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Chapter One


It was fair to say that in the last month, my life had changed drastically.

I’d been just an ordinary guy, still living at home, no girlfriend, a shitty job. Parents fighting all the time. No genuine prospects.

And then I joined a book club.

An off-the-cuff comment got the group reading some erotica, and that led to me spending a week having freeuse sex with Amanda, the head of the book club.

Since then, life had been a whirlwind of sex, adventure, and freeuse. I found out one of our group was an ex-porn star. And that another wanted to be a submissive for a week. I had sex in the park, in the hills, and in a cinema while my sex tape was shown on the screen.

I was living every young guy’s dream of constant sex and fun.

And then my mom joined the book club and ruined it all.

Amanda had announced that there was a new member in the club and was about to introduce them, but I spotted Mom first and decided that I couldn’t stay in the room. We were going to be talking about an erotica book we had read and that was not something I wanted to be doing in front of my mom. It was bad enough that I had heard her and my dad having sex in the house; talking about how the latest book got me all hot and bothered while she smiled at me was just not a thing I was going to allow to happen.

So I quickly slipped out of the room, hopefully before she saw me, and found myself standing outside the building.

What to do? I thought. Do I go home? Do I wait to talk to my mom? I don’t even know what next week’s book is.

As I stood there, I noticed a woman walking towards the building. She was thin, blond, around my age. I noticed the logo on her t-shirt was for a local band called Treats for Trixie, so she had good taste. She looked up from her phone momentarily and nodded at me before turning round and leaning against the wall.

“Drachenfells Falls or Statues of Brussels?” she asked, without looking up.

They were both songs by Bartok’s Daughter and I realized I was wearing one of their t-shirts.

“Statues of Brussels. Especially the live version from Long Beach.”

She nodded and kept scrolling through her phone.

After a few minutes of silence, she looked over at me.

“Waiting for someone?”

“Kinda,” I replied. “Waiting for the book group to get out.”

She nodded and went back to her phone.

“What’re you looking at?” I asked.

She turned round and walked over, and something about the confident air about her sparked something in my mind. Like I had seen it before.

“It’s a website. Girl on the Net. She posts sex stuff. Like sometimes it’s advice. Sometimes it’s her fantasies. Sometimes it’s guest blogs with people sharing things from their lives. The other day it was a guy describing how he used to be able to suck his own dick, if you can believe that.”

I thought about a particularly memorable day where I had given that a go myself and nodded.

“I was looking to see if she had any thoughts on... Anyway, I was looking for some advice.”

She swept her hair out of her eyes and fixed me with a stare.

“Do you get along with your mom?” she asked. “Like, could you go to her for advice?”

“Sex advice? No, not really. We never really talk about that kind of stuff. “

She nodded at me.

“My mom is the opposite. Like, she’s always asking if I have a boyfriend or girlfriend, or if I want advice. Last week she asked me if I wanted to go sex toy shopping with her. Which I suppose is cool, her being so open. But it puts me off asking her for actual advice, ’cause she seems to be very much of the idea that you should just fuck around and have fun.”

The spark from earlier suddenly lit into a flame of recognition.

“Are you Blake’s daughter?”

The little turned-up smile on her lip told me the answer before she did.

“Yeah, I take it you know her?” she asked.

I thought it best not to tell her I had spent a week fucking her mom. So instead I just nodded my head.

“Can I ask you something?” she said, stepping closer, but before she could speak, the doors opened and the book club people started coming out.

“Well, look at you two.”

I turned to see Blake approaching, a wicked smile on her face.

“Winny,” she said, facing the woman. “I see you have met our young stud Louis.”

“It’s Winona. You know I hate Winny.”

I felt someone tap me on the shoulder and turned round to see my mother standing behind me.

“Louis. Why were you not inside? I thought I would come see this club you’ve been spending so much time with and you didn’t even turn up.”

Lost for words, I turned back to Blake and Winona but they had already gone.

“Come on, let me give you a lift home, I can tell you what you missed.”


Chapter Two


I felt her hand wrap around my cock and her lips on my neck.

“Tell me what you want to do with this?” she whispered in my ear.

As she worked my shaft, she rubbed her thumb over the tip, smearing the pre-cum over it.

“I want to fuck you. I want to bend you over and make you moan as I sink my cock into you.”

She groaned a little, squeezing my cock, then guided it to her pussy.

“Then what?”

I pushed inside her, feeling her tight pussy close around me.

“Then I want to fuck you hard. I want to slam into you and make you scream my name.”

“Louis. Fuck me hard. Make me come all over your big dick.”

Her hands on my chest, she pushed me back against the bed and rode me. Somehow I felt like I couldn’t move, just look up at her as she fucked herself on me, watching her eyes roll back in her head as she got closer and closer to coming.

“Oh god, I’m going to come!”

My hips were thrusting up against her, and we were moving faster and faster. And then with a scream of pleasure, she slammed down on top of me, her body convulsing as she came.

I watched, feeling the waves of pleasure wash over me as she rode me through her orgasm.

Then I closed my eyes, feeling the tingle of ecstasy rising through me as I came inside her.

“You can fuck me anytime you want,” she whispered in my ear. “But you can’t call me Winny.”

I jolted awake from the dream with a start, looking at the ceiling and wondering where the fuck I was.

The dream was fading and my cock was still hard and throbbing, but I knew I was awake.

It took me a few moments to realize I was at home in my bedroom, having fallen asleep while reading the night before. Tiffany had texted me the name of the book, The Helpful Hotwife by Zoey Adams, and I had decided to read it to cheer myself up.

