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        Free use - A consensual fetish where partners can sexually engage with their partners at any time.

      

      

      
        
        Open marriage - When a married couple decides to open their marriage, hence permitting the other partner to engage in sexual relations or emotional relations with additional partners, male or female.

      

      

      
        
        Swinging - A lifestyle of non-monogamy where sexual relations occur outside the established couple. Swingers tend to avoid romantic attachments with their outside partners, thus differentiating themselves from polyamorists. There is some overlap between the two communities, though the closeness of the comparisons is generally not acknowledged.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        I’m not a slut, I just love love.

        P!nk - Slut Like Me
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      Fantasy Unlimited - Bed and Breakfast is a free-use sexual fantasy series. If you haven’t read Checking In, you can read it for free by clicking this link.

      

      An excerpt:

      
        
        A young blonde woman greeted me as I pushed through the glass doors of the entry. My sight drank her curves as she walked around the edge of the front desk. She was medium height, with blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail that danced across her shoulder as she walked towards me. She wore a form-fitting blue dress that hugged her hips and thighs, coming halfway to her knees. Her breasts swelled and spilled out slightly from the low-cut neck. Her lips curled into a sultry smile as her right hand reached out toward me.

        “Mr. Baker,” she said, as she reached for my bag, “I assume?”

        “Call me Brandon,” I said, letting go of the bag and feeling a jolt of electricity as our fingers grazed each other.

        “Kirsten,” she smiled, dropped my bag on end, and extended the handle. She turned and held the handle in her far hand, reaching back with her free hand to grab mine, “Let’s go, Brandon. Let’s get you checked in. I saw that you already signed the Terms of Use. Did you want to rail me against the front desk?”

        Her fingers were warm, and her grip was comfortable. I stumbled a bit hearing her words but fell in line behind her.

        “Um, Sorry?” I managed. Did she ask if I wanted to rail her against the front desk?

        “Oh, someone didn’t read all of the Terms of Use did they,” Kirstie’s teasing tone and feminine giggle got my cock’s attention, and it tightened the front of my trousers, “This is a free-use bed and breakfast, Brandon.”

      

      

      Then later:

      
        
        I watched in awe as she crashed into another peak at my command, her cunt spasming, gushing around my thrusting cock. I slammed in deep and ground my hips. I was lost in the feeling of electricity ripping up my spine. My cock swelled and then pumped, filling the condom with my entire load.

        “Fuck! Yes! God, I can feel your heat, fuck.” Kirsten called out, her heels digging into my spine.

        My hands lifted and slid under her arms, pushing into her hair. Her strict ponytail had gotten loose in our fucking, and I moved my fingers into her blonde tresses leaning close.

        “Can I …” I managed to blurt before Kirsten’s lips crashed into mine.

        Her tongue thrust between my lips, and I drove my tongue alongside hers. My body relaxed into her, and I felt her rigid nipples press into my chest through my button-down and tee shirt. We shared our breaths as we kissed deeply, our bodies slowly coming down from our peaks. I pulled from the kiss and rubbed my nose across hers.

        “Fuck, Kirsten. We’re going to have a fun week, aren’t we.” I growled, looking into her eyes.

        “Yes, sir,” she sighed, resting under me, not complaining about my weight, “Happy to be of service to you.”
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      My eyes blinked open as the lights in the room were slowly brightening. I felt Kirsten push her bottom into my hip as I lay on my back, one arm behind my head and the other stretched to the side. Kirsten’s cheek was against my forearm, her blonde hair splayed over my arm. My mind started knitting together the events of yesterday—first, the frustration of the last-minute reservation at an unknown establishment. I recalled wondering what exactly happened at a Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast.

      Kirsten’s body relaxed, and her breathing slowed as she slipped back to sleep. I pulled my hand from behind my head and rubbed my face. The details of yesterday pinged through my drowsy thoughts, and I felt my cock throb and start to engorge. I twisted to look to the opposite side and picked up my phone. The screen lit up with the movement, reporting the time as 5:20 AM. I recalled Kirsten setting the alarm via the voice-enabled assistant to 5:30 AM. I deduced the gradual increase in brilliance was associated with the alarm’s appointed time.

      I closed my eyes, and my hand slid under the sheets to grip my thickening cock. I wanted to take the final few minutes before the alarm to savor the fractured memories of the previous days. Kirsten’s blowjob skills were off the charts. The surprising eroticism of fucking her while she did mundane tasks had my balls tightening. I let out a low moan and squeezed the base of my cock, feeling the tip of my cock swell. I rode my hand back up the length of my cock, then used my thumb to slide over the crown and smear my leaking pre-cum along the spongy head.

      I fisted my cock, squeezing firmly. The hard, thick weight of it in my hand as I stroked had me thinking of the next thing I wanted to do to Kirsten. She had a fantastic ass, almost as good as my wife, Meghan’s. I closed my eyes and let out a quiet moan, recalling the scalding hot video call I had while my wife watched Kirsten and me.

      
        
        
        Fuck… I might not make it to the alarm.

      

      

      

      I pushed the light covers off Kirsten’s body and let my eyes wander over her curves as she stretched slightly. Her pert ass pressed back against my thigh as I slowly stroked my cock. She was still asleep, but her little whimper had me imagining she was dreaming about me eating her ass as she bent over the kitchen counter. The next thing I would use my free-use slut for would be to plow into her fine ass.

      Impatient and not caring about waiting for the alarm anymore, I leaned in and kissed the spot behind Kirsten’s ear, making her moan. She woke up and pressed her ass back into my rigid erection. I’d gotten fully engorged remembering our first half day. I remembered one final detail—she’d said she would call her husband before we went to bed and ask about meeting. That made my cock throb against her warm ass cheek.

      “Did you talk to your husband?” I asked in a gruff growl as my hand lifted and gripped her bared breast.

      “Mmmffn,” Kirsten moaned as I tugged at her stiff nipple. “Yes, he wants to meet you and your wife. Would you like that?”

      Her ass pushed and ground against my cock, working back and forth, and my shaft slid between her warm cheeks. I growled and grabbed her hips, grinding into her. I nodded and nipped at the base of her neck.

      “Yeah,” I said. “I’d need to discuss it with Meghan, but she had so much fun yesterday, I don’t think she’d refuse.”

      “Where do the two of you live?” Kirsten asked, turning toward me and running her fingers across my chest. “We live in Fort Worth.”

      “Why are you in Green Bay?” I asked, shocked at how close she lived to us. “We live north of Dallas.”

      “I travel each week to where they need hostesses,” Kirsten smiled. “He and I usually carpool to the airport, then go our separate ways.”

      “I had no idea,” I mused. “I thought they used local talent.”

      “Free-use slut is a specialty,” Kristen giggled. “The pay is excellent, and the benefits are quite extensive,” she purred, dropping her hand to my cock and stroking slowly.

      I pushed my hips into her fingers, then leaned in and kissed Kirsten deeply, my tongue tangling with hers. I moved my fingers into her blonde hair, then gripped and pulled her head back, looking into her eyes and seeing my lust reflected in them.

      “We should meet, seeing as we’re so close.”

      I nodded. “Right now, though, you’re my free-use slut, and I want to fuck your ass. I’ve been in every other hole.”

      Kirsten’s fingers tightened at the base of my cock, and she licked her lips. “Lube is in the drawer in your bedside table.”

      She let go of my cock and rolled onto her belly. I moved to the side and yanked open the drawer, grabbing the black tube of slick gel. I shifted back around while Kirsten pressed up on her knees, keeping her breasts pressed into the sheets and waving her hips.

      “Such a needy slut,” I growled. I smacked her ass, then grabbed her cheeks and pulled them apart.

      “You’re different, Brandon,” Kirsten said softly, twisting her neck to look at me. “The other guys…”

      I focused on spreading dollops of lube around her anus, using one finger to spread her open and press inside. “Go on… the others.”

      “Mmnnn,” she said, feeling my finger penetrate her ring, “I can’t talk about other members. I forgot.” Kirsten pushed back, and my finger sank deeper. “Just know that you’re different, okay?”

      I squeezed some lube into the palm of my hand and then used that to coat my cock. It was hard as granite, and the slick lube was chilly but felt good. I made sure to coat every inch of my thick shaft. My other hand reached between Kirsten’s spread thighs and cupped her sex, pressing into her soaked folds.

      “What’s gotten you so wet, eager girl?” I asked with a low rumble as I fed two fingers into her tight pussy.

      “Everything about you, Brandon,” she said, then pressed back into my fingers. “But you’re playing with the wrong hole. I want you in my ass.”

      I smacked her ass with my lube-slicked hand, then pulled my fingers from her pussy and slapped the other cheek. “You sound demanding for a free-use slut…” I teased.

      I didn’t mind her asking for anything. The way we played got me fired up every time. I moved behind her and notched my thick crown against her gleaming, tight ring, and she wiggled her hips in response.

      “I can’t help it. I need to feel you inside me,” she whined, and I slowly eased my tip inside, feeling her ring stretch open.

      “How many others have taken every one of your holes?” I asked as I bit my lip, feeling her tightness slide down my shaft. The lube made the passage possible, but her ring was super tight.

      “You’re the first, Brandon,” Kirsten said. “I had to ask permission from Mark. God… you’re fucking huge, fuck.”

      “Mark?” I shifted back and then pressed again. Kirsten whimpered from the initial pain. “Is that your husband?”

      “Mmmm fuck fuck fuck… slow… mmm fuck, yes. Mark’s my husband,” she gasped.

      I’d shifted deep inside her ass, angling my hips to press the base of my cock into her round cheeks. I held myself there as Kirsten got control of her breathing. I rocked back and forth, feeling her sphincter loosen.

      “Mmmm, okay,” she sighed, working her hips back towards me and then away. “That feels better now—you’re a big boy, Brandon.”

      I slid my hips back and then jerked them forward, filling her with the sudden thrust, and she yelped and groaned, pushing her face into the sheets. She moved back to meet my thrusts, and my thighs smacked into the round flesh of her ass. I gripped her hips and pulled her back, my cock slamming into her tight hole.

      “May I… fuck, don’t stop… my clit… may… I… oh, yesss,” Kirsten babbled as I rutted into her tight asshole.

      “Get your fingers on your clit,” I growled, smacking one ass cheek and then the other.

      I felt her reach back as I held myself deep. I was getting close, and I didn’t want to explode yet. Her fingers ran along the base of my cock, feeling how we fit together, then slid forward. I could feel the pressure of her fingers as my cock filled her ass. She whimpered again, and I started to fuck her ass, hard and deep. I worked my hips as she muttered and moaned. Words were lost as I took her hard, my thick cock burrowing deeply into her ass. I claimed every inch I could reach.

