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The First Encounter: Happily-married young couple Tanner and Peyton Elliott bring home a new friend, Alena Fox, after a night of drinking. They end up having sex several times, and Alena proposes an arrangement-free rent for her, sex with her-whenever they want it-for them.

The Second Encounter: Tanner comes home to find Alena playing video games alone in the house. They make love, and Peyton comes home in the middle and joins in. They shower together, and then compete to see who can make Tanner climax first, as a bet to see who chooses the evening movie.

The Third Encounter: Tanner gets home to find Alena and Peyton making love on the couch. Rather than join in, he pleasures himself as he watches. Later they get in the shower and Tanner pleasures Alena with one end of a double dildo, and then Peyton and Alena pleasure each other using the dildo. Finally, Peyton paints Alena naked from behind while Tanner pleasures himself on her.
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TANNER

I DON’T KNOW HOW MOST free-use relationships work, because I haven’t done the research quite frankly. I don’t have any interest in being in ‘the lifestyle,’ or whatever. I don’t want to go to conventions and network with fellow practitioners and enthusiasts, or whatever it is people do at those things. I haven’t asked them about it, but I’m ninety-nine percent certain Alena and Peyton don’t want any part of that world either. We have what we have, and it works for us, and whatever works for others, good for them. But as far as being ‘in the lifestyle,’ no thanks, it’s not for us. It’s like being somebody who participates in gay pride parades, versus some quiet keep-to-themselves fella who just happens to like sex with dudes. 

Does that make sense? 

If it does, we are the latter.

All of that is to say that I am ignorant as to how the vast majority of these relationships operate, or even how common they are. But, I suppose it’s possible that many of them involve a free-use live-in love doll (the role that Alena Fox fills for us) who has some serious issues. A woman who willingly allows herself to be degraded, used whenever someone else feels like it, as if they’re a toy... you would be forgiven for thinking that, from the outside, that looks like somebody who doesn’t have a ton of self-respect.

It is remarkable to me how, in the case of Alena Fox, that is absolutely not the case.

She is one of the most mature, worldly, and intelligent—emotionally and intellectually—people I’ve ever met. If you simply watched our sexual interactions from the outside looking in, without context, it would seem as if we were degrading her, or that she was willing debasing herself and allowing herself to be disrespected. But that is, again, emphatically not the case. She is a woman who willingly allowed herself to be sexually used because it gave her sexual pleasure to do so. She was fully aware that we respected her and thought highly of her, and she thought the same of us. Before we’d met Alena, I’d have seen somebody like her and just thought she had raging daddy issues or something, but I can see now how incomplete, how ignorant of a picture that was. In the right context, in the right relationship, a free-use relationship can be built on respect, love and pleasure, instead of whatever negative associations might arise with it.

It can be done right, this kind of relationship. Not everything porn-adjacent has to be about a woman with ‘daddy issues.’ Sometimes, it’s just their kink. Sometimes they just love to fuck, and this is how they love to fuck.

Anyway. Just some more of my thoughts about the free-use life. Not that I’m a part of the life. Just some more thoughts about my life which happens to incorporate a free-use component.

Those were my thoughts as I lay in bed on a particular morning. I was the only one left in bed, which was unusual—I typically woke up before the girls, or at least with them. And yes, I said girls, plural. We did have the guest room but we had never used it for Alena; from the very first day she had moved in with us, she’d just slept in our bed. It had all started as just sex, but it would have been a little ridiculous to claim there weren’t growing feelings among the three of us. That was something more complex that we’d yet to really explore. The great sex was simple, but feelings, that was a labyrinth. I’d be fine kicking that can on down the road as long as we could. 

Just something else I was pondering as I lay there, listening to the low voices of my ladies somewhere out towards the dining room. But I had pondered long enough; it was time to join them.

