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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.
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The Free Use Housemate

The Sixth Encounter
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TANNER

DAMS BREAKING, YOU know?

It’s like a great man once said: “If it keeps on raining, the levee’s gonna break...”

In this case, the ‘levee’ is my various personal sexual taboos, and the ‘raining’ is new and exciting sexual experiences with mine and my wife’s live-in free-use fuck doll, the lovely and wonderful Alena Fox. The more we tried with her, the more new things we did, the more we wanted to try.

It felt like there was a big one, one of the bigger personal sexual taboos in my psyche (nothing illegal or creepy or whatever, don’t be weird), potentially starting to fall for me.

That was still in the future, but I was starting to waver a bit. I was starting to fantasize about things I never had before in my life. Again, nothing illegal or immoral, but nothing I care to put into words just yet. It was still something I’d only admit to thinking about in the horny and lusty moments when I was with my girls, nothing I’d admit to in the cold light of day. So, there was still a chance that it was a passing fad in my mind and would go away before I ended up acting on anything. That chance was slim, but it was there. I knew the girls would be into it if I told them what it was I was fantasizing about, but I wasn’t quite ready to make that leap.

In the meantime, our sex dungeon was coming along. It was like outfitting your house in Skyrim, you do it piece-by-piece and before you know it you’ve got a full-on BDSM palace. We’d gotten a new exciting piece and were testing it out that evening.

Alena was so everloving fucking sexy. Short, buxom, shapely, big tits and a nice bubble butt on a very petite frame. Her half-Filipina, half-Hawaiian face had that exotic beauty, added to by her beautiful dyed blonde hair, most often tied into a braid and occasionally pigtails. She was sexy in clothes, she was sexy naked, and she was pretty fucking sexy where she was presently, tied up into a suspension frame hung from the ceiling in our new sex dungeon.

It was one of the deluxe suspension frames, christened MAXIMUS on the company’s website. You could tie somebody up in a variety of different positions in it, all of which would entail them being suspended off the floor at just about waist-height for an adult man (adjustable anywhere from manlet to giant, naturally). Alena, besides all of her other great many talents, was also extremely flexible. The position she was tied up into presently was “The Seashell,” with her legs comfortably over her head, ankles tucked behind her neck. She was wearing a full vinyl body suit, black but thin enough to be translucent, with open holes in the chest and crotch so her beautiful tits and pussy were on display for my wife and I to see. Alena was not wearing the full mask; she found that stifling and I have to admit I didn’t blame her. Instead, she opted for the blood-red blindfold and ball-gag.

It was a lovely night in our city, and we had the windows open, though of course the curtains were drawn. The lighting we had installed in our developing sex cave was soft and dim, perfect mood lighting. Getting rid of the bed in there was a good decision; we had all the space in the world for our love adventures. The suspension frame into which Alena was tied ran on a track in the ceiling, so we could move it across the room at our pleasure and lock it into place where we chose. Presently, Alena was suspended in the middle of the room, and I took a moment to admire her there. Dear fucking God, she was so beautiful. In one corner of the room was my wife Peyton, herself an extraordinary beauty, her blonde hair and ivory skin almost glowing in the dim mood lighting. She was on her knees, straddling our brand new Sybian machine, getting ready to watch us. She smiled at us, as I stood there admiring Alena’s beauty, and hers.

I stood there admiring them for a long time. Not remotely for the first time but more like the millionth, I marveled at the fact that this was my life, getting to fuck these two beauties. Alena was our free-use slut. We wanted her up in that suspension harness to get fucked by me while Peyton watched and masturbated, so that’s what was going to happen. Sometimes, life could be that simple and beautiful. Whatever dams were breaking inside me mentally about whatever else I wanted sexually, whatever new other experiences I was thinking about trying, right here right now, these two were more than a man could ever reasonably ask for.

At last, already naked, my cock rock-hard, I stepped forward. Alena’s pussy was already wet with anticipation. She moaned with happiness when I finally touched her, laying my hands on the vinyl covering her legs, running my hands up her legs to her calves, then moving to her tits, back down her tummy, and finally her wet lower lips. I ran two fingers along the outer edge of the hole in the bodysuit over her pussy, causing her to quiver and emit a little whimper.

“Fuck, baby,” I murmured. “You’re so fucking sexy.”

Peyton was moaning her agreement, and I could hear the sound of the Sybian humming, the soft squishy noise of her pussy sliding back and forth on the little toy attached to the device.

“Let’s get started,” Peyton groaned.

“Yeah,” I murmured.

“Fuck her,” Peyton commanded, her voice rising and falling with her pleasure, the vibrations of the Sybian buzzing away between her legs.

I stepped forward and pressed the head of my cock into Alena’s pussy, wet and ready.

“Mmmmmmm,” Alena moaned.

“That’s right,” I groaned. “That’s what you like, isn’t it, baby?”

