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Chapter One
I can’t believe we’re actually here. My husband, John, has treated me to yet another fabulous vacation. This time, we’re sunning at a gorgeous resort in Santorini, Greece. The iconic white buildings spread out in either direction, the blue roofs catching the sun. People scurry about like ants, shopping and eating. We watch it all from one of several luxurious, glittering pools at our hotel—but I have a clear favorite—the one with the handsome cabana boy, Dimitri.
I’m feeling perfectly pampered and appreciated so far. The strapping, dark-haired young man has been tending to our every need. I hate the buzz that I get from alcohol, but he’s been making sure my icy, fruity mocktails are never empty.
“The service here is amazing,” I say for probably the dozenth time as I flip over onto my stomach.
“Only the best for my beautiful wife,” John purrs. I decide to tease him a little and tug my bikini bottoms further up my ass. When his eyes darken, I take it a step further and untie my top to get a better tan. If I sat up now, my breasts would be exposed. The thought gives me a little thrill of pleasure.
“Can we come here every summer?” I sigh, resting my head on my hands and drinking in the sight of my gorgeous husband. He’s such a silver fox. His hair and beard have started to turn salt and pepper, but he hasn’t missed a single day in the gym and it shows. His arms are big and rippling with muscles, the better to throw me around the bedroom with.
Getting him to take time off from work and truly relax is no easy feat. I’ve been showing my appreciation by fucking his brains out several times a day since we arrived, and I think it’s working. He seems happy. And as his eyes rake over my exposed body like hot coals, I know his mind is probably going somewhere similar.
“You’re an expensive date,” he teases. We’ve certainly got our money’s worth between
the unlimited food and drinks. The poolside service is just one of many perks. “But worth every penny.” He gives my ass a playful swat and it sends tingles of pleasure straight to my clit.
“I think I need some more sunscreen,” I pout my lips. “My skin is so sensitive.”
“We definitely don’t want these buns to burn.” His smile is magnificent as he rises to the challenge. Before I can say another word, he’s straddling me on the sun lounger, hands kneading my sun-kissed skin.
“The lotion is in my bag.” I roll my eyes like he’s annoying me, but I love when he’s playful like this. He makes no secret of how attractive he finds me, and it feeds my ego like a happy, purring cat.
“I wonder if they make edible sunscreen. I need something a little tastier I can lick off you.” He leans forward, searching through my bag for the lotion, but really taking his time so I can feel the hard steel between his legs. He thrusts it against my ass, playful, but it still takes my breath away. My nipples start to harden against the chair.
“Do you know that every man here has his eyes on you?” he growls in my ear, nipping at the lobe with his teeth before sitting back up.
“That’s not even remotely true.” But I blush anyway. John rubs the lotion between his hands and gets to work, massaging it into my shoulders and arms. I forget where we are and let out a little moan at his magic fingers.
“It is. And I’m the luckiest man here because I get to take you back to our room and have my way with you.” His thumbs find a knot and really lean in. I sigh as the tight muscles begin to relax. Maybe we should just move to Greece, live every day like this. “Would you let me do whatever I want to you, Carrie?”
His voice is low and it thrums something deep inside me. I feel my pussy grow wet as I imagine the eyes of the other men by the pool, watching as my husband’s hands grow more bold. He takes his time on my back, but he’s inching steadily toward my pale ass cheeks and my hot, quivering pussy. The anticipation makes me grow tight with need. His wandering fingers swipe my rib cage, brushing against the sensitive skin of my enhanced breasts—a birthday present that both of us love.
“I’m all yours, you dirty old man.” It’s true. I’d do anything for John. Five years together and my love for him only grows and grows.
“Do you think Dimitri knows you’re my freeuse slut?” John asks as he scoots down my legs and finally kneads my ass. He rubs, deep and thorough, slathering more lotion on my meaty backside. He gropes me, spreading my cheeks, and making me tingle all over.
“The cabana boy?” I stall, like I don’t know exactly who he’s talking about. Dimitri has been on my mind all week. He’s here every day, catering to our every whim, and looking mouth-wateringly delicious while he does it. I would never cheat on my husband in a million years, but that doesn’t mean I can’t occasionally ogle some eye candy.
“He’s probably so jealous. Wondering how an old man like me ended up with a beauty like you. And he doesn’t even know what a nasty little slut you are for me. He has no idea that you’ll drop to your knees and do anything I want.” A little whimper escapes my throat as his capable hands move between my thighs, grazing against my wet slit. “Isn’t that right?”
Even in public, I can’t resist him. “Yes sir.” It comes out as a breathy sigh. I’m no longer as relaxed. Every nerve in my body is on high alert, and my pussy is begging for attention.
“If I wanted to fuck you right here, you would do it. I could just slide these little bottoms to the side—” As he says the words, he does just that, his blunt fingers tracing my pussy lips and growling at the wetness he finds there— “and feed you my cock, and you’d take it like a good girl, wouldn’t you?”
“Yes sir.” This time it comes out shakily. We’ve been experimenting with freeuse in the bedroom, where I consent to whatever my husband wants, whenever he wants. I never thought it could be so fun to feel like a sex toy, but I just love the way it lets me zone out and give in. Submitting to my husband’s desires always leaves me more than satisfied, so it’s easy to say yes. He’s never pressured me to play in public before, but when I know how much pleasure he can deliver, I trust him implicitly.
And right now, I really fucking want him. With my top untied and my bottoms pulled up to expose my ass, I feel practically naked anyway. I do a quick scan of the area in front of me, but I can’t see anyone watching. John’s fingers stroke my aching slit, circling around my tight bundle of nerves, and my throat grows tight, trying to keep quiet.
“Such a good girl for me,” he coaxes as he explores me with his fingers. “So eager to get fucked, you don’t care who’s watching.” He presses two fingers against my entrance and I loose another strangled whimper. I can’t help the little wriggle of my ass, encouraging him to push deeper, to give me what I want. “Do you?”
“No, I don’t care who’s watching. Please,” I know how that word turns him nearly feral at the best of times. It’s my best chance of getting what I want, because my husband loves to tease.
“Do you want them to see?” he asks, plunging those two fingers into my hot, wet center. I groan softly, arching my back at the sweet pleasure. My tits press firmly into the lounger, getting tangled in my loose top.
“Let them watch,” I pant, lost to the sensations. “I’m yours.”
“Mmm,” he moans his appreciation as he curls his fingers, hitting that sweet spot deep inside me. “Such a dirty little slut. Let’s keep you hidden for now.”
