
        
            
                
            
        

    
Becoming Shared Property
An Exhibitionist Free Use Hotwife Billionaire Menage Erotic Story


by Jessica Whitethread



Chloe and her husband have found a discount on a luxury resort vacation, but they arrive to discover it's got some very specific rules:

All the female guests must be sexually available to anyone ... at all times ...

Her first instinct is to leave but her husband encourages her to give it a try. She can't deny she's a little curious ...

She thinks she can just dip her toe in the water, but soon she's grappling with a new kink she never expected and can't even control:

She's helplessly turned on by getting exposed, touched, and used by any man who wants her.

And the resort is full of rich, powerful men who are ready and willing to take advantage ...


Reader Advisory: This story is for mature audiences only and features intensely erotic situations, exhibitionism, anonymous sex, public sex, free use themes, sexual objectification, hotwife and extramarital relations, multiple partners, and rough group sex. All characters are 18 or older.
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Not What We Expected

"Hey, Dylan?"

My husband doesn't answer. I watch in dismay as every other passenger on our airport shuttle begins lining up to exit onto the pavement outside.

I turn to him only to realize he's dozing off in the seat next to me. I gently nudge him awake. "Hey."

His eyes open slowly."I must've fallen asleep," he murmurs. He blinks at me drowsily. "I was having the nicest dream."

"Dylan," I say a little more insistently, "everyone else is getting off the shuttle. Is this our stop?"

"I was dreaming we were back on the beach in Cabo. On our honeymoon. You remember?"

I nod, glancing again towards the front. "Hard to believe it was six years ago."

"We walked around the peninsula and we found that private little cove," he recollects. "We took our clothes off …" He sits up enough to let his lips brush against my neck. The sensation stills me immediately.

"I still remember how you looked in the sunlight," he breathes into my ear, "the way the water droplets ran down your naked breasts." He cups me through my bra, gentle and playful, and my body responds eagerly to his touch. "We were so adventurous, remember? It was almost like we didn't care if we were caught."

I start to turn, trying to point at all the empty seats in front of us, but he catches me in a kiss. Again I stop resisting. I melt against him. His tongue darts between my lips. I feel the warm, aroused feeling of wetness where my legs meet.

"God, this vacation is exactly what we need," I breathe.

"We're going to feel that way again, Chloe. Let's promise each other."

With difficulty, I break the contact.

"Dylan, I'm serious." I gesture at the twelve rows of seats of the airport shuttle; all are now empty. Everyone who didn't get off ten minutes ago is now out on the asphalt waiting to have their bags unloaded from the luggage bays. "Look, we're about to be the only people on here."

He frowns at the lettering on the hotel in front of us and then shakes his head. "This isn't us. Ours is called 'Whispers of Eden.'"

"I know that's what the reservation said," I insist, "but how can we be the only people on the entire shuttle going there? It's supposed to be a big place."

I get up, ignoring the latent feeling of arousal in my body, and make my outside. The driver is pulling a final brown suitcase out of the luggage compartment.

I show him our reservation. "Did we miss our stop?" I ask, already suspecting the answer.

His English isn't great and my everything-that-isn't-English is non-existent, so it takes a couple tries to get my question across. Finally we achieve communication. No, we haven't missed the stop. Yes, we're headed to Whispers of Eden next.

Apparently people don't usually take the shuttle to that resort, but today he's driving the full route just for us. He says something about them having a private air strip, but that can't be right. Something is being lost in translation.

I climb back inside, not feeling entirely reassured. Within a minute, we've pulled back onto the small, winding highway.

We don't really know anything about where we're going. We're here members of a travel club that gets us discounts at hotels and we're here only by chance. After years saving up rewards points, we're finally cashing them in. Dylan found somewhere called 'Whispers of Eden' deep in the rewards listings and excitedly called me over on a snowy December night last month.

"Look at this," he'd told me excitedly. "It says this place is normally three thousand a night."

"That has to be a typo."

"Definitely a typo. It should probably say three hundred. That'd still make it the nicest place we've ever stayed at. It says something called Davos is happening that week so there's been a lot of cancellations. Our points can get us four nights. Any other week of the year and all our points combined don't even get us one."

It would be a long flight for just a few days, but the pictures looked amazing. I'd agreed. Call it an adventure. If nothing else, the weather would be sublime and the romantic setting might inject some spice back into a sex life that has gotten a little … routine.

And honestly, even just the anticipation of the trip has had some of the desired effect. For the past several days we've been fucking like teenagers again.

But now that we're here, I'm wondering if we shouldn't have done a bit more research. Who just hops on an eight hour flight to visit a resort no one's ever heard of?

"Here," the driver calls back. "This place is for you. Eden Whispers."

With immediate relief, I jump to the window. It takes me a second to process what I'm looking at.

Beyond the glass is … a palace. Well, a sprawling campus for which a palace serves as a welcome office. White stone columns. Sun-drenched travertine. Brilliant stucco accents. A Mediterranean breeze flutters the fronds of palm trees.

We've pulled over at one end of a grand, nearly empty motor court. A many-leveled fountain burbles behind us. Parked against the curb down from where we've stopped is a black car with Whispers of Eden embossed in subtle but distinct lettering below what is unmistakably … the Spirit of Ecstasy.

Okay, I guess this is the place.

We unload into a gorgeous lobby and are greeted by a gorgeouser 20-something receptionist with an almost imperceptible accent.

"The Monroes," she announces our own names to us. "Welcome!"

Not that I'm a prude, but her outfit is a bit … revealing?

She's in wispy dress with plunging neckline and a slit that runs from knee all the way to a high belt, revealing the tan skin of one long, sensual thigh. She's also clearly not wearing a bra.

I resist the urge to check my husband's reaction, but I decide that once we're alone I'll ask if he noticed. Sometimes I wonder if he wishes I dressed sexy for him a little more. He never mentions it. I used to love the way he looked at me, like there was no place on earth he wouldn't take me there and then. Every time our eyes met there was an undertone of lust. But it hasn't been like that for a few years now. Maybe this is the chance to change that.

"Your stay agreements," she says, holding out pieces of paper. "And your outfit, miss." She holds out a bundle to me.

I take it. A complimentary bikini? It's not a bad start.

But as I unfold it, I almost choke. This is … well, it's see-through. She just handed me a see-through bikini bottom. And the top doesn't have cups. It has … it's just a shelf …

I look back up at her in total confusion. The receptionist is smiling politely at me like she didn't just hand me a bathing suit that would be daring even for kinky lingerie.

I turn to my husband, but his eyes are glued to the piece of paper in his hand.

"Umm," he says, "am I reading this right?"

"Which part?" the receptionist asks him.

"Well, the part that says all female guests agree to be completely sexually available at all times."

"What!?" I yelp. I grab the second copy of the agreement. I scan it quickly. If he's reading it wrong, so am I.

The receptionist regards our confusion politely. "This is your first time staying with us?" she guesses.

We both nod dumbly.

She giggles. "You didn't know…" She covers her mouth with a hand. "Alessandra said she saw this happen once. I never believed her."

The giggles overtake her for another several seconds before she can get them under control. "Sorry. Sorry. Yes, you are reading that correctly. We have some very special rules here." She casts a look at me. "You are having a shock. I will give you a minute to discuss yourselves."

