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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. 

Adriana LaCroix: An Italian MTF transgender adult film star, who comes to collaborate with Alena and the Elliotts on content creation. She is shorter than Peyton but a bit taller than Alena, with long blonde hair, a feminine figure, and G-cup breasts.
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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 gets 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 relevant 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 up in the morning, he makes love to Peyton while Alena sleeps. Later, Peyton uses a magic wand vibrator 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 romantic feelings for each other, and Tanner makes love to Alena on the dining room table. They accidentally leave a window open, allowing a woman in an office building across from them to watch them.

The Ninth Encounter: Peyton fucks Tanner with a very small strap-on dildo while Alena rides his face. Later, the trio install a Saint Andrew’s Cross and tie Alena to it, where Peyton gets her off with a magic wand dildo as Tanner watches. Then they adjust the cross to put Alena on her knees, and Tanner face-fucks her. Finally, Alena installs a dildo machine in the dungeon, and the Elliotts have her use it first, having the machine fuck her at the same time that she sucks Tanner’s cock. Then the trio have a conversation about how they will earn more money to pay for all their new toys, and Alena has an idea that she does not yet share with the Elliotts. 

The Tenth Encounter: Alena and the Elliotts begin filming their lovemaking to publish online, beginning their lives as adult content creators. They set up cameras all over the house, with one of them often also serving as a roving cameraman with a handheld. Alena rides Tanner while Peyton films, and Peyton then rides Tanner while Alena films. Then Peyton fucks Tanner with an ejaculating dildo while he goes down on Alena. The next morning, Alena makes breakfast for the Elliotts wearing nothing but a G-string, and Tanner makes love to her on the table. At the end of this episode, they finally begin publishing their videos online.
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TANNER

IT’S SOMETHING THAT I suppose everyone goes through at least once in their life. Probably most people more than once. You’ll probably know what I’m talking about.

It’s that moment where your income changes drastically enough for you to not just notice, but for you to really, really notice. It’s that moment where your income changes drastically enough that it changes your life, like your available lifestyle options double or triple or quadruple.

This moment can, of course, scale in size and impact. You have one when you go from being a broke kid hoping for allowance, to having your first job cooking fries at the local burger joint. You have another moment like that when you quit that job and get your first real job after college. If you’re lucky and work hard and play your cards right, you have another moment like that after you get promoted.

If you’re Peyton and Tanner Elliott—that is to say, my wife and myself—and Alena Fox, our live-in free-use girlfriend, you have another moment like that when you start doing homemade porn.

I suppose you’ve probably already realized based on what I just said, but just to be clear: our internet pornmaking adventure was very, very successful, right off the bat. It took about ten seconds for our presence, our popularity, and our income to explode on all the sites where we were posting. Our subscribers, our supporters, our fans, went through the roof, basically overnight.

I, Tanner Elliott, had had all of those earlier income-expansion moments in my life that I described above, fry cook to first real job to promotion. All of them had felt pretty good, as I am sure you reading this can probably attest. None of them felt as good, or were nearly as personally economically impactful, as the one we had just experienced, when my two ladies and I started making internet porn. I won’t be so gauche as to go into exact numbers... but they were startling. It took a while before any of us would believe it was real. It went from ‘hey this will pay our electric bill,’ to ‘hey this will pay for a vacation,’ to ‘hey this will pay for a lot of vacations,’ to ‘hey we should probably just quit our jobs and do this full-time,’ shockingly quickly.

Not that this should be a surprise, necessarily. Sex sells; everybody knows that. There’s a reason that prostitution is the world’s oldest profession. But still, given how crowded the market is for people selling their sex online, our immediate meteoric rise in the industry was not something we had expected. Anybody who has even thought about taking their clothes off and having sex on camera for the benefit of the horny, trust me, I wish I could write you a blueprint or tell you how we did it. The truth is, it was lightning in a bottle. Something we did just happened to catch the porn zeitgeist at just the right time and we just exploded. I couldn’t tell you how to repeat it if my life depended on it.