I can’t believe that I’m almost disappointed when he covers my ass with a towel, but he doesn’t take his fingers out, so the feeling doesn’t last long. I close my eyes and enjoy the feeling of the sun beating down as my husband slides in and out of my soaked cunt.
“Thank him for the drinks,” he commands, and it takes me a moment to understand the words. My eyes flick open and I swallow hard as I realize Dimitri is heading right toward us, carrying our latest round of fruit smoothies. My head spins back to John, but he doesn’t slow his hand or make any sign that he’s buried inside me while our cabana boy approaches. I was turned on by the idea that someone might see us, but this feels so much more intimate—and potentially embarrassing.
I feel my cheeks flush and my pussy tighten, but John places a reassuring hand on my thigh as he continues to fuck me with his fingers.
“You can do it, baby. Just thank the man,” he murmurs.
My heart is pounding as Dimitri’s smile grows closer. “Your drinks, Mr. and Mrs. Winter,” he grins. That dimple is devastating. I clench around my husband’s fingers as I smile at the cabana boy.
“Thank you so much, Dimitri.” The words are automatic. I’m embarrassed, but it feels so good, I don’t want it to stop. I bury my teeth into my bottom lip to hold back a moan as John’s thumb swipes over my clit.
“Of course, can I get you anything else?” He doesn’t seem to notice anything is out of the ordinary. My attention is torn between the pleasure spiraling out from between my legs and the need to maintain my composure.
“No, that’s all for now. Thank you so much,” I blab, trying to hurry him away because my orgasm is cresting hard and fast. I see a flicker in his eyes, like he senses something is off.
“Sweetheart, don’t forget to tip him,” John chides with a laugh in his voice. He’s still sitting on my legs, pinning me down, but it’s true that our euros are closer to me. I look back at him and narrow my eyes, but he’s smiling like a schoolboy, hand still driving me further and further down the path toward bliss.
“Of course,” I say, and the words are strangled. Pleasure is building to a crescendo inside me. I have to send him away from here before I cum. “Let me just…” I lean forward, trying to dig through my bag for some coins without exposing my tits to the sexy young Greek. He watches with a slight smirk on his face. He knows something is up, and the realization sends a flush through my whole body. I should be embarrassed, but it honestly just turns me on even more. I wonder what he thinks.
“No need, Mrs. Winters. I’m glad you two are enjoying yourself.” Oh god, he winks. He definitely knows.
“Nonsense, here.” I find a 5 euro bill and stuff it into his hands. His rough palm grazes mine and electricity zaps between us. He bows his head and smiles, eyes suddenly locked somewhere behind me, presumably where John is going to town on my pussy. He circles my clit again and a high-pitched noise escapes. I slap a hand to my mouth.
I can’t help the images that fly into my mind. What if Dimitri joined in? What if he dropped his pants and presented me with a hard cock right now? I’d take it eagerly between my lips and suck him to within an inch of his life. I dream of John fucking me from behind while I gag on Dimitri’s cock, putting on a show for the whole resort.
Can he see it in my eyes?
“Let me know if I can do anything else. Anything at all.” His smile is michevious and he takes his time backing away, eyes locked on my face. Am I imagining the bulge in his pants?
“Go ahead sweet girl, you did such a good job. Let loose.” My husband presses down on my clit, massaging it with his thumb, and I shatter under his expert touch. I bury my face in my arms, hiding my expression as I lose control. My pussy walls flutter around his fingers as he eases me through it, showering my with praise.
When the aftershocks finally settle, he straightens out my bathing suit and ties my top back on. I roll over to face him, dazed and smiling sleepily. He leans in and presses his fingers into my mouth and the taste of my release explodes on my tongue.
“Such a dirty girl, but so good for me. Get your ass into the room. I need to fuck this pussy now.”
As always, the sex is fucking divine, but I can’t get a certain dark-haired Greek and his massive bulge out of my mind.
Chapter Two
The next day, we do some shopping and walking around the crowded alleys of Santorini. The ocean breeze is a delicious balm to the sweltering sun and the press of people. The city is gorgeous, and the cobblestone streets are picturesque—but I can’t help craving the relief of our glittering pool, especially after I twist my ankle in my wedges.
“Should we head back to the resort for lunch?” I ask, stroking a hand down John’s back. He’s such a gentleman, loaded down with bags full of treasures, but his linen shirt is starting to show some sweat and I know he must be ready to relax too.
“Missing your boyfriend?” he teases.
“No, my feet just hurt,” I pout, pretending not to be affected by his words as I lead us back toward our oasis, our home away from home on the island. I am excited to see Dimitri again, and that makes me a little nervous. I’m madly in love with my husband and I would never want to make him uncomfortable or insecure, but the sexy young man danced through my dreams, and it was his face I saw as I came last night. Is that bad?
We get back to the room and deposit all of our shopping bags, change back into our bathing suits, and head to the pool. I’m wearing a new blue and white bikini I picked up at a local store. It matches the scenery and will always remind me of this fabulous vacation whenever I wear it.
We set up in our usual lounge chairs, away from the hustle and bustle, but still with incredible views.
“Come here,” John pats his lap, then reaches for my aching feet. As his thumbs stroke my arch, I moan in satisfaction, melting into my lounger.
“What did I do to deserve you?” I sigh, relishing his strong hands on my sore heel. He rolls each of my painted toes between his fingers, and I wonder if I could cum just from the relief. Walking around Greece in heels is not for the weak.
“Look! It’s our favorite cabana boy.” I peek my eyes open at John’s exclamation, and the sight of warm brown eyes makes my pussy pulse. Color rises to my cheeks as Dimitri approaches, all the fantasies from last night run through my head on a loop.
“Hi Dimitri.” I wave and smile, trying to pretend like the last time he saw me, I wasn’t seconds away from cumming all over my husband’s fingers.
“Mr. and Mrs. Winters, how are you doing today?”
“Excellent, my boy. But my wife is a little tuckered out from too much shopping.” He winks. “Got anything for that?”
Dimitri smiles, as bright as the sun, and shrugs. “Some relaxation and a frozen drink will do wonders. Massage is very important.” He nods toward John’s nimble fingers, still rubbing my feet.
“You know, I’m out of my depth here. You got any idea how to give a good foot massage?”
My eyes flick to John’s mischievous grin. “You’re doing just fine honey, don’t stop now,” I chide him, my chest feels strangely tight.
“Oh yes, I’ve been told I have magic fingers.” Is Dimitri… flirting? His eyes are locked on my toes, but when he slowly starts to drag them up my body, the intensity in his gaze nearly takes my breath away.