She moves discretely down to the far end of the desk and starts restocking pens from a drawer.

I turn to my husband, my eyes a little wild. "How the hell …" I fall quiet as I see the look on his face. Instead of mirroring my own offended incredulity, his expression is thoughtful. "Are you considering this?" I demand.

"We've come all this way," he points out. "But it's your choice entirely."

"I'm not …" Suddenly on the spot, I'm having trouble articulating the million obvious reasons this is absurd. "I'm married. We're married."

He nods. "Yes, indeed we are."

Why do I have to explain this to him? "Staying here … would mean …" I consult the piece of paper again, "that I'm 'sexually available to any man who steps foot on the resort!'"

He nods. "That's what it says."

How is he acting like there's a decision to be made here? It's almost infuriating. "Are you okay with that?" I demand.

He seems to be struggling with something.

"What!?" I flare.

"Well … yeah, I would be."

I gape at him. "With me sleeping with other men?"

"It's been … a fantasy of mine. I never thought I'd actually bring it up. But I guess since we're here, I might as well mention it. Yeah. Letting other men take you. Seeing them desire you. And knowing that you're mine and not theirs. Sometimes I fantasize about that. I never thought it would come up. But … if you wanted to experiment with new boundaries, I would be willing to try it."

I stare at him dumbfounded. I look from him to the agreement to the completely indecent bathing suit in my hand. Another one of the bullet points on the agreement informs me that I'm required to wear it anytime I'm in the pool area.

I motion the receptionist back over, ready to give her a piece of my mind.

"How on earth do you get women to agree to this?" I ask her.

She giggles again. "You think that's our problem? If you weren't here with your husband you would be at the back of a three year waiting list. We have twenty times as many single women trying to stay with us as men, but our reservation policy allows for no more than one woman per two men. You can see the issue."

I blink at her. I turn to look at my husband. I look down one more time at what I'm holding in my hands.

There's the sound of helicopter rotor somewhere behind us. The receptionist glances through the windows along the north wall and presses a button under the desk. "Send the car to the helipad. The Androvios are arriving."

She turns back to us.

"The rules apply only to the shared spaces," she offers helpfully. "I can check you into your room while you discuss this?"

"It says that here?" I ask, gesturing at the contract.

She points out the clause.

"Well …" I glance from her to my husband. "Okay. You'll be checking us out shortly, but we might as well use the bathroom and figure out our arrangements without being in your way."

"Of course."

I sign my name. Beside me, my husband does the same.

We follow her through an arch beyond the desk into a broad, sun-filled gallery. Sets of marble stairs lead off onto raised landings to the right and left, and in-between them, open courtyards. She turns right at the third such stair and then stops, her arm held out in invitation.

"Your accommodations," she says. "When you need for me, pull the rope just inside the door."

It's bizarre. The stairs are grand enough to serve an entire wing, but ours is the only room up here?

But room is the wrong word for it, I realize as we enter. I guess "suite" comes closer, except for the lack of walls. You could fit our entire house beneath the vaulted ceiling. Palm curtains set apart a private shaded veranda that is larger than our yard back home.

The temperature is perfect. Well, that's the weather, I realize. There isn't a thermostat. There isn't heat or AC. Most of the windows don't even have glass.

There's multiple seating areas, a fireplace, and even a luxurious bathtub large enough to be a small swimming pool. It's out there right in the main room. No wall separates the main lounge area from the master bed, either.

It's gorgeous. Perfect. Well, aside from the lack of privacy.

"I'm starting to think that three-thousand a night wasn't a typo," my husband mutters beside me.

I can't disagree. What is this place?

We close the door and drop our bags at the entrance. For a stunned minute, we just wander through the space, touching everything to make sure it's real, sometimes exchanging a disbelieving look.

As I'm dream-walking, I'm grappling with the dissonance of the last ten minutes. Every prudish part of me is screaming that we need to leave - that the very existence of somewhere with rules like this is disgusting and demeaning and wrong.

But I keep catching on what the hostess said to me.

Women wait for years for a chance to come here.

They wait for years to pay thousands of dollars of their own money to get passed around like a sex doll?

What do they know that I don't?

From the doorway to the veranda, I can see down between several other buildings to glimpse a sliver of a pool deck. A man passes into the field of view. He turns and seems to be wait for someone, pausing long enough I can get a good look at him.

I know just enough about high fashion to guess that the open shirt and linen pants he's wearing are very in-season and very Milan designer-niche. Even from here I can tell he's handsome and very obviously wealthy. His opened shirt reveals the smooth, tanned skin of a broad chest. He exudes unhurried confidence and relaxation.

As I watch, a woman joins him. But I can't read anything into her clothes.

She isn't wearing any.

Her wet, tan skin glistens. Full breasts sway as she moves to catch up with her partner. I catch myself staring at her fantastic ass and following the line of her body as it tapers into legs that go on forever.

He offers her a hand and she takes it, her body language deferential and expectant. His hand slips down and cups her ass as if to say "good girl." She shivers slightly in what seems like anticipation. Like he's just fucked her. Or is about to. Over and over again. As much as he wants.

He leads her beyond where I can see them. They were visible together for only a split-second.

My mouth is open.

"What do you think?" my husband asks from across the room. He's sitting on the edge of the enormous bathtub, watching me.

"I'm -" I stammer. I turn away from the veranda. "I don't know. I don't know what I'm thinking, honestly."

I'm thinking this is insane.

I'm also thinking that what I just witnessed was the hottest thing I've ever seen.

This is a paradise of luxury beyond my wildest dreams, full of sensual, attractive people. And the cost of entry is … have sex with all of them? With my husband's permission?

Am I allowed to … be okay with this? Am I allowed to want this?

"You can't be good with this," I insist, crossing the room towards him.

"I told you I am."

I bite my lip.

"Just entertain the idea," he invites me. "Open your mind to it for a minute."

"How am I supposed to?"

He points toward the little pile of cloth on top of my suitcase. "Try on your outfit."

"It's not my outfit."

"Try it on anyways."

I let out a breath. "Okay, I'll try it on."

I cross over towards the suitcase and make sure our door is closed. It doesn't have a lock, I realize. There's nowhere discrete to change, but right now at least it's just me and my husband.

I slip out of my clothes, rumpled and scratchy from the long plane flight, and step into the see-through bottoms. I can barely tell I have anything on at all.

The top is even more disconcerting. It's a glorified shelf for my tits - though surprisingly comfortable. It pushes them out and forward and makes them look fantastic, but doesn't … cover them. They're right there, out in the open: stiff nipples, soft intimate skin.

I turn back to my husband, who is looking at me with intense appreciation. "My God, Chloe," is all he can bring himself to say.

He points to a mirror by the bath and I move to an angle I can see myself.

I'm thankful I undertook some major grooming in preparation for this trip and right now it's paying off.

I look good.

I look hot as hell.

I turn to my husband, who's still staring at me with the kind of appreciation I haven't felt from him in years.

"If you're asking if I'm into this," he says, "maybe you can tell now."

I realize he's gesturing at the tightness in the crotch of his pants. I close the distance and do a little exploring. His belt opens with a clink and my hand dives into his underwear.

I can't remember the last time I felt him this hard.

