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My Soccer Mom MILF


Alec Lake + Matt Lake


Chapter One


“Um, is this the book club?”

I looked round and realized that the room was full of middle-aged women, all of them staring, all of them not looking amused that I had just barged in. This was not going how I expected.

Let me take you back a bit and explain what was going on.

My name is Louis Toussaint, and no, despite the name, I am not French. I assume that my family traces back to France somewhere in the distant past, but I am about as American as you can get.

Hot dogs, baseball, cars, and beer. That’s me all over.

In case you can’t tell, I’m being sarcastic. I am American, but I’m not exactly what you’d call your average kid.

If I were to describe myself, which I suppose is what I’m doing, I would say I’m the goth kid you see hanging around at the mall, the one on his own, wearing a hoodie and listening to music so loud on his earbuds that the music still bleeds through for others to hear. The one who makes you uncomfortable when you walk past him, but who actually is more afraid of you than you are of him, and just wants to get on with his day, grab some food, and stay away from home.

Actually, that might only apply to me.

The reason I don’t want to go home is that my parents are going through what they term “problems” at the moment. Which basically means screaming at each other, drinking, and then hours of silence.

We moved here about three months ago, making a new start, they said. But the new start did nothing except make the problems worse and take away any friends that I had.

I’m 19 so it’s not like I HAVE to live at home, but you see if you can find a place for me to live on the cashier wages I get at the grocery store. So for now I’m living at home and trying to avoid getting caught in the crossfire.

And that brings me round to the book club.

I had seen it in the local paper, part of an ad for lessons and groups available at a local community center. Meets every Friday, six till seven, free to join, must have time to read a book every week.

Well, it’s not like I’m doing anything else. And I had always been a bookworm; pretty much the only thing that I brought with me in the move was my books. So passing the time reading some new stuff was tempting.

And who knows, maybe I would make some new friends. God knows I wasn’t doing that at work.

So on Friday, I headed out and walked to the community center, figuring that it was a nice evening and the walk would do me good. Instead, I found out that it was much further than I thought and I didn’t get there till near the end of the session. It took me a couple of minutes to find the room and when I got there, the door handle wouldn’t seem to turn. I gave it a few tugs and on the third one the doors swung open, tipping me into the room.

As I said, suddenly I had a lot of middle-aged women looking at me.

The one nearest the door, a blonde, fit looking and sexy, in a “has the money to dress well” way, stood up and walked over.

“Is there anything we can help you with?” she said, not sounding as welcoming as her words would suggest.

“Uh. Yeah. Sorry. I was here for the book club.”

She looked me up and down. I know what I must have looked like to her, goth kid in a hoodie and eyeliner, with a nose ring. Not the type of person that her group was made up of.

“This is a women-only book club,” she stated, matter-of-factly.

“Actually Amanda, that’s never been a rule. It’s just always worked out that way.”

The voice came from a red-haired woman sitting at the back. Pretty glamorous looking, like she used to be somebody, you know, a celebrity or something. She had that faded beauty look.

Amanda looked me up and down again and then pointed me to one of the empty seats.

“You’ve missed most of this session, we were just finishing up.”

I took a seat, getting a smile from the lady next to me, a slightly plump brunette with kind eyes.

“I’m Crystal,” she whispered.

“Louis,” I replied

“IF you are quite finished?”

Amanda was looking at the two of us like we were naughty schoolchildren.

“As I was saying. It’s your turn, Crystal, to pick the book for next week.”

Crystal stood up and for the first time I noticed that they all had Kindles with them. For some reason I thought that this was going to be old-school paperbacks, but maybe they were all a bit more tech savvy than I had expected.

“This week we are going to read The Waste Land by TS Eliot.”

A groan went up around the room.

“I know you don’t like poetry, but I haven’t read this since school and it will do us good to broaden our horizons,” she continued. “So that’s my choice.”

Amanda glanced at her watch.

“Well, it looks like once again Crystal has chosen something educational for us to read. So The Waste Land it is.”

Everyone started packing up, grabbing bags and water bottles, and I realized just how late I had been in arriving.

The redhead from earlier walked up to me and stuck out her hand.

“I’m Blake. It’s nice to have some new blood here.”

I took her hand and shook it, feeling the strength behind her grip.

“I’m not sure Amanda feels the same way,” I replied.

Before Blake could reply, Crystal appeared next to us.

“Oh, Amanda seems tough, but she’s nice underneath it all. She’s the one that started the book club and I think she thinks of it as her little baby, making sure everyone treats it well.”

I could understand that. You love something, you don’t want someone fucking it up.

Blake broke the handshake which had gone on for far too long. Then she reached into her pocket and pulled out a card, placing it in my hand.

“Just in case you need to get in contact with me. Or anyone in the book club. You can let us know if you’re not going to be able to attend. It was good to meet you, hope to see you next week.”

I wasn’t sure, but it seemed like she was checking me out and as she turned away, she seemed to have a smirk growing on her face.

Got to admit, a cute MILF like her checking me out gave me the first smile I’d had in months.


Chapter Two


The next Friday, I made sure to get to the club early.

I walked in with Crystal and sat in the same seat as the week before. This time Blake sat on the other side of me, giving me a nod and a smile as she sat down.

Amanda called us all to order, cutting off the little chats that were going on around the room.

“OK. So our book was The Waste Land. Who wants to go first? How about you, Louis?”

I didn’t remember telling her my name, so either she had overheard me or she had talked to either Blake or Crystal. I hadn’t really thought that they might see each other away from the club and the thought of them talking about me made me feel a little strange.

“Yeah, I can go first.”

Suddenly the room seemed really small and warm. Not that I didn’t like attention, just that this felt like a new kind of attention. I cleared my throat and began.

“The Wasteland, at its most basic, is an exploration of life in London in the aftermath of World War One. Filled with allusions of brokenness and loss, it mirrors the author’s state at the time as he was recovering from a nervous breakdown as he wrote it. It also draws connections between the mechanization and technological advancement in everyday life and how that leads to the degradation of the spirit and humanity of society. One of its most famous lines, ‘I will show you fear in a handful of dust’, invites the reader to reflect on mortality and the pointlessness of life, something that was on the mind of those who survived the Great War. I think that the reason I love it so much is that the imagery is so strong and you can approach it from different sides and come up with your own meaning. Unlike a story that tells you what is happening, it gives you a chance to put your own meaning on it. In summary, it is a poem of loss, loss of innocence and loss of magic. Personally I love it, but maybe you need to start with The Love Song of J Alfred Prufrock first if you want to work your way up to such a heavy poem.”

I sat back down again and saw Blake give me a brief nod of approval. Even Amanda seemed to be impressed.

“That was rather thorough,” she said, leaning forward in her chair, “but informative. Who wants to go next?”

I didn’t really hear the rest of the session, which was terrible of me as I am sure they all had interesting thoughts, but I was distracted with how well it had gone.

“Louis?”

My head snapped up, and I focused, realizing that Amanda had said my name.

“Yes?”

She gave me a look, very much like the one when I had first burst in.

“I said, would you like to choose the book for next week? It was Jean’s turn but as she hasn’t turned up -again- I thought maybe you could pick.”

I was caught completely by surprise. I had assumed that it would be a good month or so before I was called on to pick something. Quickly I grabbed my Kindle and flicked through the library.

“Well, um… oh man, I would love you all to read that one.”

Amanda clicked on her Kindle and looked at me.

“Name and author please.”

I nearly laughed but managed to keep it in.

“Oh, no. I’m joking. It’s just some erotica.”

Amanda tapped her finger on the Kindle, a slow steady beat.

“We read all sorts here. If it’s something you like and think is worth us reading, then we will read it. So what is the name and author?”

I looked at the book, wondering if I really should, then mentally shrugged my shoulders.

“It’s called Using April, and it’s by Alec Lake.”

I watched, amused as everyone clicked on their Kindles and found it.

“Oh, that looks spicy,” I heard Crystal exclaim.

Blake leaned in and suddenly I was aware how close her mouth was to my ear.“You have much more interesting tastes than I imagined,” she whispered.

A shiver ran through me, and I am not ashamed to say it made my cock throb.

Amanda stood up and addressed the room

“OK, that’s it for this session. Same time again next week. Blake, your turn to pick.”

I knew Blake was still near me because I could feel her breath on my neck. Then it stopped as she turned to Amanda.

“I won’t forget.”

We all grabbed our things and headed out, but in the parking lot I heard a voice calling me. After looking round, I saw it was Amanda standing by her car, an expensive-looking Lexus. I felt a little nervous as I walked up to her, not knowing why she would have any reason to want to talk to me.

“Hey, what’s up?” I asked.

“I wanted to know why you chose an erotica book. Did you think it would make us embarrassed or feel foolish?”

Suddenly she seemed imposing, even though we were pretty much the same size. She was giving me a hard look, and I had the feeling that my answer was going to be important for my future in the club.

“Well, firstly I was caught off guard. So I didn’t have anything prepared. And then when I looked at my library and saw the book there I thought it might make a nice relaxing story to read after a heavy poem. Everyone has been so nice to me since I got here, so I thought I should pick something fun. And you don’t get much more fun than sex, do you?”

Her face relaxed a little but I wouldn’t go as far as to say it was a smile.

“I suppose not.”

And with that, she got in her car and drove away.


Chapter Three


Although I had only read the book about two months ago, I decided to read it again. After all, everyone else was reading it, I should too, just in case I was asked any questions.

It was a simple enough story. The main character goes to a work party and ends up having sex with a co-worker’s wife. But the thing was, the co-worker was totally into it. Instead of being a one-off thing, it turns into an ongoing hotwife relationship that spans three books and adds a few more kinks into the mix.

The reason that I had enjoyed it so much was that it was the first book I read that introduced me to the idea of free use. It turns out that there’s a kink where one person gives another total consent to use them sexually as much as they want. This isn’t just in the bedroom, it’s wherever they happen to be when the mood takes them. So in the book, the wife is in the kitchen making dinner when the main character walks in and fucks her at the counter. Part of the kink is that she just carries on as normal with her day as if he’s not there, but of course it always ends up with her not being able to take it anymore and just giving in to him using her.

Something about that total submission had struck a chord with me and made me read as much free use erotica as I could get my hands on, but I would always have a special place for Using April as it was my first.

Lying in bed reading the book, I found my mind drifting. Instead of thinking of April being used at the kitchen counter, I started thinking about Blake. Although she was old enough, literally, to be my mom, I found her really attractive. Her directness was hot, and something about the way she looked at me got me all kinds of worked up. Not to mention she had a great figure. I assumed that she worked out as her body was in great condition and as I daydreamed about her giving herself freely to me, my hand reached down and slipped into my boxers.

Normally, when stroking, I would think about a scene from porn that I had watched. Sometimes I’d make up a scenario in my head, like a threesome or occasionally me with a guy. Point is, I rarely thought about an actual person I knew.

But as my fingers wrapped around my shaft, it was Blake that was on my mind. I pictured her at the counter, looking back over her shoulder at me as I drove my cock deep inside her. A shiver ran through me and I almost felt guilty having thoughts like that about someone I hardly knew, but now that the picture was in my head I knew that I wasn’t going to stop until I came.

Her words from Friday echoed in my head.

“You have much more interesting tastes than I imagined.”

I wondered if that meant she had similar tastes.

The thought of her being into erotica, maybe being into free use, got me stroking faster.

Right at this moment she could be reading the story as well, naked in bed, her manicured fingers rubbing at her clit as she thought about some young stud making her come so hard she nearly passed out. .

Maybe I could buy her a coffee or something, as a way of making up for the filthy thoughts I was having about her. In my head I pushed her face down on the counter as I slow fucked her pussy till she was begging for come.

Maybe something more than coffee was in order.

In the book, April’s husband walks in and watches them fucking. I wondered about Blake’s husband, how he would react to walking in on some goth kid railing his wife while she shouted his name.

I could feel the pressure building and knew I was past the point of no return.

In my mind, I heard Blake say, “Come for me.”

That was enough to tip me over the edge. With one final stroke, I exploded and came all over my chest. Four loads of cum splashing onto my skin, feeling hot and sticky.

My head sank down into the pillow and my Kindle slipped from my grasp and fell to the floor, forgotten for now.

And I wondered why, in the last few seconds just before I came, Blake’s face had suddenly changed to Amanda’s.


Chapter Four


The week rolled around and once again it was Friday.

I had a nervous feeling in my stomach. Half excitement, half dread. What if they had all hated the book? What if they wanted me to leave the club because I made them read some filthy fuck story?

It didn’t help that no matter where I searched, I couldn’t find my Kindle.

“What’s up, Champ?”

My dad was standing in the doorway, looking like a reject from the 50‘s. His style had always been “look like you’re an extra in Grease, but old” and he had leaned into it even more since he started wearing glasses. We looked a sight, him in his cardigan and slippers, me in my black hoodie and camo trousers. It amazes me that we are related, never mind father and son.

“I can’t find my Kindle. I need it for my book club and I can’t find the fucking thing anywhere.”

I turned away from him, pulling the blankets from my bed.

“We’ll shoot, it has to be here somewhere,” he said. “Let’s see if I can help find it.”

He always said that, ‘shoot.’ He never swore, it was one of the things that drove mom crazy. She saw it as suppressing emotion, he saw it as not giving in to your base nature.

After a few seconds I heard him make an “Ahhh” sound and turned to see him pulling my Kindle from my bookcase.

“Looks like it was there all along,” he said, handing it over.

Something weird was going on. I had searched that bookcase from top to bottom. There was no way that it had been there. The only way it could be was if he had put it there while my back was turned, and why would he have done that?

“Yeah, thanks, Dad.”

I watched him walk away down the corridor, swinging his arms and whistling a tune. Yep, something was going on there.

But I didn’t have time to worry about it, I was already late and needed to leave straight away if I wanted to get to the book club on time.

[image: image-placeholder]

As seemed to be the tradition, Amanda called the book club to order once everyone was settled in their chairs. She seemed to be cosplaying as a soccer mom with her ripped jeans, tight white t-shirt, and cardigan over the top. Then I realized that she most probably was a soccer mom.

“Well, it’s nice to see you all here,” she started, giving Jean a meaningful glance. “I have to say that this week’s book was certainly something different. I am sure we all have some interesting things to say about it, so who would like to go first?”

The room fell quiet and glancing round I could see some red faces and a couple of people looking down at the floor. Crystal had big red spots on her face and they were creeping down her neck. She was getting so red that I thought she might explode.

“I can go first.”

Everyone turned to look at Blake. I hadn’t noticed her coming in, but she was wearing a sundress that was doing nothing to hide the fact she wasn’t wearing a bra, which was not helped by the fact she was leaning way forward in her seat. From where I was sitting across the room from her, I was getting a hell of a good view of her breasts, and that feeling of guilt hit me again.

She stood up and addressed the group.

“First, and I want to get this out of the way, I really liked it. Having read a lot of erotica, I must say that this stood out for me. I enjoyed the way that the story was told basically in a series of sexual encounters. Pretty much every scene included sex, yet also told you something about the people involved.”

The revelation that Blake was an erotica reader caused a murmur to go round the room but a glance from Amanda quieted everyone down.

“I thought it was interesting that the choice to be free use came from April. Her husband passed the offer on, but she’s the one who decided she wanted to be used. I liked that the submission was on her part, for her enjoyment, not as a kink for her husband to enjoy. Her choice was to be submissive, but it was still clearly her choice.”

I noticed Amanda had a notepad on her knee and had ticked something off on it, like maybe she had been ready to make the same point.

“I also liked that it wasn’t hidden from the husband. He knew it was going on, even approved of it. She wasn’t hiding it from him like in cheating stories, and she was also not forcing him to watch, like some cuckold fiction. And I like the idea of free use, I could get into something like that. So, in summary, I really enjoyed it and it gave me a good hard orgasm, which is what I want from my erotica.”

Someone gasped as Blake said that, but I couldn’t help feeling that it was a put on outrage.

Blake sat down, crossed her legs and gave me a wink that I would be amazed if no-one else saw.

Everyone had been nodding along to her comments and as one or two others gave their opinions, I could tell that even though they might be a little embarrassed to say so, they all seemed to have liked it.

Near the end of the hour, Amanda cleared her throat, silencing everyone else.

“So, next week’s book…” she started but Blake interrupted her.

“You haven’t given your opinion yet.”

Amanda stared at her. If looks could kill, then Blake would have been lying on the floor.

“We don’t all need to...”

“No, tell us what you thought,” chirped Crystal, surprisingly forthcoming. Up until now I had thought her a little mousey, but I could see she had some spark about her.

Amanda sat straight in her chair, looked down at her notepad for a moment, then looked at the group.

“I think most of you have covered my thoughts. Although I will say I thought it rather far-fetched. What women would let a man have control of her in that way, really? And would you really want some guy deciding where and when you had sex, no matter what you were doing?”

She shook her head slightly, like the idea was ridiculous.

“But I must admit, it was a good story. And I found myself getting a little hot reading it. So thank you, Louis, you picked a good book.”

She gave me a nod, and I smiled back, pleased that even she had found something to enjoy in my choice.

“Now,” she said, raising her voice again to take back control. “You were going to tell us the book for this week, Blake?”

Blake smiled and looked down at her Kindle.

“Yes. I think since we all enjoyed this week’s book, we might try another erotica book.”

She glanced at Amanda, but getting no reaction, she continued.

“I have chosen Servicing The Senior Partner by Lacey Cross. I think the title says all it needs to about what the story is.”

The sound of people tapping away at their Kindles filled the air as everyone downloaded the book. I didn’t need to as I already had it on my device.

Amanda stood up and looked at her watch.

“I think that about does it for this week. See you all next Friday.”

A movement caught my eye, and I saw that Blake had stood up. She had her eyes on me and was making a beeline across the room towards me. I stood up to meet her but at the last moment Amanda stepped in her path, blocking my view of Blake.

“Louis, may I have a word?”

I tried to look around her to see Blake, but she moved to block my view.

“Oh, sure, Amanda. How can I help?”

It was then that I caught the look on her face. Like she was struggling to say what was on her mind, or didn’t know if she should. Amanda had something she wanted to ask me and suddenly I wanted to know what it was.

“I have a few hours free tonight and want to know… I wanted to know if you would like to come over to my house and talk about your book choice. It might be a good opportunity for us to get to know each other a little better.”

If I’d had a hundred guesses for what she was going to say, that wouldn’t have been one of them.

“Oh. Yeah. I would like that.”

She had caught me by surprise and I didn’t know what else to say. It’s not like I was going to say no, I could see that it had taken her a lot to ask me. But I just wasn’t sure why she had asked. Did she really want my opinions or was she just checking me out to see if I really was book club material?

She smiled at my answer and seemed to blush a little.

“Well, when you finish here, I’ll be outside in my car. You know which one it is.”

Before I could reply, she walked off. My head was spinning a little at the turn of events but then I suddenly remembered Blake. I was still looking around for her when Crystal tapped me on the shoulder.

“Blake said she had something to ask you, but it could wait till next week.”

I thanked her and wished her a good weekend before heading out to the parking lot.

A lot was happening, and I realized that I had no idea what any of it meant.


Chapter Five


The drive to Amanda’s house was awkwardly silent, but I was at least distracted by her terrifyingly fast driving. We screeched up to the front of her house and I needed a second to catch my breath. But feeling Amanda’s eyes on me, I quickly got out and followed her up the steps.

I say it was a house. But only in the sense that it was somewhere to live. Most people would call it a mansion. Or at least a couple of houses smashed together. We were on the posh side of town, an area I had not been to before, and on my wages was unlikely to visit again.

“This is some impressive place you have.”

She was already at the door and ushered me forward like I was a wayward kid. Considering our age difference, maybe that was how she thought of me.

Inside was as posh as the outside. I was pretty sure I had never been in a house with a staircase in the foyer, or indeed one with a foyer.

Amanda started climbing the stairs, and I assumed I should follow her.

“My husband works late on Fridays and the kids are staying over at friends. They’re working on a school project.”

I hadn’t asked about the husband and wondered why she had told me. Cause sometimes I’m an idiot that doesn’t pick up on things till afterwards.

She led me along the corridor and opened a door before disappearing inside. I followed her in and was surprised that the interior was not a lot different from my bedroom. Black and red walls, black curtains keeping the sunlight out, very little furniture except for a table and a bed. And on the table sat a long handled stapler.

“This.…” She stopped and cleared her throat. “This is one of the guest rooms. I was thinking we could talk about the book here, if that’s all right?”

I tried to think what type of guest she might have staying over that would be into the decor, but then realized that I felt more comfortable here than I had since the car pulled up outside.

“Yeah, that’s fine by me.”

I was trying to put over a confident tone, but in reality I had no idea what was going on. The invitation, the room, the way Amanda was acting, what did it all mean?

Then she walked over to the table and picked up the stapler and suddenly it all fell into place.

In the book, the first time the main character has sex with April, he spanks her with a stapler. One of those long handled ones, just like Amanda was holding.

“I was thinking, do you suppose anyone would actually enjoy being spanked by one of these?”

She was trying to keep her voice even but I could hear a little wobble in it. She was either excited or scared. I knew the feeling.

Now, let me tell you, I’m no virgin. I’ve had my share of girlfriends and boyfriends and even a few one-night stands. But this was outside my area of expertise. As yet, I had not had a sexy-looking MILF coming onto me, but I had to admit I wasn’t against it.

“Would you?” I asked, keeping my voice low.

She turned away from me and put the stapler down.

“Maybe we could find out?”

I walked slowly across to her, trying not to appear too eager. When I picked up the stapler, it felt heavy in my hand. In my head I thought of the scene from the book, April willingly giving herself.

“Are you sure you want me to do this?” I asked.

She was silent for a moment or two, then found the words she wanted to use.

“‘Happy the man, and happy he alone, he who can call today his own. He who, secure within, can say, tomorrow do thy worst, for I have lived today.’”

I took that as a yes and slapped her ass with the stapler. Luckly she had been aware enough when she set this up to take out the staples first.

She squealed. Not groaned or moaned—squealed. And something about it made my cock as hard as a diamond.

Grabbing on to the edge of the table, she leaned forward till her head was down on the surface.

“So, did you like it?” I asked her, gently tapping the stapler against her leg.

In reply, she asked for another.

I knew she was mirroring the words of the book, but even so, having her ask me to spank her again was fucking hot.

Swinging the stapler, this time I hit the other side of her ass. She groaned, and the table shifted under her as she slammed against it.

“Please sir, can I have another?”

I put the stapler down for a moment and she tried to glance over her shoulder, but a hand to the back of her head turned her around.

One of the rips on her jeans was straight across her right cheek, so I dug my fingers into it and pulled, ripping a much larger hole.

“Hey, those are expensive,” she moaned.

I slapped her ass with my hand, hard enough that my fingers stung.

“Do you want me to stop or can I rip your jeans so that this stapler makes contact with your skin?”

“Don’t stop,” she whispered.

Picking up the stapler, I swiped it onto the now exposed flesh. This time she tried to stifle the noise, but it just came out as a long low moan.

Hits four and five hit harder.

“Amanda, I want to ask you something.”

My confidence was building. I wasn’t sure if it was because of how submissive she was being or because my cock’s throbbing had taken over my thinking, but whatever it was, I was running with it.

“What?”

I put my hand on her shoulder and pulled her back up, turning her around to face me.

“Do you remember what happened in the book after he spanked her?” I asked.

She visibly swallowed and dipped her head down so I couldn’t see her eyes.

“She asked for his cock,” she mumbled.

I took her hand and moved it to the bulge in my trousers, letting her feel how hard it was. Her fingers curled around it and traced the outline.

“Do you want my cock?” I asked her.

Reaching out, I lifted her head so I could see her face clearly. She was bright red from blushing and looked so fucking cute.

“Yes, I want you to fuck me.”

It didn’t take much. I put my hand on the top of her head and she immediately sank down onto her knees, pulling at my zip. Then reaching in, she gave a little gasp.

So, one of the reasons it sucked so much that I had moved with my parents was because I was separated from all my friends. And that sucked, cause all my female friends knew what a thick cock I have. It may not be the longest, but when it’s hard, you feel that cock stretching you when it’s inside you. I told you I had no problem getting girlfriends, and that was cause after the first one, the rumor got around, and there was always someone wanting to see the reality.

Amanda had just found out how thick it was.

“Pull it out, Amanda,” I commanded.

She did as she was told, pulling it from my trousers and then just staring at it, like she was taking in every little detail.

“I don’t know if I can fit it in my mouth,” she said, glancing up at me.

I gave her hair a tousle. It wasn’t the first time I had heard that, and I had always somehow managed, with help from my willing partner.

“Who said it was your mouth I was going to use?”

I pulled off my hoodie and threw it on the floor. People are never shocked by how pale I am, but the fact I actually have some muscles under all the loose clothing surprises them.

“I want you to get it nice and wet for me,” I told her.

At first she looked confused, like she had completely forgotten how all this worked, but then as I guided my cock towards her lips, she gave a little, “Oh,” and took me into her mouth.

Fuck, her mouth felt warm. It might have been that it was a while since I had a blow job, but her mouth felt like it was on fire. Each thrust into it, a little more at a time, made her groan and the vibrations along my shaft just pushed me to try deeper.

