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      The holiday season is here, and in the world of freeuse, this motto remains:

      
        
        However, you want it. Until your time is up and freeuse is over.

      

      

      Explore the world of Ultimate FreeUse with these partners who have consented to be freely used until the clock runs out.

      From husband’s friends to co-workers, from random hook-ups to more men (and women) than they can count. Join these characters as they explore the sinful satisfaction of being freely used for their partners’ pleasure.

      Freely Used for Christmas Amazon Series Page
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            Ashley arrives

          

        

      

    

    
      I look at my phone to check the address and then slide it into my back pocket. Climbing the steps to the wraparound porch, I press the doorbell and return to the walkway to wait for someone to answer. I pull the hem of my skirt down. It’s tight around my thighs and always seems to inch up as I walk. I’m wearing a corset as my top, with a black leather jacket over it. My brown hair is down, and it’s loose behind the collar of my jacket. My black Doc Martens are clean, and I think my appearance should be appropriate for this meeting.

      I was lazy and didn’t get a new lease after the term, and I need a room through the holidays. I didn’t budget for the last two weeks of the year, and now I’m stuck. The ad in the paper says the rates are negotiable, which is promising. Maybe I can do odd jobs and put in some sweat equity to lower the rent.

      The house is an older craftsman-style house with well-kept grounds. It looks cozy and welcoming. I push at my second thoughts because I’m almost out of options. The door starts to open, and I smile in greeting until I see her, then my mouth hangs open.

      “Hello, you must be Ashley,” she says, pressing open the glass door, and I step back as it swings toward me. “Come in out of the cold. And welcome.”

      She is gorgeous, with copper-red hair, a pixie cut, and intense green eyes. She has a curvy figure, and she’s wearing a loose skirt that hangs just above her knees. I was nervous before I rang the buzzer, but now I feel intimidated by her allure. I wet my lips with my tongue nervously.

      “Yeah, hi. I’m Ashley. We spoke on the phone,” I say as I walk through the door, she’s holding open for me.

      “I’m Eleanor, but you can call me Nora,” the lady says, waving her hand toward the living room with a gracious smile. “Come in, put your bag there, and take off your jacket. Make yourself comfortable on the sofa while I go find Jack.”

      I place my roller bag against the wall, shrug off my jacket, fold it, and hang it over my suitcase. Nora pauses, looks at me in my black, leather corset, then walks past me. I pull the hem of my skirt down as I move to the sofa to sit, keeping my knees closed. I don’t know why I decided to wear the tight pencil skirt, but I like how it looked with the black leather corset.

      Their house is cozy. I’m in a small sitting room, which has a leather sofa where I’m sitting, and two comfortable-looking leather chairs. The room is lit warmly, with lights hung from the ceiling and a torch lamp in the corner. The front window looks towards their street with a slatted blind pulled down, but the slats are open. I hear their footsteps approaching. They sound hollow, and I figure they must have a basement below the main floor. It’s not usual for this part of the country.

      I stand up to turn to give them my best smile. Jack is tall with thick brown hair, greying at the temples. He is over six feet tall, while I’m just a few inches over five feet. Nora is taller than me and shorter than Jack. Jack is wearing a blue button-down shirt with the cuffs rolled midway up his forearms. He smiles and holds out his hand. I reach out, and he grabs mine and wraps his warm fingers around my hand.

      “Jack,” he says as he lets go of my hand. “But you knew that already.”

      “Well, I used to call you professor in class,” I say now that I recognize him. “I thought your name was John?” He teaches English Composition at the college I graduated from two weeks ago. I had the biggest crush on him while I was in his class.

      “I go by John on campus, Ashley. In my house, I go by Jack.” He smiles warmly, wraps his hand around Nora’s waist, and pulls her against his side. “You’re looking for a room for the holidays?”

      “Yes, sir,” I say. “I’m staying over the break, then starting grad school in January. I’m between apartments and need to wait for my financial aid to kick in to move into a new place. I’m trying to save as much money as possible, and your ad said your rates are negotiable. What does that mean?”

      I sit back on the sofa after pulling my skirt back down my thighs, keeping my knees together. Nora sits beside me instead of at the other end of the couch. Jack steps back and lowers himself onto one of the leather chairs. He leans forward with his elbows on his knees and steeples the fingers of both hands together.

      "Ashley, I need to ask you for some discretion, " Jack said. "What I'm about to say needs to stay secret. If you can't agree to secrecy, we can visit but can't offer you the room."

      "Do you want me to sign an NDA, professor?” I ask, grinning. "I can be discreet, but now you have me curious."

      "No, I'll take your word," Jack said. "You've always been a good student, and good students are loyal."

      He pauses and looks at his wife. Nora leans slightly closer, resting her hand below my neck and rubbing a slow, sensual circle along my spine. My bare skin tingles at her touch, and my pussy clenches with arousal.

      
        
        
        What is happening?

      

      

      

      "Jack and I live an alternative lifestyle, Ashley," Nora says, and her eyes lock on mine as I turn to look at her. "We are kinky and enjoy a BDSM lifestyle at home. Jack is my dominant, and I'm a switch."

      I swallow slowly. "I only know about BDSM, dominance, submission, and kinky sex from reading books,” I confess. “What's a switch?" I flick my eyes towards Jack, seeing him in a new light. He was always confident, his persona and charisma on display for every lecture. I feel my longtime crush on him return, seeing him look at me with darkening eyes.

      "A switch is both dominant and submissive," Nora explains. "I enjoy being Jack's submissive, but I also crave topping other people of both genders."

      My eyes flick back to Nora's, and her smile is a comfort, so I ask the question. "You're bisexual?"

      "I am," she says, nodding. Her fingers brush my hair from my cheek.

      I shiver at the touch and nod. "I'm curious," I admit, feeling my cheeks heat up. "I never dared to explore.”

      "What we're offering may interest you,” Jack interrupts, and my head turns back to him. I miss Nora's eyes, but when I look at Jack, I feel a pull towards him. I tilt my head as he continues. "We will give you a place to stay. In exchange, you will be able to explore your sexual fantasies safely within the walls of our house."

      "So, I'll be required to stay inside?" I lift my eyebrows and hear Nora chuckle, returning my gaze to her. My nipples crinkle in arousal, though what they offer is still a mystery.

      "No, dear," Nora says, combing her fingers lightly along the back of my head. "You are free to come and go as you'd like. Should you consent, you’ll play a specific role inside our house.”

      "You'll be our freeuse slut, for the duration of your stay," Jack says in a low, commanding voice, the deep baritone sinking into my psyche. "You would be subservient to both of us to use sexually. However, we'd like, whenever we like.

      
        
        
        Well fuck, that sounds hot.

      

      

      

      I'm sure my eyes are as wide as saucers as I stare at Jack. Then back at Nora. They both have gone silent and are watching me. Nora pulls her hand back, and the absence of her touch is like a vacuum. I stand up and smooth my skirt down, and my arms hang at my sides.

      "What if I don't like what's happening?" I ask. I'm ready to consent. I need at least an out or a way to back out if it gets too uncomfortable. Both Nora and Jack are old enough to be my parents.

      “Consent isn’t consent if it isn’t revocable,” Jack says and stands up, stepping closer.

      “You’ll have a safeword,” Nora answers. I feel her standing up behind me. “When you use it, everything stops. We’ll ensure you are physically safe and then discuss your feelings until you are emotionally safe. This isn’t a fling to us, Ashley. Your well-being is paramount.”

      Nora is behind me now, and I can feel her breath on my shoulder as I stand and look up at Jack. My body is vibrating with anticipation. I tilt my head up to look at Jack and slightly nod.

      “How much, and for how long?” I need one more answer.

      “You’ll be our guest. Our freeuse guest. As for how long, we’ll reevaluate after the New Year begins,” Jack says, his eyes softening slightly. “We are interested in something semi-permanent if the dynamic works for the three of us.”

      “It’s up to you, Ashley,” Nora says with a breath near my ear. “We need to see if you fit with us.”

      It’s the word “us” that does it for me. They want me to be part of them, not an outsider.  Their explanations are clear and sober, and being submissive to them scratches an itch that’s grown as I’ve explored BDSM in erotica books.  I nod my head and look up at Jack. Anxiety spins in my core as I answer.

      “Yes, I consent.” My words sound loud in my ear, and my heartbeat echoes behind my words. Jack’s eyes darken, and I feel Nora step closer, but she doesn’t touch me. Why do I need her to touch me so badly?

      “Strip,” Jack says in a low voice full of authority. “Everything off.”

      His voice brokers no argument, so I bow my head, my fingers shaking as I reach for the zipper on the side of my skirt. I pull down the tab, and the sound of it unzipping echoes in the sudden silence. I push it off my hips until gravity overcomes the friction, and my skirt falls around my ankles. Hooking my fingers in my navy blue boy shorts, I push them down until they slide and pool over my skirt at my ankles. I bend over at the waist, untie my Doc Martens, pull them off, and avoid eye contact while stepping out of my skirt and panties. I stand up straight and start unfastening the clasps of my corset. My breasts are pushed up from the tightness of the straps, and, with the last clasp undone, I hold the corset to my chest. I’m able to breathe deeply and look up into Jack’s eyes.

      “You heard me.” The gruffness in his voice makes my bare pussy throb. “Don’t make me repeat myself.”

      
        
        
        Fuck, this is intense.

      

      

      

      I barely nod in response and let go of the leather corset, and it falls beside my clothes at my feet, leaving me naked. Only my small heirloom necklace around my neck remains. My nipples tighten as I look into Jack’s eyes.

      “Kneel.”

      I’m lowering to my knees before he finishes the word. With my head bowed, I wait, resting my arms down my sides, my round cheeks resting on my heels.

      “This too, my dear,” Nora says, and I feel her fingers find the clasp to my necklace—my inheritance from my grandmother. “You’re beginning with us like you did at birth. Naked as a baby.”

      Nora collects my clothes, and I sense her walking toward my bag. I hear her pull the handle up and then the noise of one off-balance wheel as she exits the room. I stay on my knees, head bowed, waiting for whatever is next. It’s Jack’s call. Giving up control so abruptly is something, but my ex-professor does something to me. I can’t explain in detail, but I feel safe. I can feel my pussy contract and the sensation of a single drop dribbling from my opening.

      “What will we do with you?” Jack’s low voice fills the silence, followed by the unmistakable sound of his belt unfastening.
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            Bauble

          

        

      

    

    
      My heart races as I kneel before my ex-professor. I hear the leather of his belt pull through the loops of his trousers and the clink of his buckle as he steps closer.

      “Head up,” Jack says. His fingertip presses under my chin and lifts my head until he can look into my eyes. “Nora and I take consent seriously. Your safe word is ‘baubles.’ Repeat it back to me.”