His breath is a little ragged as I trail my fingertips along his shaft. God, I've missed this.

"You just want to fuck me," I tell him. "That doesn't prove anything."

"Try me."

I grip his shaft, freeing him from his underwear. "You're really thinking this through?" I ask, stroking him slowly. "You're imagining other men touching me? Getting hard for me? Penetrating me?"

With each question posed, I feel him throb in my hand.

"Yes," he answers, his voice low and rough.

There's a giddy sort of feeling in my stomach. This is real. He wants this. He wants it for me. He wants it for us.

"You never told me."

"I guess I should have."

I stroke him a little more, not even really realizing I'm doing it. I'm so lost in thought.

"Chloe …" he warns me after a moment, his hand moving to my wrist.

"What?" I ask, a little wickedly. "What's wrong?"

"You're getting me close. I'm really into this."

"Well … maybe I am, too," I realize aloud.

I'm wet. I'm soaking, actually.

He takes a step back, putting a few inches of space between us but not so far that I lose my grip on his manhood. "I don't want to be your first today," he says. "That's part of it for me. I want to be your last."

"My last?"

"I want to be the man you come back to."

I stroke him teasingly, refusing to heed his warnings. "You want me to go out and fuck lots of men and only then will you have sex with me?"

"Y - yes." He tries to slow my touch again but it's so half-hearted it might as well be a breeze. But I oblige him. My hand falls still, just holding his shaft.

"And what will you do?"

"Right now?"

"Yeah, while I'm going out and getting into all kinds of trouble. You'll come watch?"

"You need some space, I think," he says. "You need to take this at your own pace. I might lie down for a little. I couldn't sleep at all on the plane."

"So … I'm going to go out and get fucked by strangers in every hole …" I recount, daring an image so vulgar it sounds shocking even to me. "And you're going to stay in here and nap?"

"That's right."

"You're not going to have sex with any of the other women here? Who are all required to fuck you as much as you want?"

"That's right. I only want you."

I try to find another objection. I feel the grip of excitement.

"You're not going to sleep like this," I point out to him. "You're all worked up. How about I give you something nice to dream about, at least?"

I guide him back to the foot of the bed and he sinks down onto it. My mouth finds its way around his shaft. He's almost painfully hard. In less than thirty seconds he's coming for me.

He emits a heavy, sexy groan. His cock throbs. His muscles tighten.

The hot, viscous load he erupts into my mouth and throat is larger than I've drawn from him in … I don't know how long.

"Wow," I murmur as I wipe my lip. "That was a lot, Dylan."

My husband pants up at me from the bed, satiated. "You're amazing, Chloe."

"You're amazing, too."

He sinks back into bed, finding one of the many silken pillows. I trail fingers over his thigh, sitting beside him and watching his breathing.

Within a minute, his eyes have closed.

But I've never been more awake in my life.


Trying to Start Slow

For a moment, I stand with my hand on the doorknob of our suite. My heart is hammering in my chest.

I'm about to step out into the open areas of the resort dressed only in a few scraps of fabric that do nothing to hide my nakedness, only draw attention to it. I'll be walking by men who can do anything they want to me. Any man. At any time.

The stiffness of my completely bare nipples gives away how turned on I am by what I'm about to do.

I look back towards the bed where my husband is asleep. Any doubts I had about him being okay with this are eased. I have other doubts, of course. God do I have doubts …

But right now, I'm not listening to them. Not even a little bit.

It's amazing how quickly I've gone from disgusted by this idea to excited by it.

I take a deep breath and push the door open. The open air gallery is empty: just huge stone pillars, cool walls and me. I hear the echo of my footsteps. I almost expect to hear the echo of my own pounding heartbeat.

My hand clutches a towel, a paperback and a sunhat. My intended destination is the pool deck. I'm going to find a lounge chair and … see what happens. That's the extent of my plan. I'm probably really bad at this. In fact, I'm positive I'm going to be bad at this … whatever this is.

After following the gallery to the end opposite the resort entrance, I'm at the foot of a winding path. It traces around the outside of another building and then opens onto a palm-lined lounge area.

There's various pools and baths, and most of them have signs declaring the qualities of their water. The one directly in front of me is a Himalayan mineral relaxation basin. Its water is warmed by the outflow from a steaming pool on a raised basalt deck to my left. The sign next to it informs me it is in fact a neo-traditional Nepalese hot spring.

I'm sure I would find this all very fascinating if I wasn't standing here trying to read it with my tits all the way out.

But all of this is still the easy part. I haven't encountered anybody yet.

I can hear sporadic babbles of distant voices, but palm trees and low stone walls are arranged to give each section of the resort a secluded feel. I see no one and no one sees me.

Is it always this empty? No, I realize, it's because it's not even ten in the morning yet. My sense of time is completely screwed up by the travel.

I find a lounge chair, lay out my towel across it, and position myself in what I hope is a flattering but nonchalant position.

It's comfortable, but this is probably the least relaxing sunbathing I've ever done. If you felt my pulse, you'd think I was running a marathon.

I try to distract myself with my book. After three minutes, I'm still re-reading the first sentence over and over again. I can't concentrate on it at all.

I give up and set the book down.

No sooner have I done so than I hear the sound of footsteps. I freeze. They're approaching along the same walk that I came from. In a moment they'll be here.

I try to count them. Two sets? Just one? Heavy enough to be a man's.

A man who has every right to me.

A man who can do anything he wants with me.

At the last second, I lose my nerve. I tilt the sunhat down to completely cover my face and press myself back into the lounge chair, pretending to be asleep. It's an insane instinct. What good does it do? Every part of me that is usually covered is still fully exposed.

But now I've committed to it. The only thing I can do is lie here, blindfolded and helpless, as the footsteps approach.

I hear the change in sound as they round the corner. They come nearer. I'm in full view by now, I'm sure, but of course I can't see anything - whereas they can see all they want …

My lounge chair is in the row closest to the pool. Their path will bring them directly past me.

I lie still. The footsteps approach. Two men, I think. The footsteps slow … and then stop.

They're standing by the foot of my chair, looking at me.

I'm pretending to sleep so fucking intensely. I can feel the warm morning sun on my bare breasts and heating the tissue-thin fabric covering my drenched pussy. The sensation prevents me from forgetting, even for a second, all that these two men can see of my body.

"Questa è bellissima," one of them says conversationally to the other.

The other makes a sound of absent-minded agreement or appreciation.

Their footsteps resume. The sense of their presence recedes. And then they're gone.

I let out an explosive breath. I hadn't fully realized I was holding it in. Had that given me away?

I am so fucking turned on right now I can't even believe it.

I tilt my hat up and look down at myself, taking inventory of every bare inch of my body that was just under their gaze. The urge to touch myself and chase this hot, dirty feeling is almost overpowering, but I don't dare. This is the opposite of private.

I'm trying to process what I've gotten myself into, but already more footsteps are audible. I lie back and let my hat slip down over my face again.

This time the steps lead away from me towards the far side of the pool. I realize I'm a little disappointed.

I hear a woman say, "We should have gotten up this early yesterday. We get to pick the best spot out of any of them."

As surreptitiously as I can, I peek out from under my hat. A woman and a man are taking positions on a lounging sofa across the water from me.

