My phone pings that the car is right outside my apartment, and I hurry out the door as I shove my phone in a small clutch purse.

When I climb into the backseat, the driver smiles politely and pretends he doesn’t notice my bare legs. Shit, these shorts are so tight, I probably have a camel toe. My stomach flutters from a mix of apprehension and excitement as the driver makes a few attempts at small talk. When I’m not chatty back, he falls silent.

Can I really do this? A low hum of desire makes me squirm in the seat. Even though my mind is thinking I’m crazy, my pussy is ready to board the slut bus and buy the t-shirt. I’ve been wet for days thinking just about the party. Who gives themselves up for anyone to use for their first time?

I mean, it’s not like I haven’t had fingers up there, but the real problem is that I can’t orgasm. Oliver-the-Douche tried, and nothing happened other than a few pleasant moments. I thought maybe it was him, but even when I was alone, I always ended up thinking about my to-do list, or my college assignments. I read online that some women just can’t, and eventually I gave up trying.

That’s why tonight is perfect. The goal isn’t to orgasm – hell, are the guys even going to try to make the women orgasm? I can lose my virginity without overthinking everything, and without the expectation that it’s going to be mind-blowing. Plus, I’d really like to know what an actual cock feels like.

If my parents weren’t such assholes, I could have talked to my mom about this. They had me late in life and they never wanted a child. I was an accident when my mom was 41. Whenever I did something wrong as a kid, my mom would grumble and say she should have made other choices before I was born. My therapist and I are still unpacking that.

So yeah…my childhood was fucked up. It’s probably why I stayed with Oliver-the-Asshat for way too long. He’s the first person who loved me. Or I thought he did, until he cheated on me and was able to have sex with another woman. He then blamed me for his years of sexual dysfunction. I doubt my magical pussy made him come so quickly, but I guess if a bunch of guys lose it before fucking me tonight, I’ll know if I have a mystical vag. Talk about a superpower no one wants. I can’t orgasm AND no guy can fuck me.

I snort, and the driver gives me a questioning look in the rearview mirror. I smile sweetly at him before peering out the window at the passing houses—or rather, mansions. Shit, this neighborhood is swanky. It makes my studio apartment in a shady part of town seem like a real dump, but it’s all I can afford right now. I’m not exactly making the big bucks at my job as a barista, and I try not to dwell on the social services degree I’m not using—or the student loan that came with it.

When we pull up at the address, the street is crowded with cars. A rush of adrenaline makes me almost giddy. I hope Alice is already here. She’s the only person I’ll know tonight. I need moral support, or my mind might win the battle against my pussy and make me run away.

Even as I have that thought, I know it isn’t true. I’ve been working up to this day for weeks and nothing will stop me from my ultimate plan to be a complete slut for my 25th birthday. The fact that people are going to use me is why I’m here. I don’t want to think or make any decisions. I want someone to just bend me over and take me.

The driver tells me the cost of the fare, and I pay on my phone before getting out. The smell of wood smoke coming from a nearby fireplace greets me, and the sounds of laughter in the distance helps to remind me that tonight is all about good times and pleasure.

Halloween is my favorite holiday. People get to dress up in crazy costumes and eat tons of candy. It sucked as a birthday because everyone usually had plans, but it’s not like I had friends anyway. Alice has been my only friend since elementary school.

My phone beeps with a message.

Alice
Hey, so my ride got in a fender bender and I’m going to be late. Everyone is fine, but I can’t leave yet. Don’t go too crazy without me, but if you’re busy when I get there, I won’t bug you. See you soon!



Oh fuck. I quickly text back.

Willow


Thanks bitch. I mean, see you soon!




Oh god, can I do this alone? I only hesitate for a moment. Well, it’s not like I planned to stick close to her while fucking other people. That would just be weird. We made an agreement to ditch each other as soon as we checked in.

Yep, I can do this. I square my shoulders, stand as tall as my 5 foot 3 inch frame allows, and strut towards the front door. Time to put out and take some cock.

It’s showtime.


Chapter 3



MIKE

When I get to the party, things are already in full swing. After signing in and flirting with the hottie named Bianca at the reception area, I head inside. After my encounter with my neighbor, Nancy, my cock’s decided it’s very much time for me to find someone to play with. I quickly find one of my favorites, a woman named Lita that I met at the party last year. We had used one of the private rooms upstairs, and after edging her for an hour, she begged me to fuck her. Eventually, I gave her exactly what she wanted. I hoped she would be here.

Tonight, she’s wearing a cute French maid outfit that’s all lacy and revealing, but more importantly, she has a green ribbon on her wrist. I make my way across the room and hope that no one gets to her before me. I have to admit, I’m not much of a sharer. If I’m with someone, then I want all their attention on me, or at least, to be the center of their focus. I think it’s the Dom inside me, wanting to take control and be the only one in charge.

Thankfully, she’s still on her own when I reach her.

“Oh, I thought you might be here,” she says, leaning forward so that I get an eyeful of her cleavage, tightly wrapped up in her dress.

“And I was hoping to make you moan for me again. I seem to remember you were quite loud last time.”

She almost blushes. People told us afterwards that she was shouting so loud when she came that they could hear her in the next room. I’m rather proud that it was my name she was calling out.

“Shall we get one of the bedrooms?” she asks.

I lean in so that my lips are right next to her ear. “This time it’s going to be out in the open. I want everyone to see what a good little slut you can be. And for them to see what I do to you.”

“Oh, are you going to bite me and drink my blood?” she playfully gasps as I take her hand and lead her out of the crowded room.

People are already fucking, and others are standing around watching. I want to go out to the corridor where it’s less crowded, but we can still be seen.

“I think you know exactly what I’m going to do,” I growl.

“I really was hoping you would be here tonight. You were rough and commanding and knew I could take it. A lot of the guys here are sweet, but think I’m made of china. You know you can have your way with me and I won’t break. My boundaries haven’t changed.”

She’s right. I like my sex rough. Last time, we talked about limits, so I already know what she’s up for. Just because someone consents to you using them, it doesn’t mean you shouldn’t check that your idea of rough is the same as what they’re thinking. Luckily, Lita and I are very compatible in that regard.

I grab her and flip her to face the wall, my leg slipping between hers and making her spread them. Holding her skirt, I pull it up and see that she’s not wearing anything underneath. All the easier for me. I give her ass a sharp spank, getting a yelp of happiness in reply.

“Oh, fuck yes. Do it again. Leave a mark.”

I slap her once more, this time hard enough to leave a hand-shaped red mark on her skin.