“Please, show me some pointers.” John scoots over on his lounger, giving Dimitri room to sit. He glances around the pool area, then tucks his notepad into a pocket and takes a seat.
I gulp as his big hands engulf my tender feet. It’s a struggle not to groan the second his thumbs dig into my heel. My mouth drops open and I make a funny choking sound before covering my face with my hands.
“It’s okay?” he asks, and his deep, sexy voice seems to thrum throughout my body.
“Yes,” I gasp, peeking through my fingers. “It’s divine.”
“Just relax, Mrs. Winters.” He grins and I have to look away before I do something I’ll regret.
It’s completely innocent. My husband and a gorgeous man are just rubbing my feet by the pool. But it feels so fucking good that it’s absolutely indecent. My pussy is gushing and I feel frozen to the spot. I’m mad with lust. When he slowly starts moving up my calf, I’m torn between letting him continue and begging him to stop before I make a fool of myself.
It takes a few minutes before I realize that John has stopped. He’s sitting back, watching me as I relax under Dimitri’s firm grip. The smile on his face says he’s enjoying my reactions to the strong, young Greek. His attention gives me a heady wave of desire.
Just when he gets to my thighs, really nowhere near my hot, aching pussy, but close enough that I’m craving more—he gets called away. Dimitri apologizes, jumps up, and says he’ll have some drinks sent over for us.
“I hope you are feeling more relaxed, Mrs. Winters.” He winks and my clit quivers in response.
“It’s Carrie,” I choke out. “Call me Carrie.”
“Of course. Carrie.” He inclines his head and then hurries off to attend to other needy women on vacation. The thought sends a spike of hot jealousy through my heart, but I brush it away and turn back to my sexy husband.
“You’re bad.” I frown at him, kicking out one of my perfectly relaxed feet into his lap.
“Oh?” He raises a cocky eyebrow. “You seemed to be enjoying yourself.”
“Why don’t we go back to the room and I’ll show you how to enjoy yourself.” It’s not my best pick up line, but I’m drowning in lust. I rub my toes against the bulge in his bathing suit, silently begging him to come fuck me.
“Ahh, maybe later. I’m enjoying relaxing by the pool.” John leans back in his chair and stretches out like a proud lion. I’m equal parts amused, infuriated, and embarrassed—but mostly, I’m just horny as fucking hell. I don’t want to admit that Dimitri turned me on, but it’s incredibly obvious.
Finally I break down and ask in a quiet voice, “Are you jealous?”
“Not at all. I like watching you get turned on. Seeing another man’s hands on you turned me on as well.”
“Really?” I lean forward and feel it for myself. His bulge makes my heart race. “But you don’t want to go back to the room?”
“No, I’m quite comfortable right here,” he smirks, folding his arms behind his head. He puts his sunglasses on, blocking his eyes so I can’t fully read his expression. My pussy is still pounding, demanding attention. I squirm in my chair uncomfortably, thighs rubbing together, but it does nothing to ease the tension.
I can’t relax. Not when I need so much more. What does it mean that he liked it?
Dimitri reappears with the drinks and apologizes for having to leave so abruptly.
“No worries. We know you’re a busy man.” John gives a big yawn. “You know, I think I might take a little nap out here. My wife would like to go back to the room, but you know, this is a big place and she gets a little lost. Do you think you could escort her?”
My eyes widen and my mouth nearly falls open. For half a second, I’m annoyed that he thinks I can’t find our room, but my brain quickly catches up. I don’t know what he thinks is going to happen, but I do know he’s sending me off with a hot young cabana boy to our private room.
But he’s working, it’s not like he could do anything. And I’m married! I would never consider it!
But Dimitri doesn’t hesitate before pulling me to my feet and pressing a kiss to the back of my hand.
“Of course, sir. I would never want a beauty like this to get lost on her own.”
“I won’t be there long,” I stutter, my body buzzing with energy. “I just have to… take care of something.”
“Take all the time you need, love.” John grins. The bulge in his bathing suit is subtle, but it’s definitely there. I’m hot all over as Dimitri leads me away. I’m so horny I could cry. I have no idea what’s going to happen, but my nipples pucker in anticipation of finding out.
The elevator is torture. I back myself into a corner, but Dimitri seems un-selfconscious as he steps into my orbit.
“Mrs. Winter, you are a very beautiful woman. You are lucky that a nice man is taking care of you. If I thought you were not being treated well, I would have to swoop in and take you for myself.”
I feel my blush all the way to my toes.
“Thank you, Dimitri. That’s so…kind.” I swallow. What does a woman say to something like that?
He’s not intimidating, but he still somehow steals all the air from the tiny room. He reaches out and twirls a strand of my dark hair around his finger. “Please call me Carrie.”
“You are so beautiful, Carrie.” He smiles. He takes a step closer and I can feel his body heat, calling to me. If I just lean over a little, we’d be flush against each other. I’d be able to feel the hard planes of his abs beneath his resort polo. My big breasts would graze against his muscled chest. My lips are tingling. I can hardly breathe.
The elevator dings, and it’s like glass shattering. He takes a step back and all the warmth seems to leave the room as the doors slide open.
“Room 1618.” He taps my room key against the palm of his hand and I can’t help wondering what that hand would feel like against my ass. I haven’t fantasized this way about a man other than my husband since our wedding night. It feels dirty and delicious. A small part of me is worried about what John must be thinking, but he’s the one who sent me up here—alone, with a Greek god. What am I supposed to do?
“Here is your room, Mrs. Carrie.”
His words startle me out of my thoughts. We’re here. What do I do next?
“Seriously. Just Carrie. Thank you, Dimitri. This place is like a labyrinth.”
He smiles and swipes the card, then holds the door open for me. Even having him here on the threshold of our private space makes me sweat. My nipples are tight little puckered points. I’m surprised they don’t tear through my bikini top. Should I invite him in? What would we do?
“Let me know if there’s anything else I can do to assist you, Carrie. Anything at all.”
My name on his lips hits me as hard as a slap on the ass. I can’t stop staring at his plump, pink lips. I want to feel how soft and wet they are. I want them wrapped around my nipple.
“Thank you,” I mumble, still trying to catch up with the situation. Should I invite him in? Should I send him away? What did John think was going to happen? I’m so horny I can’t fucking think.
“Enjoy your rest.” He nods his head, then takes a step back, leaving me alone in the room. I want to call out, to stop him, to beg him to stay—but what would I say?
Instead, I manage to say, “Thank you,” again, and his dimpled smile haunts me as the door swings closed and I’m left alone in our hotel room, dripping and achy and unfulfilled.
