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Preface


For the people who have been following along with the series, starting in this book I’m now using freeuse, all one word, and I’ll update the rest of the series as I have time. Enjoy!  




Chapter 1


The smell of bacon lures me towards the kitchen while my mouth waters. My husband, Sebastian, woke up before me and he’s creating the delicious aroma throughout the house. Since he’s going to the gym today, I didn’t expect him to make breakfast — and definitely not bacon since we usually only have it on the days we’re staying home and being couch potatoes.  
I’m happy he’s still home, and I pull at the neckline of my t-shirt and bounce in my sneakers as I stroll into the kitchen. I’ve got an abundance of excess energy this morning and I figured Sebastian had already left for the gym, so I planned to get a quick run in while he was gone. Now all I want to do is attack a pile of bacon and skip the run.
Sebastian’s facing away from me and I get a sexy view of his tight ass in his gray boxer briefs. All he’s wearing are boxers and an apron. 
Lust simmers in my gut as I press against him, fondle his buns, and kiss the back of his neck. “What’s up, buttercup?”
I squeeze each ass cheek and he moans, “You hungry?”
He asks as if he didn’t already know he was going to share. We’ve been together six years now and I don’t think I’ve ever turned down bacon. I peek around his shoulder and he’s dishing up two plates with scrambled eggs and toast. Mmm, yeah, that looks tasty, but so does his cute butt. It’s a toss-up which I want more. 
“I’m starving,” I tease, and exaggerate my words. “But not for food.” 
He laughs and moves out of my grasp and carries the plates to the table. “Jasmine — babydoll — behave. We have a busy day.”
I follow him and notice he’d already set glasses of water down for us before I got to the kitchen. 
I fake grumble as I sit down. “Why did two of our friends choose the same weekend to get married?”
I’m not expecting him to answer, and he kisses my forehead before taking a seat and attacking his eggs and bacon like he’s ravenous. He doesn’t seem interested in a quick fuck this morning. Bummer. Every Friday we usually fool around and fall asleep in a tangle of sweaty limbs, but that didn’t happen last night. Vanessa, one of my closest friends, got married, and I was a bridesmaid with duties that kept me busy. By the time we got home from the wedding, we were exhausted and crashed. 
We have another wedding to attend tonight, but thankfully I’m not in the bridal party. The plan is to drag Sebastian to the dance floor and grind against him long enough to convince him to cut out early. It’s been a long week of no nookie. I’m working on my doctorate degree in psychology, so between my schooling and him working, this babydoll needs to get stuffed tonight. 
I eat slowly, watching him in my peripheral vision. I want to untie that silly apron, climb into his lap, and go to town on Willy — the pet name I gave his cock because it makes me giggle every time I say it. 
“Did you like the wedding last night?” he asks.
I shrug. “It was fun. Vanessa and Mason looked happy.”
I take a sip of water and almost spit it out at his next question.
“Did you know what freeuse is?” he asks casually, like he just heard about a new trend on social media.
My mind goes blank. I know exactly what it is from Vanessa and my other friend Nadia, but what does he know about it? 
“Um, yes... But I’ve never done it or even thought of doing it, so…”
Yeah, that’s a lie. As soon as Nadia told me she and her husband had been messing around with freeuse weekends, I researched the kink. I’ve been fantasizing about doing it with Sebastian. I’m just so dang busy, I don’t have time to give up a weekend to let him use me whenever he wants. 
He shovels the last bite of egg into his mouth and gets up to put his dirty dishes in the sink. When he comes back to the table, he leans in, his lips mere inches from my ear, and he speaks softly. “Would you like to be my freeuse slut?”
His breath on my neck sends a shiver through me and I match the tone of his voice, whispering, “Yes.”
I’m not done eating, but the food is all but forgotten as I tilt my head up. He searches my face, as if he’s trying to determine whether I’m serious. A low hum of desire burns in me. I’ll do whatever it takes to get his wonderful cock inside me today. He peers down at my chest and then back up, making me fidget.
“The guys were talking about it at the wedding. Can we try it today?” he asks, hoarsely.
Knowing he was probably talking to Nadia’s husband, and possibly the groomsmen from last night who fucked Vanessa, gives me a rush. I’ve heard the tales from the women’s side of the story, and I wonder what their hubbies told Sebastian. Not that it matters, as long as he fucks me. 
My voice sounds breathy when I answer. “Yes, but only today. I have classwork to finish tomorrow.” 
Even as I tell him I’m busy, I know that if he woke me up tomorrow morning by fucking me, I’d lay there, loving it. 
He kisses my temple. “Then finish eating so I can use you.”
I grin and take a big bite of egg and chew dramatically. I expect him to go do something else, but he stays where he is, watching me like a hawk. A flush creeps up my neck and it’s difficult to swallow. Is he going to stand there the entire time? It seems like he’s toying with me, and my pussy throbs in response to remind me we enjoy being toyed with.
There’s no way I’m going to finish my food, so I stand up and push my chair in. He’ll probably drag me to the bedroom as soon as I set the plate in the sink. Before I can pick up my dishes, he steps behind me and applies pressure to my shoulder, forcing me to bend over the table directly onto my dirty plate. Uh, what the fuck?
He removes the glass of water and sets it on the counter and I stay smooshed onto the plate. This is a new experience. He’s never shoved me into food before. Is this even sexy? 
When he comes back, he forces his hardness against my ass. His hands slide under my shirt around the sides, and he lifts me up a little and cups my breasts through my sports bra. Okay, I take it back. This is hot. I whimper and my pussy lights up as he removes his hands from my shirt and presses me back down onto the wooden surface. Why is this turning me on?
I wiggle against one of his hands as he skims it over my stretch pants and rubs between my legs. I gasp when he spanks me, hard, and the sharp pleasure makes me tingle. 
“Don’t move. Pretend like I’m not doing anything.”
Um... I’m squished against my unfinished breakfast and I’m supposed to pretend nothing out of the ordinary is going on? 
He nudges his cock against my ass again and I arch my back and moan loudly, “Please.”
When he slaps my ass again, I whimper. Oh shit! He’s gonna do it again. My body trembles as anticipation builds.
“Babydoll, you don’t seem to understand. You’re my fucktoy today, and I told you to pretend nothing is going on.”
Desire ripples through me. I think too much all the time, and the rare occasions I can let go and become a fucktoy are amazing. Maybe freeuse will get me in the right mindset to shut my brain off.
His fingers slip into the waistband of my pants and panties, and drag them down. He only gets them as far down as my knees before stopping. I’m still wearing my running shoes, so getting them off my feet would have been a challenge. I moan from arousal as he slides his hand between my legs and rubs my clit.