      “Fuck… may I…” she managed, then screamed my name. “Brandon!”

      Her back arched, and her ass clenched. I felt her thighs press together as she shouted into the sheets. Her ass pushed back into my strokes. I slammed in deep and then released. Her ass was so tight around my shaft that I felt my cum shoot in jerks, emptying my balls into her bowels.

      “Fuck… fuck, yes!”

      I slumped forward, pressing my weight into her as she slid flat on her belly, my cock still wedged in her ass. I kissed Kirsten behind her ear and rubbed my hands along her arms.

      “So, Mark said you could?” I asked, curious about their relationship.

      “No, Mark told me to,” Kirsten said. “He said that when I come home, he wants me to tell him how I became a three-hole, free-use slut for my guest.”

      “I think Mark and I will get along great,” I said.
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      I rested on top of Kirsten until I caught my breath, then lifted my hips and pulled my cock out of her ass.

      “Fuck,” Kirsten whined. “You’re so fucking big. In the drawer with the lube, get the wooden box.”

      “This is your wake-up alarm. Please state, ‘I’m awake, Luxury Suite,’ to turn off the alarm,” the electronic voice echoed at a low volume. Before the phrase repeated, we both said, “I’m awake, Luxury Suite,” in unison, then laughed.

      The feel of her ass clenching as she laughed made me groan, but I pulled my hips back and finished sliding out, then pushed off the end of the bed and walked to the side table. I pulled the drawer open and lifted a wooden box. I grinned when I opened the box and saw the silver butt plug with a pink, faux-jewel base.

      “That’s my plug,” Kirsten said. “Mark wants me to keep your cum inside me.” Kirsten stayed flat, her hips shifted and her back arched, lifting her ass. I moved back around and climbed back on the mattress. “That’s not part of the rules,” Kirsten admitted. “We’re not supposed to bring our kinks and protocols into this space. If you’re…”

      “Shush,” I instructed her, reinforced with a smack to her ass, “I get it, and it’s fine. As you said, I’m different, and so are you.”

      She twisted to look back at me with her bright smile, shifting her ass in my grip. “I didn’t think you’d mind. I’m just such a rule follower.  I feel like a bad girl asking you to plug my slutty ass.”

      I picked up the tube of lube and applied a coat to the flared metal plug, ensuring the thinnest part had a good coating. I smacked her ass lightly, and she giggled and shook her ass.

      “Are you going to get in trouble, wearing this around while you work today?”

      I didn’t want her to get in trouble, but the thought of her being a bit naughty, and on my account, was arousing enough to keep my cock thick and growing.

      “No. It’ll be fine. It’s consensual between the hostess and the guest.” She started to moan as the flared base of the egg-shaped plug stretched her anus again. “Mmmnnnn, it’s only against the rules if it isn’t consensual.”

      “Good.” I grinned and then moved the plug in and out at the widest point, eliciting another moan. “Then you’re my good-girl slut.”

      She grinned brightly at the praise and then shimmied her hips, making the jeweled base gleam as she moved. Her eyes dropped to my thickening cock, and she licked her lips.

      “Looks like you enjoy having a good-girl, three-hole slut to use as you please, Brandon.” Kirsten giggled and slid off the bed. “C’mon handsome, let’s wash the sex off you and get you ready for your day.”

      Like she had the night before, Kirsten focused on washing my body thoroughly during our shower. I grabbed a washcloth and did the same for her. We smiled and talked about nothing important. I didn’t feel rushed, but I knew I had to get ready for work, and I wasn’t looking forward to working. Once we were all clean, Kirsten lowered to her knees and stroked my cock.

      “How about one for the road, big guy?” she asked, then pushed her lips over my crown.

      “Fuck, you’re an insatiable slut,” I said, but I couldn’t keep the smile off my face.

      “For the next two days, I’m your insatiable slut.” Kirsten grinned as she pulled off my cock.

      Kirsten walked past me, then bent at the waist and lowered her elbows to the tiled bench seat at the end of the shower. She looked over her shoulder and waved her ass at me, the pink-jeweled butt plug glinting in the light. Slowly pulling at my rigid cock, I walked over, and she licked her lips. Her eyes dropped to watch my fist stroke to the flared tip.

      “How much time do we have?” I asked.

      “Enough,” Kirsten said and then pushed her hips back until her ass cheek pressed against my crown.

      “No rush then….” I said as I gripped and spread her cheeks apart.

      I pressed my head into her slick, warm folds, teasing my crown up and down and then fitting into her entrance just under the pink jeweled base of the plug. I groaned as I slid inside. She felt tighter than usual, but her cunt was slick as I pushed inside her.

      “You like having my cum trapped in your slutty ass?” I asked with a low growl. The tightness of her channel reminded me that I’d stopped my cum from dripping out with her plug.

      “Mmm, God, yes,” Kirsten said, her hands flat against the tile at the back of the bench, pushing her ass to meet my slow, steady strokes. “I’m going to be thinking of your yummy cum inside me all fucking day, Brandon.”

      I wasn’t in any hurry. I was enjoying the slow, sensual strokes into her tight, slick channel. The way she moaned and pressed back, begging to have me fill her. She groaned when I jerked my hips to drive deep, then ground my hips to shift inside her.

      “You’re going to tease me, aren’t you?” Kirsten whined. “Fuck, Brandon, I want you to fuck me harder.”

      “This isn’t about you, my three-hole slut,” I growled, but I couldn’t help increasing the tempo and intensity.

      “No, it’s all about you, you and your big fucking cock that makes me such a whore for you,” Kirsten moaned out as I rippled my hips and cycled in and out. “I want nothing more than to feel your cock in each of my eager holes. Fill my mouth with your cum… breed my needy pussy… with your swimmers… baptize my bowels… with your thick cream. FUCK!”

      She stopped her recitation and rocked her hips back into my steady hard strokes, looking over her shoulder, her blue eyes bright as she moaned and opened her mouth, crying out with each hard stroke. I leaned forward and gripped a fistful of her hair, arching her neck back and twisting to maintain the intensity of eye contact. I felt her thighs clench, but she couldn’t push back. Her eyes slid back in her sockets as her tight cunt gripped me, then rippled around my shaft.

      Her orgasm set off my own, and I felt that jolt of electricity race up my spine. I bucked my hips forward and released jet after jet into her clenching walls. She was moaning continuously as I drove into her, then pulled back. Like a cat eager for milk, Kirsten spun to kneel on the tiles and sucked my still-throbbing cock into her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, her tongue circling to collect every drop of my cum. I tossed my head back and savored how Kirsten fed on, sucked, and cleaned my cock.

      She pulled off my cock, showed me her mouthful of the remnants of my cum, then made a show of swallowing. She rose and showed me her empty mouth, then wrapped her arms around my neck, and we kissed deeply in the steamy heat of the steady shower.

      “Dry off and get dressed,” Kirsten suggested. “I’ll go get your breakfast ready.”

      I nodded, still buzzed from the orgasm and the sensual kiss we’d shared, then grabbed a towel and started drying off. Kirsten shut off the shower and began her post-shower routine. I checked the time on my watch and decided I wasn’t in a rush. Our early start allowed for plenty of time for fun too. I walked into the main bedroom and then turned into the large closet.

      After getting dressed, I checked to ensure I looked professional in the full-length mirror. I had to blink back the quick fantasy that flashed through my mind of me fucking Kirsten from behind while she watched our reflection in the mirror. There would be time for that later.

      I walked back toward the kitchen and saw Kirsten, with only a white apron, dishing up some freshly fried bacon and scrambled eggs with shredded cheese. She tossed on a couple of slices of buttered bread and slid the plate across the counter.

      “I didn’t know how you took your eggs, so I hope you like scrambled.”

      “This is better than the cup of coffee and cold bagel I usually have, so thank you.” I grinned and began eating.

      “Oh right, coffee!” Kirsten winked.

      She turned around and walked with a roll of her hips to pick up two cups of coffee from the other counter. She pushed my cup across the counter, along with a serving tray of creamers and sugar. I winked at her, took my cup, and sipped. It was pretty good but got better when Kirsten leaned onto her elbows and showed off her breasts as she lifted her cup to her lips. I ate silently and appreciated the view for a few bites while Kirsten enjoyed showing off. She was a flirty exhibitionist, along with being a three-hole slut.

      “What time will you be back?” she asked. “Should I expect you for lunch?”

      “No, the clients always take me to lunch on day one,” I said. “I can beg off tomorrow. I hope to be back here by 5:30, no later than six. I’ll make excuses for any invitations for dinner.”

      “I’ll be here. I get off my concierge shift at 4:30.”

      Kirsten pushed over her unlocked cell phone. “Call yourself, so you’ll have my number. This is another special Brandon benefit. Let’s text today. I think I’ll miss you while you’re gone.”

      “Sure,” I grinned.

      I took her phone, tapped in my number, and felt my phone buzz in my pocket. I let it ring twice, then hung up her phone and slid it back to her. I knew her number would be in my recent calls. My phone kept buzzing, so I pulled it out to look at it. Meghan was calling. I connected the call and put it on speaker.

      “Hey, babe, you’re on speaker. Kirsten is listening.”

      “Babe, I need a Hitachi,” Meghan grumbled. “All my vibrators are dead.”
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      “All of your vibrators are dead?” Brandon repeated. “Why don’t you recharge them?

      “I want to fucking cum this century,” I screeched back.

      I knew I was being unreasonable, but—fuck—I was a needy bitch. I was a bit jealous, I’ll admit it. Watching Brandon fuck his free-use fuck toy on the video call had started a marathon of masturbation and a few dozen orgasms. I tried to get to sleep, but the sounds of them climaxing along with me seeped into my feverish dreams.

      “Meghan,” Brandon sighed, “you need to find a smidge of self-control, babe.”

      Then I heard him kiss the slut, and she told him to have a good day. I tore into him again.

      “Listen, babe,” I sassed back, “I know you’re like on cloud nine fucking your friendly floozy, but I’m a needy fucking bitch, and I need a Hitachi. Or maybe you can get me that Sybian I’ve been wanting. Christmas is coming, my love.”

      “Meg, I love you,” he said. His voice was delighted at my overreaction and sober with husbandly concern. “You know I’m going to be home Friday and make it all better.”

      I sighed loudly; inside, I knew I was being a bitch about this flip-flop of our routine. I was usually the one to brag about riding some young cock, and I knew it got my sexy husband off hearing about my tales. But I also salted my stories with a fair bit of fiction. None of my lovers held a candle to Brandon. Watching him with Kirsten was eye-opening. She was stunning and sexy, and I wanted to be right there in the room with them.

      “I know,” I whined. “It’s just not fair. Miguel isn’t around the rest of the week. Steve is on a trip. Bill is… well, Bill.”