She was moaning happily as I kept going. I started to thrust in and out of her pussy, taking her slow at first, working myself into a rhythm, gradually increasing the pace until I was fucking her with everything I had. I could hear Peyton moaning her pleasure, her voice rising and falling in time with the movements of her hips, grinding herself onto the Sybian. Alena was so easy to move, to place exactly where I wanted her, suspended as she was in that Seashell position. I bounced her back and forth on my cock repeatedly with reckless lusty passion, her body swinging easily in the air, hanging from a chain attached to the ceiling.

“God, baby,” Peyton groaned. “That looks amazing.”

“Doesn’t it?” I moaned. “You’re so fucking sexy, Alena.”

She whimpered with pleasure, biting down on the ball-gag and shaking her head back and forth. She felt so incredible, my cock plunging into her warm silky wetness that literally could not be more exposed and vulnerable to me. It felt so good to use her for my pleasure, to use her at my leisure. I had that right whenever I wanted, as she was our free-use slut. That knowledge, that I could take her whenever I felt like it, just made the sex that much better. I loved and respected her as a person, but when we were fucking, it felt really, really good to behave as I didn’t respect her.

And my wife loved it as well. Peyton was transfixed by us from her place on the Sybian, grinding herself closer and closer to a brain-melting orgasm. Peyton’s tits bounced and jiggled as her body shook with mounting pleasure. At some point she stretched her legs out behind her to give herself a better angle of contact between the machine and her clit. She licked her lips as she watched me fuck our living sex doll, bouncing her on my cock like she was literally a toy.

“Fuck yes,” Peyton groaned, as she continued straddling the Sybian, riding it like a bucking bronco. “Fuck our little slut. Fuck her, baby. Fill her up with your cum.”

“She feels so good,” I growled, thrusting harder and harder, my body covered in a fine sheen of sweat, my breath coming hard and fast.

“Don’t stop... don’t stop,” Peyton panted, her breathing hard and fast.

Alena was moaning and whimpering and groaning with pleasure as I fucked her. Her pleasure was not the point, but it was certainly not against the rules. And it was clear that she was enjoying this as much as me. Alena was our little slut. She was our living sex doll. She existed for our pleasure and our convenience, and not the other way around. But if she happened to enjoy our fucking, then so be it.

Of course, all of this was basically just a roleplay. In the cold light of day, I wanted Alena to enjoy our sex, to get all the pleasure I did and more. But, in the midst of a fuck, in the moment, she was there to bring us pleasure.

And bring me pleasure she did, as I held her ass and bounced her soaking wet cunt ever faster on my cock. I was grunting and growling, fucking her harder and harder, the feeling of her pussy wrapped around my cock simply exquisite.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I gasped.

“Don’t stop, don’t stop,” Peyton repeated over and over again.

“Oh my God, oh my God,” I grunted.

And then the orgasm hit me, slamming through my body like a freight train. I gripped Alena’s ass even tighter and plunged into her one final time, the tip of my cock pushed deep into her pussy, and the cum began to flow. I was moaning and growling with each huge pulse, each blast of cum gushing forth with the pressure of a fire hose into her tight wet cunt. Peyton was crying out her own pleasure, grinding her clit onto the Sybian as her own orgasm washed over her. The two of us were in the throes of joy and ecstasy as we came together, the two of us sharing the bliss of orgasm as only a couple deeply in love can.

As I came down from the clouds, the world stopped spinning and my vision cleared, and the first thing I saw was Alena. I was panting and gasping, my chest heaving, my cock pulsating, the last drops of cum oozing forth and filling her pussy.

When I finally pulled out of Alena, she began pushing my cum out of her, the white creamy spunk dribbling down to her ass and onto the floor. Her body was still shaking, the muscles of her arms and legs quivering, her whole body covered in sweat, her beautiful face flushed pink. Without thinking, I fell to my knees in front of her and began licking her pussy lips, sucking up as much of my own cum as I could. I licked her and sucked her, and the taste of my own cum on her pussy and inner thighs was an erotic rush.

“Oh God,” Peyton groaned, watching me eat our love pet’s pussy. “That’s fucking awesome, baby.”

I was licking and sucking on her clit, my own spunk and her sweet juices a unique flavor. Alena was moaning and whimpering with pleasure, her pussy throbbing against my lips, her legs shaking and twitching with every little sensation she was feeling. She had not had a release in the midst of our fuck session, but I had a feeling she didn’t need one just then. Just being there for us, and being used by us, was more than enough for her. Her release would come before the night was out. 

I ate her pussy for a few minutes, taking more and more of my own load between my lips. I didn’t swallow anything, not yet. I was suddenly aware of Peyton standing right behind me, and I stood up and kissed her, sharing the mixture of my cum and Alena’s juices with her.

“Oh, God,” Peyton moaned, opening her mouth wide to receive the gift of spunk and pussy juices. She was swallowing and smiling and moaning all at once.

“How’s it taste, baby?” I asked.

“Fucking amazing,” she murmured. “Give me some more.”

And she leaned in and kissed me, her tongue finding mine, sharing my cum and Alena’s cunt juices again.