“Mmmm, Amanda, who would have guessed you were such a good cocksucker?”

I wondered if that would get an angry reaction, but instead it just got her bobbing her head up and down my shaft more enthusiastically. It appeared that bedroom Amanda was a lot more submissive than book club Amanda.

I suppose it was part that she had made the move on me, so obviously wanted it, and part that I was almost playing the character from the book, but my dominant side was at full force. Suddenly I wanted to see how far I could take it.

“Stand up and strip for me.”

All my worries that she might say no melted away as she leapt to her feet and scrambled to get out of her clothes. The cardigan was thrown on the desk, along with the t-shirt and bra. Next went her jeans, leaving her only in some skimpy black panties that were barely more than a few lines of lace. Maybe she had worn them especially for me?

Pulling them to the side, I rubbed my fingers over Amanda’s pussy. The only word I could use was ‘soaked’. If I was dying of thirst, she would have been a lifesaver. My fingers sank knuckle deep into her and I had to grab her waist as her legs almost gave way.

“No coming without permission,” I whispered in her ear.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she moaned, resting her head on my shoulder. I knew that just a few thrusts would be enough to get her to come, so I decided to use that to my advantage.

“You wanted me to recreate that scene from the book, didn’t you? This was your dirty little fantasy?”

She nodded her head as she tried to grind herself against my hand.

“So what do I get if I let you come? What’s my reward for making your dream come true?”

I didn’t actually want anything, just wanted to make her needy and desperate for me. So I was surprised when she started offering me things.

“You can have my car for the week, just let me come,” she pleaded.

“I don’t drive. What else?”

I rubbed my thumb over her clit and smiled as it sent a shock wave through her.

“Buy you a gift, whatever you want.”

Thrusting my fingers deep in took her all the way to the edge. There was no way she wouldn’t come now, it was only a matter of time before my fingers pistoning into her made her explode.

“No, I don’t think so. I have everything I want right in my hand.”

She bit her lip and whimpered, her hand clutching at my cock, stroking it as fast as she could.

“Free use. You can have me for a week. Till next book club.”

Well, this was interesting. The thing she thought of, on the edge of a body-shaking orgasm, was me having free use of her for a week?

“Come for me,” I growled in her ear and finger fucked her as hard as she could take it, making her howl and buck against me as her long-expected orgasm hit. She bit into my shoulder to stop herself from screaming and that, plus the pain mixed with her frantic stroking, caused me to come over her hand, splashing across her chest and panties.

“Oh god,” she moaned as I lifted her up onto the table, spreading her legs. I knew the answer to my next question before even asking it, but as I guided my cock against her folds, I asked anyway.

“Do you want me to fuck you? I just came, so it’s going to be at least twenty minutes before I come again. Do you want me to pound your pussy with my cock for twenty minutes, stretching you and making you a wet mess that’s desperate for more cum? And making you come all over my cock?”

“Oh fuck yes, put it in me, please, please, use me.”

And that’s what I did. I fucked her on the table. And I don’t mean we had sex. She wanted me to fuck her as hard as I could, so I made sure she was going to be aching the next day. As soon as she seemed like she was about to come again, I pulled her off the table and onto all fours on the floor. Getting behind her, I reached round to squeeze her breasts as I slipped back inside her.

“How long have you been thinking about me fucking you?”

“Don’t make me tell you. Makes me sound like a slut,” she whimpered.

“Tell me,” I commanded.

“Wanted you when you first turned up. Bashing your way into the room like you owned the place. Thought you were a young idiot like my kids’ friends. You’re different, sexy. But only had a little fantasy about it while jilling off. But when you picked the book, reading it made me think of us and I kept getting off thinking about you using me and making me your sex toy. I need a young hard guy to fuck my pussy. Wanted you.”

It’s hard to tell you how I felt at that moment. Proud maybe? Certainly flattered. An odd mix of emotions that needed to be expressed. Instead, I came inside her harder than I ever remember coming.


Chapter Six


We ended up in the bed. I had thought that maybe as soon as the sex was over, she would throw me out. Instead, she pulled me under the covers and we kissed for ages, both of us delighting in exploring each other. Even though we were barely more than strangers, the frantic nature of the sex followed by the intimacy of lying in bed kissing made it feel like old lovers reconnecting.

It was stupid to feel that way, but it made my heart happy.

At some point, we must have both fallen asleep as we both jumped up awake at the sound of a door slamming downstairs.

“AMANDA.”

“Oh shit,” she sighed, climbing out of bed and pulling on her clothes.

I followed her lead, grabbing my hoodie.

“Is that your husband? Is he going to fucking kill me?”

She gave me a sad smile and reached out to stroke my face.

“Worse. He’s going to be patronizing and sarcastic. Come on, let’s go.”

We met him at the bottom of the staircase. Broad, middle-aged, that type of well groomed that seems overly well groomed. He looked like a villain in an 80‘s movie.

“Ah, there you are. And I see you have a toy with you. Well look at this, you have a brooding little goth fuck toy. Did she strap you down and have her wicked way with you?”

Oh, I thought, he thinks she was in control? I wonder how he would react to knowing I made her beg to come. Instead of passing on that piece of information, I kept my mouth shut.

“He’s just leaving,” she said through gritted teeth and led me around him to the front door.

“Nice meeting you, boy. Now run along, the adults have things to talk about.”

Once outside, Amanda pressed something into my hand. I looked down and realized it was a key.

“Security code is 12865.”

She must have seen the confused look on my face.

“Well, if you are going to have free use of me, you better be able to get into my house.”

The world seemed to tip to the side a little and my head spun like I had been drinking all night.

“Oh, no. I’m not going to keep you to that.”

She put her finger to my lips, shushing me. Now that we were out of the bedroom, book club Amanda was back in charge.

“Yes, you are. I promised you it and you deserve it. And, well, I want it.”

I nodded as a million thoughts spun in my head.

“And,” she went on, “my husband is going to be away all week on so-called business. And the kids are rarely home. So you should make the most of your week.”

She paused for a second and then leaned in to whisper in my ear.

“I loved being your slut today.”

With that, she turned around and headed back into the house, leaving me with a long walk home.
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That night I stroked myself raw thinking about Amanda. Going over every little detail, hearing in my mind the sound of her moans and squeals, remembering how wet she was for me.*** It had been a mind-blowing experience, but could I continue it?

Sure, she had said I had free use of her, but in practice was that really what she wanted?

I certainly felt less guilty about it now that I knew her husband was a bit of a prick. And knowing he wouldn’t be walking in on us was a heavy weight off my shoulders. But I had never done anything like this before.

In the end, it was the memory of Amanda clutching at me as she came that made up my mind. As my fingers glided up and down my shaft and I squeezed my balls, I came to the thought of using my free use reward.
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Things didn’t go as planned. I didn’t have her number to call her and let her know I was coming. I suppose that strictly with free use I could just turn up whenever and do what I wanted, but I thought that for the first time at least I should give her a warning, if for no other reason than to make sure the kids were out. It was Saturday after all, no school.

Eventually it hit me. I did have a way of contacting her. Fishing out the card that Blake had given me on the first day, I called her up.

“Hey Blake, it’s Louis, from the book club.”

I could almost hear her smile down the phone.

“Oh, I know exactly what Louis you are. How can I help you?”

This was the bit that I had been dreading. How best to explain why I needed the number.

“I kinda need to talk to Amanda and was wondering… “

Her laughter cut me off, giggling followed by a clicking noise.

“Louis, I’ve put you on speakerphone. I’m at Amanda’s now and she can hear you.”

This was worse than I could have imagined, but luckily Amanda jumped in and saved the day.

“Is it about you bringing that book round? The one you promised to lend me? Any time today would be good, Blake is just about to leave so she won’t be here when you arrive.”

I could hear Blake giggling again in the background and thought I heard the sound of glasses clinking together.

“Yeah, that would be good. I have the book right here and will be over in about an hour.”

I certainly had something for her that I wanted to give her, it just wasn’t a book.

“That’s fine. See you then.”

And with a click, she hung up.

I wondered what Blake had been doing there. Were they friends outside of the club? I’d gotten a weird feeling about the two of them, like they weren’t exactly enemies but maybe rivals? There was certainly something there. But whatever it was, I didn’t have time to worry about it.

Yet once again the fates got in the way. Just as I was about to call an Uber, my mom walked into my room.

“Lou Lou, do you have a moment?”

She had been calling me that since I was born and she was the only one who I allowed to get away with it. But it did usually mean that she either wanted something or was going to deliver bad news.

“Yeah, Mom, what is it?”

She sat down on the edge of my bed and patted beside her, smiling as I sat down next to her.

“Your father and I were wondering if you’re going to be staying in today. We’re having a meeting, of sorts, later and…”

I snorted.

“And you don’t want me to hear you shouting? A bit late for that.”

She lifted my hand and patted it gently, resting it on her leg.

“Now dear, it’s not like that. We’re trying something at the moment and things are going a lot better.”

I stood up and let her hand drop away from mine. I had heard this conversation too many times to be convinced.

“Well, as it happens, I will be out. Going to see a friend for a few hours.”

She perked up at this, a smile lighting up her face.

“Oh, a girlfriend?”

Since the one time I brought a guy back home, she had always been hassling me to find a nice girl to settle down with.

“Yeah, mom, she’s a girl.”

Well, actually she’s a woman who very well might be the same age as you, I didn’t tell her.

“Are you going to wear all that black? You never wear anything bright.”

I had on a Bartok’s Daughter t-shirt and some black jeans. She always insisted I would look good in orange or green.

“Yes, mom, she likes me like this. In fact, I think it was dressing like this that caught her eye.”

She nodded her head in approval and didn’t ask any more questions, happy to know I was going to see a girl.

That was all she needed to know, and I was pretty certain telling her more would have just spoiled it for her anyway.


Chapter Seven


The Uber dropped me off outside the gates and the code got me in. As I walked up the driveway, I decided that you knew you were doing well when the walk from the gate to the house took five minutes.

The key didn’t let me in the main door, but it did let me in the side one which led me into the kitchen. Which was exactly where Amanda was.

It took me a few seconds to realize it was her, due to what she was wearing. Until now I had only seen her in trendy, high end clothing. But now she was wearing a 50‘s style summer dress and a red bow in her hair.

Maybe she was living out some housewife fantasy. Maybe she just wanted to be someone else for a while.

She had looked up for a second as I walked in, but immediately got back to wiping the counter with a cloth. Part of free use is that when you’re being used, you’re meant to try to keep on with whatever you were doing, pretending like it’s not happening. She would know that from the book and was doing a pretty good job of ignoring me.

All the way up the drive I had been throbbing at the idea of using Amanda. The thought that I had considered not doing it now seemed ridiculous. She wanted it, I wanted it, why would I ever say no? And now that we were in the same room, my cock was straining to be free. It only took me a few steps to walk across the kitchen, but by the time I was behind her, I had already pulled it out.

When I flicked her skirt up over her back, I expected to see her wearing some skimpy little panties, but of course she knew I was coming over so she was wearing nothing. I spat on my fingers, partially to get them wet for rubbing her pussy, but mainly because I knew doing that would make her feel slutty, but when my fingers touched her, I found that she was already well and truly ready for me, no lube needed.

As much as I wanted to be inside her, I got distracted rubbing her ass. It was larger than the girls my age that I had been with and my fingers squeezing the flesh and rubbing roughly was stoking up my desire. And seeing her face reflected in the window in front of her, I could see she was biting her lips to stop from making a noise as I kneaded her cheeks.

I made one more concession to good manners before giving myself to the situation.

“You still want this?” I asked.

The nod was small, but it was more than enough for me to see.

With one good thrust, I was in her, lifting her off her feet for a moment with the force of it. I grabbed her hair and twisted it around my hand, keeping her in place as I settled into a steady pace of slamming into her.

Her hand kept moving, wiping the counter, but in the window I could see that her eyes had rolled back into her head and her mouth was hanging open. For a second I thought about using her throat but decided that there would be plenty of time for that later.

I decided to switch things up a little.

Pulling out of her, I spun her around and pulled down her dress, letting her breasts spill out. Sucking her nipple into my mouth, I pinched the other between my finger and thumb and rubbed, getting a stifled groan as a reward. I had realized that her soft little noises really did something to me and was determined to hear every filthy little sound she could make.

I let her go and took her hand, leading her out of the kitchen and into the foyer.

“Does your husband have a study?”

She pointed to one of the doors and I pulled her over to it, throwing the door open and dragging her in. I noticed that she still had her cloth in her hand.

“Dress off, now.”

As she shuffled out of it, I looked around the room. All hard wood and brass fittings, it was exactly as I imagined. And there next to the window was a huge desk.

“On the desk, start cleaning it with your cloth.”

She wasted no time climbing up, getting on all fours and wiping the shining surface.

Yeah, I thought, this will teach you for calling me ‘boy’.

Moving to the side of the desk, I found myself with a wonderful view of Amanda’s ass and pussy. I realized that outside of porn, she had the first natural pussy I had seen, not shaved like the girls I had been with. Running my fingers through the hair gave me some type of primal feeling and I found myself making a low growling noise.

The growling seemed to work for Amanda. She kept on cleaning but pressed herself back against my hand, grinding against it. Well, if that’s what she wants, I decided, that’s what she’s going to get.

My fingers slipped into her easily, making short, almost stabbing thrusts. With my other hand I grabbed her ass cheek and pulled it to the side a little, enough for me to get my head down and lick her asshole.

She bucked against me and I was pretty sure that It was the first time anyone had ever done that to her. It seemed that this week was going to have a lot of firsts for us both.

“Keep still,” I told her and she immediately froze.

My tongue flicked out again and pressed against her tight little hole. At the same time I curled the fingers inside her and rubbed against the wall of her pussy, making her wobble and drop down onto her elbows to steady herself. I pulled my fingers out, lifting them to my lips and tasting her on them. And then I pushed them back inside her.

“Good little slut,” I growled, knowing she could feel my breath on her skin. “If you’re a good girl, I will make you come nice and hard all over his desk. And that’s one thing I won’t make you clean up.”

She mumbled something and even though she should have been pretending not to hear me, I wanted to know what it was.

“What did you say?” I asked.

“Promise to be your good little slut. Want to come all over your fingers.”

For a moment I was struck by just how much things had changed between us. A few days ago I found her attractive but actually pretty scary. She seemed the sort of person that if she told you to do something, you did it or faced her wrath. But now, here she was being a good submissive, and I was in charge.

Without realizing it, I had sped up my thrusts into her and suddenly she let out a moan that vibrated through her body.

“Oh FUCK.”

She almost collapsed as she came, dropping onto the table and moaning as the aftershocks shot through her. She shuddered as my fingers slipped out of her and looked at me to see what I would do next.

I walked around the desk and stood next to where her head was resting.

“Open your mouth,” I instructed her.

My fingers slipped over her lips and she sucked eagerly, tasting herself as her tongue flicked between the digits and licked them clean. She groaned a little in disappointment as I pulled them back, but then her face lit up when she saw what I had planned next.

“Keep that mouth open,” I told her as I guided my cock to her lips. “I’m not finished with you yet.”


Chapter Eight


That was how it went for the next few days, I would go over to Amanda’s house and find her doing whatever it was she was doing, then I would use her. Sometimes I would let her come, sometimes I would just edge her and leave her needy after I came in her. We always ended up in bed cuddling after, a way of decompressing after the session.

But on Thursday morning I got a text from her saying that her kids were going to be home all day so we would have to sort something out later.

I wasn’t too bothered. It had been a hell of a week and I had already helped her out with her free use fantasy a fair few times. It would be nice to have some more fun, but not at the expense of her worrying about her kids being around.

I had a few hours to do at the store, anyway. I had managed to get out of working the till and was instead doing inventory in the stockroom out back. The first hour passed pretty slowly but when I went on my break, things suddenly picked up. Walking through the store to get a drink, I spotted a familiar face.

“Hey, Amanda.”

I could tell she was surprised to see me. It was the first time she had got to see what I looked like cleaned up and wearing a work uniform. It was only a shirt and trousers, but I could tell it took a second for her to recognize it was me.

“Oh, I didn’t know you worked here,” she said, looking around to see if anyone was watching us.

She had her ‘in charge’ voice again, like talking to a shop worker was beneath her.

“Yeah, got to make some cash somehow. This place seems a bit downscale for you.”

She actually blushed and reached for something on the shelf.

“This is the only place I can get British chocolate. Mars Bars and Dairy Milk. I spent a year there when I was in my teens and got addicted to it. I try to keep fit and eat well but sometimes I just need something that feels good even though it’s bad for me.”

I was not sure if we were still talking about food, but it certainly gave me ideas.

“Come with me,” I said, taking her hand and guiding her back to the stockroom.

“Oh, I’m pretty sure I’m not supposed to be here.”

I turned around and looked at her. She looked so good in her floral jumpsuit, the material hugging her body, that I had to take advantage of her turning up.

“Free use means free use anywhere,” I told her.

She let out a little, “Oh” and nodded her head in agreement.

“On your knees.” I said, pointing down next to the stack of pallets.

She glanced at the floor and I could see how disgusting she found it, but then she saw me tugging down the zip on my trousers and she sank down to her knees.

“Good girl. Stick out your tongue.”

I reached down and rubbed her neck, watching as her eyes shut. It was one of the things I had found out while we were in bed together. She loved her neck and feet being rubbed. It was a way to quiet her mind quickly and make her obedient.

I pulled my hard-on out of my trousers. She may have become submissive to me, but I was just as conditioned. Whenever I saw her now, I got hard pretty much immediately. And having her kneeling before me was making me throb with need.

Sliding my cock along her tongue and into her mouth, I placed both of my hands on the back of her head. I didn’t have much time, my break was only 15 minutes and most of that had already gone. There was always the chance that someone else might walk in. So there was very little time for taking it gently.

Luckily, Amanda seemed to sense this and took no time in deep throating me then working my shaft in her hand. Her fingers were a blur as they swept up and down my cock, her lips sucking on the tip.

“Mmm, good girl.”

The praise went down well and her hand slipped into my trousers and gently took hold of my balls and gave them a tug downwards.

I don’t know where she learnt that, but it was enough to get me shooting like a fire hose, filling her mouth as I pushed her head all the way down to take it, load after load firing into her throat till she was nearly choking. I moved my hands and her head bobbed back up, gasping for air as my cock slipped from her lips.

When she stood up, I could see the dirt marks on her legs and that some of the cum had dripped down onto her chest. When she noticed, I thought she was going to get angry. Instead, she gave me a withering glare.

“I better be getting your staff discount on that chocolate after this.”


Chapter Nine


Which took us to Friday.

I got to book club early, before everyone else turned up. Well, before everyone except Amanda. She was always the first there, putting out the tables, pouring out water for everyone, making sure that the room had been cleared for us.

So I surprised her when I walked in.

“Oh, Louis, you’re early…”

I went straight in for the kiss, her lips parting as her tongue clashed against mine and I kissed her till she was breathless.

“You said I had free use of you till the next book club meeting. Well, it’s not started yet so here I am.”

For a moment she paused, panic in her eyes. The book club was her project, the thing she seemed to care the most about. I could see her weighing it up in her head.

And then she said yes.

“One last thing…” I told her. “Not free use this time. You do what you want, whatever makes you feel good.”

That spurred her into action, pushing me down into one of the metal chairs.

“Get your gorgeous thick cock out,” she almost shouted at me as she lifted her dress and pulled down her panties.

I tugged it free from my jeans and sat there stroking it, feeling her eyes on it as it grew.

“My turn to be in control, right?” she asked me.

I nodded, enjoying the enthusiasm she was showing.

But I wasn’t expecting how energetically she mounted me. She climbed onto my lap, grabbing ahold of my cock and guiding it into her, pressing herself down so that I filled her and then placing both of her hands on the back of the chair. With her straddling me like that, I was completely under her control.

“I’m going to ride your fucking cock and you’re not going to fucking come till after I do, understand?”

This was another side of her. Not the in control Amanda or the submissive one. This was the demanding one who swore and knew exactly what she wanted.

I tried to reply, but she wasn’t waiting for an answer, instead grinding herself against me and sinking her head down to bite my shoulder, just like she did that first day together. The shot of pain caused me to buck and slam into her and she groaned out in pleasure.

“Thats it, fuck me hard. If this is going to be our last time, I want you to fuck me so hard I never forget it.”

It struck me then that this was indeed our last time. No more telling Amanda what to do. No more sex on tap. No more cute MILF housewife that I could use when I wanted.

No more snuggling in bed.

It was then she hit me, not hard, but enough to sting. One slap across my face.

The slap snapped me straight out of my thoughts, and I grabbed her hips and slammed her down on me, fucking her as hard as I could.

She wanted a fucking to remember, I was going to give her one.

“Just a little more,” she gasped and wrapped her legs around me. It was like she didn’t want to risk me leaving when she was so close.

And then she came. Harder than at any time during the week. Slamming herself down on me, letting out an animalistic howl, her body freezing as she lost all power to think. Collapsing against me, she wrapped her arms around my neck and I was pretty sure it was to stop herself just toppling over.

We sat like that for five minutes, her recovering, me kissing her neck and face. Eventually she lifted her head and smiled at me, then stood up on shaking legs, took a deep breath and turned once again into book club Amanda.

“Tidy yourself up,” she said. “We can’t have you looking like that when everyone arrives, can you imagine what they would think?”

She quickly patted down her dress and grabbed her panties from the floor, stuffing them into her bag. Then without another word she went back to setting up the chairs.

I stood up and tidied myself up. No-one would know what had just happened.

That was it, my week of free use was over.

It had been a hell of a week and I liked to think that Amanda enjoyed it as much as I did. In fact, as she finished putting out the last chair, she glanced at me and gave me a knowing smile. Yeah, she’d had a good time.

A few minutes later the rest of the group started walking in. Crystal giving me a wave and looking round for a chair. Jean turning up for the second week in a row. And then over by the doorway I spotted Blake. As soon as she caught my eye she waved me over. I pointed to myself, and she nodded, so I walked over to see what was up.

“Hey, Blake.”

Crystal’s words from last week came back to me. Blake wanted to have a word with me about something; maybe that’s what this was.

Blake slipped her hand around my waist and walked me through the doorway out to the corridor. I noticed Amanda look over as we went, a confused look on her face.

Everyone must have already arrived, as the corridor was empty. Just me and Blake and silence.

With a little shove, she pushed me up against the wall, smiling as she did so. Reaching out, she put her hand on my chest and I swear I let out a little moan as it moved downwards and stopped just before it reached my crotch.

She leaned forward and moved her lips to just next to my ear. Her warm breath on my neck

making me feel even more turned on than I already was.

“Louis, I want to ask you something.”

I nodded and waited to hear what was so important that she needed to drag me out to the hallway.

“I was talking to Amanda, and it got me thinking. Maybe we could come to some arrangement over the next week.”

Her lips were almost on my neck.

“Are you suggesting what I think you are?” I asked her, trying not to think of how hard my cock was.

She laughed and dropped her hand down till her fingers pressed my hardness through my jeans.

“I am suggesting that you do something for me. Just help me with a little fantasy, then you can have me for free use all week. You know.... just until the next book club. “

To Be Continued (keep turning the page for more fun stuff)


About this Book Series


The idea came to me one day that I should write something that could promote my fellow erotica writers. The writing community on Twitter has been an enormous help to me in the last two years and I have always been of the opinion that we should try to help each other rather than see each other as competition.

But how to do it? How to fit in a way of saying “THIS BOOK IS GREAT” without the reader going, “Oh, this is just a promo.”

I wanted to make sure that it was a fun and entertaining story in itself, worth the money alone, and that the things about the other authors were an added bonus.

Suddenly it hit me: a book club. Each story would have a new book picked. If the reader wanted, they could join in and actually read the book in question, like an optional recommendation. And in each book I would interview the author about the book.

So I plan to make this a five-book series and I have already lined up the authors to be featured in each one. Now that you have read this book, you know that the next one will be related to Servicing The Senior Partner by Lacey Cross. Lacey was my very first choice of author to showcase as she was also one of the first erotica writers to help me out on my writing journey. Her writing is consistently fantastic, and she is amazing at putting across the emotions of her characters. So look out for an interview with her in the next book.


The Featured Book


Using April by Alec Lake.

A chance encounter at a Christmas party leads Will to find out about the concept of “free use” and leads to him becoming much closer with the wife of a work colleague. But can he really use her as his sexual toy while her husband is there? And will April give herself completely to him?

This story contains graphic depictions of sex between consenting adults and features elements of free use and BDSM themes, including impact play. Reader discretion advised.

Check it out here


Author interview


(Because the book featured in this story was by… well… me, the interview is a little stranger than those going forward. But let’s just go with it, right?)

[image: image-placeholder]

So, what got you writing about free use?

I started writing erotica with hotwife stories, because that was what I was reading from the authors that I liked. Quickly, I decided that I should find my own thing. I happened to see a few free use porn videos and the idea of taking them and putting them into a story setting intrigued me, not to mention that it seemed a good setting for dipping in and out other kinks.

What was the inspiration for Using April?

I had been reading some cuckold erotica and realized that my problem with it was that the guy always ended up miserable. So many times it was a variation on “The wife gets fucked, makes him watch, and then after he has to live with it.” I wanted to write something where everyone was happy with the outcome. April’s husband loves his wife and enjoys her having a lover. Her happiness makes him genuinely happy.