The man is in swim trunks. The woman is wearing the same outfit as I am. They share some lotion. As I watch, she twists in her seat and undoes a tied string at the man's waist.

My eyes become wide as I watch her fish the man's substantial member out of his bathing suit and stroke him to hardness. The meaty cock swells and starts to stand out from his body. As soon as he's firm in her hand, she lowers her lips around him. He lies back, hands folded behind his head.

The woman picks up her pace. Too much, apparently. The man sits forward and pulls her off of him with a firm grip of her hair.

"Aye, enough," he tells her. He encloses his erection back in his swim shorts. "What, you're trying to finish me already? You don't want me to have any fun with the other women?"

She pouts at him and sighs and then nestles in against his legs. "At least play with my tits for a while, then," she negotiates. "Please? You know it relaxes me."

"Because you asked nicely," he teases her. "And because you have spectacular tits."

He palms her right breast and she gives a soft moan of pleasure, sinking lower against him and twisting to ensure he has full access to her.

I try to look away but I can't. I feel myself blushing - thankfully hidden beneath my hat.

This continues for several minutes. The sights and sounds of the woman being publicly fondled should make me feel less inappropriately dressed in comparison, shouldn't it?

But instead, it has some kind of transitive property. She's in exactly my clothes, after all. Anyone who comes upon us will see her and me and assume we are the same. And … what is the difference, anyways? To watch her is to confront the reality of what I'm getting myself into.

I'm not sure I'm ready.

As another minute passes, she becomes less vocal. The man produces a book and begins to read, his hand moving idly across her chest. True to her word, his touch is rendering her very, very relaxed.

More footsteps sound, this time from behind me. I was so distracted I didn't even register their approach. Afraid to be caught only pretending sleep, I pull the hat fully over my face and resume a posture of complete unconsciousness.

The footsteps stop near me. And then there's a creaking of fabric and I realize someone is taking the lounge chair directly beside mine. I paralyze. I hear a man's sigh of comfort.

I lie still, sensing his body in close proximity to mine - or is that just my imagination? He's only a foot or two away. I hear every rustle of his movement. If I move, he'll likewise hear that in return. I wonder if he is looking at me. Did he sit beside me for that exact reason?

Was he looking for a woman asleep so he could sit and look for as long as he wanted?

All I can do is lie here in blind ignorance, letting this all happen. There are sounds of more footsteps arriving and settling in. Within a few minutes this quiet little alcove has filled with a smattering of low conversations arrayed across the lounging areas in the sun.

I have no idea how long I've been lying here. At least twenty minutes? And I've lost count of how many have come and whether any have gone. But there's a near constant hum of voices now.

And then a man is speaking next to me. "Would you mind if I took this seat?"

For a paralyzing instant, I think he's talking to me. But then the man next to me answers. "Mine?"

"Yes, yours. For a few minutes. Can I offer you a drink at the bar on my account?"

I hear the man next to me stand up. "I was getting a little thirsty, actually."

"Good. Have a cold drink on the suite 202 tab. By the time you are done you might come back and find this seat empty again. I won't stay very long. I just want to make the acquaintance of this sweet little pussy here."

I'm holding my breath. Does he mean me? My pussy?

A body settles onto the seat that has just changed owners. Without warning or greeting, a touch brushes across the bare skin of my stomach.

The palm of a broad, unmistakably male hand cups my right breast and jiggles it curiously. Fingers trace a circle around my nipple and toy lightly with its stiff, sensitive prominence.

A tight breath escapes from my lips. I'm still pretending to be asleep. I don't know what else to do.

Every part of me is tingling as I feel the touch of a strange man. A man whose name I don't know. A man whose face I've never seen.

The playful touch traces back down over my stomach. A finger hooks into the string waistband of my bathing suit and runs back and forth over the skin of my hip. He lightly tugs at the garment, pulling it almost imperceptibly tauter over my groin. Everything underneath - pussy, clit - feels the slight tension of the cloth.

And then he dips beneath the fabric. He slides a probing finger down between my lips. He discovers my secret.

"Soaking," he murmurs to someone. "She must be having very good dreams."

His thumb finds my clit and tickles it curiously. I take in a sharp, tight gasp as the sensation radiates into my center.

The feeling of being touched like this is indescribable. My body is responding to him in ways I can't even attempt to hide. Should I acknowledge it? It seems a little late to sit up and introduce myself to him.

His thumb gives my clit no respite, circling and rubbing at it with incessant, continuous motion. Without stopping, first one and then two fingers probe at my soaked opening and start to push inside me. He explores my soft inner contours. He tickles and pushes into every intimate, pleasurable corner of my channel.

He surveys every most intimate secret of my body, one touch after another. And then he starts to sink fully into me.

A moan bursts from my lips into my hat. I can't stop it. I can't stop the second one that comes right behind it, either. This feels too good. It feels wrong, too. But mostly it just feels so. fucking. good.

I have never been this turned on in my life. And my body is responding like it's never responded before. Hot, intense pleasure is swirling through my center, pulsing with every ragged breath in my chest and every tantalizing touch of his fingers.

I'm going to come, I realize. I'm going to come really, really fast!

"Fuck!" I gasp tightly.

My pussy quakes and quivers around his fingers, clenching at them in helpless pleasure. I'm coming. My fists are clenched. This is the strongest orgasm I've ever felt. I'm moaning and I wouldn't even know I was doing it if I didn't hear it myself. My sounds are high-pitched, desperate, bouncing off the hard surfaces of the patio.

"She is like a musical instrument," I distantly hear the man joke.

The humiliating joke only compounds the intensity of the orgasm I can no more stop than control. Fuck.

After a few more gasping moments, the acute ecstasy starts to subside, leaving behind a kind of drunken, buzzing glow. I'm sure I've got a very dumb-looking smile plastered across my face beneath my hat.

"What did you do to her?" asks a woman, intrigued.

"Very little," the man next to me replies. There's a note of disappointment in his voice. "I expected to have to work much harder than I did."

His remark is met with a few titters of laughter. The ambient noise of the area is much, much quieter. I can practically feel the attention of the sun-bathers on me. I must have been really, really loud. My face is flaming, unseen.

Well, I think my audience has realized I'm not asleep.

Shyly, I remove my hat from my face and sit up.

I'm face to face with a handsome man in his early forties. He has dark hair and a strong, lightly stubbled jaw.

"Good morning," he says to me. "I think you were napping."

"I was …" I struggle for words.

He winks at me. He adjusts my bathing suit to sit evenly over my groin as it was when he found me.

"And now you are awake." He seems to think I need that explained to me. Maybe he's right. "It is a beautiful day."

He stands.

He leaves.

I watch him go, still processing what just happened.

A dozen sets of eyes are regarding me with surprise. I shrug a little foolishly. Some of them turn away, others linger curiously.


Making New Acquaintances

"Is this seat taken?"

I'm still floating in a giddy sea of endorphins as I turn to see a man at my elbow pointing at the now vacant seat next to me. I look around for sign of the unknown man who left for a drink at the bar, but I don't see anyone who looks like they might be waiting for it. "I guess not."

He sinks into it. He has a drink in his hands that looks delicious. He sees me eyeing it. "It's a hot day, isn't it?" he asks conversationally. He has a heavy French accent, but he seems to speak and understand without difficulty.