      “B-baubles,” I stammer, then cough and swallow. When I feel my voice return, I continue. “Why baubles?”

      “Because you’re a pretty thing to look at, like the baubles we put on the Christmas tree. We love our little baubles and try to keep them safe when we take them down from the tree and stow them away until the next time we want to look at them.”

      I nod, biting my lip. I’m unsure if I can ask questions, but I can’t help myself.

      “Is that what I am? A shiny toy to play with for a time, then put away out of sight?”

      I swallow the lump in my throat. He hasn’t touched me yet. I’ve barely seen him since I was in his class two years ago. Since walking in the door and seeing him again, I feel a sense of belonging, like returning home, that is hard to reckon with.

      “We rarely toss out our baubles, little one,” Jack says softly. Then, his lips firm, he asks, “Are you ready? Last chance for any questions, Ashley.”

      His professorial tone has my core clenching, and it’s like saying class is about to begin. He was an excellent teacher, and his love of literature rang true in all his lectures. I take a moment to look into his dark eyes. Do I have questions? Millions. Do I need answers? No. I trust him and learn more from the experience than lectures.

      “No, sir.” I bow my head again. My hands shift, and I force myself to rest them on my thighs, palms open. I remember a photo I once saw of a naked female kneeling in a submissive pose. Its allure has stuck with me ever since, and I mimic the pose for Jack.

      “Good girl. You’ll refer to me as ‘Master,’ and Nora is your Mistress.” I nod up at him, unable to speak as those two titles sink into my lust-filled consciousness. Jack steps away from me, leaving me kneeling. “Honey, bring me a cane on your way back.”

      “Already have it.” I hear Nora return and then the sound of wood tapping flesh. I want to look at Nora but force myself to stare at my open fingers and slow my rapid breathing.

      “Thank you, dear,” Jack says with a warmth I hope to earn. “Do you want to watch?”

      “For now,” Nora says. I sense her walking past me and behind the professor—Master. I can see her feet as she faces the professor’s chair, then turns and sits in it. My teeth dent my lower lip as I watch in my periphery. I notice she’s changed into leather, knee-high boots as she crosses one leg over the other. The professor turns to face her, and my focus goes to his feet as I sense him lean. Then I hear their kiss. “I’ll join in after a time,” Nora explains. “I want to observe her for now.”

      “Good idea,” Jack says with a chuckle. “I might get carried away.”

      He turns back toward me, and his focus is like sitting in the sun. My skin flushes, and I can feel his eyes roaming. The point of his wooden cane—not a walking stick—traces up my leg slowly. It’s thin and round with a blunt point on the end.

      “Good instincts, little one.” His voice is low and commanding, edgier than I remember his classroom voice.

      I straighten slightly as he taps the edge of the cane along my spine. He releases a soft growl of approval as I adjust to his prompt. He uses the tip to push the locks of my hair behind my shoulders, and I am more aware of the weight of my breasts and the tightness of my nipples. The tip of his cane runs along my shoulder and then curves down my upper arm. Soft grunts and growls accompany his inspection of my pose and when he reaches my open palm, he taps the end sharply. My body stiffens, and I bite back a whine from the sudden pain.

      “This is good, open palm facing up.” His lecture voice is back, and I shiver at the praise of my instinctual position. “Why did you choose to kneel like this?”

      “I saw it on the internet, sir,” I say, adding the formal title to be respectful. “I’ve read many BDSM stories on the internet and my Kindle.”

      “50 Shades?” Nora asks. Her tone sounds disapproving.

      “No, Mistress,” I answer automatically. The use of her title feels natural, and my pussy clenches at the thought of being hers. “I enjoy erotica more than romance. I want to read and learn, not dream about happily ever afters.”

      Nora’s snort of laughter has me almost smiling, but I couch my expression and remain still. “Good answer, slut,” Nora says after she stops laughing.

      The cane tip moves down my thighs, and another sharp smack hits my leg just past my open wrist. I wince at the bright, sharp pain but swallow it. The pain radiates and morphs into a warm ache as the cane tip shifts to my other leg. Another smack makes my body jerk. The pain isn’t more intense; it’s more that the blow was unexpected.

      The cane tip runs along my waist, then down the curve of my ass. Another unexpected smack of the dowel-like cane has me wincing aloud. Am I kneeling wrong? I shift, trying to find another pose.

      “Did I tell you to move, slut?” The professor growls.

      “No, Master,” I manage, gritting my teeth and shifting back into the previous position.

      “Better,” Jack says, running the cane tip between the cheeks of my ass. “You do as you are told, and I haven’t told you to do anything other than kneel, right?”

      “Yes, Master.” My agreement earns me a grunt.

      I stay kneeling as the cane continues to move, accompanied by random swats that seem to grow in intensity. My nerves are alert, and my pussy clenches with each strike, my body responding to the abuse with arousal. I wonder if I would have that response if I hadn’t read all the smutty books that captured my deviant imagination.

      “Put your hands behind your head, fingers laced.” I start to stand, and a smack to my ass keeps me on my knees. I lift my hands, lacing my fingers together behind my head. My breasts shift, and my nipples stiffen more in this vulnerable position. My breaths are short and shallow. I’m full of lust and need before the professor’s hands have touched me. Realizing that he’s only touched me with his cane makes me flush. My pose is objectifying and makes me feel like a sex toy. The lack of physical contact reinforces and adds to the rising humiliation in the back of my mind.

      
        
        
        Why does this turn me on so much?

      

      

      

      A snap of fingers sharpens my attention, and I sense that Nora has handed Jack something. A tingle of metal on metal and another sound reminds me of Jack removing his belt. I straighten my back with my elbows to the sides, keeping my forearms parallel to the floor. “I’m just a toy, just a sex toy, just an object—a doll,” I say to myself silently.

      Jack gathers my hair with one hand, collecting it into a tail above my neck. The contact gives me shivers of arousal, and I feel my heart race. He fits something against my neck, and I recognize the feel of stiff leather as he pulls the ends behind my neck. I feel him shift behind my neck, and the strap presses into my throat as the collar tightens. I hear the metal jingle, and then the strap loosens slightly as my hair falls back along my shoulders.

      “This is a training collar,” Jack explains. “If you do well in your training, you may earn a more permanent collar. You will always wear this inside and remember to ask for its removal if you leave the house. You are not to wear this outside. Do you understand?”

      “Yes, Master,” I say with a swallow.

      The presence of the collar is all-consuming. It has a weight that seems like more than just leather. The strap’s compression around my throat reminds me of what I am to them—a toy. I’m a possession, their shiny bauble. I feel my flesh heat up more as these links connect in my mind.

      I’m breathless and on edge. I can’t remember how long it’s been since I stripped naked. I’ve never knelt at a man’s feet. My thighs are slick with moisture from my leaking pussy, and my nipples seem permanently hard. With my head bowed, I notice Nora uncross her legs then shift, standing up. She strides toward me, and I hold my position.

      I feel her delicate fingers wrap a leather cuff around one of my wrists, and then she moves behind me and cuffs my other wrist. Her fingers comb my hair into a full tail, collecting all the strands together and using a leather strap to tie my hair back. I’m acutely aware of the air flowing over my bare neck and the heat of the collar and cuffs around my neck and wrists.

      “You’ve been a good girl, slut.” Nora’s voice is lower and more serious. I flush at her praise, my arousal leaking from my pussy. I want to please both of them, yet I ache with the need for something more. I feel dizzy from all the sensations since kneeling naked for my ex-professor.

      My head is pulled back as Nora yanks on my ponytail. Her eyes stare down at mine, and I blink to focus on her. Dark-grey rings encircle lighter green irises, her lips are painted a vivid red, and I can see she’s wearing a leather corset. A silver ring that I hadn’t noticed before encircles her neck.

      With little warning, her lips press against mine, and I whimper in surprise. I force myself to relax as Nora’s tongue runs along my lips and then pushes inside my mouth. I press my tongue against hers and moan softly. Her lips are soft and sensual, and I’m melting more into a haze of lust as she captures my mouth.

      “Let’s see what you’re made of, hm?” Nora says as she pulls from the kiss. Her eyes flick between mine, and I feel I’m being inspected. Her lips curl into a feline grin, then she releases my hair and stands.

      “Hands and knees. Crawl and follow me.”
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            Consumation

          

        

      

    

    
      I drop my arms and lean, pressing my palms against the carpet. I notice the black leather cuffs on my wrists as I lean forward, shifting my weight to my arms. I look up and find Nora’s figure and move to follow on my hands and knees. She strolls, and I wonder if she’s allowing me to catch up or posing for me. She slinks slowly forward, her feet clad in leather knee-high boots. She’s wearing a latex sheath dress that comes to mid-thigh with laces up the back. She must be wearing a wig because lush amber locks dance over her bare shoulders as she slinks into the back of the house.

      I crawl quickly, and she looks over her shoulder to check on me. She winks at me before she walks faster, answering my earlier question. It seems wrong to talk at this point, but I’m madly curious where she got her outfit. She was sexy as a housewife to her academic husband. Now, she’s simply sexy as hell. I try to squeeze my thighs together as I crawl because of the need in my core. I am full of lustful thoughts as she turns into the bedroom, and the imposing figure of her bare-chested husband comes into view.

      Jack stands behind a queen-sized bed, his arms folded over his chest. He’s not a bodybuilder, but his shoulders, arms, and chest are muscular and well-defined. What has he been hiding under crisp, button-down shirts and suit jackets with leather patches?

      He’s only wearing a black pair of leather shorts that sit low on his hips, accentuating his lower abs and drawing my eyes to the imposing lump inside his shorts. Have I gotten him hard? Is Nora as wet as I am?

      Nora crawls up on the bed and nods for me to keep crawling to the far side where Jack waits. His eyes lock on mine, and I’m split between watching the carpet or staring into the stormy grey of his eyes. I choose his eyes and watch as his lips curl into a smile. That I’ve pleased him sends another jolt of pleasure through me. I didn’t wake up this morning thinking I’d be crawling naked to the feet of an ex-professor, but here I am. I grin back at him, then shift back into kneeling at his feet.

      “Take off my shorts, toy,” Jack says back in his low, dominant, no-nonsense-allowed tone.

      I nod slightly, and then my hands run along the side of his shorts. His long, thick erection tents the front, and I lick my lips as I pull the snug leather down inch by inch. The leather isn’t very stretchy, and the tip of his cock catches along the waist. I look up at him, then press against the front of his shorts. He is rock hard, and I work my other hand to move the waist of his shorts over the tip of his cock. I shift forward, rising on my knees, gripping the waist, and working his shorts down his thighs.

      His cock is thick, jutting out from his body, and the vein along the bottom throbs. When I get his shorts to his ankles, he taps my head as he works his feet free. I look back into his eyes, and my hands pull behind my back, crossing my wrists at the top of my ass. I lean forward and inhale his musky scent, making my mouth water. I lightly kiss the tip of his circumcised cock, and he nods, silently encouraging me.

