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Preface



This story is dual point of view with April Cross writing Willow and Matt Lake writing Mike.

Enjoy the experience of two distinct voices telling the story while both authors bring their own writing style and creativity to give the characters life.


Chapter 1



MIKE

I turn over in bed, grumble to myself, fluff the pillow up for the hundredth time, and in a fit of anger throw it across the room. I’ve been in bed for eight hours and have slept for forty minutes at the most. It's time to admit that I’m not getting more sleep.

It's not like I don't realize what’s got my head whirring, it's more that I haven't been able to let myself believe it.

Last week I asked Willow to move in with me. I knew it was a big step for us and I understood it might’ve been too early to suggest it. I weighed up the pros and cons in my head and thought that the good far outweighed any bad side.

So I was surprised when she said no.

Actually, she didn't say no, she stayed quiet. It didn’t help that right at that moment her damn mother phoned her and she had to answer. By the time she sorted that out, I could see on her face what the answer was. So I told her it was okay, there was plenty of time for us to discuss it in the future. When I said it, I really meant it.

That was how we left things, but in the last few days it’s been really eating at me. I can totally understand her saying no. I'm nearly twice her age. We come from different backgrounds, and we’ve known each other for less than six months. But I thought that although things were going fast, we were still in sync with each other over our needs and wants. So yeah, she had every reason to say no, but it was her lack of response that really got to me.

And the thing is, I'm not sure she even considered it. She just froze.

Was it such a shock to her that I asked her to move in? She must have known it was at least a possibility. Especially with me making it clear that I didn't like the neighborhood she lives in.

I get up out of bed and head to the shower. For a few moments, the hot water takes away my thoughts, but as I head to the kitchen, the nagging doubts return. Am I too controlling? After all, as a Dom that's my whole thing. Maybe she wants more freedom in her life and moving in with me would take that away. She put up with her mother being controlling all these years; is it so far-fetched that she sees moving in with me as swapping one control freak for another?

As I open the fridge, a wave of depression hits me. This is exactly why I didn't want a girlfriend. No-strings-attached fun was always my thing.

Fuck.

But I love Willow, so we have to work this out. We’re dating now and this is what people do, they talk about problems and fix things.

As I make breakfast, I think things through. There’s no use dwelling on this. I need to have a conversation with Willow. We are both adults and this is something we can talk about. I don't need her to say yes, but I would like to hear her reasons so we can work through whatever it is. Hopefully, we can find a way past it for the future.

I'm not going to let this come between us. She’s the best thing to happen to me in a long time and I'm not giving her up without a fight—even if that fight is between me and my brain.

It's still early so I don't know if Willow is awake yet. I’ll leave it until later in the day. A few more hours won't make any difference and I can work out exactly what I’m going to say to her.

My phone buzzes and I glance at it. It's a text from Willow.

Willow
Hey old man, you awake? I had a filthy dream about you.



Despite my inner turmoil, my cock perks up at the thought of her dreaming about me. I give it a squeeze through my boxers before replying.

Mike


Oh yeah?




Willow
I’ll tell you about it later and we can reenact it.



She sends an emoji of a face sticking out its tongue.

Mike


Sounds good to me.




I should leave it at that, but my fingers don’t agree and without really thinking about it, I send her another message.

Mike


Have you got a moment?




Willow
Yep, what’s up? You sound serious.



I breathe in deeply, hold it, and let it out.

Okay, let's do this.

Mike


I was wondering, and don’t worry I’m not mad or anything. I’m just wondering why you didn’t want to move in with me. Was it anything in particular or is it just too soon?




I hit the send button and wait for her reply.


Chapter 2



WILLOW

My stomach ties in knots as I stare at the text from Mike. His offer to move in with him has been on my mind all week, and I desperately want to say yes. God, wouldn't it be amazing to come home to Mike every night? The main problem is that I had a job interview yesterday for a case management assistant job at a nursing home and the interview went so great, I'm expecting them to hire me.

The pros and cons have been swirling in my head, and feeling upbeat about the job interview just adds another layer of confusion. Maybe the walk to the nearest bus stop would be worth it. It would only be temporary while I saved up for a car.

The job hunt isn't the only issue. I adore spending my time with him, but I'm terrified I'll make a commitment that ultimately goes badly, like it did with Oliver. If Mike had said he loved me, I would’ve said yes immediately. What if he only ever feels affection for me? Is loving him going to be enough? This whole situation is beyond confusing, and my anxiety keeps popping up with a laundry list of all the things that could go wrong.

When my phone beeps with another text message, I assume it's Mike asking me if I'm okay since I went silent, but I'm surprised to see it's from Alice.

Alice
So... you know that guy I've been seeing? I'm going to move in with him. Am I crazy?



I blink at her message and laugh. Talk about timing. As I type my reply to Alice, I know I've already made my decision about Mike.

Willow


If you love him, you aren't crazy. You deserve to be happy.




Before I lose my nerve, I plop down on the couch and call Mike, waiting anxiously as the phone rings.

"Kitten?" he answers in a puzzled voice.

"Hi," I say, swallowing a lump in my throat. "The only reason I hesitated to move in with you is because I'm job hunting and your house isn't on the bus line."

"Oh, Kitten—"

I cut him off before I change my mind. "But that doesn't matter. I'll walk three miles to the bus stop if I have to. I want to live with you... do you still want me?"

There's a long silence and in that split second, I’m sick and lightheaded from the fear that I made a huge mistake telling him I wanted to move in.

Then he says, "I'm always going to want you. How soon can you move in?"

My anxiety immediately dissipates as a lightness fills my chest and makes me giggle. "How about this weekend? I'll get some boxes and start packing."

When he laughs, it sounds relieved, so I know everything will be all right. "I have some broken down boxes in the garage you can use. I'll bring them over after work tomorrow."

After we plan to see each other tomorrow and say goodbye, I set my phone aside. My entire body hums with happiness. I'm actually doing this!

As I jump to my feet, my legs turn to jelly and I'm woozy for a few seconds until the room stops spinning. I feel like I need to pinch myself to make sure I'm not dreaming, but I have so many things to plan. I need to make a list!

I'm tapping out a to-do list on my phone when I think about my parents. Fuck, I should tell them I'm moving in with the guy they don't want me to see. Do I have to tell them? I'm still pissed at my mom about Thanksgiving. Ugh, it’s time to act like a responsible adult and talk to my mom. Maybe I'll wait and tell them after I move in, so they'll be nicer about it because it's already happened and they won’t be able to try and change my mind. Yeah, that's the way I'll go. In the meantime, I have twenty million things that suddenly need to get done.

After I add two more things to my to-do list, I'm too excited to finish. I get up from the couch and throw myself onto my bed. I scream into a pillow, and then burst out laughing like an idiot. As I release the stress I've been carrying, I kick my feet like I'm in high school again and my crush just smiled at me. Holy fuck, I'm going to be Mike's live-in submissive and I can't think of anything that sounds better than that. I lie there stunned for a few seconds, unable to believe I told Mike I wanted to move in with him, and he said yes. Yes! I'm freaking out a little, but in a good way.

Rolling over, I wrap my arms around my stomach and stare at the ceiling. My nerves are tingling with excitement about this next stage of our relationship. My body relaxes in a way it hasn't in weeks. Everything seems to be working out for me and it's an odd spot to be in after months of unhappiness. I'm going to bask in the contentment and enjoy life for a change.

***

When Mike brings the boxes over after work, I'm waiting downstairs, hoping to cut him off at the pass and bring them up to my apartment myself. He hasn't been in my apartment yet and now that I'm moving out, there's no reason for him to ever see it.

