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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



WILLOW

The moment I wake up, I immediately feel a delicious soreness between my legs. As I roll onto my back and stare at the crack in my ceiling, memories of the freeuse Halloween party last night flash through my brain. I can’t stop grinning. It was the best fucking experience of my life. Literally. I even came! Twice! I had no idea how much I would enjoy submitting to someone. Mike was a gentle but assertive dom, and he made me feel safe while also turning me on beyond belief. I still can’t believe my luck. Who knew I’d meet Mr. Right at a freeuse party?

Hmm, stop right there, Willow. He’s not Mr. Right. He was Mr. Right-For-The-Night. I can’t get ahead of myself, although I hope he messages me again. Oh shit, what if he doesn’t? What if I was just a fun piece of ass he used, and then after I left the party, he went back in and found someone he liked better?

Ugh.

My thoughts whirl as I grab my phone to check the time. I squint at the bright screen, trying to focus. It’s almost noon on November first. My Halloween birthday is over. I’m 25, and no longer a virgin. Hey, that’s what I’ll do...I’ll message him and thank him for giving me a wonderful birthday. I never actually told him last night that he was my birthday present to myself.

Oooh, I’ve got text messages! Shit, I need to relax. It’s probably just Alice. Butterflies swirl in my stomach as I swipe open my messages.

There is a text from Alice—which I temporarily ignore because there’s also one from Mike. I squeal and bolt upright to a sitting position.

Mike
Just checking you got home safely and you’re not too sore. Text me if you need anything.



After I read it at least ten times trying to evaluate it, I take a breath to steady my nerves. It’s a little formal, but he actually messaged me and didn’t string me along for days, so that’s exciting. Hmm...need anything...like his wonderful cock pounding me into the mattress again? My pussy hums and I giggle at myself. Yeah, I need that.

Shit, now I have to reply, but what do I say? I definitely want to let him know how incredible last night was, but I don’t want to sound thirsty, like “can we do that again today?”

I debate what to say, then my brain takes over and my fingers fly on the keypad. Before I can question myself, I hit “send,” and give myself a mental pat on the back. What I said was perfect. I was witty and engaging.

Willow


I’m wonderfully sore in the most delightful way. Had a fantastic night. I’m definitely a fan of freeuse!




Almost the instant I set my phone aside, it pings. Eep! I jump out of bed – with only a slight wince at my soreness – and skip to my tiny joke-of-a-kitchen to make coffee while I compose myself.

This is going well. I just need to be myself. That’s all I have to offer, anyway. If he doesn’t like it, oh well, that’s his loss. It’s taken a lot of therapy to give myself this pep talk.

I’m not looking to marry the guy, but I wouldn’t say no to some more sex. My single-cup coffee maker chugs away while I read the next text from Mike.

Mike
I had an excellent time as well. If you’d like to continue exploring, I’m happy to help. I enjoy toying with obedient little freeuse sluts.



Oh fuck. All thoughts drain from my head. Toying with obedient sluts? Was I a “toy,” or was I a willing participant? I daydream about him spanking me, calling me a slut, and making me beg for his cock. Heat builds in my core and my clit pulses as I squeeze my legs together, imagining him holding me down, his massive cock pounding into me while I’m completely powerless. Yep, I’m a willing participant… who enjoys being a toy.

Coffee forgotten, I perch on a kitchen chair and type out another message.

Willow


I’m always up for being a toy, or other kinds of play. Would like to spend time with you again, if that’s agreeable?




Ugh, did I sound too formal? I chew on my thumbnail as I stare at the three little dots that show he’s typing a response.

Mike
Perfectly agreeable.



He sends me two smiling emojis and my body floods with relief, not just because he seemed to like my overly proper-sounding text, but because it means I get to be with him again. I’ve only just met the guy, and he’s already got me in a dither over a simple text.

Oh shit, Alice! I quickly check Alice’s message and she confirms she got home fine, and jokes that the pirate rocked her world. He was definitely rocking the couch when I saw them together.

I spend most of the day messaging back and forth with Alice in between texting Mike. I keep hoping he’ll invite me over for a hard fucking tonight, but he doesn’t. My apartment is too shitty, and I don’t want to invite him over here, but I might if I get desperate enough.

After flirting most of the day, I’m wound up like a clockwork toy. Dammit, now that I’ve had a little taste of pleasure, my body wants more. Why doesn’t he invite me over? If anything, it feels like he’s keeping his distance.

Eventually, it’s dinner time and my stomach rumbles. Shit, we’ve been texting all day. I need to put the phone away and get something to eat. On the way to my fridge, I suddenly remember that I’m supposed to be a responsible adult and I had errands to run today. I sigh in disappointment. Adulting sucks. Mike is like the new shiny toy catching my attention. and the high I get every time I get a message from him is addictive.

As much as I don’t want to, after dinner I reluctantly get ready and go out to drop some mail at the post office and I need groceries from the store. I keep checking my phone to see if he’s responded to my last message. Nothing. Ugh.

When I check for the tenth time, I force myself to turn the sound off and shove my phone in my purse. Oh shit, I really am getting obsessed. All the dude did was give me two orgasms.

Mmm, but it was good. REALLY good.

Fuck. I shake my head to clear it. Nope, this is stupid and I refuse to get my hopes up and make him into something he’s not. I went to the party to lose my virginity on my terms, with no one expecting me to orgasm. There’s probably tons of guys like him out there, so what makes me think this is different—just because we had sex and then I discovered I can orgasm?

I shove aside the little voice in my head that tells me I’m wrong, and there’s something special about Mike. I just want some more sex, dammit. I wonder what freeuse looks like outside of a party? Can just two people do freeuse? I daydream about Mike fucking me over a dining table full of food as I finish my errands.

Mike finally replies to me and we flirt over text until bedtime. He’s entertaining, and I can tell he probably enjoys a good joke and sexually teasing in person. He’s not what I’d expect from an older guy.

I wonder what his story is.


Chapter 2



MIKE

I put my phone next to me and lie back on the bed, wondering where this is going.

I’ve spent pretty much all day texting with Willow, getting to know her a little better, but mainly flirting. Considering how much younger than me she is, I’m surprised that we talk so easily. I keep telling myself that maybe this is a bad idea. She’s far too young for me and I have no interest in having a relationship, but then she sends me a message that makes me smile and I type back.

What I really want to do is invite her over so I can fuck her again. I’m pretty sure that if I asked, she would say yes. But I’m also sure that it’s not a good idea for either of us. At the past Halloween parties, if I give my number to someone, I usually leave it a couple of days to let them know that I’m interested in sex and not seem too keen, but that’s it. There’s no expectation for any more than that. I’ve already broken that rule with Willow and I worry that if I invite her over, she’s going to think it’s more than it is.

I think I’m going to play it cool for a bit. I’ve offered to teach her more about freeuse and kink, and I hope she takes me up on that. But no rushing into it, because as good as it was, it’s still just going to be some fun sex.

Closing my eyes, I decide to hold off with the texting. Maybe for a day or two.

***

Well, all of my plans went out of the window.

It’s been a week since the Halloween party and we’ve been texting each other pretty much every day. I really tried to play it cool, but something about her seems to weaken my resolve.

In a way, it’s a good thing. Thanksgiving is coming up, and that was one of the holidays I enjoyed the most with my wife, and it brings back memories of her. I don’t have any other family, so being alone at Thanksgiving always feels haunted by the ghost of celebrations past. As usual, I plan to hunker down at home, watch terrible TV shows, and think about reading all the books on my shelf that, realistically, I will never get around to reading. So talking to Willow has been a pleasant distraction from that looming on the horizon.

Our texting is still flirty, but there seems to be an edge to it now. I think both of us want to take it further, but neither of us is making the first move.

It’s still early in the morning, and I get out of bed and head to the kitchen. Pancakes may not be the healthiest thing to start the day with, but on the weekend, it’s my treat for being good during the working week.

I’d just finished making them and I’m sliding them onto my plate when my phone buzzes. It’s Willow.

Willow


Morning! I woke up early, so I thought I’d check in with you. If you’re even awake. Do people as old as you even sleep?




I smile as I type back. She found out yesterday just how much older I am and has been bringing it up jokingly ever since.

Mike
Less of the cheekiness, young lady, or I will put you over my knee.



There is a pause and then I see her replying.

