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      Free use - A consensual fetish where partners are allowed to engage with their partner 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.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        We travel, some of us forever, to seek other states, other lives, other souls.

        Anaïs Nin
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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 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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      “We should get you to your suite,” Kirsten whispered in my ear, “We can’t just lie here in the reception area all day.”

      “Why not?” I asked, still catching my breath.

      “The next guest is due to arrive, and I need to give Steph some time to do… clean up.”

      “Right,” I grinned and pressed a kiss to Kirsten’s lips.

      I rose and helped her sit up on the edge of the counter. I took a moment to look around the reception area now that I wasn’t balls deep in my sexy free-use slut for the week. My jacket and backpack had been flung to the side, and my roller bag had gotten kicked onto its side. The reception desk had Kirsten’s breast marks on it from when I first bent her over to rail her against the counter, and there was a bit of a puddle just in front of my feet.

      I started to pull the pieces back together as Kirsten slid onto her feet, still clad in stilettos, and pushed her skirt back down her thighs. I was still buzzing from what we’d done. I reviewed in my mind the last hour since I pulled into the Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast in Green Bay, Wisconsin. I could look out the lobby’s glass doors and see the looming stands of Lambeau Field, yet I was discovering something completely new on this side of the glass.

      I’d been traveling steadily for the past few years. With a steady cadence of three-day trips, they ended up five days away from home, going to and coming back via the airport. My wife got frustrated quickly, and I completely understood her frustration. I wasn’t going to fuck around on her while I was traveling, but she was home, bored and alone. After a few months of steady travel, we discussed it and agreed to open our marriage. Meghan is a stone-cold fox with lush brown locks, full natural breasts, trim and lithe from running and yoga. We had an incredible sex life when I was home, and the spice was fading into monotony with my road warrior routine.

      I recalled our challenging conversation and how much it reinforced our love for each other. For the sake of our relationship, we opened our marriage sexually. Which meant that we both were free to engage in sexual affairs; the only caveat was that we had to tell each other everything. While I didn’t engage in many affairs, Meghan had many liaisons with various men she trusted to be discreet. She was hot, but she was my wife. She loved the sex, but she loved me more. Most nights when I was on travel, she’d call me to tell me everything. I loved it, knowing she’d be waiting for me when I came home. She is my hot wife, who enjoyed letting her fly her freak flag, which only made me love her more. I was sexually satisfied listening to her tales and masturbating. It might not be for everyone, but we were making it work.

      Until this morning, my reservation was switched from my ordinary corporate hotel to this swanky modern bed and breakfast. I didn’t know until I arrived that Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast locations were free-use friendly. I was stunned when Kirsten greeted me on arrival and asked almost immediately if I wanted to fuck her over the reception counter. I should have read the Terms of Use that came with my complimentary year-long membership, but I threw caution into the wind and freely used Kirsten to take the edge of my travel woes by fucking her to two orgasms before filling a condom with my cock wedged deep inside her.

      “Let me take care of that,” Kirsten said, peeling said condom off my semi-rigid phallus.

      “Umm, thanks,” I said, then tucked my cock back into my pants. I adjusted my clothes, then rubbed my hand through the stubble of my short hair behind my head, “So, where is my room?”

      I don’t know why I was suddenly bashful; maybe I was thinking about Meghan. Honestly, I couldn’t wait to tell her about my incredible early afternoon. I wondered if she’d gotten nice good rutting from Miguel, our twenty-something gardener. I felt Kirsten’s hand grab mine, and I blinked back to the present.

      “You’re in one of the top-floor suites,” Kirsten said, then giggled, “Welcome back. It looks like you took a little trip.”

      “Yeah,” I said and hooked my backpack over my shoulder, carrying my heavy winter jacket, “I just recalled everything. I wasn’t expecting….”

      “A free-use slut all to yourself?” Kirsten finished with a grin pulling my roller to the elevator, “I think you’ll get used to it. We have many repeating customers.”

      “Yeah, I think I could get used to this,” I nodded as I stepped into the open elevator behind Kirsten.

      I pushed her up against the wall as the doors closed, and she moaned, “Mmm, hungry again already? Press the top floor,” she groaned as my hands gripped her hips and pulled her back against my stiffening cock.

      I stepped back, twisted to press the 5th-floor button, then faced Kirsten as she turned around. She pulled down her dress top, and her breasts bounced free. I reached my hands out to her tits, and her hand pushed into my groin and cupped my thick staff.

      “How many rooms do you have?” I asked as I kneaded her breasts and enjoyed her moan as her eyes flared looking at me.

      “Six in all,” Kirsten said, stroking my cock as the elevator rose slowly, “The top two floors are single suites, while each of the bottom two floors has junior suites. We have six free-use sluts for our guests, assigned throughout their stay. The bottom floor is the lobby, a gym with a sauna, a pool, and a hot tub, then our service areas. “

      The elevator dinged, and I added a firm pull on Kirsten’s hard nipples as I turned around. The door opened to a small enclosed atrium with a single entry. I patted my pockets, looking for a key, making Kirsten giggle.

      “No one ever reads the Terms of Use,” she sighed, “Say your name. We captured your voice print automatically when you confirmed your reservation.”

      “Brandon Baker,” I said, in the same tone I’d used with the reception operator.

      The door clicked, and Kirsten opened the door and pulled my roller in behind her. I followed, hung my jacket on the hook by the door, and dropped my backpack against the wall. Kirsten had paused, then resumed walking into the open-style room. All the furniture was leather in different colors. There was a section of dark black leather and another composed of modern, sleek white leather furniture. I followed Kirsten’s swaying ass as she walked towards a large king-sized bed, but she turned into the closet, pausing to look at me.”

      “You’ve been a gentleman, Brandon,” Kirsten said, “So I’ve felt comfortable with everything we’ve done up til now.”

      I raised my brow slightly because bending a woman I had just met over the reception desk to fuck her silly wasn’t gentlemanly behavior, but I nodded. I suppose I may have been tamer than other men presented with the opportunity I’d been.

      “Well, in context,” Kirsten said as if reading my mind, “I need you to read the Terms of Use while I put your clothes away. I’ll gladly blow that magnificent cock of yours until you finish. But we can’t do anything else until you read and understand the Terms.”

      “Completely fair,” I said and pulled my phone out of my pocket.

