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Dedication


This one goes out to all the doms who help their subs explore their dirtiest fantasies and keep them safe.




Chapter 1


I’m naked as I kneel in a large wooden crate, and it fits me like a stiff glove. There’s only enough room to crawl into it and kneel, and I can’t move around much when I’m in there. A few holes in the top let light in and make me feel like a pet in a jar. 
There are four holes placed strategically around the box. Matching holes on either side of me, and, of course, one on the back panel at the perfect height for my pussy. Each is a suitable size for an enormous cock to poke through. Whichever hole the guy chooses determines what happens: the one in front gets my mouth, the sides get a hand, and the back… yeah, the back… Imagining a train of guys fucking my pussy is soooooo hot. I hope I get four cocks at once.
This crate has been a dirty fantasy of mine ever since I dreamed about it and woke up wet and close to orgasm. I ruminated on the idea for a few days and eventually admitted to Mike that I couldn’t stop imagining how it would feel to suck on a bunch of anonymous men. He made me explain the dream to him in explicit detail, which got me a nice rough fucking. He whacked against my pussy repeatedly while he teased me about why I couldn’t have imagined something simpler, like a gloryhole wall. I don’t know, but my brain really wanted this box. 
It took us two months to design and build it, but here we are… my birthday party.
[image: image-placeholder]I watch as Mike slides the crate into the center of the family room and a shiver runs down my spine. Wow, this is really happening. How many guys did he invite? 
One of my biggest kinks is getting used sexually. I daydream about being surrounded by men who cover me with their cum and fill me until I’m dripping. That’s heavenly to me, and I’m fortunate enough to have a dom who relishes watching me with other men, but before now he’s only ever shared me with one guy at a time.
I’ve been living with Mike for a little over a year, and it’s going amazingly well. We basically have a 24/7 dom-sub formal agreement, but it doesn’t feel that way because he doesn’t control me all the time. Life isn’t BDSM all day, every day. Both of us have jobs and other friends. We have way too many pets, and our house constantly needs tidying. We’re normal people 90 percent of the time, but at any point Mike can bring out his dominant side and thrill me… which he does daily.
My lifestyle choice isn’t for everyone, and occasionally it annoys me if he gives me a curfew. Sometimes I stay out late on purpose, knowing he’ll discipline me when I get home, because being naughty gives me an illicit thrill. I’m usually soaking wet when I walk in the door, eager to accept punishment. And yeah, getting turned on by being a rule breaker doesn’t help deter me, so I try to do it in fun ways, and not too often. But tonight isn’t about punishment, and everything we’re doing is him fulfilling my slutty fantasy. I love him even more for helping me explore my filthiest desire. 
Mike stands back and scrutinizes the location of the crate. “Gianna, do you think it’s too close to the couch? I want people to sit on the couch but still be able to walk around the box.”
I perk up at the word ‘people,’ since it implies he invited multiple friends. Imagining a ton of dicks poking at me in the holes makes my brain fuzzy. Did he invite a whole slew of guys? I specifically told him not to tell me how many people are attending my little party. A big part of what is getting me worked up is the unknown.
My pussy is so damn wet and I’m not sure I want to wait for tonight. I eye Mike speculatively. Would he go for some pre-party sex? I’m the birthday girl and I should get what I want on my birthday, right? 
“Gianna?”
I’m startled out of my reverie. Shit, what was he saying? Oh right, the position of the crate.
“Uh, it’s fine. If you move it too far the other way, they might knock against the TV.”
I wish the room was larger, but we’re hosting the party in the family room because our house has an open-concept design. The kitchen overlooks the family room and people can wander in for snacks and still see the action. Mike also doesn’t want to leave me alone, so this way he can always see the crate, even if he’s helping serve snacks. 
Mike glances at the clock, and butterflies flit around my belly. It’s almost time for the party to start.
He smiles at me. “Go be a good girl and take a shower. You can touch yourself for five minutes while you’re in there.”
My pussy tingles at the thought of warming up on my own, and I give him a quick peck on the cheek and a saucy, “Yes, Sir.” 
He slaps my ass as I walk away, and I mock yelp. I hide my smile as his laughter follows me upstairs to the master bathroom. There is a lightness in my chest and I bounce from foot to foot, savoring the anticipation. I hope the party goes well, but I’m sure it will since Mike always keeps me safe. It’s going to be a blast.