Willow


Is that a promise?




I rest against the counter and think about putting her over my knee, dragging her panties off and spanking her ass.

Mike
Are you still in bed?



There is no pause.

Willow


Yeah. Want to join me?




Someone’s feeling frisky today. Time to turn that to my advantage.

Mike
Remove your covers and spread your legs. I’m going to give you some instructions.



This time the reply is a little slower, like I caught her by surprise.

Willow


Oh, okay. Done.




I carry the pancakes to the bedroom and set the plate on the nightstand. I have a feeling they’re going to go cold before I have time to eat them.

Mike
Slip your hand up over your breasts. I want you to close your eyes for 30 seconds and think of me removing your panties and putting you over my knee. And while you do that, rub your nipples.



My cock is stirring as I think about her lying in bed, doing what I tell her. The whole thing about being a dom is control. Let’s see how she is at taking commands.

My phone beeps.

Willow


Done. I feel a little fuzzy.




That’s a good sign. I love it when a sub gets all fuzzy headed and obedient.

Mike
Place one hand between your legs and finger yourself. Think of my firm grip on your ass, ready to spank you for being rude about my age.



This time it takes a while for her to reply.

Willow


Done. Got distracted rubbing.




Mike
Good girl. What were you thinking of?



She hesitates, and I’m not surprised. Even though she went to a freeuse party to lose her virginity, I sense that she’s still a little shy. Hopefully, I can get her to come out of her shell, but that’s going to take time.

Willow


I was thinking of being across your lap with one of your hands on my shoulder, pinning me. The other was caressing my ass in a circle, giving me gentle pats, ready to spank me.




I’m about to reply when I see the three dots and know she’s writing something else.

Willow


Can I keep touching myself?




That makes me smile. She really does have the makings of a good sub.

Mike
Keep rubbing. Put one finger on your clit and make little circles. Imagine it’s me doing it. Close your eyes and let your thoughts drift. I want you to think of nothing else except how good it feels. Understand?



Willow


Y.




She’s so fuzzy that she’s not even typing full words. Which is just how I want her. I really want to stroke my cock, but as hard as I am, I want to maintain some control. So instead, I squeeze myself through my jeans.

Mike
How does it feel?



Willow


So good. My body feels all heavy, like I’m sinking into the bed. Trouble thinking. Just want to keep touching.




Mike
Good girl. Keep on touching. That’s all you need to do. Reread my words and touch yourself.



I leave her for a few minutes, letting her sink into it. I imagine her lying there, eyes shut, hand between her legs, lost in it.

Mike
Willow …



Willow


?




What I’m about to do is a little cruel, but it’s also going to drive her wild. And be better for her in the long run.

Mike
I want you to stop touching and wake yourself up. Playtime is over.



Willow


WHAT? NO. I want to keep touching.




Maybe she’s going to be a bratty sub. That’s going to make things fun.

Mike
How do you feel right now?



Willow


Needy. 




I couldn’t have planned it better if I’d tried.

Mike
And that’s how I want you to feel whenever you think about me.



Willow


Oh.




I pick up my plate of pancakes and start eating them. She might go back to touching, she might not. But now that I’ve put the thought in her head, she’ll always think about being horny when she talks to me. And that’s what I wanted.

Willow


You got me all turned on. Now I’m going to be distracted all day. You better be around to talk to me.




Mike
I will be.



Willow


Good. Now if I can’t come, I’m going to go find some food.




I look at my phone as a picture comes through, her lips pushed up against the screen.

Willow


Talk to you later!




She’s funny, sexy, and adorable. And I wonder if I’m allowing her to get too close. But for now, she makes me smile, and that’s all I can ask for.


Chapter 3



WILLOW

My alarm blasts me awake from a delicious dream of Mike fucking me while I have another guy’s cock in my mouth. Groaning, I pick up my phone and blink the sleep from my eyes so I can check my messages. It’s the first thing I do every morning since Mike and I started flirting constantly. But I’m getting impatient. I want to fuck him again. Bad.

It’s been over two weeks of texts and it’s the longest sexual flirting I’ve done with anyone since Oscar-the-Slimeball cheated on me – AND I haven’t even tried to orgasm all this time. I’m afraid I’ll be too in my head again. I keep hoping he’ll invite me over for a fuck, so I’ve just been keeping myself on edge. Why isn’t he inviting me over?

I’ve been worried that he’ll get bored with me since he’s so much older, but he doesn’t seem to be, and we had some enjoyable sexting that didn’t end with any release. I think it’s time to make a move. Hell, if he rejects me, then at least I’ll know he isn’t interested in anything more than sexy flirting.

I roll out of bed and get up to take a shower before work. I don’t dislike my job, and being a barista has its enjoyable moments. My coworkers are great, but it feels like I’ve taken a step back in life. Before I broke up with Oliver-the-Douche, I had a job offer to be a resident services coordinator at an assisted-living facility. But before I accepted the offer, my then-boyfriend, Oliver, played hide the salami with a woman he met at a bar and everything went to shit.

After I dug myself out of the hole I was in, two months had passed and all I felt mentally capable of doing was barista work because it’s what I did for years. During college, I worked at a local coffee shop and my old boss jumped at the chance to have me back. Now I’ve lost my confidence, and I don’t know what the hell I want to do with my life. I’m not sure I can handle the stress of social work. Look at what happened when my boyfriend cheated on me. Just another thing my therapist and I are working on.

It’s Thanksgiving next week and the coffee shop is busy. There’s been a line for pumpkin spice lattes that extends halfway to the door most of the morning. When there’s a pause, I grab a washcloth and clean the counter, lost in thought and counting down the hours until closing. I might head over to Alice’s and see if she can help me figure out what to do about Mike. I need the perfect way to get him to fuck me again—preferably before Thanksgiving, because I’m spending the long weekend over at my parents’ house like I do every year. My parents are kind of assholes, and I don’t want to go. But it’s free food, and I rarely see them, so it always feels like it’s the right thing to do.

When my shift is over, there’s a voice message from my mother asking me to call her, and I snicker at the perfect timing. Right when I’m thinking of going over there, she wants to talk. I’m assuming it’s to discuss details about me cooking something for Thanksgiving, so I dial her as soon as I get to the bus stop. It’s windy and dark, and I wrap my coat around me tighter as the phone rings on her end.

When she picks up, I greet her in my best fake-cheerful voice. “Hi Mom!”

She doesn’t sound enthused. “Willow, hello.”

Wow, her tone’s weird, but it might be a bad connection. There’s a dead silence, so I prompt her. “Uh, you wanted me to call?”

“Yes. I was wondering if you would house sit over Thanksgiving. Your father and I booked a long weekend at a romantic resort.”

My mouth pops open, but she keeps talking.

“We need to get out of town and relax, but someone has to feed the fish and bring in some packages I ordered.”

So we’re not doing dinner like usual? I’m confused and a little hurt. It’s not like I want to go, but I also don’t want to sit at home all alone on Thanksgiving.

My thoughts are a jumble, but if I’m not having Thanksgiving with them, I might as well house sit. Their place is bigger and a lot nicer than my shitty apartment. I sigh and suck it up. “Sure, Mom. I can do that.”

“Excellent. I’m sure we can trust you with the house while we’re gone.”

What the hell, of course she can trust me! What am I, five?

I’m about to gripe at her, but she continues. “I’ll send you our travel plans by email. Talk to you later.”

She hangs up the phone, and I pull it from my ear and stare at it. Well, shit, now I really do need to fuck Mike as soon as possible. Being his mindless toy will make me forget about my asshole parents so maybe I can enjoy my frozen pizza on Thanksgiving – the fuck if I’m cooking anything elaborate just for myself.

The bus arrives, and as I get on, I stew about Thanksgiving. Who wants to spend it alone? I’m an introvert, but I enjoy having something to do on holidays. I wonder what Alice is doing. Maybe I can tag along with her.

Wait...

A burst of excitement makes my heart skip. I’ve got the perfect plan. My hands are shaking as I type a message to Mike.

Willow


Want to house sit with me at my parents’ house over Thanksgiving and have freeuse of me?




There, sent. No taking it back now.

Oh God, he saw my message. Those three dots are a good sign, right? It’s not a quick “no.” I have to close my eyes and take deep breaths. I’m so wound up that when I hear my phone ding, I nearly drop it trying to open the message.