The journey home with my mom had been a frustrating one. She had said that she wanted to join the bookclub because it sounded fun, got her out the house, and gave her something of her own to do. When I explained that it was my own thing to do, she waved it away, saying that I shouldn’t be so silly.

“Who was that girl I saw you talking to, Lou Lou? Was that your girlfriend?”

I shook my head and said it was no one, but I could tell she didn’t believe me. She kept asking questions the whole way home that I didn’t want to answer, and after a while, I just stopped talking.

Lying in bed, I wondered what this meant for me and the book club. Would I go back again, knowing that my mom was going to be there? It had been my little safe space away from home, but not only that, with how many people I had slept with there, I also didn’t want her finding out more about my sex life.

My phone buzzing brought me out of my thoughts and as I picked it up, I saw it was Amanda.

“Louis, can you do me a favor?”

I grinned as I thought of the last favorI had given her. And she must have known what I was thinking.

“Not like that. I promised Tiffany that I would take some supplies up to her cabin. She’s staying at a place on Lake Alexander this weekend with a boyfriend and I said I would drop off some blankets and candles for her, but I forgot Max is taking me to some comic convention and I don’t have the time to drive out there. Could you drop them off for me?”

For a moment I imagined Amanda at the convention, wearing a tight-fitting cosplay outfit, then I realized what she was asking.

“You know I don’t drive.”

“That’s why I asked your dad if he would take you out there. When I dropped the stuff off earlier this morning. And asked him if he would help.”

Great, now I would be taking a trip with my dad. The week really was going great.

“It’s just as well I like you,” I sighed.

“I’m sure I can make it worth your while.”

The phone pinged as I received a photo from her. She was dressed in something black, leathery, and showing off her breasts. I didn’t recognise the character, but some nerds at the comic con were going to have their dreams come true when they saw her.

After I showered and got dressed, I headed downstairs and found my parents having breakfast. My mom came over and kissed me on the cheek.

“Hey Lou Lou, your friend from Book Club came round earlier and dropped this off.”

She pointed to a box on the counter then turned back to me and looked me up and down.

“Black again today? I’m SURE you have some bright t-shirts somewhere.”

I saw my dad roll his eyes, and he passed me a plate full of bacon, eggs and sausages.

“Eat up Champ, looks like we are going on a road trip.”


Chapter Three


We were halfway to the lake when my Dad broke the silence.

“I was wondering if I could ask your advice.”

“Sure, what’s up?”

“Well, Champ, as you know, your mother and I are getting along a little better now. And it’s thanks to us being, well, a little more free about our sexual needs.”

I waited for the ground to open up and swallow me, but nothing seemed to happen.

“We got into some stuff. Kink stuff, you understand?”

I covered my face with my hand and nodded.

“You’re good with computers, I was wondering if you knew a website or blog or something, somewhere I could look stuff up. Or just read about other people in the same situation, you know, getting into kink. I wouldn’t ask except you’re the only person I can think of who might have an idea.”

We sat in silence for a few minutes until I had a thought.

“Try girlonthenet.com. Someone told me about it yesterday. It’s a blog. It might be what you’re looking for. Might give you ideas. Just, for god’s sake, don’t tell me about it.”

His face lit up and he nodded his head. He looked happy that I had managed to help. After a few more minutes of silence, he spoke again.

“Your mom going to your book club, that made you uncomfortable, right?”

“Yeah,” I said, shifting in my seat, looking out over the approaching lake. “It was my happy place and it kind of felt invaded.”

He reached out and patted my shoulder.

“She just did it because she saw it made you happy. She says she’s not going back. I think she just wanted to make sure that the people there were treating you right.”

When we arrived at the cabin, no one was there. After getting the box out of the car, we tried knocking for a few minutes on the front door but got no reply. There was a car parked outside, but apart from that, the place seemed empty.

“What do you want to do?” Dad asked as he put the box down next to the front door.

“I should wait for them, I suppose.”

“I tell you what, there’s that new mall outside of town that I keep meaning to go to. How about I check it out and you call me when you want me to come get you? It’s a nice day, you can sit and read till your friends turn up. You have your kindle with you, right?”

I did have it with me. I had thought that I could read it in the car to try and stop any conversation, but after a few minutes the motion of the car while reading had made me feel queasy and put it away.

“Yeah. I guess I could do that.”

I wasn’t overly keen on being left alone in the middle of nowhere, but I was also worried about Tiffany. Amanda had said a boyfriend, but when I had talked to Tiffany in the mall, she seemed to suggest she wasn’t seeing anyone. So maybe this was a new guy, and if it was, I didn’t like the idea that they had gone off together and she had disappeared.

Watching the car drive away, I checked the battery on the Kindle. 97%, more than enough to keep me going. Flicking through the books, I came across a freeuse series by a new writer called Hank Dolworth and decided to give it a try.

It was then that I heard the noise. Like a cry or a gasp. It seemed to come from somewhere behind the cabin and near the lake. Putting my Kindle down, I decided to investigate.

Walking slowly down the side of the cabin, I pushed past the bushes growing around the edge of the building. As I approached, another moan reached my ears. It was definitely coming from behind the bushes.

I stopped and looked back, wondering if I should just wait, but after a moment I pushed on.

What I found behind the bushes was something I was not expecting.

In a little clearing behind the cabin, Tiffany was kneeling with her back to me. In front of her was a man, fully dressed, one hand in her hair. And he was fucking her mouth enthusiastically.