      “Good boy,” Kirsten giggled and rose to kiss my cheek, “Make yourself comfortable. This won’t take long.”
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      I grinned at Kirsten’s flirty comment and her sweet kiss and wandered to the other side of the expansive suite, drawn to the dark, comfortable leather furniture. I turned and sat into the plush leather of a large armchair, leaned into the back, and spread my thighs out comfortably. I unlocked my phone, returned to my emails, found the one with the Terms of Use, and opened it to read.

      The document’s start was almost boilerplate legalese, and I quickly swept through it. I swiped back when I recognized a blue link in the middle of a long paragraph. I focused on the text, and it mentioned that the rules around a platinum-level stay were listed at the link highlighted. I read back, and the section had run down the various levels of the membership and what they were entitled to as part of their stays. That was pretty normal for any of the big brand hotel chains.

      I clicked on the link for the platinum-level information and was greeted with a login screen; only it had a button to record your voice to gain access securely. Working in technology, this was a rare type of authentication but a unique method to keep things secure. I typed in my full name, clicked the record button, and recited my full name as I had done earlier. The screen shifted to a welcome screen and a menu of rules.

      I sensed movement and lifted my eyes from the screen to see the delectable sight of a completely naked Kirsten pacing her way toward me. She’d even taken off her stilettos and walked toward me barefoot on the plush carpet.

      “I see you found the rules,” Kirsten said, sinking to her knees, “Keep reading, and I’ll take care of this.”

      She pressed her fingers into my growing cock, then slid them up to unbuckle my belt again. I lifted my hips after she unbuttoned and unzipped my trousers and reached to pull down my pants and boxers in one smooth motion.

      “Mmmm, feeling hungry?” I managed as I sank back into the warm leather leaning back and edging my ass closer to the chair’s edge.

      “Yes,” Kirsten said, licking her lips, “I was thinking about your yummy cock while putting away your clothes. Now I’m hungry to taste it again. Be good and read the rules. There might be a quiz.”

      With that, she lowered her head and swirled her tongue around my crown, and my eyes almost crossed at the sensation. I had to close my eyes and take a long slow breath to keep myself from dropping my phone and gripping Kirsten’s ponytail again. After finding a calmer place, I opened my eyes and resumed reading the rules.

      Most rules were standard for executive perks, special floors, and amenities. A reserved room for catered meals or cocktail hour. It took a while to get into the free-use clauses. There was a long section discussing consent. The hostesses (their designation for what Kirsten called a free-use slut) were consenting to a sexually free-use dynamic for a single assigned customer. There were a few caveats, and consent could be withdrawn if the hostess felt unsafe or the dynamic with the assigned partner didn’t mesh. Then an alternate hostess would be assigned. There was also a rule against sharing hostesses with other guests. It was clear an assistant was monogamous with their guest.

      I was brought back to the present by a gentle cupping and then a slight pull on my balls. I looked down, and Kirsten slipped her mouth off my cock and grinned.

      “I have to tell you a secret, Brandon,” she said and took a long lick from my root to my swollen crown, “It’s fucking hot when a guy is serious about understanding the rules. I’m enjoying myself, but I wanted you to know I appreciate your diligence.”

      I seriously considered tossing my phone, hauling Kirsten up by her ponytail, and bending her over the arm of my chair, but instead, I grinned, winked, and went back to reading the rules. I tried not to show her how hot I thought she was, to see how that played into her kinks. What made her purr? I felt her purr at my dismissal as she deep-throated my cock and ran her tongue along the base of my cock. I had to stop myself from crushing my phone at the feel of her showing me how much she appreciated my seeming indifference to her oral skills.

      Several slow blinks later, I focused back on the rules. The rest seemed pretty standard for a swinging club or contract. Meghan and I had tried to join a secretive group back home, but my schedule limited us from enjoying the club. There were standards for regular testing for STDs, health checkups, and protocol for birth control options that the hostess was to enforce at their discretion.

      The following section described protocols for violating the rules or injury to the hostess that fell outside the rules. Any BDSM interactions were to be discussed and negotiated limits; no marking was allowed. Any breaking of consent was subject to investigation, and outright rape would be reported to law enforcement with cooperation from the management. Each hostess wore a beacon that she could activate at any time to alert the security team on location.

      Everything seemed sane and safe. The impact was to play within the rules, and there would be no problems. Play outside the rules, and all fun would be cut off, and the consequences could involve serious ramifications.

      I closed my eyes before reading the last section on locations and select resorts. I laid the phone on my chest and pushed my fingers through Kirsten’s hair, giving a firm tug, then letting my fingers ride on her scalp as she sucked my cock, keeping me hard. I felt my balls tighten as she looked up at me, her eyes big and blue gazing up in a fog of lust.

      “It’s okay if you want to cum,” Kirsten hissed, pulling off my crown, “I can tell you want to—blast your load in my mouth, Brandon.”

      My head rolled back, and my hips rocked into her willing mouth. She was correct; I was right on the edge. I allowed myself to let go, and soon my thighs tightened and back curled as my balls throbbed and filled Kirsten’s warm mouth with my hot seed. Fuck, it felt good to release deep inside her, showing her how much I appreciated her skills.

      I watched as Kirsten’s eyes half closed as her throat worked, and she sucked up my spurts and swallowed. My fingers relaxed the combed through her honey-blonde tresses, and I felt her purr around my sensitive glans, feeling her tongue circle and clean every crevice. With a satisfied grin, she pulled back and then ran her tongue along the sides of my shaft, her eyes watching mine the entire time.

      “How far did you get?” Kirsten said as she rose and crawled into my lap, pushing her thighs astride mine.

      “Locations and special resorts,” I said as I picked my phone up from my side, where it slid down during my orgasm.

      My other hand ran up the outside of her thigh as she slowly wormed her hips and ground her wet lips along my softened cock. Kirsten ran the tip of her tongue along the bottom of her upper lip as she dropped her hips and circled. The pressure of her teasing gyrations was already bringing my cock back to life.

      “So you’re past the rules,” Kirsten said, “If you don’t have any questions, you can review the locations—later.”

      “In that case, it’s whatever I want, right?” I said, lifting my hand to cup her breast and squeeze.