"A little warm," I agree.

He hands me the drink. "These are delicious. This one is is untouched. Have it."

I accept it from him in surprise. I take a sip and flavor bursts in my mouth. "Wow."

"Mango. It's a superfood."

"And the rum?"

He shrugs with a mischievous smile. "Well the rum … is not a superfood. But on a beautiful day like this? When life feels so good … who doesn't want to feel just a little bit better?"

I laugh and take another sip. He waves to a figure in white in the shade and makes the universal gesture for a refill. Another drink of the same kind is soon brought out to us.

"Is your friend coming back?" he asks. "He left very quickly."

"I don't know. We didn't really speak."

"I've never seen you here before."

"I've never been here before."

"Really? Then welcome." He extends a hand to me. His grip is strong but gentle. "I'm Raphael."

"Chloe," I respond.

He's a handsome man. Older than me by five or ten years, I would guess. There's a comfortable humor in his dark eyes that puts me at ease, but there's a mischief in the curve of his smile. His hair is dark and short and vaguely Mediterranean. His shirt is slightly open across a broad, tanned chest.

"Tell me, then," he says, "to fresh eyes: how does Whispers of Eden compare to other resorts you like? Of this nature?"

"Oh, I've … never been anywhere like this before."

"Really? So you are truly new. But you've settled in nicely. When did you arrive?"

I pretend to gauge the sun. "Maybe three hours ago?"

I consider expanding. This guy seems easy enough to talk to and my head is so full of intoxicating hormones that the rum feels like overkill.

"Actually, I've never been anywhere at all - at all - like this," I confide. "The rules and … everything. My husband and I … didn't realize. When we booked, I mean. We thought it was a regular resort."

He looks at me in perplexity for a moment. "You thought this was just a room and some sun?"

I nod my head, a little embarrassed.

He bursts out laughing. He stifles himself. "Sorry. I'm not laughing at you."

"No, feel free. It's pretty funny, isn't it?"

He looks around in the direction my recent consort left. "You have been here three hours?"

"That's right."

"And that was your welcome?

"Yeah."

He suppresses an amused smile. "I saw him approach you. It was very impersonal. I imagine it was a shock."

I bow my head in acknowledgment. "I guess you could say it was."

"Did you like it?"

I blush and feel a shy smile spreading across my lips. "Umm, yeah."

"I suppose you did. It was just a little bit obvious. You seem like fun."

My blush deepens.

He laughs. "Don't worry. You're not judged here. Here, we all know what slaves to sex we are. We want what it makes us feel. I have to chase after a beautiful woman. It is not a choice."

I take another sip of my drink. "So I guess you're a regular here, then."

"No. Well, sometimes. It's nice to get away. I run a company in Marseilles. All business, all the time. It is not nearly as much fun as it was in the beginning, but I make far too much money to stop."

"That sounds like quite a hardship."

He laughs. "I like you. I thought I would like you and I am right. We could be friends."

"Do you always choose your friends by how loud they scream when they're fingered in public?"

He laughs again. "No, usually I have much worse reasons that that." He shifts onto his elbow on the lounger, bringing his face closer to mine. "You are going to like it here. I think it will be nice to see you learn to love it here. I will have fun helping you."

I arch an eyebrow at him. "You're going to help me?"

He smirks. "I can offer advice."

I'm enjoying talking to him, but this is undeniably a strange experience. Usually this kind of flirty banter is a give and take - friendliness and guardedness in a tantalizing mix. But the basic reality of this place completely turns all of that on its head.

He can fuck me any time he wants. He knows it. I know it.

Within the beautiful walls of this resort, I have volunteered to be a plaything for men like him to take the moment he wants me.

And he already wants me.

"I like advice," I tell him, sipping his drink again.

"My advice is not to be afraid of what makes you feel good. Almost everyone here is as much a deviant as you."

"I'm not a deviant!" I object. I'm a little offended, but I'm also laughing.

"No?" He laughs, too. He reaches out and lays a finger directly on the crotch of my bathing suit, tapping the slightly swollen, sensitive lips of my aroused pussy. "Just this one, then. She is the deviant. The rest of you is very proper."

It's such a brazen gesture! Maybe it's his intention to remind me I've signed up to make my body public property, or maybe he takes his access to my body for granted to such an extent that he doesn't realize he's doing anything surprising.

It shouldn't turn me on, but it does.

He looks in slight surprise at his fingers. I realize I'm so wet that I've soaked through the thin fabric of my bathing suit bottoms.

"This is all very new," I say in generic self-defense.

"And very confusing," he agrees with knowing, slightly teasing sympathy.

"Yes, actually, it is!"

"That is why I am here to give you advice, of course."

"Okay, so while I'm 'not being afraid of what makes me feel good,' what other ground-breaking wisdom do you have to share?"

He cups my right breast in his hands and jiggles it slightly. "Yes, that is the first part of my advice." He takes my left breast in his other palm and bounces it lazily. "My second piece of advice is once you have accepted what makes you feel good … you must deny what makes you feel good."

There are several people watching us with idle curiosity. It's very distracting to try to listen to him while he fondles me like this. Even if he weren't talking in riddles.

"You're not being very helpful," I point out.

I look down at my chest and watch as he kneads my tits thoughtfully.

"My third piece of advice is simple, then. Be careful and look after yourself." He glances around us as though about to let me in on a secret. "There are some men here who love a beautiful woman. They are insatiable. When they discover you're new here, they will want to experience you for themselves."

"You are one of those men."

"Yes, of course. That is how I know so much. They want your beautiful body and they will make you feel so very good that you will give it to them. Over and over and over again until you have worn yourself out."

"I thought that's what I'm supposed to do. I signed a contract or something."

"Yes, it is a brilliant contract."

"So what exactly are you telling me to do?"

He brushes his thumbs over my nipples, rousing them into stiff peaks. "Only to remember to eat and drink and rest. The world is still here tomorrow and the day after that. If you are too eager" - with a light, painless pinch he draws my nipples out full and stiff - "you will exhaust yourself before you have been here a day. There will never be a time here when men do not want you. You will need to end it before it is over."

"That's probably good advice," I agree.

I'm starting to really, really like the way he's touching my breasts. I'd probably agree to just about anything that came out of his mouth in that husky, accented voice.

"Have you eaten?" he asks.

I shake my head. "Not since yesterday. I'm all haywire from the jet lag."

He gives my nipples a slightly harder pinch and then releases me, standing up. "We will go eat, then. The food is excellent. They would give it a Michelin star if the reviewers could get in here."

He offers me a hand up and I take it, aching slightly at the sudden absence of his touch.

"Can you give me a moment?" I ask.

"Of course."

I excuse myself to check if my husband wants to join us for food. I find him still deep asleep in the suite, so I leave him a note encouraging him to eat when he's awake.

I rejoin Raphael, my new guide in this parallel universe where everything and anything suddenly feels possible. He leads me across several courtyards and relaxation areas. As we pass through new groups of people, eyes pass over him and turn to land on me.

An hour ago I was petrified to be seen. Now I'm becoming sort of used to being looked at.

Actually, I'm really starting to like it.

Some of the expressions are idly curious, others appreciative. A third kind of stare is distinctly lustful and hungry. Being looked at like that puts butterflies in my stomach and gets my heart racing all over again.