As soon as he walks through the door with boxes under his arms, I give him a big smile and gesture towards the wall. "Hey lover, you can set those right there and I'll ferry them upstairs. There's no need for you to take them up."

He gives me a stern look. "Kitten, if you want these boxes, I'm carrying them upstairs.”

Dammit, I think he's on to me. When he continues to the staircase, I skip to catch up with him. "Um, okay. Follow me."

When we reach my door, I open it and lead the way inside, bracing for the worst as he enters my tiny apartment. It's torn apart from my packing, so it looks even worse than usual. After he sets the pile of boxes down, he glances around for a moment before pulling me against him for a long kiss.

He murmurs against my lips, "I'm happy you're moving in with me, Kitten."

When he doesn't say anything negative about my apartment, an unexpected wave of love for him makes me emotional. Blinking away sudden tears, I smile. "Me, too."

As soon as his lips meet mine again, everything else fades away and I get lost in our kiss. There's a new energy between us now that I'm going to be his permanent sub, and I feel closer to him than I did last week. This is definitely what I want.

When he walks me backwards to the bed, I fall on it with him landing on top of me, our mouths still glued to each other's. There's no mistaking his erection pushing against me as we wrestle with our clothing. When his pants are down just enough to get his cock out and my panties are off, he pins my wrists to the bed.

"Have you been a good girl, Kitten?"

"Yes, Sir."

I savor the weight of his body on top of me, and as soon as he presses into my soaking wet entrance, I spread my legs further so he can settle fully on top of me. I groan as he buries his cock into me and begins to thrust, I wrap my legs around him as though I can absorb him into myself and keep him there.

He fucks me hard and fast as he growls, "We're going to have to set limits or else I'm going to be using this freeuse pussy all day, whenever I want."

I moan at how dirty that sounds. A huge part of me wants to be his live-in freeuse slut and give up total control of my body to him. As the waves of bliss build, I arch against him and pant out, "Maybe on set days?"

When he throbs inside me, I can't hold back from the oncoming climax. I come hard, squeezing around him, moaning, "Freeuse Tuesdays!"

Ripples of pleasure run up and down my spine as I ride out the orgasm. He's chasing his climax, and when he shudders and shoots warm cum into me, he shudders and groans, "And Fridays."

In between gasps for air, I agree. "Okay."

He slumps onto me and rolls over, dragging me onto his chest. I melt against him and his breath tickles me when he laughs. "Every day but Thursday?"

I cuddle against his warmth, too content to do anything but giggle. "Ha ha, funny guy. You get two days!"

"Deal," he agrees as his fingers slip under my chin to guide my mouth to his for a lingering kiss that makes my toes curl.

When I settle back down onto his chest, he rubs circles on my back while I drift in a sea of happiness as I plan our future. We're going to Cherry's St. Patrick's Day freeuse party soon and I’ll have the option of wearing a red ribbon or a green ribbon. A red one means no anal, but a green means anything goes. Mike doesn't know it yet, but I think it's time to wear a green ribbon and offer him my ass. A live-in freeuse slut might need it in every hole sometimes.


Chapter 3



MIKE

When we park up outside my house, I can tell Willow is confused.

She’s moving in this weekend, but when I turned up at her apartment at lunchtime, instead of taking the first few boxes, I told her to get in my car because we had somewhere to go first. She didn’t ask questions about where we were going, but when I park next to my house, I can tell she didn’t expect me to drive her to my place.

"Mike, if we were coming here, why didn't we bring the boxes?"

"Because I want your full attention on this. Don't worry, we’ll grab the boxes later. Can you do me a favor? The garage remote is in the glove compartment. Can you hit the button for me?"

I’m parked along the street facing the garage and it gives her an excellent view of the inside as the door opens.

"Huh," she says. "Do you have another car in there?"

The door opens fully, and we can see the secondhand Honda Fit inside. It’s not the newest or the trendiest, but after I spent a few hours cleaning it up, it looks pretty good.

"No, but you have a car in there."

She glances at the garage, then back at me again. "You didn't."

I smile and before I can say anything, she throws herself at me and covers my face with kisses.

"You sweet, silly man."

When she eventually stops kissing me, she settles into her seat and stares out the window at the car.

"I knew you wouldn’t let me buy you a new car," I say. "So I got you something that can at least get you to work and back. You can pay me back at the same rate you would’ve paid for bus trips if you want, but I’d rather you take it as a gift."

She leans over and kisses me softly. "Mike, this is too much. I'm not sure how I can repay you."

"You being here and being happy is enough. Now, let's go look at it."

She nods and climbs out of the car, and together we head to the garage. When she examines it and squeals. "Oh my God, Mike, I love it!"

"Good," I say. "I was worried it was too basic for you. And the paint looks okay. It wasn't very clean."

"I don't care about the paint. I love it! And not just because I have a car, but because you did this for me."

She leans against me, and I wrap my arm around her and kiss her hair. "You're worth it, Kitten."

I watch her as she inspects the car and sits inside, her smile making her face glow as she adjusts the seat. When I pass her the key, she turns it on and listens to the engine roar.

"Mike, this is wonderful. Thank you so much."

She climbs out and throws herself at me again, and I hold her up while she wraps her legs around me.

"You are getting so much ‘thank you’ sex for this," she laughs.

"I can hardly wait."

I kiss her and gently set her down, taking her hand in mine. "Let's go get some of your stuff and pick up some food on the way back."

I go to walk away, but she stays still and tugs on my hand.

"No."

When I turn around and see her massive smile, I know she’s up to something.

She raises her hand and I see the remote flashing in it as she presses the button. The garage door shuts behind us.

"I think I need to give you a little thank-you right now."

She walks over and pushes me back against the car, her hands gliding down to my belt and pulling it open.

"You don't have to, Kitten."

Her mouth is on mine and her hand is inside my pants before I can say anything else. The kiss lasts a few seconds and when she breaks away, she leans in to whisper in my ear.

"I know, but I want to."

Her hand finds my cock and starts to stroke it as she smiles. "See, you’re already getting hard. We don't want to waste that. You never know when a man your age is going to get another one.: When she laughs, I decide that it's time to take charge.

"In that case, you better get on your knees and make sure to do a good job."

She immediately kneels, waiting for me to tell her what to do.

"Take my cock out and open your mouth, Kitten."

She does as she is told, taking my cock out of my boxers and stroking it. After kissing the tip, she tilts her head up and opens her mouth wide.

"Yeah, I think you might be able to take it," I say, using my Dom growl. "Now show me what a good cocksucker you are."

She takes my cock into her mouth, slowly sucking me deeper and using her tongue to massage the underside. Her eyes flutter shut as her hand wraps around the base and squeezes me tight.

"Oh, fuck," I moan. "Nice and steady. A little slower, there’s no need to rush."

She takes me in deeper, her head bobbing back as she works her mouth, her hand still gripping the base.

“Ah, so good,” I sigh, running my fingers through her hair.

She leans back and looks up at me while she continues to rub my shaft. "Mike, I know I’m your freeuse slut and you’re in charge, but can I make a request?"

"Of course."

"I want you to fuck me. I need your cock tonight." She strokes me faster and gives me the cutest smile. "Please?"

There’s no way I can deny her when she looks at me like that. "Anything for you, Kitten."

I take her hand and help her stand, then open the door of the car.

"Get in, on all fours."

She climbs in with her ass facing me and yelps as I slap it.

"And next..."

I give her stretch pants a tug and yank them down, followed by her panties. They keep her legs together with only a little wiggle room.

"Head down, ass up."

She does as she’s told, her legs spread as wide as she can as she grabs the passenger seat. Her pussy is right in front of me and I guide my cock to it, slowly rubbing up and down her wet entrance.