      “Fuck the neighbor,” Brandon said, and it sounded like he was getting out of an elevator.

      “What, you want me to fuck Marge?” Marge was the matronly woman who lived beside us and provided us with cookies and cakes.

      “No, not Marge. Ted,” Brandon said with a chuckle. “Matter of fact, I’m not asking. I’m telling you. Fuck Ted.”

      “Ted?” I asked and felt my eyebrows touch my hairline. “Balding, motorcycle repair guy Ted?”

      “Meg, that’s not a motorcycle,” Brandon said. “Look, I need to go, but I want to hear about what you and Ted got up to. I’m sure you’ll find what is in his garage very fun.”

      Then my loving husband hung up on me. Asshole.

      
        
        
        Ted. Fuck Ted.

      

      

      

      I felt a slight clench in my pussy; it had been whining at me after the last vibrator slowed to a halt. I was adult enough to put them all on their chargers before I called Brandon to complain. I hated to disturb his work, so I was already a bit stressed when I called him. I wanted to call Kirsten, gossip with her, and see what made her tick. While I was slightly jealous—okay, more than slightly—I also recognized another hot wife that loved her husband and loved having sex with guys other than her husband.

      
        
        
        Ted isn’t my husband.

      

      

      

      There was that zing in my core again. Ted had to be at least fifty. He was balding and always seemed on the verge of an epic combover or cutting his thinning hair so short, it was like a cue ball of stubble. To compensate, Ted grew a full beard flecked with random streaks of gray and white. He was always in his garage tinkering with what looked like a motorcycle under a tarp.

      Now I was curious. I knew Brandon would wander over on weekends and talk to Ted while he tinkered. They’d share a few beers and talk man-talk things. I was sure I’d be bored, so I never really took the time to get to know Ted. He had a few tattoos on his forearms and sometimes wore a bandana over his bald head to keep the sweat out of his eyes in the Texas heat. His shapeless coveralls were always covered in grease, it seemed, but it effectively masked the tone of his body. I never noticed any tummy on him.

      Okay, now my pussy was chiming in and telling me to call on Ted. And with my trusty boyfriends tied up to the power grid, I didn’t have much choice. I pulled on a short, satin robe and a pair of panties because the robe was that short. I went braless because I wanted Ted to leer at me a bit; that constantly stroked my ego. Then I opened the garage door and wandered outside to the front of our houses.

      “Hi, Meghan!” Marge sang out, walking up my driveway in her floral mu-mu. “What good timing. I was bringing you some chocolate chip cookies. The grandkids were here this weekend, and…”

      I smiled and nodded but wasn’t listening to Marge’s ongoing gossip. Marge was a treasure, but she had her hand too deep in the cookie jar, if you know what I mean. She was terrific, but we didn’t seem to have the same interests. Hers being confections, and mine being cock. After a while, Marge quieted down, and I took her tray of cookies and slid them onto Brandon’s workbench as Marge wandered back to her kitchen.

      As soon as the coast was clear, I strode out my garage door, made a left turn through the short grass between our houses, and walked into Ted’s open garage. The first thing I saw was Ted’s ass, and, with a tilt of my head, I took a moment to examine and admire his round cheeks. That led to an appreciation of his firm thighs, which did fill out the coveralls enough to make me more curious about what he was packing between them. It was enough of a fantasy that I had to lift and pinch a nipple, which caused me to moan slightly, and that was enough to startle Ted.

      “Oh, Meghan,” Ted said.

      I dropped my hand when he started to turn. I felt his eyes lock onto my traitorous nipple and felt a little zing from my pussy telling me to put it all out there. I let Ted ogle me while my eyes dropped to his groin, and my eyes got wider seeing something stir under his loose coveralls.

      “What brings you by?” Ted asked, lifting his eyes to meet mine.

      “Brandon said you were working on something I’d be interested in,” I said, leaning slightly toward him, my breasts almost spilling out of my robe.

      “Oh, it’s… Did Brandon tell you what it is?” Ted asked, tapping his hand nervously on the canvas that was covering what I thought could only be a motorcycle seat.

      “No, he told me to ask you.”

      Ted looked at me for a moment, then his hand gripped the canvas and whipped it off, revealing a motorcycle. It didn’t have any wheels, though. As I looked closer, I realized it wasn’t a motorcycle. The only thing resembling a bike was the saddle, which was reversed, facing where a rear wheel would have been. Sticking out of the center of the saddle…

      “Is that a dildo?” I asked.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            meghan

          

        

      

    

    
      Ted blinked as if surprised, then followed my eyes to the dildo sticking out of the top of what appeared to be a motorcycle saddle. He nodded proudly, then looked back at me.

      “It’s so much more than a dildo,” Ted said, patting the saddle. “This is the RUINHER-3000.”

      “The ruin her three thousand?” I repeated and shook my head, not understanding what he was saying.

      Ted held up a finger, then bent down and picked up an electrical plug, grabbed a power strip, and plugged it in. Then he lifted one eyebrow and flicked the switch on the power strip. The dildo started moving up and down. Ted had built a fucking machine! The speed was fast and constant, but I got the idea, and my pussy did too. I felt my core clench as I watched the thick silicone dong thrust up and down, and I reconciled Ted’s name for the machine.

      
        
        
        That thing would ruin me.

      

      

      

      “It’s still a prototype, not ready for testing,” Ted said, shutting it down. “I need to put a variable speed compensator on it and wire some controls and overrides. This is going to be better than a Sybian.”

      “Impressive,” I hummed, then shifted my thighs back and forth.

      I’d gotten a bit wet before I walked over, thinking about getting a cock inside me. I mean, Ted wasn’t a looker by any stretch of the imagination, but the little glimpse of his ass and thighs showed promise. The fucking machine did look impressive, and I was about ready to ask…

      “Do you want to be a beta tester?” Ted asked excitedly. “I was telling Brandon about this last weekend, and he said it needed much more work. He was right; this would… well… it’s not ready. But in a few more weeks, it should be good to go.”

      “I’m not going to sign up to beta test that,” I lied; I would totally sign up for that. “Not without Brandon’s knowledge.”

      Ted looked defeated and unplugged the cord. He was so cute, looking all dejected, that I stepped up to him and pushed him back against the side of the machine. He looked up at me with a shocked look as I pressed my satin-covered boobs against his coveralls.

      “Brandon and I have an open marriage, and he lets me fuck anyone he approves of,” I said, slowly looking up and down his face. His grey eyes were fascinating, and his full beard had me thinking it would light my skin on fire. I could see the understanding start to stoke a fire in his thoughts, and I winked at him. “The last words Brandon told me this morning were, ‘Fuck Ted.’ Do you think I could do that, Ted?”

      He looked at me, then it was like a switch went off. “Meg, I’m the one that’s going to do the fucking,” he growled, pushing my robe off my shoulders and stripping me bare.

      My pussy was on board with his assertive attitude, but my mind made me look at the wide-open garage door and the expansive view of the neighborhood outside. It was dark where we stood, but I could see Charles Montgomery mowing his lawn a few doors down. I heard a zip and turned to look back at Ted and his unzipped coveralls. He was utterly nude underneath, and his thick cock was lifting and growing impressively. I licked my lips.

      “Don’t mind old man Montgomery, he’s near-sighted,” he growled as he pushed me to my knees. “You want to get fucked. You start by sucking.”

      Ted’s instant dominance made my knees weak, and I willingly sank to my knees. I lifted my hands to stroke his cock and looked at him. He shook his head and gripped a handful of my brown locks.

      “Uh uh, hands behind your back, sweetheart,” he growled. “Use your cock-sucking mouth like a good girl.”

      Well, fuck if I didn’t feel a dribble of my juices down my thighs as I gripped my wrists behind my back and leaned my open mouth toward his thick, juicy cock. He tugged at my hair, and I moved with his control and sucked his uncircumcised head between my lips. He tasted of sweat and male musk, and my eyes closed at his salty flavor. He gripped my hair and tugged sharply, and I whined around his girth.

      “Uh uh, doll, eyes on me,” Ted growled patiently. “I want to see the begging in your eyes when your cunt starts to make you a needy slut.”

      Fuck, another drip. At this point, I’d leave a puddle on his concrete floor before I got his cock in my pussy. I started bobbing my head to take him deeper, my eyes wide and my neck angled back to keep eye contact. I felt a hum of need as his dark eyes captured mine. It was like a fucking spell, his intense gaze. His fingers on my scalp sparked pricks of pain as he pulled me deeper onto his rod. I gasped around his meaty shaft when my rigid nipples brushed over his bare thighs.

      I could feel his coveralls in a puddle against my knees, then felt him step out of them one foot at a time and kick them across the floor. I swirled my tongue around the bottom of his shaft and then drove my head firmly toward his base. I swallowed the need to gag when his crown tapped the back of my throat, then buried my nose into his black pubic hair.

      Fuck, my pussy was vibrating when I tried to pull back, but Ted’s grip kept me pinned on his cock. “Uh uh, my turn,” he growled, then started to drive his cock in and out of my mouth. I kept my eyes on his and wanted to squeeze my thighs for friction on my clit. But his fucking eyes made me be still. His control of me was absolute.

      Without warning, Ted pushed my head back and drew his cock out. As his broad head pulled from my lips, drool spilled out of my mouth and splattered onto my tits. Ted tugged me up, then twisted to lay me on the edge of the workbench, scattering a jar of screws or something that tinkled and rolled off the edge of the table and onto the hard floor. I gasped at the suddenness, then yelped as Ted smacked my ass.

      “I’m the one that does the fucking, Meg,” Ted drawled. “I want to know you want it again. So beg me for my cock.”

      His hand was already between my thighs, and, like the eager hussy I was, I leaned onto the flat surface and spread my thighs. My rock-hard nipples buzzed against the cool, stainless-steel top as I moaned at the sudden invasion of Ted’s thick fingers into my dripping cunt. I was hanging off the table’s edge, so I couldn’t even rock back into his thrusts.

      “Oh fuck… please… fuck this bitch,” I exclaimed. “Put that perfect cock in my needy pussy, PLEASE.”

      My brain was trying to revolt because I’d never begged for cock before. I was in control of Miguel and my other fuck boys, and they were at my mercy. Ted’s reversal of my modus operandi confused my mind and made my cunt clench around his fingers. He folded his thumb to the top of my drooling slit, and I shuddered as he circled the stiff bud.

      “I don’t believe you. I think you’re just horny and need to cum,” Ted said evenly and patiently as he edged me. “If you can hold off your needy desires, I might believe you’ll be a good whore for me.”

      
        
        
        What the fuck?

      

      

      

      I whimpered and bit my lip. Every nerve in my entire body was screaming for me to release. But I wanted cock; I needed cock. I was a cock whore, and Ted was my dealer. I whined as his fingers plunged in and out, and his thumb strummed over my clit.