Mike
Sounds tempting. Are you ready to be a good little freeuse slut again for me?



Hell to the fuck yes! I do a little dance in my seat right there on the bus. I’ll have a couple of days with him. I feel like I’ve won the lottery, and now I have something to look forward to.

We spend the rest of my bus ride texting to hash out the details of the freeuse agreement. For the days we’re at my parents’ house, I’m his toy to use unless I say my safeword, which he makes me choose; I tell him it’s the word ‘lime,’ because a woman on the bus is wearing a lime colored t-shirt.

By the time I’m in bed later, it’s hard to fall asleep. My entire body feels like it’s crawling with electricity and I desperately want to touch myself and see if I can come on my own again, but I also want to hold out. It’s just one more week. I can make it, right?

***

I get to my parents’ house the day before Thanksgiving, just in time for them to head to the airport for their romantic getaway. They left me some money to buy groceries, so I borrow their car to go shopping. I snatch up one of the last pumpkin pies in the deli and hunt for the smallest fresh turkey I can find. No frozen pizza for me!

I plan to plop a container of pre-made mashed potatoes into a casserole dish and pretend I made them. Even the canned gravy can be spruced up with some real turkey flavoring. Mike won’t know that it came from a can—or that’s my hope. Hell, I’m not even sure I can cook a turkey. I looked up online how to do it and it doesn’t seem too difficult. Shit, I better get some frozen pizzas after all, in case this turns into a disaster.

When I wake up Thanksgiving morning, I’m in the guest bedroom of my parents’ house. I could say it’s my old bedroom, but when I moved out, they gutted it and re-did everything. Nothing of my old self is left, and it’s bland with no personality. Now it’s just a spacious room decorated in light blue, with a queen-sized bed and plush beige carpet.

A glance at the clock spurs me to get up. I don’t have enough time to lounge around all day. I want to spend a little extra time on getting ready, and then I have plenty to do in the kitchen. After my shower, I blow dry my hair and keep the styling to a minimum so it’ll be extra silky. I go light on my makeup as well. I want a natural look.

Once I’m done, I put on my sexiest black bra and panties, and a silky red dress that nips at the waist and has a full skirt that ends at the knees. I want to be comfortable, but also make him want to fuck me. It’s not every day I get to have a freeuse fuck fest with the hottest guy I’ve met in forever.

Giving myself a final critical look in the mirror, I decide to put my hair in a ponytail. Once that’s done, I look perfect. Smoothing out the imaginary wrinkles in my dress, I imagine Mike bending me over the table and pinning me to it so I’m unable to do anything but submit to him. He’ll lift my skirt, move my panties to the side, and fuck me hard. A wave of desire rushes over me and I close my eyes as I feel my nipples ache. Fuck, I wish he was here already.

I shove the thought away. I need to be patient. He’ll be here soon enough, and we’ll have a nice dinner, and then he’ll ravish me. Before I leave the bedroom, I put on a pair of black ballet flats. I’d love to wear some fuck-me high heels, but I’m a sensible girl and I’m not going to be in the kitchen wearing those safety hazards.

Shit, I hope I can come again. What if that was a fluke? I should have tried again on my own, but if that hadn’t worked, then tonight could be terrible. How much I’m wound up over the thought of having sex again and worrying about my orgasm tells me I need to chill out. It’s less likely to happen if I don’t relax. If I don’t orgasm this weekend, it won’t be the end of the world.

But I hope I do.

As I walk through the house, I imagine all the ways Mike could fuck me – the couch in the living room, the floor in front of the fireplace, bent over the table….

Okay, I need to focus. I’m overheating, so I step out onto the back porch to cool off before starting the turkey. It’s cold outside, so I only stay a minute before I’m back inside and tying an apron around my waist to keep my dress clean.

When the turkey is in the oven, I unlock the front door and text Mike that he can let himself in when he gets here. If he’s anything like me, he’ll still knock or ring the doorbell. It’s weird to just waltz into a stranger’s house.

Two hours later, I’ve got all the food in baking dishes and prepped, and the empty packages buried deep in the trash and recycling so no one will accidentally see the empty gravy can. I’m jittery from anticipation, so I dig around in the pantry and find a can of olives and some pickles. I’m prepping a relish tray when I sense someone behind me.

Looking over my shoulder, I spot Mike and my pussy contracts in pure, unadulterated lust. I stare at the object of my wet dreams—Mr. Perfect Dom—standing there, all broad shouldered and muscular. It might be because I’m turned on, but he’s sexier than I remembered from Halloween. He’s wearing blue jeans that hug his muscular thighs, and a dark green shirt that sets off his eyes.

I barely have time to smile at him before he’s right behind me, pushing my shoulder to the counter. Ohhh, wow. We’re doing this now? When he trails his fingers up the skirt of my dress and strokes my pussy through my panties, all my thoughts evaporate as my nerve endings hum to life. Mmm, yeah, right now is perfect.

Before I can gather my thoughts, he yanks my panties down, and I step out of them and widen my stance. The feel of his hand on my skin is electric and I’m instantly wet. When his fingers slip into my slick folds, I gasp and rise onto my toes. Pleasure ripples from my core and I fight the urge to grind against his hand.

This is going to be a fabulous Thanksgiving.


Chapter 4



MIKE

I’m not waiting around. She invited me over for freeuse and that’s what she’s going to get. Food is a nice little extra, but it can go cold if it has to. I’ve been wanting to fuck her for days, and I’m taking her now. If she really wants to be a good slut, she’ll be ready for it. She has a safeword, so she can stop it in an instant whenever she wants.

The oven makes a buzzing sound, startling her. For a moment it seems like she’s going to move towards it, but I brush my middle finger gently over her clit and she pauses.

“The food…” she says, but I give her pussy a gentle smack.

“Can wait. My pleasure comes first.”

“Yes, whatever you want.”

Putting my hand on the back of her head, I gently push it forward.

I growl into her ear. “Head back down on the counter and keep it there. You can get the food in a few minutes, but for now, you’re my slutty little fucktoy, and I get to use you whenever I want. And I want to use you now, understand?”

She nods her head slightly and mumbles a yes. I have a feeling she’s going to be a very obedient sub for me over the next few days. I might even let her call me Sir.

I unzip my pants and she tries to peek back at me, but instead she gets a spank on the ass.

“No, keep looking forward. You don’t need to see it. I’m going to be fucking you with it soon enough.”

My cock springs free, and I slap it gently against her pussy. I want her to feel how hard it is, a little preview of what she has coming. And I know that me doing this will also make her feel slutty because she’s letting a guy do whatever perverted thing he wants to do to her.

“The food smells great,” I say as I position myself behind her, my hand slipping over her ass.

“Thank you… oh FUCK.”

My fingers sink deep into her pussy. She’s soaking wet and ready for me.

“Tell me what food you have.”

Her voice wobbles as she tries to tell me, but my fingers pistoning in and out of her pussy seem to distract her. “Turkey. Gravy. Mashed potatoes. Umm. Can’t think.”

Before I left my house earlier, I grabbed a handful of condoms. Then, thinking of what I had in mind, I took a few more. I don’t plan to do much more this Thanksgiving besides eat and fuck. While she’s talking, I get a condom out of my jeans pocket and stop fingerfucking her long enough to slip one on and rub the tip of my cock against her pussy.

“I can see more food. What else is there?”

“Relish tray...”

Grabbing her hips, I thrust forward and sink deep inside her. She’s so tight and warm that I nearly groan, but I turn it into a growl that makes her shiver.

“Good girl. Is there pie? There better be pie.”

I thrust in and out of her, slow and steady, and she groans while her legs tremble. “Yes. Pie. Pumpkin and cream – whipped cream.”

I resist making a crude joke and instead concentrate on how good she feels wrapped around me.

Reaching forward, I place my hand on her throat. I’m not going to choke her—she’s far too inexperienced for that—but having my hand there will make her feel controlled.

“You’re mine for the next few days. Whenever I want you, however I want you. Understand?”

She groans a, “Fuck” and thrusts herself back against me.

“I said, do you understand?”

She tries to nod. “Yes. Yours to use whenever you want.”

“Good. Now be a good freeuse toy. I’m going to use your pussy nice and hard and you’re going to spread yourself for me. I want you to imagine you’re being watched, just like you were when you gave those guys blowjobs. Don’t forget, I know what a slut you can be.”