Turning the shower on so the water can heat, I remove my clothes and twist my long, wavy brown hair up into a topknot. There’s no point in doing anything special with my hair since I’ll be in the crate, and I’ll probably need another shower before bed. 
While I wait for the shower to be ready, I contemplate my naked body in the mirror. My light brown skin appears golden in this lighting, and my brown eyes sparkle from my flush of eagerness. In the year I’ve been living with Mike, I’ve grown softer, but I welcome the change. I’m sexier with more curves. 
Mike is fabulous in the kitchen, and neither of us is interested in spending hours at the gym every week. So it’s only natural that we’re both on the softer side with how often he’s trying out new, yummy recipes on his very willing taste tester. His love of cooking endeared him to my family, and he’s learning how to make some of my mom’s favorite traditional desserts for the holidays.
Yeah, Mike is a keeper and almost everything about him is what I hoped to find in a long-term partner. Even his soft belly thrills me, and he thoroughly enjoys what he claims is HIS lush and seductive submissive. 
But this sexy sub needs to get her ass in the shower before the guests show up. I want to be in the crate with the door closed before anyone gets here. I’ll probably recognize a few voices if they’re people I’ve met before, and that will add another layer of humiliation and naughtiness to this fantasy. Mike said he only invited his friends from the local BDSM scene, and everyone knows exactly why they’re coming—in both senses of the word.
Giggling at myself, I step into the shower and slide the clear glass door shut. As I lather on the body wash, I pretend the mirror across from the shower is a two-way mirror and that several men are on the other side watching me. I have five minutes to touch myself, but he didn’t say it had to be manually. Taking hold of the handheld spray nozzle, I lean against the shower wall and spread my legs. As I direct the pulsating jets towards my clit, spikes of pleasure ripple from my core. 
Mmmm, god… this is amazing. Closing my eyes, I tip my head against the fiberglass wall and move the nozzle in circles. I imagine the men on the other side of the mirror with their cocks out, stroking themselves and watching me. The bliss overtakes me and I lose track of time. I’m spiraling close to my orgasm, but right before I come, I move the water away while my legs and pussy quiver. Fuuuuuck. 
My clit throbs from the stolen orgasm. I could say, ‘screw it,’ and come anyway, but then I’d have to confess my sin to Mike. One of his most firm rules is that I can’t come without permission. If he gets cranky enough, he might call off the party tonight. A brief orgasm right now isn’t worth the risk. 
I would say Mike is a firm dom. He lets me have my fun and explore my bratty side, but he isn’t above harsh punishment if I become too blatant in my disregard for what he says. He also gets off on edging me, so unless I want my birthday to end with me a wet, mentally hazy mess with no orgasm, I better be a good girl until the party. 
Sighing, I flip the knob to stop the flow of water, and step out of the shower so I can towel off quickly. I take an extra moment to pat the fluffy cotton against my pussy—I need to make sure it’s extra dry, no other reason—and stand in front of the floor fan in the bedroom to dry the rest of the way. 
A quick glance in the full-length mirror in the bedroom makes me decide to put my hair in a braid for tonight. My hands are going to be busy so I don’t want it to keep falling into my face. I’m a pro at braiding my hair, so it doesn’t take long before I’m back in the family room with Mike.
He flashes me a grin when he sees me and whistles playfully at my nakedness. “You were gone so long, I almost called a search party for you. You better get in the box.”
My body buzzes. Holy shit, it’s time. This is going to be so fucking erotic!
Mike holds the crate door open for me, and I walk over and press against him, kissing him passionately. He murmurs against my mouth between the kisses. “Did you touch yourself in the shower?” 
Before I can answer, he slides a hand between my legs and caresses my clit. I sigh as desire engulfs me, and I spread my legs to give him better access.
Mike growls, “On second thought, maybe I don’t want to share you tonight,” but I detect his teasing undertone.
I know exactly what he wants to hear. 
In a light sing-song voice, I reply, “Whatever you want, Sir. I’m yours to command.”
He circles my clit firmly with his thumb and I whimper as he breaks off the kiss. When he moves his mouth to my ear, his breath is hot when he whispers, “Mine.” 
I almost come all over his hand, and I have to fight against the climax. He knows what that word does to me. 