He presses two fingers into my pussy. “Do you realize the power you gave me today?” 
I moan louder, but don’t answer. 
He continues. “I’m going to use you whenever I want, however I want, wherever I want, and you’re going to just take it.”
Oh fuck, that’s hot. My head spins as he finger fucks me roughly. Spikes of bliss swirl in my stomach and I peep out in distress when he pulls his hand away. Dammit, it was just getting good.
He tugs on my shoulder, indicating he wants me to stand, and the plate sticks to my shirt for a moment and clatters to the table as I rise. My shirt is a fucking mess, and I almost laugh while he turns me around to face him. He lifts my chin with his hand and stares at me intensely as he steps close enough that his cock presses against my stomach. While I was bent over, he removed the apron and pulled his boxers down far enough to free Willy, and his skin is warm and smooth. 
Sebastian crushes his lips to mine, and I open up and welcome his seeking tongue. He holds me against him, kissing me with such passion, and I feel dizzy from the lack of oxygen. 
When he breaks off the kiss, he says, “You are a freeuse slut. Now say it.”
I nod as a shimmer of yearning grips me. I need his cock so bad.
“Say it,” he commands.
“I’m a freeuse slut.”
“Good girl.”
I almost moan at his approval. I glance over my shoulder at the mess we made of the table and squeal when he picks me up and sets me on the edge. He removes my sneakers, one by one, dropping them to the floor with a thud, and pulls my pants and panties off the rest of the way. 
“Put your foot on the chair and spread your legs,” he orders, and I immediately obey. 
I’m usually the dominant one in our sexual play, and I’m loving this side of him. Who knew my sweet buttercup had a tiger lurking in him?
He rubs my clit with his fingers again and I cry out. I’m already wet and desperate for him. He pushes two fingers inside me and I jerk against him, aching for more. He pushes my knees further apart and removes his hand, replacing it with the tip of his cock. As he sinks into me, my body instinctively clenches around him.
“Oh god!”
He grins wickedly at my reaction. “Does my freeuse slut like this?” 
Calling me his freeuse slut and not by my name sinks me further into the mindset I crave. 
“Yes,” I groan as I grip the edge of the table and rotate my hips, trying to rub his shaft against my cave walls.
He pushes me down until I’m on my back as he strokes in and out. My dirty plate is half under me, but I don’t care. My whole body is buzzing as pleasure builds in my core, and I whimper with each movement.
He grabs ahold of my hips as he speeds up and starts talking dirty.
“Does my fucktoy like this?” He doesn’t give me time to respond, and hammers against me. “Your pussy feels so damn good.”
I moan, “Yes.”
“Is my slut ready to come?”
I squeeze my eyes shut and hold on to the edge of the table firmly, rocking my hips with every deep plunge of his cock. 
I’m so close and when he thrusts harder, I moan, “Yesssss,” in one long breath. I don’t want him to stop, and I chant, “Fuck me,” as my thigh muscles tense, welcoming the bliss. 
He’s fucking me so hard the table squeaks, and my sighs and moans join his panting as I spiral higher and higher. 
I’m almost lost in delight when he says, “Come for me, babydoll.”
I scream out, “Oh... my... god!” as my orgasm rips through me.  
My heart is racing as I luxuriate in the sweet sensation. A few more strokes later, he groans and his cock twitches while he blows his load. He shudders and pumps into me as I drift in a haze of sexual delight. When he pulls out, I take a few seconds to realize he’s done with me. 
I lift my lashes and he’s gazing down at me with love. 
“Wow,” I murmur softly.
“Babydoll, this is only the beginning. I’ve got all day to use you.”
Desire races through my veins as I grin at him. “Sounds good to me.”
He helps me to a sitting position and kisses my forehead. “I’m going to get cleaned up and go to the gym. Be a good girl while I’m gone.”
As he leaves the kitchen, I study his sexy, naked ass, and cheerfully call out, “Aye aye, Captain.”
My pussy throbs with the aftermath of my climax. Well, hell, if freeuse includes me having orgasms, I’m down for this every Friday or Saturday. Heck, we could call it Free Use Friday. Mmm, yeah.
The food smeared across the table catches my attention, and I look down at my t-shirt and can’t hold in my bark of laughter. Okay, I need to clean up the kitchen and shower. I’m one filthy slut.




Chapter 2


I tidy the kitchen and pop in a piece of spearmint gum from a pack on the counter. When Sebastian comes in to give me a quick kiss on his way out the door to the gym, he murmurs, “Mmm, minty,” and tries to steal the gum from my mouth. Laughing, I swat him away. God, I love that goofball.  
Taking my time in the shower, I daydream about how many times he’s going to use me today. He usually comes home from the gym horny, so I bet I get it at least one more time before the wedding. Once I’m out of the shower and dry, I toss on my favorite sundress and prowl around the house with excess energy. I need to find something to do before Sebastian gets home since all I can think about is him walking in the door and bending me over the nearest surface.
When my phone rings, I see it’s my best friend Stephanie calling, and I smile as I answer.
“Yo, bitch. What’s up?”
I purposely pop my gum in her ear, hoping she laughs at me. When she says I’m never going to believe the morning she’s had, I plop down on the couch. Oh hell yeah, this is just the distraction I need. I’m still daydreaming about Sebastian coming home and fucking me, and I almost miss it when she tells me that her husband is going to have her fuck all his basketball friends tonight. 
I screech into the phone, “No fucking way!” and she sounds amused at my reaction.
What the hell? She’s now my third friend who is doing a freeuse day that turned into some slutty gangbang. My pussy buzzes and I space out, daydreaming about being double stuffed. Shit, that’s hot. Where’s my gangbang offer? I hold in a snort. No way in hell Sebastian would ever go for that, and I don’t really need it since I’m having fun with this freeuse thing. 
Stephanie and I chat for a bit. She sounds insecure about whether she’s doing the right thing, and I assure her it’s fine. Why didn’t the guys tell Sebastian how wonderful it was to have their wife fuck a bunch of other dudes? Why focus only on the freeuse part? My pussy throbs again and I rub my thighs together. Yeah, I need to stop thinking about a bunch of guys using me like a fucktoy. This is a quick road to nowhere. 
I’m filling Stephanie in on the details of my kitchen romp when I hear Sebastian get home. Heck yeah, fun times are about to begin again.
I rush into the phone, “Ohhh, I gotta go. I just heard the garage door. Love you!” before disconnecting right as Sebastian walks into the living room. 
I grin at him. “Hi sweet cheeks.”
