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Characters

PEYTON ELLIOTT: Married to Tanner, she is five-foot-seven with platinum blonde hair to the middle of her back, with B-cup breasts, wide hips, ivory white skin, and blue eyes.

Tanner Elliott: Married to Peyton, he is Six-foot-one, slim and lithely muscular with very little body hair, shoulder-length-brown hair, and brown eyes.

Alena Fox: The Elliotts’ free-use live-in housemate, she is five-foot-four with D-cup breasts and a shapely hourglass figure, with dyed blonde hair and green eyes. 
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Recap

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, and discuss maybe making a change to the apartment’s guest bedroom.

The Fifth Encounter: Peyton and Alena continue their deep-throating lesson in the guest room, this time using Tanner as a training subject instead of the dildo. The next day, Tanner comes home to find that Peyton has installed a BDSM restraint frame in the guest room (which they plan to convert into a sex dungeon), and Alena is locked into it. Tanner has sex with her there, and then the Elliotts DP her, with Peyton using a strap-on dildo.

The Sixth Encounter: The Sex Dungeon continues to grow. Tanner has sex with Alena strapped into a suspension harness in the Dungeon, while Peyton pleasures herself on their new Sybian. Then they trade, Peyton using a strap-on with Alena while still in the harness, while Tanner watches from a cuck-chair. They discuss how Tanner is starting to have new fantasies, and then Alena pleasures them both on the couch. They bring Tanner’s new fantasies to Alena, who begins shopping for new elements in the dungeon.

The Seventh Encounter: The trio have a conversation about anal play, and how they will begin exploring it going forward. Peyton is the first one to break the ice, fingering Tanner’s ass when she sucks his cock. Tanner begins anal training, using larger and deeper butt plugs as the days go by. Peyton goes and meets Alena at her college, and they have sex in the library, finally saying “I love you” to each other for the first time. Later that night, the trio have sex in the BDSM Dungeon (where Tanner briefly sucks on Peyton’s strap-on), ending the night professing their love for each other. 

The Eighth Encounter: In the middle of the night, Tanner gets out of bed and comes back and wakes up Alena so she can orally pleasure him while Peyton sleeps. They fall back asleep, and when Tanner wakes in the morning, he makes love to Peyton while Alena sleeps. Later, Peyton uses a magic wand on Alena while Tanner watches and masturbates, and then she uses a miniature dildo on Tanner, putting him into position to cum in his own mouth. The next day, the trio discuss their growing feelings for each other, and Tanner makes love to Alena on the dining room table.
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TANNER

IT’S BEEN SAID BY PEOPLE wiser than myself that a good thing to do when you’re confused about things is to simply state, in as clear of language as possible, the things you know to be true.

Finding myself confused as of late, I wonder if this might be an opportune time to put that sage advice into effect.

I believe it might be.

So. Realities. Things I know to be true.

Number one. I love women.

Very specifically, I love two particular women, Alena Fox, and my wife Peyton Elliott. In the sense of romantic life-partner soulmate “I could just have sex with you for the rest of my life and be satisfied,” that kind of love, they are the only two women I love in the world. In a more general sense, if Alena Fox and Peyton Elliott did not exist (and perish that thought), I would still love the generalized category of women. Women would still hold that very special place in my heart, in my mind, in my cock. I love women, whether my two ladies (who I love by that other definition) were in my life or not.

Reality number two. I am not, and I presently do not believe I ever will be, romantically attracted to men.

I have a great many male friends, but there is absolutely nothing at all like that between us. I have never once in my life looked at any man in my life and thought ‘hey, that’s somebody I’d like to go on a date with’ or ‘I’d really like to cuddle up on the couch and fall asleep watching a movie’ or whatever else. No long walks on the beach, no candlelit dinners, no long talks about all our vulnerable hopes and dreams and fears, nothing at all like that with any man in my life. No judgment at all towards men who do want that from other men, obviously. All love to my homoromantic brothers. That’s just not me, not my cup of tea. That does not float my particular boat.

Reality number three. Here is where things get just a touch more complicated.

Sex with a man is on the table for me.

God, it feels so weird to even say those words out loud, even privately to you fine folks. It’s like the universe or God or the fates are playing a great cosmic joke on me. Hey, here’s two of the sexiest women who ever lived, and you get to fuck them on a regular basis, basically whenever you want... but we’re going to make you start fantasizing about men in the meantime. I mean, that’s pretty wild, right? It doesn’t make a single lick of sense. And yet, there it was. As strange as it was, as little sense as it made, it would make even less sense to deny the reality that being penetrated, both in the mouth and the ass, felt fucking awesome. Being penetrated by something phallus-shaped, something that looked and presumably felt like a real cock, was even more fucking awesome. 

As you’re aware if you’ve read our previous episodes, I’ve recently come around to enjoying the taste of cum. Thus far, that cum has only been my own. But... I think I could be persuaded to taste the other colors of the rainbow.

So yeah. I guess I love dick. When God made the human penis, he did a great job. High marks from me. It really was a beautiful piece of engineering. Five-star yelp review for God on that one.

It may have been that great big cosmic joke, or it may have been simply you want what you don’t have and the grass is always greener, or it may have simply been a fantasy buried deep within me that could not be uncovered until we’d experienced the sexual liberation of Alena Fox. But whatever the case, to reiterate, it was stranger than fiction, strange but true: two of the world’s most beautiful women basically lived to please me with regard to anything sexual, and here I was, beginning to fantasize about real, honest-to-god, flesh-and-blood penises.

Generally those fantasies came to the surface when I was alone, taking care of myself, masturbating at work or before the girls got home or if I woke in the middle of the night and didn’t want to wake them. Here’s another odd thing, though: the penis I fantasized about would never be attached to any particular man, or trans-woman. The person in the fantasy basically wouldn’t even have a face, as I was sucking them off or bent over for them as they were going to town on me.

Wait, that sounds weird. In my fantasy, I was not sucking off the Headless Horsemen. What I mean is, in the hazy dreamscape of my masturbation fantasies, the identity of my penis-owning lover was never clearly delineated. The person in the fantasy obviously had a head, it’s just that the fantasy stopped at the head. A clearly identified individual in the fantasy wouldn’t have made it better, in fact quite the opposite. I hope that makes sense.

The point of it was that I, Tanner Elliott, formerly heterosexual man, was pleasuring a cock. I, Tanner Elliott, pussy-slayer extraordinaire, was being used by the owner of a penis, specifically for their pleasure. 

In my fantasy, to be clear. 

Would I ever act on these fantasies? As of the moment of this writing, I genuinely don’t know. When I’m having them, it’s like I’d suck any dick within range, just to get a cock in my mouth, or in my ass. In the cold light of day, that’s never the case. In the cold light of day, I am the most hetero man who ever hetero’d. But in the moment, I want dick
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