I have a feeling that some light degradation will work on her, and from her sighs and moans, I can tell I’m right. She shifts under me, her head on the counter, and I speed up my thrusts.

“What do you want?” I ask.

“Fuck me. Want you to come. Use me like the slut I am.”

Slapping her ass, I speed up, giving it to her a little rougher, but not too bad.

She gasps, “Oh, fuck… yeah. Like that. You don’t need to be gentle.”

For a second, I wonder if she could take me at my roughest, a leash in my hand and a collar on her neck. When I picture it, she has the most gorgeous look of ecstasy on her face. Maybe she could take it. But not now, not today.

It’s been a few days since I masturbated, and I know that when I orgasm, I’m going to come hard. The tightness of her pussy and the sound of her moans are going to make it quick, but we have all weekend, so I’m not worried about blowing my load too soon. There will be plenty of time for more pleasure later.

“Ask for it.”

She grabs at the counter, trying to steady herself as I slam into her, but she doesn’t respond.

“Willow, I said ask for it.”

She glances over her shoulder, and she looks gorgeous. Her face is red and her ponytail is disheveled, but what stands out is the need in her eyes.

“Please. Come in me.”

I groan and let loose, emptying myself. My fingers tighten their hold on her hips and I thrust so hard that I nearly lift her off her feet. She lets out a satisfied groan and I continue to pound into her, letting her feel every throb.

After a few seconds, I pull back, giving her ass a slap.

“Good. Now let’s see about getting this food served up. I’m starving.”

***

After I use her, it takes a little while for her to be able to think again. After all, we only really met once before and then here I was, fucking her over the counter. But when I start getting the food ready and taking it to the table, she jumps into action and we get it all served up. Luckily, the turkey didn’t burn even though we left it in the oven too long while we were fucking.

We chat about a variety of things over dinner—pretty normal conversation after I railed her against the counter. After dinner, I lean back in my chair and let out a content groan. I can’t remember the last time I had such a good meal. Willow looks just as happy, and is beaming across the table at me, pleased to see I enjoyed it so much.

“That was SO good. You’re one hell of a cook.”

She does one of her cute little giggles that is so adorable it makes my cock twitch. “Oh, it was nothing.”

I tell her to stay there and relax while I take everything back to the kitchen. She deserves a break, but I also want her to stay at the table for my own reasons.

When I come back, I sit down again. “Come here,” I say.

Willow snaps to attention. She is already learning what my dom voice is and reacting to it.

She gets up and walks around the table, standing in front of me.

“Sit on the edge.”

She hops up onto the surface, her legs swinging in the air. I stretch out and wrap my hands around her ankles and rest her feet on the edges of my chair.

“I’m going to lift your skirt and look at your pussy. Because for the next day or so, it’s mine.”

She nods her head and bites her lower lip. She’s giving off nervous energy but also looks excited.

Taking the hem of her skirt, I lift it until I can see her pussy. She’s shaved recently and I almost want to snap a picture of it. It looks so fucking cute.

But instead, I reach out and take her hand. “I want you to touch yourself while I watch. Put your fingers on your clit and rub little circles. Can you do that for me?”

“Yes,” she says in a quiet voice.

I guide her hand to her pussy. For a moment she does nothing, and then she starts to play with herself.

I look up at her and I make sure she makes eye contact with me. This is all about control and submission. I don’t need to see the movement of her fingers. I want to evaluate how she’s reacting.

Willow holds my gaze for a few seconds before her eyelids flicker.

“Good?” I ask her.

“Yeah, so good.”

Reaching out, I slip my fingers into her folds, getting them wet. Then I raise them to her lips. Without a word, she takes them in her mouth and sucks them clean.

“Good fucktoy. Keep rubbing, doing what you’re told. Because that’s what you really want: someone to take control of you, tell you what to do and to fuck you mindless.”

She nods her head as my fingers slip from her mouth. “Are you going to fuck me?”

“No. Not yet. I have other plans.”

Tightening my grip on her ankles, I lift her legs up, tipping her backwards onto the table. Before she can react, I sink to my knees and let her legs rest on my back as my tongue slides through her folds.

My fingers slip inside her and curl up, getting a groan from her. Gently kissing around the outside of her pussy, I tease her, keeping her on edge. Then my mouth rests on her and my tongue flicks over her clit.

It’s like a bolt of electricity going through her, the table rattling as she arches her back and presses her legs down on me, guiding me forward.

“Oh, fuck yes. Don’t stop, please don’t stop.”

I massage the inside wall of her pussy in just the right spot to make her legs tremble as I suck on her clit. The plan for this weekend was for us both to have fun, but not put any pressure on her to come. But I know the signs. She’s only moments away.

“Do you want to come for me?” I growl into her pussy.

“Yes, fuck yes.”

My thumb brushes over her clit and she grabs the table to keep from sliding away.

“Then come for me.”

She howls and digs her feet into my back, and I’m grateful she’s not wearing heels. Her orgasm is hard and fast and I hold her until she stops shaking. Reaching up, I slide my hands over her breasts and gently squeeze, giving her a last taste of control before I slip her towards me, taking her in my arms and kissing her.

The trembling is not surprising. She just came hard and no doubt her head is a muddle. Wrapping her up and lifting her onto my lap, I sit and let her rest until she wants to speak.

“That was SO good,” she laughs as she nuzzles her head against me. “Who knew you had a talented mouth as well as a big cock?”

“You have not even seen the start of my talents.”

I notice her nipples are showing through her dress, and I growl at the thought of sucking on them, maybe even coming over them. As soon as she hears the growl, she snuggles in tighter.

“Where is your bedroom?” I ask.

“Upstairs, second door on the left.”

I stand up, taking her with me, cradled in my arms. She feels as light as a feather and smiles up at me as I carry her.

“You know what I’m going to do to you?” I ask, taking the stairs two at a time.

“Anything you want, all night long.”

“You’re damn right I am. I’m going to use that sweet mouth of yours and fuck your throat, then if you beg well enough, I’ll pound your cunt so hard you’ll be sore for days.”

“I can beg. I can beg really good.”

I give the door a kick, and it swings open and we go inside. With a backward heel, the door shuts behind us, and we don’t leave the room for the next 12 hours.


Chapter 5



WILLOW

I groan as I wake up. Oh man, what a night. I don’t even know how many times I came. Was it four? No, I think I lost count at four. I should have been fucking an older man all along—to hell with guys my age. They don’t know what they’re doing.

As I lie there, my brain kicks in. Mike is still asleep next to me, and I don’t want to wake him. He deserves the best sleep after rocking my world last night. I climb out of bed and tiptoe into the adjoining bathroom. After I turn the shower on, I quickly brush my teeth while the water is heating up.

The mirror reveals the flush on my cheeks and the sparkle in my eyes. I look happy. Hell, have I ever looked this content before? I’ve got two more days of freeuse before my parents get back. But first, this slut needs a shower.

Stepping under the water, I tilt my head back and let the warmth cascade over me. There’s no point in rushing. Today can be a lazy day. And besides, I want to get as clean as possible before Mike gets me all dirty again.

Suddenly, the shower door opens and I turn as he joins me. There’s a wicked smile on his face, and I resist the urge to jump on him. I’m his fucktoy for the next couple of days. If he wants to fuck me, he will.

He forces me up against the wall of the shower, brushing his hand along my stomach and between my legs to caress my pussy while the other hand plays with my nipple.

“You’re still mine.”

I nod my head, his words making my heart race.

“Be a good toy and bend over.”

He removes his hands so I can turn around. I put my palms flat on the wall and slant forward, presenting my ass to him. I’m curious about what he’s going to do. When he uses a finger to rub my asshole, I jolt in surprise and moan from the unexpected dirty pleasure. Ohhhh, do I want this?

My mind fogs, and the more he touches me, the more desperate I get. He slides a finger into my ass, and I imagine it’s his cock instead. It feels different, but not painful. When he begins to fingerfuck me, my pussy flutters, and I wish I had both holes filled at the same time.

What is this guy doing to me? When he removes his fingers, he slaps my ass, and I yelp.

“Good slut. Now soap me up.”

I stand, eager to comply with his request. Holding back a smile, I squirt body wash into my hand. I can give just as good as I take.