He stops rubbing my clit and gives my pussy a sharp slap, and I yelp at the painful pleasure. Jesus Christ. It’s almost like he wants me to come before the party.
But he’s back to his cheerful self in a flash. “This is mine, and don’t forget it, no matter what happens tonight.”
The sexual longing leaves me in a daze. I wish he would bend me over the couch right this instant and fuck me, but we don’t have time. I want this party more than I need him pounding against my ass. 
“I won’t forget it, Sir,” I swear solemnly as I climb into the crate.




Chapter 2


The doorbell rings as soon as he shuts the panel behind me. He installed a safety latch that can be opened from the inside, and it clicks softly. It might take a little effort to contort and open the door, but I tested it while he was building it, and it’s doable. We both made sure I felt safe and could escape at any moment. With how wet I am, I won’t be leaving—not until I suck on some cocks that aren’t Mike’s. This is my chance to be as slutty as I want, and I’m going to take it. 
I can easily overhear everything outside the crate, and Mike is loud and clear when he asks me, “I’ll be right back. Will you be OK?”
“Yep. I’m good,” I sing out. And I really am. 
I settle in and wait. It doesn’t take long before Mike announces his return and teasingly wiggles a finger in the hole in front of me. I lean forward and suck on it. His laughter makes me think he wasn’t expecting my response, and he removes his finger from my mouth before I slobber on it too much. 
The doorbell rings several more times and I feel a warmth of affection for Mike whenever he asks other people to answer the door. He’s not leaving me, just like he promised. With every unfamiliar voice, my pussy gets wetter and I’m energized. My nipples harden, and I tweak gently on them as I shift positions to try and ease the ache between my legs. Someone better go for my pussy sooner rather than later. I need a cock inside me.
The rules for tonight are simple. I have to suck, fondle, or fuck anything that enters a hole and try to make them come. We created a secret knock on the crate in case I need to stop early, or I always have my safeword I can use. But unless I do either of those two things, I’m supposed to make all the guys blow their loads.
Thinking back on my BDSM history, this is absolutely the sluttiest thing I’ve ever done. I’ve gone to a few munches and those were fun, but I only played with Mike and one other guy at the same time. It was never a group of faceless men like tonight.
Hell, I don’t even know how many people are here. I lost count after the fifth or sixth person arrived, but I can tell it’s a fairly large number. Holy shit, how many did he invite?
I’m shocked when the first cock pokes through the hole in front of me, despite knowing this was the point of the entire party. It’s a nicely shaped, average penis, and in the dim lighting it glistens with pre-cum. Are the men standing around wanking while they wait their turn? Fuck, that’s hot. 
I eagerly get up on my hands and knees, and rest my ass against the back wall. I’m prepared to suck my first cock, and I dip down, flicking my tongue along the underside. Shit, I better number them so I can keep track. I want to know how many people I suck off. 
Cock number 1 twitches, and wanting to be a good girl, I open my mouth and fully engulf the shaft. Hearing a soft thump against the crate, the shaft presses a little further into my mouth and I can tell the guy is trying to get as close to the crate as possible.
I enjoy his reactions as I suck on him. The tiny thuds on the box continue as he tries to lunge further into my warm mouth. Wanting to give him a wonderful experience for attending my slutty party, I treat him to what I consider my special move. My tongue is long and flexible, and I can tie a cherry stem in a knot with it. My past boyfriends went wild when I focused the tip of my tongue under the head and rapidly swept back and forth, sucking and applying pressure at the same time. The control I have with my tongue makes the difference, and as I do my special move, cock number 1 pulses a moment before he spurts his load into my mouth.
His cum is thicker than Mike’s and is warm and salty, with a slight chlorine taste. It’s not horrible and as I lap at him and try to suck all his seed out, I notice another meat stick poke through the hole to my right. Well, hot damn. The party has really started. My stomach flutters and my heart races while an expansive feeling blossoms in my chest and spreads outwards. I could take on the world right now, but I’ll settle for another 10 cocks.
I’m not done cleaning up cock number 1, and I use my hand on number 2, giving him long, slow strokes to prolong his pleasure. Since I can’t move around in the crate, cock number 2 better be fine with my hand. Within a few moments, cock 1 pulls out of my mouth and cock 2 is jerking so much I can tell he’s going to come. This is fucking awesome. It’s like whack-a-mole, but it’s cocks. I’m so focused on trying to get number 2 to climax that it takes a moment for me to realize something is poking against my ass.
