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Chapter One


“Um, is this the book club?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Actually, that might only apply to me.

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

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

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

And that brings me round to the book club.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m Crystal,” she whispered.

“Louis,” I replied

“IF you are quite finished?”

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

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

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

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

A groan went up around the room.

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

Amanda glanced at her watch.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Before Blake could reply, Crystal appeared next to us.

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two


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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, I can go first.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Louis?”

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

“Yes?”

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

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

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

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

Amanda clicked on her Kindle and looked at me.

“Name and author please.”

I nearly laughed but managed to keep it in.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Amanda stood up and addressed the room

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

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

“I won’t forget.”

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

“Hey, what’s up?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

“I suppose not.”

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


Chapter Three


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her words from Friday echoed in my head.

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

I wondered if that meant she had similar tastes.

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

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

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

Maybe something more than coffee was in order.

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four


The week rolled around and once again it was Friday.

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

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

“What’s up, Champ?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, thanks, Dad.”

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

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

[image: image-placeholder]

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

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

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

“I can go first.”

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

She stood up and addressed the group.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You haven’t given your opinion yet.”

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

“We don’t all need to...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Blake smiled and looked down at her Kindle.

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

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

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

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

Amanda stood up and looked at her watch.

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

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

“Louis, may I have a word?”

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

“Oh, sure, Amanda. How can I help?”

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

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

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

“Oh. Yeah. I would like that.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Five


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

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

“This is some impressive place you have.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, that’s fine by me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She turned away from me and put the stapler down.

“Maybe we could find out?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

In reply, she asked for another.

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

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

“Please sir, can I have another?”

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

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

“Hey, those are expensive,” she moaned.

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

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

“Don’t stop,” she whispered.

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

Hits four and five hit harder.

“Amanda, I want to ask you something.”

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

“What?”

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

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

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

“She asked for his cock,” she mumbled.

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

“Do you want my cock?” I asked her.

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

“Yes, I want you to fuck me.”

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

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

Amanda had just found out how thick it was.

“Pull it out, Amanda,” I commanded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Stand up and strip for me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t drive. What else?”

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

“Buy you a gift, whatever you want.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Tell me,” I commanded.

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

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


Chapter Six


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

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

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

“AMANDA.”

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

I followed her lead, grabbing my hoodie.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Security code is 12865.”

She must have seen the confused look on my face.

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded as a million thoughts spun in my head.

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

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

“I loved being your slut today.”

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


It had been a mind-blowing experience, but could I continue it?

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

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

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

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

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

I could almost hear her smile down the phone.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s fine. See you then.”

And with a click, she hung up.

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

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

“Lou Lou, do you have a moment?”

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

“Yeah, Mom, what is it?”

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

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

I snorted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, a girlfriend?”

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

“Yeah, mom, she’s a girl.”

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Seven


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You still want this?” I asked.

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

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

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

I decided to switch things up a little.

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

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

“Does your husband have a study?”

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

“Dress off, now.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What did you say?” I asked.

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

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

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

“Oh FUCK.”

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

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

“Open your mouth,” I instructed her.

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

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


Chapter Eight


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

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

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

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

“Hey, Amanda.”

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

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

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

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

She actually blushed and reached for something on the shelf.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good girl. Stick out your tongue.”

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

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

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

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

“Mmm, good girl.”

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

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

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

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


Chapter Nine


Which took us to Friday.

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

So I surprised her when I walked in.

“Oh, Louis, you’re early…”

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

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

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

And then she said yes.

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded, enjoying the enthusiasm she was showing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

No more snuggling in bed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey, Blake.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Louis, I want to ask you something.”

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

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

Her lips were almost on my neck.

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

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

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

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


About this Book Series


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

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

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

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

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


The Featured Book


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

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

Check it out here:

https://mybook.to/usingapril1


Author interview


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

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

What was the inspiration for Using April?

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

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

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

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

So, why MILFS?

Why not? MILFS are sexy.

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

And did I mention the MILFS are sexy?

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

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

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

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

Yes. Yes it is.

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



A Word from Amanda


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

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

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

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

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

Um.

Anyway.

You have your assignment.

Servicing The Senior Partner by Lacey Cross.

Let’s meet back next time and discuss it.

https://mybook.to/Servicingpartner1
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My Alternative Girlfriend


Want a free sexy erotica? 
Join my newsletter and get My Alternative Girlfriend. 
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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