Chapter Three
I fall back onto our freshly made bed, covered in poofy decorative pillows. In my mind’s eye, Dimitri follows me into the bedroom and scatters them all to the floor with a sweep of his strong arm.
I don’t just want him to desire me, I want him feral for me. I picture him tearing the bikini off me, tossing the ruined pieces to the floor. I stretch out on the bed, groping my tits and imagining his hands exploring my curves.
It isn’t enough. It’s not enough to touch myself, I need another pair of hands. I shoot John a text, begging him to come to the room and ravish me, then set the phone back down. I can still get myself warmed up until he gets here.
I remember his proximity in the elevator. I really thought he might kiss me. In my imagination, he growls, I don’t care if you have a husband. I have to feel you wrapped around my hard cock.
I moan as I twist my nipples. I want to feel his hot breath on my neck. His lips, his teeth, his tongue. He smells like sun and the ocean breeze and something masculine and musky. I want it all over me. I slide my hand down my mound and I’m hot and slick, dripping wet. This is what you do to me, I imagine telling him as I part my folds with my fingers.
Is it wrong to dream of another man while I wait for my husband to come satisfy my craving? I check my phone again, but he hasn’t replied. I growl, frustrated, and return my attention to my needy little cunt.
I bet Dimitri is an experienced lover. I’d let him use me however he wanted. Let him fill every hole. I slip two fingers in my pussy and mash the heel of my hand against my clit as I imagine dropping to my knees in front of him. His cock, thick and heavy, peeking through his fist as he strokes himself over my tits and face. I’d be such a dirty girl for him. I’d make John so proud.
The thought of John breaks the fantasy again. I know it’s not cheating to fantasize, I’m just so confused. He knew what he was doing, getting me so horny and then sending me off to our room with the handsome cabana boy. Was he testing my loyalty? If so, I passed. I deserve this orgasm, fresh with flirty daydreams of a sexy man who rubbed my feet in broad daylight. It’s harmless, really.
I remember that foot rub as I skate my hands frantically over my throbbing bundle of nerves. I focus on the real memory, the feel of his fingers on my flesh, the warmth of his body leaning against my leg, the flutter of my pussy as he moved deeper between my thighs. My husband watching, approving, growing hard.
That thought triggers my eruption. Waves of pleasure ripple from my core, making my toes curl and my back arch. I cry out, panting for breath as I try to chase the aftershocks, try to drag the feeling out—but it disappears almost as quickly as it came.
Touching myself doesn’t begin to soothe the ache. My measly orgasm on my fingers is like trying to eat a single chip. I’m hungrier than ever.
I check my phone again, but there’s no message from John. Something is going on with him.
I jump in the shower and get off again, aiming the handheld showerhead at my clit with a desperate ferocity. I dream of Dimitri’s tongue, hammering against my sensitive bud. I cum hard and fast, doubling over when my knees go weak, but the satisfaction is short-lived. I need a cock inside me. And because of all the teasing, I can’t stop thinking about a man other than my husband. This is his fault. I have to go talk to him.
I slip into a clean bikini and storm off for the pool. He’s still lounging in our favorite spot, the umbrella open and throwing shade over the cobblestones and his tanned body. I plop down on the end of his daybed and give him a little shake to wake him from our snooze.
“Hey beautiful,” he smiles, pushing his sunglasses up on his head. “I was beginning to worry about you.”
“Worried about what, exactly?” I narrow my eyes and squeeze his calf.
His face grows impish again and he won’t meet my eyes.
“John, just tell me. What are you up to?”
“I just had this thought….this fantasy I guess. You have no idea how much every man in this place envies me. They see your beautiful body and it makes them go crazy.” I want to interrupt him, to reassure him that I’m happy being with him, but I want to hear more about his fantasy. My blood feels hot in my veins and my heart pounds with hope that I might really like what he’s about to say. “It just set me to thinking.”
He’s started tracing little patterns on my thigh with his fingers. It sends goosebumps running across my skin.
“What have you been thinking?” I ask softly.
“You’re such a good little slut for me.” He gropes my thigh, catching my eye with a burning gaze. “You’re so sexy and captivating. You love being my sweet little fucktoy, don’t you?”
“Yes,” I say as my pussy burns. Without conscious thought, I scoot closer to him.
“I thought about loaning you out. About letting another man play with what’s mine. Does that excite you?”
I’m taken aback. Sure I’ve had passing thoughts about other men before, but I’ve never really expected to be with anyone other than my husband ever again. It’s a door that I had firmly closed. Today’s intense fantasies about Dimitri fly through my mind, but it was just pretend. I always knew it would never happen. But now John is saying that maybe it could—that the thought of it turns him on too?
“Carrie?” he nudges. I realize my mouth is hanging open and quickly shut it. I could lie, but my nipples have hardened into sharp points and my thighs have grown hot. What would be the point? I’m terrified to admit it, but I have to trust my husband.
“Yes, I think that sounds very exciting,” I admit, biting my lip. “Anyone in particular you wanted to share me with?”
His eyes flash with something like pride and triumph, then they darken and smolder with lust. He looks off to the side and I follow his gaze to where our favorite cabana boy leans on the bar.
“Did you really think I was just going to take him up to our room and fuck him?” I ask, a delicious flutter of desire building in my belly.
“I had no idea what would happen. I knew you were turned on, that you find him attractive, and he definitely wants a piece of you.”
“Oh stop it, he does not.”
“Carrie.” His voice holds a warning that makes my ass cheeks tingle. We’ve promised to always tell the truth to each other, and he makes sure to punish me for even the whitest of lies. I can’t pretend I don’t kind of like it, but I do try to honor our commitment and earn my spankings in other ways.
“Fine, he probably thinks I’m attractive, but he knows I’m married.”
“And if your husband says it’s okay, then what’s the harm?”
I don’t have an argument for that. I cross my arms over my chest, aware of how it makes my tits bulge.
“I know you didn’t fool around with him because he came back down to the pool far too quickly. But did you want him to?”
I bite my lip, feeling bratty. I’m not sure what to do with the information that my husband, the love of my life, wants to share me with other men. I’ve never considered anything like that before, but suddenly it sounds like the most exciting thing in the world. If he really wants this—not just for me, but because it would make him happy—could I want it too?
I think of Dimitri’s cock again. My fantasies from the shower. And the bed.
Yes, I want it. I want to fuck the cabana boy and cum all over his cock. There’s no point in hiding it.
“Yes,” I finally confess.
“Did you touch yourself when he left?”