      My mouth hinges open, and I press my lips over his head, licking my tongue around the tip. I work my lips and tongue to coat his cock with my spit and drool, using the slickness to aid me in taking more of him into my mouth. I keep eye contact with my ex-professor as I slowly bob, loving the heat of his flesh and how his cock stretches my jaws. I can’t wait to feel him sliding into my aching pussy.

      “Oh, fuck, Ashley.” I thrill at his use of my name. Did I make him lose control? He connects with me, even in the impersonal roles we’re playing. I want to pull my hands between my thighs and finger myself but focus instead on making him lose more of his control. His eyes narrow as he watches mine, then they move down to focus on my mouth, shifting up and down his cock.

      “You’re a good cock sucker, little one,” he groans as his hands grip my head, his fingertips pressing into my hair and against my scalp. I relax, submitting to his control, and his grip pulls my mouth deeper. I struggle to swallow as his tip pushes into my throat. My eyes fill with tears as he slowly fucks my mouth and throat. Knowing that my mascara will run and stain my cheeks when he’s done with me only fuels my fire.

      I feel his cock throb in my mouth, and I blink away tears to focus on his eyes. He pulls me off with a tug of my hair and pushes my head back. “Crawl up on the bed, toy.”

      “Crawl to me, pet.” Nora’s voice takes over.

      I twist and move the last few feet on my knees. Pulling my hands from behind me, I press onto the mattress and climb on top. Nora has hiked her latex skirt up around her hips. Her bare pussy glistens as she rubs two fingers along her slick lips. I lick my lips, crawling closer. Her sparkling diamond ring moves up and down like a beacon, drawing me to her core.

      “That’s it, good girl. You know what to do, right?”

      I nod silently and inhale the scent of her arousal, leaning between her spread legs and kissing the top of her bare pussy. Her fingers spread her lips apart, and I extend my tongue, licking between them. It’s my first taste of pussy, and I know I’ll be addicted to her sweet, tangy flavor. I moan into her folds and almost miss the shift on the bed as Jack climbs along the foot of the bed behind me.

      I moan into Nora’s sex as her fingers curl into a fist in my hair. Her grip is soft, but her tugs steer my mouth and tongue where she wants me. I follow her lead, licking my tongue between her lips, then circling the stiff nub of her clit. Another moan escapes my lips as Jack’s fingers grip my ass.

      “Please,” I whimper. The plaintive need in my voice clenches my pussy. “Oh please, fuck me, Master.”

      I lift my ass, shifting it back and forth. Jack’s grip moves my hips slightly, guiding the tip of his cock to my opening.

      “Condom, dear.” Nora’s voice is sharp, and Jack pulls back from entering.

      “N-no,” I stutter, out greedy for more. “I’m on birth control, and I’m clean. I haven’t had sex in months. I trust you. Please, fuck me bare.”

      I lift my eyes to Nora, pleading with her. She looks down at me, her fingers loosen in my hair, and her hands cup my cheek. I’m being pulled up her body as she leans and kisses me. I kiss her back, wanting to please her. I moan against her lips.

      “P-please, let him fuck me,” I whine against her lips.

      Her eyes widen. She smiles, then nods at me and to her husband. Her hand pushes my mouth down, and I kiss her jaw and neck. I suck on her nipples as I travel back down her body to her tasty cunt. I feel her shift her body and open her thighs more as I return to her pussy. I inhale and kiss her clit, then hungrily lick and suck her tender lips, moaning at the taste.

      I whimper into her as I feel Jack’s hand grip me again. The tip of his cock presses along my lips, and I shiver from the sensitivity of my needy pussy. I push my hips back when he moves the tip to my opening. His hand grips me, holding me back. I whimper in need as I lap at Nora’s pussy.

      “Don’t tease me.” The desperation in my voice makes me realize what a slut I’ve become for my older lovers. Which only makes me want it more. “Fuck me, Master. Use me. Rail me. Anything. Just don’t tease me anymore, please.”

      Jack doesn’t ease his way into me— he slams into me, and I scream at the sudden intrusion. My pussy stretches around his shaft as he punches in all the way. His hands on my hips grip my ass hard, and I know I’ll wear his bruises. He fucks me. Brutally. With savage full thrusts that slam into my ass and force my mouth against Nora’s pussy. My mouth hangs open. I feel my eyes roll back along with my neck. My body jerks into Nora, then sways back, only to be slammed repeatedly by Jack’s feral rutting.

      Nora’s fingers grip my hair, pulling at my roots. The added pricks of pain mix with the hard fucking my ex-professor is giving me. My hands grip Nora’s thighs, my nails digging into her flesh. She moans out in a gasp, then, holding my head tightly, grinds her pussy into my face. I’m not a mouth or a tongue. I’m just a fuck toy. I love that I am. Nora fucks my face, and Jack fucks my pussy. My breasts roll against the covers as I lose control of my body.

      “Fuck her, Jack. Fuck our slut. Make her take all you have. I want you to ruin her,” Nora directs as she grinds and rolls her slick pussy lips over my mouth, lips, nose, and cheeks. Jack reaches around my hip, his fingers lowering to the apex of my throbbing cunt, and starts circling and strumming my clit as he continues to drill his cock into me.

      The intensity of the sudden primal fuck fest has my brain buzzing, and I jerk through my first orgasm, my breathless screams muffled by Nora’s pussy. Jack’s thick cock is relentless, railing into me, punching deep, awakening parts of me, and overwhelming me as I shoot into another orgasm. My vision is blank white as my body is used for the pleasure of my hosts.

      By the time Jack slams his cock into me, blasting his hot load into my clenching pussy. I’m a literal mess. My hair has pulled out of the leather straps, and my legs and arms jerk randomly. My brain is scrambled as my mouth latches onto Nora’s pussy, sucking like a baby seeking milk. I feel like I’m made of rubber as Nora tugs me against her, arches her back, and screams. My mouth and cheeks are flooded with her hot spending.

      It all stops, and I collapse on Nora’s warm belly. Jack slumps against my back. We can only breathe in gasps in the tangle of our naked bodies. I whimper as I kiss Nora’s belly. Jack shifts off me alongside his wife, gripping her by the neck and kissing her deeply. I find the strength to crawl up Nora’s body and nuzzle against her breast, licking and sucking on her nipple. Her arms wrap around me, and the comfort of her embrace has me closing my eyes and slipping into the blackness of sleep.

    

  

OceanofPDF.com


  
    
      
        
          
            PART TWO

          

          
            Nora

          

        

      

    

    
    

  

OceanofPDF.com


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            Helping Ashley

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m at peace with Ashley resting on me; her steady breathing shows she’s asleep. I grin at Jack, leaning over and kissing him softly. His hand lifts, brushing his thumb over my cheek, and I stare into his grey eyes.

      “She’s a keeper,” I whisper, pressing my lips to his.

      “A surprise,” Jack admits quietly. “When I saw the corset she wore, I took it as a sign.”

      “We should let her rest. Help me get her comfortable.” I look down at her, brushing her wild hair out of her face.

      Jack shifts off the bed and grabs his shorts. “I’ll go get a warm cloth to clean her up. We shouldn’t just leave her here. She needs a bit of comfort after what we put her through.”

      “You’re right, of course.” I nod as he walks out of the room.

      I smile at the young woman and gently comb through her hair, untying the leather strap. During the intensity of our fucking, my fingers pulled strands from the binding, and then Jack used her ponytail to arch her head back as he neared his finish. I shiver as I recollect the unexpected intensity of our affair. She stirs as I turn to place the leather on the side table, and her eyes look up at me when I look down. They are a little hazy and unfocused, but her cheeks color as her lips curl into a grin.

      “How are you, little one?” I say affectionately, curling my fingers under her jaw and lifting her head.

      She emits a cute moan just before our mouths meet. The kiss is languid, and her tongue teases my lips before tangling with mine. I deepen the kiss with a growled moan, my hands running down her sides as she moves up my body. Our breasts press together, and she shifts to squeeze her slick sex between my spread thighs. When our pussies make contact, I grind my hips insistently.

      I want more of Ashley, but we must ensure she feels safe and can grow into our relationship. Jack and I share a deep sexual need, and we’ve often overwhelmed new lovers by pushing too hard. How Ashley responds to my kisses and my hands roaming her bare flesh doesn’t betray any second guessing—she wants more, too.

      I run my hands along her sides and down her arms until I reach the cuffs at her wrists. I push her arms above her head, and she doesn’t fight me. I wrap my thighs around hers, then lean to one side, rolling her until I’m on top. I push up to my knee, my pussy still grinding into her slick bare lips as I look down at her. Our eyes meet, and her mouth opens to moan as I rub against a sensitive spot. I press her hand against our wrought-iron headboard, then clip her cuffs to rings around the vertical bars.

      She whimpers and tries to free her arms to touch me. The power of being in control while she’s helplessly bound flows through me, and I bite my lower lip. I shift my legs, sliding under one of her thighs. This angle is better for grinding our pussies together. She gasps as she feels the firm contact of my slick lips sliding along hers and lifts her ankle behind my hips.

      
        
        
        Fuck, she’s just as hungry as I am.

      

      

      

      I lean and grip her breasts. They are larger than mine but still ripe and perky with her youth. I grab the soft flesh and pull my fingers to her nipples, pinching the taut bud roughly. My hips roll and grind in a slow, sensual rhythm while I tease and pinch her nipples. I’m rough, adding the twinges of pain in the middle of the building pleasure of our pussies grinding together.

      When her head tosses back, breaking eye contact, I grunt and shift off her. I move to the side of my bed to grab some toys. Opening the side table drawer, I find the items I want, pull them out, and place them beside her. She cranes her head but can’t see past the curve of her breast. I smirk at her and grab one more thing.

      “You’re so beautiful, Nora,” Ashley moans quietly, and I smile into her eyes again.

      “So are you, Ashley,” I pause. It’s not often I use a girl’s real name, and I couch my expression into a warm smile, then place the blindfold I retrieved over her eyes. “Focus on the sensations, little one.”

      Without her sight, I know the rest of her senses will be enhanced. I lean over and suck a hard nipple into my mouth, pulling hard as my tongue swirls around the stiff tip. I pull the nipple noose clip open and slide the noose over her rubbery tip when I pull my lips off. Her whimper of pain as I  pull the end and tighten the clamp is exquisite.

      “Mmm, sweet girl, it’s time for your training to begin,” I whisper in her ear, nuzzling along her jaw. “Tell me your safe word. I need to hear you say it.”

      “It’s ‘bauble,’ N-Nora.”

      I pull away and slap harshly across her face, and she grunts at the contact. Her cheek flares red from the contact.

      “Mistress,” I growl. “I’m not your friend or lover. Do you understand, pet?”