      “That’s right, handsome,” Kirsten said with a moan as I pulled at her nipple, “You’re in charge, and I am your plaything anytime, even when I’m on duty elsewhere.”

      “In that case, I need a shower,” I said with a smirk, “Go get the water hot for me, just short of scalding.”

      “Mmm, yes sir,” Kirsten said, slipping back off my thighs and standing, “Leave your clothes here. I’ll tidy all this up later. Don’t take too long.”
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      I watched Kirsten’s supple ass sway as she walked back towards the main bedroom and turned to the right and out of sight. I scraped the back of my head and looked at my watch. I was due to call Meghan and let her know I was safe at the hotel. I knew she’d want to tell me about her day, but I also wanted to explain the change to my reservation and this unique bed and breakfast. I knew that was more than a couple-minute conversation. I also knew I’d keep nothing from her. I dialed Meghan.

      “Hey, hot stuff,” Meghan cooed in my ear, “I was waiting for your call. I want to….”

      “Babe, I want to hear all about it,” I interrupted, “I need to tell you something. I need you to listen, okay?”

      “Honey?” Meghan’s tone changed to concern, “Okay, I’m listening.”

      “My reservation changed, and I’m at a new place, Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast.”

      “Fantasy, Brandon? What kind of place are you at?” Meghan’s voice shifted again, curiosity threaded into every syllable.

      “For a platinum-level member, it’s a free-use facility,” I started, then just kept confessing, “I was assigned an exclusive hostess. She calls herself a free-use slut. And the first thing I did was fuck her over the reception desk.”

      “Brandon!” She said, more shocked than angry, “Free use? What does that even mean?”

      “It means for the next three days—I can fuck her any way I want to. She just got done giving me a blow job while I read the rules, and now she’s waiting for me in the shower.” I paused and stood up, putting the phone on speaker and resting it on the arm of the chair. “So I’m stripping nude and going to the shower. Our call will have to be a little late.”

      “Fuck, baby,” Meghan’s voice was now low and lusty, “Let me see her, I trust you, and I love you; I just want to see what your fuck toy looks like.”

      I could tell that Meghan was already letting her fingers do the walking with small little moans as she spoke. I pulled off my shirt, my pants, and my socks off. I grabbed my phone and switched the current call to a video call, standing naked next to my chair, my cock rising to the sound of my wife’s soft moans.

      “Show me,” I said when the video call connected.

      “Only if you show me,” Meghan said as her face filled the frame, her brown curls hung loosely around her face, and she panned down to her bare breasts as I walked to the main bedroom. I turned to the right and saw the bathroom was open. The shower had a glass wall, steam drifting above the glass wall about four feet tall. Kirsten smiled at me as she saw me. Her blonde hair turned darker and plastered behind her head from the water. I lifted my phone.

      “My wife wants to see you,” I said, “Does that break any rules?”

      “It’s okay with me, Brandon,” Kirsten said louder than necessary.

      I grinned as I looked at my wife’s expression as she heard Kirsten, “Oh fuck, you’re not playing baby,” Meghan cooed, and she looked at me, “Flip it… I want to see your slut.”

      I flipped the phone to the front camera as I stepped into the shower outside of the spray. Kirsten posed slightly, showing her profile, one leg bent at the knee.

      “I’m Kirsten,” she said, “Thank you for sharing your husband with me this week.”

      “Meghan,” my wife said and stopped talking as her eyes moved, watching as Kirsten continued to preen. I flipped the phone to the front camera and slipped next to Kirsten, pulling my arm around her. My cock pressed against her thigh as I posed selfie style with my free-use slut for my wife.

      “Fuck Brandon,” Meghan said as I watched her eyes. I moved the phone, so nothing was hidden. Her eyes got more expressive as the view changed to my cock pressed against Kirsten’s hip. I felt her hand wrap around my shaft and give me a slow stroke. I stifled a moan. I watched my wife’s eyes narrow.

      “He’s clean,” she said to Kirsten, “I get tested every week, and so does he. But he doesn’t fuck around, though I want him to. Are you clean, Kirsten?”

      “Both me and my husband Mark are tested weekly,” Kirsten said, “He’s probably balls deep in one of my colleagues in another state right now.”

      The view on my screen changed and slowly exposed every inch of my beautiful wife’s naked body, then focused on her fingers pushing between her legs and her hips pressing forward. Kirsten’s grip on my cock tightened, and I heard her moan in concert with my own as we watched.

      “Fuck him good, Kirsten,” Meghan said with a breathy moan, “Just remember he comes home to me when work is over.”

      The screen went blank, and I lifted the phone over the divider and placed it on the edge of the wall, safe from water sprays. I looked back at Kirsten; my eyes were dark with lust. She looked back at me with her bright blue eyes, wide looking like a deer caught in the open.

      “Do I need to find a condom?” I tilted my head and stepped closer.

      Kirsten shook her head, “I believe your wife, and I’m on birth control,” she turned against the shower wall, pushed her ass back, and reached for the shampoo.

      I watched as she poured shampoo into her hands and then massaged the suds into her hair. I stepped closer and took the invitation of her offered ass. I gripped her hip and guided my cock into her opening without delay. Kirsten let out a long moan as my cock drove so deep my hips compressed her firm ass, but she kept shampooing her hair like that was why she was in the shower.

      I was already half gone at the feel of her tight cunt and how it rippled around my shaft. Kirsten was playing out a fantasy in her mind as her head tipped back, eyes closed, and mouth open as she moaned with each of my strokes. I moved one hand to a breast slick with shampoo, and I had to wash it away before finding a firm grip.

      “Yes, fuck me, Brandon,” Kirsten said, fingers curled in her hair and scrubbing.

      Her fingers tightened and pulled at her wet hair. The hot stream of water washed the suds away, and Kirsten blinked and looked at me. We stared at each other as I fucked her hard. Now clear of any suds, Kirsten checked back into the sex we were having and pushed her hips back into my thrusts.

      “This is crazy,” I grunted, “So fucking good, your cunt is tight and slick… I can tell you need to release. Fucking cum for me, my free-use slut.”

      “BRaaannndonnnnn,” Kirsten shouted, her body shuddering as her cunt clamped around my cock.

      I powered my hard dick deeper into her tight clenching sheath, then my mouth fell open, and I roared, “FUUUuccckkk!!” As my back arched, my hips drove deep and jerked as my cock pumped my hot seed into Kirsten’s womb.