I walked out into the dining room and kitchen area. Peyton was seated at the table in her pajama shorts and tank-top, using her phone to take pictures of Alena. Alena, our live-in fuck-doll, was up and cooking breakfast for us. They were chit-chatting, morning small talk, just enjoying each other’s company. Alena definitely knew that Peyton was taking pictures of her, and was all for it. Perhaps fodder for future paintings, I thought.

As I often did when I first came into their presence after any kind of time away from them, I took a moment and admired my two ladies. Peyton was utterly gorgeous, with long blonde hair, small perky tits and a nice big butt that would have been more fitting on a Hispanic woman than Caucasian. She was dressed only in a tight little pink tank top, no bra underneath, and her usual plaid pajama shorts. Alena was an exceptionally beautiful woman, half-Filipina and half-Hawaiian. She had an insanely gorgeous face, perfect hourglass figure, big perky tits and a delightful little bubble butt that I couldn’t get enough of. Her dyed blonde hair was usually tied up in a single braid, but right this moment it happened to be in a pair of loose pigtails.

But it was Alena’s outfit that caught my eye right that moment. She was cooking a fairly elaborate breakfast, zipping about the kitchen like a 1950s sitcom housewife. Those sitcom housewives, though, would not have done so dressed in a skintight pink-and-white halter top and matching pleated skirt that was far, far too short for polite company. You simply could not have worn that thing out in public, as it covered perhaps... fifty-three percent of her beautiful ass. The halter top was likewise skimpy and revealing, two buttons holding on for dear life against Alena’s big beautiful tits. That was a beautiful sight, but the real eye-grabber for me was that skirt, and the lack of panties covering Alena’s perfect lower half. Her silky-smooth bronze thighs, her unbelievable bottom, the way her shaved pussy was just barely visible when she stepped just right...

That was another interesting thing about being in this relationship with my wife and Alena at the same time. I had had Alena’s pussy in my mouth, dripping six inches from my face, directly next to me as I fucked it with my fingers, or with a dildo... the point is, I had seen her a lot, from just about every angle. You’d think I’d be used to seeing her naked by now, that it would be less of a thrill for me. But that was, again, emphatically not the case. Every little glance at her shaved pussy just beneath that pleated “mini-mini-skirt” (a term I coined in the moment just then) was just as thrilling to me as it was to see her naked the first time.

“Hey sleepy head,” Peyton said from the table.

“Wow,” I said, obviously gawking at Alena’s outfit.

“Yeah,” Alena said, giving me a smile and a little shake of her ass. “I was just going through some boxes and found this old thing, and thought maybe you guys might like it.”

“It’s incredible,” I said.

“I thought so,” Alena said, turning back to her cooking, her bare ass and legs flexing, her skirt rising up and down. “I mean, I can’t really go anywhere dressed like this, but I can definitely cook and clean for you two in it.”

“Yes please,” I said.

“You are a beautiful sight, darling,” Peyton said. “I’m getting all kinds of painting inspiration just from your ass alone.”

“Well, you know what they say,” Alena said. “The best view is from behind.”

“They’re not wrong,” I said.

“You like it?” Alena asked.

“Are you kidding?” I said.

“Oh, baby, the eggs,” Peyton said.

“Right, right,” Alena said, returning her attention to the cooking.

“You like her ass in that skirt?” Peyton asked me, giving me a naughty little look, before glancing down at my sweats with the open hole in front. My insta-boner had found its way out the front and was now standing at full attention. “Mmm... somebody woke up horny.”

Alena started to set up our plates and bring them over to the table. It was multiple trips, and I could do nothing but ogle her the whole way, just watch her body move as she brought out butter, juice, coffee, syrup and our main plates. I loved watching her, especially her tits jiggling and bouncing as she moved, and the way her little skirt was always revealing the bottom half of her asscheeks, the way her thighs flexed. I caught a view of myself in the dining room mirror as I watched her, my shirtless slim muscular torso, my brunette shoulder-length bed head, my two-day beard
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