"Ask for it."

"Mike, please, please fuck me. My pussy needs you."

"Good, Kitten."

I squeeze her ass and lean against the car, pushing the tip of my cock into her. She's so warm and wet that I have to stop myself from sliding all the way in.

"Ah, fuck, so tight," I moan.

"Oh god, please Mike, take me."

Her voice is so needy and desperate that it drives me wild. As I thrust forward, her pussy stretches as I sink in. I wanted to take it slow, but she feels too good. I slam into her, desperate to fill her up.

Withdrawing, I slap my cock against her ass and get a satisfying moan from her before thrusting back in. I can't see her face, but I can tell from the sounds she’s making that she’s just as close to coming as I am. Reaching down, I grab her hip with one hand, while my other hand moves between her legs to rub her clit. Her body tenses and her breath hitches as she gasps, “Oh god. I'm going to come.” I know she’s on the edge because she doesn't ask permission. Her hips buck, pushing back against my cock as I plunge inside her.

"Ohhh, fuck, yes," she moans, her body starting to shake.

Her pussy tightens around my cock, squeezing me hard and her loud groan echoes as the small space of the car amplifies her cries.

My release comes fast and hard. I bury my cock inside her, filling her with my cum. I bang my hand down on the top of the car as I shoot three loads into her and keep pumping as she takes every single drop.

I slide out and stumble back until I hit the garage wall, and look at her beautiful, wet pussy. She gives a little wiggle as my cum drips out of her and onto the seat.

"My car is going to smell of sex for weeks," she giggles and reverses out to stand next to me.

She's so lovely with her skin glowing and her eyes shining. I can't resist her and I give her a passionate kiss.

"I'm glad you like the car, Kitten. Let's have a shower and then go get your stuff."

She looks at me suspiciously. "I know what you’re up to. We’re so going to end up fucking in the shower, aren’t we?"

I give her a shrug.

It turns out she was right.


Chapter 4



WILLOW

On Sunday, I have some final packing to do and I convince Mike to drop me off at my apartment and let me finish alone. If he comes with me, we’ll spend all our time fucking because he loves turning me into a mindless mess when we should be doing something else. He agrees to pick me up when I’m ready so we can take another load of boxes back with us.

Before I leave the car, he gives me a deep kiss and fishes something out of his pocket and hands it to me. It's the clit vibrator he used on me at the amusement park.

Wet heat flares between my legs as I remember coming on the roller coaster. Why is he giving me this today? When I give him a confused expression, he winks. "Put that in right now."

Ooooh, he's so bad. I love it. My pulse quickens in anticipation, and I don't argue with him. He smirks when he sees how quickly I obey his command. Shoving my hand down the front of my yoga pants, I adjust it to press against my clit.

Once he knows it's in, he reaches over and zips my jacket up all the way to my neck as if he’s making sure I’m going to be warm. "Have fun packing."

I burst out laughing. "Uh huh. You'll be hearing from me."

"I'm sure I will."

The devilish twinkle in his eyes tells me he's going to have a fun time with this today. I better be able to get everything done. Climbing out of the car, I blow him a kiss and roll my hips so my ass shakes as I walk away. Right when I reach the door to the lobby, a strong pulse hits my clit and I gasp as heat streaks through me. As soon as it eases up, I open the door and glance back with narrowed eyes. Mike is beaming and looking extremely pleased with himself as he takes off.

Cocky man. He better be careful while he’s driving and not messing with the app. As I head upstairs, the steady, unchanging pulse against my clit proves he's behaving.

An hour later, I decide what he's really doing is driving me insane. The vibrations were a pleasant buzzing earlier, but he’s ramped them up to a constantly fluctuating pulse that’s making it impossible to concentrate. I need his cock inside me, and now everything in my apartment is beginning to look like a sex toy. I could ride the arm of my sofa and let the toy work its magic on my clit until I explode. Shit, focus. I pack another box and the incessant pleasure distracts me and I find myself rotating my hips and imagining I’m riding his cock. The pulsing has my entire core aching with need.

When there's a knock at my door, I sag with relief. Oh thank God, he's come back to fuck me. The jerkface probably planned this all along.

I yank open the door, intending to launch myself at him but pull up short when I see my mother. Oh, great. This is just what I need.

"What do you want?"

I know I sound unfriendly, but now is NOT a good time for her to visit. And who the fuck let her into the building? It takes a code to get in, but I don't want to argue over that point.

As usual, she gets an offended look, as if I'm the one being unreasonable. "To talk. Are you going to let me in?"

I hesitate for a moment while the oscillations against my clit distract me. I'd like to tell her to get lost. How fast can I get rid of her if I talk to her? Fuck it, let’s rip the Band-Aid off and tell her I'm moving in with Mike and then I’ll start my new life with a clean slate.

Reluctantly, I open the door all the way to let her in, then shut it and cross my arms before turning to glare at her in a futile attempt to hide my discomfort with the situation.

"Talk," I say while the vibrations have me hot and bothered. I can barely stay still as the torture continues. To distract myself, I get a glass of water while my mother glances around my ugly, bare apartment.

When she doesn't speak for a long moment, I tap my foot impatiently as I sip my water. The pulses of the toy change and I clamp my legs together as my head spins. If she's not gone in five minutes, I'm going to have to excuse myself to remove the toy.

"You're moving?" she asks, finally acknowledging the packed boxes and general disarray.

I'm so turned on, it takes a moment to find my voice and force myself to concentrate on this conversation. "Um, yes, I’m moving in with Mike." I can't stop myself from being snide. "I'm sure you remember him."

She makes a face that immediately makes me bristle. I open my mouth to snap at her, but she interrupts me. "That's a mistake."

Oh hell no, not this shit again. As my irritation builds, I think I’m going to lose my mind, but then the damn buzzing slows down to a stop and I have a moment to collect my thoughts. Suddenly, everything becomes crystal clear in my mind. I don't have to keep her in my life just because she's my parent. I'm done with toxic relationships, and I really can have a fresh start with Mike.

A sense of power wells up inside me, and my voice is firm. "Mom, I'm not a child anymore and I love him. Either you get on board or you're never going to see me for holidays again. It's your choice."

She sputters and I can tell she doesn't know what to say. Good.

I hold up my hand when she tries to protest, and I cut her off. "Mom, I don't want to hear it unless you've got nice things to say about my boyfriend."

Her face turns a blotchy pink color, and I'm disappointed when she fumes. "He's only using you for sex. He'll never marry you and if you stay with him, you'll never have children. Guys his age don't want kids. You're ruining your life."

The ‘no kids’ comment throws me for a second. I never thought of that, but I won’t be swayed from my current path. The fact she's not willing to try for my benefit only solidifies my decision.

Setting my glass down, I walk over to the door and open it. "It's time for you to go. If you ever have an attitude adjustment, I’ll be around. Don't bother calling unless you do."

And that’s it, we’re done. There's no way we can have any sort of healthy relationship while she's this intolerant of my boyfriend. When I give her a look that dares her to say anything else, she huffs and turns to walk out. "This is a mistake," she warns before the door shuts behind her.

Tears sting my eyes as I sink back against the wall, letting my head thump against it. That was hard, but it needed to be done. She doesn't know what she's talking about because she’s never taken the chance to get to know Mike. I refuse to listen to her. I love him, and it's time to tell him.

As the thought passes through my mind, my phone beeps with a text message.

Mike
Is my Kitten going crazy?



Oh, in more ways than one. He has no idea. All I want is to be in his arms right now. I need a big hug and a hard fucking, but I'm not sure in which order yet.

Willow


I need you. Please come pick me up.