      “Fuck, I can’t take it,” I surrendered. “Fuck me or let me cum. I’ll do whatever you want, please.”

      “That’s better, slut,” Ted drawled, pulling out his hand and smacking my ass.

      Ted dug his fingers into my firm cheeks and then I felt the heat of his crown before the delicious drive of his head into my tight kitty. I closed my eyes, and my neck craned back as he slowly filled me.

      “Grab the sides of the table,” Ted growled when he was buried to the hilt. “You’re gonna wanna hold on for this next part.”

      The cocky bastard almost made me laugh. Without warning, he shoved his thumb up my ass, and I screamed at the sudden pain. With his thumb stuffed up my puckered hole, he started to flex those muscular thighs and drive his pole in deep. His strokes were long and steady as I felt the tsunami of lust start in the middle of my violated asshole. He leaned forward, gripped a handful of my hair, and tugged my head back.

      “Don’t scream, or you’ll have Chuck calling the police,” Ted taunted me as he railed me against his workbench.

      Before I could scream out what a fucking god Ted was, his greasy hands covered my mouth and nose. My eyes crossed as his grip tugged my head back and his hips smacked into my ass. The sudden shift pushed the edge I was on backward, but his rough fucking drove me right back toward the pinnacle. I whimpered as he held me arched back and as my body was flexed back and forth, my rigid nipples pinched between my weight and the steel surface of the table. The little zaps of pain in my nipples spiraled me closer to my peak.

      “Be a good girl and cum on my cock,” Ted said. “Show me what a whore you are for my cum.”

      Shit, yes, I’d be such a good girl for Ted. I’d service his cock from dawn ‘til dusk. I’d let him fuck me in the middle of the street while Marge snacked on her fucking cookies. I was going fucking crazy, holding steady as Ted twisted his thumb in my ass and shot me to the moon.

      “I’m going to paint your fucking womb with my cum,” Ted growled. “You want me to put a baby in you?”

      I completely lost it at his filthy words, and my thoughts raced as my body shook and trembled. I couldn’t remember if I’d taken my pill, Ted wasn’t wearing a condom, and fuck… maybe Ted could put a baby in me! I shrieked into his greasy palm and then crumpled onto the table, every last one of my nerves shuddering and sparking. I felt him pull out and then felt hot ribbons of cum decorate my spine and my ass. Then the fucker pushed his hands in and rubbed his cum into a glaze as I fought to catch my breath.

      “Don’t worry, Meg,” Ted said in his normal voice. “Had a vasectomy after my wife died. I didn’t want a child with anyone but her.”

      Fuck me, a dominant with a romantic streak. Ted could ruin me. I rolled over onto my back, then reached and pulled Ted into a hug.

      “I’m sorry for your loss,” I said, at a loss for words, and I hoped my embrace communicated my empathy.

      I was going to tell Miguel and the other boys to fuck right off. Something in me hoped this wasn’t a one-and-done with my next-door widower.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            brandon

          

        

      

    

    
      I held my soda can in one hand and pulled my phone out of my pocket with the other, looking at the text.

      
        
          
            
              
        Meghan: Mission accomplished

      

      

      

      

      

      I grinned as I sat around the conference table while eating a catered lunch of sub sandwiches from a local fast-food joint. I had the time to head back to Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast and eat Kirsten out, but I didn’t want to be impolite to the team. I shook my head; I needed to focus. The session was going okay, but I’d been distracted all morning.

      I was thinking of Meghan more than the delight I knew was waiting and available for me back at my suite. I had talked to Ted half a dozen times the last few months, and he was going on and on about how his machine would disrupt the industry and topple the over-engineered “Sybian motherfucker,” as he spat into the corner of his garage like the name was offensive.

      Ted was an interesting guy—a veteran of 30 years in the Navy as a SeaBee. “That stands for Construction Battalion, not a fucking ocean mammal,” Ted reminded me a few times. He spent his career field-repairing tractors, cranes, and other heavy machinery. Then he’d gone up to Alaska after watching some show on TV, knowing he could sign on with a crew and make some coin.

      “Too fucking cold,” Ted grumbled. “Even in the dead of summer, it’s horrible. I couldn’t sleep because the sun doesn’t ever go down. I was going crazy.”

      Ted always complimented Meghan. “Why are you over here talking to me and not back home, fucking your wife?” It was a common refrain. I didn’t tell him about our arrangement until he started asking suspicious questions about Miguel.

      “Why is that guy fucking your wife, Brandon?” Ted asked one day. “Shit is not cool. I’ll tune him up if you want me to.”

      So I had to explain my near-constant travel and Meghan’s high sex drive. He nodded as if he understood but then shrugged. “That fucker doesn’t know his way around a lawn mower. I’m sure he doesn’t know what he’s doing with a fine specimen like your wife.”

      The more we spoke, the more I liked Ted. I learned that his wife had passed away from breast cancer and that he didn’t want to be married again. I discovered that he adored women, and his machine, he thought, would please them. We talked a lot, and I trusted him. I knew he wouldn’t take advantage of Meghan, but I also knew he’d be different from her younger lovers.

      I laughed at myself, recalling Meghan’s stories. Her paramours were always hot physically but also full of bravado that I knew was bullshit. I could tell when she shifted from recounting what happened to what she wished would have happened.

      I was curious about what she’d tell me about Ted. Only reporting “mission accomplished” was a tell, in my mind, that she wasn’t quite sure what had happened. It could have meant she didn’t like it and did it out of obligation to me. I discounted that because anyone who built a machine probably knew their way around the female anatomy and psyche more than a gardener.

      My phone buzzed on the table, the screen lighting up with a text and Kirsten’s name. I took a bite of my sandwich and started to chew. I pulled my phone below the table’s edge and opened my messages.

      
        
          
            
              
        Kirsten: Hey, handsome, missing you. Are you at lunch?

      

      

      

      

      

      I looked around, and everyone at the table was either talking to their neighbor, looking at their phone, or reading emails on their laptop. The seat next to mine had my computer and the projector, and my other side was empty because it was the wrong angle to the screen I used for presenting. I typed back a message.

      
        
          
            
              
        Brandon: Yes, I’m at lunch. It would be so much better if you were under this conference table.

      

      

      

      

      

      The little white dots started cycling, so I knew she was typing back. I thought about her sweet mouth and how much she loved sucking my cock.

      
        
          
            
              
        Kirsten: Oh, I know exactly what I’d do. Do you want me to tell you or show you?

      

      

      

      

      

      She sent a picture of a life-like dildo, and my cock sprang to life. I looked around, and no one was paying any attention to me.

      
        
          
            
              
        Brandon: Show me. Easier than typing. Fuck, you make me so hard.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Kirsten: You’re hard right now, aren’t you? You want my mouth wrapped around your cock?

      

      

      

      

      

      That text was followed by a photo of her licking around the dildo, eyes staring into the camera. I had to bite my lip not to moan at the thought. I held the phone with one hand and let my other hand rest on my cock through my pants. I was so fucking hard.

      
        
          
            
              
        Brandon: You’re being so bad rn.

      

      

      

      

      

      I tapped with one thumb and slid my fingers along the outside of my cock.

      
        
          
            
              
        Kirsten: I haven’t even started.

      

      

      

      

      

      Another picture with her top off, breasts free, the dildo in her mouth, the silicone base pressed to her lips in profile.

      
        
          
            
              
        Kirsten: I miss your meaty cock in my throat.

      

      

      

      

      

      I looked around, and no one was paying attention. My cock was throbbing, and I wanted more. I focused on the memory of Kirsten’s silky lips coasting over my shaft.

      
        
          
            
              
        Brandon: Nothin’ I want more.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Kirsten: Can I play with my clit, Brandon? I’m so fucking wet.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Brandon: Yes. Show me.

      

      

      

      

      

      While the little dots cycled, I slowly pulled my zipper down. I reached back onto the table and pulled a few napkins into my lap. With one last look around the conference room, I shifted forward in my chair and pulled my cock out of my pants. I squeezed the thick, heavy shaft and stroked.

      Another vibration of my phone and a picture of Kirsten nude, her thighs spread, and her fingers circling her clit appeared. She still had the fake cock in her mouth, but without holding onto it. Her lips hollowed as she sucked the silicone dick. Her free hand cupped and squeezed her breasts, tugging at the nipple.

      I stroked a couple of times with one hand as I tapped out a reply with my other.

      
        
          
            
              
        Brandon: Fuck yes, I can feel your mouth… I want to cum in that slutty mouth of yours.

      

      

      

      

      

      It was a labor to type that with one thumb, and she responded much quicker. My cock throbbed as I read her next text.

      
        
          
            
              
        Kirsten: That’s what my mouth is for. I’m your cum whore, your cum dump. Use me.

      

      

      

      

      

      I stared at her words, and then another picture appeared on my phone. It focused on her bare, glistening cunt and the fake phallus driving inside. She’d sent a GIF, and the image moved in cycles, pushing that cock in and out of her cunt. My hand matched the movement, and I knew my edge was close.

      I cautiously lifted my eyes and looked around. Then, with the image of Kirsten fucking that cock replaying in my mind, I dropped the phone into the side of my chair, grabbed the napkins, and held the wad of paper over my tip. I flexed my hand up and down until my balls tightened, and I felt the pulse of my cum shooting up my shaft. I stifled any sound and tried to keep my breathing regular as I shot my load into the wad of napkins.

      I picked my phone back up with the cock-stroking hand, aimed the camera at the mess of white in the center of the brown, recycled napkins, and sent that in a text to Kirsten. I put the phone face down on the table, crumpled up the mess in the napkins, dropped them next to my phone, picked up my sandwich, and took another bite.

      I realized that I had eaten hardly any of it, and there were only ten minutes before the end of the lunch period. I took another big bite as my free hand pushed my softening cock back inside my trousers and pulled up the zipper. I was presentable, should anyone approach. I took another bite of my sandwich, trying to wolf it down. I flipped the phone around and unlocked it. Kirsten had added a bunch of short messages that had moved her moving image off the top of the screen.

      
        
          
            
              
        Kirsten: Mmmmmm

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Kirsten: Save

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Kirsten: More

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Kirsten: For

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Kirsten: Me

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Kirsten: Thanks

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Kirsten: For

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Kirsten: Lunch

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Kirsten: xx

      

      

      

      

      

      I smiled and took the last bite of my sandwich. I crumpled the soiled napkins with the sandwich wrapper and then stood up to take my lunch to the trash.

      “I’ll be back. I need to take a quick break,” I said to my point of contact.

      “No problem,” she looked up from the email she was busily typing. “Did you enjoy lunch?”

      “It was perfect, thank you.”