      I pushed into her as my hips trembled, her hands flattened against the wall, then her breasts did too. I pressed my chest against her back, leaning into her flushed body. My body stilled as I pressed her against the wall.

      “Don’t move, Brandon.” Kirsten said, soft and tender, “Just for now, stay right there.
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      After we recovered from our shower sex, Kirsten insisted that she wash me. First, I sat on the bench, and she shampooed my hair while her lovely breasts bobbed in front of my eyes. Then she got soap and one hotel washcloth and washed my chest. She had me stand up so she could do the same with my back. Her fingers pressed into sore muscles, and the slippery suds merged into a skillful massage. Then she dropped to her knees and scrubbed my legs front and back. Finally, she used the soapy cloth on my cock, which had risen to the occasion. Kirsten smiled at me as she soaped up my balls and eventually pushed the washcloth between my ass cheeks.

      “I like that you are getting hard again, Brandon,” Kirsten said as she stood and rinsed the washcloth.

      “In your company, it’s difficult not to be hard, Kirsten,” I said and lifted my hand to cup and grip her breast.

      I expected her to pull back or mention that we’d have time to play after we’d dried off. Instead of withdrawing, Kirsten leaned her chest into my hand. She pressed into my grip when I lifted my other hand. I enjoyed the heft and feel of her full breasts and pulled at her nipples as they hardened under the attention. Kirsten’s eyes were focused on her hands, turning me in the spray to sluice the suds away. She concentrated on her task like I wasn’t kneading her breasts and pulling her nipples.

      I pinched one nipple hard, and she winced, finally dragging her eyes from her work to look at me.

      “I … don’t you like me touching you?” I finally asked, releasing her nipple.

      “Fuck Brandon, I love the way you touch me,” Kirsten said, then focused again on rinsing me.

      She moved behind me and kept her hands moving with a purpose. “It is hard to explain, but I’ll try. I find free-use to mean that I’m available for your use and pleasure to the point where my pleasure is secondary. My tasks are my focus. It’s a kink that gets to me.”

      “How?” I asked, and my mind went blank when Kirsten gripped the base of my cock.

      “Pretend you’re a statue, Brandon,” Kirsten said, “You can’t move. You are a rock. You can’t moan or make any noise. You’re just made of stone.”

      My cock may as well have been as Kirsten stroked down my length. I played along, kept my gaze fixed, and kept my muscles still. Her lips pressed against my back, “Good, just be still.”

      She pulled out the little container of hair conditioner and poured some into her palm. Then used that as a lubricant and stroked the cool, slick gel up and down my cock. I emitted a small grunt, then forced myself to be quiet and breathe slowly and even.

      “Do you know how hot it feels to make a statue grunt?” Kirsten said.

      She kept stroking, swirling the palm of her hand around my swollen head. Her breath on my neck was like fire. I stayed as still as possible, but my breathing started to slip, and my core tensed as her fingers and hand flexed along my rock-like shaft.

      “The power it takes to make stone shudder, Brandon,” Kirsten moaned and nipped my ear lobe, “I know we’re still in the shower, but this makes me so wet.”

      I couldn’t help but bite my lip. My thighs were stiffening and clenching. I’d never been so ready to cum without moving a muscle.

      “I saw that lip bite. Do you want to cum for me, Brandon?” Kirsten giggled and sighed, “If you cum right now, you won’t be able to fuck me after we dry off.”

      My eyes blinked rapidly. I felt like I was signaling that I was a captive to this fascinating woman stroking my cock. Part of me refused to break. I was stuck as stiff as a statue while she stoked my cock faster and tighter.

      “Are you imaging fucking my tight wet cunt, Brandon?” Kirsten’s breath caught. She must have felt my cock pulse, “You want to explode deep inside me? Close your eyes, but don’t move.”

      I closed my eyes and did not whimper as her hand slipped off my cock. I stood still as I could, shivering in place. I sensed her movement, but I was without any bearing with my eyes shut. When her lips sealed around my crown and I felt her push her throat over my throbbing cock my knees buckled. I had to reach and grab wildly for the tiled edge of the shower as my balls gave up the fight and pulsed my cum into Kirsten’s mouth. I kept my eyes closed as my hips shook.

      “Fuckkkkkk,” I groaned, letting my eyes open to look down at Kirsten’s big blue eyes.

      I watched as she bobbed up and down, tightened her lips, and pulled her mouth off my cock. She wiped her lips to ensure she kept every drop, then smiled wickedly as she rose and leaned into me. She pressed her lips against me, then pushed her tongue covered in my spending between my lips. I savored her tongue and the taste of the salty tang of my cum. We kissed deeply, tongues moving against each other. Finally, she parted the kiss.

      “When you use me, Brandon,” Kirsten said, “and I want you to use me when I’m busy and preoccupied. I want you to feel the power it takes to make a statue come alive. Will you do that this week? Will you promise me now to bring me to life over and over again?”

      I nodded, speechless. The whole encounter was beyond my experience. I was usually in control when I had sex. To only feel what was done to me was incredible. Kirsten stepped past me, turned off the water, and handed me a towel.

      “Yes,” I finally answer the question aloud, “I promise.”

      “Good,” Kirsten smiled, “Time to dry off.”
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      We both toweled off in silence. My mind was still processing the incredible sensations of holding still, having Kirsten stroke me to a mind-blowing orgasm. That led me to think about shower sex, the blowjob in the big leather chair, and bending Kirsten over the reception desk. Kirsten looked at me and giggled, pointing at my cock. I looked down, and incredibly it was rising again.

      “Well, Brandon,” Kirsten said, hanging up her towel and starting towards the suite, “You might be ready for more, but I need to hydrate. Do you want some water?”

      “Yeah,” I gave her a lopsided grin, “It’s been an incredible day.”

      “We haven’t eaten. Do you want me to make something?” Kirsten said, walking back out into the expansive suite. She paused at my chair and slipped on my button-down shirt, buttoning up a few buttons and leaving the neck open. She smiled back at me as she rolled up the cuffs. “Each room has a full pantry. I can whip us up something.”

      “That sounds good,” I grinned back, “For some reason, just a grilled cheese sandwich sounds wonderful.”