As I wait for his reply, there's a return pulse against my clit. When his next message pops up, I slide my hand down and press the toy firmly against my sensitive bud and rock my hips.

Mike
I'm on my way. Keep warm for me. I'll be there soon.



Hell, yes!

Willow


I'm waiting. Hurry.




The steady vibration ramps up, and within a few minutes, I'm trying desperately not to come. Oh fuck. How long of a drive is it to my place? Wait, how long has it been? I'm going to need that hard fucking before the hug.

I leave the door unlocked and text him the code to get in and tell him to just come up before stripping down to my panties. When he walks in the door, I'm bent over the arm of the couch, positioned with my feet flat on the ground and my ass facing him.

Looking over my shoulder, I flutter my eyelashes at him. "I'm yours, Sir."

He gives me a hungry look and stalks over to me with his clothes flying in all directions. Within seconds he's naked and his hard cock is bobbing between his legs like it’s waving hello.

He glides his fingers over the fabric of my panties, holding the toy against my clit until I cry out and buck against his hand.

"My freeuse toy is so wet and needy," he says as he drags my underwear down and removes the toy.

He turns the toy off and tosses it on his discarded shirt. When he gathers wetness on his fingers and pulls my ass cheeks apart, I moan as he slowly drags a finger across my puckered hole. Oh god, is today the day he claims my ass?

I whimper and rotate my hips as I mentally plead. Do it. Fuck my ass. A shiver runs down my spine as the pressure from his finger increases.

"Hold on to the couch," he orders.

I grip the edge as his finger slides into my ass. "Ohhhh," I pant as his digit massages me and a whole new world of pleasure awakens inside my core. Fuck, I want this. I want him to claim all of me. My body is in heaven as the overwhelming sensation takes my breath away.

When he removes his finger, I spread my legs and wriggle my ass to entice him to fuck it. He trails the tip of his cock across my buttcheek and down the crack of my ass to my pussy. Wait, what is he doing? He's supposed to fuck my ass!

He gives an experimental thrust that slips the tip inside my pussy, and I whimper, "Please fuck my ass. Please?"

He gives a low and dark chuckle. "Not tonight, my freeuse fucktoy. I need to breed this sweet pussy."

We both moan as he fills me completely. My pussy stretches around him, and every inch of him massages my cave walls. The intense pleasure makes me forget about wanting him in my ass. I just need to come. He wraps my hair around his fist and tugs it gently as he grasps my hip and slams into me. My body is alive with a savage energy and I writhe against him, desperate for more. Every thrust draws me closer to a blissful state. I’ve been worked up so long that every nerve ending quivers, and thrills run up and down my body. I’m so desperately close that when he slaps my ass and groans, “Come with me, my slut,” I explode. A white-hot climax rips through me, and I’m skyrocketed into erotic oblivion. The pleasure short-circuits my brain as he continues to fuck me.

He moves hard and fast, jackhammering into my pussy until he explodes. His body tenses, and he groans in pure animalistic satisfaction while pumping his warm cum as deep as he can go. He shudders and slumps on top of me briefly, keeping us connected with his cock still inside my pussy.

As he strokes my hair and holds me tight against him, my soul melts in contentment. I want to give him everything and I know that he'll do the same for me. He’s the guy for me. When he pulls out, he picks me up and carries me to the bed so we can cuddle under the blanket together.

I was riding high for so long that I shiver as I come down. He holds me, whispering sweet nothings until I calm down enough to think rationally again.

"Are you okay?" he asks gently while brushing a damp strand of hair off my cheek.

We're facing each other, so I can easily tip my head and look at him. I smile softly. "Everything is better than okay. I love you."

Mike’s eyes shine with emotion. "I love you too."

There's no hiding my happiness at his declaration, and I rest my forehead against his chest, giggling as he kisses my hair and nuzzles my cheek. I'm so relieved to say I love him, and to hear the words in return means everything to me. We stay in bed for a while, wrapped around each other, just enjoying our closeness and not wanting to break the spell of this moment. I'll tell him about my mom later. There's no way I'm going to bring it up tonight, and he'll understand why I waited. I just need to be close to him right now.


Chapter 5



MIKE

As I glance in the mirror and straighten my green tie for the St. Patrick’s Day freeuse party, I realize this is one of the rare times since Willow moved in that I’ve been here alone. It’s been nearly a month now and we’re still in our honeymoon phase. We spend as much time together as we can, and for now, our two-days-a-week freeuse is extended to almost every day. At some point we might do only two days, but so far it’s been almost non-stop.

Willow popped out to the store to get a bottle of wine for us to enjoy when we get back from the party. I have a fully stocked red wine cellar, but it turns out she’s more of a rosé kind of girl. It's one of many things we’re discovering about each other the longer we live together. We have plenty of differences, but nothing that can't be worked out.

As I put my suit jacket on, I think back to Halloween and marvel at how quickly our lives changed. She went from a shy virgin throwing herself into a gathering of experienced perverts—myself included—to now going as my partner and submissive. She’s turned into a sexual goddess who has the confidence to ask for what she wants. Last week she blushed and hinted that she’d love it if I let some other guys at the party use her mouth, and I told her I’d think about it. The thought of watching her being a little slut for a bunch of men makes my cock throb, but I haven’t told her yet that I’m willing to share her. I even found her red ribbon from the previous party, and it’s in my pocket, along with a small bottle of lube. You never know when something like that will come in handy at a freeuse party.

I think part of her newfound confidence is from her showdown with her mother. She’s grown so much in the last few weeks from standing up for herself. It was the right thing to do because her mother’s attitude has taken a complete U-turn. She sent Willow a text this morning saying that they hadn’t given me a chance, and they’d like Willow to bring me to dinner sometime. When Willow got the text, she stared at her phone for about five minutes before laughing and sending back a "we’ll see" reply. I guess her parents realized that this time they really could lose their daughter and they want to make up for the past—not that I’ve even met her father since her mom seems to be speaking for both of them. If Willow wants to mend things with her mom, I’ll be there to support her all the way.

I hear the front door open, followed by the sound of Willow in the kitchen putting away the wine. She walks into the bedroom as I’m putting my shoes on. The emerald green dress she’s wearing is stunning. It’s a short little thing with a cut up the side and it’s covered in sparkly gems that draw attention to her curves. She looks radiant, and I’m going to enjoy showing her off at the party.

"Are you ready to go?" she asks.

I stand up and give her a soft kiss on the lips. “Yeah, I’m ready.” She slips her hand down and rubs my cock, squeezing as it gets hard under her fingers.

“Naughty Kitten, stop that. You know if you keep doing that, I’ll end up fucking you and we’ll never make it to the party. Don’t you want to suck on all those other cocks?”

She makes a sulky face at me, but in a second it’s gone and she squeals. “You’re sharing me?”

“Yep.” I give her nose one last kiss. “Now let’s go.”

She laughs and can’t seem to stop herself from giving my cock a soft pat before sashaying towards the door. "Come on, slow poke, this pussy needs some attention."

We’re taking my car as hers feels too cramped for me. It’s like I'm trapped in a sardine can, but it’s perfect for her. She got the job she interviewed for, so it’s worked out perfectly. Now in the morning, she gives me a kiss before she leaves, and can drive herself to a job she enjoys.

I climb into the car and when she settles into the passenger seat, I slip my hand between her legs to tickle her inner thigh and rub her pussy. She’s not wearing any panties, as I commanded, and she’s already wet. My fingers sink into her and she spreads her legs to give me more room and rocks her hips in time to my gentle thrusts.

"Fuck. I love you," she moans.