      “Good, you’re welcome. I’m looking forward to the next part. Five minutes?”

      “Absolutely.”

      I nodded and left the conference room, striding towards the restroom. My thumb pressed call on Kirsten’s number as I pushed open the door to the men’s room. She answered immediately.

      “Did you?” I growled, not sure if the room was empty.

      “Mmmm, I did, Brandon, all over your cock.”

      “Good girl,” I growled. “I want you to edge, but not cum, three times before I get back.”

      I’d looked and made sure no one was in the stalls.

      “Yes, sir,” Kirsten said. “My pleasure.”

      “I’m going to lick every inch of your pussy as soon as I’m back,” I growled, then hung up.

      I washed my hands in the sink and dried them, then tossed the paper towels into the sink.

      I couldn’t wait for class to be finished, and I would make any excuse to leave early so long as I covered the minimum. Fuck, I loved having a free-use slut.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            kirsten

          

        

      

    

    
      I finished typing the string of short messages into my conversation with Brandon. I wanted to make sure my impromptu GIF of me fucking myself wasn’t on the screen. I noticed he’d stopped responding and then worried someone might be near or looking over his shoulder. My chemistry with Brandon was off the charts, and I was stretching a bit in my eagerness to engage with him.

      
        
        
        Fuck, the man has done a number on me.

      

      

      

      I captured screenshots of my texts with Brandon and sent them to Mark, then added the GIF so he could watch that himself. When Brandon returned, I would tell him about me sharing our sexts with Mark. I felt that Brandon wouldn’t mind, especially after saying he thought he and Mark would get along. He probably had the same arrangement with Meghan.

      I should have gotten her phone number from Brandon because, as much as I was smitten with her husband, I had a massive crush on Meghan too. God, I hoped we could get something arranged for this weekend. I’d only had a taste of Brandon, but I wanted more. So much more.

      
        
          
            
              
        Mark: Fuck, baby. That’s hot as fuck. Do you like being Brandon’s toy?

      

      

      

      

      

      I grinned. I adored that my husband enjoyed my slutty life. His encouragement always made me melt inside. I grinned and took a photo of my face, noticing my cheeks were still flushed. I gave my husband a smile I reserved just for him.

      
        
          
            
              
        Kirsten: I do. So much. I hope we can meet them this weekend.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Mark: Me too, babe. Brandon seems like the real deal from what you’ve told me. Did you find out where they live?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Kirsten: NORTH DALLAS

      

      

      

      

      

      I scolded myself for not telling him that earlier, but my infatuation with Brandon had scrambled my brain. I was daydreaming about crawling under his desk, pushing my lips over his fat crown, and tasting his salty precum.

      
        
          
            
              
        Mark: Perfect. I’ll let you make the arrangements. See what’s best for them.

      

      

      

      

      

      My pussy got a zing thinking about doing this short-term stint extending into the weekend. Maybe longer. I thought about my travel plans back home, and an idea struck me.

      
        
          
            
              
        Kirsten: Daddy, can I change my travel plans and fly back with Brandon?

      

      

      

      

      

      I sent him a wide-eyed selfie with a bit lip.

      
        
          
            
              
        Mark: Gimme a sec, baby girl. Let me check something.

      

      

      

      

      

      I blinked and grinned. Usually, I needed to coax Mark a bit more to get him to give in. Then I frowned. Maybe Shyla wasn’t any fun for him this week. I knew he was in Minneapolis for a new grand opening and was trialing a recruit as part of her onboarding. He was a good mentor, but he also had high standards.

      
        
          
            
              
        Mark: Find out Brandon’s flight schedule. I can probably leave early, and we can fly back to Texas on the jet. I need his schedule, though. Have to go. Love you, baby girl.

      

      

      

      

      

      I grinned at his text. Mark was undoubtedly on board with meeting Brandon and Kirsten this weekend. I flipped to Brandon’s messages and sent back questions about his travel plans. When I saw no white dots, I decided he was busy again, and I needed to get back on the concierge phone. I grabbed my dildo, washed it in the small office bathroom, and stowed it back in the bag I’d carried downstairs.

      I pulled my headset back on, settled into the chair, and felt that twinge of discomfort as my plug sank deeper into my ass. I inhaled a deep breath, closed my eyes, and then answered the first call in the queue.

      “You’ve reached the VIP helpline for Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast. This is Kirsten. How may I be of service,” I checked the readout, “Mr. Carlisle?”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I peeked at the clock at the bottom of the screen. I circled my clit while taking the last call of the day, determined to get one more edge to comply with Brandon’s command for three edges. I tried not to let my off-the-charts arousal seep into my voice.

      “I’m sorry to hear that, Mr. Pike,” I said, biting my lip as my thighs started to tremble. “I can offer you a complimentary stay for your inconvenience. Would you like me to credit your account or make the reservation now?”

      I couldn’t even remember the reason for Mr. Pike’s complaint. As a concierge, I had a certain latitude to offer complimentary stays to help with customer satisfaction. I’d fucking make something up to fill in the blank in the after-call paperwork.

      “Perfect,” I said and clicked the button to assign credit to Mr. Pike’s account. “I’ve added that to your profile. If you have any issues, my name is Kirsten. Have a nice day, Mr. Pike.”

      I hung up and smacked my pussy to keep myself off the edge. The spark of pain, however, nearly toppled me over the edge, and I had to spread my thighs to keep from launching off. I was dizzy with lust from my masturbation but even more with thoughts of Brandon’s cock, the fantasy of meeting Meghan, and what might happen in an executive jet with Brandon and Mark.

      I was leaning back in my chair, taking a deep breath, when I felt two firm hands on my thighs. My eyes flew open and focused on Brandon’s intense eyes. He leaned in and kissed me deeply, not caring that I might still be on the call. His tongue was insistent, as was his growl.

      “I almost ruined my trousers because of you,” he grinned as he pulled on my bottom lip with his teeth.

      “I’ll do better next time and pack you a second pair.” I grinned and kept my legs wide.

      His voice and intense eyes kept me on edge. Brandon dropped to his knees, his hands sliding under my ass and lifting me off my office chair. My skirt was still raised from my fingering, and his mouth had a free path to my molten pussy. I bucked my hips into his lips as he started to feast on my cunt, and my hands gripped the back of his head.

      “Fuck, Brandon… FUCK.” I was already wound tight, and his tongue swirling around my clit was spinning me up like a tornado. “I’m not going to be able to hold it,” I whined, my hips curling against his insistent mouth.

      “I don’t care. This won’t be your only orgasm,” he growled, looking up at me. “Cum for me, my three-hole slut.”

      My thoughts were buzzing, and I was supposed to still be on the phone for five more minutes. My control was gone with this man feasting on my cunt. I tried to slow my mind and be a good checked-out, free-use whore, but I couldn’t—not with Brandon lapping my clit like a fucking hummingbird. My back arched, and my thighs clamped around his head. I choked out a scream and hardly cared if I was still on the line. Brandon took that moment to slide his thick fingers inside me, press into my g-spot, and pump into me.

      My eyes clamped shut, my hips rocketed up, and I squirted all over his face. Stream after stream shooting out and dripping down his chin and into a puddle on the floor. He growled some praise words, but I was fucking gone. I bucked and shivered, my nerves forcing my thighs to quiver and clench. My entire body levitated as Brandon rode his fingers into my g-spot, prolonging my orgasm.

      I inhaled sharply, not realizing I’d been holding my breath, then curled over his head and held on. “Mercy, fuck… Mercy… No more…” I cried into his hair, fingers combing through the short, trimmed stubble on his neck. He pulled his fingers out and sucked on their tips, then stood up. I slumped back in my chair, limbs akimbo.

      “Let’s get you back to my room. I’m not done with you yet.”

      I think I nodded. I know I didn’t say anything. My limbs were lax and loose as my eyes tracked Brandon walking around. He pulled my headset off my ears and then looked to find the stand and hung them back on it. I panicked for a moment, thinking I was still online, but the indicator light showed I was offline. I knew I had to finish some after-call work for what’s-his-name? Mr. Poke?  I couldn’t even remember his name. I took a deep breath and tried to get my brain to work correctly.

      I tried to lift my finger to point to my laptop, and I think I said “Laptop,” but it might have come out as “Fucking hell, Brandon, what did you do to me?”

      “Just the laptop?” Brandon asked, and I smiled and nodded.

      I guess I said the right thing. I waved my hand and unsteadily pointed at my bag, and it was a precise-enough gesture that Brandon slid my laptop inside and then shouldered my bag and his backpack over one shoulder. Then he bent and slid one arm under my knees, the other behind my back, and hoisted me into his arms. I slipped my arms around his neck and rested my head on his shoulder, letting my eyes close.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            kirsten

          

        

      

    

    
      I kept my arms around Brandon’s neck, and he carried me effortlessly. He stood and waited for the elevator in the lobby, then held me in the elevator until it stopped. I felt him pause and start to reach for his pocket when we got to the entrance to his suite.

      “Just say your name, remember?” I whispered in his ear.

      I smiled as he said his name aloud and then brushed my fingers through his hair, staring at his profile as he carried me into his suite. Brandon gently lowered me to the white leather divan, and I sighed as I rested on the soft leather.

      “I’ll be right back,” Brandon said, and he left my bag beside me and carried his into the bedroom.

      My brain was still a bit frazzled from the marathon of orgasms Brandon had given me. I had been edging since lunchtime thinking about this man that I’d only met the day before. He plugged my ass this morning, and every shift of my ass in my chair reminded me that his cum was pooled in my bowels. As Brandon had instructed, my languid edging through the afternoon had three peaks.

      The first was after I’d returned from my lunch break, fresh from our sexting interlude. The call queue was quiet, so I returned to our text conversation and swiped through it with one hand circling my clit. I felt my heart speed up as I re-read our texts and remembered my excitement at teasing Brandon with my dildo and pictures. I remember the feeling of fucking myself and filming it for him. I felt naughty knowing that I was encouraging him to masturbate in the middle of a conference room of people. That thought made me stop and pull my fingers away before I crested past the edge.

      I cleaned off my fingers by sucking my tangy juices with my tongue. then found a tissue to dry my hand. Letting my mind return to the present, I answered several calls in the queue. Mostly mundane reservation changes or room requests—Bill Pasternak in room 302 was going to have a fun night with the St. Andrews Cross tonight with Tori from Tampa Bay. I reviewed the hostess list and recalled a few other names. I’d been doing this long enough that they were becoming familiar. The hostesses had backgrounds as exclusive escorts but wanted to travel more and have more job security than managing their clientele.