Ohhhh. My mind almost blanks as I shift positions so the head lines up with my pussy. I try to press back against it, but end up having to reach down between my legs with my free hand to help guide him inside me. This is definitely not Mike since the new guy is thicker.
“Oh, god,” I moan and my cave walls stretch around him, pinging every nerve ending deep inside me. Giving an experimental wiggle, I squeal with ecstasy when he starts drilling into me. Jesus Christ, this might be the thickest shaft I’ve ever had. Cock number 3 behind me distracts me, and poor cock number 2 is getting the fuzzy end of the lollipop.
Since cock 2 is still close to coming, I grip him firmly and give a few strong yanks. He groans loudly and explodes. He’s a shooter, and some of his cum coats my hand, but at least one spurt goes astray. It’s probably on the wall somewhere, and I snicker. The inside of the crate is going to be covered in spunk by the end of the night, and I hum in satisfaction. The mess will be proof I was a good girl and made them all come. 
Mike had said that once I’m enclosed in here, I can orgasm all I want without asking and my delight grows as the guy in my pussy hammers against the door. Each plunge pushes me towards my orgasm. Hoping that his thickness will get me there, I press myself against the back door and hold position so he can get as deep as possible. The inferno of need builds and tendrils of bliss radiate from my fingertips to my toes. Ohhhh fuck, I’m going to come.
The orgasm smacks me in the face, and I scream as waves of rapture crash into me. I ride his cock, lost in nirvana, and barely notice another shaft in the hole by my mouth. Without thinking, I suck on it while the guy behind me goes into a frenzy.
I don’t even have time to evaluate cock number 4. My brain is dazzled from the thick monster inside me, and I mindlessly mouth fuck the newest guy. A penis appears to my left and I massage it while delight simmers in my core. Now I only need one more cock on my right and it will be complete.
A fourth one doesn’t appear in the hole, but the guy behind me comes with a loud roar and people cheer and clap. He pumps my pussy full of cum, and I flush with humiliation. I didn’t expect the cheering, and I whimper as it turns me on more and wetness gushes from my sodden hole. I almost orgasm again as the guy behind me gives one last vigorous thrust before pulling out.
The absence of anyone’s hard rod inside me is agony, but the shaft in my throat distracts me when it throbs. I think he’s going to come soon. When I try to focus on him and give him a good suck, someone replaces the guy in the back. Cum is leaking out of me so the new guy slides in easily. Again, I can tell this isn’t Mike based on size. God, I’m such a filthy cumdumpster whore. The utter debasement of what I’m doing spirals me into a climax.
The one-eyed monster in my mouth muffles my orgasmic cry, and my spasming throat forces the guy in my mouth to come with me. The guy behind me seems to feel my orgasm because he speeds up and whacks against my pussy. Thick, sticky cum coats my throat when the guy in my mouth pulls out. His spunk is extra salty and I’m trying to swallow it all down without gagging when another shaft pokes through in front of me.
I abandon my plans to swallow, and let it run down my chin as I encircle the tip of this new cock, I almost freeze. Wait, is this cock 6, or is it 7? Another dick comes at me from the hole to my left and I stroke it while sucking on the dude in front of me and get pounded from behind.
A calmness invades my mind and I’m struck by the knowledge that the number doesn’t matter. I’m just a cocksleeve, ravenous for as much cum as I can get. Whether I take 5 cocks, or 20, it doesn’t change the fact that I’m a plaything for these men to use… and I need it. I want to be a broken, used toy when they are done with me. At the end of the evening, I want to be painted with cum, inside and out, with it crusted in my hair and almost impossible to wash out. I hope Mike takes photos of me so he can show them to me in the future and remind me that deep down, I’m just a nasty whore who longs to be a fuckhole for any guy who wants me. 
Debasement settles over me and another cock finally pushes through the last spot and all holes are filled. I wish it was all my holes and not just the crate. As I take the new shaft in my free hand, I trace the veiny contour and feel the texture of his skin.
In that instant, my mind switches off, and I become the glazed fucktoy I wanted to be for my birthday. I’m only here to serve as a willing vessel for their cum. They can do whatever they want to me.
