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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.

The Fourth Encounter: Tanner wakes up to find Alena cooking breakfast for the three of them, and he makes love to her over the breakfast table while Peyton watches and records them. Later, the trio are playing a board game and decide on a little bet, where the loser must go down on the winner. Peyton loses to Tanner, so she orally pleasures him while Alena watches and takes care of herself. That night, the trio come home and Alena gives Peyton deep-throating lessons.
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TANNER

HOW WELL DO YOU THINK you really know yourself?

Be honest.

How a person answers that question often tends to have a pretty direct correlation with their age. That is, the older they are, the more forcefully and confidently they will answer. The younger they are, the more likely they are to equivocate or hem and haw their way through some shaky half-response. The reason for that should be pretty obvious. The older you are, the more codified, the more reified, eventually the more petrified, your identity becomes. When you’re young you think you could be anything—a soldier, a king, a lawyer, an actor, a famous singer, a dragonslayer, a skater or a square, a jerk or a genius. Maybe you’ll learn guitar, maybe you’ll learn Mandarin Chinese, maybe you’ll start ballet when you’re six and end up the best in the world at it. You have all the time in the world, that world that is your oyster, and the possibilities are endless. Literally infinite. Okay, not really, but they feel like it at the time. Your life to come is a kaleidoscope of infinite possibilities, a bottomless well of variables that is indeed turtles all the way down.

As you get older, of course, those variables begin to collapse. As in quantum mechanics, superposition only lasts until it is observed, and at that point the particle must pick a state. All the choices of life constitute a long constant collapsing of all those variables into one single chosen path, whether you chose it yourself or had it chosen for you. Your identity is essentially the sum total of all those little choices you’ve made in your past. You get fewer and fewer of those choices as time passes, and therefore, your identity, knowing thyself in the Sun Tzu sense, becomes more and more of a concrete aspect of your life.

There are caveats to this. Asterisks attached to this otherwise immutable rule of the universe and existence. There are probably quite a few such caveats, but this is the one that has become personally relevant to me lately. You believe your identity is rock-solid, that you know yourself inside and out. You might genuinely believe that with all your heart. But if you have one thing change, sometimes it can set off a chain reaction. Think about the little Dutch boy with his finger in the dam. That boy’s finger held back a world-changing event, a cascading chain of events that altered the future path for literally every single living thing with the misfortune to lay downstream of that particular bit of subpar medieval engineering. If you break down one boundary within yourself, maybe that’s it, maybe that’s all that happens. Maybe you get to say ‘huh, I didn’t know that about myself, that’s interesting,’ and just move on with your day.

But maybe, just maybe, you let that one dam break within yourself, and it changes everything. Maybe that one little change in your identity was that little Dutch fucker’s (sorry for the language, I’m sure he was a lovely kid) finger in the dam. And your identity dominoes begin to fall. You didn’t even know they were dependent on each other, but that one little part of you changes, and before you know it, you’re somebody you wouldn’t have recognized before that strapping young lad of the low countries removed his digit. 

Metaphorically speaking, of course.

The world of free-use was my dam breaking. The first one, at least. At the time of this writing, I can feel another one starting to break. It is still firmly in the realm of fantasy, something that sounds kinky and interesting and exciting when I’m fucking my two ladies late into the night, but ridiculous and weird and out there and ‘something those people do,’ in the cold light of day.

You know, kind of like how free-use was to me, not so long ago.

There might be a pattern starting to form.

These thoughts were in my mind as Alena, Peyton and I moved to our guest room, me in the middle of them holding their hands. Our guest room was practically a mausoleum, sitting there fallow most of the time, last used when Peyton’s mom visited us like a year before. We mostly could have sealed it off and not really noticed the difference; it might as well be dead space in our apartment building. There was dust on everything and it smelled faintly of dust. But it was what Alena wanted, to suck me off in there. I could have certainly vetoed that desire—she was my free-use fuck doll, not the other way around, so she would suck me off where I said—but she had said she intended to turn the guest room into a sex dungeon. I have to admit, that got me excited enough to bend to her every desire in just that moment.

We began kissing, slowly and tentatively at first, but picking up the pace quickly. Sometimes I’d kiss Alena and then Peyton, big sloppy French kisses where the spit from one of them was still dribbling from my lips when I began kissing the other, and sometimes I’d kiss them both simultaneously, a wonderful little triangular throuple kiss with all three of our mouths pressed together in the middle. Then we were undressing each other. Alena’s fingers were working fast, pulling my shirt over my head and tossing it aside. I did the same, peeling the skin-tight little tank top she was wearing up and over her tits, her pigtails bouncing and blowing in the air conditioning as I did so, and threw her shirt away. Peyton was working my pajama pants down my legs and pulling her own shirt off in successive short order.

When we were naked, Alena fell to her knees in front of me, a beautiful sight. She looked up at me with her gorgeous green eyes, her pigtails brushing against my thighs, her big tits perky and luscious-looking, her nipples hard as diamond in the cool breeze. She really was an extraordinary beauty, insanely beautiful face, the body of an Asian Goddess. My wife fell to her knees next to her, and I had my breath taken away all over again. Peyton was unbearably beautiful in her own right, with her long blonde hair, blue eyes, gorgeous face, and lovely red lips. Hers was a different kind of perfect body, with smaller tits and a bigger butt, but it was a different shade of perfect all the same. 

“Now,” Alena said, taking my cock in her hand. That was one more thing that I didn’t think I could ever tire of, a thrill that would never lessen or become watered down, the touch of Alena Fox’s hand on my cock. “What do you say we get back to that deep-throat training?”

“That’s a good idea,” I said, taking Alena by the back of her head and guiding her down towards my cock.

She opened her mouth wide and took the thick spongey tip between her lips. I was already dripping pre-cum, such was my excitement at feeling her mouth on me, and the first thing she did was lick it off with a great majestic swirl of her tongue. I groaned with pleasure, her tongue swirling around the head, her spit running down my shaft in several streaking drips. Then she started moving down, taking my cock further and further into her mouth. In no time, I was balls deep in her mouth, her lips stretched around the base of my shaft, her nose pushed against my pelvis, my cock filling her throat.

“Oh, God,” I moaned.

Keeping her face pushed up against my pelvis, Alena held me deep in her throat for a few seconds. I could feel the tight muscles of her throat flexing and clenching around the head of my cock, and I tell you truly, dear reader, it felt fucking incredible. I was trembling with pleasure. I could have cum right there. Then, just when I was about to explode, she began bobbing her head back and forth, pulling my cock out of her throat and sucking on the tip.

“Yes,” I moaned.

Then she did the same again. She took me deep into her throat and held me there, then sucked on the head. And she did it again, and again, and again, taking me to the precipice and withdrawing just in time, right at the moment before I was going to explode into a world-class orgasm. It was like she was psychic, how brilliantly she would take me to the edge and pull back over and over again. I couldn’t even be upset about the blue balling; I knew when I finally did cum it was going to send me flying
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