He comes over for a kiss. “Hi, babydoll. Did you miss me?”
“I missed you soooo much. I almost died of loneliness.” 
He sits on the couch next to me and I rest against him. 
“Hah, somehow I doubt it.” 
When he turns the TV on, I toss him the side-eye. Why isn’t he fucking me yet?
“Did you get a good workout?”
He rolls his shoulders as he chooses a stand-up comedy show to stream. “I did. I’ll be sore tomorrow, but it was worth it.”
Hmm... fine, I guess we’ll watch TV. We only have a couple of hours before we have to get ready for the wedding. But if it’s his freeuse day, I have to just let him do whatever he wants... even if that isn’t doing me. I cuddle closer to him and he tugs me up into his lap so I’m sitting sideways with my legs stretched out along the cushions. A thrill runs through me. Ohhh, maybe I’m wrong and he’s going for it. He wraps his arms around me, pulling me close, and I feel him relax. 
I wait expectantly for a solid minute, but he gets engrossed in the show. Ugh, fuck. Laying my head on his shoulder, I nuzzle his neck and breathe in deeply, taking in his scent. Some people find it odd when I say it, but I love the smell of Sebastian when he gets home from the gym. I try not to geek out on people about the psychology of how the scent of your partner relaxes you, but the quirks of the brain amaze me. But no matter the reason, if he comes home sweaty, I love cuddling with him as long as I can shower before I leave the house. 
I give him a couple of neck kisses and turn my attention to the show. It’s not my favorite comedian, but it’s still funny, and I get sucked in and giggle along with Sebastian’s deep laughs. I’m comfortable and don’t pay attention to his hand caressing slow circles on my bare shoulder. The sundress I’m wearing leaves my shoulders and arms bare, so he has clear access to rub the length of my arm up to my neck. 
After several minutes of stroking my skin, he repositions his legs and my ass comes into contact with his growing erection. I notice him glance down the valley of my cleavage and then back up to the TV. Well, well, well, he’s not uninterested after all. My stomach flutters at the thought.
Sebastian’s hand moves between my shoulder blades and traces the length of my spine. As his fingers trail down my back through the fabric of my dress, I shiver and a gush of wetness hits my panties. This better be going in the direction I think it is. He keeps one hand on my back and places his other on my thigh. His fingers creep up my leg, giving me goosebumps, and I shift my body slightly to spread my legs wider to give him better access.
When he says, “Don’t stop watching,” my mind goes fuzzy as I try to concentrate on the show.
He moves his hand up, rubbing me through my panties, and I hold in a moan as my vision glazes over. Does he really expect me to watch the TV? I gasp when his fingers slide underneath the band of my panties to tease my slit, dipping inside my folds and sliding back out. I can’t help myself and I try to grind against his hand. 
“Babydoll, what are you doing?” 
His tone says I’m misbehaving, so I peek up at him. He’s watching the show, but I need him to fuck me, so I don’t care if I’m being bad. He’s hard enough, so I’m confident he’s going to give me what I want no matter what I do.
I’m flippant in my reply. “I think you know.” 
The corners of his mouth twitch and he presses his lips to my hair. “You’re such a naughty girl.”
I writhe and moan, “Yes, now please fuck me.” 
Without looking away from the TV, he bounces me in his lap, causing his cock to rub against my pussy, and I moan louder.
His chuckle vibrates against my ear. “Keep that up, and I won’t.”
“Please, just fuck me already.” I whimper in frustration.
“Tell me what you want, babydoll.”
Didn’t I just tell him? I shimmy my hips. “Fuck me, please.”
“I think you forgot something. This isn’t about what you want. Now keep watching the show.”
Oh, fuck. I press my lips together to contain a whine and pretend to watch the show. He continues to bounce me in his lap, and I hold in my gasps and ignore the need to grind against him. Within a few minutes, I can’t take much more of the torture. What sort of shitty freeuse day is this? Isn’t he supposed to use me?
“Stand up a moment,” he demands, and I’m disoriented as I do what he asks. 
He takes his cock out of his sweatpants, slides his hands up the sides of my hips, and yanks my panties down. Mmm, yeah, this is getting good. They fall to the floor and I step out of them as he tugs me back into his lap, positioning me straight onto his cock. The tip slides inside me and gravity takes over, bringing me down until I’m balls deep. 
“Ohhhh, god,” I moan as delight ripples through me. 
“Now watch the show, babydoll. This isn’t about your enjoyment.”
Fuck. Did the guys at the wedding tell him to treat me this way, or is this natural for him? I’m loving it, and keep my eyes trained on the TV as he holds onto my hips and forces me to rotate against his cock. I keep my hands in my lap, trying to pretend I’m not doing anything out of the ordinary. A small part of me feels like a dirty little whore from how he’s treating me, and it turns me on even more. I shiver with excitement and bite my lip. I’m going to cum soon at this rate.  
Sebastian flexes his hips, speeding up his thrusts. Since he’s not letting me move, he’s staying fully sheathed and the tip of his cock massages the pleasure points deep in my pussy. It’s driving me more wild than if he was doing long strokes in and out. 
The bliss builds and I finally crack, wiggling against him with a groan. I undulate against his cock, trying to get him deeper inside me. The friction causes me to cry out loudly. I’m almost there. Just another minute.
He must be able to tell I’m about to climax because he wraps my hair around his fist, pulls my head up, and growls, “Watch the show, babydoll! Don’t you dare come!”
Shit. I cry out again, and I quiver in anticipation as he thrusts harder and faster. He pulls me down against him until he’s slamming into me. I feel his cock twitch right before he explodes. Ohhh, fuck... I haven’t come!
He groans and pumps his seed deep inside me, and I whimper when the pleasure ends abruptly. I sag back onto his lap, and my pussy spasms from the denied orgasm. I’m crazy turned on and in shock that it’s over. He lets go of my hair and rests his forehead on my back, sighing softly.
“Are you okay?” he murmurs into my hair.
“Yeah, but... I didn’t finish,” I whisper.
He lifts his head, brushes my hair to the side and kisses the back of my neck. “I know, babydoll. But this is freeuse. Do you want to stop?”
I frown and look down at my hands, confused, and I’m not sure how I want to answer. “Am I going to come again today?”
He’s quiet for a minute, as if he’s thinking. “I’ll tell you what, let’s make a deal.”
What’s this? I perk up as he continues.
“I want you to do your old bimbo routine at the wedding tonight and get a bunch of guys panting after you, and then I’ll bring you home and fuck you so hard you’ll see stars.”
I’m nodding before he even finishes, and my pussy clenches around his softening shaft. “Deal.”