“Ask for it,” I say, my mouth next to her ear as I push her back to the wall. The moan that escapes her lips seems to send a tremor through her body.

“Please fuck me like the naughty slut I am. Hard and deep.”

I pull the zipper down on my pants and take out my cock, pausing for a moment to slip a condom on. Rubbing my cock against her pussy, I get another moan from her. It would be fun to tease her a little more, but I really want to be inside her. So instead, I slide my cock up and down her wet folds and then push deep into her.

“Oh FUCK!” she moans out loud, drawing a look from a zombie girl walking past. The zombie smiles at us and gives us a little clap before walking away. She’s cute, and wearing a green ribbon. I might have to look for her later. I wonder if Lita is into women? Now is not the time to ask.

I thrust in and out of her, and she pushes back onto me with equal force as she spreads her arms out on the wall. I have no intention of coming with her; this is just a warmup. But I do intend to make her orgasm so hard that when she goes home later, it will be me she’s thinking about when she’s touching herself and reminiscing about the party.

Grabbing her hips, I hammer into her, harder and faster, almost lifting her off the ground with the force. I slow down, drawing it out, teasing her with the change of speed, keeping her needy.

She looks back over her shoulder at me, panting hard. “Can I turn around? I want to see you as you fuck me.”

I slide out of her and stroke my cock as she turns, and push her back to the wall. Lifting her leg, I sink back into her pussy, filling her up. I need this as much as she does. I need to feel someone under my control and gasping at my touch.

Down the corridor I hear a door opening. No doubt another guest checking in.

Lita’s eyes roll into the back of her head and her body starts to shake again. Wrapping my hands around her, I lift her up and fuck her hard, pounding into her as she’s pinned to the wall.

With a howl, she comes, but something distracts me.

From down the corridor, I hear a gasp and I look over.

Standing in the archway down near reception is a woman dressed as a cop. She looks like she is in her early 20s and she has that wide-eyed innocent look that drives me wild. Her uniform is tight across her chest and her shorts look like they’re one size too small. Even from here, I can see she’s biting her lip like she’s nervous. She’s utterly gorgeous and I know that before the end of the night, I must have her.


Chapter 4



WILLOW

Once I get closer to the front door, my confidence vanishes, and I almost turn and run. The massive three-story, white wood and stone mansion seems ominous, but the sounds of laughter and talking from inside soothe me. There’s a sign hanging over the doorbell that says ‘Cum Inside for Pleasure,’ and I snicker.

The entryway is huge, and there’s a woman seated at a card table. Behind her is a wall of storage lockers. This is odd.

She gives me a wide smile. “Hi, I’m Bianca! Are you joining us for our freeuse Halloween party? Can I get your name?”

The guest list is why I felt safe coming to this party. Supposedly everyone has been vetted, and it’s invite only, so you have to know someone else here or the hostess. I tell her my name and she scans the list.

“Right...Willow...it says here you want to be a freeuse guest. Is that still your choice?”

I can feel my face flush and I almost trip over my words. “Y—yes.”

She gestures towards two baskets on the table. One has red ribbons and the other has green ribbons. “Which do you want—green or red? The green ribbon means anything goes. The red ribbon is if you don’t want anal. I’ll tie the ribbon to your wrist so it’s clearly visible.”

I nearly choke. Oh fuck, anal? I didn’t even consider that. Why didn’t Alice warn me? My entire body lights up as I imagine having all three of my holes filled at once, and then shake my head to clear it.

“Red, please.”

She smiles softly as she affixes the ribbon around my wrist. I stare down at it, suddenly feeling like a complete slut. Dammit, I wish Alice was here so she could assure me I’m not crazy—but then I’d have to admit to her that I’m a virgin. She thinks I fucked Oliver-the-Dipshit years ago.

“Do you want me to lock your purse up for you?”

Oh, I guess that’s what the lockers are for. “Yes, please.”

I hand over my purse with my phone in it. She turns and puts my purse in a locker and writes something on her guest list. “Okay, you’re in locker 69—how lucky for you! When you’re ready to leave, just come back and I’ll get your purse out.”

“Um, thank you.”

Dang, this place is slick. I shouldn’t be surprised, Alice said the lady has been throwing holiday parties like this for several years, so she probably has this all planned out and streamlined now. Can you imagine being rich enough to have elaborate freeuse parties multiple times a year?

Bianca’s voice is cheerful. “You’re welcome. If you have any questions or want to stop being a freeuse guest, just take the ribbon off and no one will touch you.”

My hands tremble and my knees suddenly feel weak. “Okay, thanks.”

She gestures for me to go through an archway behind her. Holy fuck, this is actually happening. I’m about to know what a cock feels like. Oh god, what if no one wants to fuck me?

There’s only one way to find out. It’s time to channel my slutty cop persona and find someone who wants to frisk me instead of the other way around.

The sounds of laughter, music, and voices get louder as I make my way past the check-in. It opens up to a hallway, and I almost trip over my boots and gasp.

What the hell? There’s a vampire fucking a French maid right in front of me—and she’s howling like she just had the best orgasm of her life.

I lock eyes with the vampire and my internal temperature rises ten degrees as my brain buzzes. He’s every woman’s fantasy of a sexy, older vampire. Like in the movies and books, when you imagine some guy who has lived for a thousand years and knows exactly how to please a woman? That’s this guy. He’s easily in his mid 40s with a chiseled jaw and salt and pepper hair.

An aura of dominance surrounds him as his intense gaze holds me hostage. My pussy clenches and I can feel myself growing wetter. The way he pumps in and out of the French maid mesmerizes me. I want him to pull out of her and take me right here.

The woman in the French maid costume moans as she comes down from her high and she sounds so delighted that it snaps me out of my spell. Oh shit, I’m just standing here staring like a freaking pervert. Though, they’re the ones who chose this location in the middle of a potentially busy hallway, but still...I should give them some privacy.

I finally tear my eyes from the vampire, and step to the side and keep moving deeper into the house. The noises of laughter, mixed with moaning, grow louder and there are some spooky Halloween decorations, but my main focus is finding someone who wants to have sex with me. But first, I need a beverage. Watching two people fucking was thirsty work.

An archway leads to a large, open-concept living space filled with people mingling and having a grand ole time. In the far corner, there’s a bar set up with two bartenders with a large variety of options.

One bartender spots me, and we exchange smiles as I head her direction. Her tight black and red corset hugs her curves, making her waist appear tiny and her boobs extravagant. She’s gorgeous.

“Hi there! Would you like a drink? No alcohol tonight, but I make the finest mocktails this side of the train station.”