      I was a bit unique because, being married to Mark, I didn’t need to work. Mark and I had discussed this when we got married. I didn’t want kids, nor did he. I enjoyed being an escort and the feeling I got having sexual encounters with various men. Mark didn’t want me to stop that lifestyle. He had similar proclivities. We lived a swinger lifestyle but traveled to different locations separately during the week. I let my fingers circle my clit again as I recalled how good it felt to have a supportive husband. It wasn’t for everyone, but we made it work.

      After stopping my ascent to bliss at a frustrating point, I cleaned off my fingers again. It made me focus on Brandon. He had such a natural dominance to his persona. He took control like it was a comfortable jacket. I knew he was hesitant at first—all new members were. Once he’d read the rules, his natural assertiveness and control came to life. His dominance was a quiet confidence, and he wore it like a bespoke suit. His request for three edges wasn’t something I’d usually entertain with other guests, and a hostess still held control with consent. It would be easy for me to claim that wasn’t allowed; there were plenty of citations on consent in the rules and guidelines. As I was on the call with Mr. Pike, I realized that I didn’t care about the policies and regulations. Not with Brandon—I’d bent so many already.

      Recalling Mr. Pike and my unfinished work, I grabbed my laptop out of my bag. My mind had finally stitched back together after Brandon shattered it into a thousand pieces with his tongue and fingers. I started my laptop and logged back into the system. After accessing the call log and finding Mr. Pike’s entry, I added my after-call notes and put in the reason for the complimentary weekend as “hostess provided.” I had an allocation I could use to smooth over customers and plenty to tap into. I tried to recall why Mr. Pike was upset, but my fingers were pushing inside my pussy at the time, which kind of blanked my memory. I just entered “Customer dissatisfaction” as the option and typed in vague notes that would cover the log entry.

      I frowned at myself. I was usually much more professional in my work ethic. Brandon had gotten under my skin. I brought up my schedule for the next day and noted my shifts. I needed to focus on my work a bit more. Brandon would understand.

      “You look deep in thought,” Brandon said as he sat beside me on the white leather divan. “Everything okay?”

      “Yes, everything is great,” I said and plastered on a smile. Brandon didn’t need to hear my worries right this instant. “How was your day?”

      “I was a bit distracted, to be honest,” Brandon said. “I really enjoyed lunch, but I also realized that was very unprofessional and a disservice to my clients. Tomorrow I need to focus better.”

      I smiled as I realized how in sync we were; it amazed me. I reached out, took his hand, and rubbed my fingers over the back of his hand.

      “I was thinking the same thing,” I admitted. “I’m sorry I was such a tease. It affected my work too, and I pride myself on my professionalism.”

      “Don’t be sorry, Kirsten,” Brandon said, looking at me with a smile. “I loved it and don’t regret what we did. I regret that I’m not that great at compartmentalizing.”

      “Yes, me too,” I smiled and leaned in to kiss him softly.

      I ran my fingers along his jaw, enjoying a lingering, soft kiss of his firm, gentle lips. His kiss ignited a tremor in my core, and I wanted to sink deeper against him. Instead, I pressed my hands to his chest and leaned back. My eyes held his as my tongue brushed over my lips.

      “I need to ask you a question, if that’s okay?” I asked. I was his free-use, three-hole slut. He could veto anything anytime, and I’d enjoy whatever he needed from me, but I needed to ask about his travel.

      “Sure,” Brandon said with a tilt of his head and concern in his eyes. “What’s up?”

      “Did you get my text about your travel plans?” I asked, slipping my legs under my ass, my skirt covering my hips. “I wanted to discuss something with you.”

      “I did,” Brandon said. “My flight is scheduled for Friday morning. Why?”

      “I think you’ll like this idea,” I grinned. “What if we could fly back Thursday night, would that fit with your travel plans?”

      “Well, it’s hard to change travel this soon before the flight….” Brandon said, and I held up a hand.

      “You don’t need to change; you need to cancel your flight,” I said. “Then you can fly back with Mark and me on his jet.”

      Brandon’s eyebrows lifted. “Mark’s jet… Where is Mark now?”

      “Minneapolis,” I said. “He’s cutting his trip short and thought we could fly back and get an early start on the weekend.”

      “This weekend,” Brandon said with a bit of a question in his tone. “I haven’t discussed it with Meghan. Before making drastic changes, I’d want to ensure she was okay with it.”

      “Call her, and I’ll call Mark,” I said. I dug in my bag for my phone while Brandon pulled his out of his front pocket.

      I felt a shiver in my core the more I thought about spending a weekend with Brandon and Meghan. About introducing them to Mark. My mind was racing with the possibilities, and I felt a dribble of arousal slip down my thigh.

      “Babe, I’m going to put you on speaker,” Brandon said into his phone. “We need to talk about this weekend.”

      “What about this weekend?” Meghan’s voice echoed as I heard Mark’s voice in my ear.

      “Did you get Brandon’s plans?” Mark’s voice was low and intense, like I’d interrupted him, but he took the call anyway.

      “I have Brandon and his wife on speaker. Am I interrupting?” I said.

      “No, give me a second,” Mark said. Then I heard the phone go silent; he’d pressed mute. I moved the phone beside Brandon’s between us on the leather sofa.

      “Hi, Meghan,” I said aloud, and she sucked in her breath.

      “Kirsten,” she said softly. “So good to hear your voice.”

      Brandon grinned at me and nodded at me. I smiled back and lowered my mouth closer to Brandon’s phone.

      “How would you like to hear my voice right in your ear without a phone in between us?”

      “Mmmm, what are you saying?” Meghan’s voice was low, and I detected a hint of arousal.

      “Babe, I’m here,” Mark’s voice returned, sounding more relaxed.

      “Who’s that?” Meghan said, a little shock in her tone.

      “Mark is my husband. Honey, meet Meghan and Brandon.”

      “Mark, it’s a pleasure to meet you,” Brandon said confidently.

      “Um, hi,” was all that Meghan could manage.

      “Pleasure is mine, Brandon,” Mark said. “Kirsten has told me a lot about you. That’s unlike her when she’s working. I want to meet you and your wife in person. I want to do it this weekend. Do the two of you have any plans?”

      I grinned as my husband took control of the conversation. He was an alpha male that usually got what he wanted. He was never a bully. He just knew instinctively what to say to get his way. I felt another tremor in my core as Brandon stared at me and spoke.

      “I would like to invite you both to my home,” Brandon said. “Honey, will Thursday night be any trouble?”

      Damn if Brandon didn’t also have an alpha male side. I trembled as these two men made another drip of arousal slide down my thigh. I waited breathlessly for Meghan’s reply.

      “Fuck, yes,” Meghan said breathlessly. “I mean, I’m sure we can accommodate last-minute guests.”

      “I’ll have Kirsten get things lined up,” Mark said. “My jet will be in Green Bay around 6 PM; any issue Brandon?”

      “No, that should work perfectly,” Brandon said, pushing his pants down and releasing his rigid cock.

      “I’d like to speak to Meghan alone,” Mark said, which made me look at the phone instead of Brandon’s cock.

      Brandon reached and picked up my phone. “I’ll text you her number. Babe, are you okay with talking to Mark?”

      “What part of ‘Fuck, yes,’ was confusing to you, baby?” Meghan said, and Brandon chuckled, typed into my phone, handed it to me to read, and I pressed send.

      “Perfect,” Mark said. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Brandon. Meghan, I’ll call you right back in five minutes; don’t let it ring twice.”

      “Yes, sir,” Meghan said as Mark hung up. Then she said, “Bye, babe!”

      The phones went silent, and it was just Brandon and me—and his thick throbbing cock.
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      As I reached for Kirsten, the phones were forgotten almost before they were silenced. My fingers slid through her blonde locks and gripped. She was already leaning towards my rigid cock, licking her lips like the good cocksucker she was, and I tugged to hold her back. She let out a whine and her eyes lifted to seek mine.

      “I’m in control here,” I said in a low voice. “Strip.”

      Kirsten’s eyes flared as she nodded. I relaxed my grip on her head, and she rose to her feet, pulling her dress up and off, revealing that she was completely naked underneath her navy-blue dress. Once she’d tossed it away, she slid her hands behind her back. I could tell she gripped one of her wrists as her hips swung slowly back and forth. She remained silent and only lifted a brow.

      I let her stand there as I unbuttoned my shirt and pulled it off, along with my T-shirt. I enjoyed the way she looked at me as I stripped. I pushed my pants the rest of the way off after kicking off my dress shoes. I’d gone without boxers, so the only thing left was my socks. I pointed to the floor at my feet.

      “Knees.”

      Kirsten was lowering to the floor before I finished that short word. Her hands remained behind her back. Her thighs opened so I could see her glistening cunt. She arched her back and thrust out her tits. Her posture was the picture of submission, of a slut who knew her place was on her knees, ready for serving. I reached and pushed her hair to the back of her head and gripped a handful of her golden tresses.

      “Open,” I growled.

      She hardly waited for my mouth to move, but I wouldn’t hold her back anymore. I needed her mouth on my cock. With my tug of her hair and thrusting movement, my cock slipped into her mouth. Her tongue swirled to coat my shaft with her spit. She moaned as she tasted my swollen crown. She pulled back and looked at me, a silent question in her eyes. I nodded; I wanted to hear what she wanted to say.

      “I can taste you,” Kirsten said. “I can taste what you did at lunch, Brandon, and it makes me drip. Every time I shifted in my seat, your plug inside me made me want to be here—on my knees. You don’t know what you do to me. I can’t get enough of you.”

      I pulled her back onto my cock, and her eyes closed as I drove my hips forward and pushed into her throat with a growl. I’d heard every word, and my balls tightened at the sincerity in her voice.

      “Fuck, Kirsten, you’re my eager slut, my cock-sucking whore,” I growled. “You’ve been on my mind all day. I can’t get enough of you.”

      I pulled her off my cock, watching saliva drip out of her mouth. I pulled her back up to stand and twisted her around, bending her at the waist. Her hands pulled from behind her and pressed into the sofa’s leather. I glanced down at my cock and saw a smear of red lipstick. How she was leaning over the couch reminded me of the ottoman in the dressing area, and the mirror I’d looked at this morning.

      “I want to fuck you in front of the mirror in the closet, but I want your lipstick first.”

      Without any questions, Kirsten leaned into her bag and pulled out her lipstick, handing it to me. She started heading to the bedroom with that sway to her hips, making my cock throb. I followed behind her, enjoying the view. She turned the corner into the main bedroom, then another turn into the dressing room. She looked over her shoulder at me while she assumed the same position that she’d been in on the ottoman.

      “Like this?” Kirsten asked as she bent at the waist and shimmied her chest, making her breasts sway.