Lathering the soap on his chest, I glide my hands over his muscled torso, inching slowly towards his cock. I love how his muscles contract when I touch him, and his already-hard cock pulses at my gentle caresses.

I lower a hand to cup his balls. Getting him nice and clean is the least I can do for the owner of the cock that made me come so many times. If only I could convince him to keep me, I’d do this every single day.

My hands still. What the fuck did I just think?

He groans, not knowing why I stopped. “Keep going, slut. I’m not clean yet.”

I blink back the thought of him owning me, and stroke his shaft with the soapy bodywash, causing him to grunt with satisfaction. He thrusts his hips a couple of times to fuck my hand before reaching over and brushing my clit with his thumb.

My pussy buzzes as I moan. Fuck, he’s good at getting me horny. And I’m all his to use however he pleases. Within seconds, he has me panting in desperation to come, but before I can climax, he orders me to rinse off and get out of the shower. I rush to obey. He’s in control of my pleasure.

I scoot out and grab a towel to wrap around myself while he stays in the shower to finish cleaning up. While he’s in there, I meander into my bedroom and giggle at the condom wrappers on the floor. I’m going to need to make sure none are hiding under the bed before my parents get home. At least it’s just the wrappers, and not the actual used condoms. Mike always made sure those were wrapped in tissue and thrown in the trash. Fuck, I better empty the trash in the bedroom as well.

When Mike joins me in the bedroom, he’s naked and toweling off his hair. His enormous erection tells me he’s in the mood to use me again. There’s a hunger in his eyes that makes me want to lick my lips, but I behave.

“Knees, now,” he commands.

Like a good freeuse fucktoy, I drop to the ground. This is our unspoken dynamic, and I adore it. When I’m his toy, I have no decisions to make. I’m just his plaything.

He sits on the edge of the bed and strokes his glorious, massive cock. “Crawl to me.”

Mmm, this guy knows how to treat a fucktoy. I ditch my towel and crawl over to him. He strokes my hair, caresses my cheek, then tips my chin up with a firm hand. When his eyes stare into mine, he gives me a soft kiss on the lips, his tender gesture melting my heart and making me crave more kisses and affection from him.

He smiles and positions my head to where he wants it—right in front of his dick. I expect him to put it into my mouth at any moment, and I just stare at it while it twitches inches from my face.

Mike’s cock is the finest specimen I’ve seen in real life—not that I have much to compare it to, but I’m fairly certain it’s better than average. I’ll have to share notes with Alice someday. Or maybe I won’t tell anyone about him. He’ll be my wonderful secret.

He finally pushes my head down, and I open my mouth and lick his cock. I want him to fill my throat so badly, but I’ll let him take charge, doing whatever he wants to do with me.

When he puts pressure on the top of my head, I know what he wants. I take just the tip into my mouth. I’m not done with the teasing and flick my tongue around, enjoying how his cock responds to the slightest movement. Circling the head, I take just an inch into my mouth and flatten my tongue. I stroke him with it, getting him nice and wet with my spit.

Tilting my head up to look at him, I see the satisfaction in his eyes. He gives a slight nod that indicates he enjoys it. I bob my head while I suck, and I’m rewarded with deep moans of approval.

He keeps his hands on my head, directing my movements, and a haze of lust steals over me. I really do feel like a fucktoy. I never knew how much I’d like someone else taking control. Not having to think during sex is pretty fabulous.

When he pulls my head off his cock, I pout. Dammit, why does he have to take away my fun? I was enjoying being mindless and knowing he was getting pleasure from it.

“Get up on the bed, slut. I’m going to make you scream.”

Um...well, okay...that seems good too. I jump up and I’m uncertain what position he wants me in, so I crawl on all fours and look behind me to watch what he’s doing.

He studies me for a moment as he gets a condom from his discarded pants and puts it on before climbing on the bed and kneeling behind me. “Face down, ass up. I’m going to use you.”

Yes, sir. I present myself to him and wiggle my ass, trying to tempt him into a pounding right away. I’m wet and ready for him to fuck me, but I know he likes to tease.

Just as I think he’s going to fuck me, the loud ring of my cell phone makes me jump. I try to grab it, and he barks, “Ignore it.”

I have the phone on silent, but it’s set to ring through if certain people call twice in a row. That means it’s Alice or my parents. I’ll find out what they need when he’s done fucking me.

As soon as the phone stops, he slams into me, sinking in fully.

“Ohhhh, god,” I groan as he stretches me out.

Everything about sex with him is amazing, from what he does to me, his cock, his stamina.... just everything. He’s going to ruin me for other guys at this rate. I’m going to be comparing every future boyfriend to Mike, and somehow I know they’ll come up lacking.

Mike spanks me and my mind clears of everything other than him and his glorious cock as he hammers away at me. Every thrust makes my head spin, and I bury my face in the bedding as my tiny sighs of pleasure turn into one long string of moans.

A tingle spreads deep in my pussy, and I can feel my walls quivering. A low cry bursts out of me, growing louder until I’m begging him to go faster. I lift onto my hands to gain leverage so I can rock back against him. I’m grinding my ass with every thrust, making him go as deep as I can get him. There’s an ache inside me, and it’s as if my insides are vibrating, building to some great intensity.

Mike moves his hand to rub my clit, and I scream as my orgasm hits. Wave after wave of exquisite pleasure races through me, and I clutch at the sheets, unable to process the mind-blowing orgasm. My thighs quake uncontrollably, and I collapse face down, barely able to keep my hips in position. It takes all of my remaining strength just to keep my ass up.

Wrapping his hands around my hips, he continues fucking me. When he comes, I shudder again, over-sensitive to every pulse of his cock as he blows his load. I wish we didn’t need to use condoms. I want to feel his cum inside me, but that isn’t something I’m going to ask for right now.

When he pulls out, he quickly takes care of his condom before flopping next to me on the bed. He rolls to the side and gathers me up into a spooning position—me, the little spoon. Kissing my shoulder, he nuzzles at my neck while I practically purr from delight.

“I screamed.”

He chuckles. “Yes, you did. Because you’re a good little freeuse slut.”

I kiss his hand and snuggle back into him, perfectly content.

A knock on my bedroom door and my mom calling out, “Willow?” makes me yelp, and I grab the sheet.

I get it mostly covering us when my mom opens the door. Holy shit, what’re they doing home?

When my mother spots me in bed with Mike, a look of shock crosses over her face before she recovers and returns to her normally placid expression. I can tell she doesn’t know what to say and I see her looking at the floor.

Uh-oh, the condom wrappers. My face burns bright red, and she closes the door without saying a word.

Fuck.

Mike kisses my shoulder again. “Is this a problem?”

“I don’t know.”

Shit, shit, shit. I’m assuming my parents figured I had sex with Oscar-the-Scumbag, but I never outright talked to them about my sex life. But thinking your daughter fucked her long-term boyfriend is a little different from seeing your spare room floor littered with condom wrappers and her in bed with a stranger.

I scramble out of bed, tugging a pair of jeans and a t-shirt on while Mike starts removing the sheets.

“Go talk to them. I’ll clean up here. Where should I put the laundry?”

I tell him the washing machine is down the hallway as I brush my hair. I hope my mom isn’t furious. I’m 25, I’m allowed to have sex. Wincing, I think of the mess we left of the kitchen. This is their fault for coming home early.

I find my mom in the kitchen cleaning up and I mentally cringe again. Shit. I feel like I’m in high school and about to get in trouble.

When she sees me, she stands and pauses expectantly, as if she wants me to explain myself.

“So, why did you guys come home early?” I don’t bother to tell her anything. I’m more curious to find out why they’re here.

Mom doesn’t look pleased. “If you had checked your text messages or answered your phone, you would have known that your father got food poisoning. We decided to come home.” She arches her eyebrow and gives me a pointed stare. “But it looks like you were too busy to check messages.”

She’s not wrong, and a giggle sneaks out as I think about how ‘busy’ I was.

She glares at me. “You find this funny? I come home and find my house a mess and my daughter in bed with someone I’ve never met—do you even know him?”

Her condescending tone pisses me off. “I know him.”

I decide to keep it simple, not volunteering any information, and leaving my mom to make her assumptions. Mom shakes her head, exasperated, and gestures to the table. “Have a seat. Let’s talk about rules when you house sit in the future.”