We’re both comfortable professing our love now and we actually mean it, so I know she isn’t just saying it because I’m fingering her. Sometimes we say it because one of us said something nice, or the other needs to hear it—or, like this, when one of us is doing our best to make the other come.

But we don’t have time for that yet. I pull my hand back, and she straightens her dress with only a tiny sigh of frustration. “Soon, Kitten,” we leave. It's only a twenty-minute drive to the party, and we’ll get there as it starts to liven up.

"Do you miss it?" she asks. "Fucking other women at these parties?"

I think for a moment and shake my head. “You’re a loving submissive and partner. Why would I want more than that? And everyone will see what a fantastic little slut you are and be jealous of me and wish they were in my place.”

“And you won’t change your mind about letting them use me tonight?” she asks with a grin.

I can’t resist teasing her. "We’ll see."

The rest of the drive goes by quickly, and as soon as we park by Cherry’s mansion and get out, Willow walks around to my side and kisses me deeply.

“Coming to the party as your submissive and partner is so much better than that first night. This feels right.” She gives me a coy smile. “And whatever happens tonight, I know you’ll be looking after me.”

"I love you," I say. "I never thought I could say that to anyone again. Thank you for being in my life."

Her eyes sparkle like she’s getting teary, so I give her ass a gentle spank. A couple passing by shouts, "Leave it for inside!" and Willow giggles and hugs me. I take her hand. We’re ready for another freeuse night.


Chapter 6



WILLOW

As we wait in the short line to check in for the party, it feels like an eternity has passed since that first night I came here without Alice. Halloween was only about four and a half months ago, but so much has changed for the better. I'm not even that upset over what happened with Oliver-the-Blessing-in-Disguise anymore because it brought me to Mike. Now I'm ready to have fun, and I have a little surprise planned for Mike. He'll find out in about ten seconds.

As we step to the front of the line, Bianca smiles at us and eyes my dress. "Hey, you're back! Love the dress—very festive."

I give her my thanks as we hand over our phones. This time she puts them both in the same locker together. "You're number 42. That’s a lucky number!"

Mike chuckles, "Seems fitting."

While he's amusing himself, I give him the side eye to watch his reaction as I hold out my wrist to Bianca. "I'd like a green ribbon, please."

Mike’s eyes take on a wicked glint. "Oh, you think that's how it is tonight, Kitten?"

A tingle of lust runs down my back as I give him my cutest, most innocent smile. "Yep. Whatcha gonna do about it?"

As soon as Bianca ties a bright green ribbon around my wrist, Mike picks me up and tosses me over his shoulder while I shriek with laughter. He immediately heads upstairs and I take the opportunity to fondle his ass.

He spanks me and growls, "Behave."

"What? You put these cute buns in front of me and don't expect me to touch them?"

A man with a naked woman on a leash passes us on the stairs and the woman calls out, "Good luck!" to me. I give her a little wave and giggle. "Thanks!"

Mike enters a bedroom and kicks the door closed and locks it before tossing me on the bed. I expect him to start stripping, but he takes hold of my hand with the green ribbon around my wrist and lifts it up in the air.

"Kitten, do you have something to ask me?"

I blink at him, and he looks pointedly at the green ribbon. A flicker of shyness makes me blush. Shit, is he really going to make me ask?

"I chose the green ribbon for you. Don't you want it?"

Before he responds, he turns my palm face up and kisses each pad of my fingers. When he speaks, his voice is husky with emotion. "I'd love nothing more than to claim your ass, but I told you at Thanksgiving you had to do something first."

Yeah, he told me I was going to have to ask for it. After everything I've done with Mike, it seems silly to be this vulnerable when discussing our sexual needs, but we've been dancing around this for so long, now that the moment is here, my confidence is wavering.

When he can tell I'm struggling to talk, he helps me to my feet for a deep kiss. Our tongues twist together and the longer the kiss goes on, the fuzzier my head gets. This is the man I love. I can do this.

Applying pressure on his chest, I push against him and take a step back. It's time to give him a strip tease. With slow, deliberate movements, I unzip the back of my dress, revealing the emerald lace bra underneath. Mike makes a rough sound and moves towards me as though drawn to me, but stops as I slip the straps of my dress off my shoulders and it slithers to the floor.

"Ask me," he demands and my breath hitches. There's no room to be shy with his intensity.

"Mike, will you fuck my ass?” I ask in a quiet voice. “I want you to be my first."

His expression darkens with lust, and he steps forward and tips my chin up. "I don't want to be your first." What? My lips part in confusion and he continues. "I want to be the only one who ever fucks your ass."

"Yes," I breathe out as a wave of longing engulfs me. "It’s yours. Claim my last hole."

As soon as I utter the words, I know it's what I want, more than anything else. And I trust that he's going to make it pleasurable for me. When he lets go of my chin, he waves his hand in invitation, giving me permission to continue stripping.There's something powerful about being asked for it instead of him just taking it, and I suddenly understand why he made it a requirement. It's the last step to owning my sexuality and choosing what I want. I take a deep breath and unhook my bra, letting it fall to the ground. When I slip my shoes off, I'm naked and ready for him.

Before we get to business, I run my hands down his shirt. "Why aren't you naked?"

As he takes off his jacket, I move to stand in front of him and kneel while reaching for his belt to unbuckle it while he takes off his tie. With the belt hanging open, I look up at him as I undo the buttons to free his hard cock. Being on my knees for him always makes me submissive, and I love the slutty feeling I get from surrendering to him. I slowly stroke his shaft and open my mouth, waiting for his instructions.

"Take it deep and if you’re a good girl, then this cock is going to be filling up your ass soon."

"Yes, Sir." I lean in and suck his cock into my mouth. Inch by inch, I work down on it until my nose is at the base. My mouth stretches to the limit, and lust simmers low in my belly. Before I met him, I never knew how amazing sex could be. Looking up into his eyes, I hold still as my throat works around his shaft.

When he takes hold of the back of my head, I relax and trust him to stop when the time is right. As he begins to pump his hips, fucking my throat with abandon, I play with my nipples and massage my breasts. My mind starts to empty and I’m just a hole for him to use. He’s not gentle and I love every moment of it. Just when I think I can't take anymore, he pulls out. I draw in a huge gasp of air while he rests. Once my breathing is steady, he repeats the process once more.

Again and again, he fucks my mouth, and all I can think about is how I want this. I've given him my total trust and submission, and he's empowered me. I'm such a little slut and it's marvelous.

My pussy throbs and I get wetter the longer he fucks my mouth. If he doesn't fuck my ass soon, I'm going to end up begging him to breed my pussy instead.

When he removes his cock from my mouth again, instead of giving me a moment before starting over, he nods to the bed.

"On your knees. Head down, ass up. It's time to fuck that tight little hole."

Mmm, hell yeah! I scramble onto the bed while he digs something out of his pants pocket. I'm sure it's lube because my man likes to be prepared.

He climbs up behind me, gripping my ass in his hands and spreading my cheeks to examine my waiting holes. As he drips lubrication between my cheeks, I can't hold back my smile. See, I knew it would be lube.

He gets me nice and slippery and I look over my shoulder to watch him stroking some lube onto his cock. When he presses the tip of his cock against my tight ring, I gasp from the illicit pleasure. He applies pressure and then eases up, and I can tell he's teasing me.

"So, my little fucktoy, do you know what's about to happen?"

Uh, duh... "You're going to fuck my ass."

He leans forward and brushes his fingertips lightly over my breasts, then moves lower and rubs my clit before going back to my nipples again. When he rubs the head of his cock back and forth against my tight, hungry ass, pushing in a little more with each pass, I moan loudly.