The man let out a loud groan, and I realized he was close to coming. I was too shocked to speak or move, but luckily he was otherwise engaged and neither of them had seen me approach.

I couldn’t take my eyes off them. Moving slightly to the side, I could see her mouth was stretched wide around the man’s shaft as he drove into her. One of his hands was resting on her shoulder and the other was pulling at her hair. Her breasts were swaying back and forth from where he had pulled her top down and every now and again he would reach down and give them a slap, drawing another moan from her.

“Yeah, take my cock,” he gasped, pulling out of her mouth and pushing her head down onto his shaft, making her take it deep. “You love being my little cum-dumpster, don’t you?”

Tiffany nodded, moaning in pleasure as he used her face hard.

I couldn’t believe what I was watching. When I woke up this morning, the last thing I expected to see was Tiffany on her knees sucking some guy’s dick while he treated her like a little whore.

With a cry, he came, and I imagined his cum hitting the back of her throat. Then he let go of her head and she pulled back a little, gasping for breath.

“Jesus, you are one hot little fuck,” he said, reaching down and stroking her hair.

I quickly moved back into the bushes, along the side of the cabin and back to where I had left my Kindle. It hadn’t been my intention to watch it all, but the throbbing in my jeans had taken over and I had stayed till the end. I didn’t think they had seen me, but I knew I shouldn’t have been spying on them.

About ten minutes later, I heard the door open behind me and turned round to see Tiffany standing in the doorway.

“LOUIS!” she called, rushing over and hugging me. “What are you doing out here?”

“Amanda asked me to drop off some things for her but I couldn’t find you, so I thought I would wait here for you to get back.”

Behind her, I saw the guy appear and give me a lazy wave.

“Oh I hope we didn’t keep you long. We, um, we went for a walk, but we’re back now. Come in, come in, let’s get you some coffee.”

The cabin was pretty nice, larger than I thought and with all the modern amenities you could want.

The guy disappeared into the kitchen area to make coffee and Tiffany sat down beside me on the couch.

“Well, I was expecting Amanda, but it’s lovely to see you. I don’t think you were at book club yesterday, were you ill?”

“No, no. Just… something came up. I’ll be back next week.”

She reached out and patted my knee.

“Good. I missed seeing your lovely face.”

The guy came back and handed me a coffee, which I placed down on the table in front of me. Now I was up close, I got a better look at him. Muscled yet thin, well-kept beard, and a twinkle in his eye. Pretty cute.

“Oh, this is Frank. Frank and I are....”

Frank turned to her.

“Yes?”

She blushed a little.

“Frank’s my companion for the weekend. There, I said it. The kids are away with their dad and I haven’t been having much luck dating, so Frank is spending the weekend.”

He bent down and kissed the top of her head.

“And very happy I am to be doing it,” he said, and sounded like he meant it.

“So, how did you get here? I don’t see a car outside.”

“Oh, my dad dropped me off. And I should really tell him that I’m ready to go home.”

I excused myself and went outside, hoping to get better reception. After a few moments, he picked up.

“Hi, Champ.”

“Hey, my friend turned up, so I’m ready to get picked up.”

“No can do, Champ. Just after I got here, the engine blew up. It’s going to be Monday before it’s fixed, so I am afraid you either have a very large Uber bill or you’re going to have to wait it out with your friends.”


Chapter Four


Tiffany very kindly offered to put me up on the couch. As much as I didn’t like to impose, or to be a room away from the two of them going at it, I didn’t really have a choice. Even if I could get an Uber to pick me up, it would have cost a fortune. So I promised to try to keep out of their way.

They went out for a walk for most of the day and as a thank you, I made dinner out of the pretty well-stocked larder.

After dinner we all settled down to listen to some music as it got darker outside and the log fire cast shadows across the room.

Hearing a noise, I realized that I had drifted off. Opening my eyes, I looked over at the sofa, where Tiffany and Frank were sitting. Tiffiny was leaning against him and I could see that he had his eyes closed, but in her hand she had his cock, thick and hard, and was slowly stroking it.

Before I could say anything, she looked over at me and put her finger up to her lips, and then pulled down her top, revealing pink lingerie. Probably one of the things  I had seen her buying at the mall.

Then she spread her legs, forcing her skirt to ride up, so that I could see her pink panties as well.

Frank still had his eyes shut, but I could see he was thrusting up gently into her hand.

Tiffany stroked him slowly, her fingers slipping over his cockhead and making him let out a little groan. Every now and again she would let him go and rub her palm over the tip, smearing the wetness there over his cock.

I felt my own cock get hard as I watched.

Maybe sensing that, she looked over at me and with her other hand made a jerking motion.

As I pulled my jeans open, my cock sprung free and I could see her eyes hungrily taking me in.

Frank had opened his eyes at this point and was looking over at me as well.

“You should come over here,” he said. “I’m about to keep her mouth busy, maybe you should take care of that hungry pussy of hers?”

He pulled her onto him, and she let out a little cry of excitement.

Frank took her mouth in a deep kiss, and I could see that she had stopped stroking him. Instead, she was squeezing his balls, cupping them in her hand and giving them plenty of attention.

As they broke their kiss, she turned back to me.

“Louis, come over here. I need that cock inside me.”

As I walked over, she sat up on all fours, her ass facing me, and sank her mouth down on Frank’s cock. She gave me a little wiggle as I slowly pulled her panties down and guided my cock to her pussy, feeling how wet it was and knowing I could slide straight in.