The rest of the party is a sexual haze. After my fourth orgasm, it becomes a continuous pleasure train as each orgasm rolls into the next. At some point the cocks stop appearing, and I curl up as small as I can and wait for my Sir. I’m drifting, and hear faint voices in the distance as people say goodbye. Eventually the silence of the house tells me we’re alone.
When Sir opens the door, I blink at the light that floods in and give him a goofy grin. “Oh, hi!” I giggle. I’m intoxicated from all the orgasms. He extracts me from the box as gently as he can and carries me over to the couch to sit and cradle me in his arms. He picks up a bottle of water from the end table and persuades me to take several sips. When he’s satisfied with the amount I’ve downed, he hands me a baggie with a peanut butter and jelly sandwich in it. Dang, he came prepared. 
He watches me eat several bites and searches my face. “Are you OK, Gianna?”
I’m still in a daze, and the food and water revive me slightly but I’m still loopy from all the orgasms. Reaching up, I caress my fingers across his five o’clock shadow and gaze at him dreamily. “Oh, yes. Best… birthday… ever.”
He kisses my forehead and grins. “You remember it’s not over, right?”
What’s this? I’m only confused for a moment and a tingle of desire rushes through me as I recall the plan.
“Oh, yes… Sir, will you please fuck me and remind me who I belong to?”
He takes the water and sandwich from me, and I close my eyes as he kisses me and nudges me back onto the couch cushions. I hear him fumble with the zipper of his jeans, and he covers my body. My impatient man keeps the rest of his clothes on. When his shaft slides inside me, soft pings of delight zip up and down my back. He drills into me slowly and he makes love to me tenderly, whispering endearments. 
“Sweetheart, you’re so amazing. You took all those cocks like such a good girl.”
Mmmm, yes… I did. My head spins and I moan softly as flutters of joy ripples from my pussy with every thrust. 
“Such an enchanting vixen. You drove all the men crazy.”
Thinking about all the men who came for me tonight thrills me. I wasn’t sure it would be possible for me to come again, but each stroke edges me closer. I open my eyes to marvel at him.
“I love you, Gianna.”
“I love you too, Mike.”
Neither of us says anything else as we spiral together. He comes a moment before I do, unloading his cum deep into my pussy and mixing it with my juices and the cum of all the other guys. His orgasm and the haze of lust floating over his face sends me over the edge. My eyes drift closed as soft waves of delight wash over me. The orgasm isn’t strong, but it’s constant joy, and I realize why this was important. I needed to know he still treasured me after all the other men used me. 




Chapter 3


I’m not sure how much time passes, but at some point Mike gets off the couch and lifts me up so he can carry me upstairs to the bedroom. I wrap my arms around his neck, and it’s as if I’m weightless and flying. When we get into our room, he lowers my feet to the floor and helps me stand. When he can tell I’m stable, he steps back and appraises my appearance.
I’m coated in cum like the obscene cock hungry whore I am, and a flash of vulnerability hits me. Oh God, what if he has regrets? I’m afraid to meet his gaze, but I need to know. I lift my eyes to his and the absolute devotion and desire shining from him tells me he’s not judging me. 
A tingling warmth unfurls in my gut and my self-confidence returns. I feel so damn sexy before him, partly because of the way he’s looking at me, as though he’s driven mad with passion, but also because I embraced the most sordid fantasy I’ll probably ever have.
“You’re such a good girl,” he praises as he steps forward. He puts one finger under my chin, lifting my face upwards so that he can plant a kiss firmly on my lips. God, I’m addicted to him calling me a good girl, and I want to melt to my knees and service him like I did for all those other guys. He doesn’t ask it of me, though, and our lips and tongues dance and clash against each other. When he finally pulls away, he presses his forehead to mine. 
“You’ve been such a good girl tonight, taking everything they threw at you.” He kisses my forehead. “I’m so proud of you.” 
His kiss lands on my lips again, and my fingers thread into his hair, grasping it, while my pussy throbs with every brush of our tongues. “I love you,” he murmurs before pulling away again, and my body cries out from the absence of his lips
“I love you, too,” I whisper softly.
I’m aching for him again, but we didn’t talk about what was going to happen for the rest of the night. Hopefully it includes me taking a shower.