Chapter 3


The rest of the afternoon is a blur of activity as we both shower and get ready for the wedding. I planned to wear comfortable shoes to dance in, but now that I need guys drooling over me, I switch them out for some sexy spiked heels. My dress is a gray form-fitting number with a thigh slit, and my toned runner’s legs are one of my best features, so the dress looks amazing on me. I keep my long, platinum blonde hair down in soft waves, and I’m extra careful with my makeup. When I’m done, I feel and look sexy.  
In my early 20s, I used to get my kicks out of making guys think I was a bimbo. Sometimes I just wanted mindless sex, and would choose a sexy jock who looked like he was good for a night of fun, never letting on that everything I was doing was calculated to get him to fuck me. When we were done — usually a seedy encounter in a dirty bathroom — he thought he just scored with a hot bimbo, and I was content from my orgasm. I didn’t realize what I was doing was a kink until later when I was researching a college project. 
The funniest part is that it led me to Sebastian. He was one of my filthy bathroom conquests, but after he fucked me against the wall and gave me a mind-blowing orgasm, he turned apologetic like he had just done the most horrible thing ever by losing control. He was an adorable, lost puppy, but as soon as he started spiraling and said something about how he took advantage of me, I dropped the bimbo act. We ended up talking for hours at a bar, and we’ve been together ever since.
Occasionally for fun, I pretend to be a bimbo again with him, and I found out that sex is more fulfilling when the person doesn’t really think of you that way and you both know it’s just an act. And hey, it keeps the spice alive. He’s never asked me to act this way towards other people though, so tonight is something different. My pussy is still buzzing from the lack of orgasm so I’m going to do whatever it takes to get that hard fucking, and I better see those stars he promised.
[image: image-placeholder]The wedding ceremony is beautiful and sentimental, but Sebastian’s fingers caressing the skin of my thigh exposed by the slit in the dress distracts me the entire time. It’s amusing that all the guests seem to be the same people we keep seeing at all the weddings. We’re just one big group of friends, and only the relatives change. It already seems like eons ago, but Vanessa’s wedding was only last night. Mason and Vanessa are off on some fancy tropical honeymoon, but the rest of the wedding party is here. 
Knowing that the groomsmen fucked her last night, I study them curiously. I wonder how many times they all came. Hell, how many times did SHE come? With that many cocks plowing into her, I’d guess it was at least three or four times. Maybe some of them came over her. Ooooh, maybe it turned into a circle jerk with her on the floor. Fuck that’s hot, especially if she was in her wedding dress. I twist in my seat, trying to find some relief for the ache between my legs, and I can tell that I’m flushed. It’s not from the crowded, warm room, but if anyone noticed, they might think it was. 
When the ceremony ends, people get up to head into the hotel’s reception hall, but Sebastian leans over and whispers in my ear. “You seemed a little worked up during the ceremony. What were you thinking about?”
My brain freezes, and my lips part. Do I tell him I was thinking about a circle jerk and wondering how many orgasms Vanessa had last night? I’m not sure he’s ready to hear every filthy thought in my head, so I shrug and play it cool. “Nothing.”
He shoots me a roguish grin. “No, it wasn’t nothing. If you want to come tonight, you’ll tell me.” 
Ugh. I could lie... fuck it, why bother? I turn towards him, give a slow smile, and this time it’s me who moves in close to his ear. I kiss his earlobe, and gently tug the flesh between my teeth, knowing it makes him shiver. 
My breath is a soft puff when I purr. “I was imagining a circle jerk of men ejaculating on me.”
He pulls back and gapes at me. “Were they jerking each other off, or only themselves?”
I have to hold in my laugh. That’s the first thing that pops into his head? 
“I wasn’t paying attention. I was waiting for the splashes of cum to coat me.”
He looks like he’s digesting this thought, and then he shrugs. “I bet they were only touching themselves.”
Oh my God, his wife says she’s daydreaming about a group of guys coming all over her and all he can think about is whether the dudes are crossing swords? Shit, this is why I love him. 
I slide my hand into his and squeeze it. “Sweet cheeks, lets go dance so I can play the bimbo and get fucked hard.”
He stands and gives me an answering grin. “I just needed a moment to process. Come to find out, I married a slut who wants to be covered in cum.”
I laugh loudly, “Oh honey...” and pull him towards the exit. “I haven’t even told you about my double stuff fantasy from earlier. You married a super slut.”
[image: image-placeholder]The reception has barely started, but I excuse myself and leave Sebastian at a table while I follow a pack of women to the restroom. I’m not watching where I’m going and run into someone coming out of the bathroom. 
I wobble and almost tip into the wall, and blindly apologize. “Oh shit, I’m sorry!”
A light, feminine laugh that I’d recognize anywhere rings out. “Don’t worry about it, Jasmine. I’m impressed you can walk in those heels.”
Millie, one of my close friends, grins at me. She was another one of Vanessa’s bridesmaids and I hadn’t noticed she was here tonight, despite knowing she planned to attend. She and her husband must have been sitting behind us. 
I rotate my leg to show off the thigh slit and my sexy shoes. “I’m seducing Sebastian tonight. This outfit is my secret weapon.”
“Somehow I doubt you need much help to seduce him.” She laughs again, and I lower my voice. 
“We’re playing with a freeuse day.”
She tilts her head and raises an eyebrow. “That’s different from usual?”
“Yep. I’m going to put on a bimbo show to get him worked up, and then he can fuck me as hard as he wants.” I smile at her. “It should be interesting.”
Her brow furrows slightly, “Well, I hope you get your orgasm. Freeuse sounds fun for the user, but not so much for the usee.”
I giggle. “Yeah, I already didn’t come once today. I’m banking on me being so turned on that I explode as soon as he fucks me again.”
I can tell she’s puzzled as we say goodbye. Not everyone understands the appeal of being used like a sex toy, and that’s fine. It’s good I didn’t mention the circle jerk fantasy.
[image: image-placeholder]After a glass of wine and a slow dance of rubbing against Sebastian, he pulls me off the dance floor and out to a quiet side hallway. He kisses me softly, and I sway towards him. This is nice, but I can’t spend all night snogging him. I haven’t found an opportunity yet to follow his instructions.
“Don’t you want me to flirt with other guys?”
“Mmm, yes. I want you to be my horny slut tonight, so I’m working you up.”
God, why do I love it so much when he calls me filthy things? 
Leaning in, I give him a hard kiss. “Then let’s go back to the party so I can slut it up.”
He laughs. “One thing first. I’m going to sit and watch you flirt with other guys, but while you’re doing it, I want you to think about the guy standing over you and jerking off.”