Tiffany sucked Frank’s cock hard, taking the length of him in her mouth, then pulling back until only the tip was inside. Her hand was now massaging his balls, and she glanced back at me, before resuming sucking his cock..

As I slipped my cock inside her, Tiffany let Frank slip from her mouth, gasping out loud. Then she reached behind her and grabbed me, pulling me close.

“Oh, fuck yes. It’s just as good as I was told.”

Someone at the book club had been talking. I would have to find out who later.

“You like the feel of my cock inside you, do you?”

Tiffany nodded and let out another cry of pleasure as I pulled out and pushed back in again.

I started to move, fucking her as hard as I could. She reached down and rubbed her clit as I slid in and out of her pussy.

Frank watched, his hand resting on the back of her head as she bobbed up and down on his cock. His eyelids were flickering and when he groaned, I knew he was going to come, but Tiffany kept on going.

As he started to shoot, she pulled away and stroked his cock, shooting cum over her tits and letting out a little yelp of excitement as the first blast hit her face. She scooped up a big wad of his cum on her fingers, then pushed it into her mouth and groaned. I saw it all over her shoulder as she was making sure I got a good view.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” Frank groaned.

Tiffany gave him a long, deep kiss, occasionally groaning into his mouth as I fucked her, then looked round at me.

“Do you want to finish on my face?”

I pulled back, my cock springing free. As she turned around, showing off her cum-covered tits and face, she smiled at me and wrapped her fingers around my cock.

“Come on, come for me,” she said. “Give me all your cum.”

With a groan, I shot my load all over her, hitting her right between the eyes so it ran down over her nose. She pushed her hand out to catch more of my cum, and when my cock had finished shooting she wrapped her lips around it and sank down over my shaft, taking me as deeply as she could, as the last few spurts of cum shot into her mouth.

When I pulled free, she stretched up and kissed me and I could taste myself on her lips.

“You do know you’re not sleeping on the sofa tonight, right?” said Frank.

As the last embers of the logs in the fire went out, we headed to bed.


Chapter Five


I woke up with Tiffany straddling me and rubbing my cock against her pussy.

As far as ways to wake up, it was pretty great.

“I was just thinking about last night and got all horny,” she said. “And I was thinking that maybe you could help me with something.”

That way she was stroking me, I would probably have agreed to anything.

“You see, I’ve always wanted to have two guys inside me at the same time. And Frank is up for it. So I wondered if maybe you were.”

She rubbed the tip of my cock against her clit and bit her lower lip as her body shivered.

“Yes. Yes please,” I said, my brain still foggy from sleep.

“You want to fuck my pussy while he uses my ass?”

I nodded and tried to concentrate on her words, rather than how wet her pussy was as she guided me into her.

“I heard you’re into freeuse. Is that right?” she asked, sinking down on me so I was deep inside her.

“Oh yeah,” I groaned, wrapping my fingers around the back of her neck and pulling her head down towards me, kissing her hard as we fucked.

“Do you want me to be your personal fuck toy? Let you use my mouth or pussy whenever you want?”

I thrust into her, driving my cock as deep as it would go.

“Fuck yes,” I moaned.

“Help me make this come true and you can have me for a week.”

Frank appeared behind her, his cock in his hand, already hard and covered in lube.

“You got quite the deal there,” he chuckled.

Tiffiny slammed herself down on me, grabbing at the headboard of the bed to steady herself. She might be small, but she’s a firecracker.

“What do you get out of the deal?” I grunt at Frank.

He reached forward and wrapped her hair in his hand as he climbed behind her, then gently pushed her down against me so that her head was on my shoulder.

“Me?” he said, pressing against her. “I get to fuck her tight little ass.”

And with that he pushed forward, and I could hear Tiffiny gasp in pleasure as he filled her up.

I could feel him inside her, his movements echoing through her body.

As I fucked her pussy, he fucked her ass. The two of us moved together, a steady rhythm that slowly took over her body. Her hands clawed at the bed, and she turned her face into my neck.

“Fuck yes,” she moaned.

I know it’s not possible, but I could almost feel her pussy gripping me tighter, like she was trying to keep me inside her as Frank fucked her ass. It was going to be a race to see which of us came first, me with her pussy clamped on my shaft or her with two fat cocks pounding her.

I wrapped my arms round her, and we moved faster and faster, my orgasm building like a wave. I was seconds away when she tensed up and let out a cry, her entire body shaking as she came. The pressure was too much for me, and I thrust up into her as my cock throbbed and exploded deep inside her, making her gasp and moan even more.

I held her close to me as Frank kept pumping into her ass, his grunts growing louder and more intense until he pulled out and came on her back, spraying her with cum, splashing down on her skin like a shower.

We lay there for a few minutes, trying to catch our breath, when from outside we heard the crunch of tires on gravel and the honk of a horn.

“Who the hell is that?” asked Frank.

“I have a horrible feeling that’s my dad here a day early to pick me up.”


Chapter Six


“So, Champ, I bet you’re relieved you didn’t have to stay the full weekend?”

We were driving back home, and he had explained to me that the repairs weren’t as bad as they had initially thought and they’d managed to get them done overnight.

“Yeah. Great,” I mumbled.

“That website you recommended, it was really good. Your mom said she found some interesting stuff on it.”

I closed my eyes and tried to get some sleep, after all there had been very little of that in bed.

“Oh, I forgot to say. Your girlfriend called.”

My eyes snapped back open.

“Girlfriend?”

We pulled into the driveway, and he turned around to look at me, flashing me a smile.

“Well, your mom said it was your girlfriend from the book club. She took the message so you should speak to her.”