He looks me up and down, assessing the sight of me as though trying to decide what to do. He grunts, as if he’s chosen, and walks over to the dresser. The long, silky scarf he removes from the top drawer is one we’ve used for light bondage. I think I know what he has planned for me. My pussy roars to life. Jesus Christ, you’d think I wouldn’t want any more tonight but my body is very interested to see where this is going.
He guides me over to the bed and bends me over the side of it. “Hands behind your back,” he commands, and I rest the side of my face on the comforter while I obey him. He ties my wrists and secures them in place.
I tug at the restraints, not to free myself, but only to test their strength. It’s secure, but not to the point where my circulation is being compromised; it’s comfortable, yet firm. A rustling behind me tells me he’s removing his clothes. Mmmm, I want to feel his bare skin against me. This position might be a good time for both of us.
I’m caught by surprise when he uses his knee to force my legs apart from behind. I quickly adjust my footing but there isn’t much time to prepare before he impales my pussy with his cock in one swift plunge. 
Crying out, “Ohhhh, fuck!” I buck my ass against him. Since he turned me on with all the kissing and I’m still a wet mess from all the cum I took, there’s only pleasure with his fierce strokes.
I gasp and sink my teeth into my bottom lip as he becomes rougher and rougher, and I clench my fists at the small of my back. Even after all the orgasms, I can tell I could come again, but I need my clit rubbed. Instinctively, I try to close my legs, hoping to create pressure on my swollen bean.
He sees what I’m doing and keeps my legs apart with his while I mewl nonsense in dismay. I need to caress my pearl, and I could easily do it myself if my wrists weren’t tied behind my back. 
“My clit,” I whine. “Please rub my clit?”
His heavy slap on my ass leaves behind a fiery sting where his hand was, and I bite the inside of my cheek to avoid crying out. Ugh, what is he doing? 
“How are you supposed to address me?” he asks, slamming into me once before stopping.
“Please,” I moan, not even being able to process his words due to how much pleasure I’ve had in the last few hours. Everything he’s doing feels so good, but my bundle of nerves aches for attention.
“Hmm?” he asks, grinding into me. “What was that?”
“Please, Sir,” I say, emphasizing the word.
He spanks my other ass cheek. “Are you sassing me?” 
I flinch from the pain, but it’s glorious. “No! No, please, Sir, please touch me.”
“Beg,” he commands.
Holy shit. What happened to my soft boyfriend? Somehow the hard dom came out again. I need to beg and I better make it good.
“Please, Sir! Please—oh, fuck!” I hiss when he starts fucking me. I’m going to come any second, and I try to bring my legs together again to stimulate my clit. “Please, Sir? Oh God, please, please, please touch me. I need to come so badly… please?” 
He does a full stroke without answering, and my head whirls. I was so certain he was going to say no or make me beg again, so I’m amazed when he honors my request. 
As soon as he brushes a finger against my clit, my back arches in pleasure and I almost come instantly. 
“Oh, fuck, Mike!” I cry. “Jesus Christ!” 
When he grazes my swollen bean again, I explode. My body jerks as the mind-blowing orgasm overtakes me. I’m so caught up in the rapture that I don’t realize my mistake until I come down from my high. 
“Did I give you permission to come, Gianna?” His voice is low, with a hint of steel to it. 
Oh, fuck. My brain is mush but I know I better apologize. My words stumble over each other as I spew, “I’m sorry, sir. I-I didn’t mean to. I’m sorry. I’m sorry!” 
He pulls out and a gush of wetness runs down my thigh. Despite my pleas, he spanks me steadily while the impact vibrates my buttocks. I gasp as my ass stings, but I don’t twist away from him. I’m ready to accept my punishment. A brief wish that he’d be gentle invades my mind, but I don’t bother expressing it. He and I both know I relish it when he’s rough.
“Did you do this on purpose?” He’s still talking low and I almost can’t hear him over the sound of his hand smacking against my skin, but I’m able to figure out what he said. 
I whimper, “No,” as my tender ass aches and a deep neediness overwhelms me. 
“You know, if you wanted me to spank you, you could have asked for it.”
“I didn’t do it on purpose, Sir!” I insist. I’m not sure if we’re playing anymore, and thinking that I might really be in trouble turns me on even more.
“Hmm,” he says, grabbing my braid and yanking my head back with one hand and spanking me until I’m sure that my ass is blushing brightly. It hurts, but also excites me. Wetness coats my thighs and my pussy clenches from the sharp thrill. 