I will try really hard not to sound like a gigantic douchebag, talking about our money, our new income, our new lifestyle. At times it will be hard, and at times I will fail. What can I say, we had our dream job, and I felt pretty fucking good about it. It seemed like the entire world wanted to watch us fuck, and give us money for it. We fucked like rabbits anyway, and now we were getting paid extremely handsomely for what we’d already be doing. Who wouldn’t feel like they were ten feet tall over that? So, if I ever come off as arrogant or egotistical about it, I apologize in advance. I love you, dear reader, you’re valid, and I’m so happy you’re here. I don’t think I am better than you, just because the whole world wants to watch me have sex with my two ladies, no matter if I come across that way sometimes.

Given that we were now making quit-our-jobs money, that’s what we did. We gave it a few months to make sure it was solid and not just a flash-in-the-pan, one month thing, and then we told our employers they could take those jobs, and shove them. Alena ‘pressed pause’ on her college career, though I think we all knew it was probably a done deal, for at least the next few years. Maybe she’d go back eventually and finish up, just because it was a passion project, but we had a chance to literally build generational wealth if we went hard (so to speak) and worked full-time on our porn project and made sure we struck while the iron was hot. We were going to squeeze every penny we could out of letting the world watch us fuck. We were all patently aware that it could go away at any time, and none of us three was looking the gift horse in the mouth. We were going to ‘get the bag,’ as the kids say these days.

Of course, the BDSM Dungeon was fully paid for, and then some. We set up high-definition cameras all over the house, so none of us ever had to operate a camera. Anywhere we were, anywhere we decided to fuck, it would be recorded at all times, in high enough resolution that we could later do close-ups and edit to change angles if we so chose. Everything was captured at all times in our lovely little fuckpad.

Oh yeah, my ‘depth training’ had gone brilliantly, and my craving for a sexual experience with a real cock had not at all diminished, in fact just the opposite. I could now take a full-sized, lifelike, realistic dildo all the way down my throat, or bottomed out in my ass, often at the same time, and my desire to have the real thing was now a raging full-on obsessive fetish. Here was the thing though: As much as I wanted to experience a real dick inside both of my holes while we were having sexy time at night... in the cold light of day, the interest diminished. It diminished especially when my girls would point out any particular cock-owner as a potential candidate. At night, when the three of us were getting it on, my horniness was such that I was basically full-on bisexual. Like if there had been a sexy guy there in that moment, hell yeah, I’d have fucked a man. In the cold light of day, again, no man, no matter how good-looking, was appealing to me.

It was getting confusing for me: Was I bisexual, and only having that cold-light-of-day rejection response because of social pressure? Was I simply bi-curious and needing to get over-the-hump (so to speak) before I was willing to have a man’s dick inside me? Was it something that just felt exciting and taboo and naughty when my girls were naked and obviously greatly enjoying my cock, or one of our many dildos?

I didn’t know yet, but I had a feeling we were getting closer to finding out. In the meantime, even in the cold light of day, I had begun masturbating quite a bit more to trans porn, and my girls were fully aware of this, and liked that I was into it.

At some point, it was going to be a conversation we would have. I still didn’t know if it was something I would ever go through with. I know I was having some incredible dreams about dick, taking care of dick, servicing and pleasuring dick, being on my knees in front of a big fat juicy dick. I would wake up and sometimes wake up my ladies and have an impromptu fuck session. Sometimes I would just jerk off and eat my load, either from my hand or by cumming directly into my mouth. Good lord, what a life hack that is if you can figure out how to start enjoying your own cum. No cleanup, and it’s so fucking hot. I was lucky enough that my two girls liked that I liked it. But yes, as I ate it, of course I imagined that it didn’t belong to me, that it was the load of a trans girl or a man who appreciated that I had just made them cum in my mouth and I was enjoying my reward. There was still a mental barrier there for me, but in those moments, I wanted dick like a starving man wanted food.

Again, I think it was mostly the fact of Alena coming into our lives that had caused me to have these new desires, this new interest in exploration and expanding my horizons. My lovely wife Peyton was feeling it as well, with her interest in being a top beginning to approach full-on dominatrix levels. I loved that about her and fully supported it, just as she and Alena fully supported my interest in dick and being submissive. We would see how far things would go. It still remained to be seen.