Since the train station is on the outskirts of town, I’m not sure how impressive that is, but I laugh anyway. “I’ll take anything! Just give me something festive and sweet.”

“Coming right up.”

Within a minute, she’s sliding a drink in front of me. “This is my version of a Cherry Bomb. Happy Halloween!”

She even garnished it with a cherry and a fake plastic Halloween bat. It smells like a cherry Coke, so I taste it and nod approvingly. “Perfect. Thank you.”

I barely wet my throat before someone takes the drink from my hand and puts pressure on my shoulders, forcing me to kneel. Oooooh, fuck.

I don’t get time to look at who it is, and as I sink to my knees, I encounter a hard cock and a pair of massive balls. The guy is naked from the waist down, so I don’t think it’s the vampire, plus chances are he’s still busy with his lusty maid.

The guy taps his dick on my cheek. I blink, not expecting a cock to be tossed in my face like this—though I probably should have been. I open my mouth to object, but all I get out is a, “Hey, wha–!” before the mystery man slides his cock deep into my mouth and the tip of it touches the back of my throat.

Oliver-the-Pencil-Dick got plenty of blowjobs from me, and my mouth closes around his cock automatically. I start sucking him, sliding my tongue along the underside of his shaft, which makes him groan. Holy fuck, I just walked in the door and I’ve already got a cock in my mouth. It makes me feel sexy and submissive.

“Good, slutty cop. Take it all,” he encourages, and I relax my throat so he can drive in deeper.

I bob my head as he grasps my bun with his hand and thrusts into my mouth vigorously. Oh wow, this is better than I thought it would be. His pre-cum tastes tangy. It’s weird to have an anonymous guy’s cock in my throat.

“Ohhhhhhh, suck it. Such a pretty mouth. Do you like being used like a filthy slut?”

When he asks the question, my chest tightens briefly from surprise and confusion, and then my thoughts clear and I feel my body relax. No one has ever called me a filthy slut before, but it resonates deep in my soul and I realize the truth. Yes, I do like being used.

I came here tonight because I want to feel this way. I wasted too many years with Oliver-the-Douche-Nozzle, and it’s time for me to take control of my life...by surrendering for a night of pleasure.

I try to answer, but with his cock in my mouth, all that comes out is a happy gurgle and a tiny nod. Placing my hands on the man’s hips, I hold myself steady while he plows into my mouth. His cock thickens, and I flick my tongue and hollow out my cheeks to bring him more pleasure.

“Ohhhhhhh, the slut really does enjoy being used, huh? Do you want a taste of my cum?”

No answer is necessary and a moment later, he hisses in pleasure and spurts of warm cum hit the back of my throat. I swallow it greedily. His thigh muscles quiver and his grip tightens on my bun. His movements become erratic until he completely stills, pulling back to slide his length out of my mouth.

Cum and saliva run down my chin and I try to wipe it up with my hand while another voice behind me says, “It’s my turn to fuck the pretty slut’s mouth.”

I turn to the guy who spoke, and I encounter another dick lined up with my face – this one is attached to a fairly realistic Viking. Next to the Viking is a priest with his robe open and his cock out. Holy shit, it’s a queue of dicks for me to suck. What have I gotten myself into?

The Viking pulls my hair loose from my bun and runs his fingers through the strands, loosening them to fall in soft waves to my shoulders. He tips my head back, and I peer up at his smirk. I have to hold in my giggle. These guys might think I’m a freeuse slut tonight, but in reality, I’m the one using them. Everyone who shoves their cock in me is giving me what I need and what I’ve never had before—the freedom to be a complete whore.

My drenched pussy throbs for attention, but I shove my desire aside to focus on my role for the night – I’m a cum dumpster for people to unload in. I flutter my eyelashes up at the Viking, ready to take my next dick.

He cups my chin with his thumb and index finger and guides me forward to the tip of his cock. As his shaft slides past my lips and I taste his unique flavor of pre-cum, my brain sinks further into submission. He holds the sides of my head and stands still, rocking me, and forcing me on and off his cock slowly. The longer he fucks my mouth, the fuzzier my mind gets. Before all thoughts switch off and I become the ultimate fucktoy, I have a fleeting thought that I hope the sexy, older vampire finds me. I’m curious what a vampire’s cum tastes like.


Chapter 5



MIKE

Lita puts her hand on my face, turning me to look at her and breaking my eye contact with the cop girl.

“Fuck, that was good,” she sighs, before kissing me hard. My cock is still inside her and I’m gently rocking, sending shivers of pleasure through her body as my cock fills her up. I can feel her pussy clenching me and for a moment I think about just fucking her, slamming into her until I explode.

But now I have someone else who I want to fill with my cum.

I lower Lita back down and help her steady herself. I can see the orgasm has taken it out of her and know she needs a little aftercare.

“Stay here a moment,” I say as I slide from her, removing the condom and tucking myself away.

She nods and leans against the wall, eyes shut and a happy, spaced-out look on her face.

I walk down the corridor to reception and grab one of the many bottles of water they provide for the guests, then take it back to Lita. Cracking the lid, I hold the bottle to her mouth.

“I never drink… water,” she says in a deep voice.

I recognize that she’s referencing the old Bela Lugosi Dracula movie where he said the same thing about wine.

“You do tonight.”

She takes the bottle and knocks it back, drinking about a third of it in one long gulp.

“I’m okay,” she says, standing up straight and smoothing down her outfit. “You should go find that pretty young cop you had your eyes on. If you don’t, someone else will.”

“Are you sure you’re okay?” I ask.

A burly guy in a hockey mask walks up to us and, without saying anything, lifts her up over his shoulder, and starts walking towards the stairs.

“I think I’m going to be fine,” she calls back to me. “Looks like I’ve already found my next playmate. Go get her, and don’t worry about me.”

She’s right, I want to find the cop girl. Something about her resonated inside me as soon as we locked eyes. I could tell she was going to be very popular at the party and I had a sudden urge to claim her for myself.

The house is pretty full, guests arriving all the time and spreading out through the rooms. She could be anywhere by now, so my only choice is searching the rooms one by one.

I walk into the living space at the front of the house and try to push my way through the crowd. A couple are fucking on the couch just inside and I recognize the woman as Cherry, our host. Her body is painted red, and she’s wearing demon horns. She catches my eye as I pass and she flashes me a smile before pulling down the head of the man she is riding, pressing it to her breasts as she bucks up and down on him.

Cherry has a thing about being watched and always knows how to create a spectacle to get people gathered around. Unfortunately, that just makes it harder for me to get through the room.