All thoughts drain from my head while I stare at him and blink. When I can think again, my senses buzz alive with a whoosh, and my nipples pucker and I feel myself growing more wet. My entire body tingles. Holy fuck, that’s dirty and I love it. 
He must be able to tell he stunned me for a moment because he laughs again and kisses my nose. “Can you do that for me?”
I nod. Fuck yeah, I can. “It’s going to be rough, but a girl’s gotta do what a girl’s gotta do.”
He cups my ass and squeezes it. “Go find someone to flirt with while I visit the restroom.”
Nodding and smiling, I take a deep breath and turn away from him to go find a potential flirt-buddy.
Once I’m out of sight from Sebastian, I run into Cameron and Stephanie leaving early. She’s living her best life because I know she is having sex with a bunch of guys tonight. I’m having fun with Sebastian and this playful side of him, but would he ever consider sharing me? I think I need to ease him into this idea. He’s the type of guy who likes to think about things for a while and isn’t one to jump headfirst into anything... unless it’s fucking a bimbo in the bathroom years ago, but even then he felt horrible afterwards. 
I down another glass of wine and grab the closest cute guy I can find to dance with. The next hour is a blur of flirting and dancing, but I’m hyper aware of all the guys looking at me. I’m attracting interest because of my outfit and how free I am with my attention. I make sure that every time I dance with a guy that it’s within Sebastian’s view from the table where he’s sitting, and I purposely touch the men’s shoulders or brush against them as we’re dancing, None of the guys seem aware of what I’m doing, which is fine with me, but the longer it goes on, the more Sebastian looks hot under the collar. He’s getting turned on by this, and knowing that gets me even more excited. It’s an amusing feedback loop of eroticism.
I’m dancing with one of Sebastian’s closest friends, Brian, when I realize my husband isn’t sitting and watching me anymore. Where did he go? I look around the crowd of people and spot him resting against the wall near one exit, talking with two guys. Both of them are wearing suits, and they look familiar but their backs are to me so I can’t tell who they are at first. Oh wait, I know who they are. They’re the groomsmen who fucked Vanessa last night.
A vision of them spurting cum all over her makes my heart race and I feel my face heat. It seems fucked up to be picturing my friend getting jizzed on. I plan on asking her how she liked her night with the guys the next time I talk to her, and hopefully I don’t run off at the mouth and ask whether she was covered in cum in the end. 
I’m distracted by my naughty thoughts when Brian and I stop dancing. I step away, smiling at him, and as we weave through the crowd of couples dancing, my gaze drifts past him. It lands on the two groomsmen. Dang, they’re handsome guys. Vanessa got lucky.
One of them — David — turns to look at me and his eyes land on mine. His mouth splits into a wide grin and I’m immediately paranoid. What is Sebastian telling them? Is he saying that I’m his freeuse slut tonight? 
I hope he is. 
My breathing quickens. Is this crazy? I want my husband to spread it around that I’m his freeuse slut. I probably need therapy. Just because I’m getting a doctorate in psychology doesn’t mean I’m not just as messed up as the next person.
I watch them talk for a moment and I daydream again, but this time it’s not Vanessa getting covered in cum, it’s me. Yeah... I’m such a slut. I’m getting turned on even more thinking about my husband sharing me.
David’s mouth moves like he’s saying something to Sebastian, but he keeps his eyes glued to mine. He beams a smile at me, and when I smile back, he turns to Sebastian and the other guy. I try to focus on Brian, but I can’t stop staring at the men talking to Sebastian and my legs tremble, making me wobble in my shoes.
“Jasmine, you okay?” Brian’s hand touches my arm and he pulls me out of my perverted trance.
I think the wine and dancing got to my head because I shake my head and blurt out, “I was just daydreaming about my husband sharing me with other guys.”
“Oh.” He frowns and rubs his chin. “I didn’t know you guys had an open marriage.”
“We don’t...” I let my voice trail off.
He sighs and I can tell he’s disappointed. “Guess Sebastian gets you all to himself tonight.”
Wait, what? This is Sebastian’s best friend. My mouth flops open, like a fish, and I don’t know how to respond. Brian wishes he could fuck me? But... but... what? Did Sebastian say something to him?
I glance over at Sebastian who is still talking with his friends. He’s animated and his eyes sparkle. He looks like he’s having a great conversation. God, I need to sit down. 
Brian follows me as I beeline to the nearest table and slide into a chair.
“Are you okay?” He asks.
I wave him off. “I’m fine, just a little tipsy.”
He looks towards Sebastian. “If you’re sure you’re fine, I’m going to go talk with the guys.”
I tell him to go have fun and I rest my elbow on the table and put my chin in my hand. This night has taken a very odd turn. I feel like a voyeur watching my husband and wondering what they’re all saying, and secretly hoping it’s about me and my sluttiness. I mean, I have been fantasizing about him sharing me with other guys. It’s not like it’ll really happen, so why does it feel so wrong in a deliciously naughty way?
I’m still daydreaming when Sebastian joins me. He bends down, gives me a deep kiss, and pulls me to my feet. 
“Jasmine, I’ve got a new offer for you.”
I tilt my head back in surprise. “What?”
“If you really want a bunch of guys to come all over you, I have volunteers.”
My pussy clenches and a ripple of desire swirls low in my belly. I shake my head. Fuck, I’m dreaming and just imagined Sebastian offering to share me. 
When I don’t reply, a huge grin spreads across his face and he raises his eyebrows suggestively at me. “Come on, Jasmine. You said you wanted a bunch of guys to cover you with cum, right?”
A blush creeps up my face. Did I actually say that, or did I tell him I was imagining Vanessa covered in cum? Shit, now I don’t remember. Obviously he understood I was thinking about myself.
I nod, but say nothing. I’m too flabbergasted by the turn of events, and I don’t want to admit how much I want him to share me in case he’s teasing me.
He leans closer, and I can smell the cologne he wears. It smells masculine and spicy. 
He holds my waist and pulls me towards him. “Say it, Jasmine. Say you want my friends to cover you with cum.”
His breath tickles my neck, and I shiver.
“Yes,” I whisper. “I want your friends to come all over me.”
Sebastian croons, “Good slut,” and kisses me softly. “You’ve been a good girl tonight. I think you deserve a reward.”
I like the way he’s thinking. He pulls me out of the room into the hallway and keeps walking. Where is he taking me?
He pauses in front of a door. “Babydoll, my friends are waiting on the other side of this door. Do you really want this?”
I swallow hard. My heart races and my skin tingles. I want this so badly.
“Yes, please.” I squeeze his arm and nod.