      “That’s one of my specialties,” Kirsten said, “I’ll put the rest of your clothes in the laundry. Why don’t you go put on something comfortable? All your things are hanging in the closet.” I watched as Kirsten lowered and picked up the rest of my clothes from my impromptu stripping, and she rose and winked at me as she walked to the other side of the expansive suite. “I’ll be in the kitchen. Look around some. This is your home for the next three days.”

      I gave my semi-erect cock a slow stroke and nodded, “Right, I look forward to eating your… sandwich.”

      Kirsten laughed at my pause but continued on her way. I retreated toward the bathroom and retrieved my phone from the side of the shower. Stepping back into the bedroom, I saw the light in the closet and walked in that direction. The main bedroom featured a large king-sized bed and stacked pillows against the headboard. The bed had a sturdy headboard and footboard that contained the thick mattress and box spring. The space also included an armchair and a light with a small table. Like the chair in the living space, it was large and made of dark leather.

      I walked into the closet, which was just as large and expansive as everything else in the suite. It had a large ottoman in the center, and two walls were reserved for hanging space. My clothes from my single roller bag that fit in the overhead of my plane looked tiny hung up neatly on the rods of one end, leaving the rest of the hanging space empty. Kirsten had also taken the time to freshen my shirts and trousers with an iron. At least that’s what I thought, seeing the ironing board and iron standing up, still steaming hot. The rest of my clothes were folded and stacked neatly on wooden shelves next to the hanging space. My dress shoes were on the shoe rack and looked freshly polished.

      I found a pair of gym shorts I usually wore to bed and pulled over a printed tee shirt. It was an old comfortable cotton with the original Star Wars logo, but it wasn’t that vintage. It was what I wore around the house to feel comfortable. Meghan called it my geek couture, but I enjoyed her playful teasing. I was a software instructor and a lifelong geeky nerd. I looked at myself in the mirror after pulling on my shorts and putting on the shirt. My chest was broad, and my belly a bit rounded. I’d never had the muscle beach physique, but I noticed that my body was trending more toward dad than rad.

      I smiled at myself. After several orgasms, it was hard to be self-critical. I had banging sex with a sexy girl that enjoyed smiling at me. She didn’t make it feel like her job to be courteous. I narrowed my eyes at my reflection and pulled the shirt over my head.

      “Don’t overthink this,” I told my reflection, “Enjoy this for what it is.”

      Pep talk over, I pushed my phone into my gym shorts pocket and walked back out to explore my room for the rest of the week. I walked back by the entryway and saw Kirsten in my shirt moving about in a small kitchen in the back corner of the vast suite. She seemed to be dancing to a song, and as I got closer, I saw she was listening to music through earbuds. Her back was to me, and she was shaking her hips. I enjoyed the view of the back of her thighs swaying under the hem of my white button-down. She looked over her shoulder, gave me a smile and a wink, then returned to stirring some soup on the cooktop while a portable skillet heated up.

      The kitchen was a long galley with a small refrigerator in the back corner and a cooktop in the middle of the wall. Then between me and Kirsten’s swaying ass was an island with a sink in the middle. I settled onto a bar stool and pulled my phone out of my pocket. I planned on reading the next part of the Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast Terms of Use, but I couldn’t concentrate without being distracted by Kirsten’s swaying ass.

      I recalled what she told me in the shower:

      
        
        “When you use me, Brandon,” Kirsten said, “and I want you to use me when I’m working, busy, and preoccupied. I want you to feel the power it takes to make a statue come alive. Will you do that this week? Will you promise me now to bring me to life over and over again?”

      

      

      I set my phone down on the counter and walked around the island. Kirsten kept dancing like she didn’t know I was towering over her from behind. I grinned to myself as I flipped up the tail of the shirt she was wearing and gripped her ass with both hands, kneading my fingers into her flesh. Kirsten didn’t make any noise, but she pressed back into my hands. That was all the encouragement I needed.

      I crouched down and pulled her asscheeks apart. She leaned slightly at the waist but continued to stir the soup. I leaned into her freshly washed ass cheeks and buried my tongue against the puckered rose of her ass.

      “Mmmm, I’ll have the sandwiches ready in a second,” Kirsten said and swiveled her hips to press against my eager tongue.

      I ran my hands up along her thighs, pushing out. Kirsten shifted her feet apart, allowing me to press one hand’s fingers into her naked sex.  I pushed my fingers forward and swept from side to side through her folds until I reached her clit. I heard the spoon clatter onto the stove as Kirsten moaned and tried to grind herself onto my fingers and against my tongue simultaneously.

      “Fuck, Brandon,” Kirsten moaned as I licked and nibbled around her ass and rolled my fingers over her clit, “You hit the spot right… You’re not hungry?”

      I spanked her ass with my free hand as I pulled back and spat into her puckered ass, “I’m fucking hungry. I didn’t say you could stop cooking.”

      I sucked one of my fingers and transferred some slick spit to my fingertip. I heard Kirsten pick up the spoon and clatter again when I pressed my fingertip into her ass and screwed the tip inside her. She moaned, but I heard her shakily pick the spoon back up and stir. I pulled my fingers from her clit, twisted my wrist around, the pushed two fingers into her glistening opening.

      She moaned and dropped the spoon again. I watched her manicured fingers grip the counter’s edge as I used both hands to finger fuck her ass and pussy. She pressed her ass back and moved to the beat I set as I leaned forward and nipped at her ass.

      “Don’t forget to cook the grilled cheese sandwiches, Kirsten.”

      “Y—yes, sir,” Kirsten stammered as she put the prepared sandwiches on the skillet.

      I heard the buttered bread sizzle against the heat of the skillet. I kept sawing my fingers in and out of her holes. First, a finger deep in her ass, then as that withdrew, I pressed two fingers inside her slick juicy pussy. I pressed my fingers down along the front of her cave and felt her knees tremble as they ran over that spot. Kirsten clung to the edge, and her blonde hair fell like a sheet between her and the counter. She looked back at me with lidded eyes and a half-bit lip.

      “Do you want to cum for me, Kirsten?” I growled, capturing her focus, even as the bread was crisping on the skillet.

      “Please, yes… please….” Kirsten moaned, her hips twisting and gyrating against my invasive fingers.

      “Cum then, so you don’t burn our sandwiches,” I said with a grin.