“Yes.” He’s stroking my thigh again and it sends goosebumps racing down my skin, even in the hot sun.
“And what did you think about?”
“Dimitri.” The word comes out like a soft caress. A sigh. A wistful hope.
“You want to fuck him.”
It’s not a question. It makes me feel like a dirty slut, a cheater. My eyes widen and I gulp before I meet my husband’s gaze.
“Can you take your glasses off?” He does, and I can finally see his warm chocolate brown eyes. “I don’t need to be with anyone but you. I’m happy with our marriage. Aren’t you?”
“You satisfy every single one of my desires, my love. If you have no interest, we’ll never speak of it again. But I love you, and I think you deserve every type of pleasure imaginable. I think Dimitri could deliver some of that pleasure, if you’d let him. And it would make me feel good if you told me about it while we’re fucking later.”
I gasp. “Really?”
“Really.” He slips the sunglasses back on and leans back in his chair. “So what did you think about while you were touching yourself, you naughty girl?”
So I tell him. I don’t just want to have sex with Dimitri, I want him to use me. However he wants, whatever he wants, I want to fully submit. While I’m talking, my husband’s hands creep up my thighs and his knuckles graze against my aching core. His fingers slip under the lining of my bathing suit and slide through my slickness, making me gasp.
“Keep talking,” he coaxes, spreading my wet around my folds and finding my tight little bud. So I do, and the first flutters of an orgasm are tickling my insides when a shadow falls across my chair.
“Mr. Winter! Carrie! My shift today is almost over. Can I bring you anything else before I go?”
Chapter Four
“Dimitri! Just the man I wanted to see.” John isn’t subtle about pulling his fingers out of my pussy before he stands up and shakes the man’s hand. Dimitri’s eyes are wide, but his signature smile is still in place as John leads him away to discuss manly things—like fucking his wife.
My heart is pounding as I wait. It turns me on to know they’re talking about me, arranging my sexual tryst like I’m a toy to be loaned out and used. The orgasm that was so close has faded away and left me even more achey and wanting than before. I can’t think over the excited fantasies buzzing through my brain.
Dimitri doesn’t feel like a stranger. He’s so sweet and open, we talked about his mom and his sisters, his dreams of owning a fishing boat one day. He feels like an old friend—a sexy old friend whose cock I’ve dreamt about and been given permission to suck.
I wonder what it looks like—big and uncut? My mouth waters just picturing it.
For a moment I feel a flash of insecurity—what if he says no? What if there’s a gorgeous woman waiting for him at home? But no, he would have said. Wouldn’t he?
The men return before I can tie myself into any more anxious knots.
“Honey, I’ve given Dimitri the room card again. This time, we’d both appreciate it if you don’t leave the poor man at the door.” He winks.
“Mrs. Winter—”
“Carrie,” I correct. If he’s about to be inside me, he needs to call me by my name.
His smile sends a flicker of heat pulsing to my clit. “Carrie,” he repeats. “Your husband is a very kind man. Very generous. You are okay with this arrangement?”
I lick my lips and stand between my two men, looking at them both in turn. “I’m a very lucky lady,” I say, standing on my tiptoes to press a kiss to John’s cheek. I turn and place a shy one on Dimitri as well. “I am very okay with this.”
John gives my butt a little squeeze before I walk off with Dimitri. I turn to look at him over my shoulder and mouth “I love you” once more as he grins and waves me off. I can’t believe this is happening, but it also feels so right.
I want Dimitri’s hands on me now, but he seems more nervous suddenly. “My boss cannot see me,” he whispers, ushering me inside the elevator. The forbidden element gives me a little rush.
The tension in the elevator feels more strained this time. What was flirty and fun is now real and intense.
“You’re aware of what Mr. Winter has said to me?” he asks, cocking his head and drinking in the sight of me in my pink bikini.
“What did my husband tell you?” I ask, butterflies racing around my insides.
“He says I can do anything I want. Use any of your holes. And you will welcome all of it.” Warmth spreads from my belly, making my toes curl.
“Yes,” I say simply, holding his gaze.
“Anything I want?” he repeats, fire flickering in his eyes.
“Yes.” Something inside me pulls taut as the elevator nears my floor. “What do you want to do to me?”
“You will tell me if it’s too much, yes?”
“I have a safe word,” I tell him. “It’s red light. But I want what you want.”
When the elevator doors open, he grabs my hand and runs down the hallway. I giggle, following in his wake, nearly bouncing out of my bikini. He swipes the keycard and pushes the door open, leading me inside. When it snaps closed behind him, we’re alone in the room, and my heart is pounding.
“Let me see you,” he commands, but his voice is smooth as sweet wine. I do a little twirl on the spot but he shakes his head impatiently. “Take this off.” He snaps the strings of my bikini.
I tug at the knots, letting my tits fall free. His hands are all over my massive breasts, cupping and groping, getting the lay of the land. I move to my bottoms, sliding them down my ankles. He backs me up to the bed and gestures for me to lay down.
It’s so erotic to be naked while he’s still fully dressed. For once, he doesn’t seem so carefree. There’s a hungry glint to his eyes as they rove over me, drinking me in. He bends down and picks up my bikini off the floor, running the fabric through his fingers.
“Your husband is a strange man,” he says. “I like him, but he is a fool. If you were my woman, I would kill any man who looks at you. I think once you feel my cock, you will not want to return to him.”
His words make my heart race. He’s wrong, of course. I’ll always want John. But I feel no need to correct him. Maybe what makes this fun for him is imagining that he can steal me away with just his sexual prowess. Is it so wrong that I want to see him try?
When he approaches, it’s with all the grace and danger of a panther. He strokes me from my hand to my shoulder, then stretches my arm back. “This is okay?” he asks, as he pulls me up to the bed frame. It takes a moment to realize he’s using my bikini strings to tie me to the bed.
“Yes,” I whisper, heart pounding so hard I can feel it in my clit. He walks around the other side and attaches my other hand. I pull against my ties. They’re tight enough to hold me in place, but I think I could break out if I really wanted to. I don’t want to. I want to completely submit to him.
He glances out the window as if someone might be coming for him. Is he worried about John? Or his boss?
“We’re safe here,” I say, wriggling against my ties to draw his attention. “Please come touch me.”
His smile is like the sun parting through the clouds. He climbs over me, pressing kisses all over my skin. When he gets to the pale, creamy skin of my breasts, he takes his time. Rather than going straight for my nipple, he licks the soft, sensitive underside that so rarely gets attention. He takes little nibbles and sucks, working his way around, driving me crazy. Another man is enjoying the big tits my husband paid for. It sends a gush of wet heat to my pussy. Having my hands restrained is a pleasurable torture. I want to touch him, run my hands through his hair and tug off that uniform.