      “Perfect,” I replied, pulling the lid off the lipstick and turning to the mirror. I watched her eyes. I used her lipstick to write along the top of the mirror:

      
        
        BRANDON’S

        THREE-HOLE

        SLUT

      

      

      I applied the lipstick liberally, and the red was stark in the reflection. I lowered my eyes to look at the reflection of Kirsten’s—dark with lust. She breathed in shallow breaths, and her thighs were pressed together and shifting.

      “You’re damn right I am,” she said as I walked back behind her and smacked her. “Now use me; brand those words into my eyeballs. I want to see that when I sleep.”

      I smacked her ass again, then pushed my fingers between her thighs, cupping her sex. She was dripping onto my fingers as I slid the tips along her lips and then circled her clit. “What made you so wet?” I asked. It was difficult not to sink my cock inside her and fuck her hard, but I wanted to hear her beg. She’d been edging all afternoon, and I drank the benefits of that long tease when I ate her out at her desk. I wanted to watch her come apart again. I wanted to watch her come apart in the fucking mirror.

      “Don’t tease me,” Kirsten whimpered, her thighs tense. I slapped her ass firmly as she tried to press back into my fingers.

      “You’re a statue,” I growled. “Do statues move?”

      I realized I was asking her questions while also reminding her that she was a statue. She trembled as she looked into the reflection, her eyes wide. She remained silent as she eye-fucked me while I circled her clit.

      “You may talk.” Another swat to her ass. I glanced down to see her flesh blush and redden. “What do you want?”

      “I want what you want,” Kirsten said with a tremble in her voice. “Your pleasure is why I exist.”

      I stared at her, then notched the tip of my cock against her tight opening. “Good girl,” I growled, staring into her reflected eyes as I drove inside her. She trembled but maintained eye contact as I sank all the way in. I gripped her hip and squeezed with my fingers, wanting to leave bruises. I pulled back and slammed in again, my hips smacking into her ass. I fucked her hard and deep. Her blue eyes stared unblinking into my reflection.

      “Read it…” I growled, unrelenting in using her for my pleasure, which only made her pleasure spiral higher.

      “Fuck….” Kirsten said, losing a bit of her composure. “You’re so fucking big, Brandon. I’m your….”

      I smacked her ass. “Read. It,” I growled again.

      Her eyes broke focus with mine and lifted to the mirror, “Brandon’s mmmnnf Three unnnnh Hole fuck Slut.”

      
        
        Smack

      

      

      “Again,”

      “Brandon’s… Three… Hole… Slut.”

      
        
        Smack

      

      

      “Brandon’s… Three… Hole… Slut.”

      
        
        Smack

      

      

      “Brandon’s Three HOLE SLUT.”

      
        
        Smack

      

      

      “BRANDONSTHREEHOLESLUT.”

      “Cum. Slut.”

      Her intensity had risen as she recited the words. I watched her eyes flick back and forth, down the mirror, moving back to the top for each new repetition. When I gave her the command to cum, her thighs clenched, and I felt her cunt ripple around my cock. I kept fucking her hard, and she read and babbled.

      “Brandon’s three-hole slut, Brandon’s three-hole slut, Brandon’s THREE-HOLE SLUT!”

      Another peak shot through her, her arms gave out, and she slumped to the ottoman. Her pussy was spasming around my cock as I wedged it inside her and pushed her into the top of the furniture. I pulled out and rolled her onto her back. Her thighs and lower legs were trembling, and her eyes rolled back.

      “My three-hole slut,” I growled and pulled her plug out of her ass.

      I grabbed her ankles and pressed them up and back, bending her knees and folding her in half. I held both ankles with one hand, but Kirsten sensed what I needed, and her manicured nails gripped the backs of her thighs. When I pulled her plug out, I grabbed my cock, slick with her juices, and pressed the flared tip into her ass. I entered her ass for the second time today with a slow press. I drove all the way in, as deep as I could.

      “Fuck, your ass is tight even after being plugged all day. Continue.”

      Kirsten looked confused, but she nodded as I tipped my head to the mirror. She rolled her head back to see the blood-red letters. “Brandon’s three-hole slut,” she continued her mantra. I drove my cock into her tight ass and started a hard pace. I reached and gripped her neck, holding her down, while Kirsten continued to read, reciting her mantra, words running together as I tore into her hard and fast. My free hand gripped her breast, milking her rigid nipple and tugging hard.

      “Fuck Brandon!” Kirsten screamed. “I am your three-hole slut! Please, let me CUM!”

      “Cum,” I growled.

      I plowed my cock in deep and released my second load of the day into her bowels. Her legs clamped together, pulling away from her hands as they fell splayed out to the sides of her head. Her body tensed and shuddered as my cock pulsed in jerks, emptying all I had into her. I pushed her legs apart and slumped over her. My hands pushed into her blonde mane and gripped. “My three-hole slut,” I growled. I relaxed against her until we both caught our breath.

      I rolled to the side and lay beside her on the ottoman. Kirsten turned and laid her head on my chest, fingers sliding over my body. I smiled and looked down at her. “What do you think Meghan and Mark are talking about?”
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      The phone rang, and I didn’t recognize the number, but I knew who would answer. That deep voice I’d heard talking with Brandon made my core clench. Would I meet him? Would I meet Kirsten? I didn’t know who I was more excited about meeting face to face. The silence after the first ring snapped me out of my reverie just as I felt the buzz of the next ring.

      “Hello. It’s Meghan,” I said quickly, then blushed as it sounded eager, even to me.

      “Meghan, this is Mark.” His voice was deep and confident. “I know things are moving fast. I wanted to check with you and ask if you have any concerns.”

      “It’s all happening very quickly,” I admitted. “I have spoken to Kirsten, and, for some reason, I trust her. I love my husband, and so trust is implicit between us. We wouldn’t be having this conversation if it wasn’t.”

      “No, that’s correct.” His cadence was clipped, professional. I could tell he spoke carefully and had an air of authority. “If I didn’t trust my wife, none of this would be happening. We have an open marriage but have had minimal opportunities to meet other open couples.”

      “Very much the same,” I said. “I take it you travel often?”

      “That’s correct, Meghan,” Mark said. “I own the Luxury Suites Bed & Breakfast chain with some business partners. I’ve made my fortune in hospitality, but I found this niche with a market where travelers will pay a premium for our experience.”

      “Free-use sluts,” I said. “It sounds very sexist.” My tone wasn’t accusatory, more of a tease. I liked to poke my potential partners, not just roll onto my back and spread my legs. Though Ted might make me want to do that; I was still buzzing from our midday fuck.

      “Meghan,” Mark chuckled, “we have hosts and hostesses for the pleasure of our members. We are open to all genders and sexual preferences. The members fill out an extensive survey, and their preferences are kept in our secure database.”

      “Stop, you’re making me hot,” I teased.

      I was happy to hear that. Ever since Brandon explained his change in the reservation, I’d been intrigued. I was curious to get Kirsten’s view. I had never been a prostitute or a paid escort. I loved sex with other partners when my husband was gone. We wanted to try swinging, but we’d had some poor experiences. From what I knew about Kirsten, we had a lot of similarities.

      “Sorry,” Mark said with that low laugh that clenched my core. “I’ve been in business mode today. Let’s start over. I’m Mark, and I’d be delighted to enjoy your hospitality this weekend.”

      “I’m Meghan, and call me Meghan, never Meg,” I said, then smiled. “I’m looking forward to entertaining you and your wife. When will you be here?”

      “We plan on taking the jet from Green Bay into the DFW area Thursday evening,” Mark said. “Text me your address so I can have my pilot make the flight plan to the closest airport. Also, this weekend is my treat, I’ll be glad to cover any costs. I don’t want you to worry about anything.”

      “I appreciate that,” I said.

      The fact that Mark was thinking ahead, planning, and even considering a possible inconvenience for me was a refreshing change from the casual attitude of my younger paramours. Maybe they would become ex-lovers.

      “In fact,” Mark continued, “I’m going to have my assistant give you a ring in the morning. She can help you with any arrangements. She knows my preferences and will make sure we have everything we need.

      “I’m going to trust you, Mark,” I said. “I’ll send you my information as soon as we hang up.”

      I felt my tummy clench. Would this call involve more than just coordinating a weekend visit? I slid my fingers over my lace panties and felt they were already damp. Mark’s confidence was already pressing my buttons. I stifled a moan as I circled my clit.

      “Unfortunately, Meghan,” the low growl in his voice as he said my name almost had me moan aloud, “I have to end this call prematurely. I have a business meeting to attend. My PA will be in touch. May I contact you again at this number without going through Brandon?”

      “Yes,” I said, biting my lip in frustration. “Text or call anytime, Mark. It was a pleasure.”

      “The pleasure was mine, Meghan. Sleep well.”

      He ended the call. I held my phone in two hands, added Mark to my contacts, and then texted him my home address. I looked for the little white dots to see if he’d immediately respond. They didn’t appear, so I slid my phone onto my bedside table’s charging pad and grabbed my trusty rabbit vibrator. Fully charged, it wasn’t long until my eyes were closed, and I was screaming Mark’s name, lost in a dirty fantasy.
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      Kirsten and I shared a shower after a short rest on the ottoman. I enjoyed access to her round ass and soft breasts, and she enjoyed teasing my cock to full hardness again.

      “It’s amazing how quickly you recover,” Kirsten grinned. “I like that my charming presence so easily turns you on.”

      I laughed and then cupped her bare sex. “I get hard knowing that your cunt is already wet and needy,” I growled in her ear. “I don’t want to fuck you in the shower, though. I want you to dry off, fix your hair and meet me in the bed. How long do you need?”

      “Fifteen minutes,” Kirsten said. “I’ll just do a blowout and put on a lace thing I picked for tonight.”

      “Such a good three-hole slut,” I said. I kissed her, grabbed a towel, and headed to the main bedroom. “Fifteen minutes, a spanking for every minute you’re late. I’m going to check in with Meghan.”

      She waved as I turned into the main bedroom, still drying off from the shower. I grabbed my phone off the side table and slid into the leather chair. After I unlocked my phone, I tapped Meghan’s name and sent a message.

      
        
          
            
              
        Brandon: Hey, babe, still up?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Meghan: Yes. Mark’s PA is coming tomorrow to get all set up.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Brandon: That’s all he called for?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Meghan: He had a meeting.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Brandon: That sucks. I thought one of you would seduce the other

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Meghan: Baby, I love that you think I’m a slut ;)

      

      

      

      

      

      My phone lit up with a video call from Meghan.

      I answered, and her eyes were big, a pout on her lips.

      “What’s wrong?” I asked.

      “I miss you,” Meghan said. “I… it’s been a weird day, and I miss you.”

      “I miss you too, love. We’ll be back the day after tomorrow. All of us; that’s exciting, isn’t it?”

      “Something to look forward to, but not the same as having your cock inside me,” Meghan said, the remnants of her pout still present.