"That’s true," he says in a deep voice that has my body clenching with desire. "But after I've finally claimed all of you, do you know what's going to happen?"

It's difficult to think because all I want is for him to fuck me and ease the growing ache in my core. When I remain silent, he reaches down to rub my clit and chuckles as I cry out in desperation.

"I'll tell you what’s going to happen. You..." He pauses and the ring of my ass stretches as he slowly sinks in. "Are going to become an anal slut."

I gasp as he fills me part way and stops again. "Then," he says with a groan as the thickest part of his cock stretches my ass wide and slides home, "you’re going to get addicted to having my cock in your greedy little asshole and you're going to beg me for it."

"Ohhh," I moan. He's right. My head spins from the unfamiliar fullness, but it feels so damn good. I can already tell that when I get really submissive in the future, I'm going to beg him to fuck my ass.

When he pulls out slowly and pushes back in, I imagine being his freeuse toy for a day and all he does is fuck my ass without letting me come. I'll be the ultimate cum dumpster, just a hole for him to use. And I love it.

As my daydream consumes me, Mike fucks me steadily. The only sounds in the room are our mingled moans every time he sinks in fully. I don't know why I was so afraid of this; all I want now is to be filled again and again. As the pleasure builds, my moans get louder with every thrust.

"Rub your clit," he demands, and I immediately obey.

My face is smooshed into the bed, and I can easily picture how slutty I look. With him hitting all the right places, combined with being lost in the fantasy of being just a hole for him to use, my ass clenches around him, and I explode with ecstasy.

"I'm coming, oh fuuuuck," I wail into the mattress as my pussy pulsates from my climax. I rub my clit furiously as the pleasure peaks again. This is fucking awesome.

When my shaking stops, Mike holds my hips steady and picks up the pace, chasing his own release. As the powerful sensations take over my body again, I moan and give into the moment with total surrender. I never dreamed I'd like anal sex this much, but Mike is right, I could get addicted to this. I thrash against him, hot and wild. It’s filthy and it makes me even more submissive.

Before long, Mike grunts and buries his cock deep as he comes in a rush of hot cream shooting deep into me. As he floods me, it triggers another small orgasm, and I moan in delight as his hips flex while he finishes unloading.

"Goddamn," Mike groans. "You’re wonderful."

When he slowly eases his spent cock out of me, I whine at the loss. Instead of collapsing onto the bed next to me, he goes into the adjoining bathroom and I hear the faucet running. He comes back and sits beside me with a damp washcloth and helps me up onto my elbows before gently cleaning me. When I give him a dopey grin, he discards the washcloth in a thoughtfully-provided laundry basket against the wall and leans down for a kiss.

"How was that for you, Kitten?"

He crawls into bed and I nestle close to him. "I loved it, and you are totally right. I'm going to be an insatiable anal slut before long."

"Mmmm, my favorite kind of problem," he growls in a low, sexy tone that makes me shiver. "But now we rest. The night is still young."

And he's right. We have lots to experience tonight, but it's a hell of a good start to a party and I couldn't be happier. I'm already wondering what else is in store for us this evening.


Chapter 7



MIKE

Willow falls asleep next to me and I let her rest. I used her pretty hard, and the night is nowhere near finished. She’s earned a break.

She sleeps peacefully for an hour, and when she wakes, I tell her to go shower and to come back naked. She can tell from my Dom voice that it's an order, and she has a spring in her step as she rushes off to freshen up.

When she gets back, I’m out of bed and wearing my boxers. As I walk over to the door, she glances at our clothes.

"We’re not getting dressed?" I put my hand behind my back and I shake my head. "Come over here. I have the only thing you need to wear."

She looks at me curiously, and as she steps up, I bring my hand out in front of me. I open my fist, showing her the red ribbon from the last party. She’d taken the green one off to shower, and her hand trembles as I tie the red one around her wrist.

Her eyes go round. “This means I'm freeuse.”

“Yes, it does.”

Her eyes glow with lust. “Are you sure about this?”

She’s so adorable. I want to kiss her and fuck her again, but I want her to know that she’s free to explore her sexuality with me. She asked for this, and it’s something that turns me on as well. “I am, and anyone who wants to use your mouth can do so. But your pussy is mine, and no one gets to use your ass but me.”

I open the door and step out into the corridor and Willow follows me. She glances around and I can tell she’s self-conscious.

"Don't be ashamed of your nakedness," I growl. "You're beautiful. Let everyone see that."

She straightens her back and stands tall, then tips her face up, clearly wanting a kiss. I brush my lips across hers and she sighs, "Yes, Sir."

As we make our way down the stairs, people start to notice her. So far, no one has approached us, but that might be the don’t-touch-her vibe that I’m giving off. She may be freeuse, but I’m still in control.

We walk into the living room and it’s basically an orgy. People are fucking on the furniture and on the floor. There’s a group of watchers standing around, eager to join in but waiting for an opportunity. I scoop Willow up into my arms and carry her to the center of the room and place her down on the floor.

"Freeuse mouth for anyone who wants to use it," I say. "But ONLY the mouth."

I know how much she wants to be a proper freeuse cock slut for the night. Even though she’s trying to look calm as the first guy approaches with his cock in his hand, I see the glee in her eyes. He's muscular and ripped, so I assume he's some type of bodybuilder.

"God damn, you're pretty," he groans as he slides his hand into her hair. "I’m going to love using your throat."

Before he has time to do anything else, she grabs his cock and starts jerking it as she guides it between her lips.

That’s my good little cocksucker.

He's setting a quick pace, and I know that if he keeps it up, he's going to blow his load quickly.

"No coming yet. There will be plenty of time for that. Right now, just enjoy using her."

He nods and slows down, making sure that each thrust completely fills her mouth. I look down at Willow to make sure she’s okay, and she has the same blissful serenity on her face that I’ve seen whenever she’s blowing me. She's loving it and, as if to reassure me, she rubs my cock through my boxers.

"The lady has a free hand if anyone wants it."

Instantly, a new guy steps up—a nerdy-looking middle-aged guy. His cock is already hard as she wraps her fingers around him and rubs the tip with her thumb. His loud moan says he likes what she’s doing. There’s a nudge at my side and another guy tries to move me out of the way so that she can use her other hand. I stand behind her and watch as she brings all three of them close to an orgasm, making them pant and moan and fight not to lose control. When it looks like they can't take anymore, I speak up.

"Swap out, three more."

The guys want to come, but none of them argue. They all got pleasure and there’s no shortage of other people here who will help finish them off. They all retreat and are replaced instantly.

I’m buzzing from being in control of so many people’s pleasure, and while Willow’s mouth isn’t busy, I ask her a question.

"Why are you sucking all these guys?"

She smiles and wipes some pre-cum and saliva from her chin.

"Because you told me to, and I’m your freeuse toy."

I rub her neck and kiss the top of her head. "Why else?"

She lets out a happy sigh."Because I'm a cock-hungry slut who wants it."

I don't know if she hears me say ‘good girl’ before the next guy thrusts between her lips.

Over the next half hour or so, twelve more guys get to enjoy her. She brings each of them to the edge, only for me to stop them. I know she wants their cum, but I have a plan.

"Kitten, stand for me," I command, and she springs to her feet. I lift her up and carry her to a low table, over to the side. We have a small crowd of people watching now and they follow us, wanting to know what's going to happen next.

I lay her down on her back, her head hanging off the end of the table. I run my fingers up her thighs before spreading her legs and stepping away..

"Touch yourself. Show everyone how wet and horny you are."

She slides her fingers over her pussy before rubbing her clit. She moans loudly and her other hand moves up to her breasts and squeezes her nipples. When she pinches them hard, her gasping noises make my cock throb. Her eyes are focused on me, even though there are at least twenty people in various states of nakedness standing close and watching her.