My body responds instinctively to the attention. I've never been this continuously aroused for this long. My pussy is soaked. My nipples are stiff. My breasts feel unusually full and sensitive. There's a pleasant, empty achiness somewhere deep between my legs.

When people brush past me, even the slightest or most innocent touch feels dominating and electric. And not every touch is slight or innocent. I might as well wear a collar to which everyone that looks at me holds a leash.

My adrenaline surges each time I see a new cluster of people we will be passing through. And Raphael is guiding us towards the largest gathering yet: a crowd of people spilling out of a large, open-air brunch hall.

"There is no under-the-clothes touching in the eating areas," he informs me. "But that is the only rule."

"We eat in there?"

He nods. "For true dining, you should have the restaurants along the west beach. The Stanza Alta, I like. This is just the buffet. Livestock grazing. It is perfect on a morning like this, and the food is incredible anyways. We will eat."

My stomach is the last thing on my mind and food is the least urgent of my appetites, but I recognize the wisdom of his advice. I should eat.

He leads us into a loosely organized line winding its way along a sumptuous breakfast buffet. We are constantly in a crowd now. People pass us, running their eyes brazenly over my body or reaching out to take any liberty with me that occurs to them.

My breasts are cupped. My nipples are tantalized.

Hands run up the curve of my ass or reach down to trace the outline of my pussy and rub gently against my clit.

Some men make a point of exploring my body without looking in my face or acknowledging me. Others deliberately hold my eyes with theirs as they place their hands on me - watching me accept their right to touch and feel whatever they please.

It's a little overwhelming. My body is public property and no minute goes by without being explicitly and deliberately reminded of it.

Left to my own devices, maybe I would retreat to a quiet corner and try to process what is happening to me and why I like it so much, but that kind of privacy is nowhere to be found.

For his part, Raphael is not shy in the slightest about striking up a conversation with anyone in our vicinity. Inevitably any attention he attracts passes over to me, and just as often, I become the subject of that conversation.

They talk about me as though I can't even hear. He's happy to describe the sorts of touches he's seen me respond to most positively.

Listening to him talk, I realize even I am learning things about myself I'd never realized were true. My nipples do stiffen when I'm touched lightly on the side just below my ribs. I do get a pleasurable, involuntary spasm when a hand runs up the inside of my thigh. He notices everything I do and everything that happens to me.

I keep getting distracted. Raphael has to remind me to get food, then remind me to actually eat it. He does this with a knowing, amused patience.

He puts a glass of juice in front of me - no rum in this one. He recommends a specific assortment of food from the buffet. Nothing too heavy or hard to digest: a small spinach and crab frittata with goat cheese and sundried Marzanos. A fruit salad so flavorful, sweet, and exotic that I regret I can't learn more about what I'm eating.

"Some women chase the thrill of being anonymous and objectified," Raphael observes. "I think there's freedom in it, maybe. But there are others who don't come here for that at all. They love the intimate powerlessness of giving up the right to refuse or object." He watches me curiously. "Which are you, do you think?"

I don't know how to answer that. Is there a right answer? Is there a wrong one?

"Maybe you are both," he muses. "Maybe we will discover together. Maybe it will be a fun thing to find out naturally."

I blush. "Maybe."

He has a way of talking about me like I have no secrets or privacy. Maybe I signed those away at the front desk, too.

"You haven't eaten as much as you should. You're not hungry?"

I look down at my half-finished plate. "I ate what I could."

A woman comes by our table. She has large, heavy breasts and an hourglass figure that screams sensuality in every movement and posture. I blush just looking at her. She tries to strike up a conversation with Raphael. I get the sense they know each other but maybe not too well. He's polite but uninterested.

Right now, he has eyes only for me.


Becoming the Show

"Do you think we could get some air?" I ask.

He spreads his hands luxuriantly. "Of course."

We filter back out through the fragmented groups milling in the outer eating areas. I take a left and then a right. Raphael lets me lead, walking patiently a step or two behind me. I sense his eyes on me with each step.

At last we're in an empty walkway lined by palms and a low wall. I turn back and face him. For a moment I don't speak.

"You're overwhelmed," he says, reading me.

"Well, how couldn't I be?" I defend myself. "When I woke up this morning, I was a pretty conventional girl in a pretty traditional marriage."

He shakes his head. "No, I don't think you were."

"How would you know?"

"Conventional people don't like being treated like public property."

"Who says I like it?" I demand.

It's probably a little late for all of this, but I'm entitled to have a moral crisis and I guess I'm going to have it now.

"If I liked it," I explain, "that would mean something's … wrong with me. Wouldn't it?"

His expression is becoming amused. "Yes," he agrees. "Very, very wrong."

"I'm serious!"

"So am I." He takes a step towards me. "You pant when you're touched by strangers. You come almost instantly when strange men stick their fingers inside you. You love having your tits out. Someone treats you like an object and … your pussy gets absolutely drenched."

"It's doesn't!"

I wince as soon as the denial has left my lips. Of all the stupid lies to tell …

He cocks his head at me. His expression would almost be pitying, except for the obvious affection in it.

He holds up a hand. He sways his fingers.

"Dry," he says simply.

My eyes fixate on those fingers. They're going inside of me.

My core clenches in anticipation.

His fingers dip into the waistband of my sheer bikini. They brush across folds of sensitive skin. He holds eye contact as he explores the outer contours between my legs. And then his fingers slip into me.

I stand still, managing only a tight, shuddering breath. This penetration is so much more intimate and personal than what happened to me on that silly lounge chair an hour ago.

He curls his finger in a tantalizing motion deep buried inside me. He swirls once, exploring the soaking crevices of me.

And then he withdraws it.

He holds it up. It glistens with my juices.

"Wet."

I nod. "I guess so."

"You're a beautiful horny little slut, Chloe," he says softly. "And it's the sexiest fucking thing I've ever seen."

"Really?" My voice is vulnerable.

He takes one of his fingers to his mouth and licks it. He makes a low, masculine sound of satisfaction. He holds his still-coated fingers out to me. "Taste yourself. Clean my fingers and tell me this isn't what you want."

I hesitate, but it never occurs to me not to obey.

The scent and taste of my arousal is heady and intense. It coats my tongue and short-circuits my brain. It's like a drug all itself. And more than anyone else, it's this man who's doing this to me. I want …

He pushes a strand of hair from my face. "What does that expression mean?" he asks.

"I'm thinking … maybe … "

"You're doing too much of that, maybe."

"Thinking?"

"Yes."

"I'm just scared I haven't taken time to think all day. I should go back to my suite. I can process all of this. I can at least … catch my breath?"

In an instant, he's no longer the image of patience and understanding. Something rears in the back of his eyes that's hungry and eager and afraid to let me slip away.

But he restrains his reaction.

"Now?" He definitely doesn't seem impressed by the idea. In fact, he seems to absolutely hate it.

I kind of love how much he hates it.

He's not as oh-so-in-control as he pretends. He wants to fuck me and he couldn't walk away if he wanted to.

It's funny, but that's what makes it click.

I want him to fuck me, too. I'm allowed to want it.

"What, you don't like the idea of me being where you can't get to me?" I tease him.