In the meantime, though, life was good. I was getting paid, extremely handsomely, to have sex with my two ladies on camera. What could be better? They say if you love what you do, you’ll never work a day in your life. Pretty true and wise words, from where I’m standing.

One particular night, I was dreaming about sucking cock and I woke up hard as an absolute diamond. My cock was standing straight up, perpendicular to the floor, tenting the blanket and comforter that was over both me and Peyton. Alena was nowhere to be found. I usually slept between my two ladies, one of them under each arm, but it seemed that Alena had slipped out of bed while I slept.

My first thought was to jerk off and eat my load quickly, without waking Peyton. It wouldn’t have taken me long; I was so horny, just a few pumps and I’d have exploded. My next thought was to wake Peyton and let her take care of me. But I didn’t. Perhaps it was the lack of her there in bed, perhaps it was due to her presence and influence that I had become bicurious or bisexual or whatever, but I desperately needed to have Alena just then.

I had been sleeping naked, and I did not put anything on as I got up and went out into the house, my big erect cock swaying with every step. I found our free-use lover standing in front of the fridge, apparently looking for a midnight snack. Her body looked absolutely delicious in the white light of the refrigerator, her Hawaiian-Filipina skin tone wonderfully contrasted against her blonde hair. Rather than her usual plaid pajamas, she was wearing white short-shorts and a white crop top that did not hide her tits well even when she was standing. Bent over as she was, I could see them perfectly from behind. Also, from behind, her ass looked absolutely unbelievable.

Alena Fox was an extraordinary beauty, inside and out, top to bottom. Everything about her was perfectly, divinely gorgeous. It was on her ass that I focused, though. It looked absolutely exquisite in those pajama shorts she was wearing.

I didn’t ask. I didn’t say a word.

There was never a need to ask. She was the free-use slut in our relationship. Anytime we wanted her, anywhere, we could have her. That was the agreement; it was what she wanted and we certainly weren’t going to argue.

So no, I didn’t ask. I just took. That’s what she wanted, it’s what I wanted, and it’s what we’d agreed upon.

To her credit, Alena did not jump or startle when I walked up behind her and put my hands on her hips. She did not startle or protest when I grabbed the waistband of her shorts with both hands and yanked them down, falling to my knees as I did so, thus finding myself face-to-face with her absurdly gorgeous ass.

She just made a cute little ‘oh’ sound, and then let me go to work.

Grabbing her hips with both hands, I buried my face in her ass and began licking her for all I was worth. Putting both of her own hands on the freezer, Alena tilted her hips back towards me, giving me access to both worlds down there, letting me lick her pussy and her cute little asshole, which I did passionately, enthusiastically, lustily.

It might seem strange to you that I first went to go down on her, given that I so badly needed to get off myself. As much as I loved orally pleasuring both of my ladies, it did nothing for me really from the getting-myself-off perspective, and yes, my cock ached for release so badly I could almost taste it. So, I suppose I don’t even know why I first decided to go down on my lovely Alena. Perhaps it was partly that I knew I wouldn’t last long; my cock was so horny I would explode if not at her first touch, certainly her second or third. Perhaps it was also that I’d been dreaming of cock, and while I enjoyed those dreams while they were happening, I maybe didn’t want to go too far down that road yet, and therefore sought out the most heterosexual thing I could—eating pussy—at my first opportunity. Whatever the case, I licked Alena for all I was worth, sucking and kissing and nibbling at her already-soaking-wet pussy and her lovely puckered little butthole with reckless abandon.

Her moans were music to my ears. Her body, shaking, trembling, her ass quivering and her hips gyrating, her ass twerking and grinding back against my face... all of these were the signs of her pleasure, and it was wonderful to know that I was bringing her the pleasure that she so deserved. Suddenly the refrigerator chimed, letting us know that it had been open for too long. She giggled and shut the door, but otherwise did not move, continuing to let me eat her out against the refrigerator, keeping her legs spread, her hips tilted back towards me, her hands on the freezer door. She was of course already bottomless, but with one quick motion she threw her top off as well, tossing it to the side so she was as naked as I was.