      “Y-yes M-Mistress.”

      I hesitate, wanting to pull the blindfold up. Is she crying? Was I too harsh? I’m torn, and I’m glad her eyes are covered. I can feel the expressions wash over my face. I want to tell her I’m sorry and soothe the pain from my slap.

      I set my jaw. It’s too early in the relationship for affection outside of aftercare. She’s seeking more sexual contact and needs to understand who’s in charge. I lean over her body and suck in her other nipple as my fingers work at the other noose. I feel a warm hand on my hip, and I pull from her nipple and quickly clamp it before turning to see Jack looking at me with a raised brow.

      I shift off the bed, and he grips behind my neck. We kiss deeply momentarily, enough for me to almost forget that Ashley is bound to the bed. I part the kiss and lay my hand flat on Jack’s chest. We communicate with our eyes. Our relationship has grown more intuitive, and, in moments, he nods and steps out of the room. He’s left some damp washcloths and towels on the dresser—I’ll use them later.

      I reach back into the drawer by the bed. This room is our guest room, and we keep it stocked with toys we enjoy. I pull out a pair of ankle cuffs and a strap-on dildo, tossing them on the bed. I look at Ashley writhing on the bed. Her nipples turn a deep red as the blood is trapped behind the clamps. Her hips move, her thighs parting and closing. She’s being good, but I can tell her arousal is rising in response to the persistent pain of her clamped nipples.

      “Good girl,” I say softly, and her body seems to relax at my praise. “You’re going to love this, pet. Are you ready?”

      “Fuck, yes.” I cluck my tongue, and she gasps. Her head shakes as she remembers. “I mean. Yes, Mistress. Please use me. I’m ready.”

      I smirk and adjust the straps on the strap-on, ensuring a snug fit. She’s surprising me with how easily she sinks into submission to Jack and me. I climb on the bed, and my hands run up her calves to her knees, then back to her ankles. I pull her feet toward me, and she gasps as I tug her body down the bed. Her arms stretch as I move her where I want her. I quickly pull the black leather cuffs around her ankles and latch them tightly against her skin.

      “Is it too snug?” I ask, crawling on my knees with her ankle in my grip.

      “N-no, Mistress.” She shakes her head after a pause. I don’t think she expected my question. I push her leg back, spreading it wide, bending her knee, moving her ankle to the headboard, and clipping her cuff to a vertical bar. I repeat the process, leaving her bent in half and helpless. Her pussy and anus are exposed to my eyes and my devious desires. Her legs are splayed wide, and dark-red, clamped nipples cap her full breasts. She is trapped and at my mercy.

      “You look so pretty with both your holes exposed for me,” I say lowly.

      “Mmmm, fuck,” she says in a whispered moan. “What are you going to do to me, Mistress?

      “Whatever I want, pet.” I smile at her blindfolded eyes, then nibble down her thigh as her head tosses back.

      I bite and lick, and my hands slide down her thighs to her ass, pressing her cheeks wider.  Her nipples are a dusky red, still trapped in the noose clamps, and she winces as her thighs rub across her clamped nipples. She’s squirming, trapped by my restraints. She lets out a guttural moan when I slide my tongue around the rim of her ass. More bites of the sensitive flesh I’ve exposed, then tender licks along her puckered ring. I spit a wet gob into her open cheeks, then use my tongue to spread it around.

      Her whimpers turn to moans as my fingers slide up to her pussy, and circle her clit. I continue to rub and circle that delicate bundle of nerves as my tongue licks and my teeth nip at the tender flesh of her bottom. She’s whining, and I can feel her core tremble, telling me she’s close to a peak. I back off, and her whine of frustration makes me grin.

      “Ever had your ass fucked, pet?” I ask her. I don’t need to ask permission; she’s consented already and has her safe word. She can stop this at any time.

      She shakes her head, then mutters softly, “No, Mistress.”

      “Oooh, I get to take your anal cherry,” I coo and flick off the top of a lube container. She jerks at the sound, then moans as I pour the thick gel over her asshole, already slick from my spit. I can see her pussy clenching. She is so ready to pop. I slow down and use my fingers to press into her tight ring, probing gently. “Relax for me. Don’t clench.”

      I observe her and can sense her submission to my will. My finger presses inside, accompanied by her low moan. I pour another dollop of lube around my invading digit and slowly push deeper, then pull out. Her asshole stretches as I twist my finger, slowly stretching the tight muscle. My other hand covers her pussy, then slides down, and I  press two fingers into her slick, tight pussy.

      The application of pleasure and pain has her moaning continuously. I continue to prepare her ass with more lube, adding another finger. I twist my wrist and press my fingers along the inner ridge of her pussy, and the smooth flesh is rougher from her arousal. I bite my lip to keep myself on task.

      Both of my hands are moving quickly, fucking my fingers into her ass and her pussy. Her moans are growing louder, more breathless.

      “Fuck! Mistress, may I come? Please!”

      I pull my fingers away from her holes. “I’m glad you remember your manners, but not yet.”

      Her grunt of dismay is cute, and her hips circle and grind, telling me she’s right on the edge.

      
        
        
        Good.
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      My body is on fire, full of lust from watching Ashley respond to my use of her ass and pussy. Her nipples are clamped and red, her hips shifting anxiously. I watch, kneeling below her doubled-over body, gripping my strap-on cock, stroking it, and pressing the base against my slick pussy. I stifle a moan as the base of the strap-on grinds into my needy clit. I watch her as I pull up and down on my fake cock, then pour some lube on the shaft.

      “Mmm, fuck. Are you ready for me?” I ask in a low growl. The whole setup has me on fire. I’m barely able to restrain myself, but I know I need to start slow with an anal virgin. Her tight hole slightly gapes when I get on my knees and crawl forward.

      “Please! Mistress, fuck my ass.” Ashley’s moan is low and full of lust. But before I slide my fake cock into the well-lubed ass, I reach and push her blindfold off. She blinks, her eyelashes flutter, and her head swivels, seeking my eyes. Seeing me as her eyes gain focus, she smiles. I smile back and slide the tip of my cock around the slick rim of her ass.

      “Mmm, that’s a good pet. Watch me,” I instruct, and our eyes lock.

      It’s like a buzz in my brain whenever we stare at each other, and I sink into the feeling as my tip pushes into her. I see her face tighten, contorting with the pain of her ring stretching open. I nod at her, a smile on my lips. This is the hardest part, so I force myself to go slow. I work my hips, pushing into the base of the dildo, and my eyes drop to her anus and watch it stretch open around the black silicone head.

      “Mmm fuck, sweet girl, I wish you could see this,” I say throatily, teasing the tip in inch by inch, then rocking back until the dildo pulls out.

      Her ass gapes, then my cock dips back inside, going deeper. Her moans accompany my slow, teasing thrusts as the nerves around her tight ring come alive.

      “Tell me again, pet. What do you want?”

      “Fuck me, Mistress. Fuck my ass. Fuck my cunt. I need you. I want you to make me come. Please!”

      Ashley babbles a string of pleas as her ass stretches enough that my cock slides in deep. I hold the dildo deep and grind into the base, my hips moving in circles until I’m breathless. Her eyes are dark and unfocused, but she’s gotten used to her stretched ass. It’s time to fuck her over the edge. I draw back until the tip appears at the tight ring, then buck my hips, driving my fake cock in deep.

      Ashley shrieks and moans as I start to stroke in and out of her ass. I reach one hand up to squeeze one of her breasts while my other hand cups her pussy. I rub her sex, my fingers circling her clit. She grinds her hips, seeking more friction, and I respond by rutting inside her splayed ass with intense strokes. The room is filling with our moans, and the heady scent of sex accompanies our cries of lust.

      I tilt my head to the door and smile as I see Jack watching from the doorframe. He nods his head in encouragement. I return my focus to Ashley as she notices Jack watching her defilement. I pull at the clamp on her nipple, ripping it free, and her back arches at the pain, followed immediately by a rush of endorphins. Her pussy clamps around my fingers, and the base of my fake cock grinds against my pussy when her whole body tightens as she comes apart.

      I plow my fake cock into her and move my hand to her other breast, teasing the clamped nipple until I get her attention. Her eyes flare, and I growl and rip the other clamp from her tender nipple, pushing her into another cycle of sharp pain, followed by the numbing effect of the rush of endorphins. Her eyes roll back as she screams in pain. I continue to rail my fake cock into her ass as she moans in ecstasy. Her body shakes as she pushes into another wave of bliss. I’m so close, but I want just one more part of her.

      I pull out and unbuckle the strap-on, ripping it off my hips. I climb over her, sliding my legs inside her obscenely spread legs bound to the headboard, and settle my aching pussy against her mouth.

      “Eat my pussy, pet. Make me come. Fuck, you’re so fucking hot!”

      I grind my pussy against her mouth as she stares blankly up at me. My hands push into her hair, gripping and holding her nose and mouth against my sex. I grind hard, tossing my head back when staring into her eyes is too much, and then I’m arching back and quaking through my peak. My pussy clenches, and I flood my release all over our house guest’s pretty face.

      Breathless, I lean forward, shifting my legs and waist down and off her doubled-up body. I bow over her to watch her as she gasps, catching her breath. Her cheeks are glazed with my fluids. Her mascara is a mess from our use of her for our pleasure. I smile, words lost in my scattered thoughts. I lean to one side and unclamp her cuffs—an ankle, a wrist, another wrist, and the final ankle. Her limbs fall limp and retract as I slide off her chest and roll to her side. She turns toward me and wraps her arms around my neck.

      We get lost in a long, slow kiss, catching our breath as our bodies relax into each other. I murmur nonsense into her ear, my thoughts slowly knitting together. I feel her calm as her breath steadies. I follow her, falling into a blank blackness with Ashley in my arms.
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        * * *

      

      I’ve lost track of time as my eyes flutter open. I see Ashley’s face, a mix of innocence and well-used slut. Her face is calm, her cheeks a mess from her ruined mascara. I squeeze her and kiss her cheeks, letting her return to consciousness. I look around the room. Unsurprisingly, it’s dark outside the windows. A torch lamp lights the room. It gets dark early in winter, but I’m unsure how late it is. Jack has closed the door to the room, and I know he’s letting us bond a bit.

      The room we’re in will become Ashley’s. Her bags are already in the closet, and the room has an attached bathroom. I comb through her hair, kissing her forehead as she moves beside me.

      “Let’s shower together, Ash,” I say quietly.

      Her eyes open as she looks at me. She nods, but I sense a question in her eyes. I smile and cup her jaw. She’s so cute like this, and I want to protect her—comfort her after the afternoon she’s experienced. I quickly remove her cuffs and collar, and she holds her hand to her bare neck and swallows.

      “You’ll get it back after dinner, Ash. Without it, call me Nora, sweetheart,” I say, intuitively sensing her question after I remove her collar. “Always call me Nora if we go out. Do you understand?”