“Now Gianna, we’re gonna do this again. And this time, you will not come without permission. Understood?”
Oh shit, he’s going to let me come again? Adrenaline rushes in my veins and I’m eager for a chance to make up for my mistakes. I want to prove myself.
I burst out with a, “Yes, Sir,” and he slides into me, sighing, “Good girl.”
Darts of pleasure radiate through me and I moan as he fucks me slow and steady. Soon enough, I’m back at the precipice of coming. Fuck, I better get permission this time.
“Please, Sir,” I beg.
“Please what?” His voice is savage while he keeps fucking me.
How has he not come yet? My man has the endurance of a god. 
I try again. “Rub my clit and make me come.”
He chuckles harshly. “Now, that sounds rather demanding. Is that how you ask for things?”
I can’t keep the bratty tone from my voice. “I said ‘please’.”
He spanks my sore ass again, alternating sides, and each swat on my ass is a delicious pain.
He bites out, “Keep it up and see what I do to you.” 
I shiver at the threat. I’m not sure how much more I can handle.
“Sorry! I’m sorry, please, Sir, please rub me and make me come?” 
I’m in a haze of lust, pain, and neediness. He was so loving downstairs and now he’s in serious dom mode, spanking my ass and making me beg. Him doing this right after so many men used me is a total mind fuck. I’m ready to offer him anything he wants.
He doesn’t speak and reaches to tap his fingers against my clit. I moan and tremble from the intense bliss, and electricity builds in my core.
Wait, he hasn’t given me permission to come. 
“Please?” I beg.
He stays silent. 
Fuck. “Please, Sir, may I come?” 
Still no verbal response, but he fondles my clit roughly.
Ugh. Motherfucker. He’s trying to get me in trouble. I practically sob, “Please! Please!”
“How much do you want to come?” he rasps.
My body tightens and I’m at the breaking point while I whimper. “So fucking bad… please?” 
He says nothing for a moment, but when he gives my clit a rough swipe and plunges sharply into my pussy, I know I can’t hold it any longer.
Right before I shatter, he growls, “Come for me.”
I jolt forward and bury my face in the comforter as my orgasm hits. My strangled cry is an octave above my usual voice. My legs stiffen as a tsunami of rapture roars through my body. 
He doesn’t stop and fucks me while I ride the waves of my orgasm. Each thrust continues the rollercoaster of pleasure. He finally comes with a roar and whacks against my tender ass as he unloads ropes of his cum. I shiver as my pussy milks his shaft, trying to get every drop of his seed from him. 
“So fucking good,” he growls, holding my waist and forcing me to stay still.
My breathing and heart rate slow, but the cloud of euphoria from coming so many times tonight stays with me. When he pulls out, he doesn’t untie me immediately and I slump onto the bed. I could lie here forever. He’s moving around behind me, but I don’t care what he’s doing. 
I mumble, “Just leave me here,” but I’m not loud enough for him to notice. 
His footsteps on the carpet disappear as he walks off in what sounds like the direction of the bathroom. The water in the sink runs for a minute, and when he returns, I know what he’s going to do before he does it because he’s done this before.
He uses a warm, wet cloth to wipe the cum off my legs, my pussy, and my back. After each swipe of the cloth, he kisses the now-clean spot. He unties my arms and helps me stand up, facing him. I wobble a little and put my hands on his shoulders as he kneels down and washes my stomach and all around my swollen pussy. 
I watch him with hooded lids, too befuddled to do anything but stand there and let him control my movements. I’m like a toy doll he can do whatever he wants with, and instead of walking me to the bathroom, he picks me up and carries me. 
“You have cum in your hair,” he tells me as he sets me down on my feet and turns on the shower.
“Mmm hmm.” I crush my face against his chest as I lean on him as he unbraids my hair.
When the shower is ready, he helps me inside. As the warm water rains down on us, I sigh blissfully. He tenderly washes the cum out of my hair with my favorite apple-scented shampoo, and he takes extra time to condition it. I stand there, utterly spent, appreciating his hands cleaning me. Whenever we play, he always takes care of me afterwards, and I adore him for it. This might be the hardest we’ve ever played, though, and I’m ready for bed. 
When we’re both clean, he helps me out and dries me off. 
“You’re so damn beautiful, Gianna.” He kisses my nose and whispers, “I love you.”