He cocks his head at my sass. He takes a challenging step forward, close enough that I take an instinctive step back. My heel contacts the wall behind me. He towers over me. Until now I haven't registered just how much taller he is.

"You're right," he agrees. "I don't like that idea."

I shrug with a false show of unconcern. "All this time spent together and I don't know that you've made much use of it."

I'm playing with fire.

His hands move to my hips. My back is now against the wall behind me.

"It has been … hard."

I look up at him with big eyes. "Continuously? That might be a medical condition. Or maybe you just really like me."

He laughs. The sound is a mix between incredulity and warning. "So I know which kind of woman you are now."

"Which kind I am?"

"Yes. Now I know."

His hand moves from my hip to my chin, turning my face up towards him. His body has closed all space between us. He presses against me. I feel a rigid shape pressing against my abdomen. Is that him?

He's … really big.

And maybe he hasn't been hard all this time. But he is definitely hard for me now.

"What kind am I?" I ask. My voice is breathy and tight. My throat must be dry. It's the only part of me that is.

"You are the kind that likes trouble."

"You told me I could find some of that here."

A gasp escapes my chest as I feel him touch me. His hand slips into my bathing suit and palms over my pussy. It isn't slow and torturous now. It's rough and possessive. It's brash and challenging. He slowly grinds the heel of his hand across my clit as his fingers revisit my soaking opening, intent this time to make their mark.

His touch is incredible. I'm helpless against it. If not from the pressure he's still putting against me, pressing me to the wall, my legs might not be holding me. My bathing suit falls to the ground at my feet.

There's a table to our right. He lowers me onto it, dropping me the final inch onto my back so that it hurts just a little bit. His handling of me is rough. I asked for it.

"I like the way you taste, so I'm going to take a full helping," he tells me. "Keep quiet if you can. Or maybe … you like an audience. It's up to you."

An audience?

I'm momentarily distracted as I process his words.

This is happening. The lead-up has run out. This man who seems to know everything about sex and everything about me is about to bring all of that to bear … on me. Now.

I'm about to have the most intense sexual experience of my life … and it's going to happen completely in public.

He presses my thighs apart and lowers his mouth onto my pussy like a predator savoring its prey.

"Fuck!" I exclaim tightly.

I snap my mouth shut.

He licks the juices from my soaked pussy lips. He sucks my clit into his mouth, pins it in place with firm but gentle lips, and starts to batter it with his tongue.

My God.

Already he's short-circuiting my body in ways much more intense than anything I've felt before. I'd just as soon experience this without onlookers.

But no sooner have I resolved to keep quiet than a sharp, high-pitched moan bursts out. I clamp my hand over my mouth but the second moan turns into a scream that my hand does nothing to muffle.

I guess he knew.

I won't be able to keep quiet.

"Oh God!" I plead. "I'm going to come."

He draws back for a moment and looks down at me. "Yes," he grates. "Many, many times."

And then he makes me.

The first orgasm rips through me, clenching every muscle until I think I'm going to break in half. A giddy, ecstatic feeling pours through me and takes me over. I am no longer in control of myself. My thighs clamp around his head and he pins them back down with strong hands. My pussy can't hide from him - and it doesn't want to.

Only after it's over do I realize how loud I'm crying out. I swallow and try to catch my breath. My heart is in a sprint.

I blink and look around. What was previously a deserted walkway with a few empty tables and chairs is no longer deserted.

I guess we're within shouting distance of the food hall. And I've really been shouting.

Raphael's attention has been locked onto me like a vice. He notices our growing audience only as I do.

He turns to them in sardonic greeting. "She is new," he explains. "I am helping her feel welcome."

There's a shift in the atmosphere. Interest intensifies. The crowd is large enough that emotions and appetites pass through them like a wave. There's at least a dozen of them, and the number is growing with each passing moment.

"You want to see me fuck her?" he asks them.

There's a groan of approval.

He turns back to me.

"All morning. Every time you have trembled at another man's touch I just wanted to ram my cock into you and fuck you until you don't know other men exist."

I nod as if in understanding.

"But I was patient."

I nod again.

"Now I'm going to take what I want."

I draw in a long breath, massaging lightly at my full, sensitive tits in anticipation of what is about to happen.

"Get me ready for you," he instructs. "Start me with your mouth."

He helps me upright and then sinks me to the ground in front of him.

"You want me to …"

He frees himself from his waistband. His cock stands out very hard and very thick. It's a little intimidating. "Yes. Now."

My mouth is pooling saliva as I look at it. I wet my lips.

Almost forgetting to breathe, I take him in. My mouth can only accommodate a third of him, if that. I prepare myself and let him into my throat. I'm rewarded with a low, guttural groan of approval from above me. The hot, surging blood filling his cock throbs between my lips.

"Good," he breathes. "You are the perfect slut."

He grips my sides with his hands and thrusts himself deeper into my throat and then pulls back until I can breathe again.

"Don't kneel so low. Show all the people your ass. Your pussy is so inviting from behind."

I oblige him. I raise my ass until my back is arched. The head of his cock probes into my throat again.

"She will suck better if she is being fucked, I think," he announces above me. "Will anyone help her?"

After a moment, new hands arrive on my sides. They tilt my hips even further, making me available in every way to some new and unseen participant.

A cock nestles itself against my ass, probes between my lips, and then finds my opening. My body yields as it thrusts slowly inside.

Finally, finally, the nagging empty feeling between my legs has something to fill it. The relief is intense and immediate, but Raphael's thick member in my mouth muffles any response. I'm so wet that I feel several beads of my juices splatter against my thighs as my penetrator starts to thrust into me.

"God, she's tight," the new man's voice groans.

The newcomer begins to fuck me. The ridge of his cock head pushes against every drenched angle of my channel. Heavy testicles swing forward and tantalize my clit, still so sensitive from its treatment in Raphael's mouth.

The rhythm picks up. Raphael stands strong and firm in front of me, so as I'm fucked back and forth it pushes me up and back down the cock in my mouth. It is an utterly helpless sensation. To my amazement … I fucking love it.

I'm going to come again. Each time the balls brush my clit my pussy spasms and clenches against the cock railing into me. My entire body shudders. The pace quickens and the hands on my hips tighten their grip.

I feel the cock in my pussy shudder and swell in anticipation. And then, with an explosive release, it dumps seed deep into me. My body reciprocates, orgasming around his pumping shaft. From the grunt of pleasure above me I know my throat has constricted around Raphael's cock, but by this point all my reactions are involuntary - directed from the bundles of nerves in my pussy and clit, nothing from the pleasure-drunk haywire that is my brain right now.

The dripping cock extracts itself from me as it softens.

"Who can last longer than that?" Raphael asks.

He finds another volunteer and then I'm being fucked all over again. In and out, driving me crazy, until another load of semen is poured into me and left to drip out of me and down my thigh. It's a dirty, degrading experience and as soon as it ends I want it to happen again.

I can only imagine what I look like to the growing throng of people gathered to see me fucked.

But after the third man comes in my pussy from behind, Raphael extracts himself from my mouth. He guides me up to my feet and onto my back on the table. "Are you ready for me, now?" he growls, looking down at me.

I nod. He's transformed by lust for me. The appetite written across his handsome features makes my insides clench. The intensity is intimidating but I know I've asked for every bit of this. I'm ready. He reads that readiness in my flushed face.