      Her eyes closed, and her body shook as her cunt clamped around my fingers. She gushed out her climax and ran over my fingers and wrists. Some dripped down her shaking thighs, and the rest dripped into a puddle under her hips. She bit her lip, but her eyes were like a fire locked on mine. I shoved my finger up her ass as far as I could and wriggled the tip. She tossed her head back, and I felt another ripple of her muscles around my finger.

      I kissed her ass as she leaned on her wrists above the simmering pot of tomato soup and the hot sandwiches on the skillet. I rose and flipped the sandwiches over with the spatula Kirsten had left to the side. The color of the grilled bread was just slightly dark. I grabbed the spoon and stirred the soup as Kirsten caught her breath.

      Kirsten finally rolled her back, straightened her arms, and pushed back on her feet. She looked at me with a grin. “You’re a good learner, Brandon.” She kissed my cheek and then took the spatula from my fingers, “Now be a good boy and grab some plates for me.”

      She pointed to various cabinets, and I grabbed some plates, silverware, and a couple of glasses. Kirsten started plating the food as I grabbed some water bottles from the fridge and a couple of beers. Kirsten tilted her head and carried our plates of food to the small table in a nook just off the kitchen.

      We had a pleasant dinner and shared a bit more about ourselves as we enjoyed soup and sandwiches. I told her about my work plans for the week and the times I’d need to leave and plan to be back in my suite. She let me know her hours on duty for housekeeping and on-call at the concierge desk. I started to help her clear the dishes when she slapped my hand.

      “Go relax,” Kirsten said and kissed my cheek, “I’ll take care of this, you go sit in your favorite chair, and I’ll be done in a jiffy.”

      I swatted her ass and squeezed it, “I’ll be in the bedroom. That looked like a comfy chair to read too.

      I walked back towards the main bedroom, and on the way, my phone rang. Meghan was calling me.
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      “Hey babe,” I said after pressing the screen to start the call, “How was your day.”

      “I’ve been madly curious about your day, my love,” Meghan purred in a voice that told me she was naked with her toys nearby.

      This was the time of our nightly call when I was traveling. I’d call and check in. Most days, it wasn’t exciting. On other days Meghan would be itching to tell me about her latest conquest. I loved that she wanted to share her sexual escapades with me. We were open, and she’d never cheat without filling me in. She had her favorites that I knew about, but anyone I didn’t, we’d talk about her flirting. She wanted me to learn about the guy or girl and give her the green light before she started anything overtly sexual. She loved being a hot wife. It was only hot for her if I knew and granted her permission with her paramours.

      “You were going to tell me something when you called earlier,” I mentioned lowering into the chair in the main bedroom, “Why don’t you continue telling me about your morning?”

      “Oh, that was just Miguel, the gardener,” Meghan said dismissively, “At this point, it’s more maintenance sex. I just wanted to let you know I was thinking about you. You know you’re always on my mind no matter whose cock is in me.”

      I chuckled into the phone. Miguel was one of Meghan’s favorites to recount. Mostly because he didn’t speak English very well, she’s taken to teaching him various curse words while they fucked. It was both hot and funny to hear her recount and try to mimic his antics. I also knew she was thinking about me, with whoever she was with. Thinking back through my day, I realized that Meghan was on my mind during everything Kirsten and I had done together.

      “Well, it’s been quite a different trip for me,” I said.

      I shifted back in the chair, pushing my ass to the edge of the chair. Out of habit, I slid my hand into my gym shorts and started rubbing my cock. I put the call on speaker and placed it on the arm of the chair. I started describing my day and all of the times with Kirsten beginning with the moment I checked into the hotel. Meghan asked me questions, wanting more details, and I could hear her breathing change to cute little moans as we masturbated on the phone.

      Kirsten appeared in the doorway, still in my oversized shirt, her shape a silhouette with the brighter lights of the main suite behind her. She stepped back and flicked off the lights, which put her features back in focus. She smiled and posed at the door, unbuttoning my shirt and then pulling it off her shoulders, letting it fall into a puddle of white at her feet. I growled as she started pacing towards me.

      “She’s there now, isn’t she?” Meghan purred through the phone, “I want to watch you two, is that allowed?”

      “Yes,” Kirsten said, leaning over me and kissing me, “Thank you for asking, Meghan. I’d enjoy you watching me fuck your husband.”

      I fumbled to grab my phone off the chair’s arm as Kirsten lowered her hands and pulled my gym shorts off. I swiped to activate the screen, then looked for the button to change from voice to video call.

      “Hi, Kirsten, right?” Meghan said with a purr, “I’d be fucking delighted to watch my husband make you lose your mind.”

      The screen flashed as I was still trying to find the icon, with a request to start a video call from my wife. I tapped the button and then waited for the video call to connect. I saw my wife’s big brown eyes and a feral grin on her face.

      “Hey, babe,” I managed to say before Kirsten pulled the phone from my hands,

      “Kirsten,” I heard Meghan say, “What are you doing with my husband.”

      I watched as my free-use hostess looked into my phone at my wife straddled me and reached to rub my already stiff cock against her slick lips. I leaned back, shifted slightly, and moaned as I felt Kirsten slide onto my cock.

      “I’m straddling him in this huge armchair we have, and …. Mmmffff, I just stuffed myself with your husband’s cock.”

      “I want to see you fuck him,” my wife moaned, and I heard the telltale sound of her vibrator kicking up a notch.

      Kirsten held the phone in both hands and pressed a button. She flipped it around to point at her face, then pushed the phone into my hands. I focused on her face as she rose and then panned down to focus the camera on her perky-enhanced breasts as she bobbed up and down my cock.

      “Mmm, nice tits, Kirsten,” Meghan said, and I watched her tilt her phone down so I could watch my wife grip and knead her breasts mirroring Kirsten’s hand.

      I couldn’t help lifting my hips to drive into Kirsten’s cunt. My arousal from listening to my wife before Kirsten joined was already close to the edge.  The dual images of my wife and my free-use slut playing with their tits had me edging even closer.

      “He feels so good in my needy cunt,” Kirsten cooed, kicking up the dirty talk for my wife as she stared into the camera.

      “Don’t you love how his thick cock stretches you?” My wife replied as I watched her head tilt back.