I remember seeing a bar earlier, so I head in that direction, figuring that maybe she had gone to get a drink. As I get near, there’s a small circle of people watching something, and I push my way over to see.

The cop girl is on her knees, getting her mouth fucked by a Viking. Since I last saw her, she has taken her hair down, framing her face. It makes her look even sexier and my cock throbs in anticipation of using her.

The Viking has his hands on the side of her face and is rocking her back and forth on his cock. I can see her eyes and recognize that faraway look in them. She’s a sub, dazed from the feeling of submission and eager to please.

I almost growl with need.

“Oh fuck,” says the Viking as he thrusts into her mouth. One hand moves from her face to the top of her head and I can tell he’s about to come. The girl keeps bobbing her head, lost in her own pleasure. When he explodes in her mouth, she savors his cock and cleans it with her tongue, her hand coming up to milk the last drops out onto her outstretched tongue.

Behind the Viking, there’s a guy dressed as a priest. Maybe he’s supposed to be Rasputin? He’s stroking his cock and I can see he’s planning to take the Viking’s place. I step forward out of the crowd as soon as the Viking moves away. Sliding between the girl and the priest, I pull her up from the floor.

“Hey man, it’s my turn. You can’t just…”

I turn to him with an icy, penetrating stare. “There are no turns. If you want something, you take it. And I want her. So unless you want to take her from me…?”

He pales and backs away, pulling his robes over his cock. I’m sure he’ll find someone else to fuck, but it’s not going to be my cop girl.

I turn back to her and see that she’s coming back around, blinking as she looks at me.

“Oh, it’s you,” she gasps.

I crouch down and grab her shorts, pulling them to the floor. Her little red panties follow.

Standing back up, I look at the people gathered and see the excited expectancy on their faces.

“I know some of you were hoping to use her, but I’m sure she won’t mind showing what a wet little slut she is.”

I feel her slip one arm around my waist and hold on to my side.

“Are you going to be a good sub?” I ask her.

When she nods, I sense nervousness in her. She may be at a freeuse party, but I have a feeling that she’s not very experienced. She seems to be a natural submissive and I’m looking forward to bringing that out more.

I command, “Spread your legs so that everyone can see your pussy.”

Her eyes go wide, but she obeys, spreading her legs for the gathered crowd.

“Good girl.”

I slip my hand between her legs and dip my fingers into her wetness. She’s soaked and I think how easy it will be to fuck her. But not now. First, I’m going to put on a show. My fingers brush her clit and she lets out a low moan, closing her mouth to try to keep it in. She tries even harder when I rub in a circular motion.

“Oh no, none of that,” I say. “Mouth open so all the ladies and gentlemen can hear how much you like being used. Look at how many of them are touching while watching you. I bet that turns you on, all these people getting to see what a good slut you are.”

She mumbles something, and I give her pussy a little slap. “Use your words.”

Her head falls back and I can see she has closed her eyes. I have an overwhelming desire to kiss her, but my dom side is far too busy enjoying showing her off.

“So good,” she moans. “Want to be a good obedient slut, have people watch.”

I move my fingers faster on her clit in little tight circles. From the noises she’s making and how hard her legs are shaking, I know she’s loving everything I’m doing. But I don’t want her to come yet. I have all night to play with her and this is all about getting her feeling even more submissive and owned.

I hear a groan and look over. The priest has his eyes firmly fixed on us, but a woman in a pixie outfit has her hand in his robes, stroking vigorously. Her other hand is squeezing her own breast, and she seems as enchanted with our display as the priest is.

“Now then, be a good little toy,” I say, “and show the ladies and gentlemen what a slutty little freeuse toy you are. Maybe if you’re good, some of them might even come while watching you.”

I give her pussy another slap and her low moaning changes to a loud cry.

“Oh fuck. Oh fuck yes,” she shouts, grinding herself on my hand, trying to give herself more pleasure. I’m still not ready for her to come, so I pull my hand away.

From the corner of my eye, I see the priest coming in the pixie’s hand as my cop girl falls into my embrace. I scoop her up into my arms, and the crowd parts for us as I carry her across the room. Someone has already claimed the pixie, and she gets down on her knees to take on everyone who wants her. As much fun as it is to watch people play, I want some privacy so I can ravish this enchanting woman who is now all mine.

There are private rooms for people to use upstairs, so I grab her discarded clothes and carry her up there. I close the door behind me with my foot and the thickness of the wood drowns out the sounds from the party. We’re alone now, just the two of us.

I lay her down on the center of the bed and then walk to the end. Her eyes follow me as I pull off my costume, and I smirk at how her eyes widen again as I take out my cock and stroke it to its full size.

“You know what I am going to do to you?” I ask.

Her voice is quiet. “You’re going to fuck me.”

“Do you consent to me fucking you?”

She nods.

“I need to hear you say it.”

She pushes herself up onto her elbows, and her eyes go to my cock.

“Please fuck me. I want to feel your cock inside me.”

There is a desperation in her voice that makes my cock pulse and bounce in the air, getting a giggle from her.

“Take your top off,” I tell her as I bend down and take a new condom from my trousers and roll it down my shaft.

She complies quickly, eager to get ready for me. Underneath her top, she is wearing a red bra and I stop her before she removes it.

“Leave it on for now.”

I crawl onto the bed on top of her, kissing her softly. Her mouth opens for me and her hands come up to hold my face.

I break the kiss and slide my hands over her wrists, pinning her down to the bed. I press the tip of my cock to her pussy and I am just about to thrust into her when she gasps.

“Wait! I have to tell you something first.”
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The vampire pauses, the head of his cock hovering right at the brink of pushing in. His eyes hold me hostage and there’s lust and need reflected back at me. I desperately want him to fuck me, but what if it hurts? I debate for two seconds about what to say. It’s now or never.

I hope to hell this doesn’t screw everything up and make him stop. After the show he made me put on in front of everyone else and how quickly he turned me into his obedient toy, I want him to be my first. It’s beyond ridiculous how turned on I am.

I close my eyes, summon my courage, then look straight at him, murmuring, “I’ve never had sex before.”

The change in him is immediate. He stills as if he’s in shock, and his eyes go dark with desire. “Really?”

My clit throbs, and I try to rub my body against him. “Yeah. Don’t freak out. I have the red ribbon and I’m here because I want this. Please fuck me...please?”

I’m practically begging at the end, and I rock my hips, trying to nudge his cock inside me, but he doesn’t thrust in. Shit, this is a disaster. Why did I tell him? He’s going to leave me horny and unsatisfied.

I swallow my disappointment. “It’s okay. I’ll leave—“

“Shhh, be still,” he growls, his voice full of raw power.