“Can I see you?” I whine as his hot breath finally hits my nipples, hard as diamonds. “Take your shirt off.”
“So needy.” He snaps his teeth together just millimeters from my nipple, but leans back to do as I’ve asked. He shrugs out of the shirt, revealing a sculpted chest and six pack abs. I knew he was delicious, but I had no idea just how perfect he was. His toned stomach leads down into a deep vee with a dark, furry treasure trail that promises even more delightful treats. I want to run my tongue all over those peaks and valleys, but I’m completely at his mercy.
“These are beautiful,” he says, bouncing my tits and flicking his thumbs over my nipples. “Every day by the pool, I am watching you, hoping for a glimpse. Now they are mine.” His possessive words send another flood of heat between my legs, and then he’s suckling me. His hot, wet mouth sends signals of pleasure all throughout my body. I wriggle beneath him as he sucks, bites, and tugs on my breasts. With his knee, he nudges my legs open further. I want to wrap my thighs around his waist and pull him closer to where I want him most, but he controls the pace, and he wants me driven crazy. He must, or he’d touch my pussy, give her what she’s silently begging for.
My peaks are swollen and red when he’s done with them. He stands up, leaving me cold and alone and I whimper. The smile that curves his lip is wicked, but it’s nowhere near as delicious as the massive bulge that has grown in his white pants. My hands ache to touch him.
“You are mine, yes?” He rubs his crotch as he asks. Why isn’t he touching me? I feel like I’m on fire and the only thing that can put me out is his hands, mouth, and cock.
“Yes,” I choke out, because that’s the game we’re playing. My husband has loaned me to him like a toy or a tool, and I am his to use.
“Any hole I want? Even here?” He spreads my legs even further and hisses through his teeth as he admires my glistening, wet folds. He presses one thick finger against the tight ring of muscle between my cheeks. “Have you ever taken a man here, Carrie?”
“Yes,” I shudder. “I love it. All of my holes are yours. Please touch me.”
He laughs as he finally steps out of his pants and underwear. When his thick rod of a cock springs out, I gasp, and my mouth begins to water. My skin grows tight, the swollen peaks of my breasts tightening even further. My pussy clenches and grows even more wet, seeming to salivate at the sight of his blunt, girthy, uncut cock.
“You are sure you can handle me?” he asks cockily, stroking his fat prick with pride. He moves closer, straddling me. He ignores my pussy entirely, dragging the head up my navel, leaking sticky pre-cum on my skin. He jerks himself over my tits, teasing my nipples, then moves further up, rubbing his mushroom tip over my lips like chapstick. “It is bigger than your husband’s, yes?”
“Yes,” I admit, my lips brushing over his cock. I want to stick my tongue out, to taste him, but I know how to be a good girl. “Can I suck it?”
I love the transformation of his face. From prideful and boasting to pure amusement.
“Yes Carrie, I think I will fuck your face now. Your pretty pussy can wait a while longer.” He feeds me just the tip and I wrap my lips around it. The instant he touches my tongue, a delicious salty tang fills my tastebuds. I moan, trying to suck more of him back. He takes his time, gathering my long, dark hair into his hands, then holding it behind my head as he shuffles closer. He rearranges the pillows, making sure that I’m propped up and comfortable while I suck on his head like a lollipop, craving more. Then he gives it to me.
The first thrust into my mouth takes me by surprise. My soft gasp only opens my throat further and he takes advantage, pushing even deeper. I moan, the sound muffled and stuffed with cock as he begins rocking his hips.
The pace is relentless. He expertly holds my hair out of my face, pulling it back with a pleasant pressure, and cups my chin with the other hand. “Eyes on me,” he commands softly, and I hold his gaze while I choke on his glorious cock.
He slows down. So much saliva has spilled out of the corners of my mouth that he glides smoothly in and out. I lave him with my tongue, desperate to please him.
“You are so beautiful,” he whispers. He releases my hair and the relief sends pleasure vibrating through my body. Instead, he frames my face with both hands and holds me in place as he pushes as far back as I can take.
I make small gagging sounds, but his thumbs on my throat expertly guide me, tilting my head back so I can take even more. He watches my eyes. He knows I can handle it. I stick my tongue out to lick his balls, wishing I had use of my hands. He pushes me to my limit—and I nearly choke down every last inch of his glorious cock. When he finally pulls out, I’m gasping and spluttering but tickled with pride. He looks down on me with such adoration, I know I’ve pleased him, and it makes my pussy hum.
“Perfect,” he declares, wiping a thumb across my lips to catch the spit. He cleans me off, the wet, thick club of his cock brushing against my breasts as he tends to me. “I want to feed you my cum like this, Carrie,” he says, eyes dark with lust. “But your husband says I must fill you with my seed.”
Desire washes over me like a tidal wave. My pussy is so wet I can feel it dripping onto my thighs. “John said that?”
“Yes, he was very specific. Use you however I want, but I must fill you up, here.” He moves back between my legs and presses a strong finger against my burning core. “What kind of man wants this?”
“My husband.” I grin. I have a feeling I know why John made that request. My sexual exploration won’t end with Dimitri tonight. The thought fills me with even more pleasure. He really does want this for me. It feels like permission to relax into this moment even further, to enjoy every moment of being a freeuse fucktoy for our cabana boy.
Slowly, so slowly I think I might explode with all the built up pressure, my sexy Greek god starts stroking my folds. “Normally, I like to make love to a woman for hours. I would taste you, have you screaming my name as I fuck you with my tongue.”
The thought sends a shiver through me. My hands pull ineffectually at their ties.
“But I think we do not have time today. And I am to use your holes. Do you like being used by a man with a big, fat cock?” His words are so dirty and delicious. I nod, but I can’t push the words past my lips as his thumb finds my aching clit and rubs torturous circles around it. “I can tell you do. You are soaking wet, Carrie.”
He bends forward and pulls my swollen bundle of nerves between his lips. The force of his suction is a pleasurable torture and I scream, thrashing against my restraints.
“Mmmm,” he moans, releasing me and taking another long lick. “Such a sweet pussy, so ready and eager for me.”
“Dimitri, please,” I choke out. I need his cock more than I need to breathe right now. If he were to leave, to end our night right here, I think I might die. I would never be the same. I need him to use me, to push inside me, to make this wild craving go away.