I found her in the kitchen, making cookies.

“Your girlfriend called.”

“I don’t have a girlfriend.”

“Sure you do, that girl you were with outside the book club. Winny, I think her name was?”

I breathed a sigh of relief, glad that it wasn’t one of the book club members she was getting confused about. But I was puzzled by why she had called.

“Her name is Winona. What did she say?”

I waited while she put the tray of cookies into the oven and fiddled with the settings. There was no point rushing her, she would get to it when she was ready.

“What was it? Hmmm. Let me think. Oh yes. She said she still wanted to ask you for some advice and that she would see you at the book club. I think that was it.”

Heading upstairs to my room, I wondered why she wanted advice from me. We had talked for a few minutes and apart from liking the same band, I didn’t really see what we had in common.

It was a problem for another day.

The rest of the weekend passed without incident. I caught up on some reading, posted some book reviews on Goodreads, then went to bed early. It had been a busy few weeks for me and the one thing I hadn’t gotten  a lot of was sleep. So drifting off while tucked up in my bed felt like a luxury.

On Monday, I did a shift at the shop, came home to get changed, and then headed to the mall. I had arranged to meet Tiffany to start our week of freeuse, and maybe help her pick out some more lingerie.

We had agreed to meet in the food court and I spotted her right away, wearing a skimpy sundress with sandals. After hugs and hellos, we went to grab a coffee and sat down at one of the tables.

“So how have you been?” I asked.

Tiffany smiled knowingly before replying. “I’ve been thinking about the other day.” She paused, as if not sure how to continue before gathering up courage to tell me what was on her mind. “I have to admit, I kinda set it up. There have been rumors in the book club, about you and just how good you are with that cock. And I managed to get Amanda to arrange for you to come out to the cabin. I was hoping that you would be able to stay for the weekend, maybe even have some fun with Frank while I watched.”

The idea did have a certain appeal to me.

“I hope you don’t mind.” she said, and I felt something slide up my leg. It took me a second to realize that she had slipped off a sandal and was rubbing me with her foot.

“Not at all.” I wasn’t sure if she meant setting things up or rubbing me under the table, but I was cool with both.

“So,” she said as she raised her foot up till her toes were rubbing against my crotch. “Do you want to go help me pick out some sexy clothes?”

A quick walk through the mall and we were soon in Sheer Indulgence, looking for something sexy for Tiffany. After about twenty minutes, she had a selection of items but still hadn’t found exactly what she was looking for.

“You know what I want,” Tiffany said with a wink. “I want something tight and sheer, I want to look like a little sex kitten. I want to be your sexy plaything this week, I want to be your little slut.”

The store was pretty empty and as far as I could see there was only one employee there, a bored-looking woman at the register.

“In that case,” I said, taking her hand. “You can start now.”

I pulled her into the changing room and shut the door behind me. Pushing her up against the wall, I gave her a deep kiss and felt her groaning into my mouth. I stepped back and pulled open the buttons on my jeans.

“Now you’re going to be a good little slut and drop to your knees and suck my cock. Do you understand?”

She nodded with enthusiasm and was on the floor almost before I finished speaking.

“You’re so dirty,” she said with a laugh. “I’m so glad we’re doing this..”

She tugged my jeans off and then pulled down my boxers. My cock bobbed out in front of her, and she sucked it right into her mouth and began bobbing her head up and down while making appreciative moaning sounds as my hands rested on the top of her head.

“Maybe I should get you some kitten ears,” I suggested.

She looked up at me and made what I thought was a nod of agreement, but it may just have been her working my cock. I had been lucky enough to get a lot of sex recently but she was giving by far the best blowjob that I’d had. Her throat felt so tight around me that I could already feel my legs shaking and decided that it was time to take charge.

“Stand up and lean against the wall.”

Reluctantly, she let my cock slip from her mouth and stood up, giving me a soft kiss before leaning back against the wall.

“I like it when you’re commanding,” she giggled.

I reached down and grabbed the hem of her dress and pulled it up, revealing some lacy light blue panties.

“Hold your dress with one hand, and with the other I want you to masturbate while I watch.”

She moved her hand down to her crotch, pulling aside her panties. I saw that she was already soaked and when she began to rub herself, her fingers glistened from the wetness.

“Now tell me what you’re thinking,” I growled.

Her eyelids shut, and her mouth fell open slightly. Her hand was moving slowly, and without really thinking about it, I started stroking at the same speed.

“I’m thinking that you’re going to make me come,” she breathed. “I’m going to come so hard.”

Stepping forward, I whispered into her ear.

“Who said I was going to let you come? I get to decide that. I might just make you edge yourself till you can’t think and then come over your tits.”

Her eyes flew open and she looked shocked for a moment before her eyes shut tight, and she let out a groan as she got nearer to coming. She let go of her dress and moved her free hand behind her and pushed her fingers between her ass cheeks, rubbing against her tight hole.

“Please let me come, please. I will do anything you want.”

“Yes you will, because you’re my freeuse toy.”

“Yes, yes, I am. Please, please..”

I reached out and put my hand gently on her throat, squeezing just enough to make her moan. Her eyes flicked open again and fixed on me.

“Maybe if you beg hard enough, I’ll give you a little relief,” I teased.

She let out a whimper, and I knew she was almost at the edge. Her eyes were full of desperation and lust and I decided that she had earned her orgasm.

“Please, please, please,” she gasped.

“Come. Now. And don’t forget to thank me.”