      “I think so,” she answers with a smile. “I would like to shower. It’s okay if we shower together?”

      “Of course,” I smile. “But I think we should stick to getting clean and then ready for dinner. I’m sure Jack is hungry. Would you like to go to dinner with us?”

      Ashley nods shyly. I roll off the bed, and she follows. I lead her to the ensuite bathroom and start the shower. She stands by the sliding glass door, and I kiss her forehead. “I’m going to talk to Jack. I’ll be right back. Go ahead and get started.”

      I exit the bathroom and smile at Jack, who’s just opening the door.

      “I heard the shower.” Jack smiles. “I will change the sheets. How is she?”

      “She fine,” I assure my husband. “We’re going to clean up, then you can take us to dinner. Someplace nice, okay?”

      “I have just the place.” Jack nods. “Take your time, it’s just past 6.”

      “Oh, not that late then,” I giggle. “I lost track of time. How are you, lover?”

      I step against his chest and wrap my arms around him, tilting my head to accept his kiss. We kiss for a long moment, enjoying how our lips meet and move. It’s a comfort to return to this after playing so intensely. I part from the kiss and look into his eyes.

      “I’m good, lover.” His deep voice is another comfort, and I feel myself returning to normal. “I think she’ll fit in, but we must take it slow.”

      “I know, babe.” I smile, chastened. “I didn’t expect her to want more after what you did to her earlier. But she’s eager. You’re right, though. We don’t need to rush her.”

      “Good girl.” Jack winks. “Enjoy your shower.”

      I grin at him, then walk back into the bathroom. It’s filled with steam, and I slide into the shower through the sliding glass door. Ashley’s back is to me, her fingers shampooing her lush, brown hair. I close the door with a loud click, and she still doesn’t notice my presence. I smile, then reach out and touch her shoulder. She jumps slightly, turning with wide eyes, before smiling softly.

      “Allow me?” I ask, grabbing a loofa and pouring on some of my body wash.

      Ashley looks at me and leans her head back, letting the hot water stream through her hair, rinsing the suds. The movement pushes her breasts into mine, and I smile and press the loofa above her chest as I slowly move back. We lock eyes again, and I gently rub the loofa, the scent of the body wash filling the shower.

      “I like this scent,” Ashley says, standing still as I wash her skin.

      “It’s mine.” I smile. “I keep a bottle in here for our guests. I’m glad you like it. Maybe it’ll remind you of me.”

      “It already does.” Ashley turns so I can wash her back, and I press my breasts into her back. My hands keep moving, cleaning her sides and hips, then down to brush over her bare pussy. She rests her head on my shoulder as I clean her skin. Her hair streams down my chest and back, and I savor her closeness in my arms.

      “Okay, my turn,” I say, stepping back. Ashley turns and takes the loofa I offer and starts to wash me tentatively.  I grin and reach for the shampoo, also my scent, pouring some in my palm and then pushing the soap into my short, cropped hair. “You can use a firmer hand with me, Ash. I won’t break.”

      Ashley presses firmly as she soaps me up, tilting her head to look at me. “Neither will I.”

      I arch my brow and grin wickedly. “Oh, a challenge, little one?” I purr and pull her against me.

      “I trust you, Mistress.” Ashley’s voice softens as her chin lifts.

      I lower the few inches I have on her to kiss her and immediately deepen it. She responds with a moan, and my fingers dig into her ass. The coil of arousal she brings out in me starts spinning, and I force myself to push her back.

      She blinks, and I grin. “We need to eat, little one.” We slip back into protocol so easily. It’s promising and exciting to have her in my arms. “Jack’s waiting, Ashley.”

      We dry off quickly, and I show her where her clothes are. Then I move to my room to change for dinner. I reflect on the surprising day and smile as I slip my silver collar around my neck. Things are changing, and I love how Ashley seems to fit already.
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      Jack is waiting in his chair for us when Ashley and I come out of our rooms. He stands up and smiles. I can tell he enjoys our outfits. I’m wearing a red velvet sleeveless dress with a narrow skirt cut just above the knees and a pair of black leather ankle boots with four-inch heels. Ashley is back in her corset, but she looks fantastic with a pair of black fishnets attached to the corset by garters under her tight pencil skirt. Her Doc Marten boots are just the right touch for her youthful style.

      I smile at Jack and step next to him, kissing his cheek. He has a nicely pressed pair of black slacks, polished shoes, and a crisp, white button-down. He’s wearing a dark sports coat without a tie. It feels formally informal.

      “You both look beautiful,” Jack says as Ashley twirls once to let Jack examine her outfit, then stands in front of him with her hands behind her back. Jake tips one finger under her chin and then lowers his head to kiss her lightly. “You’ve worked up an appetite, haven’t you?”

      “Yes, Master,” she grins. “I’m famished.”

      “Let’s go. I’ve got a table reserved at 7:30 at The Arbors.” Jack pulls his keys out of his pocket and rests his hand on the small of my back. Ashley follows behind him on the other side out the front door. I slide into the passenger seat as Jack holds open my door, and then he steps back to open the back of our Jeep crossover for Ashley. I look back at her and smile, noticing how she keeps pulling her skirt down. Jack closes the door, and I look back, pointing to the seat belt latch.

      “They put those in a weird place,” I say. “You comfortable?”

      “This skirt is a little tight,” Ashley complains, and I grin as Jack gets into the driver’s seat and starts the car.

      “I keep seeing you fidgeting with it,” I mention, smirking at her. “I don’t want you to worry, so every time you fix your skirt, you’ll earn a spanking. Understand?”

      She blushes and lets go of the hem of her skirt, blushing more. I look forward to using this to tease her during our dinner, though Jack told me we will keep it tame publicly. What’s the trouble with a little bit of teasing and humiliation play? That tight skirt will ride up, and she’ll have to face either exposing her lacy panties or experiencing the sting of my palm when we get back home. Regardless of what she chooses, I’m going to enjoy flustering her.

      Jack pulls the Jeep up to the valet, and a pair of young men open the passenger side doors and hold out a hand to help Ashley and me out. I take the young man’s hand with a sultry smile. I enjoy flustering young people. He swallows as his cheeks turn rosy when his view dips down to my cleavage. He bounces back up to meet my eyes, and I smile with a nod. I don’t mind the glances. It’s why I enjoy wearing these outfits.

      Ashley is slower getting out, and I turn to watch her swivel her legs out of the car. She takes the offered hand and slides off the seat. I grin at her as her skirt shifts high on her thighs, almost exposing her round bottom. I watch her and smile as she flicks her eyes at me but doesn’t adjust her skirt. I nod and mouth, “Good girl,” as Jack comes around behind her. She barely notices Jack’s smooth tug of her skirt hem, pulling it down just enough, then running his hand to the small of her back.

      As we walk into the entrance, I move beside my husband, who guides me closer with his hand on my opposite hip. The hostess nods as she finds our registration and looks at Ashley oddly before she turns and leads us into the dim dining room.

      “I know her,” Ashley whispers to us. “I had classes with her—your class, two years ago.”

      “It’s a small town,” Jack grins. “We’re bound to run into people we know.”

      “I’m not dressed for a casual night out.” Ashley huffs, and her hands move to her skirt to tug it down.

      When I tut softly, her hands freeze, and she lets go. “That’s two, Ashley, one for each hand.” She blushes, then brushes her hands down her skirt without pulling and holds her hands together behind her back. We follow behind the hostess to a corner booth with a wrap-around bench. Jack slides in first, and I slide beside him and nod to Ashley to sit opposite me on Jack’s other side. The hostess passes out menus to each of us, gives Ashley a knowing smile, and leaves the three of us.

      “Do you know her?” Ashley asks.

      “She was our guest last Christmas break,” Jack says with a low chuckle. “She was fun but decided to leave after the trial period ended.”

      Ashley looks at me, and I nod. “Shelby is a sweet girl, but—she had commitment concerns.”

      Ashley nods and takes a sip of water. Jack orders a bottle of wine, then orders the same dinner for the three of us—Filet Mignon and asparagus. Ashley drops her eyes to the menu, and they widen when she sees the price. “This is on us, Ash,” I assure her. “We enjoy spoiling our guests.”

      We make small talk while our dinner is prepared, enjoy wine, and split the excellent sourdough bread and butter left at the table. Ashley is curious and wants to ask a million questions, but Jack adeptly returns the conversation to other topics. What did she finish her degree in? Who were some of her favorite professors? What does she want to do after grad school?

      Jack peppers in his usual anecdotes about the school and his friends on the faculty. Ashley listens raptly, and I can feel her nervousness lessen the more she talks and listens. When the steaks arrive, she is relaxed and smiling. I watch as her eyes widen, and she looks around. I look at Jack’s hand, note it’s under the table, and raise my brow.

      “We were going to be tame,” I whisper in his ear.

      “You know I can be impatient,” Jack mutters in my direction.

      Ashley shifts in her seat and then leans into the back of the booth. I smile and sip my drink, knowing my husband’s hand is sliding along Ashley’s thigh. I put my napkin on my plate to signal the waiter to clear the dishes.

      “Should I order dessert?” I ask Jack in a normal tone of voice.

      Ashley’s cheeks are flush as I watch her eyes close. I shift in my seat, knowing how Jack’s gentle touch feels. I enjoy watching Ashley, and my arousal grows.

      “Dessert sounds delicious,” Jack says, looking at me while continuing to grope our young guest. “Ashley, would you like dessert?”

      Ashley’s eyes blink, and she straightens a bit at Jack’s question. I look at her and wink so she knows I’m okay with Jack’s teasing. I lift a brow as her lips part, and I hear her try to suppress her moan. “Should I just order for you?”

      “Mmm.” Ashley has trouble keeping her eyes open; her lips part, and she licks her lips. “Yes, please.”

      I keep watching her as Jack keeps playing with her. I don’t think he aims to make her orgasm in the middle of the restaurant, but he’s in charge. I trust him and enjoy it when he gets filthy in public. My exhibitionism kicks in, and I slide my hands under the table, lift my hips, and work my panties down my thighs, then lift my booted feet until I can free the dainty lace. Without shame, I crumple my panties and place them on the table in front of Jack.

      I have to cough to get Ashley’s attention, then point to the bundle of lace. Jack smirks and waits for Ashley to notice before he slides my panties off the table. Jack nods at me. “That’s a good example,” he says, then turns to Ashley. “Do what she did.”

      Ashley looks at me with a smirk. “Challenge accepted.” Her flushed cheeks look adorable as she shifts forward, giving me a nice look down the top of her corset. I feel Jack’s hand on my thigh and hike up my skirt to spread my legs for his touch. I emit a soft moan as Jack’s fingers find my crease and worry the tips between my lips, collecting my pooled arousal and spreading the fluid.