Um, she thinks I’m going to help her again? Not with her bitchy attitude. She can pay the neighbor’s kid to get the packages and look after the fish.

“I’m fine standing.”

She keeps cleaning the dishes in the sink, and I can only see her back, but I can tell by her jerky movements that she’s getting more angry. “Don’t be obstinate, young lady, sit.”

“DON’T talk to me like a child!” I snap out.

Goddamnit, she was the one who barged into the room without me telling her to come in. It’s not like I wanted her to catch me in bed with someone.

There’s a clatter in the sink and Mom rounds on me, holding a fork pointed straight at my chest. What the fuck? Is she going to poke me?

I raise my hands up. “Stop, just calm down, Mom. This isn’t a big deal. Mike’s a nice guy, and if you bothered to talk to me instead of threatening me with a fork, you might actually get to meet him.”

My mom pauses with the fork in the air and I get a surreal feeling that I’m watching the scene from above. Suddenly my mom’s arm drops and she looks over my shoulder. Mike’s touch on my arm doesn’t surprise me.

“Willow, I packed our stuff up. Is there anything you need that wasn’t in the bedroom? It’s time to go.”

I smile softly at him, and a stinging in my eyes makes me blink. “No, I’m good. Let’s get out of here.”

When I move towards him, he opens his empty arm that doesn’t have our bags and wraps me up as he walks me to the door. Neither of us say anything to my mother.

I’m quiet for a long time in the car, trying to process everything that happened. Mike drives and stays silent, giving me time to think. I don’t know what the hell that was, but something just became clear to me.

“I think my mom has issues.”

He makes a noise that sounds suspiciously like a snort. “Maybe.”

Oh man, my poor therapist at our next session. My head whirls with the possibility that maybe my mom is more fucked up than I previously thought. I don’t want this to ruin my time with Mike.

Wait... “Hey, where are we going?”

He gives me a quick side eye. “Back to my house, if you want to spend the rest of the weekend with me.”

Oooh, his house. Fuck, I do want to spend more time with him, and I want to erase all memory of my mom walking in on us in bed.

“Can you make me mindless so I forget everything?”

The side of his mouth quirks up. “Yeah, I can do that.”

I squeeze his thigh, purposely close to his groin, and reply, “Good,” before settling in and trying to set aside my problems.


Chapter 6



MIKE

Almost as soon as we walk through the door, she turns around and I see how upset she looks. She’s about to launch into an apology or an explanation and before she can, I interrupt. There will be time for that later, but she needs something else right now.

“Down on the left is the bedroom. Go get comfy. I’ll be there in a minute.”

She gives me a confused look. “What?”

I put my hand on her shoulder and give it a squeeze. “What happened earlier? Forget that for now. The one thing you need to remember is that today you’re my freeuse slut. All you need to think about is getting me off.”

Her expression changes from confusion to happiness as I continue. “So, like I said, down on the left is the bedroom. I want you to go in there, strip, and get into bed. I’ll be along in a few minutes and you had better be ready for me, because I still plan on having my day of freeuse.”

She stretches up onto her tiptoes, and when I bend forward, she kisses me on the nose. “Okay.”

She starts to turn, but I grab her hand. “No—it’s ‘okay, Sir.’ For the rest of today, you’ll call me Sir.”

Her eyes go wide and her face flushes a little. “Yes, Sir.”

I watch her walking off and smile at her curiosity as she checks out pictures on the wall and glances through doorways. She must be wondering who the woman is in the photographs. I haven’t told her about my wife yet.

She’s moving slowly, so I give her a stern, “NOW.”

She jumps at my voice, but I also hear her giggle as she scampers off to the bedroom. Her ass looks so good in those jeans that I want to go after her and rip them off her.

But I give her a little time to settle in and head into the kitchen. I grab some snacks and a couple of bottles of water. We are going to need them, as I don’t plan on leaving the bedroom for a good few hours. Willow needs her mind taken off things with her parents and mindless sex seems to be the best way.

I’m getting the feeling that she doesn’t have much of a support network. Most people can go to their family when they have problems, but what do you do when the family is part of the problem? I know that I’m not her boyfriend or anything, but I feel some responsibility to look after her. After all, me being there was what set things off.

Walking to the bedroom, I think how weird this is for both of us. For her, she’s in the house of a guy she has slept with twice. Really, we don’t know each other that well, but here she is pretty much under my control. And for me, this is the first time that I’ve had someone stay over who wasn’t just a quick fuck before I sent them home.

As I open the bedroom door, I take in the sight of Willow on the bed.

She’s naked and on all fours, with an eager look on her face. “Your bedroom’s not like how I imagined it, Sir.”

I put the snacks and drinks on the nightstand, then sit on the edge of the bed, caressing her ass.

“How so?”

“I think I imagined it with more whips and handcuffs. Maybe a mirror on the ceiling.”

Moving forward, I growl in her ear. “You haven’t earned the whips and handcuffs yet. Give it time.”

I walk over to the dresser and take a condom out of the drawer. Then I come back and stand in front of her.

“Undo my jeans.”

She’s so excited that she fumbles with the zipper and it takes much longer than it should, but eventually she pulls them down and I step out of them.

“Now my boxers.”

She looks up at me. “Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir.”

She tugs at them and almost yelps in surprise when my cock springs up and nearly hits her face.

“Do you know how to put on a condom?” I ask as I unwrap it.

She looks at me and frowns like it’s a stupid question. “Of course, Sir.”

“With your mouth?”

Her eyes go wide and I place the condom against her lips, then put the tip of my cock against it.

“Put the condom on with your mouth.”

She slowly dips her head, taking me between her lips. The condom rolls along until it reaches the base of my shaft and I am fully in her mouth.

“Now, here is what’s going to happen. I am going to fuck your throat nice and slow. With every thrust, you’re going to get more and more spacey until all you can think of is how good it is to be an obedient fucktoy. And when I have finished using your mouth, I am going to fuck your pussy. Understand?”

She nods her head—at least, as much as she can with my cock so deep.

“I haven’t decided if I’m going to let you come yet, but that’s not important. What’s important is you don’t need to think. You don’t need to worry. All you need to be is a good slut and make Sir happy.”

I rest my hand on the side of her face, gently stroking it, and then slow fuck her mouth.

It doesn’t take long for her to start moaning and she gets into a steady rhythm. I keep the pace nice and easy for the moment. I don’t want to come for a while yet.

She really is a great cock sucker, and her moans vibrate against me, making me throb. At some point, I need to just have a day of using her mouth.

Wait, ‘at some point?’

I seem to think that this is going to be happening again. Is this going to be a regular occurrence? I hadn’t realized that I already thought of this as an ongoing thing until the thought was in my mind.

Sliding my cock from her mouth, I lift her head up and smile at her. “How do you feel?”

“Mmm, I love being a fucktoy, Sir. You can use me whenever you want.”

I put my hand back on her head and fill her throat again. “You can touch yourself, but no coming.”

I’ve hardly finished speaking and she already has her hand between her legs. The moans and vibrations intensify.

“Mmmm. Good slut.”

My movements get faster and she takes every inch, her nose brushing against my stomach with each thrust. Her hand moves so fast it’s a blur and I can tell by the sounds she’s making that she’s close to coming.

“Hand away,” I order, and her moan of pleasure turns into a moan of complaint, bringing a smile to my face.

I pull out of her mouth and force her back onto the bed, climbing on top of her and pinning her down. “Who owns you?”

“You do, Sir.”

The tip of my cock is brushing against her pussy and it would be so easy just to thrust forward and slide into her. “Say it.”

“You own me. You own this slut’s body. My mouth, my pussy. Every part of me is yours to use however you want.”

“Yes. Yes, it is.”

I push my cock into her and her pussy grips around me like it’s trying to stop me from leaving. Her hips buck, and I can’t stop myself from sliding into her fully.

“Please, Sir. Please, can I come? Please?”

She’s panting, and I can see the sweat covering her chest.

“I’ll make you a deal. If you can manage not to come before me, I’ll let you.” I whisper in her ear. “But if I feel you start to come, I’m going to pull out and you won’t be allowed to come at all. Understand?”

“Yes. Yes Sir.”

Her hands wrap around the bars of the headboard and she stares up at me. “Thank you, Sir.”

With a smile, I move inside her, building up the speed. I can see how desperate she is, and it only makes me want to push her even more.