      Meghan panned her camera down her body, and I watched her push the rabbit vibrator inside. Usually, when we video-called, she’d hold the rabbit ears on her clit as the vibrator did its thing inside her pussy. Now, however, she fucked herself with the shaft of the large vibrator. I focused my phone on Kirsten’s bare cunt, watching her ride up and down my stiff cock. The synchronicity of the two views in front of my eyes had me groaning.

      “Fuck ladies,” I managed, “I’m not going to last long watching you two together.”

      Part of me felt like my cock was pushing into my wife’s pussy when I focused on the dildo she rode in sync with her view of Kristen riding up and down my cock. Their facial expressions mirrored each other as I panned back to their faces. My wife’s brown hair and eyes were the only difference from Kirsten’s blonde and blue eyes.

      Kirsten arched back and held onto my knees. I panned back down to her stretched lips wrapped around my cock. I felt her shove her hips down to the hilt as I heard the telltale signs of my wife’s whimper showing she was close.

      “Fuck baby,” she said as she watched Kirsten fuck me, “I’m going to….” And she screamed as I watched her thighs tighten and her hand stilled, pressing the dildo deep.

      “Oh fuck,” was all Kirsten managed before I felt her cunt clench around my cock.

      I roared unintelligibly as I felt my balls tighten, and then my shaft pulsed. I felt my hot cum shoot into Kirsten’s fluttering walls. I reached for Kirsten and pulled her up and against my chest. The phone slipped and fell against my chest, aiming at us as I kissed Kirsten deeply.

      “That was hot as hell,” I heard my wife say as my thoughts knitted back together.

      I parted the kiss, and Kirsten leaned against my chest, her lips kissing along the base of my neck. I lifted the phone back up and pressed the button to switch cameras, then framed Kirsten and me in the view.

      “You two are too cute, cuddling,” Meghan smiled, “I wish I were there with you both. Can we do this again tomorrow night?”

      “That’s up to Brandon,” Kirsten said, looking into the phone, “It’s his week. He’s the boss.”

      “Baby, you know I’ll call you tomorrow.” I told my wife, “It’s getting late. Before I sleep, I must review some things and be ready for day one.”

      Kirsten gently kissed down my chest and slid off my cock while Meghan and I said our goodnights. By the time we were finished, Kirsten had sucked all the remnants of my cum off my cock and balls. She looked up at me.

      “I’m going to change into something special for bed,” she smiled, “You do what you need to do. I’ll be back in a few minutes. Do you mind if I check in with my husband, I feel like he’d want to meet you guys sometime? Would that be okay?”

      I blinked but could only nod. Meghan and I were always interested in swinging. We never had the time to get to know another couple well enough to have more than just a random night at a party. I did enjoy Meghan sharing her escapades with me, and I could tell she thoroughly enjoyed watching Kirsten and me together.

      “Um, Yeah,” I agreed, “Let’s start that ball rolling. I don’t need more than half an hour to review my notes. Then we can get to bed.”

      “Bed is exactly what I want, Brandon,” Kirsten said, “Something tells me we will be up for a little bit longer.” She leaned over and kissed me tenderly, then patted my flaccid cock and turned and exited the main bedroom.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            chapter seven

          

        

      

    

    
      I found the backpack I’d left by the entry and pulled out my laptop. Kirsten had disappeared into some other nook in the expansive suite, so I settled into the leather chair where I had read the rules earlier in the day. Being a travel day, I didn’t usually do much work, so the afternoon full of discovering the joys of free use had left me strangely energized. I flipped open my laptop and waited for it to wake up. I noticed the battery was a bit low. I’d need to charge it before bed. I saw the time was after 10 PM, which seemed earlier and later than it should be.

      I flipped through the slide deck I’d use for the start of class. It helped me refresh my mind with the presentation so that I could plan the first part of the morning activities with an icebreaker. I flipped through a PDF of the class workbook. We always sent out workbooks ahead of time, and I’d double-checked with my contact that they had arrived. So after about twenty minutes, I was comfortable calling it a night.

      I pulled out my travel charger and found an outlet to plug in the laptop. Then grabbed my phone charger out of the backpack to take into the bedroom. I saw Kirsten leaning against the entry to the main bedroom, wearing only her smile and white lingerie. She was decked out in a white bra, thigh-high stockings with garters, and a delicate set of lace panties covering her pussy. She had curled her hair a bit, put on some subtle makeup, and looked like a fucking model. As I drew near, I felt my cock stiffen and bob in my gym shorts.

      “Where did you go?” I asked, wrapping my arm around the small of her back and pulling her against me, lowering my lips to hers.

      “Mmmm,” she expressed as she felt my hard-on press against her thigh, “I missed you, too. There is a room reserved for the hostesses in each suite. I keep my clothes and other things in there. Sometimes I sleep in there if the guest doesn’t want company while they sleep. What do you want, Brandon?”

      “I want you in my bed, Kirsten,” I growled, kissing her jaw.

      I wrapped my arms around her and slid my hands under her ass. One hand held my phone and charger, but I could lift her enough that Kirsten lifted her legs and wrapped her thighs around my waist.

      “I was hoping you’d say that,” Kirsten said, wrapping her arms tightly around my neck as I walked back into the bedroom.

      I lowered her onto the blue bedspread and her blonde hair swept around her head like a halo. I felt the charger and phone in my hand and quickly went to the nightstand and set my phone and smartwatch to charge. I turned back to look at Kirsten; she’d unhooked the garter straps, leaving them loose.

      I felt a flutter of nervousness that felt odd since I’d already fucked Kirsten multiple times. This would be in bed with her in a white negligee; she almost seemed like a pure bride. I shook my head to rid my mind of the weird emotions and pushed my shorts down to my feet. I pulled my tee shirt off as I kicked my feet free. Kirsten slid back on the bed towards the opposite side. I pulled back the bedspread, blanket, and top sheet.

      Kirsten slipped onto her hands and knees, facing me, then stared into my eyes as she crawled toward my side of the bed. She had removed her panties and then re-clipped her garters to her stockings. She stopped at the edge of the bed and licked her lips. I dropped my hand to my cock and gave it a slow stroke from root to tip while watching Kirsten’s big blue eyes.

      “Is that for me,” Kirsten said, leaning and swiping her tongue around my crown.