      Ashley finishes her task and looks at me as she deposits her panties before Jack. I watch as she shifts slightly, and I can tell Jack has his fingertip sliding along her pussy too. I stare at Ashley, and she stares back raptly as my husband fingers us under the table.

      “Remember the rule, Ashley.” I bite my lip as Jack circles my clit. Ashley’s lips part, and she emits a whimper. “You need to ask permission first.”

      Jack hums his approval of my reminder and taps my clit hard enough to make me whimper. Ashley and I are in a stare-down as the waiter approaches and begins to clear our dishes.

      “Any dessert for you?” the waiter asks Jack. Jack smiles and nods. “Three slices of cheesecake would be a nice finish to the meal. I want some coffee with mine. Ladies, anything to drink?” I shake my head, still staring at Ashley as she mirrors me. “That will be all,” Jack dismisses the waiter.

      I lean against Jack’s arm, still staring at Ashley. She mirrors me again, and we both are getting breathless. Our bodies move subtly, probably unnoticed by the other patrons in the dimly lit restaurant. But they might be watching us, and that excites me. I glance up momentarily to look at Jack as he smiles his endearing smile, looking at each of us in turn as he pushes us higher.

      My hips are moving in cycles, seeking out the pressure of his fingertip. My mouth parts as I huff out another moan. If he doesn’t stop, I’ll be on the edge. Now it’s a competition—who will hold out the longest? Ashley’s hot stare pushes me higher, and I whimper.

      “Please, Jack,” I say. “May we come.”

      My voice is a hoarse whisper, and I look at Ashley as I speak. I know she’s just as far along as I am, and any more will end with screams of joy—at least from me.

      “Quietly, sluts,” Jack growls.

      I close my eyes and nod, then bite my lip and clench my thighs around Jack’s hand, and everything turns white as my body shakes. I pant when my eyes blink open and lock back on Ashley’s. I reach my hand over the table, and she grabs on to squeeze. We kiss Jack’s cheeks together, whispering thanks as he pulls his hands up.

      After a few moments, Jack nudges us. I sit straighter as the waiter serves us delicious cheesecake and Jack’s cup of coffee. We finish our meal, and Ashley and I head to the valet station to wait for the car. I’m going to devour this girl on the way home.
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      When I slide into the driver’s seat, Nora and Ashley are wrapped around each other, kissing and hugging. I smile in the rearview, put the car in gear, and slide out into traffic carefully. I adjust the rearview to keep an eye on the two as they struggle to undress each other while kissing and groping. I shake my head with a grin.

      Ashley is different than our guests from the past. I remembered Shelby, the hostess, from her week with Nora and me last year. She was timid at first. It wasn’t easy to get her relaxed enough to engage. By the time the fortnight was over, she’d gotten over her nerves. We all decided it was a fun encounter, but Shelby didn’t have what it took to be part of a threesome regularly. We parted on friendly terms, and Shelby understood we wouldn’t be inviting her back.

      I’m pleasantly surprised with Ashley. She appears eager and has no reservations about being with us for sexual play. She seems to know her place as the bottom slut to both Nora and me. I’ll test her, but things appear promising after the first half day.

      I check the rearview mirror as I signal a turn onto our street and see that Nora has her top off and is holding Ashley to her breast, mouth open and moaning. Seeing me in the mirror, she smiles and winks. I turn onto our street and slow as we approach our drive. It’s challenging to know everything they are doing to each other, but their breathless moans remind me of how they sounded at the table as I pushed them to their peaks, watching them bite their lips to keep quiet in the restaurant. They can be as loud as they like in my car, but we are about to arrive home, and I want to be between the two of them soon.

      I press the button to open the garage, slowly pull inside, and stop, hitting the button to close the door behind my vehicle. I clear my throat, turn, and look behind me at the pair, still locked in passionate embraces.

      “Strip,” I growl, with a pleasant tone. “Everything off, both of you. I want you nude outside the car in one minute. Don’t be late or there will be consequences.”

      I start a timer on my smart watch and climb out of the car without another look back. I know they heard me as I sense their movements, struggling to free themselves from the tangle of clothes. I keep myself from looking through the front windshield as I walk around and open the door. I notice Nora has gotten her boots off and is struggling to push her skirt down while Ashley is working her bulky Doc Martens off her feet. They are both topless but still wear skirts as my watch alarm announces time is up.

      “Out. Now,” I bark as they stop struggling and climb out of the car barefoot, their skirts partway down their thighs. “I gave you both a head start,” I tease, pulling their panties from my pocket and tossing them back with the rest of their clothes. “Get those skirts off and toss them back in the car.”

      Now standing, they quickly shift off their skirts, and Nora tosses her skirt inside before nodding to Ashley to do the same. Nora has no problem being nude around me, but Ashley blushes a deep red as she tosses her skirt inside and then turns to face me completely naked. Taking a cue from Nora, she stands with her head bowed and hands behind her, waiting for my next command. Their breasts are flush with excitement, their nipples rigid with arousal, as they stand with their feet together. My eyes drift down to their bare pussies as I shut the door.

      “On all fours,” I instruct, with a leering smile. “Crawl inside and kneel by my chair. We must take care of some discipline before any fun.”

      Without another word, I walk and open the door, holding it open as the two women crawl slowly on the hard concrete of the garage floor. I keep this space clean, with no debris to crawl over, but I know bare knees on cement is painful. They make their way up the steps, and I can’t help but notice the sheen of their arousal on their inner thighs. This will be a fun night.

      I move past them once they are inside and make myself comfortable in a chair. This isn’t my overstuffed lounger; this is smaller, and I have to sit near the edge with my legs out straight ahead, knees close but not touching. The smaller chair is perfect for bending a woman over my knee and taking her in hand. Nora arrives first and settles into a comfortable kneeling position, as Ashley had earlier in the day. Ashley joins her and mirrors her position on my other side.

      “Now, what are your offenses?” I ask because it’s always good to hear their story.

      “This one was too slow, Master,” Nora says with her head bent. “She was tangled in her skirt because she was a needy slut and didn’t get completely undressed when we left the restaurant.”

      “That you were. Too slow and too impatient,” I say. “You’ll receive ten swats on that delicious rump of yours to help you remember not to get so excited.”

      I can see Nora bite her lip and stifle a grin. A spanking isn’t a punishment for Nora because she enjoys impact play. She also knows I won’t take it easy on her, nor would she want easy discipline.

      “And you, young Ashley. What are your infractions?” My voice is steady and low, not my lecture voice, but not my low, commanding, dominant one. I’m testing her and giving her a lesson.

      “T-this one,” Ashley pauses and coughs. The tremor in her voice betrays a nervous anxiety. “This one was also slow in getting undressed at the restaurant. She also used her hands to pull her skirt down when Mistress told her not to, Master.”

      I stifle my grin as she passes my test. Remembering where she failed to follow Nora’s instructions is a small but important point. Being present and not lost in the emotions and feelings of my petting them both before dessert is a good sign.

      “Good girl.” I give her a little bit of praise to soften the blow. “You will have ten swats plus two more for your infractions. The final two will be over Mistress Nora’s lap.”

      Ashley’s head lifts, and she turns to look at Nora before she speaks again. “Yes, Master.”

      Satisfied, I shift forward and rise, unbuckling my belt and pulling it from my belt loops smoothly. The sound seems loud in the quiet room, and the suddenness of it has both of them shivering. I double the belt in half, grasp the loose ends in my fist, and then smack the belt into my palm to feel the impact. Satisfied with the impact’s sting and feel, I lower back into my chair and pat my thigh.

      Nora knows what to do and crawls forward on hands and knees, then climbs onto my lap. She drags her bare nipples over my thighs, and I can feel how hard they are through my slacks. She extends her chest across my lap until her breasts slide down one of my thighs, and her pussy is pressed against the outside of my other one. Holding my belt in my dominant hand, I use my other hand to grope and grip her ass, loving the feel of her warm flesh, then lower slightly to press my forearm across her shoulders to hold her down securely.

      “Don’t forget to count,” I growl just before I smack the belt into Nora’s ass. She tenses and blows out a breath.

      “One, Master. Thank you, Master.”

      I glance at Ashley and see her eyes lowered to the floor. I click my tongue to get her attention, and her eyes lift to mine. I nod at her, then deliver the second harsh blow to my wife’s exposed ass. This time she yelps, and I watch Ashley’s eyes widen as she stares at Nora’s ass.

      “Two, Master.” Nora moans and grinds her hips to press her mound against my thigh before she completes the protocol. “Thank you, Master.”

      I smirk at Ashley as I rub my free hand over Nora’s reddening cheeks. “Good girl. Ashley, I want you to watch and observe. Nora is being a good slut and showing you how to take discipline.”

      Ashley nods, and I pull my free hand back and smack Nora’s left cheek, then the right quickly with my belt. She jolts and screams as the pain sears into her nerves. She is gasping as she counts off the two strokes, and I quickly add the fifth strike before she can take a breath. She lets out another shriek, her body shuddering.

      “FIVE! Master. Thank you, Master,” Nora manages, and I can hear the beginning of her tears.

      Good. I love Nora, but she needs this reminder of who is in charge so she can be a better submissive to me and a better Domme for Ashley. I hold the belt with my pinky, ring finger, and thumb, extending my two fingers and running the tips over Nora’s exposed lips. She’s soaked. She sighs and presses herself back into my fingers. I stroke slowly, circling her opening before pressing two digits inside her. She worries her hips against my thigh while pushing back against my fingers. Her eyes are closed as she sinks into the pleasure that helps assuage the pain.

      When I pull my fingers out and lick her juices from my fingertips, she stiffens over my lap. I set my jaw, adjust my grip on the belt, and deliver five more blows to her now-red ass, the lines from the edges of the belt vivid against her pale flesh. She counts them all out, openly crying between words. It’s hard to deliver harsh punishment. The tears always affect me, too.

      Rubbing her raw ass tenderly, I reach for a jar of aloe and drop the belt at my feet. I twist off the top and place it on her back, spreading the cool gel over her abraded skin. She whimpers at first, still on the verge of tears. I don’t have the time to give her complete aftercare, but that will come. I reach my hand between her thighs and cup her pussy, feeling her juices coat my fingers before I press and circle her clit. She whimpers in arousal as I reward her for taking her punishment so well.

      Then I grip her hair and pull her face up to look her in the eyes. “Good girl,” I say softly, just above a whisper. This is between her, my lifelong partner and submissive, and me, her Master. I’m aware of the audience we have, but we need to connect. Nora needs to be reminded that I love her completely. I kiss her, and she whimpers into my lips as our tongues tangle. Then she nods against my lips.

      “Thank you, Master.” Her sigh signals that she’s okay. She slides off my lap and crawls back beside Ashley. She turns to face me before she resumes the kneeling posture. Ashley’s eyes are glued to Nora’s ass as she settles into the pose, her hands flat on her thighs and her head bowed.