She moans, “I’m so close, Sir. Please, I’m trying.”

The bed shakes as our bodies slam together and the sound echoes around the room.

“Sir. Oh no, I don’t know if I can stop.”

I have no idea if she will last, but right now I’m so close to coming.

“Keep going, slut. Just a little more. Keep going.”

And then, with a pulse, I explode, groaning, “Come for me, slut.”

Our bodies lock together, frozen for a few seconds. She screams so loud it hurts my ears as her orgasm rips through her. Her entire body shakes and her pussy clenches around me.

“Oh god. Oh god,” she cries out as she writhes under me.

It’s hard to tell how long it goes on, but when her orgasm finally ends, we’re both gasping for breath. I fall back onto the bed, staring at the ceiling.

“Jesus, Sir.”

I can feel her looking at me, and I turn my head towards her.

She has a look of complete adoration on her face. “Thank you.”

“For what?”

“Everything.” She cuddles up next to me and rests her head on my chest. “I think I need to sleep. I’m exhausted.”

I give her a kiss on her forehead and wrap her up in a hug. It feels good to have her snuggled against my chest and to have someone looking up at me the way she is.

“What are we doing later?” she asks.

“More of this.”

She closes her eyes and I feel her body relax. “Perfect,” she says, then drifts off to sleep.

***

We wake up in the evening and shower again, and then fuck some more. Neither of us tries to get the other off. We’re just enjoying the intimacy and prolonging the pleasure.

When we come up for air, I put out some of my clothes for her. A pair of shorts and an old t-shirt that are far too big for her.

I’m sitting on the edge of the bed, admiring how incredibly cute she looks when she says, “We’re out of snacks, Sir. Do you want me to make us dinner?”

I pull her over to me and kiss her stomach while rubbing her ass. I’ve noticed whenever I touch her butt, it makes her giggle, and I’m coming to adore that sound.

“Maybe I’ll just eat you.”

She laughs and spins around, wiggling her ass in my face. “I thought maybe Sir was going to fuck me in the ass this morning after the shower. It seemed like you might want to.”

Stepping up behind her, I slip my hands under the t-shirt and squeeze her breasts, growling in her ear as she presses against me.

I have her full attention. “I’m not going to ask for that. You’re my freeuse slut, but that’s off the table.”

She turns around and looks at me, confused and maybe a little sad. “But why?”

“Because at some point, you’re going to offer it to me. I won’t have to ask.” I kiss her nose. “When you trust me and it feels right, you’re going to let me be the first person to fuck your ass.”

Her eyes widen, and I give her a moment to process what I said. She reacts in a way that I don’t expect. She jumps up, wrapping her legs and arms around me, and I slide my hands under her ass to hold her up.

“Okay. Now, where’s your kitchen? Can you carry me to it? Or are you too old to do that?”

I growl and show her exactly how easily I can carry her to the kitchen.

***

After dinner, we end up watching a movie. It turns out that she’s never seen Bringing Up Baby. We cuddle on the couch while I tell her of my love of classic films. Apparently, she has always wanted to see it but her boyfriend didn’t like black and white movies, so she’s excited to get the chance.

Her head rests on my lap, and without thinking about it, I stroke her hair. It feels natural for her to be here, not out of place or awkward like I imagined it could be.

About halfway through the film, she looks up at me and I get the sense she’s worried about something.

“Sir?”

“Yeah?”

She fidgets a little and rests her hand on my lap. “I know you’re in charge, and I have to do whatever you want…”

“Yeah, that’s right.” I place her hand against my growing hardness under my jeans.

“It’s just, um. Can I suck your cock while we watch this? I want you in my mouth.”

I open my jeans, taking out my cock. Without speaking, she lowers her head and takes me in her mouth.

Resting back against the sofa, I let my eyes drift shut. The movie in the background, the warmth of our bodies together, and her lips sliding up and down my shaft. It’s perfect.

It makes me think of something. “Willow?”

Her lips make a popping noise as she lifts her head. “Yes, Sir?”

“Have you ever 69ed with anyone?”

She blushes. “Oh. No.”

I pull her head up and kiss her deeply, growling with need as I remove her t-shirt. Within seconds, I am under her and she is lowering her pussy onto my face, then sucking my cock into her mouth.

Soon, the movie is completely forgotten.


Chapter 7



WILLOW

When we wake up Sunday morning, Mike offers to make me breakfast. I can’t stop smiling at him. We lounged around all day yesterday, alternating between watching old movies and him fucking me all over his house. I had so many orgasms, my body seems trained to get wet just being around him now. He only has to look at me to turn me into a puddle. Yep, I’m such a slut and it’s wonderful. This is the best Thanksgiving weekend I’ve ever had. Not even the odd moment with my fork-wielding mother could ruin it.

I take a chair at the kitchen bar and watch him make us scrambled eggs and bacon. When he slides a plate in front of me along with a glass of orange juice, my eyes go wide at how perfect it looks. I’m used to Oliver-the-Prick just tossing a box of cereal at me and calling it good.

I hold my fork, ready to dig in. “This looks yummy, thanks.”

He smiles. “No, you look yummy. Breakfast looks okay.”

He winks at me, and I flush. I think I look silly in his baggy shirt, and yet it also gives me a slutty feeling, like I’m doing a walk of shame, but in the man’s clothes instead of mine.

I roll my eyes at him. “I look terrible. I look like a slut.”

His lips curve into a smile. “A slut in my bed and my clothes, so it’s all good. And you look gorgeous… and fuckable.”

My blush deepens. I love how he compliments me so easily. I could get used to this. Hell, I want to get used to it, and continue whatever we’ve got going here beyond this weekend. I need to see him again, and this time I’m going after what I want. I’ve had a taste of him, and now I’m starving for more.

I pick up a piece of crispy bacon and take a bite. “So, I need to go home today, but when do I get to see you again so you can fuck me mindless?”

He swallows a huge bite of egg and takes a sip of orange juice. “Actually, we need to talk about that. I’m going on a cruise for a few weeks, so we can’t see each other, but we can text.”

I don’t expect that answer, and I blink to hide my surprise. “Oh. Okay. Wow, a cruise.”

He watches me closely, and I must look crestfallen because he walks over to me.

He gives me a deep kiss. “I want to see you when I get back.”

That makes me feel a little better, so I nod and look into his gray eyes. They sparkle, and I’m so captivated, I almost forget what I was talking about.

Oh right. “And then what? When you get back from your trip, will I still be a freeuse slut to you?”

He laughs. “Cherry is having a freeuse Christmas party. Want to be my date?”

Freeuse Christmas? Now that sounds like fun. I’m tempted to tease him by asking if that means I get to dress up as an elf, but there’s a more important question.

“Would I be wearing one of those ribbons that means I’m freeuse at the party?”

The laugh lines around his mouth deepen. “That depends. Do you want to wear one?”

I shrug and try to sound nonchalant. “I don’t know...” I take a huge bite of my eggs and make him watch me chew it before I finish answering. “I guess I could think about it while you’re on your cruise.”

The corners of his eyes crinkle, as if he finds my attempt to tease him funny, but he gives me what I want. “You think about it. And think about whether it will be a red or a green ribbon. They mean the same thing they did at the Halloween party.”

The bite of egg in my mouth is suddenly difficult to swallow as I imagine him bending me over a table while I wear a green ribbon around my wrist that allows people to use any hole. Oh fuck. I want that, but I’m also afraid.

He laughs at my expression and kisses my forehead. “Just something for you to think about. Don’t worry too much about it. Christmas will be fun.”

I nod my head, trying to convince myself of what he’s saying. I take a big drink of orange juice to distract myself, and he changes the subject to talking about the cruise and what he’ll be doing.

I’m distracted while he talks because my phone is in the pocket of his shirt and it keeps vibrating like I’m getting text messages. It’s probably my mom, and I’m not in the mood to talk to her yet. I’m not ready to deal with her until I’ve had a session with my therapist.

Something Mike says catches my attention. Did he just call the cruise a singles’ cruise? I tune into him again.

“...and since it’s a singles’ cruise, it’s usually pretty wild.”

Hold up, he’s really going on a singles’ cruise? I try to keep my tone of voice neutral. “That sounds like fun.”

He shrugs. “It was last year.”