I remove my boxers and my cock springs up. It’s been difficult to wait, but I know she’s truly ready for me now.

"I'm going to fuck you in front of these people and show them all that you're mine."

She nods, still rubbing herself and still locking eyes with me.

“Ask for it,” I demand.

"Will you fuck me, Sir? Please use my holes and make me your freeuse slut."

"Good girl."

I pounce on her, my cock driving deep into her pussy. I pin her arms down so she’s completely under my control. Every move I make will drive her wild, and I don't intend to be gentle.

Her eyes roll back in her head as if she's losing focus. I want her to be wonderfully empty-headed and give her the bliss that she craves from not being in control.

"Kitten. Eyes on me." She lifts her head slightly and her eyes flicker open as I continue. "I’m going to fuck you. I am going to make you come. You’re going to shout my name as your body shakes and you give yourself to me. But you know what’s going to happen after that?"

With each sentence, I ram into her, my cock throbbing as I get close to losing myself in her.

"No, what?" she gasps.

"All these guys watching you are hard and stroking. They’re all going to come for you. All over your pretty face."

She lets out a guttural moan.

"Do you want that?" I ask.

"Yes. All that cum. All for me."

She knows I love it when she talks extra filthy.

As happy as I am to share her, there’s a possessive part of me wants to fuck her so thoroughly that she can't even think of the other guys.

I let go of one of her arms and give her breast a slap. I know it doesn't have to be hard. The surprise of it will be enough to make her desperate and needy.

"Again," she cries.

"No, I decide what to do. You’re not in charge."

She moans, "Please Sir, can I have another?"

I slap her other breast, then pin her down again, furiously hammering into her.

"Oh fuck. OH FUCK. Please, can I come? Please? I'm going to come. Can I come?"

I glance at the onlookers and see that they are all stroking along; even a couple of women are jilling off.

"Come for me, Kitten."

It's like the words set off a chain reaction. Her back arches and her body shakes as she cries out my name. Her pussy clenches around me, and I have to use all my strength to keep her pinned to the table.

Just then, the first onlooker comes. It's the nerdy guy, and he lets out a groan before shooting his load over Willow’s lips.

"Oh, fuck yes. More," she whimpers as she licks his cum.

The guy to our right lets out a moan and a spray of cum hits the side of her face. The next guy steps forward and aims at her lips, getting most of it into her mouth and only a little on her forehead. It's like the floodgates are open and within seconds she’s getting coated in cum. Guy after guy steps forward and shoots over her face and chest, even into her hair.

I continue to fuck her as I watch, keeping myself on the edge until the pleasure is too much.

"Kitten..."

"Yes?"

"You're mine."

I erupt inside her, slamming into her again and again as I give her every drop of cum that I have. As if from far away, I hear the audience whoop and cheer. But all my attention is on my girl. Releasing her arms, I pound into her and claim her for myself until I’m spent. Pleasure wracks my body, and I sink onto her as the last few spasms ripple down my spine.

"Oh fuck, Mike. Fuck. That was so good. Oh god. So much cum. And my Sir used me in front of everyone."

Wrapping my arms around her, I pick her up as I stand. My mouth claims hers, hungry for her kisses, and I’m not going to stop until I get my fill. Her legs hook behind my waist and she slides her arms around my neck. I can’t think of anything except how lucky I am to have this amazing woman.

As the rush of the moment fades, I carry her from the room. Her ribbon falls to the floor, loosened during the fucking. We don't need it now. I’ll be the only man with her for the rest of the night. I take her back to the room and we fall into bed, kissing and snuggling.

I expect us to stay here for the night, but after a few minutes she asks to go home.

"I want to fall asleep in your arms, in our bed. And wake up in our house and have you make me breakfast and enjoy how fucking happy I am."

That’s all I want too. We get dressed and head downstairs, not caring how disheveled we are. When we stumble out of the house, the cool air revives us a little. I slip my arm around her as we walk to the car.

"Mike. Can you wait a moment?"

She steps away from me and walks over to a woman standing near the end of the driveway, and asks her, "Hey, are you OK?"

The woman is young, about Willow's age. She’s staring at the building behind us. She's wearing a green hat and a silver dress, as if she was going to a party.

"This is the..." she lowers her voice to talk to Willow, but I can still hear her. "Freeuse party, right?"

Willow nods. "First time here?" she asks.

The woman grins and glances over at me nervously before looking back at Willow. "That obvious? I was supposed to be here earlier, but I got lost. And now, with all the noise and the people, I’m not sure I can go in. Is it, you know, fun?"

Willow moves closer to her. "Yeah. It's great. It's truly amazing. I was like you and nervous my first time. But luckily I found a great guy, and he made it so special for me.” Willow pauses and blows me a kiss. “You might not get that, but everyone in there is having a great time. So I say go in, and don't do anything you don't want to do. Heck, just stand and watch if that's your thing. But it's an incredible experience, and it's changed my life."

The woman looks shocked Willow is talking from the heart about a sex party, but I know Willow means everything she’s saying. It's where we met, and it's where she found her kinks and owned her sexuality. The freeuse party changed our lives.

"Wow, that's quite a recommendation. You know what? I think I will go in. Thank you."

Willow watches her as she heads towards the house and disappears inside before joining me again. She wraps her arms around me and rests her head on my chest.

"I hope she finds someone as wonderful as you are," she says, and then laughs. "But hopefully younger, ‘cause it's way past your bedtime."

“Oh, yeah?” I chase her to the car, and when I catch her, she laughs and shrieks before I give her a deep kiss. Opening the door for her, I smile as she wiggles her ass at me as she climbs in. By the time I walk around to the driver’s side, she’s leaning back with her eyes closed.

"Kitten?”

"Yeah?" She cracks her eyes open.

"I love you."

She smiles and sinks into her seat. “I love you too, with all my heart.”

She’s already asleep before we leave the driveway. While she dozes, I realize that I’ve made this journey home so many times before and I’ve always been happy and satisfied. But on all those occasions, it never felt as perfect as this. In the past, sex was always the thing that made me most happy. Now my joy is sitting next to me. And this… this is only the start of our journey.


Epilogue



WILLOW

I'm lying on my back on my bed in shorts and a T-shirt, staring at the smooth ceiling with no cracks as Alice giggles through the phone. "Wait, wait, are you serious? Your mother actually apologized for being a shitty mother your entire life?"

"Yup." I laugh with her and check the clock on the nightstand again. Mike should be home from work any minute now.

"Holy shit. That's huge."

Her incredulous tone makes me laugh again. "I know, right? She started going to therapy when she realized she was going to lose me. She's even got my dad in couples counseling. When we had Christmas dinner with them, they asked us a ton of questions about how we were doing. It wasn't all about them."

Alice sighs. "Well, at least your baby will have grandparents in their life. The extra support might be nice."

I rub my growing baby bump and smile. This was another thing my mother was wrong about. Mike definitely wants our baby. We didn't try to get pregnant, but we were both tickled when it happened by accident. And every day he reminds me how much he loves me, and the baby growing inside me.

I hear the garage door open and I quickly say goodbye to Alice. "Hey, I'll catch you later. Mike just got home. Next time, we're only talking about you. I need to know what's going on with your man."

Alice laughs, “You got it. We'll catch up later,” and ends the call.

"Hi, Kitten."

I put my phone down. Mike is standing in the doorway, unbuttoning his dress shirt, looking completely yummy in his business casual attire. The hunger in his eyes makes me wet, and I desperately want him inside me. I pat the spot on the bed beside me. "Hey, you're home! Come cuddle with me?"