      “How were things with Ted?” I asked. “‘Mission accomplished’ was somewhat vague.”

      “Baby, Ted… Ted was incredible,” Meghan said breathlessly, and her eyes widened, lips curling into a smile. “Would you be alright if I broke it off with Miguel and saw more of Ted? Actually, I might break it off with all my boys. They aren’t doing it for me anymore.”

      “You should do that. Miguel was never right for you,” I said. “You need someone like Ted. Don’t you?”

      “Brandon, I need someone like you,” Meghan cooed. “But Ted might be an acceptable substitute when you’re away.”

      “Meghan,” I smiled to myself. “Fuck Ted. Tonight. I don’t care if you spend the night there or he stays over. I want you to fuck him again.”

      “Yes, sir,” Meghan smiled and blew me a kiss. “I’ll … I’ll do that.”

      The screen went blank, and I grinned. If I’d read things correctly, I knew her mind was already thinking of how to approach Ted. I laughed to myself, knowing that Ted would probably continuously surprise her. Much like Mark was a surprise. I was never one to have a dick-measuring contest with rivals. I was confident in myself and our relationship. Mark felt like he mirrored my strengths, and I looked forward to meeting him and learning more about him.

      “Are you coming to bed, Brandon?”

      Kirsten stood as a silhouette at the door to the bathroom. I felt deja vu as the track lights illuminated her shape when she turned off the lights in the bathroom behind her. She wore a black, lace teddy and nothing else. A contrast to her pure-white lingerie from the night before. This was more of a slut vibe, and I felt my cock throb and stiffen.

      I didn’t answer her. I just stood up, and my towel dropped. My erection rose as I watched her push the sheets back and crawl on her hands and knees to face me in the bed. I strode to the bed and crawled onto the mattress as I stroked my cock. Kirsten licked her lips, and I nodded while guiding her head to my cock. She sucked it between her lips, and I groaned at the sensation.

      Something between us had shifted in the day and a half that I’d known Kirsten. I’d used prostitutes and escorts before after we’d opened our marriage. The interactions always left a bad taste in my mouth. I never asked for a second date, and they never spent the night. This would be the second night with Kirsten in my bed. It felt different, more connected than random, one-night stands.

      She continued to suck on my cock, and I looked down at her. Our eyes met as she pulled back and lifted her hand to stroke my stiff shaft.

      “Take off the teddy,” I said softly. “I want us both naked and you on your back.”

      I was comfortable being blunt and taking control. After the second day we’d shared, I didn’t want to fuck her. I wanted to feel something. Her eyes grew big, and she smiled, and I knew she agreed.

      Silently, Kirsten rose on her knees, holding eye contact. She peeled the straps of her teddy off her shoulders and then shimmied it down her body. Her large breasts sprang free, and her nipples were stiff and mouthwatering. I watched as she pushed the black lace down her hips and then rolled onto her back, pulling the garment off and tossing it to the side of the bed.

      “I’d like that, Brandon,” Kirsten said. “I want to look into your eyes tonight. I want to get lost in them.”

      I grinned and crawled forward, tracing kisses up her taut abdomen. She spread her legs apart as I crawled over her, then hooked her ankles behind my thighs. I felt her reach between us as I took a moment to suck on a stiff nipple. She groaned and arched, pushing the hard nub between my lips. I felt her slide the tip of my cock around her slick lips. I pulled my lips from her nipple and moved over her.

      Our eyes locked. I felt her push me into her core and heard her hitch a ragged breath as I pressed myself into her. Her hips shifted up as I sank into her depths. Her hands slid along my sides, tracing her nails lightly along my skin. I cycled with slow, indulgent strokes, thrilled at how her muscles clenched around my cock. I reached for her hands, gripped her wrists, and pushed her hands above her head. She nodded but didn’t break our intense gaze as I held her wrists firmly against the sheets.

      I paced myself by slowly driving my cock in, grinding, and pulling out. We matched our arousal and built slowly, in sync with each other as our lovemaking grew deeper and turned more insistent. I slammed into her, and her mouth opened, gasping into the air, and my moans and grunts echoed off the walls. We pushed each other to our peaks, then crested together. Words weren’t needed as I captured her mouth and swirled my tongue breathlessly against hers.

      After kissing and enjoying her under me, I rolled to the side. Kirsten moved and tucked her ass against my groin, becoming the little spoon. I pulled her into my chest, then pulled the covers over us. I kissed behind her ear, and bliss washed over me. I fell asleep, knowing I would enjoy the next two days with this woman in my arms.
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      There is a lot more to come in the Fantasy Unlimited - Bed & Breakfast universe. Sexy hot wives, open marriages, lots of steamy uninhibited sex. Be sure to grab a free book and sign up for my newsletter to get updates when the next edition of this free-use fantasy releases soon.
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      “Meghan,” Brandon said in his no-nonsense tone that made my tummy flutter, “Fuck Ted. Tonight. I don’t care if you spend the night there or he stays over. I want you to fuck him again.”

      “Yes, sir,” I smiled broadly, thinking about how to seduce my geeky tinkerer next-door neighbor. I blew my husband a kiss and then ended the video call. I was just in a long sleep shirt, but after rocking my world this morning, I thought Ted deserved something spicier.

      I pulled off my tee shirt and tossed it on my unmade bed. Most of this afternoon was spent sprawled out and recalling the way Ted had taken control and fucked the life out of me on his workbench. My toys had all lost their charge, making me call Brandon to complain about him not being home. I never had before, but I was suddenly less than enthusiastic about my young boy toys, and more interested in the gruff older man next door. That is why I was now picking out a naughty outfit to meet my surprisingly dominant neighbor.

      Holy crap, Ted had really done a number on me, pushing me through a series of toe-curling orgasms with his thumb twisting in my ass. He’d taunted that he would breed me before covering my ass and back with his hot seed. Fuck, it was such a turn-on to have him spread his jizz all over my back, and I thanked my stars I had a husband that allowed me to fuck anyone he told me to.

      Afterward, Ted was the perfect comforting partner and cuddled with me until I caught my breath. Ted made sure I had some water and even gave me a package of peanut butter cups—he kept a stash in his garage. He softened back into the large, tattooed teddy bear I was used to seeing fiddle in his garage workshop as he waved goodbye. It was an illusion because his coveralls masked his well-toned and muscular body.

      I fluttered my eyes, recalling what was under his ever-present outfit. Holy shit, Ted was a surprise. I pulled down a black lacy baby doll nightgown and slid it over my head. The neck was high and enclosed my bare breasts in a flowery black lace pattern. The bottom of the teddy hit me just past the curve of my ass. I pulled on a matching pair of black lace boy short panties. I took a spin checking myself out in the mirror. I applied a bit of mascara and eyeliner to highlight my eyes, smeared on lip gloss, then pressed my lips together as I pulled my hair into a messy bun.

      I was ready for Teddy. God, do you think he’d let me call him that? I giggled. No, he probably would not. I was daydreaming about what would happen next as I walked across the dark garage and out the side door facing Ted’s property. I strode barefoot through the well-trimmed grass; at least Miguel, my former boy-toy, was better at cutting grass than he was and giving me orgasms. I stopped outside Ted’s side door to his garage.

      Should I go around to his front door? Would he even hear me knock? I looked around and thought maybe he’d hidden a spare key. I checked under the weird garden gnome and a flower pot with a dead flower. Nothing there, so I gave up and knocked on the door.

      “Took you long enough,” Ted’s electrically amplified voice said from a hidden speaker, “What were you looking for?”

      “A spare key,” I said to no one. I made fists and rested them on my hips, looking around, then finally tipped my head up and spied a small red light just under the eve. I focused my eyes and whispered, “Are you going to let me in, Ted?”

      “It’s open, Meg.”

      That was the other thing; no one called me Meg. My name was Meghan. Ted just picked Meg out of the fucking air and glued it to my breast like a name tag. I was a bit irritated.

      “My name is Meghan, Ted,” I said to the camera as I twisted the knob, opened the door, and walked into Ted’s workshop. I looked around; the layout was familiar. I needed to walk around the canvas tarp-covered prototype fucking machine, and then the door would be right…

      The door opened, and a non-Ted-shaped silhouette blocked the entry. The light flicked on when the shadow reached and flipped up the switch, and I had to squint to see who it was. Two words into her following sentence, I knew who Ted’s company was.

      “Hello, Meghan,” Marge, my cooking-baking next-door neighbor, chirped, “Ted was telling me about your little adventure this afternoon. Did you have a good time?”

      Marge wasn’t wearing one of the shapeless mu-mus she always wore when she delivered cookies. No, this was a completely different Marge. She wore a pair of flannel pajama bottoms in a red tartan pattern and a matching red tartan blouse unbuttoned. Her bare mid-drift was exposed, and the swell of her breasts pushed the blouse out. I was shocked; Marge was a curvy BBW with her hair down, her silver curls framing her smiling visage. Oh my god! I was checking Marge out!

      “Marge, what are you doing here?” I asked, my arms wrapping around my lace-covered chest. I wasn’t trying to seduce Marge, for fucks sake. She seemed so confident standing there, unashamed of her curves. Why was I covering myself up? I willed myself to put my arms down. I tried to stand normally in a sexy black nightie, and I wasn’t acting naturally.

      “Probably the same reason you are, dear,” Marge smiled, took a step towards me, and held out her hand, “Come on, I don’t mind sharing. It might be fun.”

      “Fun…” I repeated inanely but took her hand nonetheless. Her hand was firm and warm, and she squeezed me. Wait, sharing… what were we going to be sharing? Oh my God! Why did my pussy clench at the thought of the two of us on either side of Ted?

      “Yes, Fun. I know you get along with all sorts of boy toys,” Marge said, and I was chagrined that maybe I wasn’t quite as discreet as I thought I’d been, “I’m glad you finally got to have a taste of real man. Ted was happy with the development too.”

      “Are you…”

      “Together? Oh heavens, no, dear,” Marge laughed, “Once Harold passed, fuck cancer, right? Once he passed, I didn’t have it to move another man into my bed. Ted and I are fuck buddies.”

      ‘Fuck buddies?” Jesus, could I make a sentence using my own words. Get a grip Meg—Meghan. Holy fuck. I was spinning as the new revelations just kept coming. Did I forget my fucking name?

      “Yes,” Marge laughed again and escorted me into Ted’s main bedroom, “I thought Miguel was yours. What’s happened? Did the boy bore you?”

      I swallowed as I looked at Ted, lying on his back, paging through… was that a romance novel?
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      Lucky Sluts is now available on Amazon:

      https://mybook.to/LuckySluts
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      Hank's spicy stories are packed with sizzling sex, mind-melting orgasms, and heartwarming romance. While not always having a happy ever after, his endings always end up happy for now.
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