I’m not done with my eggs, but I’ve lost my appetite. I stand up with my plate. “I can’t eat another bite. Thank you. It was delicious.”

“You’re welcome. Just leave the plate by the sink. I can take care of it later.”

I keep my back to him as a ball of anxiety grows in my stomach. This is not the way I thought the weekend would end. I’m supposed to be happy after all those orgasms, but the thought of him off on some ship full of single women makes me jealous. We don’t have an agreement, and we’re not committed to each other. He can do whatever he wants.

This is just another thing for my poor therapist to hear about. I need to find out when my next appointment is. Thank heavens I’m still on my parents’ health insurance, so I can afford this.

After breakfast, he helps me gather my few things, and he tells me to keep the clothes I’m wearing until he gets back. As he carries my bag out to the car, I realize this is the last time I’ll see him until after his trip, and I feel glum.

I can’t tell whether he’s been enjoying himself. Maybe I’m just a plaything to him, a pleasant distraction during his last week before he gets on board with a bunch of hot older women. I’m not his submissive, or his girlfriend. Hell, he only gave me permission to call him ‘Sir’ for one day.

Both of us are quiet on the drive to my apartment, and he seems to be thinking, while I’m trying to do anything BUT think.

When he pulls up in front of my run-down apartment, he peers out the window at the building. “You live here?”

I can tell he’s surprised and I’m suddenly embarrassed about how low-income it looks. Shit, I should have gotten a ride to come pick me up. That would have been a good idea.

“Yep, this is me.”

He studies my building for a moment, and I shift uncomfortably.

Finally, he puts the car back into park. “Let me walk you up. I’d feel better doing that.”

“It’s just an apartment building,” I mumble as I climb out of the car.

Sure, this isn’t the best neighborhood, but I’m a barista living on my own. It’s the best I can do. I can’t even afford to own a car. I’m lucky to have an apartment without a roommate, especially because moving back in with my fork-crazed mother probably isn’t an option anymore.

I grab my overnight bag from the trunk, and we head into the building. When he’s in the lobby with me, I notice him looking at the stained carpet. Yeah, it’s time to end this on a better note. I need to say goodbye to him here without him seeing my actual apartment. I don’t want to tarnish the weekend we just had and leave him with thoughts of my pathetic life.

Dropping my bag, I turn towards him and rub my body against his. “Hey.”

Surprised, his eyes flick back to mine. “Hi.”

I snake my hands around his waist and tilt my head up. “Thanks for everything this weekend.”

Giving me a tiny smirk, he teases, “You were the perfect little freeuse slut.”

Fuck, that’s hot. My face flushes, and I quickly look around. Thank God we’re alone. He laughs and brushes his lips against mine. When he deepens the kiss, my knees go weak, and my toes curl while I moan softly.

When he breaks off the kiss, he rests his forehead on mine for a moment. “Until the next time, my slut.”

Feeling brave, I whisper, “Thank you, Sir.”

He pulls away, winks at me, and heads out the door. Once he’s gone, I get my phone and check my texts. I have ten messages, nine of them from my mother—I don’t bother opening those.

The last text is from Alice.

Alice
How did your freeuse Thanksgiving go? I need details! Plus, I’ve got a crazy story to tell you too. Text me back, bitch.



Oh, she’s going to love this story. I snicker as I pick up my bag and take the stairs to my third-floor apartment.


Chapter 8



WILLOW

After talking things over with Alice, she convinces me I need to relax about Mike. We’re not dating, and we’re not exclusive or anything. He’s probably had this cruise planned for months, and it’s not like he planned to meet me… and more importantly, again, we’re not dating. He can fuck whoever he wants, just like I can.

Except… I don’t want to fuck anyone else. I only want Mike.

I plop down on my bed and pout at the crack in the ceiling. Fuck, I really do want only him. I’ve never met anyone like him before, and when I’m around him, I feel like the most important person in the entire world. I know some guys are good at making a woman feel like that, but it doesn’t seem like an act. It’s who he is.

There’s no point wasting time wondering what to do about him. He’s going on a cruise and might meet the love of his life who is more his age. I’m probably good to fuck, but it’s not like he’d actually want to date me.

Damnit, I really am ruined for any other guy. When I submit to him and he takes control, I crave it. When he praises me for being such a good girl and tells me how much he enjoys fucking me...Jesus. Even the memory of his words is enough to get my heart racing.

I run my hands over my breasts and tease my nipples through his shirt while pleasure swirls in my core. At least I’ve got his shirt I can wear while he’s on the cruise. Maybe I’ll put it on, send him naughty pictures and tell him exactly what I’m doing to myself while wearing it.

Oooh, yeah… by the time I’m done with him, he won’t even be able to think straight enough to fuck any of those slutty chicks on the cruise. He’s going to wish he was home with me.

That settles it. I’m sending him filthy photos of myself while he’s gone and I’m going to drive him crazy.

It’s the perfect plan.


Chapter 9



MIKE

Back at my house, something seems off. It takes me a while to realize that it’s too quiet. Without Willow here, the place is silent and gloomy. Her smile and laughter filled the place up and made it feel like a home again. Here on my own, it’s just a house to live in.

Seeing where Willow calls home was a shock. I know she’s probably making close to minimum wage, so I don’t expect her to be living in a mansion, but I don’t want her living in a place like that. If I were her parents, I would do everything I could to help her get out of there. I actually know someone who owns apartment buildings. Would she think it rude of me to talk to them and see if they can get her into somewhere better?

It’s been an amazing weekend, even with the weirdness from her mom. In fact, that incident brought us closer together. As soon as she got here, she let her guard down even more and allowed me to fully control her. Maybe at her parents’ house, she was still worried about house sitting, but when I took her home, she had nothing to think about except being a good slut. Which she shined at.

And talking about being a freeuse slut, I’m regretting asking her to the Christmas party. Not because it won’t be fun. I’d love to see her dressed as a sexy elf and acting like a ho ho hoe. It’s more that I’m not sure I want to share her with anyone else. I know that’s silly. We’re not dating or making any commitment, but when I’m with her, I feel both protective and possessive.

Will she want to fuck other guys at the party?

If she does, maybe I’ll just tell her she can be a freeuse cocksucker. She was pretty fucking hot when she was blowing that guy before I found her in the bar at Halloween… and watching her do that while I fuck her? I think I would like her acting all slutty and taking some dude’s cock in her mouth while I pound her pussy.

But that’s all after the cruise. Not that I really want to go on it, but I don’t have a choice since it’s for work and too late to ask them to find someone else this year. My company books the entertainment for the cruise line and once a year I get sent as a guest to observe the trip—like a secret shopper, because no one knows I’m there for work.

It might have been my imagination, but she seemed to get a little down when I told her about it. Maybe, like me, she’s not looking forward to there being such a long time before we get together again.

We can always sext while I’m away. She seems to enjoy it when I growl in her ear and tell her what to do. Maybe I’ll make some sexy videos for her, with me being all dominant and telling her to touch herself. Get her all worked up so that by the time we go to the Christmas party, she’ll be so needy for me she won’t want to fuck anyone else.

It’s the perfect plan.

The End


Next Up: Freeuse Christmas



This series is a multi-part sexual and romantic journey for Willow and Mike over the holidays. The next adventure is Christmas.
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There’s another Freeuse party to attend for Christmas, and after a few weeks of not seeing each other, Willow and Mike are ready to make the most of the party.

Willow

Since the Halloween party, where Mike dominated me in ways I never knew I craved, I’ve been hiding hiding the swirling chaos of my growing desire. He thrills me with his commanding ways, and I don’t care about the age difference—I want more. I’m ready to be his for as long as he wants me.

I’m just not sure he feels the same way. Maybe he needs some competition at the upcoming Christmas party to make him realize he doesn’twant to share his toy.

Mike

While on a work trip, all I can think about is returning home to Willow. She’s undeniably desirable, and I was totally unprepared to meet her in my world of fleeting hookups. Her playful texts, those teasing photos—all stoke a fire I believed was extinguished long ago.

I invited her to the next freeuse party at Christmas, though I don’t expect she’ll be wearing a red ribbon like she was the first time I met her. She’s going to be all mine at the party, unless I choose to share her.

This is book 3 of a multi-part romantic erotica series and it ends in a cliffhanger. It includes an older man and a younger woman, BDSM with the D/s elements, degradation, and submissive sharing.

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


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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