He continues stripping. "Do you know what day it is?"

I shake my head no, playing innocent, because I know exactly what day it is. It's St. Patrick's Day, and we both agreed that I was going to be his freeuse slut all weekend in celebration. "Can't say that I do," I tease. "Remind me again.”

In response, he raises his eyebrow at me while undoing the buckle of his belt and slipping it free from the loops of his pants.

"Really?" he says while waving it at me. "I think someone needs to be reminded what a little slut she is. Get on your hands and knees."

Mmm, this is going to be good. I do as I'm told as he finishes removing his clothes. He peels them down to his knees before climbing on the bed behind me.

"Now Kitten," he says as he rubs the tip of his cock up and down my wet pussy. "You better be prepared to beg like you've never begged before if you want to come this weekend. I've got a need to use my pregnant slut until she's dripping with my cum and mindless from not having an orgasm."

Oh fuck! Before I can say anything, he buries his cock deep into my pussy and starts thrusting. I cry out in pleasure and move my head down to the bed, opening myself up wider for him. We both have busy lives, so we don't get to do freeuse as often as we'd like, but we take full advantage of it whenever we both have a weekend with nothing going on.

His fingers dig into the flesh of my hips as he takes me roughly, and his dirty talk makes me dizzy. "Fucking my pregnant slut. I'm going to fill you with so much cum, you'd get knocked up if you weren't already pregnant. Let's see how well you remember to beg while I use this tight pussy."

When he holds my shoulder down, forcing my face all the way into the mattress, it changes the angle of entry and his cock drills in deeper and harder. The friction against my pussy walls plus the tip of his cock hitting deep inside me makes it so damn good, my whole body shakes as the pleasure builds in layers.

"May I please come, Sir?" I pant, unable to get enough air.

I squeak in surprise when he slaps my ass hard. "Nope. I haven't decided if you're coming at all tonight."

Shit, fuck. I try to hold my orgasm back, but he's making it difficult as he continues fucking me and slapping my ass. Each spank is a pleasurable pain that heightens my arousal.

Finally, it gets to be too much and my whole body tenses, but I fight the urge to release, not yet asking to come because I'm certain that he's not going to say yes.

When he reaches under me to brush against my clit, I scream into the bed and curse as I try to hold in my impending climax. "Can I come, please, please, please? Oh god. I'm going to come!"

I writhe under him and right before I come, he pulls out.

"Noooo!" My body spasms from the lack of orgasm, and he continues to rub my clit just enough to keep me desperate.

Mike bends forward, resting his lips next to my ear, still fingering me without mercy. "That was just the appetizer, Kitten." He straightens and slaps my ass one last time. "Now get on your back."

As soon as I roll over, I expect him to fuck me again, but he lies next to me and rubs on my belly. I watch with curiosity as his hand slowly creeps up, pushing at my shirt and exposing my breasts. He plays with one of my sensitive nipples, gently squeezing. "My fertile goddess's body is incredible."

He takes the nipple in his mouth as his hand glides down my body and between my legs. I moan softly as pleasure radiates from my breasts to my clit. He teases the swollen bundle of nerves with a light touch that drives me absolutely mad. Right when I'm at the point of begging him again, he pushes two fingers into my pussy.

The pleasure makes me mewl out, "Oh, fuck, please can I come?"

Saying nothing, he keeps up a steady, delicious rhythm until I can't hold it in any longer, and I beg some more. "P-please? Oh god, I need to come, please?"

In answer, he increases the pace, curling his fingers in a "come hither" motion while rubbing my clit. As pleasure surges through me, he sucks harder on my nipple. I'm so close to coming, I can hardly think straight. Every part of me throbs with need.

Without a word, he pushes deeper, hitting that spot inside me that always makes me lose control. I moan as my hips buck off the bed. His thumb circles my clit, sending waves of pleasure through me. I can't take it anymore. I need to come.

"Fuck, oh god. I’m going to come. Let me come!” I beg him.

He finger fucks me harder and faster. "Come for me," he groans. "Show me how much you want it."

As soon as he gives me permission, I explode. My body shudders and my pussy squeezes his fingers tightly. It's one of the strongest orgasms I've ever experienced. He continues rubbing my clit, refusing to release me until I'm spent and gasping for breath.

"That's it, kitten," he whispers. "You look so fucking beautiful when you come like that."

My head is still spinning from the intensity of my orgasm as he moves between my splayed legs. This time, he enters me slowly, with reverence, as his gaze locks with mine. He kisses me deeply, and I feel drugged with lust. The way I respond to Mike has always been intense, and I love him with all my heart.

His voice is thick as his words echo my thoughts. “I love you so much, Kitten.”

I moan and arch against him as we make love. As we kiss, our soft moans fill the air. Our bodies surge together in perfect harmony.

His lips graze my neck, a whisper of a touch that ignites a fire within me. The combination of his tender lovemaking after the raw passion he unleashed in me by calling me his fucktoy and threatening to edge me is exactly what I love about him. He knows how to thrill me and I always feel desired.

As we continue to rock together, the heat builds within me and I’m ready to explode again. He thrusts harder, making me moan, “Oh god, I’m going to come.”

“Not yet, Kitten,” he says, and I whimper in desperation as I try to hold back my orgasm. He shifts to thrust even deeper, and my entire body quivers from the exquisite pleasure.

I claw at his back, wrapping my legs around him and drawing him further inside me, desperately craving every inch of him. Then, something magical happens. For a split second, I feel as though I leave my body—as if our souls are becoming one. When he sinks deep into me, my entire being lights up, and I'm caught up in wave after wave of bliss. It's unlike anything I've ever experienced before.

I cry out, unable to form words as pure ecstasy rolls over me. Mike follows me over the edge seconds later, emptying himself with a shuddering groan. He fucks his cum back up into me, unloading everything he's got as my body floats in a sea of pleasure.

When he slows down, I unwrap my legs, and he moves to the side. We lie there in each other’s arms, neither of us speaking.

I know my man, though; when I look at him, I can tell he's trying to hide a smile.

"Mike?" I ask. "What are you up to?"

When he grins widely, I know I was right as he says, "Yep, you'd definitely be pregnant right now if you weren't already."

I laugh at how silly he is. Our lips find each other’s as his fingertips play lightly on the skin of my stomach, tracing the outline of my baby bump.

"For now," he murmurs. "But with how much my Kitten loves to beg me to breed her, I think we're going to have a large family."

I'm not sure he's joking, and my heart skips a beat. "Oh yeah? I don't know, you're kind of old. Won't you be too weak to knock me up again?" I giggle as his eyes widen in mock outrage.

And then my naughty and caring man whispers in my ear. "I'm never going to be too old to breed my slutty fucktoy. You're going to be a pregnant, dripping mess all the time if I have anything to say about it."

His words send a rush of desire through me. Shit, I love that idea. When his cock surges against my side, I can tell he likes the thought as well.

I push on his chest, forcing him onto his back, and lift an eyebrow in challenge. "Well then, Sir. Let's see you prove it."

And with that, I climb on top of him, ready to have the most exciting and sexy St. Patrick's Day ever while I milk him for all his cum. Life doesn’t get any better than this.

The End


Holiday Heat Collab Series



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

Magic isn’t real...

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

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

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

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

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

Note: This story is dual point of view with April Cross writing Noelle and Alec Lake writing Nick. Enjoy the experience of two distinct voices telling the story while both authors bring their own writing style and creativity to give the characters life.

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

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


About April Cross and Matt Lake



April Cross (also Lacey Cross)

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

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

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

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

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

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

Website: 
https://mattlakewriter.com/

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

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

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