The Free Use Friday books that Using April is part of all have months in the titles. Your Free Use Flowers all have plant-related names for the main women. Why do you do themed titles like this?

Firstly, just for the fun of it. I like putting things into my books that make me smile. Pretty much every book I have put out has some type of Easter egg in it or something that an author friend will recognise. In one of my horror erotica books, I had three characters from other authors all turn up at a cafe. They were not named, but if you knew you knew.

And the other reason is that it’s just good branding. I like the titles and the covers to be recognisable as part of the same series so that it makes it easier for the readers to find them.

So, why MILFS?

Why not? MILFS are sexy.

With each story I tell, I try to write something a little different from the last time. I haven’t done a MILF series before and thought it would be interesting to write about women who have a little life experience behind them.

And did I mention the MILFS are sexy?

It’s a bit strange this, you interviewing yourself.

Well, that’s not really a question, but yeah it’s a little strange. But due to the format of the books, I’m supposed to interview the featured book author. So this was the only way to do it.

Did you not think that maybe you could get one of the other authors to interview you?

Oh. Yeah, That would have been a good idea. Is it too late to…?

Yes. Yes it is.

Oh. OKOK.
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Next time I will be interviewing Lacey Cross and we will be talking about Servicing The Senior Partner.


A Word from Amanda


So, as you all know, our next book is Servicing The Senior Partner by Lacey Cross. I have never read anything by Miss Cross but I have been informed by Louis that it is “fucking hot.”

We all use Kindle for the group, so you know you can find the book on Amazon to buy or to read on KU. You know that my preference is always to buy to help support writers, but as a book club member, that’s down to you to decide.

I have to admit that I was surprised how much I liked this week’s book and I am looking forward to reading some more erotica. Having had a glance at the description, it seems to be a naughty secretary named Miranda having sex with one of her bosses. I have to admit that I may have had thoughts about a previous boss of mine, so I can see how that might be sexy.

Blake has told me it’s part of a series exploring Miranda’s adventures with the different bosses and how supportive and into it her husband is. We should all be so lucky to have a supportive husband like that.

Who knows, if enough of us like it then maybe we will circle back and read another Miranda story. Apparently there are a few about her being given as a birthday present to various people. That sounds interesting. To be used as a plaything for someone.

Um.

Anyway.

You have your assignment.

Servicing The Senior Partner by Lacey Cross.

Let’s meet back next time and discuss it.

https://mybook.to/Servicingpartner1


My Office MILF


Alec Lake + Matt Lake


Chapter One


I think it’s safe to say that my life has been pretty crazy lately.

My name is Louis Toussaint, and I recently spent a week having free use of the most gorgeously sexy soccer mom ever.

What, you may ask, is free use?

Let me catch you up on what’s been happening and I will answer that at the same time.

Recently, I moved here with my family. Parents are on the verge of divorce. I’m a nerdy goth 19 year old with no friends. To pass the time, I joined a local book club, which unknown to me at the time comprises a whole load of MILFs.

When it came time for me to pick a book, I panicked and picked one of my favorite erotic books, Using April by Alec Lake. Instead of them telling me to pick something else, they agreed and over the next week they all read the book.

At the next meeting, Amanda, the group leader, asked me to come back to her house to “discuss” the book. Me being an idiot, I didn’t realize exactly what she meant until she asked me to recreate one scene from the book and spank her with a stapler and make her come.

Crazy, right?

The whole thing of her being all subby for me really kicked in my dominant side and I asked her what she would give me if I let her come.

So she offered me free use of her for a week.

If you don’t know, free use is when someone gives you consent to use them sexually whenever and however you like, no matter what they’re doing. On the phone? You can still use them. Watching TV? You can use them. Even if they are with their partner, you can just march up and have sex with them. And yeah, sometimes people in a relationship do let their partner have a free use deal with another person.

And that was what Amanda gave me. For a full week, I would turn up at her house and use her. On one occasion, she even came into the shop where I work and I fucked her in the stockroom.

But like all good things, it eventually came to an end at the next book club meeting.

Or at least I thought it would.
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I sat down in my chair and tried to act normal. But inside my head was spinning.

Just before the start of the session, Blake, one of the women from the club, had pushed me up against the wall in the corridor outside, squeezed my cock through my jeans, and told me she had been talking to Amanda. And then she said this:

“I am suggesting that you do something for me. Just help me with a little fantasy, then you can have me for free use all week. You know.... just until the next book club. “

I didn’t have time to ask what it was she wanted because Tiffany, another club member and one that I had noticed always turned up at the last minute, walked in and Blake quickly moved away from me.

So I went back into the room, found a chair, and sat down. But books were very much the last thing on my mind.

Amanda cleared her throat and called the group to attention.

“As you all know, this week we were reading Servicing The Senior Partner by Lacey Cross. Would anyone like to go first?”

The week before, everyone had been shy about giving an opinion until Blake had said she came while reading the book. This week there was no shortage of hands going up to speak.

“Crystal, why don’t you go first.”

I turned to Crystal and was surprised at her huge grin.

“I LOVED THIS. It was a fun, sexy read and it got me all hot and flustered. I loved how the husband was totally on board with his wife’s hotwife adventure. Having a husband who is happy to lend you out to other guys as long as he gets the details after… umph, that’s hot.”

She went on, but my mind had already wandered. All I could do was look between Blake, sitting opposite me, leaning back in her chair and smiling, and Amanda, who as little as thirty minutes ago I had fucked.

The hour passed quickly, and luckily I wasn’t called to give my opinion. I had read the book, loved it, and downloaded the rest of the series, but my mind wasn’t in the right place for expressing those thoughts.

Amanda’s voice brought me back from my haze.

“Tiffany, do you have a book for next week?”

Tiffany smiled nervously and pushed back her glasses. Her long black hair had fallen forward again, and she had to move it back behind her ear as she searched on her Kindle for the book.

“Yeah. Here it is. At the risk of turning this whole thing into an erotica book club, I got a recommendation after reading the last two and it looks fun and a little different. It’s called The Professional Cougar by Lillia Wett.”

If anyone was fed up with erotica, they didn’t say. Instead, they all downloaded it and got ready to leave.

“OK, that’s it for this week,” said Amanda as she stood up, “and don’t forget we’re having an after-club coffee across the street at Kat’s tonight, if any of you want to come along. If you are not coming to that, we will see you next Friday.”

We all filed out and headed across the street. Crystal told me it was a bit of a tradition, coffee after the club on the last Friday of the month at the local bar. As we headed over, I kept an eye out for Blake but she didn’t seem to have joined us.

Sitting round two large booths, the talk soon turned to how the choice of erotica had put a bit of a zing in a few people’s weeks.

“Well, my husband has certainly had a bit more attention,” laughed Crystal.

Jean giggled from the other side of her and whispered something in her ear, causing them both to break out into laughter.

“What about you Amanda? Did it spice up your week?” asked Jean.

I caught the quick glance that she made at me.

“Oh. Well, yes. I must say I had a bit more action than normal.”

“Who was the lucky guy?” Blake asked as she slipped into the seat beside me.

She had changed her outfit. When I had last seen her at the club, she had been wearing a smart-looking jumpsuit. Now she was in a black minidress, with the emphasis being on mini. Her breasts were almost spilling out of the top and it took all my willpower to not stare at them.

“Oh, you’re silly,” giggled Crystal. “You know it’s her husband she’s talking about.”

Blake eyed up the waitress as she put a glass of beer down in front of her, then turned to Crystal.

“Yeah, I know. I talked to Amanda earlier. Seems like he was really giving it to her, using up all her free time.”

Amanda blushed and tutted out loud and everyone else laughed, assuming that Blake was just joking about. But I had a very good idea what Amanda and Blake had talked about regarding her week.

“What about you, Louis? Have you got yourself a girlfriend? Or boyfriend if that’s your thing.”

I could see Tiffany blushing a little as she asked and realized that most of them didn’t really know anything at all about me, except that I had gate-crashed their book club and got them all reading erotica.

“No. I don’t really date,” I replied, hoping that would be the end of it. The last thing I needed at the moment was people wondering about my sex life.

“Really? That’s strange. You’re so cute. But OK, I won’t pry.”

Blake leaned forward, and I nearly jumped in my seat when her hand rested on my jeans and gave me a squeeze.

“I don’t believe a word of it. I just bet you’re out getting it every night, young fit guy like you. Seems to me even the older women would want a bit of you.”

She looked over at Amanda who was doing her best to ignore the entire conversation as she sipped her coffee.

Blake’s fingers were doing a good job of getting me hard, teasing and rubbing against my cock. Luckily nobody else at the book could see what was going on and were far too occupied with the conversation which had turned to the next book to be read.

I turned my head slightly, so that I was looking at Blake, and saw that there was a devilish look on her face.

“Men’s restroom, meet me there in two minutes,” she whispered. Then she stood up and made a big show about going to order some snacks before disappearing into the back of the bar.

For a second I just sat there, thinking that everyone would know what was happening when I stood up, but when I did, the conversation just kept on and hardly anyone except Amanda noticed I was even going and I wondered if she knew what we were up to.

As soon as I walked into the restroom, Blake’s hands grabbed me and pushed me against the wall.

“You follow instructions. I like that. And your cock is still hard, I like that even more. But then Amanda said you had quite the cock.”

Her hand was back down at my crotch, rubbing the curve in my jeans.

“Amanda told me all about your little arrangement. And I was thinking maybe we could have something the same. Now, don’t you worry about Amanda, she knows I’m going to ask you this, and she’s cool with it. In fact she’s looking forward to hearing all the details.”

By now she had pulled open the first two buttons on my jeans and was almost on the final one.

“So all I am asking is that you help me with a little fantasy of mine and then you get me, for a week. Free use. Not because I need a guy, I can get anyone I want, but because I like the idea of having you.”

My dick was rock hard, and she grasped it as she slid her hand into my boxers. She pushed me against the wall harder and I felt her tongue slide into my mouth.

All thoughts of someone walking in on us or what the others in the group were thinking went out the window; her tongue and her hand were the only things on my mind.

When she broke the kiss, she moved her lips to my ear.

“Do you want me for a week?” she asked.

“Fuck yes.”

“Then let me give you a little taste of what I can do.”

She dropped down onto her knees, giving me a fantastic view of her breasts. Gently, she pulled my cock out and spat on it, working the wetness up and down my shaft.

She took hold of the base of my cock and sucked the tip into her mouth. Slowly, she sucked it deeper and deeper, making me gasp for breath.

“Mmmm,” she moaned, releasing me from her mouth. “Amanda didn’t lie about the size.”

The sight of her licking her fingers as she kneeled between my legs sent a wave of heat through me. My cock throbbed as she bent down again, wrapping her lips around my shaft once more.

“Oh fuck!” I groaned as she bobbed her head along the length. All the time she kept her eyes on mine and my reactions.

She released me from her mouth and I could feel her run her tongue from the underside of my cock to the head. Back and forth, teasing me.

“You like that?” she asked.

“Yes, yes I do.”

She grinned, and she wrapped her hand around the base of my shaft.

“Do you want to fuck me? Amanda says you can be quite dominating when you want to.”

That was enough to swing things. So far she had been in charge, but I realized if I was going to have free use of her then I would have to show her I was in complete control.

And I wanted to fuck her. Badly.

I pulled her up onto her feet and spun her round, leaning her up against the counter. I ran my hand up the inside of her legs, making her let out a little moan and I could feel the balance of control shifting. When my fingers rubbed against her bare pussy, I knew I could take control.

“Did you get changed just so you could take your panties off and make it easier for me to fuck you?”

I could see her face reflected in the mirror above the sink and she grinned a little as she nodded.

“You seem very sure I was going to say yes to your offer.”

Keeping her eyes on me in the mirror, she pulled down her top, letting her breasts spill out.

“I saw the way you looked at me,” she said. “From the first time you saw me, you were attracted. And when I sat opposite you, you couldn’t keep your eyes off my breasts.”

I moved behind her and rubbed the tip of my cock against her wetness, getting a happy sigh in response. It would have been so easy to just slide in and fuck her roughly.

But I had other things in mind. Slow and steady was going to win this race.

I gripped her hips tightly and slowly slipped myself into her.

“Ahhhh,” she cried as I entered her.

“That feel good?” I asked, feeling her body tighten around me.

“Perfect.”

Taking my time, I pressed deeper into her, watching as her mouth fell open and she let out a gasp. And then I started to rock against her, just enough that I was slowly fucking her.

“You want me to go faster, don’t you?”

She nodded her head and I could see that she was gripping the edges of the counter, her fingers red from the effort.

“Or are you enjoying this?”

Again she nodded.

“You like being fucked by a younger guy?”

She was pressing back against me now, making her own rhythm, fucking herself on my shaft.

“Yes. I like the look of lust in your eyes and how hard your cock is. I bet you could fuck all night.”

“Maybe I will,” I said, reaching round and grasping her breast and squeezing it. “And then maybe I’ll fuck you again in the morning while you’re still sleepy and fuzzy. Fuck you back awake.”

She moaned loudly, and I felt her clench tight around me.

“You still need to do my task,” she gasped.

I pulled my cock from her and watched as some pre-cum dripped onto the floor. She let out a groan of sadness as I pulled back, obviously wanting more.

“Turn round, on your knees again.”

She did it immediately, sinking down and holding onto my legs. I could feel an energy inside me, like I could do anything. Even more so than Amanda, Blake seemed totally in control and for her to submit to me gave me an enormous rush.

“You don’t get my cum yet. Not in your mouth, not in your pussy. But as you were so generous to give me a taste, it’s only fair that I do the same.”

I wrapped my fingered around my cock and I stroked hard, making sure that it was right in front of her face, so she could see every stroke clearly. Her eyes were glued to every movement and I swear she licked her lips as I stroked faster and faster. Then I let it go, watching as she squealed in delight as my cock sprang forward and nearly hit her lips, bouncing right next to her mouth.

“You’re right, I was thinking about your breasts,” I said, taking hold of my cock again and aiming it straight towards her. “But I was thinking how good they would look with my cum splashed over them.”

Squeezing my cock, I aimed it between her breasts.

“Don’t move,” I ordered.

I could hear her swallow and felt her grip tighten on my legs.

With a grunt, I exploded over her, my cum splashing against her breasts and neck. Her fingers dug into my legs but I didn’t notice as I shot another load over her. Before I could react, she grabbed my cock and swallowed me down, her mouth sinking to the bottom of my shaft.

“Uuuuuhhhnnn!!”

The groan escaped me as I held onto her hair as her mouth worked its magic, pulling me deep into her throat. She sucked and licked me, pausing only to take a gulp of breath before sliding me back between her lips and milking me with her throat. I could feel my knees buckle and had to pull myself away from her and lean against the wall to steady myself.

Blake was in no rush to get up, instead looking down at the cum sprayed over her skin and scooping it up in her fingers and sliding it into her mouth. She closed her eyes and swallowed, groaning like it was the tastiest treat she’d ever had. And then she stood up, pulled me to her and kissed me hard, letting me taste myself on her lips.

“Now THAT was promising. You have the weekend to yourself but make sure you’re available on Monday. I’ll text you the details.”

And after straightening her clothes and checking her hair in the mirror as she washed of the last of my cum, she walked off, leaving me panting and dazed.

If this was how the week was going to be, it was going to be even crazier than my time with Amanda.


Chapter Two


I woke up the next morning with an erection and had to take care of it immediately.

As I stroked, I thought about the night before. The feel of Blake’s mouth around my cock, how wet her pussy was when I ran my fingers over it. The look of delight as I came over her tits.

On the table next to the bed, my phone buzzed. I ignored it and kept stroking but it buzzed again and again until it was putting me off. Annoyed, I grabbed the phone and looked to see that I had missed a call from Blake but she had left me a text message.

“When you get this, send me a video of you stroking. I will make it worth your while.”

My cock pulsed in my hand, and I wondered if she was a mind reader.

She wanted a video? I could do that.

Holding the phone in one hand, I squeezed my shaft with the other and started working it hard. I made sure the phone was near enough that it picked up my moans and hoped that when Blake watched it, she would hear me saying her name.

The thought of her watching tipped me over the edge and I came hard, shooting a load across my chest. I kept the video going until I had milked out every drop, then hit the send button.

It felt good knowing that somewhere Blake was watching me come for her.

I cleaned up, got dressed and headed downstairs to find my dad in the kitchen sitting at the table, drinking coffee.

“Good morning,” he said.

“Hey.”

I got myself some cereal and sat down opposite him, wondering why he looked so happy.

“Are you going to be around this weekend?” he asked.

I nodded my head. Whatever was happening with Blake, It wouldn’t be until Monday. So I had the weekend to kill and no plans to go out.

“Me and your mom might need some time later today. For our... marriage therapy.”

“Sure. I don’t want to be around while you two are shouting at each other, anyway.”

In my pocket, my phone buzzed. So I picked up my bowl and headed back to my room, just in case it was Blake responding.

It was, and not just with a text. It took the video a few moments to start but as soon as it did, I knew it was going to be something special. She was lying in bed, completely naked, with one hand on her clit and rubbing circles, and the other holding the toy that she was fucking herself with.

“Good boy, sending your video so quickly. I guess you must have been as horny as me. But I don’t want you coming again this weekend, I want you to save it all up for Monday. You can do that for me, right?”

The video finished, and I sat looking at the phone. She had sent me that and expected me not to stroke to it? It was going to be a long weekend.
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After reading for a while, I headed to the mall. The remastered Bartok’s Daughter album “Lost In Antwerp” was being released and even though I don’t have a record player, I needed it for my collection. Most of the music I listen to is 80s goth synth, but I do like some rock and have bought everything that they had ever released. And luckily for me, the local mall has a pretty good independent record store, and it’s right next to the comic shop I wanted to check out.

After getting the LP and picking up a remastered Sisters of Mercy album, I went next door to the comic shop, Cosmic Clash. As I was going in, a couple were coming out. The guy looked normal enough, but the woman was dressed all in pink, with her hair in ponytails and snuggling a teddy bear. If I needed any more clues that she was a little, she called him Daddy as he took her hand.

Inside, the comic shop was empty of people, but there was plenty for me to look through. Just going through the back issue bins took me nearly an hour, and I found a few Vertigo issues that I was missing. Just as I was about to go to the counter, I heard the ringing of the bell above the door and turned round, astonished to see that it was Amanda.

She walked in and looked around, taking in the comics, the posters on the walls, and the toy display. Only then did she spot me.

“Louis,” she said, and I was glad to see her smile. I had been worried about talking to her after our week, knowing that she was aware of me and Blake.

“Hey, Amanda. I didn’t take you for a comic kinda person.”

She laughed. “Oh, I’m not here for me. It’s my daughter’s birthday in a few weeks and she’s a fan of some Korean band. Apparently there are some vinyl figures and she wanted them. I have no idea, do you think you could help me?.”

I walked her over to the display of Funkos and and showed her what she was looking for. Checking her notes, she found the ones she wanted and walked with me back over to the counter. The shop owner was waiting for us and offered to gift wrap her purchases for free, it being her first time there.

“Why, thank you… Max,” she said, reading his name tag. “That’s really generous of you.”

I caught his smile and noted to myself that he hadn’t offered me a discount. But I couldn’t blame him; Amanda was looking hot in her summer dress and impractical high heels.

I walked her to her car and helped pack her purchases away. Thinking this was the best time to bring up the topic, I was about to mention Blake but she beat me to it.

“Louis. Last week was, well, you know how good it was. But it was also a one-off thing. So I don’t want you to worry about me when you’re with Blake. I take it you’re going to be with her this week—you were in that restroom a long time.”

I almost blushed, which was ridiculous considering what we had done together.

“Well, Blake wants me to meet up with her on Monday to do something, but yeah, I think we’re going to have a week together.”

Amanda leaned forward and kissed me lightly on the lips.

“You have fun. And don’t let Blake take control. I think she could do with someone putting her in her place for a change.”

As she turned round and opened the car door, I suddenly thought of something.

“How did Blake find out? I mean, why did you tell her?”

Amanda smiled and climbed in the car, rolling her window down.

“For now, that’s my little secret.”


Chapter Three


Sunday went slowly. I mainly read, listened to music, and kept out of the way. I was happy to hear that my parents didn’t seem to be shouting at each other. Maybe whatever they were doing was working?

The only highlight was getting another text from Blake. This time it was an address, a time, and a picture of a black skirt laying on a bed..

I fell asleep that night after edging to her video and wishing I could come. I know I could have anyway and just not told her, but I wanted to make sure I didn’t mess up anything she had planned.
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I turned up at the address on Monday morning and found out it was an office block downtown.

Blake greeted me at reception and showed me to the elevator. She was wearing a smart white shirt, the black skirt from the picture, and had her hair up in a bun. She was also wearing glasses I had never seen her wear before.

“When we get to the office, don’t say anything, just follow me.”

I nodded and stood beside her as the lift went up. Risking a glance at her, I noticed her black bra clearly visible through her shirt and wondered what her boss thought about that.

We stepped out and walked through the office to an empty boardroom and she closed the door behind her. Everyone we had passed had looked at her or said hello, but no one had questioned why she had a goth guy with her.

“Sit down.”

I sat in the chair opposite her and waited for some instructions.

“So. This is my company. It started from nothing twenty years ago and now I have offices in six cities. I’m not married but I have two wonderful kids. I have absolutely no need for a man.”

“But?” I asked.

The confident look on her face flickered for a moment and she turned away from me, closing the blinds on the window.

“You read the book, the one with the secretary being used by her boss?”

I had a feeling I could see where this was going.

“Yeah, I read it.”

Blake turned back to face me and reached up and popped open the top button on her shirt.

“Sometimes I want someone to be like that with me. Tell me what to do, use me. Everyone in my life is scared of me or treats me like the boss. I need someone to treat me like a plaything.”

For the first time, I saw something vulnerable in her eyes.

“I think you need to come over here,” I said sternly.

It was funny. Whenever I thought about these situations, I felt nervous. But as soon as the offer was put to me, a calmness fell over me and my dominant side came out. With Amanda I thought it was because I was playing the role of the character in the book, but maybe it was just something inside me that I was tapping into more.

“I said come here,” I said again when she hesitated.

She walked over and stopped beside me. She wasn’t looking at me, instead staring at the floor.

“Blake, I think you have been naughty. Teasing me over the weekend. Telling me not to come. Like you’re in control. But you’re not, not now. I am.”

She glanced up at me and I saw that her demeanor had completely changed.

“Yes, Sir.”

I stood up and walked behind her, running my hand over her ass. The throbbing from my cock made me want to have her, but I knew it would be better for both of us if we went slow.

“Blake. Do you want me to do this?”

I figured you can never check for consent too many times.

“Yes,” she breathed out.

“Bend over the desk.”

She leaned across the table and reached back to pull her skirt up so that her panties were showing.

“Like this, Sir?”

I bent down and pulled her panties to the side, and found her already wet.

“I think I am going to have to punish you.”

My hand came down and slapped her ass, hard enough for the sound to echo through the room. Although the sound of her moan nearly drowned it out.

“Who’s in charge?”

My hand rubbed against the red spot on her ass where I had just slapped her.

“You are, Sir,”

My hand came down again, this time on the other side.

“You’re going to be my secretary for the week. At my beck and call. And whenever I want to use you, I can.”

Slapping her ass again, I got another moan, but this time it was my name.

“Yes, Louis. Whenever you want.”

Now I was ready to give her what she really wanted. I took a step forward and pulled my jeans open, reaching into my boxers and pulling my cock out, letting it spring free.

“Are you ready for this?”

She looked back over her shoulder and nodded.

“No more panties for you for the rest of the week,” I told her.

She reached back and pulled her panties down and then bent over the desk again. Her ass was raised up and presented to me.

“Whatever Sir wants.”

I grabbed hold of my cock and aimed it at her pussy.

“Open yourself up for me.”

With a gasp, she spread her legs apart, and I pressed the tip of my dick against her.

“Do you want me to fuck you?”

Her pussy was sopping wet, and I slid forwards until the tip of my cock was pressing against her entrance.

“Yes, sir.”

I pushed forwards and felt the head of my cock enter her.

“Oh, fuck, Louis.”

I slapped her ass and drew a yelp from her. She should know better than that.

“You will call me Sir.”

She nodded, and I felt her trying to press against me.

I pulled back and then thrust forward again, pushing my cock deep into her.

“Fuck!” she cried out, but I ignored her, driving my cock in and out of her tight little cunt.

“Tell me I can have you for the week.”

She groaned and wiggled against me, trying to take me as deep as she could.

“Yes, all week. Whenever you want. Dirty little secretary.”

“That’s right, you’re my dirty little secretary. My free use slut.”

It was a risk, calling her that, but she cried out yes and gripped onto the table. Maybe she was into a little degradation?

I fucked her hard now, slamming my cock into her with every thrust.

“Say it. Tell me what you want.”

“I want you to fuck me hard, use me and come in me.”

And as she said that, I felt my balls tightening, and I knew I was minutes away from giving her exactly what she had just asked for.

I withdrew my cock and then drove it back in again, harder than ever.

Just then the door opened, and a young guy walked in, carrying a pile of documents.