I snap my mouth shut, powerless to resist him as pleasure pulses through my veins. Ohhh god, I think he’s going to fuck me. Lust burns in my brain and all I want him to do is take me and do whatever he wants to me.

Wild, raw need passes between us, and the vampire lets go of my wrists. My bra has a front-hook, and he quickly opens it. My bare tits bounce free, my nipples hardening in the cool air, and a satisfied hum vibrates from his chest.

“I’m really the first?”

“Yes,” I whisper as I slide my hands down to cup my breasts, squeezing them enticingly.

He turns primal as he leans forward and swirls his tongue around each nipple before giving each one a gentle bite that sends electric bolts straight to my core. Oh shit, this is new. I didn’t know I’d like a little pain, and I moan loudly. I might die of shame tomorrow for how much of a slut I am, but not tonight...Right now, I’m free to do whatever I want, and it’s like the floodgates of desire are wide open.

His voice is harsh. “Don’t move.”

My body vibrates with desire at the command, and I moan in compliance as he continues.

“I’m still going to fuck you, but we’re taking things nice and slow so you get used to how it feels. If something hurts or you get uncomfortable, you’ll say ‘yellow’ for me to slow down, or ‘red’ for me to stop completely. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I breathlessly respond as his domineering presence makes my insides twist up deliciously.

“Oh, I like you calling me sir. But I’m not your Sir, babygirl—not yet.”

“Yes, sir. Sorry, sir.” I wince as I hear myself use the word. I can’t help it: something about him makes me want to obey.

My hands are shaking with need, and I hold the undersides of my tits for him again. His fingers lightly squeeze my nipples, which only fuels my hunger to have his cock inside me. I have no clue if this is a normal conversation for the first time, but it feels right to submit to his dominance and the sexual tension crackles between us.

“Tell me why someone as delectable as you hasn’t had sex before.”

The tone of his voice isn’t harsh or demanding—just curious, with an underlying current of passion that I crave. I sigh and stare up at him as he hovers over me, holding himself up on one elbow. I can still feel the tip of his cock at my entrance, but he’s not moving it yet.

Shit, I might as well tell him the truth. “My long-term boyfriend had premature ejaculation issues, and…” I pause for a split second and force myself to continue. “...And I can’t orgasm, so no one else will want me. I just need you to fuck me so I know what it feels like, please? I just want to know.”

He doesn’t say anything as his hand slips up under my neck and his lips crush against mine. I wrap my arms around him and slide my tongue in his mouth, hungrily returning his kisses. It’s a crazy, raw connection to experience with someone who’s essentially a stranger—and the opposite of how I usually am with men—but I’ve been fantasizing about this party for weeks. I want to be possessed and fucked by someone. Nothing else matters except fulfilling this need burning deep inside me.

When he pulls away, he strokes my hair gently, gazing down at me softly. “I want to know what you think will make you orgasm.”

Blushing furiously, I stammer. “I...I don’t know. I gave up trying.”

He raises an eyebrow and I’m drawn into the depths of his gorgeous gray eyes. Spilling my intimate details to this guy is strangely erotic. My heartbeat thuds in my ears, and my eyes widen as the tip of his cock slips inside me, stretching me. There’s no pain like I expected, just an exquisite pleasure. He sinks in slowly, filling me up bit by bit. I moan and toss my head, needing him to be all the way inside me.

When I tilt my hips up and try to make him press in deeper, he shakes his head. “Remember what I said about letting your body get used to how it feels, babygirl. If I had known this was your first time, I wouldn’t have teased you in the kitchen. But you seemed so wet and eager.”

“I am,” I insist, reaching out for him, but he resists me and pins both of my wrists down by my sides. Mewling in frustration, I look at him and silently plead for him to fuck me. I’m aching to feel his entire length and for him to get lost in me.

He’s inside my pussy, but not nearly all the way, and I wiggle my hips impatiently. “I need to feel you deeper.”

He leans down for a searing kiss before thrusting the last few inches into me. I let out a loud gasp as I feel him bottom out. He’s so huge that I feel stretched wide to my max.

“It’s okay if you don’t come tonight, babygirl. But I want you to enjoy this either way,” he rumbles as he moves my hands above my head and crosses my wrists so he can pin them down with one hand and explore my body with the other.

I moan when he kisses my throat and massages my tit, rubbing his palm over my nipple, then running his fingertips along my stomach and sliding down to circle my clit.

“Oh god,” I whimper, lost as pleasure floods through my body.

He starts fucking me slowly, rolling his hips in a leisurely fashion that’s almost torture.

“Pleasure doesn’t have to be about coming,” he murmurs as he bites at the sensitive skin on my neck. “Sometimes it’s about opening yourself up to the experience in the moment, and just feeling every sensation and emotion.”

The room spins as tendrils of bliss ripple through me. I thought he was going to fuck me savagely and just take what he wanted from me. But instead, he’s focused on my pleasure as his fingers circle my clit relentlessly.

I need more. More speed and force. “Please… faster.”

“You don’t get to decide how fast I fuck you,” he groans, and I can tell he’s in his element while driving me wild.

I lose track of time as he tenderly strokes my clit in a rhythmic motion, all the while continuing the gentle fucking, taking me to dizzying heights and then pulling me back down. An unfamiliar pressure builds inside me, and I whimper as I put my feet flat on the bed and try to meet his thrusts to force him in harder.

“Faster! More!” I cry out, my pussy walls contracting around his thick cock as my vision blurs from delight.

“Beg for it like you’re the filthiest slut you can imagine.” His fingers tighten on my wrists. “Then I’ll give you more.”

I’m delirious with pleasure and his words set me on fire. A pathway in my brain lights up and suddenly I’m noticing every tiny detail: the warmth of his body, his cock throbbing inside me, and his powerful grip on my wrists. I need this man to do whatever he wants to me. The realization makes the edges of the world go fuzzy, and I feel myself sinking down into a place I’ve never been before.

I wanted to be a freeuse slut for people to use for my first time.

I am the filthiest slut I can imagine.

Words burst out of me faster than I can think. “Please, sir...harder...faster...I need you to fill me up with your cum...make me yours...make me scream...”

The vampire’s cock thickens, and my words trigger something in him. His thrusts become punishing as he pumps in and out of me in hard, vigorous strokes that light up every nerve ending in my body. My breath comes in quick gasps as I focus on the pleasure and I arch my back up off the bed as he grinds against me with each downward stroke. The vampire releases my hands and leans over me, pounding into me with abandon.