“What do you want?” he asks, rising back up to his knees. His face is coated with my juices and he shines in the light from the windows. I can’t believe it is still afternoon. These filthy acts belong in the dark of midnight, not a sunny Mediterranean day.
His hand wraps around his cock and I see another bead of pre-cum dripping from the tip.
“I want you to fuck me. I want your cock in my pussy. Please.”
“You have dreamed about this?” he asks, voice full of manly pride as he crawls forward and rests his strong body on top of mine. His erections bobs between my thighs and I can’t help the small moan that escapes, or the wriggle that tries to draw him nearer to my hot center.
“I touched myself, thinking about you.”
“I dreamed of you as well, Mrs. Winters.” I don’t correct his use of my married name. I know he’s imagining John as he says it. This young man is full of ego and he enjoys the thought of taking me from another man. I let him have his fantasy, after all, he’s delivering on mine in spades.
The blunt head of his cock nudges my entrance. I instinctively spread my legs wider, my knees lifting toward my face. He presses them further with his hands, then hooks them over his elbows. I am split open, bare, waiting to be penetrated.
“Your husband said no condom. He wants you dripping with my seed. This is what you want?”
“Dimitri, yes. Please. I can’t wait any longer.” I feel so helpless with my hands tied up, completely at his mercy.
He chuckles at my pitiful begging. “Eyes on me, then,” he commands and his face is inches from mine as his thick cock begins to split me open.
“Oh god,” I groan as he slowly, agonizingly, pushes inside me. “It’s so big.”
“You can take it,” he encourages me, pushing my knees closer to my face and sinking inside another inch. “Your pussy is heaven,” he praises me and my walls clench around him, becoming even tighter. He bites at my bottom lip, capturing it between his teeth. My surprise at the sharp twinge of pain makes me gasp and he slides another inch deeper.
He releases my lip and pulls back out only to thrust in again, spearing me with one long motion. We both moan, overwhelmed by the sensation. Pleasure radiates throughout my body, centered on my pussy, stretched and filled more than it has been in a long time.
“Yes,” he moans, then says something in Greek that I don’t understand but sends a wave of desire coursing through my body. He starts fucking me in earnest, hips snapping in punishing thrusts, claiming all of me. His cock is so long that it seems to brush up against a back wall inside me, hitting new pleasure centers I never knew existed.
Dimitri is inside me. A man other than my husband is fucking my brains out and I don’t think I’ll ever be the same. I thought I was a dirty slut for giving my husband anything he wanted from me, but this is even more taboo, and it fills me with pride and pleasure.
A hot, young Greek is going to fill me with his cum, and when my husband comes back, I’ll have to tell him all about it. If I’m really lucky, he’ll fuck me too. Could I end the night filled with the cum of two different men? The filthy thought nearly sends me over the edge.
“Dimitri, I’m going to cum,” I cry out, squeezing my thighs around him. He grunts his approval and wiggles his hips, reaching new places inside me. It only takes a few more thrusts—then I’m spiraling, bliss pouring through my limbs and taking my breath away. I pull against my restraints, wishing I could claw my hands down his back, bury my fingers in his golden flesh, but all I can do is clench my pussy walls around his fat cock while he continues to fuck me.
“Good girl,” he coaxes as I start to come down. He sucks and bites on my nipples, slowing his pace, as my body starts to relax. Finally, he reaches up and releases my hands, massaging my wrists and kissing my fingers. “Turn around.”
When he pulls out, I whimper at the loss of him. I’m nowhere near done yet and neither is he. I flip around on my hands and knees and he arranges me to his liking, face down and ass up. He moves behind me, spreading my ass cheeks and making appreciative sounds as he exposes me. I feel like I’m on display, and it makes my pussy even wetter. He traces his fingers from my sopping pussy to my tight back entrance, greasing it up with my own juices.
“I think you are not ready for me here,” he says, and I shiver. He’s probably right. I’ve never fucked a cock so big and girthy. I’m not sure he’d ever fit. “But I will use it anyway, for your pleasure.” Another thrilling ripple jolts through my body as he spits on my asshole then rubs it around with his finger.
He guides his cock back to the entrance of my pussy and I moan as he pushes into me again. My cunt takes him eagerly now, swallowing his massive girth and stretching to accommodate his size, like I’ve been molded for him. He holds my hips as he ruts into me, his balls slapping against my clit in a rhythm that threatens to have me exploding again.
Then his thick fingers are back at my asshole. It’s warm and lubed up, but I’m still not ready when his thumb breeches my opening. The groan that leaves my chest is anything but ladylike as I bury my face in the pillow. It feels so tight, so full, so wrong. I can’t help the dirty turn of my thoughts as I imagine two men, filling both holes. Dimitri and my husband? Two strangers? It doesn’t matter. I want to be used and filled. I want to be a freeuse slut. Not just for my husband, for any man who wants me.
He buries his thumb in my tight backdoor, twisting, as he bottoms out in my pussy. It’s too much. It’s perfect. Another orgasm erupts through my body, making my legs shake as my walls flutter around him.
“I think you needed a good fucking,” he says, giving my ass a hard slap. His thumb leaves me asshole gaping wide open before he plugs it up with two fingers. They push further, stretching me wider. He can probably feel his own cock thrusting inside me through a thin layer.
I groan as my muscles clench again. He fucks me hard, fingering my asshole, then his other hand reaches around to rub my clit and all thoughts fly from my brain. He works me expertly, both hands and his cock pushing me to new heights. Before I realize what’s happening, a burst of hot liquid gushes onto his fingers. I’ve never squirted before. The pleasure is too much to bear.
“Dimitri!” I scream as I lose all control. I lose track of his hands. He’s squeezing my waist, pounding into me so hard it takes my breath away with each thrust. His balls begin to tighten, and I know what’s coming. I want it more than anything. “Fill me with your cum, please Dimitri,” I beg.
He groans something in Greek, a plea or a curse, but he shudders behind me. He bottoms out, thrusting once, twice, three times, spurting inside me and painting my walls with ropes of hot, sticky cum. He keeps speaking in Greek, groping my ass and moving slowly in and out of my ravaged pussy, then he presses his full weight on top of me and we both collapse to the bed.
I can barely feel the soft kisses he showers on my neck and shoulders. I’m so focused on where we’re still connected. His cock throbs inside me, completely spent. I’m stuffed with another man’s cum in my husband’s hotel room. My heart pounds with ecstasy. I’m such a fucking dirty slut and it feels so fucking good.
Finally, he rolls off of me. A flood of warm liquid gushes out as his cock unplugs from my pussy. I resist the urge to stuff it back in. I roll over and stroke my fingers over his chest, his clavicle, finally getting the chance to touch this handsome man who just fucked me within an inch of my life.