      “Ashley,” I say sternly. “Assume the position, just like Nora.”
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      Ashley’s face is a mix of emotions, and she’s shed some tears, making her mascara run slightly. Her cheeks are crimson, and her eyes are wide as they meet mine. She hesitates for a moment before leaning forward onto her hands. She keeps her gaze on me as she crawls and slides onto my lap. Her warm breasts and rigid nipples press against the thin material of my slacks. Her head drops as she slides into place, and I comb my fingers through her hair.

      “Have you ever been spanked before?” I ask in my professorial tone.

      “No, Master,” she says, her eyes fixed on the floor.

      “Have you ever engaged in impact play?”

      I should have taken this step earlier in the day. Everything with Ashley has gone quickly. She is so eager to please that I must remember to keep things slow and check on her often. I scold myself for skipping steps along with Nora and sinking into our well-known shorthand after years of the lifestyle.

      “Do you remember your safe word?”

      “My safe word is ‘bauble,’ Master.”

      “Good girl.” I stroke her hair as I praise her. “We will also use colors. Do you know them?”

      “I think so, Master. Green means keep going. Yellow is slow down. Red is stop.”

      She recites them like she’s giving answers in class. I smile, recalling her in the front row, eager to learn. “Good girl. Where did you learn that?”

      “Romance novels, Master.”

      That earns her a warm chuckle. “Did what you observed with Nora meet your romance novel learning?”

      She shakes her head. “No, Master. Watching it first hand…” She pauses, and I wait for her to find her words. “This is much more intense. I’m ready, though. I’m at green, Master.”

      “Nora, come here, my love.” Nora looks up, and I notice her mascara is a lovely mess, her cheeks still bright with tears. I tilt my head, showing my concern. Nora bites her lip and nods before lowering her hands and crawling to my side.

      I nod at my belt on the floor, and Nora reaches to pick it up and put it into my hand. I lower my lips to her ear. “Comfort her, love. It’s her first time. We both need to be careful.”

      Nora turns and kisses my cheeks, nodding. “Of course, Master.”

      I wait for Nora to crawl back and kneel near Ashley’s head. My hands run over Ashley’s ass and lower back, soothing her. I can feel her shiver under my touch. Nora looks up at me, then gathers Ashley’s hair into a ponytail and holds it loosely in one fist. She bends and whispers something in her ear, then nods at me.

      Since this is her first time getting spanked, I drop the belt—I’ll use my hand. There will be time for stricter instruments in the future. I deliver the first swat with the flat of my hand to the center of her ass. Her body shifts forward, and I hear her soft yip. I wait, rubbing the flat of my hand over the reddening flesh.

      “Count, Ash,” Nora reminds her, nuzzling against her neck.

      “One, Master.” Ashley’s voice is strained, and I cough to remind her before she continues. “Thank you, Master.”

      I deliver the second on her right cheek, then shift to smack her left ass cheek before she can count. She moans at the sharp blows, then inhales before lifting her head and turning to look at me.

      “Two, Master. Three Master.” Our eyes meet as she continues. “Thank you, Master. I’m green. Bright green.”

      I smirk at her; she’s encouraging me to be harsher. She’s so eager and willing to please. I have a mix of dominant traits, and sadism is one that I don’t get to pursue with Nora fully. Nora is a masochist but has her limits. It’s time to test our new submissive slut. I set my jaw and flex my fingers. My hand stings, but the pain encourages me to see this through.

      “Hold on,” I growl. “I’m not stopping.” I glance at Nora, and she nods, leaning to kiss Ashley behind the ear.

      I deliver the next at twice the impact of the first three, and it pulls a scream out of Ashley’s throat. She catches her breath and swallows before whimpering. “Four, Master.”

      I spank her again before she can thank me. She grunts at the surprise, then counts off. She is still looking back at me, her face a mix of pain and lust. Our eyes lock as I start spanking continuously, wanting to drive her over the edge. Nora shifts back and slides her hand under my thigh to get to Ashley’s pussy. Ashley moves her hips, pressing into Nora’s touch, moaning in a mixture of pain and lust.

      I feel her ass heating up, and by the time I reach ten strokes, her flesh is blushing a deep red. I stop and rest my hand on her ass, feeling her body shiver under my touch. Nora is kissing behind her ear while stroking Ashley’s pussy. I squeeze Ashley’s ass, dig my fingers into her flesh, and rake them down her thighs. She closes her eyes and screams, tossing her head back as her body bucks and shakes.

      “Oh, fuck!” Ashley pants breathlessly, her head hanging over my thigh. I comb through her hair, leaning and kissing behind her ear.

      “Good girl. Are you ready for Nora’s two swats, sweet girl?”

      Nora hums and pushes away from Ashley as I run my hand down Ashley’s ass. Her hips are twitching from her orgasm, and I gently cup my fingers over her pulsing pussy. My middle finger presses into her clit and circles the swollen nub. Ashley grunts and dances her hips, seeming to seek and avoid the contact. I slide my finger down, press another finger against it, and then slide both down into her slick, seeping opening.

      “FUCK!” Ashley screams as I start to finger fuck her with firm quick strokes. Her pussy is so soaked I can hear my fingers pumping into her needy cunt. Nora retrieves my belt, doubles it, and holds it tightly. I look at her as I push Ashley close to another edge. When I feel her pussy start to flutter and clench, I pull my fingers back and away from her red ass.

      “No, please don’t stop!” Ashley manages to whimper before Nora cruelly slaps her ass with the belt.

      I watch Ashley buck from the blow and watch the red line of the strap bloom right at the base of her ass. Nora looks at me, and I nod. Nora slashes the belt across Ashley’s ass viciously, then drops the belt. Ashley is a quivering mess, and Nora helps to slide her off my lap and onto her back.

      My cock is throbbing in my slacks as I stand from the chair, looking down as Nora presses into Ashley’s side, kissing her cheek and kneading her breasts. I shuck down my pants and boxers, step out of them, and grip my cock.  Ashley is weeping in gasps from the pain, but her pussy is slick and oozing arousal. Nora is teasing Ashley’s rigid nipples while I stroke myself slowly, watching Ashley’s eyes.

      I watch her eyes find their focus, staring into my eyes. I drop my hand to my rigid cock, and stroke my shaft, squeezing the tip. I know she knows her safe word, so I drop to my knees and move between her thighs. Nora reaches down and pulls one of Ashley’s thighs open as I push her other one out, spreading her wide. I press my tip against her pussy, feeling it throb against my swollen head.

      “You took your punishment so well. You deserve a reward,” I say. I pause at her entrance, giving her time to use her safe word. I also watch her. She might be so far gone into the pain and pleasure that she’s unaware of my cock at her opening. I growl, feeling her pussy pulsing. I want to be inside her, and I look over at my wife to watch her nodding her consent.

      “Beg for it,” I growl.

      “Fuck me, please. Please, Master. Claim my pussy. Take it.”

      Ashley’s voice is clear and eager. Before she finishes, I thrust into her feeling her pussy stretch around my rigid shaft. I grab her waist and pull as my hips pull back and drive back in. I fuck her hard with firm quick thrusts. Her eyes are wide, full of lust, and her mouth open as she moans and pants.

      “Fuck, yes. More. More.” Nora leans down and sucks one of Ashley’s nipples while pinching the other nub and twisting it. Ashley arches, seeking more of Nora’s mouth, and tries to turn from the pain of the pinch. I continue to rail her, watching her eyes, her expression. I drop my eyes to where my cock is penetrating her tight young pussy. Her hips lift to meet my stroke. She’s such a good slut, I’m ready to make her mine.

      I feel the spiral of heat and electricity, signaling my peak is near. I lean forward, pressing my hands on either side of her head. I rut like a fucking animal while my eyes stare into her face, gritting my teeth as I drive her to this final climax.

      “You’re mine,” I growl. “You’re my needy slut. Say it.”

      “Yours!” Ashley cries as I feel her pussy clamp and clench around my cock in waves as she climaxes. “Oh fuck! Yours. Yours! Yours!”

      I drive in deep as my balls tighten, then buck as my cock throbs and pulses, shooting my hot load into her tight cunt, grunting as my balls empty inside her. Ashley’s crying as my mouth meets her lips, and I feel her tongue slide into my mouth. Her arms wrap around me and pull me against her. I rest and press into her, feeling her breasts compress against my chest. We kiss passionately, but I’m claiming her with every slip of my tongue.

      “Mine,” I manage to say as the kiss ends.

      “Ours,” Nora says, nodding as she moves between us and kisses Ashley breathlessly.

      “Yours,” Ashley whispers when she can speak, giving us both a smile.

      When we catch our breath, I rise to my feet and help Nora to stand. I crouch down and slide my hands under Ashley’s knees and behind her neck, cradling her to my chest. I follow Nora as she walks to our bedroom. She goes to the bed, pulls the covers back, then leaves the room. I slide Ashley into the middle of the bed. I spoon behind her and hold her securely. This is a delicate time, and we must show how much we care for her. Nora returns with three cold water bottles, the jar of aloe from beside my chair, and soft washcloths.

      Nora passes out of the water as I nuzzle and kiss Ashley’s lips. Nora cleans Ashley with the warm, damp washcloths while I hold and caress her softly. Ashley keeps looking at me, then down at Nora. I smile at her and kiss her softly.

      “Rest, sweet girl. Let Nora and me care for you. This is the best part.”

      She hums and nods when Nora slides against her and gently greets her with a kiss. Ashley closes her eyes and fully relaxes. I lean over her and kiss Nora, who nods quietly with a smile. Pressing against our young houseguest, we rest and fall asleep together in my bed.
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      I woke up alone in bed on Christmas morning, a few weeks after Ashley’s first night with us. The sheets are still warm from my bedmates, but they’ve left me alone to rest. I’ve seen them whispering, so I know they’ve planned something for this quiet morning.

      It’s been seventeen days since Ashley showed up at our door with a backpack of belongings and a hope that we might give her a break on rent. She didn’t know what we were offering. She didn’t know that it wasn’t just a bed or a room but a place at our table, our bed, and our home. She fits better than I expected, even after we pushed her hard the first night. I rationalize that she wants what we offer as badly as we want her.

      After Nora helped her move out of her room on campus the next day, Ashley moved everything she owned into our guest room. Then, over the next few days, we settled into a routine. Ashley’s eagerness to display her willing submission to our BDSM lifestyle dynamic was extraordinary. Satisfied she wouldn’t cut and run, after the intensity of the first night, Nora and I relaxed our activities to a maintainable level.