“Oh. OH. I’m sorry, I didn’t know...”

Blake turned her head and looked at him.

“Chris, I told EVERYONE that I wasn’t to be disturbed. Now sit down and shut up or get the hell out and shut the door.”

He thought for a second, and then ran out the door, slamming it behind him. I had a feeling that later that day he would regret the choice.

Thrusting hard into her brought her attention back to me, and as I picked up the pace I could tell that she was getting close to coming.

“Blake,” I said sternly.

“Yes, sir?”

I slowed down, pulling nearly all the way out before thrusting hard back into her.

“No coming without permission from Sir. All week.”

I could see her mouth open slightly and knew that she was thinking about what I had just told her. The fact that it would mean I was completely in control of her. She gave me a slight nod.

I started pounding her again, driving hard into her with each stroke.

“Is that understood?”

Another nod.

“Good girl.”

I kept fucking her, ramming my cock in and out of her pussy, until finally she cried out, “I’m gonna come, Sir! Please, please let me come.”

I was pretty sure that the entire office could hear her and I was just as sure that she didn’t care.

“Not yet.”

I grabbed her hips and started moving faster.

“Please, please let me come.”

I was surprised when she actually started pleading with me.

“Please, I need it. Come in me and let me come for you.”

I knew I was seconds away from exploding, so I leaned down as far as I could and whispered, “Come for me.”

And that was enough, she shouted out her orgasm as it hit her. Her body shook against the desk and she kept gasping, “Yes, yes,” over and over again.

My cock erupted, and I filled her with my load. I kept thrusting, hammering my cock into her until I felt the last spurt of cum, coating her insides.

Finally, I pulled my cock from her and stepped back.

“Clean me off.”

She turned around and leaned against the desk, reaching between her legs and scooping up my cum. She brought it up to her face and licked her fingers clean.

“Yes, Sir, just enjoying my reward first.”

Then she knelt down on the floor and took me in her hand, guiding me between her lips and sinking down the length of my shaft. The look of joy as she sucked my cock gave me nearly as much of a thrill as fucking her had.

When she pulled away, I saw a little of her old fire in her eyes and she wiped her lips clean with the back of her hand. But when she stood, she leaned forward and kissed me softly.

“Thank you, Sir, for letting me come. And for fucking me.”

“Anytime, Blake. And I mean that—I can fuck you anytime.”

I saw her smile and then turned to pick up her panties.

“No. Give them to me. You won’t need them this week.”

I tucked them in my pocket, a memento of my sexy secretary.

We got dressed quickly, and she opened the blinds. As we walked back through the office, nobody said anything. I saw Chris at a desk, doing his best to avoid looking at us but failing, so I gave him a little wave.

She didn’t say anything until we reached reception, then she turned around and shook my hand, just like we had just been in a business meeting.

“Thank you for coming in. I look forward to seeing you the rest of the week.”

“Yes, I think we are going to get a lot done.”

As she let go of my hand, she leaned in and brushed her lips against my ear.

“I was right, you were a good choice. And don’t forget, when you’re stroking yourself thinking about this, I will be sharing all the details with Amanda.”


Chapter Four


For the next two days, I would pop over to the office, summon her to the boardroom, and use her in any way I wanted. Each time she would be dressed in her sexy secretary outfit, call me “Sir” and do whatever I wanted. And afterwards she would walk me down to reception, shake my hand, and say she would see me the next day.

As I headed home, I realized things were not exactly going as planned. Don’t get me wrong, the sex was amazing and having Blake doing whatever I wanted was fantastic, but this wasn’t free use, this was an arranged meet every day. And Blake had set the time.

I pulled out my phone and texted her.

“Be outside the office at 5.”

I waited a few moments, and my phone pinged.

“I have a meeting at 5:15.”

That wouldn’t do.

“Oh, I thought you were my free use slut this week. If you are, you will meet me outside the office at 5.”

Silence.

And then a buzz

“Yes, Sir.”

That was more like it.
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She walked out the door right on time, looked around and saw me standing at the curb.

I opened the door to the Uber and helped her in, then went round the other side and got in beside her.

“Where are we going, Sir?” she asked.

“Oh, just around. The where is not important. Hank here knows to just do some loops till I am ready.”

The driver gave us a little wave without looking back and pulled out into traffic.

“Now, be a good girl, Blake, and give me a blow job.”

She gave me a surprised look, then glanced at the driver.

“As I said, Hank knows what to do, and to keep looking forward. Now do as Sir says.”

She nodded.

“Yes, Sir.”

I had to admit, I was a little surprised that she agreed so quickly. But I was also pleased; maybe she really did want to give away some control.

I leaned back against the seat and watched as she unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock, taking it into her hand. She started slowly licking the tip, drawing a moan from me. Then she was sucking me, moving her head up and down. Her hands were busy unbuckling my belt and pulling open my jeans so that she had better access.

“Like this, Sir?” she asked, lifting her head for a moment.

I nodded, and she started bobbing her head again.

I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation of her mouth on my cock. Every now and again she would pull back and swirl her tongue over my tip and plunge me back into her mouth.

After a while the car took a left turn and then made another right, heading down a small street.

“Sir, where are we going? Hank might not know which way to go.”

Hank was still looking forward and ignoring us completely.

“It’s OK, Hank has directions. You just concentrate on Sir’s pleasure,”I said as I reached over and gently held her hair, holding her head against me as I fucked her mouth. “Just focus on getting Sir off.”

She nodded and sucked on me harder.

I could feel myself rising towards orgasm and tried to slow down. I had plans, and they didn’t involve coming just yet.

“We’re here, sir,” said Hank, pulling over to the side of the road.

Blake looked up and looked out the window, looking confused.

“Why are we at the park, Sir?”

Gently lifting her up, I tucked myself away and fastened my belt. Hank had already got out and walked round to my door and opened it for me.

“Because, Blake, after all that office sex, I thought it might be nice to have some outdoor sex where you’re not calling the shots.”

We got out, and I tipped Hank. He gave me a nod and got back into the car and drove off. Hank was actually one of the guys I worked with at the store and owed me a favor, but there was no need to tell Blake he was in on it. It just added to the fantasy of the situation.

“Now, Blake, I want you to walk ahead of me. You see that wooded area over there? That’s where we are heading and I want you to shake that ass of yours as you walk, see if you can get me all worked up for when we get there.”

She smiled and nodded.

“Yes, Sir.”

She turned to face the woods and started walking slowly. I followed behind her and watched her swaying ass as she moved.

“Sir?”

“Yes, Blake?”

A pause and then a giggle.

“I’ve never had sex outside.”

This would only be my second time having outdoor sex. The first time was before I moved. I had been walking through my local park and come across a couple having sex in the woods. Instead of chasing me off, the wife gave me a blow job. I was so nervous that I even lied when she asked me my name. But it was an amazing experience that led me to have another encounter with them later. I often wonder if I hadn’t moved, what other things we would have got up to.

As we approached the trees, Blake slowed down a little so I could catch up with her. As I walked past her, I gave her a slap on the ass. Then taking her hand I led her into the undergrowth.

As she stepped into the space between the trees, she stopped and looked at me, a look of lust in her eyes. I could tell she was getting desperate and would do anything I wanted if it meant I fucked her.

We soon found a quiet clearing.

“Blake, I want you to take your clothes off. First your shoes, then your skirt and bra.”

I watched as she stripped. Stepping out of her shoes, she picked them up and rested them on a fallen tree. Her skirt came off next, leaving her in just her bra and panties. All the way through it she kept glancing at me, hungry looks that told me exactly what she needed.

“And the panties, Sir?”

I walked over to her and cupped her breasts, giving them a squeeze. My thumbs rubbed against her hard nipples and she bit her lower lip, trying to keep in a moan.

“You shouldn’t have been wearing panties. You were told. But for now, leave them on.”

My hands left her tits and went down to her waist. Pulling her panties aside, I brushed my fingers slowly over her wetness.

“Are you ready for me, Blake?”

She nodded.

“Yes, Sir, please fuck me.”

I slid my fingers inside her, and she groaned, pushing herself against my hand.

“You are such a good free use slut. I think it’s only fair that I fuck you. You did ask so nicely.”

Her hips were moving and her breathing deepened as I continued to tease her.

Slowly guiding her back against the trunk of the nearest tree, my hand still teasing her pussy, I pressed my mouth against the side of her neck and kissed my way down to her shoulder. Her hands were grabbing at me now, pulling my cock out, working the shaft in her fingers.

“Please, Sir, fuck me,” she said again.

Sliding my hand from her, I grabbed her legs and lifted her up, pinning her between myself and the tree. I could feel her body trembling as I moved her, eager to be taken. Her legs wrapped around me, gripping tightly, giving me enough room to slide my hand down and pull her panties aside and guide my cock into her.

“Fuck me, Sir,” she moaned.

I pushed myself into her, and she gasped.

“Is this what you needed, Blake? When you picked me? Someone who could take control of you and show you what it felt like to be submissive?”

She nodded.

I started to move slowly inside her and she met each thrust with one of her own, at least as much as she could move, pinned there. We worked together, meeting in unison. Both of us panting with lust, hands gripping and ignoring the world around us.

Suddenly she tensed up.

“What’s wrong, Blake?”

“I’m sorry, Sir, I can’t hold it anymore. I need to come. Please, can I come?”

My cock was fully buried inside her and I knew I was close to exploding. And her pleading for release was just pushing me closer to the edge.

“Yes, Blake, come for me. Do it now.”

With a cry, she clutched at me and came all over my cock.

“Oh god, Sir! Oh god!”

I came too, slamming into her as hard and deep as I could, shooting load after load inside her. It became a blur of kissing and coming and clutching at each other.

Before I knew it, I was lying on my back, Blake straddling me.

“Thank you, Sir. For letting me come. Thank you for showing me how it feels to submit.”

I smiled.

“It was my pleasure, Blake.”


Chapter Five


On Thursday, I left the house early.

One reason was that I wanted to go round to Blake’s house. She had said that she worked from home on Thursdays and therefore I had plans for working her hard myself. She had also said that her kids would be at school during the day and I thought this would be an excellent opportunity for some more free use

But the other reason for getting out early was that I walked in on my parents having sex.

I had trotted down to the kitchen, expecting to see my dad making breakfast. I could hear him badly whistling a cheerful tune as I walked down the stairs, but as I got to the kitchen doorway, I suddenly stopped.

It was Mom who was making breakfast, or at least as well as she could, with my dad behind her pounding away as she was bent over the counter. Now, I know my parents have sex; before they had their troubles, I would occasionally hear them in their bedroom, but that didn’t mean I wanted to see or hear it, so I quietly backed down the corridor, went upstairs and left them to it.

So I got out of there pretty quickly. As I walked to the end of the road, I sent Blake a text to say I was on the way. Her reply came back almost instantly.

“OK, just to let you know, we will have company, but it won’t affect the free use.”

Well, that was interesting.

Blake lives in the richer part of town, but not quite as fancy as Amanda’s place. Luckily for me, the bus dropped off just down the street from her, so it took me less than half an hour to get there.

The house was a decent size and the nicest on the block. Ringing the bell, I wondered what her neighbors would think of me if they saw me.

The door opened and there stood Blake. She was wearing a stars and stripes bikini that left little to the imagination.

“Hi there, Blake.”

“Come in, Sir.”

I hadn’t been sure she would still call me Sir outside of a work environment, so it was good to hear. Not to mention it made me a little hard.

She led me into the living room and picked up a bottle of wine from the table, then led me out to the back.

Walking outside, the sun was straight in front of me and blinded me for a moment. So when I saw the swimming pool, it took me a moment or two more to see Amanda in a lounger next to it.

“Well, hello there,” she said, smiling at me.

“Hello, Amanda.”

“This is our unofficial book club swim meet,” said Blake, walking past me and putting the wine on a table. “Every Thursday, the two of us get together for wine and swimming and... other things.”

I looked at Blake.

“I take it that was how you heard about the free use week?”

She laughed.

“Yes, well, I could tell that something was up with Amanda and I wouldn’t let her go until she told me.”

I glanced over at Amanda as she gave me a little shrug.

“I tried, but Blake can be very persuasive.”

Amanda was wearing a two-piece bathing suit, a classy-looking number with black and white diagonal stripes. And it showed off her figure nicely.

“And talking of which, you just interrupted a little something. Sir can stay and watch or join in, he is in charge after all,” giggled Blake, sinking down to her knees in front of Amanda.

“Oh, you’re still going to...?” said Amanda, with wide eyes.

Blake slipped her hands along Amanda’s legs, pulling them open gently. Then she leaned forward and kissed the inside of Amanda’s thigh, moving upwards.

“I am sure Sir won’t mind. And it’s not like either of us have secrets from him.”

She licked up the inside of Amanda’s thigh, then moved even higher.

“And you know you want him to watch.”

She hooked her finger under the material and pulled the fabric across and exposed Amanda’s pussy.

“Go on, Sir. Take a look.”

I walked over, standing beside Amanda and looking down at Blake’s head between Amanda’s legs. She was licking at Amanda’s pussy, using her tongue to tease at her folds. And not the teasing of someone that was doing it for the first time—she knew exactly what to do to make Amanda moan.

“Amanda, I think Sir wants to taste you too.”

She looked up at me and winked, her hand reaching out and rubbing the hardness in my jeans. Then she glanced back at Amanda.“Do you want him to taste you?”

Amanda looked at me and I could see that yes, she really did want me to.

“Yes, Sir, please.”

I opened my jeans and pulled free my cock. Two weeks ago I would have felt weird even imagining this; now, having them both watching me as I stroked my shaft seemed the most natural thing in the world.

“Blake, keep going. I think Amanda needs to do something first.”

I moved to the side a little and looked down on the action below. Blake was sucking on Amanda’s clit, fingers moving inside her and Amanda was rocking her hips to meet her movements.

“Amanda, I want you to suck my cock. Can you be a good girl and do that?”

Amanda looked up at me, then down at Blake. She nodded and turned to face me.

“Sir, may Blake eats my pussy while I suck you?”

I nodded and stepped forward, guiding the tip of my cock against her lips.

“And Blake,” I said, making sure she didn’t forget who was in charge. “Bikini off and rub your clit. No coming unless I say so.”

I didn’t bother waiting to see if she did it, I knew that for this week at least, she would do what I told her without complaint.

Amanda leaned forward and let my cock slip into her mouth. I started slowly between her lips as I felt her warm mouth around me, tasting me and feeling me grow even harder. Putting my hand on the back of her head, I guided her, showing her how fast to go. And with Blake between her legs and making her fuzzy headed, she was willing to be an obedient toy.

“Fuck, that’s hot.”

I looked down at Blake and saw she had stopped to watch us. Her hand was between her legs and I could see that she had been following my instructions.

Pulling away from Amanda, I reached out my hands to both of them, telling them to stand up.

“Blake, take us to your bedroom.”

She led us through the house, laughing at how ridiculous she thought we looked in our various states of undress. And I wasn’t so horny, I would have found it funny as well. As soon as we were in the bedroom, we all stripped and I told them to get on the bed.

“Amanda, on your back. Blake, kneel next to her.”

I got down on my knees at the end of the bed and pulled Amanda towards me till her wet pussy was almost pressed against my lips.

“Blake, I think it’s your turn to get some attention. Straddle Amanda’s face.”

As Blake lowered herself down on top of Amanda, I leaned forward and sucked on Amanda’s clit.

“Mmm, yeah, right there,” moaned Amanda.

Turning my head, I used my tongue to flick and tease at her clit, making her gasp and whimper as her body started to respond to me. Moving back, I watched Blake’s pussy slide down over Amanda’s face. Blake was leaning forward slightly, giving me a perfect view of her ass and pussy as she lowered herself down, pushing her pussy against Amanda’s mouth.

I ran my hands over Amanda’s breasts, squeezing them and playing with her nipples. The sounds of their moans and groans were driving me crazy and my cock was leaking pre-cum over the floor.

Looking up, I saw Blake rotating her hips, fucking Amanda’s face as she lay there underneath her. After a couple of minutes, I could tell that Blake was getting close to orgasm by her body shaking and the sounds escaping her lips.

I pressed two fingers into Amanda’s pussy, curling them inside her as I sucked her clit. She bucked against me and I could feel the contractions of her pussy as she came on my fingers.

“Oh, fuck!” I heard from above me.

Turning my head, I saw Blake holding her legs as she pressed down on Amanda, her hips still rocking as she rode out her orgasm.

Seeing both of them coming almost simultaneously was making my cock bounce up and down in reaction and I knew I needed to join in the fun.

“Blake, swap places with Amanda. And you 69 her, drip into her mouth while I use her.”

They quickly got in position and soon I was greeted with the sight of Blake’s soaked pussy with Amanda’s face just above it. She watched with delight as I guided my cock into Blake and fucked her.

“You’re gonna make me come again,” groaned Blake.

I slowed my thrusts, enjoying the sight of my cock sliding in and out of her wet pussy. Pulling free, I slipped my tip into Amanda’s mouth, letting her taste both of us.

“That’s it, swallow it.”

She did, taking all of my dick into her mouth and gulping it down, making me moan with pleasure as I felt her throat muscles caress my cock.

Gasping when I withdrew, she dropped her head and gave Blake’s pussy some attention, her tongue swirling and teasing.

“Holy FUCK, you two,” squealed Blake and Amanda lifted her head and flashed me a grin.

I slammed back into Blake and started fucking her hard. Her moans were muffled by Amanda pressing her pussy on her face and between the two of us we had her pretty much pinned down.

“Oh god, oh god, yes, that’s it, fuck me, fuck me!” she shouted as soon as Amanda lifted off her.

Blake was coming, and it was only a matter of seconds before I did too, pulling out and coming over her pussy, thick white ropes of cum splashing over her skin. Not that it stayed there long, as Amanda leaned down and licked it up, making sure to make eye contact with me as she swallowed it.

“Sir, I forgot to ask you if I could come,” Blake said in a quiet voice, and I chuckled as I realized I would have to administer a spanking.


Chapter Six


I woke up on Friday to the sound of my parents fucking next door.

Showered, dressed and headphones on, I was out of the house in 20 minutes.

It was strange how quick they had gone from fighting to fucking. But just because they were having sex didn’t mean they were back together. I knew well that you could have great sex with someone you didn’t even like.

Work was boring and made the day drag, but eventually it was time to leave. I made sure to open the front door at home and listen before I headed in, just to make sure that I wouldn’t be walking in on anything.

Dad was in the kitchen, sipping his coffee and reading the paper. I couldn’t remember the last time I saw anyone else reading a newspaper, but he was still old-fashioned enough to get his news that way.

“Oh, Louis, I was wondering if you could help me. I was thinking of getting one of those Kindle things. Could you help me set it up when it arrives?”

I was a little surprised as he had shown no sign of being interested in reading before and a Kindle was way too modern for his tastes. My mom was an avid reader, and I assumed that was where I got my love of reading from, but apart from the newspaper and an occasional Playboy, I rarely saw him reading anything.

“Yeah, sure.”

I almost left it at that and went to my room, but at the last moment I turned back to him.

“How are you and mom doing?”

He looked up from the paper and gave me a smile.

“Much better, thank you. I think things are going in the right direction.”

And with that, he went back to his coffee and news.

It was perhaps the most he had talked to me about it, so I just nodded and went upstairs.

I was both looking forward to and worried about the book club that night. The last two weeks had been an amazing ride and something I would remember for the rest of my life. But going to the book club would mean that it was over. Maybe that was for the best. Something had clicked inside me after both offers and drawn out the dominant side of me, but was that really who I was?

I wasn’t sure, but this week I had been more confident than I had ever been, and that confidence was starting to spill over into other areas of my life. Instead of just doing whatever I was told at work, I had started being proactive, getting things done in advance. It was only a little thing but enough for the boss to notice and comment on.

I showered and put on a hoodie then searched around for my Kindle. Once again, I had been sure that I had left it next to the bed, but it was nowhere to be seen. Glancing at the time, I decided to just leave it. I had read the story and when the next one was picked, it would be easy enough for me to download later.

It was another sunny day outside and I popped in my earbuds to listen to some Cure on the way to the club. The walk felt good, stretching my muscles and getting some fresh air. I may be a goth at heart, but I do like going out now and again.

As I walked up to the building, I noticed that Blake’s car was already outside. She spotted me approaching and got out of it, walking over and kissing me softly on the cheek.

“I brought you a gift,” she said, reaching through the window into her car. “Just a little thank you for a fun week.”

She handed me a small black box, and when I opened it I was shocked to see it was a remote sex toy.

I looked at her, puzzled.

“I thought that when you next get free use of someone, you can have even more control of them with this. I can just see you getting some pretty thing to put this inside her and then playing with her while she’s with her husband.”

“Well, I’m not sure I will ever get another chance at free use, but I appreciate the present just the same. Thank you, Blake.”

She leaned in against me and kissed me on the lips, starting softly but getting rougher, her tongue slipping into my mouth, and all thoughts of her still being meek and controlled were out the window. Blake was very much back in control.

A squeal of brakes from a passing car made us break the kiss and a moment later a few other club members arrived, so we headed inside. I watched Blake’s ass as she walked ahead of me, thinking of how good it had looked with my red handprint on it from the spanking I gave her.

Lost in thoughts, I missed what she had said to me.

“What was that?” I asked as we reached the door.

“I said I wouldn’t be too sure about the free use thing. I happen to know that someone else is going to make you an offer tonight.”

Then with a little wink at me, she disappeared through the door and left me outside, confused and excited.

It looked like it was going to be another interesting week.

To be Continued


The Feature Book


Servicing the Senior Partner by Lacey Cross

If your husband changes the rules and you work with four hot lawyers… what would you do?

Miranda is 28 and bored with her sex life. When her husband suggests they change the boundaries of their relationship, she reluctantly agrees. Her husband encourages her to work overtime and wants to hear all the details. Miranda goes for it and it changes everything. Being bent over her boss’s desk thrills her more than she imagined it would.

Read the book here


Author Interview


LACEY CROSS

Questions For Lacey, the author of Servicing the Senior Partner.

Q1, Hello. I know that’s not a question, but it’s nice to be polite.

Yeah, this is a little odd. But hello!

Q2, What was it that inspired you to write Servicing the Senior Partner?

Oh God, I guess now that I’ve put notice in at work I can say it. Before I was a full-time writer – big squee when I just wrote that… Sorry it happened a week ago for me. *Cough* Before I was a full-time writer(!) my day job had “something” to do with the legal field. I used to sit at work and think about how once you put a guy in a suit, they all look sexy. It was like how a guy in uniform is to some women; put a guy in uniform and they automatically are more attractive.

So when I wanted to make a contemporary erotica pen name, I was brainstorming real life experiences I had to pull from. But sorry folks, I was not fucking the lawyers in an office. It was more just how I could easily imagine a woman going for it if her husband was all hot-to-trot for it. None of the lawyers in that series are based on anyone in real life. It was more just the concept that came to me because of my experience.

Q3: If you were in a Book Club, what book would you recommend?

Oh, uh… Jesus, this is almost as bad as doing an in-person interview. So I want to recommend an erotica because I’m going to imagine that I’m in the book club in the story and it’s just turned into some slutty erotica book club.

I’ve been trying to think back to the erotica stories that I’ve read in the last two years that meant the most to me, and besides YOUR books… cause I probably shouldn’t recommend one of your own books in this, right? Yeah... right.

So I think the one that stands out the most to me is Irish Luck by Vivian Blake. That book was the first cuckold book I read that I really felt there was love between the couple, and I was able to see that the kink isn’t always harsh and a horrible ending.

Q4: Some of your books have elements of freeuse. What is it about freeuse that you think readers react to?

Well I want to give a disclaimer here for anyone who knows the freeuse kink well. I’m aware that my books are not really freeuse books, but yes, the ones I write do have elements of free use in them. So I don’t necessarily think that my readers are reacting to the freeuse kink, even though the idea of a woman giving herself up for a night or a weekend to be used in a loving way is hot. I mainly think the readers are reacting to the woman’s ability to just let go and enjoy the experience. I think from a woman reader’s point of view, that idea has a lot of appeal, but even from a guy’s point of view, I think most guys would like to give their partner the ultimate pleasure, so reading about a woman losing herself is hot.

Q5: Do you remember the first piece of erotica that you read?

Oh yeah, but I’m not going to put that in print because I wasn’t 18. Let’s just say I found a stash of my mom’s erotica books and I got an interesting education from them. In college I used to surf the free erotica websites, amd I can’t remember which ones I read since there were so many.

Q6: You have been an erotica author for a while now and been interviewed a few times. What is the one question that no-one has asked you that you would have liked to have been asked?

No one ever asks me what my favorite kink is to write. I don’t know, maybe they assume it’s hotwife or wife sharing, but it’s not fully. I have tons of fun writing wife sharing stories, but the kink I enjoy writing the most is BDSM but the D/s control part. I’ve found that I can easily incorporate it into hotwife, and BDSM erotica readers seem to like the pain aspect more than I like to write it, so it wasn’t a good fit for me. Every time I tried to write BDSM erotica, it turned romantic.