I watched her, seeing her lips contort as she tried to say the words while she was coming.

“T... thank you...”

With her eyes closed and mouth open, she rode out the waves of pleasure.

“What a good girl,” I said, kissing her cheek.

She opened her eyes and smiled, grabbing hold of my arm and pulling me down for a kiss.

“Can I have your cock now? Please?”

“Well, since you asked nicely.”

As I thrust into her, I noted that I would have to find out later if it was only a finger she liked pressed against her asshole.


Chapter Seven


“I just realized, I don’t even know what you do for a living,” I said.

It was Wednesday and Tiffany had just called to ask if I wanted to come round after she finished work.

“Well, I work in a library a few days a week. The one on Melroy Avenue. I’ll be finished in about an hour, why don’t you come over and meet me?”

It sounded like a good idea so I headed off to the library. I entered the building to find Tiffany already locking up but when she saw me she came over and guided me to the staff room, telling me she would only be a few minutes.

I waited, and she eventually returned, beckoning me over to the door.

“Would you like to take the tour?”

“Sure.”

I was shown the main library, the meeting room, and then to the quiet room where there were books about mental health and how to help people with depression.

“I like to try to make sure that the library helps the community in any way it can.”

As we headed back to the staff room, she stopped next to a door and pulled out a key, slipping it in the lock as she grinned at me.

“And this… this is the staff only book section.”

She opened the door to reveal about 10 shelves full of books. On closer inspection it turned out that they were all erotica.

“Our little selection of books for when we’re on break. You will find most of the books from Book Club here. Look, here’s this week’s one,” she said, pointing at a paperback of the Zoey Adams book we were supposed to read.

“Mmmm, so the stereotype of the sexy librarian is true then?”

She giggled and blushed a little. It made her look adorable.

“Maybe. I’m not saying that some of us occasionally grab a book and get off in the staff room, but...”

That gave me an idea.

“Which is your favorite?”

She thought for a moment and then pulled out a thick paperback.

“This one,” she said, showing me the book. A Hotwife Summer by Aila Glass. “It’s, um, well it’s got some really hot anal action in it.”

I thought back to her touching herself and inwardly smiled, knowing what I had in my pocket.

“Is there anyone else here?” I asked as we walked back to the staff room.

“Nope, just you and me. Everyone else has... Oh. You’re going to use me, aren’t you?”

We had just walked into the room and I had went straight over to her desk, moving some items to the side.

“Yes. I am going to bend you over your desk and then every time you use it, you’re going to be thinking of me. Especially when you’re reading that book.”

I kissed her and then gently pushed her down so she was leaning over her desk, her skirt riding up and her butt sticking out. Pushing her skirt up further, I could see that she was wearing lacy black panties, so I pulled them straight down till they were lying on the floor.

“Today, you don’t get to come. Well, maybe later. But first I get to have my fun with you.”

“Yes, sir.”

I pulled the little bottle out of my pocket and squirted some of the lube onto my fingers, then reached down and pressed them against her asshole.

She made a noise, half groan, half startled delight.

“You know what I’m going to do to you?” I asked.

“Yes,” she moaned, “you’re going to fuck my ass. Fuck it hard.”

I slowly slid my middle finger into her, feeling the tight ring of muscle squeeze around it. As I pumped my finger in and out, she made little gasps of pleasure and her hands gripped onto the edge of the desk.

Then I pulled my finger out and lubed my cock up, slowly stroking it.

“Fuck me, Louis. I need your cock in my ass.”

I could see that she was desperate for it, her ass clenching as she looked over her shoulder and watched me rub the head of my cock.

Stepping forward, I pressed it against her ass and felt her body relax as I pushed inside her. The tight heat of her asshole wrapped around me as I slowly fed my shaft into her. She moaned with pleasure, gripping onto the desk harder and pushing back against me as I entered her.

“Oh, fuck YES!” she cried.

“I thought there was no talking in the library?”

“Fuck!” she groaned. “Oh god, yes, fuck me like a dirty librarian slut.”

“That’s it, you little anal whore, beg for my cock.”

I gave her ass a slap and watched with joy as she slammed her hand down on the table, letting out a shout of pleasure. When I slapped it again, she covered her mouth to stifle the noise.

“None of that. I want to hear your moans. Especially when I come in your ass.”

With another smack, I plunged all the way inside her. She was so tight that I could barely fit in, but the feeling of her ass wrapped around me was exquisite. And I was pretty sure from the sounds that she made that she was enjoying it just as much.

“How does it feel?” I asked.

“Oh god, so good,” she groaned. “It feels amazing. You’re so big.”

I was enjoying hearing her talk like that, letting go and not trying to hide her desire.

“Tell me how my cock feels.”

I reached around her and started rubbing her clit in circles as I pounded her ass.

“Your cock feels so good,” she moaned, pushing back against me with each thrust.

“Keep talking, tell me what I’m doing to you.”

“You’re fucking my ass so hard, pounding me like a little anal whore,” she gasped. “It’s so fucking good.”

I smacked her ass again, feeling her shudder under my hand.

“Oh fuck. I’m going to come. Please, can I come? I need to come with your cock in my ass. Please?”

“Not just yet,” I growled. “I want to fuck your ass a little bit longer.”

I slammed into her as hard as I could, fucking her ass so hard that her face was pressed into the table.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck!” she screamed. “I’m coming.”

Her whole body spasmed with the force of the orgasm, and she let out a wail of pleasure as I emptied myself inside her.

“God, you are a good little slut.”