      Ashley is our freeuse slut, so she’s at our mercy. She might wake up to Nora straddling her face and grinding her pussy against her mouth until she licks Nora to orgasm. Or she could be doing the dishes in just a short skirt, and I’ll walk behind her, flip up her skirt, and slide my cock into her always slick and ready pussy. And yes, we’ve done all that and more in the last week, and Ashley loves every minute of it.

      My cock thickens and twitches, thinking about all the different ways we’ve used Ashley. Now that I’m awake, I slide from under the covers to find my girls and see what mischief they have planned. I slip on a pair of snug, red boxers Nora bought for our Christmas Day morning. I also pull on the red robe and tie it loosely around my waist. I don’t want to hide my arousal, so I leave the robe open, making it apparent that my cock is straining against my boxers.

      Walking down the hall from our bedroom, I hear noise in the kitchen. At the end of the hall, I turn in that direction. Nora is working at the sink, cleaning pans. She’s wearing a robe, and I wonder if anything is under it. Something is baking, so she must have just finished making breakfast. I walk behind her, wrapping my arms around her and slipping my hand inside her robe to grope and squeeze her breast. “Good morning, mine.”

      “Mmm, good morning, lover,” Nora coos and grinds her ass back into my stiffness. “Your breakfast is cooking. Is this for me?”

      “You should share with our house guest,” I growl behind her ear, plucking at her nipple while my other hand slides down her belly. “You know how much I enjoy sharing.”

      “She’s waiting for you,” Nora said, tipping her head back and turning to look at me. “She told me she wanted to be your present for Christmas.”

      “I’m already fortunate to have you, my love,” I murmur and kiss her lightly as she turns toward me. We kiss softly, enjoying each other’s presence, indulging in this moment until she presses her hands against my chest. “Go, I want to finish the dishes and get breakfast out of the oven. I’ll be along soon.”

      I raise an eyebrow. “I can help you?”

      “Are you going to argue with me when there is a sexy twenty-something waiting to rock your world in the other room? Jack, go—indulge in Ashley.”

      Kissing Nora’s forehead and hugging her close again, I step back, turn, and walk into the living room. As I enter, I turn toward the tree and see Ashley sitting in my chair, looking in my direction. She’s wearing a Santa hat, a matching red bra and panties set, and candy-striped over-the-knee stockings. Her knees are crossed as she looks at me with a sinful smile.

      “Merry Christmas, Master,” Ashley purrs as she slides out of my chair and onto her knees, kneeling beside my leather chair. “I warmed your chair for you, sir.”

      I grin as I walk past her and settle into my chair. The robe’s tie is loose, so the robe opens as I sit, exposing my chest, abs, and the substantial swell of my cock. I sit with my thighs open and watch as Ashley presses her cheek against my thigh while looking at me.

      Pushing a lock of her hair behind her ear as we look into each other’s eyes, she bites her lip and tilts her chin up. “Permission to speak, Master?”

      “Granted,” I say, giving her a moment.

      “I just wanted to tell you that this past week has been amazing, and I know there is a week left of my trial period. I hope you decide that I can stay. I…” She trails off and looks down for a moment. “I want to stay with you and Mistress. I think we fit together so perfectly. I can’t imagine not having you both in my life.”

      I nod and smile at her, grabbing the little white Santa ball at the end of her cap. I pull it and the cap off her and pull it over my head. She giggles as I look down at her, and I want to tell her how delighted I am with her, but I don’t want to speak for Nora. Instead, I lower my hands, hook my thumbs through the waist of my boxers, and push them down. My cock gets caught in the motion before pulling free and bouncing. I grin as Ashley’s eye focuses on my stiffening shaft, and she licks her lips.

      “We can talk, all three of us,” I say, dropping my boxers on the floor by my chair. “But first, you look hungry, little one.”

      Ashley nods and doesn’t need to be told what I want. She crawls the short distance between my spread thighs and rubs her cheek along my cock. Her hands pull behind her back as she looks up and focuses on my eyes. My cock twitches as she opens her mouth and twists her head to suck my swollen tip between her lips.

      “Mmm, that’s my good girl,” I growl, my hands resting on the arms of my chair. “You love sucking my cock, don’t you?”

      She nods with her lips wrapped around my crown. Her tongue swirls around my glans, and I can’t help moaning at the sensation. Her eyes widen as she hears the affection in my tone, giving her the praise she craves. I slip down in my chair, spreading my thighs more. Our eyes are locked, focusing on each other as she bobs her head, taking more of me deeper into her mouth.

      “Such a hungry girl,” I growl.

      “That makes two of us,” Nora says as she kneels beside Ashley. Ashley pulls off my cock to smile at Nora, then shifts to the side to give her Mistress room. The two of them kiss just over my cock, and I enjoy how they show affection for each other. Nora lifts her hand to my cock, stroking it while they continue to kiss. She tilts her head when she parts from her kiss with our Christmas house guest. “Did you ask him?”

      Ashley angles her eyes to look at me before she nods, “Yes, Mistress. He wanted the three of us to talk.”

      Nora looks up at me with a smile, then bows and sucks my cock into her mouth, dropping her head until I’m practically pushing into her throat. Then she slowly pulls off my cock, and holds it towards Ashley, who obediently mimics my wife’s motion and sucks my cock in deep.

      “You know you want her to stay, Jack,” Nora says. “Stop playing games with her. This is important to her. To me, too, I’ve grown attached to her. She can stay as long as she likes. We don’t need to finish the trial period, do we?”

      “You make it hard to say anything but ‘yes,’ with the two of you worshipping my cock. We should make this a Christmas tradition.” I grip Ashley’s hair, pulling her deeper until she gags, then swallows. My hips flex up and down, and I start fucking her throat with slow thrusts. Nora slides up, pressing her bare breasts against my chest as I lean to kiss her.

      I lose track of my thoughts, enjoying my two girls giving me pleasure and, in turn, receiving their pleasure. I’m moaning into my wife’s mouth. Our tongues tangle as we kiss deeper. My free hand lifts and kneads her breasts, tugging and pinching a hard nipple. Ashley’s mouth bobs up and down my cock, our three bodies pressed together, moving and writhing as the pleasure builds inside me.

      With a growl, I pull from the kiss. My fingers grip and tug Ashley’s head from my cock. I watch the two of them, their faces bright red with arousal, eyes wide and dark with the lust we all feel.

      “She can stay,” I growl and shift to stand up between them. “As long as this feels like home, you are mine. And you are Mistress’s.

      They shift to kneel in front of me, then nod as one. “Yes, Master.”

      “Now, on all fours, little one, while Nora lies on her back. You can feed on her pussy while I fuck your tight little cunt.”

      The pair of them squeal with excitement as they shift around. Nora reclines back against the front of my chair. Her thighs open wide as she slumps slightly. Her pussy glistens with arousal as her hands lift and squeeze her breasts. Ashley crawls between Nora’s thighs, bowing her head to lick the gleaming skin and working towards her center. Nora’s eyes close, and then she looks up at me as she moans.

      “Fuck her, Jack,” Nora growls in a deep lustful tone. “Claim our Christmas guest. Make her ours.”

      Ashley’s ass shifts back and forth as she lowers her bottom. She knows exactly where she needs to be for me to fuck her as I sink to my knees behind her. My hands slide over her bare back, then down to pull her red panties off her ass and down her thighs. I let my fingers travel over fading marks from my fingers and other decorations I’ve left on her flesh. My cock throbs as I recall the delicious tortures she’s endured and enjoyed.

      Notching my cock between her slick petals, I grab her hips and thrust deep into her firmly. Her body shifts forward, and I grin at Nora as her mouth widens as she moans from feeling Ashley pushed deeper into her pussy. Ashley settles onto one elbow, and her other hand tilts toward Nora’s pussy, then starts to move in the same rhythm as my thrusts. Together, the three of us climb higher. Our moans and curses encourage us to hold onto the edge and ride the bliss we all feel.

      As one, we shout out in ecstasy as my hips jerk and my balls empty inside our guest. Nora’s hands grip Ashley’s hair as she grinds her pussy against her hungry mouth. The pair of them shiver and shudder as they come with me. Then I slide to the side, and Nora leans and rests her head on my chest. Ashley moves shakily to my other side and nestles against my neck.

      “Merry Christmas, Master.”

      “Mmmm indeed, little one. You’re part of us now.”

      “Always yours.”

      Ashley leans into Nora, and they kiss.

      The future is bright as I enjoy cuddles with my two girls and think of the upcoming new year.
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      The Freeuse Gift by Daizy Dennis

      A billionaire boss and his curvy young secretary have a freeuse contract. Then, he invites another man to join them.

      Nathan

      I adore the woman. She inspires me to work harder, play more, and be better. She never fails to meet every challenge I throw at her with open arms and a lust that leaves me breathless. I hope she’ll be open to another man joining the party.

      Lucinda

      He’s the boss. My Boss. To work alongside him is a privilege and has made me the success I am today. Twice my age, with good looks and sex appeal, he seems totally unaware of. When he drew up my freeuse contract, I couldn’t say no.

      This mismatched couple loves each other. They don’t need a contract to stay committed to each other. From London to New York and back, they’ve stuck to the contract. Will another man in the relationship threaten the bond they’ve built, or strengthen their passionate partnership?

      Age gap, billionaire boss, curvy woman, boss/secretary, sizzling MF and MFM scenes, threesome, mild domination, consensual.

      https://mybook.to/thefreeusegift
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        	The FreeUse Christmas Wife - Natalie Hothorne

        	The Freeuse Plaything - Lacey Cross

        	The Freeuse Elf - Matt Lake

        	The Freeuse Christmas Cracker - Lola Blackburn

        	The FreeUse Conundrum - Alexa Sommers

        	The Freeuse Surprise - Dilana Rose

        	The Freeuse Remedy - Cyra Wilde

        	The Freeuse Guest - Hank Dolworth

        	The Freeuse Gift - Daizy Dennis

        	Freeuse for the Santa Convention - Olivia Lawless

        	The FreeUse Wife's Game - Lillia Wett

        	The Freeuse Fantasy - Hardison Parker

        	FreeUse Home for the Holidays - Poppy Lang

        	The Freeuse Xmas Party - Hannah Monroe

        	The FreeUse Christmas Kitty - Blisse Wynters
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      Hank Dolworth is the nom de plume of a technology educator who had to stop flying around the world and is trapped in his home office attending too many Zoom calls. To cope with this high-stress environment, in his free time, Hank likes to write story-driven erotica and erotic romances.

      Hank's spicy stories are packed with sizzling sex, mind-melting orgasms, and heartwarming romance. While not always having a happy ever after, his endings always end up happy for now.

      Living in Texas, Hank also enjoys hot, spicy, rich, melt-in-your-mouth barbecue, time with his family, and working with other erotica writers to improve his craft.

      Find out what Hank's been up to by signing up for his newsletter, which is easy to do. Just grab a free book when you visit:

      

      
        
        read.hankdolworth.com/freebies
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