I’m honestly probably a BDSM erotic romance writer, but I have a lot of fun with my hotwives while their husbands are controlling the show and they’re getting to run around just fucking a bunch of guys. Most of the husbands I write aren’t the type who can do the hard dom really well, so a couple of my hotwives got to fuck a guy to live out her BDSM fantasy. So in a perfect world, I’d probably be writing novels, but I don’t think I can ever give up the short wife sharing on Lacey. It’s just too much fun.

Q7: Miranda has had a lot of adventures over 13 books. Will she ever come back again, or is she too exhausted for another book?

I’m not sure if she will in long form, but I just finished an erotic short for her on Medium. I’m really digging my hotwife Jessica lately. She’s fun to write, so I see a few more adventures with Jessica in the future. She calls her pussy, Ms. Kitty, and it makes me laugh every time I type it, so that makes her a fun character to write. Jessica and Ms. Kitty have many further adventures to go on together.

So guess that’s it. Nice to have me on your… err… in your book!


A Word from Amanda


So this week we will be reading The Professional Cougar by Lillia Wett

I’m told that it is a short story featuring a cougar and her encounter with some college-age guys. And we all know that younger guys can be very attracted to older women.

Yes, anyway.

It’s available to buy on Amazon and is also on Kindle Unlimited.

From what I can see, it is part of a Cougar Unleashed series, so I might just download all of them to see what the difference between a Cougar and a MILF is.

Make sure you have read it before the next book club meeting, so we can hear your views.

And I have a feeling that next time, we might just get more erotica to read.

Now be on your way. I have a….no, not a date, a meeting with the man who runs the local comic shop. He’s going to help me with a few things I need.

https://mybook.to/professionalcougar


My Ex-Pornstar Mil


Alec Lake + Matt Lake


Chapter One


Looking around the room, I decided it was Tiffany who was going to ask me to have sex with her.

That wasn’t me being big-headed. Earlier that night I had been told by a very reliable source that one of the members of the book club was going to offer me a week of freeuse.

Until recently, most of the people in my club didn’t know what freeuse is, but then I got them to read a story about a guy who gets to sleep with the wife of a workmate, having sex with her whenever and however he wants. That’s what freeuse is: when someone consents to be your sexual partner and for you to do anything and everything you like with them.

Recently I had accepted this offer from two members of the club. Amanda had offered herself to me for a week in exchange for me recreating a scene from a freeuse hotwife book we had read. Then Blake had made me the same deal as long as I treated her as a sexy office plaything.

I should point out that I am 19. This is not the sort of thing that happens to me normally. I’m usually a depressed goth kid, alone and friendless, trying to avoid my parents while they break up.

But since I had joined the book club and suggested we read some erotica, things had turned around.

So now I was here half listening to Amanda talking about this week’s book, The Professional Cougar by Lillia Wett. I had read it that morning, a sexy little tale of a Milf ex-porn star getting found out and having sex with her teenage son’s friends. It really was the perfect short, one-handed read. Amanda was going on about the power of women in control and getting quite the reception from the other women who had obviously enjoyed it as much as her, but being the typical man that I am, I was still thinking with my dick.

“Anyway, Blake, I believe that it’s your turn to pick a book.”

I looked over at Blake, and my heart skipped a little. Having seen a new side to her over the last week, a much more submissive side, I was interested to see what she was going to pick.

“The Cabin Part One: Trapped by the Storm. By Kristin Lance. Another erotica, this time with a woman trapped in a cabin with three guys. I fancy some multi-person action and I feel we could all do with a little more fucking. In our stories, that is.”

She flashed me a look and a little smile.

Everyone clicked on their Kindles and downloaded the book.

“And that about does it for this week. We have a midweek brunch on Wednesday. It’s not compulsory, but it’s always fun when we have these.”

“She means we all get hammered,” giggled Crystal from the seat next to me.

As everyone got packed up and ready to go, I kept my eyes on Tiffany. I wasn’t sure why I assumed it was she who was going to ask; maybe I just wanted it to be. She looked around and caught my eye, giving me a smile, but then suddenly Blake was next to her and blocking my view.

“What’s in the box?” asked Crystal.

“Pardon?” I asked, having not really heard her, my attention on looking for Tiffany.

“What’s in the box? Something nice?”

I glanced down at the box at my feet. Just before the book club, Blake had given it to me. It was a remote control sex toy. She said it was a gift for me to give to my next person I had freeuse with.

“Oh, that. It’s.. nothing really.”

Crystal gave me a suspicious look then gave me a playful punch on the arm.

“You and your secrets. Still, you’re not the only one.”

She leaned in close and had to stretch to put her mouth near my ear.

“Do you want to know a secret about the book club?”

If it’s that Amanda and Blake are having sex then I already know, I thought.

“Oh yeah. Tell me.”

She got even closer, and I got a smell of her perfume. It was something spicy with a touch of cinnamon.

“One of the book club members used to be a porn star.”

My eyes went wide, and I turned to look at her. I knew that there were some crazy sexy people in the group, but this was news.

She laughed and covered her mouth, like she was being naughty for telling me.

“Who?”

“Oh, you don’t get to find out just like that. I want a favor first.”

My mind went straight to sex, but then I realized I was just being an oversexed pervert. Although Crystal was pretty attractive, in a mom-next-door kinda way.

“What do you need?”

“My son Tom is moving out tomorrow. Well, technically he’s already gone, but he’s picking up the van with some of his belongings tomorrow morning. His dad was going to load up the van today, but he hurt his back. If you don’t mind coming over and helping load it up, then I’ll tell you the answer to your porn star question.”

I didn’t really need to think about it.

“OK, you got a deal. When do you want me round?”

She gave me a look, the kind a mom gives a not-so-smart kid.

“Oh sweetie, you’re coming round now. I’ll give you a lift home and you can get straight to work.”

An hour later, I put the last box in the back of the van and shut the door. All things considered it had been a pretty straightforward job: all the boxes were already packed, and all I had to do was to carry them downstairs and put them in the van. I hardly broke a sweat and got a delighted round of applause from Crystal when I went into the kitchen and said I was finished.

The kitchen was pretty huge—in fact the entire house was. It seemed that pretty much all the book club was made up of pretty well-off people. Crystal may have given off a pretty down-to-earth vibe, but I knew someone in the family was pulling in the big bucks.

“So, spill. Give me the gossip.”

Crystal took my arm and lead me towards the back door.

“Oh, I can do better than that, I can show you.”

At the last moment, I saw the box from Blake, where I had put it when I arrived. Sitting innocently on the counter. I have to remember to take that with me when I leave, I thought.

In the back of her garden, she had a small building. From outside you would guess it was a fancy shed or an outside office. But when I stepped inside, I realized it was a mini-cinema. Four seats and an enormous screen that covered the wall.

“Grab a seat, I’ll start it up.”

Sitting down, I couldn’t help but wonder why the setup. Plenty of people had big TVs in their houses. Not many had their own cinemas.

I heard something click behind me, and the screen lit up. Crystal slipped into the seat beside me and gave me a grin.

“No popcorn or soda. I want you to concentrate and see if you recognize anyone.”

The film started on the screen and straight away I knew it was a porn movie. From the look of it, from sometime in the late nineties or early noughties. There was a guy wearing a well tailored suit standing in a bedroom, pulling a belt free and looping it round his hands. Then he pointed to the floor and a woman stepped into shot, nude, and sank down on her knees in front of him. Without saying a word she tugged down the zip on his trousers and pulled out his cock, licking along the side of it before sinking her lips over him and swallowing as much of his cock as she could. The shot changed to a closeup of her face. As she glanced up at him, he fucked her mouth and made her groan around his shaft.

“Oh FUCK.”

The close up had done it. Twenty years younger, but I could still tell who it was.

“YOU were a porn star?” I asked Crystal, turning to stare at her.

She giggled and nodded, pointing back at the screen for me to look at.

In the film she was climbing onto the bed and spreading her legs, the camera moving in to see how wet she was as she rubbed her clit in little circles. She made sexy moaning noises as she looked at the man.

“God damn you looked amazing,” I whispered

“For a little while in the late nineties, I was the go to girl for porn. A household name, if your household watched porn. I even did Playboy.”

Back on the screen, the man was slapping his cock against her pussy, then rubbing the tip up and down her folds.

“What do you think?” she asked, leaning in towards me.

“That’s sexy as fuck.”

I jumped a little as her hand rested on my lap, giving me a gentle squeeze.

“You’re certainly hard. I think you are enjoying this.”

My mind didn’t quite understand what was going on. Sweet innocent Crystal was squeezing my cock through my jeans while I watched her on the screen mounting a gigantic cock and bobbing up and down on it.

“Here, let me help,” she said softly.

It only seemed to take her seconds to have my jeans open, and I lifted my hips a little so she could pull them and my boxers down. Then she reached out and took my cock in her hand. Her skin was soft and warm and as her fingers wrapped around me she leaned in again and whispered in my ear.

“Just watch the screen while I take care of you.”

I watched the image in front of me as she rode his cock and squeezed her breasts, her eyes focused on the camera like she was looking at me. And in the seat beside me she stroked my shaft and reached down with her other hand to cup and squeeze my balls.I sank back into the chair, my legs sliding away from me so that she had better access.

The guy in the porno let out a groan as he came, grabbing at her hips as she kept grinding on top of him. I knew how he felt, my own orgasm fast approaching.

And then she did something, a little twist as she stroked and her other hand dropping down so her middle finger flicked out and stroked my tight asshole. The combination of the two made my eyes roll back in my head and a growl escape my lips.

“Mmm. Nice to know that still works. A little trick I picked up in my filming days. I think the kids call it edging now, but I can keep a guy like this for hours, stroking in just the right way that he’s always just seconds away from coming, but never quite gets there.”

She wasn’t wrong—whatever she was doing had my cock pulsing and throbbing but not quite getting there. It was as near to a balance of pleasure and pain as I have ever felt. I wanted to come, to explode, and at the same time I wanted it to just keep on going.

“I was talking to Blake the other day, telling her how I missed the old days, missed getting fucked hard and used like a toy. And she suggested I might make a deal with you. Do you think that perhaps she was right?”

I was gripping the arms of the chair and trying to concentrate. On the screen in front of me, Crystal was taking a thick rope of cum over her face.

“Yeah, I think so.”

Crystal twisted her hand, and I groaned out loud, shooting cum up into the air like a fountain.

I had been an idiot. It had never been Tiffany who was going to ask me for sex, it was always going to be Crystal.


Chapter Two


She explained it all in the kitchen later.

“When I got married, I gave up the porn star life. He was sweet and fun and wasn’t interested in me because of my films, he was interested in me for my personality. We moved out here and apart from the occasional person recognizing me, that part of my life went away.”

She sipped on her mint tea as she sat down opposite me at the table. Considering that five minutes earlier she had been licking cum from my cock, things had settled back to normal pretty quickly.

“I had a kid. Settled down to being a mother and a wife. But over the last few years, I kinda had an itch. I miss it a little, getting fucked by a young stud, letting him take out all his lust on me.”

“But you have a husband. I take it he wouldn’t be very happy about that,” I said, drinking from the glass of water I had asked for. Over the last few weeks, I had learned to keep hydrated.

“Oh, don’t you worry about him. He is, let’s say, not very interested in sex. And I have his permission to play around. You’re not the first person I’ve taken into my cinema. But this would be different.”

Crystal was telling me all this with such a matter-of-fact tone, like she was telling me she preferred a flat white to an espresso.

“So, what exactly is the deal?” I asked.

She smiled, put down her cup of tea, and placed her hands flat on the table, looking directly at me.

“Blake says you like freeuse. So, I’m offering you a week of freeuse in exchange for you recording a scene with me. Most of my films I have, they’re from when I was younger. I want something that shows how sexy and filthy I can be now.”

I was not at all surprised that Blake had told her I liked freeuse. In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if she had told the whole book club.

Did I want a week of freeuse with Crystal? Until now I had just thought of her as the cute mom who sat beside me at the book club, but after the film and the handjob, I was seeing that there was a whole lot more to her than that. And I had to admit that making a porn movie with a real life porn star sounded like a great way to pass the time.

“You got yourself a deal. But are you sure you’re up for freeuse?”

She nodded and stood up, walking over to the sink and giving her ass a little wiggle as she went, like she knew I was watching her.

“Oh yeah. Just give me till tomorrow afternoon to get ready. Tom will be gone by then and I’ll have had time to tell my husband. After that, you can come by anytime you want, and that includes while he’s here. You could fuck me on the table in front of him and he wouldn’t mind. Actually, that’s not a bad idea...”

We chatted about a few details, but the deal was done. I would head home for the night and come back the next day, and see if I could remind her of her porn days.

I had my hand on the doorknob, about to leave, when she stopped me and ran back into the kitchen. When she came back, she was holding the box with the toy in it.

“You forgot the mystery box.”

I looked at it in her hand and then back up at her.

“Tell you what, you keep it for just now. Don’t open it. I think we might be able to use it later this week.”

When I got home, I headed straight upstairs. I couldn’t be sure but it sounded like my parents were fucking in the kitchen. I had no idea what had gotten into them lately, but if it meant that they weren’t screaming at each other all the time, I was all for it.

I threw myself down on my bed and tried to take in everything that had happened.

The idea of being able to do whatever I wanted with Crystal, to be able to use her as I wished and have fun with her was so exciting that it made my heart race.

I wasn’t sure about her husband being fine with it. Well, I was sure he was, but when she said to just use her in front of him, I would have to think if I would take it that far.

At the same time though, it was hard not to be a bit worked up at the thought of being able to explore something new and different from anything I had before. It would be an amazing experience for sure.

I reflected on how lucky I was that day; combining luck of finding such an incredible person like Crystal and being in the position to learn something new from her. I knew that no matter what happened during this week together; it was going to be something special and unique.

As I thought about it, my hand slipped down and pulled my jeans open. Sliding my fingers under my boxers, I wrapped them around my hardening cock and imagined what making the porno would be like. In the film, Crystal had been submissive. Would she get on her knees and beg for me to use her mouth? Or would she spread her legs and rub her pussy till I got so turned on that I just took what I wanted?

Maybe I would even get her to edge me again. That had been fantastic. I had read online about people getting into edging and gooning, but I had never really saw the appeal. I wanted to come, not make it stretch out. But when she had done it, I could have let her go for hours, keeping me fuzzy and needy.

I moved my hand faster and faster, my breathing getting heavier and my cock harder. I was close to coming and a little moan escaped my lips.

Just then, my phone went off. Blake was calling me. I was so close to coming that I considered keeping going, but I knew she would just keep calling till I answered.

I pressed the button and her face appeared on the phone screen.

“Blake, this better be good, you called at the worst time.”

She looked great. For some reason she had her phone held down and in front of her, so her tits were very much in focus.

“I didn’t catch you fucking, did I?” she said, laughing.

“No.”

“Oh, were you jerking off? Did you have some fun with Crystal and now you’re stroking your cock? Did I stop you just before you came?”

She could see from my look that she was right.

“Well. I was just phoning to see how things went with you two. But I’m so sorry for interrupting you. Maybe I could help you get back into the mood?”

She pulled up her top over her head and dropped it, leaving her bare breasts right in front of the camera. Her nipples were like little sharp diamonds, probably from her getting turned on at the idea of getting me going.

“You remember these, don’t you?” she teased. “Imagine you’re slipping your cock between them. Imagine I’m on my knees and you’re using my tits as your little fleshlight. Let me press them against you and you can fuck them.”

I let out a moan as I wrapped my hand around my cock again, feeling it hardening up once more. She knew how to get me going.

“Maybe if you come nice and hard, you’ll spray all over my face. You love seeing your cum dripping from my lips, don’t you?”

Yeah, all that submissiveness from last week was gone. Now she was back to being in control.

“Let me see your cock, I want to see you stroke it.”

Moving my phone, I held it above my cock with one hand, and stroked with the other.

“Mmmmm, yes. What a good boy. Now stroke it harder. Think of it sliding into my mouth. Fucking my throat. I want to see you coming. Do you think you can come for me?”

With a grunt, I erupted, spraying cum everywhere. Considering I had come earlier, there was loads of it, thick ropes of cum hitting the phone and splashing on the bed.

“Mmmmmm, good boy. I did want to speak to you about something. But that can wait. Have a good night, I’m going to go shower and slip my vibrator inside me and think about your cock.”

And with that, Blake was gone.


Chapter Three


The next day, I felt a tingle in my stomach as I thought about all that had happened the night before. I was feeling incredibly horny and decided to take the opportunity to drop round Crystal’s house as soon as possible.

She had said ‘afternoon’, so I knew I needed to distract myself for a while. A few minutes of thinking came up with nothing, so I decided to head to the mall just to kill some time.

As I got downstairs, my dad was just taking a parcel from a delivery guy. I watched as he opened it up and slid out a new Kindle.

“You joining the modern age?” I asked, having never seen him have anything but a paperback when he was reading.

He laughed and waggled the Kindle at me.

“You always seem to have your nose in a book, so I thought I would give it a go.”

As he walked past me, he gave me a pat on the arm and I realized that was the most fatherly thing he had done in months.

“Dad.”

He turned around and looked at me quizzically.

“I just wanted to say that it’s nice that you and mom seem to be getting on better.”

I meant it. There had been some rough times over the last few months but things appeared to be going in the right direction.

“Yeah. Thank you. I think we are getting there.”

And with a smile, he disappeared into the house.

There are few things I like more than Mall Walking. Just watching the world go by as I check out the people. Seeing what new shops there are, seeing what has closed down. Music playing in my earbuds as I observe the everyday moments of other people. Checking out the public shopping for whatever new thing has taken their fancy is always different when you have Bartok’s Daughter on at full volume.

I was feeling rather peckish, so I headed to the food court and decided to treat myself to a hot dog. The stand was busy so there was a bit of queuing before I could get served. The smell of sizzling sausages and onions filled my nostrils and made my stomach rumble. When it eventually came time for me to order, I asked for extra onions and ketchup.

When it arrived, the hot dog looked amazing - crisp golden bun, juicy sausage topped with melted cheese, crispy onions, and tangy ketchup, all generously applied without any skimping.

Today is going to be a good day, I thought, biting into it.

It was just then that I spotted Amanda. She was sitting at one of the tables with Max, the manager of the comic store.

She hadn’t spotted me, and I felt a bit weird watching her. Strangers were one thing, people you know are something else. But I did watch for a few seconds, seeing her laughing at something he said and then reaching forward and resting her hand on his.

Good for you, I thought. Then I walked away to give them some privacy.

As I finished the hot dog off, I did a circuit of the top floor, pausing for a moment at the massage chairs and considering having a go but eventually siding against it. So I kept on going till I reached a lingerie store, Sheer Indulgence.

I hadn’t really noticed it before, not really having any reason to, but for some reason this time I stopped outside, glancing at the window. And as I did, Tiffany from the book club walked out.

She spotted me straight away and said something, but Bartok’s Daughter were just launching into Belgium Blitzkrieg and I couldn’t hear a word.

I motioned to my ears and pressed the button on my phone, cutting off the music.

“Hey, sorry about that,” I said, taking the buds out and putting them away.

“No problem, I’m usually listening to music myself. Sometimes it’s the only way to drown out the kids.”

I remembered someone saying that she had two kids in their early teens.

Looking at her bags, I noticed that she had a few from the store.

“Someone’s going to be lucky.”

She laughed and slapped me on the shoulder. For a moment I thought of my dad earlier. Maybe today was “Hit a goth’s arm” day?

“Oh, no one’s going to see these. I just like to get myself something nice now and again. Wearing it boosts my ego.”

“Seems a waste,” I said while trying to not be obvious in checking her out. “You in a little pink outfit has got to be a gorgeous sight.”

Tiffiny hit me again, and I could see her face going red.

“Oh, you tease. I bet you say that to all the girls. What are you doing here, anyway?”

I explained I had some time to kill and was just wandering about.

“Well in that case, young Louis, you can help me carry my bags to the car.”

I happily accepted, not having anything better to do, and we walked out together.

Under the sun, I could see why Tiffany wore the clothes she did. She looked awesome in them, like some pint-sized pin up. She may have been short, but she had the air of confidence of someone twice her size. As we walked, she told me about herself and her kids, how she was trying to live her life more, how it was hard sometimes. I just listened, not trying to talk or interrupt, and gave her the occasional smile or nod.

When we reached her car, we both loaded up the bags.

“Thanks again, Louis. You’re a lifesaver.”

She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek.

“That’s for being such a good boy.”

We said our goodbyes, and I hit the mall again. It felt good to do a kind deed and after another thirty minutes of happy walking; I decided it was time to head to Crystal’s.

On the way there, my heart started to race. I was both excited and a little nervous. I had no idea what Crystal had planned for us as far as the filming was concerned. But whatever it was, I was up for it.

I arrived at Crystal’s house and knocked on the door. After a few seconds, she opened it with a big smile on her face.

“Hey there, perfect timing. I’ve just finished getting everything set up. You still up for filming a little scene?”

I nodded, trying not to stare at her breasts too much. She was wearing a low-cut black dress, and I realized that all those times I had sat next to her in the book club, I had let her innocent mom persona distract me from the fact that she was a fine-looking woman.

“Great, then just come on through and we’ll get right to it.”

Inside her living room, I was met with a pretty standard setup: a couple of couches, an armchair, and a table, but there was also a camera on a tripod.

Crystal gestured to the sofa in front of the camera and invited me to sit down. I took a seat and looked nervously at the camera. It was just off to the side so it would be able to pick up all the action.

“So... what kind of scene are we doing today?”

Crystal pressed a button on the camera and walked towards me.

“Don’t think of it as a scene. Just think of it as us fucking, and there happens to be a camera on. Just do whatever you want. After all, you have free use of me this week.”

Her voice was soft and sexy, and it made my spine tingle.

“Yeah, you’re mine to enjoy,” I growled, grabbing her hand and pulling her towards me, flipping her over my knee.

“Let’s see if you have any panties on.”

With a swift yank, I pulled up her dress to reveal some skimpy black panties.

“Oh dear. For the rest of the week, I don’t want you to wear any. Understand?”

She nodded.

I slapped my hand down on her ass, leaving a nice red mark.

“What was that?”

“Yes, Sir. No panties.”

As I continued spanking her, I could tell that she was enjoying it. Her moans were turning into cries of pleasure and I could hear her breathing quicken.

“Harder,” she gasped.

I grabbed her sides and lifted her back onto her feet.

“I decide how hard and when. Now, get on your knees and suck my cock.”

Sinking down, she watched as I pulled out my cock and stroked it. It was already semi-erect and with the hungry look she was giving me, it was rapidly hardening.

She crawled over and I wrapped her fingers around my cock and guided it into her open mouth. With a slow steady suck, she began to bob up and down and twist her hand around my shaft.

“God, your mouth feels good.”

I slipped my hand into her hair and pressed down, groaning as her lips reached the base of my cock.

“That’s it, keep going.”

I glanced up at the camera, suddenly remembering it was there. With Crystal’s mouth round my shaft, it was easy to forget.

“You like sucking my dick, don’t you?”

She nodded enthusiastically, her eyes looking up and locked with mine.

“Do you want me to fuck you with it?”

Crystal nodded again.

“Tell me.”

She slipped my cock from her mouth but kept stroking it.

“Fuck me with it. Fuck me hard. Make me come.”

Her words hit me like a jolt of electricity, and I immediately pulled her into my lap. I kissed her hungrily and felt her legs wrap around my waist as I rolled backwards onto the sofa. My hands roamed all over her body, feeling the heat radiating from it.

With a soft sigh, she guided my cock into her, the tip sliding in and making her body shake. She moaned in pleasure and sank down further onto me, pushing against me with each thrust.

Our breathing grew heavier, and I felt my pleasure rising and overpowering me. Crystal’s hands pressed onto my chest, and with each thrust, we both got closer and closer to orgasm. I felt her muscles tense around me and knew she was close.

“Fuck, I’m going to come. Fill me full of your cum,” she groaned.

Just as the wave of pleasure came crashing over me, I felt Crystal tighten around my cock one last time before she let out a cry of pleasure as she reached her climax. I came inside her, my body shaking as she rode me hard. I could feel her nails scraping across my chest and her legs squeezing me.

As the waves of pleasure subsided, I could see that her face was red, flushed with lust and passion. She slowly slumped down onto me and I could feel a wetness between her thighs.

“Whew!” she breathed.

I held her in my arms and we lay there panting for a few minutes before she spoke.

“That was amazing! That was like back in the old days.”

I smiled and kissed the top of her head.

“So what do you say, should we try another scene?”

“Sure. Let’s start by you cleaning me up.”

She lifted herself up and slipped forward, her pussy rubbing against my mouth as she lowered herself onto me.

“Oh fuck,” I heard her say. And then I sucked on her clit and she forgot how to speak.


Chapter Four


On Sunday, we had arranged to meet at the lake. Partially because I wanted to be out of the house while my parents seemed to be constantly fucking, and partially because Crystal wanted to be fucked outside.

“I once fucked behind the Hollywood sign. And gave a blowjob at the Griffith Observatory to a very famous, very married actor,” she had said and then asked me if I could fuck her outdoors.

Lake Alexander is on the edge of town and we have trails going around the edge through the forest. It’s usually pretty quiet with few people around, so perfect for some public fucking.