“I love you, too,” I tell him softly as he combs my wet hair and uses a towel to dry it off as best he can. It won’t get completely dry, but a little dampness never hurt my pillow before. 
“How was it?” he asks as he walks me into the bedroom and gets a flannel nightgown out of the closet. 
“It was…. great.” My answer sounds lame after the experience, so I attempt to explain better. “It was pretty fucking fabulous, actually.” 
He grins and brushes his lips against mine. “That’s good to hear.” 
His voice is so gentle and sweet, miles from how it was when he was dominating me, and I can tell that Mike, the boyfriend, is back, and his dom is satiated for the night.
I yawn loudly as he leads me to the bed, and we crawl in together. He spoons me and twines his hands with mine. I look down at my golden skin tone against his pale ivory and happiness bubbles inside me. Knowing Mike, he’s going to fuck me again when we wake up to make sure I understand who owns me. Having a possessive dom is so fucking hot and that is half the fun of being shared. He gets triggered and for the next few days I’m going to get plenty of rough poundings. But I’m too exhausted to get worked up again tonight. I’m sure by morning I’ll be down for whatever kinkiness he demands.
Sighing in contentment, I snuggle closer to him. I’m beyond satisfied with tonight and I’m going to remember this birthday forever. I revel in being used by multiple men, but above all, I love being loved by my dom.
The End
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Taking Them All Excerpt


I’ve done a few filthy sharing with multiple men stories lately. Here is peek at another one I’ve done, if you haven’t read it yet. It’s short and hot, so you only get a tiny taste.
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Stumbling up the porch, I bang on the cabin door and it’s almost immediately answered. 
A massive ginger-haired guy with a beard blinks at me before calling over his shoulder, “Hey, who hired a stripper to come all the way up here?”
I open my mouth to tell him I’m not a freaking stripper when he grips my shoulder and tugs me into the cabin. “Come inside. You’re crazy to be standing out there without shoes on and in that skimpy outfit.”
The warmth of the room smacks me in the face and I almost sigh in happiness. Oh, thank God. Ginger Man, as I’ve now dubbed him, draws me to the couch in front of the fireplace, pushes me down, and sits beside me. He pulls my feet into his lap and rubs them between his warm hands.
My red toenails and lightly tanned skin contrast against his ivory tone. His hands are enormous and make my tiny feet appear even smaller. The longer he rubs them, the more it’s like a foot massage. I close my eyes and sink into the couch cushions and moan softly. Keeping my eyes closed, I enjoy the massage while my other senses take over. Someone turned down the music and the hum of voices tells me there are several people here–at least five, maybe more. There is enough talking that I can’t hear everything going on at once and I have to concentrate to isolate the voices. Clearly a card game going on, since every few seconds a table gets thumped, people laugh, and other people groan. Another group of guys is close by discussing time travel theory.
“So, who ordered the stripper?” Ginger Man calls out again, and a chorus of, “Not me,” and, “I don’t know,” rings out. 
“Maybe it was Ron?” a deep voice suggests, and a bunch of people agree that it sounds like something Ron would do. 
Wait, are these all men? I open my eyes and peek over the side of the couch and count 10 guys with a quick glance. I snuggle back down on the couch and watch Ginger Man rubbing my feet.
Hey, this guy is pretty damn sexy. I’ve always had a thing for bigger men because I love feeling small and helpless when they pin me down. Add in the red hair and a beard, and I’m sold. My pussy flutters and reminds me that my last orgasm wasn’t the best.
“So…” Ginger Man smiles at me. “Are you going to strip for us?”
His hands turn into more of a caress and I almost groan at how erotic it feels. Here I was, wishing I could find a guy to fuck tonight, and the universe handed me more men than I can handle.…
Or did it?
My body zings alive and my nipples pucker as I imagine fucking multiple men tonight. Can I really do this? My husband said whoever, whenever. A splash of wetness leaks from my pussy. Oh, hell yeah, let’s do this. It’s going to be the sluttiest thing I’ve ever done in my life, but I’m going to fuck them all. 
I remove my feet from his hands and curl them under me as I shift onto my knees. Smiling seductively, I purr at Ginger Man, “Ron didn’t hire a stripper…” I don’t actually know who this Ron person is, but I go with it and continue. “Ron hired a free use slut for anyone to use.”
The end of excerpt
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