A keening wail erupts from my lungs as he fucks me, and I grab the back of his neck and hold on for dear life. The unfamiliar pressure bursts inside me, and I’m suddenly flying high. I scream out as ecstasy explodes like fireworks across my body. Every muscle tenses and I buck up as his cock brings wave after wave of sheer rapture crashing through me.

I never want this moment to end.

My orgasm triggers his climax and he pounds into me faster, grunting as his muscles tighten, then spills his load. He keeps fucking me, as tiny aftershocks of bliss ripple from my fingertips to my toes.

When he finally stops, he’s panting as his forehead rests on mine while his chest heaves from exertion. The vampire stares down at me in amazement. “That was so unbelievably sexy. I loved watching you come.”

He rolls to my side and I’m frozen in place. What just happened? The pleasure I just experienced was life altering. It’s like my body and mind switched on, illuminating something I never knew existed.

When I shiver, the vampire pulls me on top of him. My breasts flatten against his chest as I melt. I’m floating on a cloud of happiness, and now is not the time to question anything. I’ve got the rest of my life to think about tonight.
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She rests her head on my chest, and I slip a hand down to cup her ass. I can feel heat radiating from her and her little murmurs seem like she’s content, but fuzzy. She’s got to be feeling over stimulated and out of it.

“Just rest. You’re all right. Catch your breath, just breathe slowly. All you need to do right now is snuggle up and relax. I’ll keep you safe.”

I always make sure to give aftercare, but I’m not usually this gentle. But in this case, aftercare is very much needed. She’s been through a lot and I’m the only person she has to make sure she’s ok.

“Oh god, that was…”

She doesn’t finish the sentence and instead squeezes me, wrapping herself tightly around me. I stroke her hair and hold her, giving her the time that she needs so she can think clearly.

“We need to get some water inside you,” I say. “You’re going to be dehydrated.”

She nods, but doesn’t move. Her head on my chest makes it look like she’s listening to my heartbeat.

Suddenly, she lifts her head. “I need to use the bathroom.”

Without waiting for me to answer, she hops off the bed and scampers over to a door, pulling it open and revealing a walk-in closet. I’m far too busy looking at her cute ass, so it takes me a minute to realize she opened the wrong door.

“It’s the one next to it.”

She looks back at me, an embarrassed smile on her face, then pulls the other door open and disappears inside.

It’s fair to say that tonight has not gone the way I had planned. I was expecting some domming and rough fucking.

I was not expecting to take someone’s virginity.

It’s all a bit much to take in. I need to think about this, process it. All I know is that I’m glad that I was her first.

The door opens, and just her head pops out. “Got water. Be out in a second.”

She disappears again and I chuckle. Her youthful exuberance is intoxicating. I wonder how old she actually is. Mid twenties, or younger?

There is something about her. At one moment, innocent seeming, then the next full of passion and lust. And there’s something soft and loving about her. It makes my rough dom side roar and my softer side want to hold and protect her.

This is an unfamiliar feeling for me.

She appears again, wrapped in a towel, and runs over to the bed, launching herself onto it and snuggling up to me.

“Thank you,” she says, kissing my neck and then resting her head on my chest.

“You’re very welcome. And thank you for letting me be your first.”

We lay on the bed not saying anything, just enjoying the feeling of each other. It can’t last, but it feels intimate and right.

“I know you probably want to get back to the party,” she says. “But can we cuddle for a bit more? I’m not ready to leave just yet. It’s been overwhelming. In a good way.”

I lean down and kiss the top of her head.

“As long as you need.”

We cuddle together for a bit, and I marvel at how she fits perfectly against me.

She finally sits up and looks at me. “Let’s go back to the party. I want to see what everyone else is doing. And I should probably find Alice to let her know I’m well taken care of.”

I don’t know who Alice is, but if it’s her friend, then we should probably make sure she’s not panicking.

We start getting dressed and end up a giggling mess. She trips while pulling up her shorts and falls into me, knocking us both onto the bed.

“If you wanted round two, you should have just said,” I laugh.

“Mmmm, it’s tempting.” She reaches down and squeezes my cock. “Oh, you’re hard already?”

One thing I’ve always been grateful for is how quickly I recover.

“Always hard, always ready.”

She laughs and drops her head down and kisses the tip.

“Well, you’ll just have to wait. Maybe next time.”

Next time? Now that sounds promising. For a moment, I consider taking her and showing her what freeuse is really about. But she’s had an eventful night already, so I decide to not overwhelm her.

Eventually, we’re both dressed, and I help twist her hair back up into a bun. It was something I used to do for my wife and for a moment, it’s like old times. I noticed it before while we were having sex, but her hair smells gorgeous. Something sweet, like cotton candy? Whatever it is, I like it.

“Ready to go back out?” I ask.

She nods and takes my hand, and I realize she still has the red ribbon on her wrist.

As soon as we step outside, a nude couple runs past us. The party is in full swing now and people are having sex all over the place.

“Oh wow. I thought it was wild earlier, but this…”

I lean in and kiss her neck. “I’m sure they all got worked up after seeing you being a good slut earlier.”

She turns and snorts, putting her hand up to cover her face. It’s so adorable that I want to pull her back into the bedroom and fuck her again. As we walk to the stairs, a guy dressed in a werewolf outfit comes out of a side room and puts his hand on her arm, trying to take her away from me.

“Oh. Oh no, sorry.” She pulls the end of the ribbon and it falls down to the floor, a little red trail of material that means she’s no longer freeuse. “I forgot it was still on,” she says to him.

He nods his head, shrugs, and walks off down the corridor in search of new prey.

She turns, cuddles against me, and bats her eyelashes adorably. “There’s only one guy for me tonight.”

How did I manage to get so lucky as to end up with this intriguing woman?
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My heart races as I entwine my arm with his, feeling the warmth of his skin. Being this close to him makes me feel protected. There are so many people having sex in the main part of the house that it’s difficult to take in all the debauchery. We pass the priest from earlier, who’s sitting on one of the couches with his robe open, a couple of women taking turns sucking him off as a small audience watches. I’m fascinated, and as much as I’d love to stay and observe, I want to find Alice.

As we wander the downstairs, several people glance at my wrist to check for a ribbon—not just men. Whenever I notice a woman looking, I blush and hide my face against the vampire. I don’t know why I assumed only men would use women. Tonight could have turned out very differently…

Hey, wait...I don’t even know his name. Do I want to know? I could just always think of him as the mysterious older guy who gave me an amazing night of pleasure. Mmmm, and what a night it’s been. My pussy buzzes as I think about fucking him all night. Oh no, I want a name to put to the experience when I’m daydreaming about it years from now.

