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Chapter One


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

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

What, you may ask, is free use?

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

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

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

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

Crazy, right?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Amanda cleared her throat and called the group to attention.

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

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

“Crystal, why don’t you go first.”

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

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

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

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

Amanda’s voice brought me back from my haze.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I caught the quick glance that she made at me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck yes.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You like that?” she asked.

“Yes, yes I do.”

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

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

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

And I wanted to fuck her. Badly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ahhhh,” she cried as I entered her.

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

“Perfect.”

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

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

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

“Or are you enjoying this?”

Again she nodded.

“You like being fucked by a younger guy?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Turn round, on your knees again.”

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

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

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

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

Squeezing my cock, I aimed it between her breasts.

“Don’t move,” I ordered.

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

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

“Uuuuuhhhnnn!!”

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two


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

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

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

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

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

She wanted a video? I could do that.

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

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

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

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

“Good morning,” he said.

“Hey.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Amanda leaned forward and kissed me lightly on the lips.

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

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

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

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

“For now, that’s my little secret.”


Chapter Three


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sit down.”

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

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

“But?” I asked.

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

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

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

“Yeah, I read it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Sir.”

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

“Blake. Do you want me to do this?”

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

“Yes,” she breathed out.

“Bend over the desk.”

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

“Like this, Sir?”

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

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

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

“Who’s in charge?”

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

“You are, Sir,”

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

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

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

“Yes, Louis. Whenever you want.”

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

“Are you ready for this?”

She looked back over her shoulder and nodded.

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

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

“Whatever Sir wants.”

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

“Open yourself up for me.”

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

“Do you want me to fuck you?”

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

“Yes, sir.”

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

“Oh, fuck, Louis.”

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

“You will call me Sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Say it. Tell me what you want.”

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

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

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

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

“Oh. OH. I’m sorry, I didn’t know...”

Blake turned her head and looked at him.

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

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

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

“Blake,” I said sternly.

“Yes, sir?”

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

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

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

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

“Is that understood?”

Another nod.

“Good girl.”

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

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

“Not yet.”

I grabbed her hips and started moving faster.

“Please, please let me come.”

I was surprised when she actually started pleading with me.

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

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

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

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

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

“Clean me off.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four


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

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

I pulled out my phone and texted her.

“Be outside the office at 5.”

I waited a few moments, and my phone pinged.

“I have a meeting at 5:15.”

That wouldn’t do.

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

Silence.

And then a buzz

“Yes, Sir.”

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

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

“Where are we going, Sir?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

She nodded.

“Yes, Sir.”

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

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

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

I nodded, and she started bobbing her head again.

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

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

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

Hank was still looking forward and ignoring us completely.

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

She nodded and sucked on me harder.

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

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

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

“Why are we at the park, Sir?”

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

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

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

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

She smiled and nodded.

“Yes, Sir.”

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

“Sir?”

“Yes, Blake?”

A pause and then a giggle.

“I’ve never had sex outside.”

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

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

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

We soon found a quiet clearing.

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

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

“And the panties, Sir?”

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

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

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

“Are you ready for me, Blake?”

She nodded.

“Yes, Sir, please fuck me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck me, Sir,” she moaned.

I pushed myself into her, and she gasped.

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

She nodded.

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

Suddenly she tensed up.

“What’s wrong, Blake?”

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

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

“Yes, Blake, come for me. Do it now.”

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

“Oh god, Sir! Oh god!”

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

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

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

I smiled.

“It was my pleasure, Blake.”


Chapter Five


On Thursday, I left the house early.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Well, that was interesting.

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

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

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

“Hi there, Blake.”

“Come in, Sir.”

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

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

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

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

“Hello, Amanda.”

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

I looked at Blake.

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

She laughed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And you know you want him to watch.”

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

“Go on, Sir. Take a look.”

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Sir, please.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck, that’s hot.”

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

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

“Blake, take us to your bedroom.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, fuck!” I heard from above me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s it, swallow it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Six


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, sure.”

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

“How are you and mom doing?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I looked at her, puzzled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

To be Continued


The Feature Book


Servicing the Senior Partner by Lacey Cross
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If your husband changes the rules and you work with four hot lawyers… what would you do?

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

Find the book at:
https://mybook.to/Servicingpartner1


Author Interview


LACEY CROSS

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

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

Yeah, this is a little odd. But hello!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


A Word from Amanda


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

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

Yes, anyway.

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

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

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

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

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

https://mybook.to/professionalcougar
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Taming Ivy Excerpt


Here’s an excerpt of another freeuse story of mine, Taming Ivy.
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Chapter One

“Turn up at 18:00. The door will be open. Come in and fuck me.”

Those were the words on the text message and I couldn’t believe my luck.

But let me go back a bit and tell you how I got to this stage.
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A couple of days earlier, I had been on break at work and talking to one of the guys in accounts, a middle-aged guy called Gary, and after a long conversation about Marvel movies, talk had turned to the subject of dating.

“I am getting SO much pussy at the moment,” he grinned as he knocked back his third coffee of the morning. I knew he was a bit of a bragger, but he usually didn’t lie about things, so I could only assume that what he said was true.

“But you’re married,” I said, a puzzled look on my face.

I remembered meeting his wife at an office Christmas party, rather an attractive woman in her early forties who seemed to give off old Hollywood glamour vibes. Gary had disappeared to one of the back offices for a while and left me to talk with her. If I’m honest, it felt like she was flirting with me, but that could have been my imagination.

“And?” he said.

“Are you telling me you’re fucking people behind your wife’s back?”

He laughed and put down the cup.

“Of course not. But Ellen likes girls as much as I do, so she lets me pick up other chicks for threesomes and right now I’m just about drowning in them.”

After a moment of thinking about a cute girl between Ellen’s legs, I shook my head.

“Man, I’d have no idea where to even find a girl. Which is why I’m single, I guess.”

Gary was only too pleased to share his secret. Apparently, he was using an app called Pinocchio that matched you up with local people that were looking for sex.

“Why is it called Pinocchio?” I asked.

“No strings” he smirked.
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So the next day I installed it on my phone. After all, I’d been single for a few months and this looked like a fun way to change that.

It was easy to set up, just required a few details and a lengthy section on your kinks and boundaries, followed by what you were looking for.

So after taking a snapshot of my face, I uploaded my profile, and almost immediately forgot about it.

That is, I forgot about it till the next day. I got a notification on my phone that I had matched with someone. With a little excited feeling in my chest, I clicked into the app and took a look.

Ivy. 42. Into free use.

I didn’t know what free use was, but the pictures she’d posted of herself in various states of undress with various toys made me pretty certain that whatever she was into, I would be into it too.

She’d also sent me a message

“Send me a picture of your cock fully erect. A stroking video would be even better.”

That was it, nothing else. The directness of the message made me hot and pretty much got me hard straight away.

I had never sent a cock pic, so this was a new thing for me. Did I just send the cock, or did she want to see my face, or if it was a video, did she want to see me come?

A few beers later, I decided to just go for it and see what happened.

Get the story at:
http://mybook.to/TamingIvyFlower

Or the bundle of the entire series, plus a bonus short at:
https://mybook.to/freeuseflowerscomplete



My Alternative Girlfriend


Want more sexy erotica? 
Get My Alternative Girlfriend on my website.
Alex owed a favour, and when that favour is called in he finds himself learning to pretend how to be a boyfriend. And the best part is finding out what his fake girlfriend is into. 
https://signup.aleclake.co.uk/
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