His eyes crinkle with amusement. “Do you want more than a circle jerk?”
My mouth forms an O... Uh... I take a few seconds to reply. “What do you mean, more?”
He licks his lips and grins wickedly. “I‘ve been imagining watching them fuck you. Free pass tonight. Do you want it?”
Holy shit! “Just for tonight, right? This changes nothing?”
That makes him laugh. “Oh, it changes something. I’m going to have an amazing memory to jack off to.” 
This seems crazy and totally unlike him and who knows if he’ll ever be in this mood again. Fuck it, I’m not passing up this chance. 
“I’m game if you are.”
He kisses my nose. “As long as I get to watch them fuck you, I’m game.”
Oh, I’m totally on board with this. I take his hand and squeeze it. “Bring it on.” 




Chapter 4


Four guys wait in the room for us: Brian, David, David’s twin brother, Leo, and their other friend Aaron. I hadn’t seen Aaron at the reception, so I don’t know how he got involved with this, but I’m not going to question my good fortune. He’s gorgeous and I always thought he seemed like a sweetheart of a guy. 
The room is a fancy office with a couch along one wall. I’m fairly certain we’re not supposed to be in here and I don’t know how they got the key. But, again, no questions. This is better than a dirty bathroom, so I’m not one to be picky.
The guys all look at me, and I suddenly feel shy. What do I say to them? Welcome to my pussy, I hope you enjoy it? Yeah... no.
I squeak out, “Hi, guys.”
Sebastian closes the door and locks it, then walks over to the desk and pulls the office chair to a corner before sitting down.
“Babydoll, give me a striptease.”
He motions to me, and I walk over and stand in front of him.
“Remove your clothes.”
I take a deep breath and turn, presenting my back to Sebastian so he can unzip my dress. It feels like it takes forever for him to work the zipper, and when he finally does, the sound is louder than normal. I turn back around to face him again, and shrug my dress off, letting it pool on the floor before kicking it aside. 
Sebastian’s voice is rough. “All of them.”
I unfasten my strapless bra and toss it on top of my dress. I slide my panties down, bending over to step out of them carefully because I still have my high heels on. The men behind me are getting a very graphic view of my wet pussy, and it makes me feel like even more of a slut. 
I’m naked except for my shoes. I stand up straight, waiting to see if he tells me to take them off as well. He doesn’t.
“Turn around.” His voice is deep and powerful.
This feels so naughty, but I love it. Turning around, I face the other men and shake my ass at Sebastian. He fondles me for a moment. 
“Damn, babydoll, you’re so fucking sexy. Now go suck on David’s cock.”  
A delicious hunger for the forbidden quickens my pulse at his words. Fuuuuck, that’s hot. 
David sits down on the couch and unzips his pants, pulling his cock out. I can’t fucking believe I’m about to suck off one of Sebastian’s friends. I kneel between David’s legs and grip the base of his shaft, hovering my mouth over the tip. David presses my head down gently, and I fit my lips around his cock, needing no further encouragement. His shaft is pleasantly thick, and I waste no time getting into it as I bob up and down on him, sucking greedily, making sure everyone sees me deep-throating his cock.
I hear one guy groan, and it makes me more excited. For all I know, this could just be a normal weekend night for them all, but this is something I’ve never done before, and the experience is surreal. When I woke up this morning, I never imagined the evening would end this way.
I suck him for a while, and he moves his hips, fucking my throat.
“Fuck yeah, Jasmine. You are so good.” David’s voice is husky, and I can hear the excitement in his tone.
I moan around his cock, loving the feel of him in my mouth. As I suck him, I rub the base of his shaft with one hand and slip my other hand between my legs. I’m dripping wet, and I groan as my fingers find my clit. I’m desperate to come, but the party just started.
Sebastian’s voice calls out. “I think someone needs to fuck her while she’s being such a good girl sucking on David.”
My body stiffens from shock at his words, and I catch movement out of the corner of my eye as Aaron moves behind me, kneeling down. I hear clothes rustle and a zipper. Oh fuck, this really is going to happen. My pussy clenches and I moan louder around David’s cock.
I can’t believe I’m going to be fucked by another man in front of my husband. Aaron caresses my ass, and I stop rubbing my clit and reposition my knees to spread open further for him.
David grabs the back of my head and fucks my face as Aaron pulls my hips towards him. He reaches through my legs and slips his fingers inside me, pumping slowly. I whimper and swirl my tongue around the cock in my mouth. I’m so close to coming, but I need more.
“Fucking hell, you’re so wet,” he says.
Aaron slides his fingers out of me and reaches to the front of me to grab my tits. He squeezes them roughly, and I cry out around the shaft in my throat.
“I’m going to fuck you now.” He runs his fingers through my hair and pulls my head back, forcing me to release David’s cock from my mouth. Shit, I thought Aaron was going to be the gentle one. 
“Ohhh god, yes.” I try to move my hips towards him, wanting his cock in me.
Aaron lets go of my hair, holds onto my hips, and with one swift thrust, he impales me. Aaron’s cock is huge — bigger than I expect — and I scream in surprise as intense pleasure rockets through me as he stretches me apart. 
“Fuck yeah, Jasmine.” He pounds into me harder, and I affix my lips around David’s cock again. 
I want to be spit roasted and ping-ponged between them. I want to be ridden hard and taken by all the men. I want to be used like a cocksleeve. And in the end, I want them to jerk off on me. Fuck, I want this so bad.
David’s hands are on the sides of my head, holding me still while Aaron fucks me hard and fast. I’m spinning out of control and I can barely breathe. When Aaron slams into me extra hard, a rush of elation floods me as I climax.
“Oh fuck!” I scream, but it’s garbled by David’s cock. 
Aaron groans and pulls out right before he comes. David releases my head and removes his cock from my mouth. Neither of them filled me with their cum. I sit up. Ugh, what is going on? 
Sebastian claps. “Nice show.”
I give him a questioning look over my shoulder.
He smiles, “No one gets to come until the end. They’re going to use you for as long as they can, and then you’re going to get your wish of being covered in their cum.”
I shake my head. “I’m not going to last that long.”
He laughs. “That’s fine. Your goal is to come as many times as you can. They’re the only ones who can’t.” 
Oh, fuck yes. Multiple orgasms for me!
Sebastian still plays director. “Get up and bend over the desk.”
Yeah, I like where this is going. Luckily the desk is mostly clear. I bend over it and give a silent apology to whoever’s office this is. 
“Now spread your legs wide.”
I space them apart, knowing how obscene this looks. My pussy is so wet, I can feel the drops running down my inner thighs. I love how turned on I am, knowing I have four hot men lined up to use me.