“Fuck yeah,” Alena was whimpering. “Lick that pussy Tanner, fuck you lick my pussy so good, Daddy, yeah...”

Her moans and groans were increasing, and her legs were trembling. She was about to cum. I increased my efforts, wanting her to cum all over my face, loving the smell and taste of her pussy and her juices as she began to gush all over my tongue.

“Oh, God,” she was moaning. “Fuck, Daddy, fuck, fuck, yes, yes, oh God yesssss...”

Her orgasm was a doozy. She leaned heavily against the freezer door, her knees weak, as she came all over my face.

“Holy fuck,” she sighed, giggling.

I stood up, smiling, wiping her juices off my chin.

“That was good,” I said, grinning.

“Don’t clean yourself up, let me do it,” Alena said as we embraced. She leaned her naked ass against the counter as we hugged and kissed and she licked her juices off my cheeks and chin.

Feeling my gigantic erection against her, Alena reached down and grasped it lightly with one hand. I cannot believe that I did not cum immediately. “Having some good dreams?” she asked me, smiling in between French kisses.

“Definitely.”

“What about?”

“Dick.”

“Mmm,” she said. “Can I fuck you? I want to fuck you. Let me put on a big strap-on dick and fuck you with it.”

“Fuck,” I moaned, kissing her passionately, biting her ear and neck. “I love when you talk like that.”

I couldn’t wait for her to get a strap-on lubed up and ready, my cock was ready to burst right then and there. I simply lifted Alena up onto the counter, one hand under each asscheek, and plunged my cock into her right then and there.

“Holy fuck,” Alena gasped. She wrapped her legs around me and grabbed the edge of the counter for support. “Yes, Daddy, yes, fuck me, fill me up, fill me with your big hard cock...”

We made love, right there on the kitchen counter. She was a beautiful, dirty angel, a gorgeous nymph, a lovely goddess, my sexy little cum slut. Her lips were mine, and I was kissing her for all I was worth, as she wrapped her arms around me and held on tightly, her heels digging into the small of my back. It was almost the exact spot where she, Peyton and I had fucked for the first time ever, I realized. That made me all the hornier for her.

“God, you’re so sexy,” she panted. “I love when you fuck me like this, I love it, you’re so fucking hot, fuck, Daddy, Daddy, oh God, yes, Daddy, harder, fuck, fuck me, fill me with your big cock...”

I didn’t have to worry about lasting very long. My cock was throbbing and aching and my balls were filled to bursting. I slammed into her over and over, burying my cock all the way into her pussy.

“I’m going to cum,” I panted.

“Do it,” Alena gasped. “Cum inside me, I want your cum, give me your cum, Daddy, fuck, fuck, Daddy, give it to meeeee...”

I exploded inside her. My body felt like a giant electric shock, from the tips of my toes to the top of my head, the sensation rushing through me and exploding out of my cock. Alena’s eyes went wide as she felt it, and she cried out as another orgasm hit her.

“Yes!” she screamed. “Fuck, yes, God, yes, fill me up, give me that cum, Daddy, give it all to me, oh God, yes, yes, fuck, FUCK!”

I held her tightly as our orgasms subsided, my softening cock still inside her. Then I pulled out of her and went down between her legs, licking her hungrily, tasting myself as she pushed my cum back out of her.

“Jesus Christ,” she whimpered. “You’re going to kill me, you know that, right?”

I just laughed and kept eating her out. I absolutely adored that taste of our combined juices, her sweet pussy nectar and my salty, musky cum. I licked it out of her and went back up to kiss her, and she moaned against me, embracing the taste of it herself.

“All right,” I said, moving back up to keep kissing her. “Now, Miss Alena Fox, I would like it very much if you would put on a strap-on and fuck me.”

“Jesus,” said a voice behind us. “You two could have woken me up. How inconsiderate.”

I turned to find my wife Peyton standing there, wearing nothing but the tight tank top and panties she had gone to sleep in. I had no idea how long she’d been there watching us; I didn’t think very long. Holy mother of God, did she look sexy though.

“Sorry,” Alena giggled. “It was impromptu. I guess you heard what the next plans were?”
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