It turned out that Crystal knew the area pretty well and suggested a path that took us up to the rocky outcrop on the north edge of the lake. So we set off in the morning, Crystal going first as she knew the way, but also so I could watch her ass as she climbed the trail.

The sun shone through the trees, dappling through leaves and glinting off Crystal’s hair. Her butt was like a work of art, her tight denim shorts clinging to her toned curves in all the right places. Every so often she’d glance over her shoulder and flash me a smile, almost as if she knew exactly what I was thinking about.

As we reached the top Crystal let out a sigh of satisfaction. The view was truly amazing, and we could see the lake stretching out ahead of us with the mountain range forming a backdrop behind it. The water glimmered in the summer sunshine and I felt my cock twitch at the thought of fucking her right there on top of the hill.

“What do you think?” she said, pointing to a flat stone that was almost altar size. “We could look out over the lake while you pound me from behind.”

As tempting as the idea was, I had other plans.

“Time to remind you that freeuse means I’m in charge. Let’s go over here.”

I led her over to the edge of the trees and pulled my backpack off, searching inside it and pulling out a blindfold.

“Put this on.”

Crystal obliged and, after checking it was in place correctly, I stepped back and pulled some rope out from my backpack.

Leading her over to the biggest tree I could see, I told her to lean forward against it, arms on the trunk.

“Yes, Sir.”

Tying one hand up, I wrapped the rest of the rope around the tree two times, then tied the end to her other hand, tying her to the tree.

“Try to move.”

She pulled at the rope but her arms were pretty much stuck in place.

“And now...”

Reaching round, I pulled her shorts open, pressing myself up against her as I did so. I’m sure she could feel how hard I was as I took a grip of them and slid them down her legs.

“Good girl. No panties, just like I told you.”

She didn’t say anything but I could imagine her blushing as I ran my hand up her thigh and over her pussy.

“Mmmm. You’ve been a very good girl today.”

I teased her folds with my finger and she moaned softly.

“If you continue to be a good girl, I might even let you come when I’m finished with you. So no coming until I say so.”

I pushed my finger into her and began to rub my thumb against her clit, feeling the tension in her body build.

“You’re so wet. When I eventually let you have my cock, it’s going to glide in and fill you up.”

I increased the pressure on her clit and felt her body tremble.

“You are totally in my control. In the middle of nowhere, unable to move. But I bet the only thing you’re thinking about is how good it would feel to come right now.”

She groaned a yes and tried to press back against me, but got a slap on her ass for her troubles.

“Please, Sir! I’m getting close.”

She begged me over and over to let her come. Eventually when I knew she couldn’t take it any more, I said yes and I could see her body begin to convulse as her orgasm swept over her.

I slipped a second finger inside her, curling it into her as I rubbed her clit in quick circles.

“Oh, fuck yes.”

I stopped playing with her and slipped my fingers out of her pussy.

“Ohhh...” she groaned.

She was still tied to the tree and with her arms pinned down, there was nothing she could do but wait for my next move.

Reaching round, I undid the buttons of her shirt and then pulled up her sports bra. I might not have been able to see them, but I knew that her having her breasts exposed would make her feel even more controlled.

Tugging at my jeans, I pulled them down and did the same with my boxers. For a moment I stood there, cock in hand, just admiring how sexy she looked, then I guided the tip of my cock against her pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” she cried out. “Please don’t tease me like that.”

I could feel her straining against the rope, trying to get enough freedom to push back, but she was tied securely and could only whimper at the feeling of the tip pressed against her entrance.

“Now, let’s see what a good fucktoy you can be.”

As soon as I entered her, I started to pound her. Her tits bounced against her chest and I could hear her moaning loudly, her nails digging into the bark of the tree.

“I should have invited a few friends up here to watch you getting fucked. I bet you would have enjoyed that, having an audience see how well you take cock.”

I couldn’t quite tell what it was that she moaned, but it sounded like a yes.

I began to speed up, my balls slapping against her and my hips driving upwards. I could feel her pussy clamping down on my cock and I knew she was reaching her peak.

“Ahhhh!” she screamed.

I kept fucking her, watching as her body arched with each thrust. She was literally trembling with ecstasy as I picked up the pace. I leaned in so that my mouth was next to her ear.

“You are going to come for me, all over my cock. And I am going to keep on fucking you till I fill your pussy full of cum. And then we are going to walk back down the trail and you are going to feel that cum dripping out of you and it is going to make you see just how much you are going to be mine this week. Understand?”

She nodded vigorously.

“Yes Sir. Oh god, please fuck me harder. Fuck me with that big cock. I want to come for you. I’m so close.”

“Good girl.”

I reached round and placed my hand over her clit. With one sharp movement, I gave it a slap, just as I thrust hard into her.

And with a roar of pleasure, she came, her pussy milking my cock and her whole body spasming.

For a few seconds I stayed buried deep inside her, letting her come down a little. Her legs were trembling and her breath ragged.

Then I pulled out and quickly untied her arms, pulling off the blindfold and letting it drop to the ground.

I led her back to the rock she had pointed out before.

“On all fours,” I said, pointing at it.

She slipped down onto it, face out towards the lake, and positioned herself with her ass raised.

I knelt behind her and took a firm grip on my cock and lined up the head with her pussy. Then I pushed forward, and she gave a soft moan.

“God, it’s so beautiful,” she said, the midday sun shining down on her face.

I eased forward a little further, feeling her muscles relax as I entered her.

“So good.” she murmured. “I love how you stretch me open and make my head go fuzzy.”

I sank deeper into her, filling her completely. Putting my hand on her shoulder to steady myself, I settled into a steady rhythm.

“Are you going to the book club brunch on Wednesday?” I asked casually.

She looked back over her shoulder at me, looking confused at the question.

“Yes. Why?”

“I have plans for you,” I said and slammed into her.

She gasped, and I watched her eyes roll back in her head as I hammered into her. Turning her head to face away, she let out a low moan and with a final hard thrust, I exploded inside her, feeling her pussy clenching around me.

As I gasped for breath, still inside her and looking out over the lake, I wondered how my life had ever got so lucky.


Chapter Five


I had to work extra shifts at the shop on Monday and Tuesday, so I didn’t get a chance to see Crystal again until Wednesday. But we had been sexting, and I had found out that Crystal was just as filthy in text as in the flesh.

On Wed morning I sent her a message asking her to find the box I had left with her.

“Got it here. What do you want me to do with it?”

I was lying in bed, one hand wrapped around my cock, the other one typing on my phone. We had been getting each other worked up for the last half hour and I decided that she was ready.

“Open it up, tell me what’s inside.”

A few seconds later, I got a reply.

“OH. It’s a sex toy. I think it’s one of those remote ones.”

Smiling to myself, I imagined her sitting there, wet from our chat and knowing exactly what I was going to tell her.

“There should be a code. Text me it and then I want you to put the toy inside you. Read the instructions and connect it to your phone.”

I had checked with Blake to see what make it was, so I could download the app onto my phone. She hadn’t asked who I was going to be using it with, but I am sure she had a pretty good idea.

“Toy in. Feels good and it’s not even on yet.”

I clicked on the app and typed in the code, seeing Crystal’s name appear on the contact list. Clicking on it, I took control of the toy remotely. Sliding the dial up, I waited for a reply.

“Oh FUCK. That’s intense.”

Sliding the dials, I knew the toy would be throbbing and vibrating inside her.

“GOD. Keep doing that and I’m going to come.”

My fingers were lazily stroking my shaft and a little pre-cum oozed from the tip. I was so tempted to tip her over the edge with the toy but decided to stick to my plan.

“Take it out for now,” I wrote. “But I want you to wear it again when you go out to the brunch.”

“Yes, Sir!” she replied almost instantly.

I knew it was going to be an interesting day.

Brunch was at Kat’s, the bar across from where we held the book club. As I walked up to the door, I noticed that in the parking lot, Amanda was getting out of an unfamiliar car. She gave whoever was inside a little wave and then walked over to me as it pulled away.

“Max was passing by and said he would give me a lift,” she said as she walked past me.

“Sure.”

She gave me a look and then we both broke out into laughs as she realized how silly it was to try to pretend with me.

“He’s nice to me and shows me a good time.”

I opened the door to the bar.

“Good, you deserve that.”

As she walked past me, she leaned in and whispered.

“And he has a huge cock.”

Everyone was inside already, sat around the largest booth. I took one of the few spare seats which was next to Tiffany.

“Oh, my knight in shining armor has arrived. I was just telling everyone how friendly you were the other day.”

“Oh yeah, Louis can be quite good at helping you with what you need,” deadpanned Blake from across the table. Crystal was sitting next to her and wearing the most stunning dress, and I noticed that she was trying to stifle a laugh at the comment. She was more dressed up than she would normally be at the book club, less mom and more MILF. Her top was particularly low cut, and I imagined that Blake was getting quite the eyeful.

Soon we were all drinking and talking and tucking into the mac and cheese with sides of chicken wings that the bar was famous for. The buzz of conversation filled the air and everyone seemed to be having a good time.

“OH!”

The shout came from Crystal. She immediately went red as everyone looked at her.

“Oh, sorry. Got some food stuck in my throat.”

Amanda gave her a frowny look.

“Are you OK now?” she asked.

“Yeah. Never better.”

I knew she hadn’t got anything stuck, because it had been me making her cry out by pressing the slider on the app and making the toy inside her vibrate.I had the phone under the table and was pretty sure no one had seen me do it.

After waiting a few seconds, I pressed the slider again.

This time Crystal managed to keep in her moan but her eyes rolled into the back of her head. It was only for a second, but I saw it and felt my cock stiffen at her reaction.

Over the next half hour, I kept doing it. Turning the vibe up and then dropping it back down, keeping her on edge. There was one moment where I was pretty sure she might be coming, but Blake shouted for the waiter to come across and it distracted everyone.

“You look very red, Crystal. Are you OK?”

It was Tiffany who had asked the question and it got everyone turning back to look at Crystal.

“Yeah. I had jalapeno poppers with mine and they were a little on the spicy side. Oh, look at the time, I’ve an appointment I should be getting to.”

I was just about to press the app again, when I felt Tiffany’s hand slide over mine and press down. Crystal almost sprang out of her seat and then pretended to be getting her bag.

“Thought you should give her one last thrill,” Tiffany giggled into my ear as she let go of my hand.

“You knew all along?”

She slapped my arm.

“Of course I did. You may be cute and young, but you can’t pull the wool over my eyes. Now go have some fun.”

Crystal was almost out of the bar by the time I caught up with her.

“An appointment?”

She turned to me and grabbed my arm and pulled me into the alley at the side of Kat’s.

“Hopefully with your cock. I’m dripping wet. You know you made me come? If Blake hadn’t spoken then everyone would have known.”

I took her hand and pulled her further down the alley. Halfway along there was a dumpster, so I pressed her up against the wall behind it.

“Someone might see,” I said.

“I don’t care, I need your cock inside me.”

I undid my belt and unzipped my jeans, pushing them down my legs. Crystal slipped the toy out and pulled its box out of her bag, putting it inside and then back into the bag while I pulled my cock free.

“Ask for it.”

Her hand slipped around my shaft and gave it a twist, just one little tug that nearly made me explode over her dress.

“Will you fuck me with that gorgeous cock of yours? I want to feel your hands on my ass as you fuck me up against the dumpster like a cheap slut.”

I spun her round to face the wall and tugged up her dress. Telling her no panties had been a good idea.

“Bend over.”

She did, giving me the perfect angle to slide my cock into her. Thrusting into her, I reached round and held her throat.

“Now, be a good girl and try not to be too loud, we don’t want someone seeing us.”

She nodded, but I don’t think she was really listening; already she was making whimpering sounds as her orgasm built. After so much teasing, she was ready to explode.

“I’m going to come,” she panted, “I’m coming and you’re going to fill me with your hot cum.”

I kept pumping into her, speeding up as she started to shake.

“Come for me, Louis. Fuck. God yes.”

With a final deep thrust, I let go. My balls tightened, and my cock pulsed, shooting thick ropes of hot cum into her. Grabbing her round the waist, I held her as her own orgasm hit, making her legs shake so hard I thought she was going to collapse.

After a couple of seconds, she finally stopped shaking, and I let her go. She turned round and kissed me, her lips soft and warm.

“Thank you. I needed that.”

She reached down and stroked my cock, milking the last drops of cum.

“I really do have to go home. Tom is coming round for dinner tonight and I need to get the food prepared. But maybe you could go with me and use me while I’m doing it?”

It sounded like a good idea to me.


Chapter Six


“Do you want to watch our scene?”

It was Thursday night, and I had just been about to text Crystal when I received the message from her.

“It’s all set up in the cinema. I even have a guest coming round to watch it with us.”

Well, that really piqued my interest. I was going to say yes anyway, but this just added to the fun.

“Sure. What time?”

The reply came back quickly.

“Come around 8, we’ll be ready by then.”

When I arrived at Crystal’s house, she was sitting on the front stairs waiting for me.

She was dressed in a gray sweatshirt and leggings and looking like a proper mom. And that was when it hit me—she really truly was a MILF. Amanda and Blake were both gorgeous but in a well-looked-after, model-like way. Crystal looked like the girl next door who had grown up and had kids. As gorgeous as she had been when she was younger and doing porn, I realized that I thought she looked even more stunning now.

She greeted me with a hug and kiss, before leading me around to the back of the house to her screening room.

“Our other guest is already here,” she said, turning round and reaching her hand out to rub me through my jeans. “I hope you don’t mind someone watching us?”

“Not if you don’t,” I said, feeling my cock hardening under her touch.

When we stepped inside, I was not at all surprised to see that the other guest was Blake. If anyone was going to be there for a private porn screening, it was going to be her.

I sat down next to her while Crystal went and started the projector.

“I hope you didn’t mind me coming,” she said. “But after Crystal described your little scene, I REALLY wanted to see it on the big screen.”

As the image appeared on the wall, Crystal came back and sat on the other side of me.

“I’m glad you came,” I said to Blake.

“I haven’t been this excited since the first time I watched one of Crystal’s home movies. I love seeing people having sex, especially when it’s people I know.”

She had a little smile on her face as she said it.

Crystal slid her hand onto my leg and gave it a little squeeze as the film started. On the screen I could see myself sitting there as Crystal walked across the room, then I pulled her over my knee and spanked her ass.

Crystal’s hand slipped over and pulled at my jeans. I didn’t look down, captivated by the image on the screen. Crystal was sucking on my cock and I marveled that I had reached a stage in my life where I would get to sit and watch my own porno.

Crystal’s fingers wrapped around my cock and pulled me free, slowly stroking up and down and rubbing at the tip.

“What do you think so far?” I whispered to Blake, but she just shushed me, her eyes on the screen.

The next shot showed Crystal riding me and I realized it was from a different angle, so she must have had a few hidden cameras filming. I imagined she had great fun editing that together. I felt her hand squeezing my cock hard and wondered if she was remembering how it felt.

“I think Blake is enjoying this,” she whispered in my ear.

I turned to look at Blake, who was still staring at the screen, but now she had one hand between her legs and slipped inside her jeans.

Then I looked down at my own lap and realized that the hand I thought was Crystal’s, that was wrapped around my cock, was actually Blake’s.

“I’m only doing this till you’re ready,” she said, moaning a little as she shifted in her seat.

“Ready for what?” I asked.

“Ready to fuck Crystal. You don’t think she invited you out here just to watch this?”

I turned to Crystal and saw that she had stood up and was already half out of her leggings.

“See? No panties,” she laughed.

As soon as her leggings were off, she climbed onto me. Unlike normal cinema seats, there was enough room for her to straddle me and my cock twitched as it rubbed against her pussy.

Looking at Blake, I saw she had pulled down her jeans and was busy rubbing circles on her clit. Her eyes had closed, and she seemed completely lost in her pleasure.

Then Crystal sank down on my cock and I was too distracted to care.

I slipped my hand up inside her sweatshirt, grasping and squeezing her tits. I could see by her biting her lower lip that she liked it and felt her pussy tighten around me.

“Oh god, I want you to fuck me hard,” she groaned.

Behind her the scene was ending and something else starting. It took a few seconds to realize who the two women on the screen were, but then I recognized they were a slightly younger Crystal and Blake, with Blake wearing a strap-on and vigorously using it on Crystal.

“I told you that you weren’t the first person to visit the cinema. You’re not the first to do a scene with me either.”

Crystal bounced on my cock as over her shoulder I watched her getting pounded by Blake.

“Now, keep fucking me,” she said, grabbing my hands. I obliged and kept thrusting, getting faster and harder as the scene on the screen approached its climax.

Blake had opened her eyes, her hand movements now almost a blur. Her head had rolled to the side, so she was no longer watching the screen. She’d said she liked watching people have sex, and that was exactly what she was doing now.

In one swift movement, I lifted Crystal up and placed her down on the floor so she was facing the screen. Then I slipped in behind her, sliding my cock deep into her pussy as I gripped her sides.

“Make me your fucktoy,” she moaned.

I pounded into her, unable to take my eyes off the screen. Blake was still slamming away at Crystal from behind and I could see how much she was enjoying herself. The sound of her on the screen mixed with the sound of Blake coming behind us, her cries echoing through the room.

I pulled out of Crystal and stood behind her, slapping my cock against her tight ass.

“Oh GOD. Put it back in. Please, please?”

I pushed forward, and she tilted her head back as my cock filled her cunt.

“Fuck me,” she cried, “fuck me like the whore I am.”

With a growl, I came inside her. Thrusting into her, I put my hand on the back of her head, holding her as I came again and again inside her. From the moans she was making, I could tell she was coming just as hard.

Finally I slipped out, letting her fall to the floor.

“Now it’s your turn,” she said to Blake.

I went to stand up, but Blake got out of her seat and pulled me down onto the floor with her, kissing me hard, our tongues entwined. The submissive Blake from last week was completely gone. This one knew exactly what she needed.

While Blake was kissing me, she grabbed my cock, stroking it back to full strength. As soon as it was hard, she slipped it inside her, mounting me with her hands on my chest.

“Oh, fuck yes.”

She rode me, bouncing up and down on my cock. She was lost in it, not thinking about my pleasure, just needing my cock to get her off once more.

I reached up and grabbed her tits, pulling them towards me so I could suck on her nipples.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned. “That feels so good.”

Holding her sides, I got her to ride me a bit faster.

“Blake.”

My harsh tone made her look at me.

“I want my dirty little secretary to ride my cock and come for me. Can you do that?”

Her eyes seemed almost to glaze over and her whole body posture changed, relaxing against me a little.

“Yes, Sir.”

Maybe she hadn’t forgotten how to be a submissive after all.

I rolled her over onto her back, pinning her down with my hands on her wrists. She let out a little surprised yelp but wrapped her legs around me, pulling me towards her.

Thrusting my cock into her, I felt her pussy clamp around me.

“That’s right, you dirty slut,” I said. “You’re going to come for me.”

“Yes, fuck yes,” she gasped, her arms trembling under my grip.

I slowed down as I felt her start to tighten around me.

“Right there, right there,” she groaned.

I felt her body tensing up under me so I let go of one of her wrists and took hold of her face, making sure she was looking at me.

“I want to see your eyes when you come for me,” I told her.

She nodded and fixed her eyes on mine.

Biting her lip, she rocked her hips against me as I slammed into her, setting a quick pace. After a few moments her eyes widened as she let out a gasp and her whole body seized up as her orgasm hit. Her eyes rolled back in her head and her mouth opened wide.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god!” she screamed, her pussy gripping me tighter and tighter until I exploded inside her.

I collapsed on top of her, panting, my cock still buried deep inside her.

“Fuck, that was amazing.”

From the side, we heard a chuckle, and both turned to look at Crystal. She was sitting against the wall, one hand rubbing her breast, the other holding her phone that was pointed towards us.

“I hope you two don’t mind, but I had to get that for the collection. It’s going to look so good on the big screen.”

Blake let out a laugh, almost a bark, but then her face went serious.

“Oh no.”

I was concerned straight away, not having seen her like this.

“What? What’s the matter?”

She giggled.

“I haven’t read the book for book club tomorrow yet.”


Chapter Seven


As I walked up to book club, I decided that my life had reached its sexual peak. How could it get better? Three weeks of freeuse sex. Three amazing women. It could only be downhill from there.

As I walked across the parking lot, a car went by and honked its horn. I had just enough time to wave at Max, who had no doubt just dropped off Amanda.

It looked like life was looking good for more than just me.

Crystal waved from the doorway as I approached, glancing around as if she had a secret to tell.

“Blake just told me there’s a new member coming tonight. Apparently she’s new to the area. You never know, maybe you’ll find yourself another MILF.”

She play punched me on the shoulder and I suddenly wondered if she had ever done any domming in her movies. That was something to ask her later.

Everyone was already inside and walking into the room. I rushed in, not wanting to be late, and pulled my Kindle from my bag as Amanda got things under way.

“First things first, I want everyone to welcome our new member. Please make her feel welcome and show her the respect you would show me.”

Looking up, I glanced over to see the newcomer.

It was then that I realized that no, this was not going to be a good book club. There would be no new MILF, no fun at all.

I dropped my Kindle into my lap and let out a soft sigh.

Crystal leaned in from the seat next to me.

“What’s the matter? You OK?”

Turning to her, I realized that I was going to have to be very careful for the next hour and make sure that absolutely no one got any idea about what I had been up to for the last few weeks.

“The new member,” I said to Crystal, trying to keep my voice calm. “I’m going to have to give my opinion on this week’s erotica in front of her.”

“So what’s the problem?”

I sighed again and felt my shoulders slump.

“That’s my mom.”

TO BE CONTINUED.


The Featured Story


The Featured Story was: The Professional Cougar by Lillia Wett
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When her son gets into college, Jessica has no problem leaving the adult film business to move across the country. While she’s happy he’s making friends, she doesn’t know what to think when they show up at her house with one of her DVDs in hand. They may have been thinking about blackmail but she’s more than willing to show them what a professional cougar can get up to.

You can find the book to buy or read on Kindle Unlimited.


Author Interview


Author Interview: Lillia Wett

Questions for Lillia Wett, Author of The Professional Cougar

Welcome to the interview.

Q1: What was your inspiration for The Professional Cougar?

Well, the whole premise of a porn star being blackmailed can be a fun one, but I liked the idea of having her turn the whole thing around on her would-be blackmailers. You can’t really hold someone’s past over their head if people already know, right? It doesn’t mean they can’t have

some fun, though!

Q2: Do you remember what the first piece of erotica you wrote was?

This pen name actually started because I couldn’t stop thinking about a particular sexy scene between an older woman and her younger boss. That became the very first story published under this pen name - ‘Experienced and Eager’.

Q3: Do you write the kinks you like, or the kinks that you think people want to read about?

I can only write kinks that I enjoy or at least understand. I wish I could write some of those popular kinks! Lol.

Q4: What would you like to see more erotica writers writing about? What is under represented?

I’m sure it’s been said a lot, but I’d love more BDSM with proper consent. I don’t write BDSM as often as I’d like but I love reading it. There are still too many books out there that aren’t getting it right.

Q5: If you were a member of an erotica book club, what books would you recommend?

Oooh, so many. Yours, of course. I’d also recommend Lacey Cross, Sabine Marlowe, and Joi Miche.


A note from Amanda


This week we will be reading The Cabin: Book One: Trapped by the Storm by Kristin Lance

Trapped in a cabin with horny men? Well, that sounds…like it might lead to some fun.

It’s been a long time since I went away for a romantic weekend. Maybe I should have a word with Max.

You can find the book to buy or read on Kindle Unlimited.

It looks like Kristin writes a lot of MMF. Maybe that’s something I could also talk to Max about.

[image: image-placeholder]



My Librarian Milf


Alec Lake + Matt Lake


Dedication


To Girlonthenet. For taking a chance on my writing and for being such a supporter of the NSFW community online.

And to Lacey Cross, for help, tips, and keeping my writing on track.


Chapter One


It was fair to say that in the last month, my life had changed drastically.

I’d been just an ordinary guy, still living at home, no girlfriend, a shitty job. Parents fighting all the time. No genuine prospects.

And then I joined a book club.

An off-the-cuff comment got the group reading some erotica, and that led to me spending a week having freeuse sex with Amanda, the head of the book club.

Since then, life had been a whirlwind of sex, adventure, and freeuse. I found out one of our group was an ex-porn star. And that another wanted to be a submissive for a week. I had sex in the park, in the hills, and in a cinema while my sex tape was shown on the screen.

I was living every young guy’s dream of constant sex and fun.

And then my mom joined the book club and ruined it all.

Amanda had announced that there was a new member in the club and was about to introduce them, but I spotted Mom first and decided that I couldn’t stay in the room. We were going to be talking about an erotica book we had read and that was not something I wanted to be doing in front of my mom. It was bad enough that I had heard her and my dad having sex in the house; talking about how the latest book got me all hot and bothered while she smiled at me was just not a thing I was going to allow to happen.

So I quickly slipped out of the room, hopefully before she saw me, and found myself standing outside the building.

What to do? I thought. Do I go home? Do I wait to talk to my mom? I don’t even know what next week’s book is.

As I stood there, I noticed a woman walking towards the building. She was thin, blond, around my age. I noticed the logo on her t-shirt was for a local band called Treats for Trixie, so she had good taste. She looked up from her phone momentarily and nodded at me before turning round and leaning against the wall.