I kept pounding her, making sure that every drop of cum was in her ass. And then I slowly pulled back, enjoying the sound of her sighing as my cock pulled free.

“And what do you say?”

“Thank you, Louis.”


Chapter Eight


The next day flew by in a haze of sex. I took her outside in the park and fucked her on top a picnic table, making sure to snap off some pictures of us so we could do some mutual masturbation looking at them later. We also fucked at the library again, in the stacks, nearly knocking the books from the shelves.

When I woke up on Friday morning, I heard my parents downstairs talking to someone, so I slowly got up and wandered downstairs and into the kitchen.

“Louis, look who it is.”

My mom stepped aside, and I saw Tiffany sitting at the table, drinking some coffee. She looked really cute in a little blue top and some figure hugging jeans.

“Hey,” she said, looking slightly embarrassed.

“I bumped into Tiffany at Costco this morning. I recognised her from the book club. Anyway, we got chatting, and I invited her round for coffee, wouldn’t take no for an answer.”

My dad pulled out a chair for me, and I sat down opposite Tiffany. If I had known she was there, I would have worn more than a t-shirt and boxers.

“I told her you would be delighted to see one of your book club pals. And here you are looking a mess, not even showered.”

I took the offered coffee and tried to work out a way that this conversation could end but luckily, my parents provided that out.

As my dad was carrying his mug to the sink, he suddenly stopped and slapped his forehead, like the cliche that he is.

“Oh damn. I just remembered, it’s Kathy’s barbecue today. We said we would drop by.”

Kathy is my aunt and lives just outside of town. Being near her was one of the reasons we had moved here.

“Oh goodness,” my mom replied. “Yes. Oh, this is embarrassing.”

Tiffiny smiled and reached out to place her hand on my mom’s.

“That’s OK. If you two have to go, then go. I can chat with Louis.”

For the next five minutes we sat there, sipping our drinks while my parents fussed about and got ready to leave. Eventually with a wave and a cry of “See you again soon,” they were gone.

Tiffany looked at me, her smile creeping over her face.

“So, do I get to be fucked in your bedroom?”

I wished I had cleaned the place up a little but really, it wasn’t too bad.

The covers were pulled back and there were a few clothes on the floor, but apart from that it was in a reasonable state.

“When was the last time you had a girl in here?” Tiffany asked.

“In my bed? Not since moving here.”

She sat down and flashed me a smile.

“Should we do something about that?”

“Definitely,” I said, pulling her close and kissing her hard.

As we kissed, she ran her hands over my chest and then through my hair, pulling me closer as she opened her lips, allowing my tongue to slip inside her mouth.

We fell onto the bed and Tiffany slid her hand under the waistband of my boxers and grabbed my cock, stroking it gently.

“Mmmmmmm, I love the feel of your cock.”

I pressed her down onto the bed, slipping my hands under her top and running them up to cup her breasts.

“I want you to fuck me now. I want your big cock inside me,” she said as I took her shirt off, her tits looking gorgeous in the delicate white bra she was wearing.

“You forget, it’s still my freeuse week. So I decide what happens.”

She gave a little moan and slipped her hand down into my boxers again, this time gripping my shaft and giving it a little squeeze.

“Fine. Use me any way you like. Just use me.”

I rolled away from her and kissed the side of her neck.

“Stand up and strip for me.”

She stood up, removing her bra and dropping it to the floor. Next she slowly undid her jeans, slowly spinning round so that as she pulled them down, I got a good look at her ass.. Then finally she turned back to face me and dropped her panties to the floor.

She was fucking gorgeous.

“Now, I want you to climb on the bed and lower your pussy onto my face so I can taste your pussy. And I want you to lean forward and suck my cock.”

I know a lot of people are not into 69ing, but boy do I love it. And I wanted to feel Tiffany’s lips wrapped around my cock as I sucked her clit.

Tiffany knelt on the bed and then leaned forward, sliding her pussy onto my mouth. I breathed in a lungful of air and got straight to work. As my tongue slipped into her folds, she reached up and pulled my cock from my boxers, and then sank her mouth over me, taking the length of it into her mouth in one swift movement.

She moaned, and I felt her tongue sliding around the shaft of my cock, flicking across the head and sending a shiver through me.

Her pussy was delicious, the taste of her making me hungry and desperate for more. I let my tongue slip down over her lips and along the length of her pussy, slipping back inside her as I tasted her.

The bed creaked slightly as we moved, the two of us getting into a rhythm of licking and sucking. I wrapped my arms around her, holding her in place, unable to escape my relentless tongue. And in return she sucked even harder, reaching down and squeezing my balls gently in her hand.

We were both moaning and groaning, our hands gripping the other tightly as we got closer and closer. My cock was throbbing with need, my orgasm fast approaching. And I wanted her to come first, I wanted to taste her. Then suddenly she slammed herself down on my face, grinding against me as my mouth was flooded with her wetness as she came.

Her tongue swirled around my cock as her body shuddered, my face soaked with her juices as I drank her down. And then I was coming, shooting cum into her mouth and groaning as she sucked me dry, taking each load as vigorously as the first.

“Fuck, that was good.”

I could taste her in my mouth as I said it.

She didn’t reply straight away, too busy licking and sucking my shaft clean. But eventually she raised her head and looked back at me.

“Mmm, yeah. I love having your cock in my mouth.”

She turned around and, kissed me and I could still taste my own cum on her lips.

“Now do I get to have you fuck me?”

I nodded and grabbed her hips, lifting her up as she straddled me. I positioned the head of my cock against her opening and slipped inside her, hearing a sigh escape from her as she sank onto me.