The party is loud and I tug on his arm to get his attention and try to speak up over the noise. “So what’s your name?”

He kisses my neck before answering. “Mike, but I’m afraid there’s a catch.”

“Oh?”

His breath tickles, and a shiver of delight runs through me as his eyes, once again, mesmerize me. His lips curl up mischievously. “You’ll have to give me yours.”

I laugh. “I’m Willow. It’s nice to meet you, Mike.”

“Pretty name.” He pulls me into a hug.

I’m stunned at the unexpected affection, and a little awkward at first. When I finally relax, I give in to the sense of calm that comes from being in his embrace. It feels wonderful, like he can shelter me from the craziness going on all over the place. We didn’t discuss him not fucking other people, and just because I took my ribbon off doesn’t mean he isn’t free to find someone else to play with. But somehow, I know he’s only interested in me right now. That could just be the sex talking, but at least for right now, I feel special.

The entire downstairs is wild, free-for-all fucking. I now understand just how nuts my plan of coming here to lose my virginity really was. God, I got so lucky.

When he squeezes my ass, I giggle and push at him. “Hey, I need to find Alice.”

“Sure. Is she a friend?”

“Yeah. I just want to make sure she’s okay.”

He helps me search for Alice and as we pass a doorway, I catch a glimpse of her. She’s on a couch, leaning back, her mouth hanging open. Her eyes are half shut while her tits bounce as a guy dressed up as a pirate thrusts into her. Oh yeah, she’s fine.

When Mike notices I’ve paused to look at the couple on the couch, he asks, “Is that her?”

“Yep. I’d say she’s enjoying herself.”

He hums in agreement and puts his arm across my shoulders, leading me away. “Let’s go find something to eat.”

I’m not really hungry, but I don’t disagree and we make our way to the kitchen. Once we’re in there, I spot a plate of goodies on a table and get distracted. “Oooh, cupcakes!”

Grabbing a vanilla one with white frosting and orange sprinkles, I hold it up for him. “Want one?”

He arches his eyebrow and takes a chocolate one off the plate. “I’m not really into anything vanilla.”

I flush from the innuendo and stick my tongue out at him playfully. He reaches up to tuck a loose strand of my hair behind my ear. It’s an oddly familiar gesture, and my skin tingles wherever he touches me.

While I munch on my cupcake, I take a better look at him. He has the most gorgeous piercing gray eyes. His broad shoulders are inviting and his firm build is incredibly sexy. Being close to him makes me giddy, and I keep thinking I should pinch myself to make sure this isn’t all a dream. He’s the perfect guy for my first time. How is this real?

Should I ask for his phone number? My stomach tightens with indecision. He’s older, and he probably won’t want to talk to me again. I bite my lip, fighting the urge to ask him.

I’m so engrossed in my own thoughts, I’m surprised when he smears chocolate frosting on my lips. He licks the remaining icing off his finger and winks. “Oops, guess I better clean that off.”

I grin at his teasing, but when he presses his mouth to mine, my legs go weak. His kiss tastes like chocolatey goodness and my mind blanks from desire.

We exchange slow, heated kisses, surrounded by a bunch of strangers going at it, oblivious to the fact we’re here. It’s oddly romantic, and when he slides his hands to my ass, I forget about everything as I encircle his neck with my arms and pull him closer.

Just as his tongue is deep in my mouth, something jostles my shoulder and breaks us apart. A young woman, about my age, bends over the island, a guy slamming into her from behind while she texts on her phone.

I giggle at the interruption, and her phone reminds me. I seize the moment. “Want to exchange phone numbers?”

“Definitely. But my phone is in the lockers.”

“Mine too.”

He takes my hand, and we navigate through the crowded rooms to the entryway. I give Bianca my name, and I’m barely mature enough not to snicker when I say I’m locker 69.

When Mike whispers in my ear, “We should have tried 69,” my entire body zings alive. I’m about to be brave and suggest we do that if we meet up another time, but Bianca interrupts me.

“Here’s your phone.”

Damn her. She gets Mike’s phone out, and we exchange numbers. When we’re done, I shift from foot to foot, suddenly feeling uncertain of what I’m doing. I should go in case he wants to fuck someone else. He didn’t sign up to babysit me all night.

My anxiety gets the better of me, and I quickly make up an excuse. “I’ve got to get going. I’m house sitting. Thanks for the lovely time.”

Before I can move, he pulls me to him for a deep, toe-curling kiss. I’m reeling when we separate.

He grins and kisses my nose. “No, thank you.”

A lump forms in my throat, and I don’t want to leave. Oh God, I need to get out of here before I make a fool of myself. I blow him a kiss and give him my cutest, “Goodbye,” and hightail it outside.

I sneak around the side of the house, so it looks like I’m gone. Leaning against the siding, I request a pickup from the rideshare app and reminisce about the mind-blowing sex. By the time my driver arrives, my nipples are hard and aching and I can feel wetness between my legs.

God, why can’t guys my age fuck like that?


Chapter 9



MIKE

I pull the car up in front of my house and sit for a moment.

What an unexpected night.

I rarely ever give out my number to anyone at a freeuse party unless they’re experienced and nearer my age. I still don’t know exactly how old she really is.

But this time, it felt right.

Who knows if anything more will happen? After all, she’s way too young for me, so it’s not like she would want to date or anything. But having some more playtime, teaching her how to be a good sub? I can see that happening. Better me teaching her than someone who’s not so caring and gentle. The world is full of bad doms and an innocent like her could get hurt.

I’m not going to let it go to my head, though. I don’t want a relationship; at least, nothing lasting.

While all that is true, I have to admit that I also really want to fuck her again. To see her eyes roll into the back of her head as I pound into her and make her come for me.

Yeah, I can see the two of us getting together in the future.

I get out of the car and notice the blinds twitching in Nancy’s darkened window. Then I see the light go on so her silhouette appears. She’s taking her top off and I can see the shape of her breast projected onto the blind. I wonder if she’s been waiting for me to return home just so she can up the flirting with this?

I know she’s watching, so I make a beating heart shape with my hands, letting her know I saw her.

Unfortunately for her, there’s only one person on my mind as I let myself into the house.

I head straight for the shower, stripping off and letting the warm water spray over my body. My head seems to clear and for a moment, I don’t think of anything except how good the warmth feels.

As I get out of the shower, I notice that there’s a message on my phone. My heart leaps as I think it might be Willow, but instead, it’s just someone from work.

I throw the phone down on the counter as I towel off, surprised at how disappointed I am.

Usually I would leave it a few days before calling. But she just had a hell of a night. I took her virginity, the least I can do is check in on her.