“Drachenfells Falls or Statues of Brussels?” she asked, without looking up.

They were both songs by Bartok’s Daughter and I realized I was wearing one of their t-shirts.

“Statues of Brussels. Especially the live version from Long Beach.”

She nodded and kept scrolling through her phone.

After a few minutes of silence, she looked over at me.

“Waiting for someone?”

“Kinda,” I replied. “Waiting for the book group to get out.”

She nodded and went back to her phone.

“What’re you looking at?” I asked.

She turned round and walked over, and something about the confident air about her sparked something in my mind. Like I had seen it before.

“It’s a website. Girl on the Net. She posts sex stuff. Like sometimes it’s advice. Sometimes it’s her fantasies. Sometimes it’s guest blogs with people sharing things from their lives. The other day it was a guy describing how he used to be able to suck his own dick, if you can believe that.”

I thought about a particularly memorable day where I had given that a go myself and nodded.

“I was looking to see if she had any thoughts on... Anyway, I was looking for some advice.”

She swept her hair out of her eyes and fixed me with a stare.

“Do you get along with your mom?” she asked. “Like, could you go to her for advice?”

“Sex advice? No, not really. We never really talk about that kind of stuff. “

She nodded at me.

“My mom is the opposite. Like, she’s always asking if I have a boyfriend or girlfriend, or if I want advice. Last week she asked me if I wanted to go sex toy shopping with her. Which I suppose is cool, her being so open. But it puts me off asking her for actual advice, ’cause she seems to be very much of the idea that you should just fuck around and have fun.”

The spark from earlier suddenly lit into a flame of recognition.

“Are you Blake’s daughter?”

The little turned-up smile on her lip told me the answer before she did.

“Yeah, I take it you know her?” she asked.

I thought it best not to tell her I had spent a week fucking her mom. So instead I just nodded my head.

“Can I ask you something?” she said, stepping closer, but before she could speak, the doors opened and the book club people started coming out.

“Well, look at you two.”

I turned to see Blake approaching, a wicked smile on her face.

“Winny,” she said, facing the woman. “I see you have met our young stud Louis.”

“It’s Winona. You know I hate Winny.”

I felt someone tap me on the shoulder and turned round to see my mother standing behind me.

“Louis. Why were you not inside? I thought I would come see this club you’ve been spending so much time with and you didn’t even turn up.”

Lost for words, I turned back to Blake and Winona but they had already gone.

“Come on, let me give you a lift home, I can tell you what you missed.”


Chapter Two


I felt her hand wrap around my cock and her lips on my neck.

“Tell me what you want to do with this?” she whispered in my ear.

As she worked my shaft, she rubbed her thumb over the tip, smearing the pre-cum over it.

“I want to fuck you. I want to bend you over and make you moan as I sink my cock into you.”

She groaned a little, squeezing my cock, then guided it to her pussy.

“Then what?”

I pushed inside her, feeling her tight pussy close around me.

“Then I want to fuck you hard. I want to slam into you and make you scream my name.”

“Louis. Fuck me hard. Make me come all over your big dick.”

Her hands on my chest, she pushed me back against the bed and rode me. Somehow I felt like I couldn’t move, just look up at her as she fucked herself on me, watching her eyes roll back in her head as she got closer and closer to coming.

“Oh god, I’m going to come!”

My hips were thrusting up against her, and we were moving faster and faster. And then with a scream of pleasure, she slammed down on top of me, her body convulsing as she came.

I watched, feeling the waves of pleasure wash over me as she rode me through her orgasm.

Then I closed my eyes, feeling the tingle of ecstasy rising through me as I came inside her.

“You can fuck me anytime you want,” she whispered in my ear. “But you can’t call me Winny.”

I jolted awake from the dream with a start, looking at the ceiling and wondering where the fuck I was.

The dream was fading and my cock was still hard and throbbing, but I knew I was awake.

It took me a few moments to realize I was at home in my bedroom, having fallen asleep while reading the night before. Tiffany had texted me the name of the book, The Helpful Hotwife by Zoey Adams, and I had decided to read it to cheer myself up.

The journey home with my mom had been a frustrating one. She had said that she wanted to join the bookclub because it sounded fun, got her out the house, and gave her something of her own to do. When I explained that it was my own thing to do, she waved it away, saying that I shouldn’t be so silly.

“Who was that girl I saw you talking to, Lou Lou? Was that your girlfriend?”

I shook my head and said it was no one, but I could tell she didn’t believe me. She kept asking questions the whole way home that I didn’t want to answer, and after a while, I just stopped talking.

Lying in bed, I wondered what this meant for me and the book club. Would I go back again, knowing that my mom was going to be there? It had been my little safe space away from home, but not only that, with how many people I had slept with there, I also didn’t want her finding out more about my sex life.

My phone buzzing brought me out of my thoughts and as I picked it up, I saw it was Amanda.

“Louis, can you do me a favor?”

I grinned as I thought of the last favorI had given her. And she must have known what I was thinking.

“Not like that. I promised Tiffany that I would take some supplies up to her cabin. She’s staying at a place on Lake Alexander this weekend with a boyfriend and I said I would drop off some blankets and candles for her, but I forgot Max is taking me to some comic convention and I don’t have the time to drive out there. Could you drop them off for me?”

For a moment I imagined Amanda at the convention, wearing a tight-fitting cosplay outfit, then I realized what she was asking.

“You know I don’t drive.”

“That’s why I asked your dad if he would take you out there. When I dropped the stuff off earlier this morning. And asked him if he would help.”

Great, now I would be taking a trip with my dad. The week really was going great.

“It’s just as well I like you,” I sighed.

“I’m sure I can make it worth your while.”

The phone pinged as I received a photo from her. She was dressed in something black, leathery, and showing off her breasts. I didn’t recognise the character, but some nerds at the comic con were going to have their dreams come true when they saw her.

After I showered and got dressed, I headed downstairs and found my parents having breakfast. My mom came over and kissed me on the cheek.

“Hey Lou Lou, your friend from Book Club came round earlier and dropped this off.”

She pointed to a box on the counter then turned back to me and looked me up and down.

“Black again today? I’m SURE you have some bright t-shirts somewhere.”

I saw my dad roll his eyes, and he passed me a plate full of bacon, eggs and sausages.

“Eat up Champ, looks like we are going on a road trip.”


Chapter Three


We were halfway to the lake when my Dad broke the silence.

“I was wondering if I could ask your advice.”

“Sure, what’s up?”

“Well, Champ, as you know, your mother and I are getting along a little better now. And it’s thanks to us being, well, a little more free about our sexual needs.”

I waited for the ground to open up and swallow me, but nothing seemed to happen.

“We got into some stuff. Kink stuff, you understand?”

I covered my face with my hand and nodded.

“You’re good with computers, I was wondering if you knew a website or blog or something, somewhere I could look stuff up. Or just read about other people in the same situation, you know, getting into kink. I wouldn’t ask except you’re the only person I can think of who might have an idea.”

We sat in silence for a few minutes until I had a thought.

“Try girlonthenet.com. Someone told me about it yesterday. It’s a blog. It might be what you’re looking for. Might give you ideas. Just, for god’s sake, don’t tell me about it.”

His face lit up and he nodded his head. He looked happy that I had managed to help. After a few more minutes of silence, he spoke again.

“Your mom going to your book club, that made you uncomfortable, right?”

“Yeah,” I said, shifting in my seat, looking out over the approaching lake. “It was my happy place and it kind of felt invaded.”

He reached out and patted my shoulder.

“She just did it because she saw it made you happy. She says she’s not going back. I think she just wanted to make sure that the people there were treating you right.”

When we arrived at the cabin, no one was there. After getting the box out of the car, we tried knocking for a few minutes on the front door but got no reply. There was a car parked outside, but apart from that, the place seemed empty.

“What do you want to do?” Dad asked as he put the box down next to the front door.

“I should wait for them, I suppose.”

“I tell you what, there’s that new mall outside of town that I keep meaning to go to. How about I check it out and you call me when you want me to come get you? It’s a nice day, you can sit and read till your friends turn up. You have your kindle with you, right?”

I did have it with me. I had thought that I could read it in the car to try and stop any conversation, but after a few minutes the motion of the car while reading had made me feel queasy and put it away.

“Yeah. I guess I could do that.”

I wasn’t overly keen on being left alone in the middle of nowhere, but I was also worried about Tiffany. Amanda had said a boyfriend, but when I had talked to Tiffany in the mall, she seemed to suggest she wasn’t seeing anyone. So maybe this was a new guy, and if it was, I didn’t like the idea that they had gone off together and she had disappeared.

Watching the car drive away, I checked the battery on the Kindle. 97%, more than enough to keep me going. Flicking through the books, I came across a freeuse series by a new writer called Hank Dolworth and decided to give it a try.

It was then that I heard the noise. Like a cry or a gasp. It seemed to come from somewhere behind the cabin and near the lake. Putting my Kindle down, I decided to investigate.

Walking slowly down the side of the cabin, I pushed past the bushes growing around the edge of the building. As I approached, another moan reached my ears. It was definitely coming from behind the bushes.

I stopped and looked back, wondering if I should just wait, but after a moment I pushed on.

What I found behind the bushes was something I was not expecting.

In a little clearing behind the cabin, Tiffany was kneeling with her back to me. In front of her was a man, fully dressed, one hand in her hair. And he was fucking her mouth enthusiastically.

The man let out a loud groan, and I realized he was close to coming. I was too shocked to speak or move, but luckily he was otherwise engaged and neither of them had seen me approach.

I couldn’t take my eyes off them. Moving slightly to the side, I could see her mouth was stretched wide around the man’s shaft as he drove into her. One of his hands was resting on her shoulder and the other was pulling at her hair. Her breasts were swaying back and forth from where he had pulled her top down and every now and again he would reach down and give them a slap, drawing another moan from her.

“Yeah, take my cock,” he gasped, pulling out of her mouth and pushing her head down onto his shaft, making her take it deep. “You love being my little cum-dumpster, don’t you?”

Tiffany nodded, moaning in pleasure as he used her face hard.

I couldn’t believe what I was watching. When I woke up this morning, the last thing I expected to see was Tiffany on her knees sucking some guy’s dick while he treated her like a little whore.

With a cry, he came, and I imagined his cum hitting the back of her throat. Then he let go of her head and she pulled back a little, gasping for breath.

“Jesus, you are one hot little fuck,” he said, reaching down and stroking her hair.

I quickly moved back into the bushes, along the side of the cabin and back to where I had left my Kindle. It hadn’t been my intention to watch it all, but the throbbing in my jeans had taken over and I had stayed till the end. I didn’t think they had seen me, but I knew I shouldn’t have been spying on them.

About ten minutes later, I heard the door open behind me and turned round to see Tiffany standing in the doorway.

“LOUIS!” she called, rushing over and hugging me. “What are you doing out here?”

“Amanda asked me to drop off some things for her but I couldn’t find you, so I thought I would wait here for you to get back.”

Behind her, I saw the guy appear and give me a lazy wave.

“Oh I hope we didn’t keep you long. We, um, we went for a walk, but we’re back now. Come in, come in, let’s get you some coffee.”

The cabin was pretty nice, larger than I thought and with all the modern amenities you could want.

The guy disappeared into the kitchen area to make coffee and Tiffany sat down beside me on the couch.

“Well, I was expecting Amanda, but it’s lovely to see you. I don’t think you were at book club yesterday, were you ill?”

“No, no. Just… something came up. I’ll be back next week.”

She reached out and patted my knee.

“Good. I missed seeing your lovely face.”

The guy came back and handed me a coffee, which I placed down on the table in front of me. Now I was up close, I got a better look at him. Muscled yet thin, well-kept beard, and a twinkle in his eye. Pretty cute.

“Oh, this is Frank. Frank and I are....”

Frank turned to her.

“Yes?”

She blushed a little.

“Frank’s my companion for the weekend. There, I said it. The kids are away with their dad and I haven’t been having much luck dating, so Frank is spending the weekend.”

He bent down and kissed the top of her head.

“And very happy I am to be doing it,” he said, and sounded like he meant it.

“So, how did you get here? I don’t see a car outside.”

“Oh, my dad dropped me off. And I should really tell him that I’m ready to go home.”

I excused myself and went outside, hoping to get better reception. After a few moments, he picked up.

“Hi, Champ.”

“Hey, my friend turned up, so I’m ready to get picked up.”

“No can do, Champ. Just after I got here, the engine blew up. It’s going to be Monday before it’s fixed, so I am afraid you either have a very large Uber bill or you’re going to have to wait it out with your friends.”


Chapter Four


Tiffany very kindly offered to put me up on the couch. As much as I didn’t like to impose, or to be a room away from the two of them going at it, I didn’t really have a choice. Even if I could get an Uber to pick me up, it would have cost a fortune. So I promised to try to keep out of their way.

They went out for a walk for most of the day and as a thank you, I made dinner out of the pretty well-stocked larder.

After dinner we all settled down to listen to some music as it got darker outside and the log fire cast shadows across the room.

Hearing a noise, I realized that I had drifted off. Opening my eyes, I looked over at the sofa, where Tiffany and Frank were sitting. Tiffiny was leaning against him and I could see that he had his eyes closed, but in her hand she had his cock, thick and hard, and was slowly stroking it.

Before I could say anything, she looked over at me and put her finger up to her lips, and then pulled down her top, revealing pink lingerie. Probably one of the things  I had seen her buying at the mall.

Then she spread her legs, forcing her skirt to ride up, so that I could see her pink panties as well.

Frank still had his eyes shut, but I could see he was thrusting up gently into her hand.

Tiffany stroked him slowly, her fingers slipping over his cockhead and making him let out a little groan. Every now and again she would let him go and rub her palm over the tip, smearing the wetness there over his cock.

I felt my own cock get hard as I watched.

Maybe sensing that, she looked over at me and with her other hand made a jerking motion.

As I pulled my jeans open, my cock sprung free and I could see her eyes hungrily taking me in.

Frank had opened his eyes at this point and was looking over at me as well.

“You should come over here,” he said. “I’m about to keep her mouth busy, maybe you should take care of that hungry pussy of hers?”

He pulled her onto him, and she let out a little cry of excitement.

Frank took her mouth in a deep kiss, and I could see that she had stopped stroking him. Instead, she was squeezing his balls, cupping them in her hand and giving them plenty of attention.

As they broke their kiss, she turned back to me.

“Louis, come over here. I need that cock inside me.”

As I walked over, she sat up on all fours, her ass facing me, and sank her mouth down on Frank’s cock. She gave me a little wiggle as I slowly pulled her panties down and guided my cock to her pussy, feeling how wet it was and knowing I could slide straight in.

Tiffany sucked Frank’s cock hard, taking the length of him in her mouth, then pulling back until only the tip was inside. Her hand was now massaging his balls, and she glanced back at me, before resuming sucking his cock..

As I slipped my cock inside her, Tiffany let Frank slip from her mouth, gasping out loud. Then she reached behind her and grabbed me, pulling me close.

“Oh, fuck yes. It’s just as good as I was told.”

Someone at the book club had been talking. I would have to find out who later.

“You like the feel of my cock inside you, do you?”

Tiffany nodded and let out another cry of pleasure as I pulled out and pushed back in again.

I started to move, fucking her as hard as I could. She reached down and rubbed her clit as I slid in and out of her pussy.

Frank watched, his hand resting on the back of her head as she bobbed up and down on his cock. His eyelids were flickering and when he groaned, I knew he was going to come, but Tiffany kept on going.

As he started to shoot, she pulled away and stroked his cock, shooting cum over her tits and letting out a little yelp of excitement as the first blast hit her face. She scooped up a big wad of his cum on her fingers, then pushed it into her mouth and groaned. I saw it all over her shoulder as she was making sure I got a good view.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” Frank groaned.

Tiffany gave him a long, deep kiss, occasionally groaning into his mouth as I fucked her, then looked round at me.

“Do you want to finish on my face?”

I pulled back, my cock springing free. As she turned around, showing off her cum-covered tits and face, she smiled at me and wrapped her fingers around my cock.

“Come on, come for me,” she said. “Give me all your cum.”

With a groan, I shot my load all over her, hitting her right between the eyes so it ran down over her nose. She pushed her hand out to catch more of my cum, and when my cock had finished shooting she wrapped her lips around it and sank down over my shaft, taking me as deeply as she could, as the last few spurts of cum shot into her mouth.

When I pulled free, she stretched up and kissed me and I could taste myself on her lips.

“You do know you’re not sleeping on the sofa tonight, right?” said Frank.

As the last embers of the logs in the fire went out, we headed to bed.


Chapter Five


I woke up with Tiffany straddling me and rubbing my cock against her pussy.

As far as ways to wake up, it was pretty great.

“I was just thinking about last night and got all horny,” she said. “And I was thinking that maybe you could help me with something.”

That way she was stroking me, I would probably have agreed to anything.

“You see, I’ve always wanted to have two guys inside me at the same time. And Frank is up for it. So I wondered if maybe you were.”

She rubbed the tip of my cock against her clit and bit her lower lip as her body shivered.

“Yes. Yes please,” I said, my brain still foggy from sleep.

“You want to fuck my pussy while he uses my ass?”

I nodded and tried to concentrate on her words, rather than how wet her pussy was as she guided me into her.

“I heard you’re into freeuse. Is that right?” she asked, sinking down on me so I was deep inside her.

“Oh yeah,” I groaned, wrapping my fingers around the back of her neck and pulling her head down towards me, kissing her hard as we fucked.

“Do you want me to be your personal fuck toy? Let you use my mouth or pussy whenever you want?”

I thrust into her, driving my cock as deep as it would go.

“Fuck yes,” I moaned.

“Help me make this come true and you can have me for a week.”

Frank appeared behind her, his cock in his hand, already hard and covered in lube.

“You got quite the deal there,” he chuckled.

Tiffiny slammed herself down on me, grabbing at the headboard of the bed to steady herself. She might be small, but she’s a firecracker.

“What do you get out of the deal?” I grunt at Frank.

He reached forward and wrapped her hair in his hand as he climbed behind her, then gently pushed her down against me so that her head was on my shoulder.

“Me?” he said, pressing against her. “I get to fuck her tight little ass.”

And with that he pushed forward, and I could hear Tiffiny gasp in pleasure as he filled her up.

I could feel him inside her, his movements echoing through her body.

As I fucked her pussy, he fucked her ass. The two of us moved together, a steady rhythm that slowly took over her body. Her hands clawed at the bed, and she turned her face into my neck.

“Fuck yes,” she moaned.

I know it’s not possible, but I could almost feel her pussy gripping me tighter, like she was trying to keep me inside her as Frank fucked her ass. It was going to be a race to see which of us came first, me with her pussy clamped on my shaft or her with two fat cocks pounding her.

I wrapped my arms round her, and we moved faster and faster, my orgasm building like a wave. I was seconds away when she tensed up and let out a cry, her entire body shaking as she came. The pressure was too much for me, and I thrust up into her as my cock throbbed and exploded deep inside her, making her gasp and moan even more.

I held her close to me as Frank kept pumping into her ass, his grunts growing louder and more intense until he pulled out and came on her back, spraying her with cum, splashing down on her skin like a shower.

We lay there for a few minutes, trying to catch our breath, when from outside we heard the crunch of tires on gravel and the honk of a horn.

“Who the hell is that?” asked Frank.

“I have a horrible feeling that’s my dad here a day early to pick me up.”


Chapter Six


“So, Champ, I bet you’re relieved you didn’t have to stay the full weekend?”

We were driving back home, and he had explained to me that the repairs weren’t as bad as they had initially thought and they’d managed to get them done overnight.

“Yeah. Great,” I mumbled.

“That website you recommended, it was really good. Your mom said she found some interesting stuff on it.”

I closed my eyes and tried to get some sleep, after all there had been very little of that in bed.

“Oh, I forgot to say. Your girlfriend called.”

My eyes snapped back open.

“Girlfriend?”

We pulled into the driveway, and he turned around to look at me, flashing me a smile.

“Well, your mom said it was your girlfriend from the book club. She took the message so you should speak to her.”

I found her in the kitchen, making cookies.

“Your girlfriend called.”

“I don’t have a girlfriend.”

“Sure you do, that girl you were with outside the book club. Winny, I think her name was?”

I breathed a sigh of relief, glad that it wasn’t one of the book club members she was getting confused about. But I was puzzled by why she had called.

“Her name is Winona. What did she say?”

I waited while she put the tray of cookies into the oven and fiddled with the settings. There was no point rushing her, she would get to it when she was ready.

“What was it? Hmmm. Let me think. Oh yes. She said she still wanted to ask you for some advice and that she would see you at the book club. I think that was it.”

Heading upstairs to my room, I wondered why she wanted advice from me. We had talked for a few minutes and apart from liking the same band, I didn’t really see what we had in common.

It was a problem for another day.

The rest of the weekend passed without incident. I caught up on some reading, posted some book reviews on Goodreads, then went to bed early. It had been a busy few weeks for me and the one thing I hadn’t gotten  a lot of was sleep. So drifting off while tucked up in my bed felt like a luxury.

On Monday, I did a shift at the shop, came home to get changed, and then headed to the mall. I had arranged to meet Tiffany to start our week of freeuse, and maybe help her pick out some more lingerie.

We had agreed to meet in the food court and I spotted her right away, wearing a skimpy sundress with sandals. After hugs and hellos, we went to grab a coffee and sat down at one of the tables.

“So how have you been?” I asked.

Tiffany smiled knowingly before replying. “I’ve been thinking about the other day.” She paused, as if not sure how to continue before gathering up courage to tell me what was on her mind. “I have to admit, I kinda set it up. There have been rumors in the book club, about you and just how good you are with that cock. And I managed to get Amanda to arrange for you to come out to the cabin. I was hoping that you would be able to stay for the weekend, maybe even have some fun with Frank while I watched.”

The idea did have a certain appeal to me.

“I hope you don’t mind.” she said, and I felt something slide up my leg. It took me a second to realize that she had slipped off a sandal and was rubbing me with her foot.

“Not at all.” I wasn’t sure if she meant setting things up or rubbing me under the table, but I was cool with both.

“So,” she said as she raised her foot up till her toes were rubbing against my crotch. “Do you want to go help me pick out some sexy clothes?”

A quick walk through the mall and we were soon in Sheer Indulgence, looking for something sexy for Tiffany. After about twenty minutes, she had a selection of items but still hadn’t found exactly what she was looking for.

“You know what I want,” Tiffany said with a wink. “I want something tight and sheer, I want to look like a little sex kitten. I want to be your sexy plaything this week, I want to be your little slut.”

The store was pretty empty and as far as I could see there was only one employee there, a bored-looking woman at the register.

“In that case,” I said, taking her hand. “You can start now.”

I pulled her into the changing room and shut the door behind me. Pushing her up against the wall, I gave her a deep kiss and felt her groaning into my mouth. I stepped back and pulled open the buttons on my jeans.

“Now you’re going to be a good little slut and drop to your knees and suck my cock. Do you understand?”

She nodded with enthusiasm and was on the floor almost before I finished speaking.

“You’re so dirty,” she said with a laugh. “I’m so glad we’re doing this..”

She tugged my jeans off and then pulled down my boxers. My cock bobbed out in front of her, and she sucked it right into her mouth and began bobbing her head up and down while making appreciative moaning sounds as my hands rested on the top of her head.

“Maybe I should get you some kitten ears,” I suggested.

She looked up at me and made what I thought was a nod of agreement, but it may just have been her working my cock. I had been lucky enough to get a lot of sex recently but she was giving by far the best blowjob that I’d had. Her throat felt so tight around me that I could already feel my legs shaking and decided that it was time to take charge.

“Stand up and lean against the wall.”

Reluctantly, she let my cock slip from her mouth and stood up, giving me a soft kiss before leaning back against the wall.

“I like it when you’re commanding,” she giggled.

I reached down and grabbed the hem of her dress and pulled it up, revealing some lacy light blue panties.

“Hold your dress with one hand, and with the other I want you to masturbate while I watch.”

She moved her hand down to her crotch, pulling aside her panties. I saw that she was already soaked and when she began to rub herself, her fingers glistened from the wetness.

“Now tell me what you’re thinking,” I growled.

Her eyelids shut, and her mouth fell open slightly. Her hand was moving slowly, and without really thinking about it, I started stroking at the same speed.

“I’m thinking that you’re going to make me come,” she breathed. “I’m going to come so hard.”

Stepping forward, I whispered into her ear.

“Who said I was going to let you come? I get to decide that. I might just make you edge yourself till you can’t think and then come over your tits.”

Her eyes flew open and she looked shocked for a moment before her eyes shut tight, and she let out a groan as she got nearer to coming. She let go of her dress and moved her free hand behind her and pushed her fingers between her ass cheeks, rubbing against her tight hole.

“Please let me come, please. I will do anything you want.”

“Yes you will, because you’re my freeuse toy.”

“Yes, yes, I am. Please, please..”

I reached out and put my hand gently on her throat, squeezing just enough to make her moan. Her eyes flicked open again and fixed on me.

“Maybe if you beg hard enough, I’ll give you a little relief,” I teased.

She let out a whimper, and I knew she was almost at the edge. Her eyes were full of desperation and lust and I decided that she had earned her orgasm.

