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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.
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TANNER

I’M NOT SURE YET WHAT to call these things. Dear Diary? Letters to Penthouse? Hey, let me humblebrag for a few pages about the incredibly sexy women I get to fuck?

Well, whatever we decide to call them, I leave it to you. And whatever you call these things—let’s use the algebraic X for now—if you read our previous X, you know that I had some doubts about moving in a third sexual spoke into our household. Turning mine and my wife’s very traditional monogamous bipod of a relationship—happy, stable and satisfying as it was—into a tripod of a relationship, the kind of setup you only expect to see in porn. Not only turning our couple into a throuple, but that third member being an insanely sexy Filipina with a free-use fetish, an unabashed enthusiastic sub who not only permits herself to be used with almost no reservations, but absolutely loves being used in such a fashion. You may recall, I had my doubts about this. You might think me insane for having my doubts about this, but hey, I’d never done anything like this before. Like I mentioned in our last X, Peyton and I had a great and stable monogamous marriage, and I was definitely concerned about upsetting that excellent apple cart that we had built for each other. Why rock the boat, if you’re moving through calm seas, you know what I mean?

Well, a few weeks into having turned our bipod into a tripod, let me tell you something. You might be wondering how it is having an absurdly sexy Filipina sit around your house most of the time, looking hot and being naked or mostly naked, available for literally whatever you want sexually? Basically, having a living sex doll in your house? Were you wondering what that’s like?

Well, let me tell you.

It. Is. Fucking. Awesome.

There. Now you know.

We have had some of the best sex we’ve ever had, since the day Alena Fox moved into our home. And the amazing thing is, it’s not just a fuck-fest of nonstop fucking. We’ve had some really great conversations and gone out to eat and had fun in a lot of different ways. The fucking is just the frosting on the cake, really, and it’s a hell of a lot of frosting. Maybe the fucking is the cake and the personal, social relationship is the frosting. Either way, it’s plenty of both. A perfect balance. It turns out, we actually really like her. The fucking is incredible, of course. But we actually genuinely like her. We all get along. She’s funny, she’s smart, she’s cool. And she’s always ready, willing, and eager to have sex with us.

Alena is very, very open. Very open-minded, and very, very open about her body, her sexuality, her fantasies, her experiences. She’ll answer any question you ask her. We’ve asked her some pretty ridiculous ones, and she just takes them in stride. She doesn’t get embarrassed, she doesn’t get offended, she doesn’t act prudish or prissy or shy. It’s very refreshing. It’s also, I guess, pretty fucking sexy.

So, anyway, let’s talk about a recent experience.

It was a Wednesday night. I got home from work, and Peyton was still out. Alena was laying on the living room floor playing Xbox. She was wearing a rainbow-colored G-string and no top, neither shirt nor bra. This was about the middle of the road for how she liked to sit around the house—sometimes she was completely naked. The most she’d ever wear in the house was a pair of short shorts and a skimpy tank top.

Right now, though, all she wore was that little G-string. Other than that, her perfect naked body was on full display. Before she knew I was there, I took a moment to admire her, the graceful arch of her back as her tummy and tits were pressed against a couch pillow underneath her, her gorgeous, shapely legs, her absolutely perfect world-class booty. It was certainly the nicest ass I had ever seen in person, my wife’s included, and Peyton would tell you the same thing.
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