I finish cleaning up and head through to the bedroom and lay down on the bed, looking up at the ceiling.

Just thinking about Willow gets me hard, and I wonder what she’s doing right now. Is she lying in bed thinking about me?

I wrap my hand around my cock and I gently stroke, remembering her silky heat as I thrust into her. Maybe I’ll just get myself off, clear my mind, and go to sleep.

Instead, I grab my phone and find her number.

I’m the first person she’s had sex with. It’s only right I send her a quick message to check she’s okay.

I hit send and lie back on the bed. I don’t expect her to text back straight away. She might not text back at all. Almost instantly, I feel tired. So I close my eyes, wait for sleep, and wonder what tomorrow will bring.


Chapter 10



WILLOW

By the time I let myself into my apartment, I’m exhausted. It’s been one hell of a night. After locking the door behind me, I quickly text Alice to let her know I made it home safely and asked her to do the same whenever she’s done fucking the pirate. I giggle, imagining her reading the message and blushing because she’ll know I saw her.

I pull off my costume and climb into the shower. As I soap up my body, I’m extra sensitive everywhere—even my breasts feel bigger. Normally I don’t pay attention to my body in the shower, but tonight I explore my curves as if it’s the first time I’ve ever touched myself for pleasure. My body feels more alive and every nerve ending is sensitive.

I run my fingers between my legs, and they come away glistening with slick, clear fluid. My skin is hot, and I imagine it’s Mike’s hands caressing me everywhere as the warm water cascades over me. I slip one finger inside my pussy and gasp. Even my finger pressing into me feels different after having his enormous cock in me.

When I recall how gentle Mike was, tears threaten to spill from my eyes. As fabulous as the sex was, his aftercare meant more. It made me feel like a person rather than just a freeuse slut. I didn’t know that was exactly what I needed for my first time until tonight. He even made sure I drank water, and he cared about how I felt afterward. Is this how older men are, or is he just a good guy?

When I settle into bed, I’m still turned on. I pick up my phone, hoping to see a message from him, but I know I’m being silly. Hell, he’s probably still at the party fucking other women. I turn my phone on silent and set it facedown on my nightstand to avoid the temptation of looking at it.

I’m still hot and bothered from my shower, and when I turn the lights off, I slide my hand between my legs. My fingers trace my sensitive skin and when I brush against my clit, I moan and imagine Mike is with me.

The memory of being held down, his fingers on my clit as he thrust into me, has my pulse racing. My body responds and I raise my hips to meet my fingers as I add in a second hand to finger fuck myself while stroking my clit. The thought of how much I loved being under his control, submitting to him, makes me moan and my body shudders as I push myself toward the edge.

I imagine him whispering dirty words into my ear and telling me to be a good girl and come for him. My toes curl as I slam my fingers inside me and when my orgasm hits, I cry out and arch my back as waves of pleasure ripple through me.

Holy fuck. I just made myself come.

I collapse onto my pillow, breathing heavily as my thoughts drift. My body feels lighter and I close my eyes, so relaxed now that I can tell I’m going to fall asleep easily.

Yep. Best birthday ever.

The End


Get Freeuse Thanksgiving



This series is a multi-part sexual and romantic journey for Willow and Mike over the holidays. The next adventure is Thanksgiving.
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There might not be a party to attend for Thanksgiving, but that doesn’t mean he can’t turn her into his  freeuse slut for the weekend.

Willow
After Mike gave me a thrilling first time at the freeuse Halloween party, I’m eager to be his mindless toy and I’m willing to obey his every command to get the continual pleasure I know he can give me.

When my parents ask me to housesit over Thanksgiving, I invite Mike over to use me all weekend. I don’t know where this is going with him, but he knows exactly how to press all my hot spots and turn me into the sluttiest version of myself. I should have been hooking up with older men all along. They know how to do it right.

Mike
Willow’s too young to date, but she’s fun to play with. I know I shouldn’t lead her on by texting her too much, but I can’t help myself. She’s adorable, responsive, and desperate to be controlled again.

When she offers herself up for entire freeuse weekend, how can I say no to that? She’s going to be lucky if I let her out of bed. When I’m done giving her the rough pounding she’s craving, we’re both going to have many filthy things to be thankful for.


Find it at:
https://stories.april-cross.com/zonthanksgiving


Holiday Heat Collab Series



Matt (Alec) Lake and I have another series together. It’s another super spicy romantic erotica. Check out the bundle.
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5 Kinky Holiday Stories. A couple finds each other in their dreams, but can it be love?

Magic isn’t real...

Noelle and Nick live a continent apart but on the holidays they keep falling asleep and visiting a dream world where they have two hours to do whatever they want to each other.

What starts out as two strangers enjoying each other’s bodies turns into a journey of domination, sharing, freeuse, and exhibitionism.

They explore newfound kinks together and the thrills drive a deep connection, but dreams aren’t real … right?

Suspend your sense of reality and enjoy the fantasy in this fun and flirty series set around the holidays.

Includes:
Playing in a Winter Wonderland
Playing in a Lovers’ Paradise
Playing in the Shamrock Bar
Playing at the Egg Hunt
Playing for Keeps
Plus a bonus erotic short for the bundle

Note: This story is dual point of view with April Cross writing Noelle and Alec Lake writing Nick. 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.

These short stories contains explicit encounters between consenting adults and features elements of BDSM, degradation, freeuse, spanking, sharing, and combines fantasy with real life. Reader discretion advised. And let’s be real here, it’s just a bunch of sexy fun.

Get all 5 books at:
https://stories.april-cross.com/zonholidayheat


About April Cross and Matt Lake



April Cross (also Lacey Cross)

Writer of spicy stories...okay, I’ll be honest, most of my stuff is ghost pepper spicy. I started writing wife sharing stories before branching out to longer romantic erotica series and stories. I write power play stories with guys who demand to be in control.

Website: 
https://april-cross.com/

My BDSM Books: 
https://books.april-cross.com/

Newsletter signup: 
https://books.april-cross.com/freeusesignup

Interested in filthy wife sharing erotic? Check out my Lacey Cross books: 
https://author.to/laceycross
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Matt Lake (also Alec Lake)

Writer of fact and fiction blended together into Erotica. I write freeuse erotica and love exploring the fantasy.

Website: 
https://mattlakewriter.com/

My freeuse books: 
https://www.amazon.com/author/mattlakewriter

Newsletter signup: 
https://books.aleclake.co.uk/freeusefreebie

Want more than just freeuse? Check out my Alec Lake erotica: 
https://author.to/aleclakebooks
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