“Please, please, please,” she gasped.

“Come. Now. And don’t forget to thank me.”

I watched her, seeing her lips contort as she tried to say the words while she was coming.

“T... thank you...”

With her eyes closed and mouth open, she rode out the waves of pleasure.

“What a good girl,” I said, kissing her cheek.

She opened her eyes and smiled, grabbing hold of my arm and pulling me down for a kiss.

“Can I have your cock now? Please?”

“Well, since you asked nicely.”

As I thrust into her, I noted that I would have to find out later if it was only a finger she liked pressed against her asshole.


Chapter Seven


“I just realized, I don’t even know what you do for a living,” I said.

It was Wednesday and Tiffany had just called to ask if I wanted to come round after she finished work.

“Well, I work in a library a few days a week. The one on Melroy Avenue. I’ll be finished in about an hour, why don’t you come over and meet me?”

It sounded like a good idea so I headed off to the library. I entered the building to find Tiffany already locking up but when she saw me she came over and guided me to the staff room, telling me she would only be a few minutes.

I waited, and she eventually returned, beckoning me over to the door.

“Would you like to take the tour?”

“Sure.”

I was shown the main library, the meeting room, and then to the quiet room where there were books about mental health and how to help people with depression.

“I like to try to make sure that the library helps the community in any way it can.”

As we headed back to the staff room, she stopped next to a door and pulled out a key, slipping it in the lock as she grinned at me.

“And this… this is the staff only book section.”

She opened the door to reveal about 10 shelves full of books. On closer inspection it turned out that they were all erotica.

“Our little selection of books for when we’re on break. You will find most of the books from Book Club here. Look, here’s this week’s one,” she said, pointing at a paperback of the Zoey Adams book we were supposed to read.

“Mmmm, so the stereotype of the sexy librarian is true then?”

She giggled and blushed a little. It made her look adorable.

“Maybe. I’m not saying that some of us occasionally grab a book and get off in the staff room, but...”

That gave me an idea.

“Which is your favorite?”

She thought for a moment and then pulled out a thick paperback.

“This one,” she said, showing me the book. A Hotwife Summer by Aila Glass. “It’s, um, well it’s got some really hot anal action in it.”

I thought back to her touching herself and inwardly smiled, knowing what I had in my pocket.

“Is there anyone else here?” I asked as we walked back to the staff room.

“Nope, just you and me. Everyone else has... Oh. You’re going to use me, aren’t you?”

We had just walked into the room and I had went straight over to her desk, moving some items to the side.

“Yes. I am going to bend you over your desk and then every time you use it, you’re going to be thinking of me. Especially when you’re reading that book.”

I kissed her and then gently pushed her down so she was leaning over her desk, her skirt riding up and her butt sticking out. Pushing her skirt up further, I could see that she was wearing lacy black panties, so I pulled them straight down till they were lying on the floor.

“Today, you don’t get to come. Well, maybe later. But first I get to have my fun with you.”

“Yes, sir.”

I pulled the little bottle out of my pocket and squirted some of the lube onto my fingers, then reached down and pressed them against her asshole.

She made a noise, half groan, half startled delight.

“You know what I’m going to do to you?” I asked.

“Yes,” she moaned, “you’re going to fuck my ass. Fuck it hard.”

I slowly slid my middle finger into her, feeling the tight ring of muscle squeeze around it. As I pumped my finger in and out, she made little gasps of pleasure and her hands gripped onto the edge of the desk.

Then I pulled my finger out and lubed my cock up, slowly stroking it.

“Fuck me, Louis. I need your cock in my ass.”

I could see that she was desperate for it, her ass clenching as she looked over her shoulder and watched me rub the head of my cock.

Stepping forward, I pressed it against her ass and felt her body relax as I pushed inside her. The tight heat of her asshole wrapped around me as I slowly fed my shaft into her. She moaned with pleasure, gripping onto the desk harder and pushing back against me as I entered her.

“Oh, fuck YES!” she cried.

“I thought there was no talking in the library?”

“Fuck!” she groaned. “Oh god, yes, fuck me like a dirty librarian slut.”

“That’s it, you little anal whore, beg for my cock.”

I gave her ass a slap and watched with joy as she slammed her hand down on the table, letting out a shout of pleasure. When I slapped it again, she covered her mouth to stifle the noise.

“None of that. I want to hear your moans. Especially when I come in your ass.”

With another smack, I plunged all the way inside her. She was so tight that I could barely fit in, but the feeling of her ass wrapped around me was exquisite. And I was pretty sure from the sounds that she made that she was enjoying it just as much.

“How does it feel?” I asked.

“Oh god, so good,” she groaned. “It feels amazing. You’re so big.”

I was enjoying hearing her talk like that, letting go and not trying to hide her desire.

“Tell me how my cock feels.”

I reached around her and started rubbing her clit in circles as I pounded her ass.

“Your cock feels so good,” she moaned, pushing back against me with each thrust.

“Keep talking, tell me what I’m doing to you.”

“You’re fucking my ass so hard, pounding me like a little anal whore,” she gasped. “It’s so fucking good.”

I smacked her ass again, feeling her shudder under my hand.

“Oh fuck. I’m going to come. Please, can I come? I need to come with your cock in my ass. Please?”

“Not just yet,” I growled. “I want to fuck your ass a little bit longer.”

I slammed into her as hard as I could, fucking her ass so hard that her face was pressed into the table.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck!” she screamed. “I’m coming.”

Her whole body spasmed with the force of the orgasm, and she let out a wail of pleasure as I emptied myself inside her.

“God, you are a good little slut.”

I kept pounding her, making sure that every drop of cum was in her ass. And then I slowly pulled back, enjoying the sound of her sighing as my cock pulled free.

“And what do you say?”

“Thank you, Louis.”


Chapter Eight


The next day flew by in a haze of sex. I took her outside in the park and fucked her on top a picnic table, making sure to snap off some pictures of us so we could do some mutual masturbation looking at them later. We also fucked at the library again, in the stacks, nearly knocking the books from the shelves.

When I woke up on Friday morning, I heard my parents downstairs talking to someone, so I slowly got up and wandered downstairs and into the kitchen.

“Louis, look who it is.”

My mom stepped aside, and I saw Tiffany sitting at the table, drinking some coffee. She looked really cute in a little blue top and some figure hugging jeans.

“Hey,” she said, looking slightly embarrassed.

“I bumped into Tiffany at Costco this morning. I recognised her from the book club. Anyway, we got chatting, and I invited her round for coffee, wouldn’t take no for an answer.”

My dad pulled out a chair for me, and I sat down opposite Tiffany. If I had known she was there, I would have worn more than a t-shirt and boxers.

“I told her you would be delighted to see one of your book club pals. And here you are looking a mess, not even showered.”

I took the offered coffee and tried to work out a way that this conversation could end but luckily, my parents provided that out.

As my dad was carrying his mug to the sink, he suddenly stopped and slapped his forehead, like the cliche that he is.

“Oh damn. I just remembered, it’s Kathy’s barbecue today. We said we would drop by.”

Kathy is my aunt and lives just outside of town. Being near her was one of the reasons we had moved here.

“Oh goodness,” my mom replied. “Yes. Oh, this is embarrassing.”

Tiffiny smiled and reached out to place her hand on my mom’s.

“That’s OK. If you two have to go, then go. I can chat with Louis.”

For the next five minutes we sat there, sipping our drinks while my parents fussed about and got ready to leave. Eventually with a wave and a cry of “See you again soon,” they were gone.

Tiffany looked at me, her smile creeping over her face.

“So, do I get to be fucked in your bedroom?”

I wished I had cleaned the place up a little but really, it wasn’t too bad.

The covers were pulled back and there were a few clothes on the floor, but apart from that it was in a reasonable state.

“When was the last time you had a girl in here?” Tiffany asked.

“In my bed? Not since moving here.”

She sat down and flashed me a smile.

“Should we do something about that?”

“Definitely,” I said, pulling her close and kissing her hard.

As we kissed, she ran her hands over my chest and then through my hair, pulling me closer as she opened her lips, allowing my tongue to slip inside her mouth.

We fell onto the bed and Tiffany slid her hand under the waistband of my boxers and grabbed my cock, stroking it gently.

“Mmmmmmm, I love the feel of your cock.”

I pressed her down onto the bed, slipping my hands under her top and running them up to cup her breasts.

“I want you to fuck me now. I want your big cock inside me,” she said as I took her shirt off, her tits looking gorgeous in the delicate white bra she was wearing.

“You forget, it’s still my freeuse week. So I decide what happens.”

She gave a little moan and slipped her hand down into my boxers again, this time gripping my shaft and giving it a little squeeze.

“Fine. Use me any way you like. Just use me.”

I rolled away from her and kissed the side of her neck.

“Stand up and strip for me.”

She stood up, removing her bra and dropping it to the floor. Next she slowly undid her jeans, slowly spinning round so that as she pulled them down, I got a good look at her ass.. Then finally she turned back to face me and dropped her panties to the floor.

She was fucking gorgeous.

“Now, I want you to climb on the bed and lower your pussy onto my face so I can taste your pussy. And I want you to lean forward and suck my cock.”

I know a lot of people are not into 69ing, but boy do I love it. And I wanted to feel Tiffany’s lips wrapped around my cock as I sucked her clit.

Tiffany knelt on the bed and then leaned forward, sliding her pussy onto my mouth. I breathed in a lungful of air and got straight to work. As my tongue slipped into her folds, she reached up and pulled my cock from my boxers, and then sank her mouth over me, taking the length of it into her mouth in one swift movement.

She moaned, and I felt her tongue sliding around the shaft of my cock, flicking across the head and sending a shiver through me.

Her pussy was delicious, the taste of her making me hungry and desperate for more. I let my tongue slip down over her lips and along the length of her pussy, slipping back inside her as I tasted her.

The bed creaked slightly as we moved, the two of us getting into a rhythm of licking and sucking. I wrapped my arms around her, holding her in place, unable to escape my relentless tongue. And in return she sucked even harder, reaching down and squeezing my balls gently in her hand.

We were both moaning and groaning, our hands gripping the other tightly as we got closer and closer. My cock was throbbing with need, my orgasm fast approaching. And I wanted her to come first, I wanted to taste her. Then suddenly she slammed herself down on my face, grinding against me as my mouth was flooded with her wetness as she came.

Her tongue swirled around my cock as her body shuddered, my face soaked with her juices as I drank her down. And then I was coming, shooting cum into her mouth and groaning as she sucked me dry, taking each load as vigorously as the first.

“Fuck, that was good.”

I could taste her in my mouth as I said it.

She didn’t reply straight away, too busy licking and sucking my shaft clean. But eventually she raised her head and looked back at me.

“Mmm, yeah. I love having your cock in my mouth.”

She turned around and, kissed me and I could still taste my own cum on her lips.

“Now do I get to have you fuck me?”

I nodded and grabbed her hips, lifting her up as she straddled me. I positioned the head of my cock against her opening and slipped inside her, hearing a sigh escape from her as she sank onto me.

“Nice and slow,” I said. “So you get all fuzzy and forget about everything else except my cock filling you up.”

Resting her hands on my chest, she slowly rode me. Her eyes closed and her head fell forward as she worked my shaft, feeling me getting harder and harder inside her.

“God, you look fucking amazing,” I breathed.

She moaned in reply and picked up the pace. Reaching round, I placed my hands on her ass to steady her so that she could go faster.

“Like this?” she asked.

“Fuck yes. Just like that.”

Having come so recently I knew I could go awhile, but I wanted her to come again, and I wanted to be able to watch her when she did. So I reached up and ran my fingers along her nipples, pinching them and rubbing them as she moved.

“Oh fuck, yes.”

“Are you going to be a good slut and come for me?”

She nodded, her fingers digging into my chest as she moved faster and faster on my shaft.

“Tell me.”

Her eyes flicked open and locked onto mine.

“I’m going to come and thank you for letting me fuck myself on your gorgeous cock.”

I knew that she was close to coming, so I slipped a hand down and began rubbing her clit, moving my fingers in tight little circles as she bounced up and down on me.

“Oh god, yes. I’m coming. Fuck yes, I’m coming.”

I could feel her pussy tighten around my cock, and then suddenly her head rolled back and she let out a cry as she reached her climax. She was like an animal in heat, her movements becoming more desperate, her hands pulling at me as she slammed down on my cock. And with a grunt, I felt myself explode inside her.

She collapsed against me, her head on my shoulder. I put my hand on her butt and squeezed gently, drawing a happy sigh from her.

“Thank you,” I heard her murmur.

As we lay there, wrapped around each other, I thought to myself about how lucky I was. Just a week ago I had thought that my freeuse adventures were over, then I had gotten to spend a week with this wonderful woman. I didn’t know what the future held, but I knew that I would welcome it with open arms.


Chapter Nine


We turned up at the book club separately, even though we had spent the day in bed together. It seemed to be an open secret that I was sleeping with various members of the club, but we decided we would keep it as quiet as possible.

I turned up about ten minutes after her, when most of the other members were already there. Once again I saw Max dropping off Amanda and I felt a wave of joy go through me. Amanda deserved some happiness and Max seemed to be providing it.

Just as I was about to walk inside, I heard a car horn and turned around to see Blake parking. Sitting beside her in the convertible was Winona.

I watched as they both got out of the car, said something to each other, and then Blake walked across to me.

“Winny wants to have a word with you,” she said, giving me a wink. “Go say hi to her.”

She headed off to join the rest of the group and Winona stood up and came towards me, her hands behind her back.

“Hello, Louis, I hope you don’t mind me delaying you for a few minutes.”

She was wearing a Bartok’s Daughter t-shirt, with a plaid shirt tied around her waist and some baggy camo trousers. Even the Doc Martins she was wearing looked like something I would wear. I had to admit, she looked pretty fucking hot.

“No problem. What can I help you with?”

For a moment I didn’t think she was going to speak. Her eyes looked down at the floor and she seemed to have a nervous energy in her movement. But then she looked up again.

“I know you fucked my mom.”

Of all the things that I thought she could have said, I hadn’t even considered that one.

“Oh.”

She shook her head and waved her hand in front of her, laughing.

“No, no. Don’t worry. That’s not a bad thing. I know my mom has a high sex drive and what she does is up to her.”

My heart rate started to go down from the drumming that it had been doing.

“How do you know?”

“Actually, one of the days you had sex with her in the office, I came over to visit her and nearly walked in on the two of you. It was only the sound of her moaning that made me stop. I hung around and saw her walking you to reception later.”

Which, I thought, means that you knew this when I saw you last week.

“So, you said you wanted to see me. Was it to tell me that you knew?”

She stepped forward and leaned in till her mouth was almost touching my ear.

“Oh no. I wanted to see you ’cause


This months book


The Cabin: Book One: Trapped by the Storm by Kristin Lance 
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An unprecedented storm. An uncertain future. And some really hot sex. 


When a winter storm like nothing the Pacific Northwest has ever seen traps a group of friends in a remote cabin, at first it seems like a fantastic time. They have a fire, they have food, and they are committed to keeping each other warm, in any way necessary. As things get more 
serious, they’ll have to find strength and trust between them to survive.


Will Katie and her three men conquer the wintery world? 
Or will they find the challenges are more than their burgeoning relationship can handle?


*This book contains explicit language and adult situations, evidence of violence and mayhem, really cold toes, various injuries, sword crossing, MMFM, MM, and MF scenes and creepy people on snowmobiles.



Girl On The Net


Girl on the Netis a real website. In fact, it is a very important website to me as it was where some of my first writing was published.

As it says in the story, it’s a sex blog that posts articles about sex, feminism, real-life stories, guest blogs and much much more. The girl from Girl on the Net shares moments from her life that are sometimes funny, sometimes sad, and often sexy but always real and touching.

It’s one of the biggest sex blogs in the UK and I would highly recommend that you check it out.

There is also a Patreon that I can highly recommend.


A Note From Amanda


This week we will be reading The Helpful Hotwife by Zoe Adams.

[image: image-placeholder]


I had a quick look at this already. A wife pretending to be the girlfriend of one of her husband’s friends to help him out. Things getting heated. Just my type of thing.

Maybe I will read it with Max. We have already talked about having some hotwife-style. Maybe this will spark some ideas.

You can find the book here and read it on KU or buy on Amazon.


Dating My Milf


Alec Lake + Matt Lake


Chapter One


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“LOUIS!”

I turned back to Amanda and headed inside.

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

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

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

“Louis.”

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

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

I nodded and turned back to Amanda.

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

“It’s called Hey Felicia: An Age Gap Hotwife Awakening by Hank Dolworth.”

Everyone clicked on their Kindles and found and downloaded it.

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

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

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

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

“Louis, I think we need to talk.”


Chapter Two


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

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

I laughed nervously, unsure what to say.

“And I am guessing you feel uncomfortable about that?”

“Yeah, after all, we have history together.”

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

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

“If you don’t have a problem,” I asked, “why are we having this conversation?”

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

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

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

“And how do you plan to do that?”

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

“Get it out and stroke it, I want it hard.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three


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

“Hey, you two. Have a fun drive over?”

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

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

“I’m just going to show him around. Don’t worry, I won’t get up to anything.”

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

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

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

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

“Yes. Hell, yes. You’re cute, sexy, have great taste in music. And in guys, it would appear.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She squeezed my cock and rubbed it through my jeans.

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

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

“Mmm fuck. That’s a nice dick.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Now it’s my turn.”

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

“You want a taste?”

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

“Just use your mouth for now.”

I looked up at her and licked my lips.

“Yes, ma’am.”

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

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

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

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

“Fuck, I’m so close,” she groaned, grinding against me. “Make me say your name.”

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

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

“Louis! Oh, fuck, Louis!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, that’s it. Fuck my tits,” she moaned.

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

“Fuck, this feels so good,” I groaned

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

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

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

“That’s it, shoot your load. Do It all over my face.”

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four


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

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

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

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

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

BLAKE: I’M OUTSIDE.

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

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

“Shhh. My parents are sleeping.”

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

“Well, then you’d better keep my mouth quiet.”

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

“Let’s see how long I can keep you on edge,” she said.

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

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

She pulled back and looked up at me.

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

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

“You don’t mind, do you?” she asked as she slipped her hand under her skirt.

“Fuck no,” I whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m going to come,” I groaned. “You’d better pull back.”

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

“Oh god, yes,” I gasped.

She pulled back, but kept jerking my cock.

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

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

“That’s it, come for me.”

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

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

“Really?”

“Really.”

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

Climbing in behind her, I wondered if this was going to be my strangest MILF week of all. After all, this time it seemed like I was the freeuse toy.

***

A few hours later, I woke up with my arm around Blake and my cock pressed against her ass.

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

“Hmmm, that feels nice,” she murmured, without moving.

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

“Someone is ready to go again,” she whispered.

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

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

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

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

“Yes. Oh, fuck yes.”

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

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

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

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

“No. I get to decide how hard I fuck you. And you’re going to take it slowly.”

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

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

“I’m going to make you come and you are going to thank me for it. And then I’m going to empty myself inside you.”

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

“Thank you, oh god, thank you for making me come.”

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

“Again.”

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

“That’s it. Make me yours. Use me. I want to be your little slut.”

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

“I’m going to come in you.”

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

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

She looked up at me with a wicked grin.

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

I was counting on it.

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


Chapter Five


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

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

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

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

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

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

“Heading to the mall to meet a friend.”

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

“Just a friend.”

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

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

“Actually, yes. I’m taking your mom shopping.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s nice of you. Thanks. What did you have in mind?”

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

“This is the one.”

Blake took it and stared for a moment.

“This is a Bartok’s Daughter thing, right? What does it mean?”

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

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

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

“No. I think you’re an Antwerp 10.”

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

“I want to. Come on, it’s not expensive.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I think my nipples need some attention,” she purred.

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

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

“That’s good,” she moaned. “You should go lower.”

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

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

“Yes, that’s it. Lick my pussy, you dirty boy.”

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

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

“You like that, don’t you?” I said as I let her go for a second.

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

“Yes, yes, yes.”

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

“Fuck me. Fuck me with your fingers. Don’t stop!”

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

“You ok in there?”

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

“Ok, whatever.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

She pulled back and smiled up at me.

“Would that be such a bad thing?”

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

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

“Oh fuck, fuck, I’m coming.”

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

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

I laughed as I pulled my jeans back up.

“Just as well I enjoy fucking you so much then.”

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

“You do know there are cameras in there?” she said.

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

Blake leaned forward to the cashier.

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

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

“Maybe I will.”

***

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

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

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

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

“No,” I said.

She looked surprised and straightened up in her seat.

“No?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Blake. Louis.”

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

“What are you two doing here? Am I interrupting?”

“No, no. We were just having dinner.”

Amanda nodded and turned to me.

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

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

“That’s ok, you go help Amanda. I’m heading home. Thanks for keeping me company.”

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

“A little help?”

“Oh, yeah, sure.”

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

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

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

“So you and Blake are spending some more time together, huh? That’s nice.”

“Yeah. I’m kinda into her daughter and thought that a bit of time with Blake might help.”

Amanda smiled at me as we walked out the entrance.

“Yeah. I can see you being attracted to Winona.”

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

“How are things going with you and Max?”

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

“Not good?” I asked.

“Actually, it’s going great. He asked me to marry him and I said yes. But...”

“You are already married.”

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

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

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

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

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

She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek.

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

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

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

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

I headed for the bus stop and sent a reply.

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

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


Chapter Six


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

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

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

“Do you come here often?”

I shook my head.

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

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

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

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

“Have you ever heard of The Kinky Scribes?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Amanda giggled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Amanda noticed him as well and walked over.

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

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

“It’s just... just...”

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

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

“So, I’m coming to yours after work then?”

She got into the car and gave me a smile.

“If you don’t, then I’ll have to find someone else to play with.”

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

**

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

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

“For me? Oh my, you shouldn’t have.”

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

“It was nothing,” I said, looking around.

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

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

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

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

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

“I like in-control Louis,” she purred.

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

“Winona won’t be back for a while?”

“No,” she replied, her hand running up my leg.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Who’s a filthy little slut getting her cunt tongued by someone young enough to be her son?”

“Fuck. I am. Good slut. Make me come.”

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

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

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

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

“Oh fuck. So good. Oh god.”

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

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

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

“I don’t get to think. I just get to be fucked hard like I deserve.”

“Good answer.”

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

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

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

“On all fours facing the other way,” I commanded.

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

“You ready for it?”

She nodded. “Yes, sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She nodded frantically. “I’m your whore.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Holy fuck,” she whispered. “That was amazing.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Um, sure. But it closes like 2 hours earlier.”

She nodded her head and revved the car engine.

“20:00, be there.”

And with that, she drove off into the night.


Chapter Seven


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

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

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

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

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

“Mr. Louis Toussaint?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What does it say?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Look how hard it is already.”

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

“Oh, fuck yes. That’s so good. If only you could see how wet I’m getting.”

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

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

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

“Oh, fuck, Louis.”

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

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

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

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

“Winona..”

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

“Yes?”

I leaned forward and whispered in her ear.

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

She shivered and kissed me hard.

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

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

“You like that? My cock filling you up?”

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

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

“You’re such a little slut. I can’t believe how much you love this.”

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

“Oh fuck. I’m going to come soon. I’m so close,” she whispered.

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

“Come for me. I want to hear you moan for me.”

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

“Fuck. Fuck,” she gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m going to fill you up with my cum,” I groaned, my cock throbbing inside her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m going to come again. Fuck.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Winona nuzzled against me and kissed my chest.

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

It sounded like the perfect plan to me.


Chapter Eight


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What is the name of the book?” Blake asked.

“Porn to be Wild: Memories of an adult actress.”

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

“And now for our other book....”

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

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

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

“Your parents are so proud of you,” she whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, yeah. Well...” I started.

Winona leaned in and whispered in my ear.

“Stand up. You have got this.”

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

“So I have a book out. My first ever book.”

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

“You should write it, all of it. People will love it.”

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

I cleared my throat and smiled.

“I hope you enjoy reading the Freeuse MILF Book Club....”
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She just wants to be a freeuse toy for the night, and he’s more than willing to use her.

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

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

Mike

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

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

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


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

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


Taming Ivy Excerpt


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

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

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

But let me go back a bit and tell you how I got to this stage.

***

A couple of days earlier, I had been on break at work and talking to one of the guys in accounts, a middle-aged guy called Gary, and after a long conversation about Marvel movies, talk had turned to the subject of dating.

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

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

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

“And?” he said.

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

He laughed and put down the cup.

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

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

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

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

“Why is it called Pinocchio?” I asked.

“No strings” he smirked.

***

So the next day I installed it on my phone. After all, I’d been single for a few months and this looked like a fun way to change that.

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

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

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

Ivy. 42. Into free use.

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

She’d also sent me a message

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You have 1 new message.”

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

So, for a first-time cock video, not too bad a result after all.

***

The next day she sent me her address, followed by the text “Turn up at 18:00. The door will be open. Come in and fuck me.” You can imagine how excited I was, my cock standing to attention and my heart thumping at the prospect of turning my stroking fantasy into a reality.

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

***

If you want to read more, get Taming Ivy at

http://mybook.to/TamingIvyFlower
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