“What happens now?” He can’t seem to stop touching me either. He caresses my curves, thumbs my nipples, and tugs at my short, trimmed pubic hair. “You are satisfied?”
“Yes,” I sigh, opening my thighs as his gentle fingers probe at my folds again.
“You are sure I cannot bring you more pleasure? Maybe here?” He uses our combined juices to coat his thumb and presses at my tight ring of muscle again. I gasp, then let out a shaky breath as I relax my body. “I can tell how much you like it. You were like a waterfall.” I can’t feel embarrassed when I hear the delighted lust in his voice, but I’m not ready yet.
“Not today,” I laugh, moving his hand back into more neutral territory. He slips two fingers into my pussy with a wet squelch. “Will you be working tomorrow?”
“I will call in sick,” he declares, curling his fingers and hitting my pleasure center, making my eyes roll back in my head.
“And what will you do instead?” I tease as against all odds, another orgasm builds in my belly.
“I will fuck another man’s wife. Maybe he would like to watch, to see how you fall apart for me so prettily.” I didn’t think I had another one in me, but my pussy clenches at his words, sending me over the edge again. It’s several seconds before I can catch my breath and then his thumb is nudging at my clit again.
“Dimitri, no more! I can’t take it,” I laugh, squeezing my thighs around his hand.
“But you take me so beautifully,” he says, pinning my hands down on the bed next to my head. “You are mine to use, remember? Will you suck me again?” He shuffles up so that his proud cock is jutting out in my face again. I can’t resist.
“Yes. Again,” I say, and drop my mouth open, sticking out my tongue to clean the taste of my own juices off his massive cock. John will be so proud of me.
Chapter Five
Dimitri and I were tangled up in the sheets for hours. By the time we said goodbye and I texted John to come to the room, I was feeling a little guilty. I wondered if I should clean up, make the bed, take a shower, but in the end I did nothing—waiting to see what would happen.
After all, he arranged this. It’s his fantasy. But god, it’s definitely mine now too. This can’t stop at just one night.
“Look at you.” My husband closes the door behind him and leans against the wall, his eyes glittering with lust. I touch my hair self-consciously, then run a hand over my skin, some of which has grown dry and flaky with Dimitri’s spend. “Did you have a good time?”
“Yes,” I whisper, my throat aching. “Come here.” I hold my arms out for him, suddenly craving his cuddles. I need to know that everything is okay between us. “He wants to come back tomorrow.”
“Do you want that?”
I can’t breathe around the ache in my chest when I confess, “Yes. It’s our last night.”
“Then he’ll come back,” he assures me, brushing my hair back from my face and pulling me against his body. I think I can feel him growing hard. “Do you want to tell me about it?”
“Are you sure you want to know?” I ask.
“I want to know every little thing,” he growls. “I want to know all the ways he touched my wife, and how much you liked it. Did he make you cum?”
“So many times.”
“And did you milk his cock?”
“Yes.”
“Where?”
I bite my lip, wriggling with something like shame.
“Don’t be afraid, baby. I want this. I asked for this. I want to know because it turns me on to know that my wife is a dirty little slut. I won’t punish you, unless you want me to.” His voice turns deep and taunting at the end.
“He came in my pussy. And my mouth. And on my tits.”
He gropes my ass and gives it a little pat while he growls, “Good girl.”
I keep telling him about my afternoon while he slips out of his swimshorts. My husband’s hard cock nestles between my ass cheeks, sliding in my slick wet pussy lips. When he finally slides inside me, it feels like coming home. I think about his cock mixing with Dimitri’s juices and it makes my mouth water. I thought I was done, finished, wrecked, but nothing turns me on like my husband. He fondles my tits as he spears me with his cock, praising me for all the filthy, delicious things I did with the cabana boy at our resort.
I could’ve fallen asleep in his arms with his cock still softening inside me, but he insists on ordering room service to get my energy back up. We eat naked in bed, more in love than I’ve ever felt before.
I wake up tingling with excitement at the thought of seeing Dimitri again. I gave him John’s number, and his phone is already lit up with eager questions about when he can meet up with us, but I can’t shake off the dream I had last night.
I suck my husband’s fat cock until he’s hard then staddle his lap. I bounce on him, relishing the familiar feel of him before he shares me with a new friend.
“Can I tell you about my dream?” I ask, swivelling my hips.
“You can tell me anything,” he says, yanking me forward so he can take one of my jiggling breasts into his mouth. I moan, temporarily distracted, but he smacks my ass hard, bringing me back into the moment.
“It was really dirty,” I pant as he lashes my nipple with his tongue. I try to focus on talking and moving my hips, the pleasure threatening to wipe the English language straight out of my mind. “You were sharing me with other men. Plural.”
“Mmhmm,” he encourages, wrapping his lips around my other nipple. I love that the idea of sharing his wife is already old news.
“But they were strangers. They just kept coming. And you let them use me any way they wanted, just like Dimitri.” I moan. He releases my tits and I sit up, riding him harder. His thumb finds my clit and starts to circle, building the sparks of pleasure in my belly. “More than one at a time. Filling my holes. It was filthy.”
“You are a dirty girl,” he grins appreciatively. “I’m so lucky I married a dirty little slut. It only took five years for her to let herself free.”
I groan as he gropes my ass, his finger nudging close to my backdoor, where Dimitri wanted to explore yesterday. It feels so good to know that he trusts me, that sharing me makes us both happy.
“Are you going to cum on another man’s cock for me today?”
“Yes,” I cry out, riding that razor thin edge.
“Are you going to be a good girl and give him everything he wants?” That wet finger presses harder, increasing the pleasure and making me feel more full.
“Yes! Whatever he wants!”
“That’s my good girl.” His words send me hurtling over the edge even as his finger slips further up my asshole. The foreign intrusion feels so good. I clench tightly around him, not letting him slip out of either hole as his release rockets through him. He shudders, filling me up with hot sticky cum. Claiming me.
“My slutty—” he presses a sloppy wet kiss to my mouth as he thrusts inside me— “freeuse—” another spurt and a grunt— “hotwife”. I’m dripping with his seed, panting and satisfied, but it’s only the beginning, and only the first cock of the day.
I’m a freeuse hotwife now, so I better get busy on our last day of vacation.
Continue the story on Amazon!
[image: ]


FreeUse Room Service: a first-time MFM hotwife fantasy
OEBPS/image/image-0-0.jpg





cover.jpg