      “Well, it’s not going to suck itself, is it,” I chuckled, then moaned as she pressed her mouth down and drove my cock into the back of her throat.

      My hand lifted to comb my fingers into her soft blonde hair and gripped as she started rocking her head back and forth. Kirsten’s lips were sealed around my thick shaft, and she hummed as she moved back and forth. My grip on her hair encouraged her to press deeper, and I groaned as she swallowed at the perfect moment to pull my broad crown into her throat. I inhaled deeply as she held herself on my cock, then slowly pulled off my cock completely.

      “I want you to fuck me long and slow, Brandon,” Kirsten said, “I want to focus on you and how you feel. Are you okay with making love to me?”

      I swallowed and nodded, “That sounds perfect to me, Kirsten.”

      She slipped back into the fluffy pillows stacked against the keyboard. She shifted and spread her legs, her finely manicured fingers dropping to her bare pussy lips and stroking. The soft light in the room made her look incredible as she slid her fingers up and down her glistening lips.

      “What are you waiting for, stud?” Kirsten said with a purr licking her lips and looking up at me.

      I took my time to kneel on the bed and then ran my hands along her stockinged thighs. I felt the elastic straps of the garter as my fingers slid along her inner thigh’s warm, tender flesh.

      “I don’t want to rush, Kirsten. I want to savor every inch of you.”

      I lowered my mouth, kissed her inner thigh, and went up to where her pussy lips spread around her fingers. I nuzzled and inhaled her heady fragrance and took a long slow lick from the bottom of her pussy to the top of her mound. I swirled my tongue over her clit and fluttered the tip across that stiff bean. I felt her fingers comb through my hair, then press into the back of my head.

      “Mmm fuck,” Kirsten said, “Believe it or not, I don’t get my pussy licked that often. You have a very talented tongue. Don’t stop, please.”

      I lifted my eyes and shook my head as Kirsten kneaded her breast through the thin material of her sheer bra. I focused on her stiff clit with my tongue and pushed my finger into her tight slick opening. I flexed two fingers into her, twisting to press the tips along the top of her channel. I felt her shudder as they found the right spot while my tongue and lips flicked and sucked her stiff clit.

      “Oh yes… right there, don’t stop,” Kirsten said as her hips rolled.

      I knew the last thing to do when a sexy woman said don’t stop, is to do something different. I wanted her to come. I tried to drive her over the edge so I could crawl up, sink my cock into her, and feel the remnants of her orgasm. I peeked up, and Kirsten’s head was arched back, her neck and back curved as her hips pressed into my fingers and tongue. I focused my finger on a single ridge inside her and felt her pussy clench, then flood with slick warm fluid. As I continued pumping my fingers into that spot, her pussy got wetter and wetter. I dropped my mouth to lick around my probing fingers and gather up her leaking juice. My other hand swept down and flicked over her clit, then pressed on either side and drew back and forth.

      “FUCK! YES!  BRANDON! FUCK” Kirsten screamed. I felt her thigh tighten and vibrate, the inside of her cunt clenching and rippling around my fingers. I kept up the rhythm of my fingers to prolong her orgasm, but I was impatient to get my cock inside her.

      “My turn,” I growled as I slipped up on my knees and crawled forward.

      I gripped my cock with my slick fingers and stroked, then pushed my swollen crown against her pulsing lips. I leaned forward as Kirsten’s unfocused gaze found mine, and she smiled.

      “Are you going to Fuuuuucckkk? Yes!” She shouted as I buried myself inside her.

      “You know I’m going to fuck you deep and hard,” I growled.

      I lifted my hand behind her neck and into the short hairs behind her, tugging lightly as my hips started to cycle in long strokes. I wanted to savor the feeling of being inside this beautiful woman. Her blue eyes locked on mine, and her hips found my beat and met me stroke for stroke.

      “God, you fill me perfectly,” Kirsten praised, “I’m still fucking cumming, don’t stop, Brandon. Fuck me just like this.”

      I bit my lip and had to concentrate on my pace and not speed up. Hearing words like that could make a man lose control. I wanted to please her. I wanted her to remember me when our week was over. I wanted to enjoy this first night and looked forward to two more. I didn’t know what would happen when it ended. Part of me hoped we’d meet again.

      Kirsten’s eyes were closed, and her back arched as her body shivered through another peak. I pulled my hands to her bra and pushed the cups above her breasts. I lowered and sucked a stiff nipple into my mouth deeply. That set her off again, and I felt her body tremble, and her pussy tighten around my shaft.

      “Oh fuck,” I muttered, pulling off her breasts, “I… fuck…,“ I stammered as my peak overwhelmed me. My hips jerked forward reflexively, and I felt my shaft pulse and throb as my thick cream shot into her tight, clenching cunt. I bucked my hips, arching back, feeling my balls empty. I pressed my hips forward and slowly pulled back, feeling Kirsten’s walls milk my cock with every squeeze.

      I dropped my body against hers and kissed her deeply. My hands slid under her back and held her shoulders. Her tongue tangled with mine as we breathed each other’s exhalation. Our bodies slowed as I slumped heavily onto her.

      “Stay right there,” Kirsten said, her gentle fingers running up and down my back.

      I could only nod into her shoulder as my body relaxed and my eyes closed. I felt blackness as I settled into the warmth of Kirsten’s embrace and then fell asleep.
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        * * *

      

      How long I was out when I came to, I didn’t know. Kirsten’s fingers stroked my back in no hurry to push me off her. I kissed her and slid off, my cock slipping out of her sheath. I slid to my side and pulled her ass back against me.

      “Mmm, I like being the little spoon,” Kirsten cooed, “What time do you need to be up?”

      I pulled the sheets and comforter over us, then settled my head into the pillow. Kirsten’s head rested on my upper arm while her fingers traced along my forearm.

      “I need to be at the location by 8:30 to set up, so probably 6?” I said, already feeling the haze of sleep seep into my voice.

      “Fantasy Unlimited set the alarm for 5:30 AM,” Kirsten said in a louder tone, then pushed back into me and relaxed.

      “Alarm set for 5:30 AM,” repeated an electronic voice with a British accent.

      I closed my eyes again and started to think of ways to spend the extra half-hour in the morning.
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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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      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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        * * *

      

      Luxury Slut is now available, you can find it at Amazon here:

      https://mybook.to/LuxurySlut
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