After we’d kissed for a while, we both swallowed, and Peyton abruptly said: “Okay, my turn.”

––––––––
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PEYTON

THERE IS A RARE TYPE of joy in life that I don’t think the English language has a specific single correct word to denote. Maybe German does, or Ancient Greek or something. It’s not exactly schadenfreude; there’s nothing negative or snotty or ‘there but for the Grace of God go I’ or ‘neener neener neener’ or whatever. It is a distant cousin of schadenfreude, I would say. It’s when somebody you love dearly, a person towards whom you have nothing but good feelings, fails to do something and then you do it easily the first time you try it, and you get to see them be impressed by you. It’s not a joy that comes up often in life, but when it does, it’s a very specific, very unique feeling. When it does come up, my goodness is it sweet.

I suppose this is especially true if you are a woman, and the loved one in your life whom you have shown up is a man. Maybe that’s weird, I don’t know, but it is what it is. That element of ‘anything you can do, I can do better’ is still a thing in our society for whatever sexism you still believe there is (and on that I state no opinion, not for me to tell you what to think). But if you’re a woman and you get to show a man in your life ‘how it’s done,’ so to speak, yeah, it is pretty fucking rad, I’m not gonna lie.

Anyways. Alena orgasmed basically the second I touched her. 

My poor lovely fuck doll had been through a lot. Tanner had fucked her and then eaten her pussy, and she was still hanging in the air in that suspension harness. I happened to know for an absolute fact that Tanner was an exceptional fuck, ‘dick too bomb’ as some would say, but somehow, Alena’s fuse happened to be as long as the Mississippi River that night. Tanner and I had just spent the past five minutes or so kissing, passing his spunk and her cunt juices back and forth, before I took a step forward and kissed her pussy again.

And just like that, Alena was gone. Her back arched and she howled her pleasure against the gag, shaking and trembling and whimpering, her arms and legs flexing and her fists clenching. Thankfully she was so easy to move and reposition in the suspension harness, and I put both hands under her ass and held her pussy hard against my face, French-kissing her lower lips for all I was worth (enjoying again the combined taste of her and Tanner there) as the climax exploded through her, tore her apart, mind and soul.

When she came back to herself, she seemed a little surprised at her surroundings, at still being hung in the suspension harness. I’d cradled her through her orgasm, held her, fondled her body as the great fucking that Tanner had given her had at last paid off. I don’t know if it had been intentional, but it seemed he had edged her at least a few times, because that orgasm had been absurdly powerful. It was at least a full minute before our lovely little sex doll had caught her breath and was full cognizant again.

I probably don’t need to reiterate that Alena cumming was not the point of our sex... unless it was done to excite Tanner or myself. Her orgasms mattered only insofar as they gave the two of us sexual pleasure. If she took any joy out of them, it wasn’t against the rules or whatever, but it was never the mission. Her having a climax was important because of how it made us feel, not her. She was our free-use live-in fuck doll, that was how she wanted it, and we certainly were not going to argue.

“Wow,” Tanner breathed beside me. His cock had gone soft and was still glistening with that lovely mixture of his and Alena’s juices, but just watching that little performance had him getting hard all over again. “That was incredible, babe. Good job.”

I giggled at the absurdity of being told ‘good job’ in such a setting. Tanner was getting hard again rapidly, but it was definitely his turn to observe and take care of himself.

“You probably softened her up for me, babe,” I said, taking on a mock-patronizing tone in my voice, even though that probably actually was true.

“Should we let her down?”

“Oh no,” I scoffed. “I am not even remotely done with her. You get yourself into the cuck chair and enjoy the show, my darling husband.”

“Yes ma’am,” Tanner said with a wide grin.

Our cuck chair was in the corner of our developing sex dungeon, the proper place for any proper cuck chair, I suppose. It was a comfortable lazy-boy, receivable and plush and soft... and covered with a silky soft sheet that was easy to clean. Tanner went over to and plopped down, his erection swinging side-to-side with every step. He was rock-hard again quickly, as he tended to be since Alena had moved in. While he was getting settled and beginning to stroke himself, I went to the cabinet and retrieved my favorite rainbow-colored strap-on, ribbed and girthy and long. Alena watched me as I faced away from her, giving her a full view of my own pussy and ass as I slowly slid the strap-on harness up over my sexy legs. 

When I was ready, I walked over and stood in front of Alena. I grabbed her by the throat, gently, not enough to cut off her breathing necessarily, just enough so that I had a firm grip on her. It felt good to let her know who was in charge, and she was enjoying it as well. Our living fucktoy whimpered happily when I pressed the head of the rainbow-colored dildo against her pussy lips, running its length along her labia, coating its underside in her juices.

“Are you ready, slut?” I asked.

Alena nodded vigorously, making eager noises around her ball gag. Her eyes were wide behind the blindfold.

I slapped her cheek, not hard enough to hurt her, just a nice firm tap, the kind that would make her know I was serious.
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