One of his broad hands cups my breast while the other holds my ankle. He moves up between my legs. On my back, I look up at him and watch him, panting for him. He guides his cock to my opening and then holds my eyes as he pushes himself inside.

God, he's big. Even slippery with my arousal, I feel every ridge and contour of his cock as he sinks into me. "Oh fuck," I gasp tightly as I feel just how much he fills me.

He moves inside me slowly, watching my reaction for genuine pain. I close my eyes for a moment, coming to terms with what's happening to me and everything it's making me feel.

When I re-open my eyes, I happen to look to the side. It's the first time in many minutes that Raphael hasn't dominated by horizon. There is a lot of people here. They are watching me get my absolute brains fucked out, and they are definitely enjoying it.

"You are going to come around my cock," Raphael tells me. "But you will fight it off until I say."

It seems funny to think I can control that part of myself after everything that has already happened this morning, but to my surprise, my body obeys him in ways it hasn't been obeying my own attempts at self-control. It's an amazing, erotic feeling to be told yes or no. It brings me closer. And yet, I can hold it off.

He drives into me, edging me and savoring every part of me. Again and again, taking every part of me and making it his own. He palms my sensitive breast and a moan leaks out of me.

I turn my head and watch the people watching us. They are seeing me at my most intimate and helpless and exposed. And I love it. It makes everything a thousand times more intense. Too intense. Too intense to hold off for much longer. Fuck.

"There," he relents. "You've gone for as long as you can, haven't you?"

I nod helplessly.

"Then come for me, my delicious slut. Come now."

He plunges into me and unleashes a cascade inside me. Every nerve fiber is at attention as my body bows slightly. Fuck, I'm fucking coming! My fists and toes are clenched so hard it's painful but I couldn't care less. Fuck. Fuck!

My pussy clenches around him, spasming helplessly. My eyes close and for a moment I'm floating in a blind, dumb ecstasy. My body is playing only one note. It opens up completely to him.

He responds plunging deeper than he has at any point until now. He releases himself. He pumps his seed into me. It pours into me in hot, thick spurts. I take every drop.

After an endless, hot, chaotic, overwhelming moment, it starts to end.

He falls still against me. I lie on my back, my legs in the air. I turn my side to regard our audience again.

I'm smiling a silly, giddy smile. I'm panting and exhausted.

Raphael extracts himself. His liquid drips hot and wet down my leg.

He closes his pants, leaving me once again the only one naked and the focus of every pair of eyes in the crowd.

"She is here for three days," Raphael announces to them. He turns to me. "I think you have inspired some thoughts in our audience. You'll maybe make more friends while you are here."

I laugh giddily. I feel drunk. "You think so?"

He helps me up, turning slightly so that his body shelters me from the eyes of the crowd. "You should rest, my incredible little slut," he tells me.

"I think that would be a good idea," I agree.

He helps me clean up and find the discarded pieces of my swimsuit and then we walk back towards my suite.

My husband Dylan comes to the door as we arrive. Raphael looks at him seriously. "She is yours?" he asks.

"Yes," my husband answers.

"You are a lucky man," he tells him. There is a wistful, regretful note in his voice.

"I know."

I go inside and cross over to sit on the bed. My legs are still trembling slightly from the intensity of orgasm. Raphael beckons my husband closer. "We will have drinks, you and I. Later? I have things I want to tell you. I think you will like them. Things that would make any man happy."

My husband agrees, a little surprised. He ushers Rafael out and closes the door behind him as the departing man gives me a final, knowing look.

"Tell me everything," Dylan says.

And I do.

I tell him absolutely everything. It rushes out of me in a giddy burst. I didn't know I could feel this way, or that sex could take so many forms or be so intense.

I have so much I'm going to show him.

But there is also still so much to learn about ourselves before we leave this place. It seems incredible that it was just a few hours ago that I wanted to leave.

That stupid idea - among many others - has definitely been fucked out of me.


This concludes Becoming Shared Property, an Exhibitionist Free Use Hotwife Billionaire Menage Erotic Story.

Hopefully we've all enjoyed ourselves. If you're sorry that it's over, don't be! There's so much more where this came from and it's never been easier to get your hands on!
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Get a free copy of one of my most popular stories just for signing up

Read on to see some of my other recent releases I think you'll love, and enjoy a bonus, extra steamy scene from His to Train, my erotic dominance and discipline series that you can start reading for free today ...
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When Claire walks in on her coworkers kissing in the break room, she's finally got the leg up she's been waiting for. But when she runs to their handsome, older boss, he sees things a very different way. He hates a prude, and it's Claire who's going to be taught a lesson she won't soon forget ...
And he's going to do it in front of the whole office ...
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Please enjoy the following excerpt from His to Train:
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Submissive's Audition

An Erotic Story of BDSM, Domination, MMF, and Public Sex

"Any woman can give in to a little rough sex," he went on. "A firm hand or even a couple tight knots and most women think they've learned what it is to give in and submit."

His hand brushed upwards from my hip, caressing the side of my breast almost imperceptibly, and then ran back down and out over my sensitive stomach. He felt me trembling in his hands - felt each little, automatic response to every contact he made with me. The hand rose again and cupped my right breast, teasing at the nipple ever so lightly. I felt myself thrusting my chest into his hand, begging for more substantial stimulation, but his hand withdrew in just far enough to maintain its infuriating lightness.

All the while, the other hand worked its delicate touch up my thigh, claiming my body as his one inch at a time.

As he continued to speak, his tone became quieter and more seductive, almost hypnotic. "But me, I can tell when a woman is truly, utterly powerless. It doesn't have anything at all to do with ropes." The tips of his fingers brushed the lace of my panties.

"Do you know what I mean, Jennifer?"

"Yes," I gasped. I felt paralyzed by need, not just his touch but his orchestration. He was playing my body, and every note seemed to match a perfect harmony I had never listened for before. All the while it seemed that the air I breathed was of nothing but his scent, issuing me deeper into his world of physical bliss.

"Yes, sir," I repeated slightly less breathlessly in an attempt to hide my state from the onlookers. Jack, of course, knew precisely what he was doing to me. There was no concealing this experience from him. I would be safe in his arms, his touch told me. I could let myself go.

The hand between my legs rubbed over my panties and I let out an explosive breath as the friction tugged lightly at my swollen lips and clit.

"I could take anything you possess right now, couldn't I?" he asked softly. "Anything that is yours is being surrendered up to me. I can feel it in every breath you take."

"Yes," I breathed. "Yes."

His fingers felt at the edge of my panties and then nudged them aside. The thought that I was somewhere where I was uncomfortable with my pussy being exposed seemed to flit back and forth somewhere in the distant recesses of my mind.

"I could manipulate you and use you and you would not even think to object."

"Yes," I repeated. Each word he spoke seemed infused with the pleasure his fingers were imparting to me. I held my breath as I felt them spread my lips and run along my sensitive folds. I had not opened my eyes in the past five minutes. Nothing else existed but the part of me that he was touching.

"When I put my fingers into you, you are going to be mine utterly."

"Yes," I agreed before I understood what he was saying. Then when I did, I repeated, "yes."

Continue reading for free ...
- or -
Get the full series in one discounted bundle
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