Leo stands behind me and rubs my ass cheeks. “You’re fucking perfect, Jasmine,” he murmurs.
I whimper, enjoying his hands on my body. I’ve always had a soft spot in my heart for Leo. He’s David’s twin, but David is the fit one and Leo reminds me of just a normal dad type, albeit a pretty dang cute one. 
His cock is already hard and out of his pants as he brushes it against my butt. He holds onto my ass cheeks and separates them, and I imagine he’s examining me. I squirm from embarrassment. Somehow it’s worse when I think someone is inspecting my holes.
When he dips a finger into my pussy, as if he’s testing my wetness, I moan and bump against him. He quickly replaces his finger with the tip of his cock, and I barely have time to register the change when he plunges his length into my eager pussy. I arch my back from the pleasure and try to hold in a groan. He grabs onto my waist as he drills into me, and I whimper as he goes deeper.
“This feels amazing,” he pants.
I give a tiny nod, even though he probably can’t see it, and push my butt towards him, wanting him to fuck me harder. He takes the hint, ramming into me, and I gasp as he shoves me against the desk. My nipples scrape the surface and I stretch my arms straight out so I can hold on to the far edge. My legs quiver as he hammers into my pussy, each thrust jolting me against the desk.
“Ohhh, god,” I moan, and my pussy clenches around his cock as he works me into a frenzy.
I lose track of time as he uses me like the fucktoy I am. Each whack against my pussy spirals me higher and higher. The desk creaks as he slaps against me, and the other guys moan as if they’re beating off while watching Leo plow into me.
I almost come from the thought, and when my husband calls out, “Come for us, babydoll,” Leo’s grunt and hard thrusts tip me over the edge.
My whole body shakes as I scream from the intense orgasm, and multiple guys groan with me. Leo fucks me for a bit longer before abruptly pulling out. The room tilts and I’m lightheaded as more wetness leaks down my leg. It’s only my juices since Leo didn’t come.
Resting the side of my face against the surface of the desk, I wait for whoever is next. I think Brian is the only one who hasn’t taken a turn with me yet, and I glance over my shoulder as he approaches. I don’t have time to congratulate myself on being correct because his cock is out and pressing against my sodden hole. He slowly works it into me and I whimper as my cave walls stretch around him.
When he holds onto my hips and fucks me at a steady pace, a tremor of awareness runs through me. Brian is the one man I never dared allow myself to think about fucking since he’s Sebastian’s best friend and we get together with him regularly. Of all my husband’s friends, he is the most off-limits and I fit around his cock like it was made for me. His cock is bigger than my husband’s and the curve of it massages the perfect spot deep inside. I’m going to climax quickly and there’s no way to stop it. Oh fuck, now I’m going to be thinking about this every time I see him. It might have been better not knowing how well we fit together.
A strong slap on my ass breaks my thought process and I buck my hips and cry out from the pain. Why am I being spanked? Brian speeds up the pace of his thrusts and spanks the other cheek. Ohhh, shit. I’ve never been one to crave being spanked, but somehow with Brian it feels natural. Yeah, this is dangerous.
Gripping the edge of the desk, I focus on the sensations swirling inside me. I’m still sensitive from my last orgasm, so I know there’s no way I’ll make it more than a few minutes without coming again. I grind my hips back into him, desperate for release.
“Fuck me harder,” I beg, and he does.
Brian thrusts his hips faster and harder, and I throw my head back from the sheer joy his cock is creating inside me. I can feel the heat rising in my body as I prepare to come again. I squeeze tight around him and rotate my ass, wishing I could milk all his cum out of him. Originally I wanted them to come on me, but now the idea of him filling me up sounds even better.
Brian groans and pounds into me harder. “Oh fuck, Jasmine, I’m gonna come.”
I tense up, waiting for him to explode.
“Stop!” Sebastian growls.
Oh, shit. That’s right. He can’t come! At the very last second, Brian pulls out and stumbles away, cursing at himself for his lack of control.
Since Brian didn’t actually come, Sebastian seems amused and chuckles, “That was a close one.”
He gets out of his chair and stands behind me. Uh, is he going to fuck me in front of everyone? My body tenses up expecting the head of his cock to probe my pussy at any second, but he slides his fingers inside me instead, and I relax.
“Just checking their work,” his tone is jolly as he continues to rub me. “I need to be sure you’re wet.”
He can probably see the wetness on my thigh so his excuse is flimsy. Not that I care. He can say whatever he wants if he works those clever fingers inside me some more. He caresses my clit with one hand while finger fucking me with the other, and the bliss builds again. My legs tremble as tension coils low in my belly, and all my muscles tighten as I edge towards release. Oh god, he better not stop.
I whimper as he presses hard on my clit and massages my inner walls with his fingers. My breath is ragged and my eye shut as I teeter on the brink of coming. Every part of me buzzes with joy as the intensity increases. I’m panting and mewling with each brush of his fingers as he plays my body as only he knows how from years of experience.
When he speeds up his finger fucking, I can’t take it anymore and I come, screaming in delight as a soul-shattering orgasm robs me of my senses. The ecstasy continues to crest as he strokes his fingers into my pussy and stars explode behind my eyelids.
“Ohhh fuck!” Another surge of pleasure rushes over me and my brain melts. I can’t tell where one peak ends and the next one starts, and the orgasm seems never ending as I ride his hand.
At some point I realize he removed his fingers and my climax fades to soft aftershocks. Jesus, I don’t know the last time I came that hard from just fingers, though I can’t remember ever being this worked up. I’m so relaxed I almost forget the other guys are in the room until one of them tugs me to a standing position and turns me around.
I gaze into Aaron’s fierce expression and my heart flutters from excitement. I don’t know if I can come again, but it looks like he’s not done with me. He picks me up and sets me on the edge of the desk and pushes my shoulders down.
He presses my knees towards my chest as I stare up at the ceiling. No one is asking permission or checking to see if I’m okay, and even though I know I can use Sebastian’s and my safeword and all of this would stop, I don’t want it to. I’m their sex doll tonight, and I welcome Aaron’s meaty cock as he sinks into me again.
Since I still have my shoes on, I know this is probably quite the sight with me on the desk as a sexy dude fucks me. I try to picture it as if I was an outsider watching a porno. Shit, I wish we had this on video.
Aaron continues to plow into me and when he presses my knees closer to my chest, my brain switches off again. I keep my eyes closed and drift in a daze of hedonism, unaware of anything but the all-over ripples of bliss. At some point the other guys rotate in and replace Aaron, but I don’t care who it is. No one cock is better than another anymore, and it’s just continuous rapture.