“Nice and slow,” I said. “So you get all fuzzy and forget about everything else except my cock filling you up.”

Resting her hands on my chest, she slowly rode me. Her eyes closed and her head fell forward as she worked my shaft, feeling me getting harder and harder inside her.

“God, you look fucking amazing,” I breathed.

She moaned in reply and picked up the pace. Reaching round, I placed my hands on her ass to steady her so that she could go faster.

“Like this?” she asked.

“Fuck yes. Just like that.”

Having come so recently I knew I could go awhile, but I wanted her to come again, and I wanted to be able to watch her when she did. So I reached up and ran my fingers along her nipples, pinching them and rubbing them as she moved.

“Oh fuck, yes.”

“Are you going to be a good slut and come for me?”

She nodded, her fingers digging into my chest as she moved faster and faster on my shaft.

“Tell me.”

Her eyes flicked open and locked onto mine.

“I’m going to come and thank you for letting me fuck myself on your gorgeous cock.”

I knew that she was close to coming, so I slipped a hand down and began rubbing her clit, moving my fingers in tight little circles as she bounced up and down on me.

“Oh god, yes. I’m coming. Fuck yes, I’m coming.”

I could feel her pussy tighten around my cock, and then suddenly her head rolled back and she let out a cry as she reached her climax. She was like an animal in heat, her movements becoming more desperate, her hands pulling at me as she slammed down on my cock. And with a grunt, I felt myself explode inside her.

She collapsed against me, her head on my shoulder. I put my hand on her butt and squeezed gently, drawing a happy sigh from her.

“Thank you,” I heard her murmur.

As we lay there, wrapped around each other, I thought to myself about how lucky I was. Just a week ago I had thought that my freeuse adventures were over, then I had gotten to spend a week with this wonderful woman. I didn’t know what the future held, but I knew that I would welcome it with open arms.


Chapter Nine


We turned up at the book club separately, even though we had spent the day in bed together. It seemed to be an open secret that I was sleeping with various members of the club, but we decided we would keep it as quiet as possible.

I turned up about ten minutes after her, when most of the other members were already there. Once again I saw Max dropping off Amanda and I felt a wave of joy go through me. Amanda deserved some happiness and Max seemed to be providing it.

Just as I was about to walk inside, I heard a car horn and turned around to see Blake parking. Sitting beside her in the convertible was Winona.

I watched as they both got out of the car, said something to each other and then Blake walked across to me.

“Winny wants to have a word with you,” she said, giving me a wink. “Go say hi to her.”

She headed off to join the rest of the group and Winona stood up and came towards me, her hands behind her back.

“Hello, Louis, I hope you don’t mind me delaying you for a few minutes.”

She was wearing a Bartok’s Daughter t-shirt, with a plaid shirt tied around her waist and some baggy camo trousers. Even the Doc Martins she was wearing looked like something I would wear. I had to admit, she looked pretty fucking hot.

“No problem. What can I help you with?”

For a moment I didn’t think she was going to speak. Her eyes looked down at the floor and she seemed to have a nervous energy in her movement. But then she looked up again.

“I know you fucked my mom.”

Of all the things that I thought she could have said, I hadn’t even considered that one.

“Oh.”

She shook her head and waved her hand in front of her, laughing.

“No, no. Don’t worry. That’s not a bad thing. I know my mom has a high sex drive and what she does is up to her.”

My heart rate started to go down from the drumming that it had been doing.

“How do you know?”

“Actually, one of the days you had sex with her in the office, I came over to visit her and nearly walked in on the two of you. It was only the sound of her moaning that made me stop. I hung around and saw her walking you to reception later.”

Which, I thought, means that you knew this when I saw you last week.

“So, you said you wanted to see me. Was it to tell me that you knew?”

She stepped forward and leaned in till her mouth was almost touching my ear.

“Oh no. I wanted to see you cause I wanted to ask you to fuck me.”


This months book


The Cabin: Book One: Trapped by the Storm by Kristin Lance 
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An unprecedented storm. An uncertain future. And some really hot sex. 


When a winter storm like nothing the Pacific Northwest has ever seen traps a group of friends in a remote cabin, at first it seems like a fantastic time. They have a fire, they have food, and they are committed to keeping each other warm, in any way necessary. As things get more 
serious, they’ll have to find strength and trust between them to survive.


Will Katie and her three men conquer the wintery world? 
Or will they find the challenges are more than their burgeoning relationship can handle?


*This book contains explicit language and adult situations, evidence of violence and mayhem, really cold toes, various injuries, sword crossing, MMFM, MM, and MF scenes and creepy people on snowmobiles.



Girl On The Net


Girl on the Netis a real website. In fact, it is a very important website to me as it was where some of my first writing was published.

As it says in the story, it’s a sex blog that posts articles about sex, feminism, real-life stories, guest blogs and much much more. The girl from Girl on the Net shares moments from her life that are sometimes funny, sometimes sad, and often sexy but always real and touching.

It’s one of the biggest sex blogs in the UK and I would highly recommend that you check it out.

There is also a Patreon that I can highly recommend.


A note from Amanda


This week we will be reading The Helpful Hotwife by Zoe Adams.

I had a quick look at this already. A wife pretending to be the girlfriend of one of her husband’s friends to help him out. Things getting heated. Just my type of thing.

Maybe I will read it with Max. We have already talked about having some hotwife-style. Maybe this will spark some ideas.

You can find the book here and read it on KU or buy on Amazon.
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