I’m surprised when I realize no one is between my legs. It’s over? I relax and look over at Sebastian, noting the adoration shining from him. My heart pounds and I’m consumed with passion. I love this man with all of my heart. He’s my “one,” no matter how good the other cocks felt.
He walks over and holds me steady as he helps me stand up. My legs wobble in my heels and I would have stumbled if he hadn’t been supporting me. I wrap my arms around his waist and tip my head up for a kiss. He brushes his lips against mine, tenderly. Mmm, this is exactly what I need.
I’m still dazed, and murmur, “Thank you.”
“You’re welcome, love.” He kisses me again, and I smile against his lips.
He pulls away from me and turns to the others. “Well, gentlemen, are you ready?”
They all nod while David states, “Oh yeah, I’m ready to come.”
All the guys have their cocks out. Oh god, this is actually going to happen. I flush as I think about the vulgarity of what I’m about to do.
Sebastian steps aside and motions towards the floor. “Time for you to lie down and get your reward.”
I’m vibrating with desire and my mind goes blank as I catch David ogling me. He’s rubbing himself slowly with pure lust radiating from him. Sebastian helps me kneel on the floor and I stretch out on my back, looking up at the men as they surround me and stroke their cocks.
“You’re a beautiful woman,” David groans as he tugs on his shaft faster.
A shiver of anticipation runs through me. I’m nervous and excited. Do I dare keep my eyes open? I watch fascinated as the guys moan, each person doing what he prefers. David beats his cock furiously, but Brian’s hand moves with long and slow caresses. Leo’s cock jerks in his fist, and Aaron’s strokes are firm and purposeful.
“I’m going to come,” David growls, and I watch his hand on his cock until I’m positive he’s going to explode.
I close my eyes as he moans, and a splatter of wetness hits my face. David coming is the trigger for all the guys and a chorus of groans and grunts fill the air as their cum jets over my body. I imagine it’s just a shower of cum, despite knowing it’s probably only a few spurts each, but fantasizing that I’m being coated in their seed is utterly filthy. As each drop lands on me, it reinforces the thought that I’m being painted in cum.
I’m lost in the debasement of the moment, and I don’t realize they’ve stopped until I hear their clothes rustling as they put their cocks away.
Aaron says, “Fuck, Jasmine. That was wonderful,” and I smile at all the men while they each thank me.
I’m too dizzy to stand up and I drift in a warm, happy place as the men talk in low voices. The office door opens and then shuts, and I feel a presence standing over me. I crack my eyes open. Sebastian and I are alone and he’s staring down at me with a glaze of desire.
“What now?” I ask, my voice barely a whisper.
He takes my hands, helping me get up. “You’re a naughty girl, aren’t you?”
I laugh and hold on to him so I don’t collapse. “You think?”
“Yes, and you look delicious.” He glances down at the cum coating my shoulders and chest and gathers some on his finger and swirls it around my nipple. Oh fuck, that’s hot. My breasts ache and I wish he was sucking on my nipples.
He leads me over to the desk and picks me up, positioning me on the edge again. I spread my knees apart as he stands between them and fumbles with the zipper on his trousers. His hands are shaking, and it hits me that he desperately needs to fuck me. I brush his hands aside and ease Willy from his confinement. I almost giggle when his cock surges in my hand, already wet with pre-cum. Sebastian pulls me closer, trapping his erection against my stomach as he kisses me passionately.
My pussy hums the longer our tongues twirl together, and I moan into his mouth. This experience tonight was amazing, and I need his cock in me to feel complete. I’m the one who breaks off the kiss and I lean back on my elbows.
“Fuck me, Sebastian.”
He grins as he positions his cock against my wet pussy. “Yes, babydoll.”
With a single thrust, he’s buried inside me and I whimper in delight.
“That’s it, Jasmine, take all of me.”
He pulls out partway before plunging into me again. His thrusts are deep and hard, and I can tell he’s not going to wait for me to come. He’s a madman pummeling into me, seeking release, and his desire rekindles mine and the pleasure builds in layers, as I reel towards ecstasy.
As he bulldozes into me, slapping sounds fill the air. It’s crazy how wet I am, but five guys toyed with me so I probably shouldn’t be surprised. Sebastian’s cock is familiar, and him driving into me with an animal fierceness is the perfect finale.
Hunger matches hunger as our bodies collide, and I realize that since none of the other guys came inside my pussy, it’s only going to be Sebastian’s cum dripping out of me on the way home. For some reason that matters to me, and the thought of how he only allowed his seed inside me pushes me over the edge. I cry out and shudder from the force of my orgasm as liquid fire streams through my body.
“Oh fuck,” Sebastian pants, grabbing my hips for leverage as he slams home, repeatedly.
I cling to him as euphoria washes through me.
“I’m gonna come,” he groans, thrusting wildly. “Oh, fuck, Jasmine…”
His words bring me back to reality and I focus on matching his rhythm.
This time it’s me making the demands. “Come for me.”
“Yes. Yes, babydoll, yes!”
He shudders with release as his cum pours into me, sending aftershocks of bliss through my system as my heart races. I watch his face contort with pleasure while he pumps every last drop into my quivering pussy.
After a few moments, he slows down and holds still as he catches his breath. My heart rate evens out and my breathing softens as he slips his cock out of me. When I sit up, he engulfs me in his arms and presses his forehead against mine.
“That was unbelievable,” he whispers.
I snuggle into him and sigh happily. “I love you.”
“I love you, too.” He nuzzles my neck affectionately. “Are you ready to go home?”
“Um...” I look down between us, knowing I just got cum smears all over his clothes.
He laughs as if he’s reading my mind. “Yeah, we’re going to have to sneak out the back.”
As he helps me off the desk, and retrieves my clothes from the floor, I’m struck again by how much I love my husband. We just did the filthiest thing I can imagine ever doing, and he’s joking around afterwards.
I slip into my dress and he zips me up, and I smile softly, reminiscing about that first night in the bathroom with him. Thank God I was pretending to be a bimbo back then. He’s the best thing that’s ever happened to me.
Once I’m dressed, he twines his fingers with mine. “Let’s go, babydoll.”
I give his hand a squeeze and head with him towards the door. I’ll follow this man anywhere.
The End
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Next up: Auditioning The Band


We’re up to the last book in this series! The goal is to make this next one shorter, more like book 1. We’ll see how I do. 
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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. 
End of Excerpt
If you want more, you can find it at:
https://mybook.to/gloryinthenight 
Or get the bundle, Submissive Sharing, which includes the 3 BDSM Couples at Play books at:
https://mybook.to/subsharing
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