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      Tiffany - Fantasy Unlimited Flight Attendant

      I stumbled out of the back cabin and closed the door behind me. It was fun being the bottom bitch in the room with my billionaire boss Mark, his high-class freeuse escort wife Kirsten, and Kirsten's new boyfriend, Brandon. I had a bird's eye view of Brandon's cock pumping Kirsten's pussy full of his tasty cum. I knew it was delicious because all I had to do was lift my lips and tongue and coax out the copious combined cum as it dripped from Kirsten's pulsing pussy.

      However, when she collapsed to my side, I knew I needed to leave them alone. I needed cock, and the two high-priced cocks in there were spent. I'd had a mouthful of Mark's cum earlier before we took off, and I'd seen Brandon's cock fill Kirsten's mouth across the aisle at the same time. I also figured Mark had filled Kirsten's mouth while I was licking her pussy clean of Brandon's cum for the second time since he boarded the executive jet in Green Bay, Wisconsin.

      I leaned against the door, and only then did I realize I had left my clothes on the floor. I'd stripped on Kirsten's command and had only my pair of pumps on my sexy feet. The rest of me was bare. Without Kirsten's naked flesh pressed against me, I shivered in the cooler air of the main compartment. The jet was Mark's. He flew everywhere as the CEO/COO/Head of everything for the Fantasy Unlimited Bed& Breakfast hospitality empire. We were flying south to Dallas, Texas - Brandon's home, so Mark and Kirsten could stay with Brandon and his wife for the weekend.

      
        
        
        Fuck, what was her name?

      

      

      

      My pussy was buzzing because while it was my job as the plane's freeuse bottom bitch to ensure the needs of the passengers were met, my personal needs were not a priority. Kirsten was friendly enough to finger my pussy while getting railed, but she was distracted. I had an orgasm, but it didn't begin to touch the need in my core from sucking Mark off for the better part of an hour.

      "Just edge me, Tiffany." He'd growled when he pulled my mouth onto his cock.

      I had to be reminded more than once of that task. I was an impatient cock sucker, and I loved the taste of cum, and pre cum was just as tasty. Sucking a meaty cock excited me, and my pussy was a mess. I knew I needed a lot more practice, so I was glad to learn on my knees before Mark. He was a kind boss but had an alpha vibe that made my pussy clench. He didn't like titles or honorifics. He'd fucked me on other flights, but today he held himself back.

      "It's going to be a long weekend," he said. “I need to keep my strength for meeting Meghan."

      That's Brandon's wife's name, now that I remember. She was a lucky bitch; whoever she was. I'd seen both their cocks up close and personal, and I shivered at the thought of taking them both as I'd just witnessed Kirsten do.

      I rubbed my bare arms, walked naked up the aisle to the flight deck, and knocked on the cockpit door. That was an apropos name for the two cocks belonging to the flight crew. Just slightly less prominent than Brandon and Mark's, they'd suit my purposes if they'd toss the plane on autopilot and plow me bent over the galley counter.

      I heard Ronnie yell for me to open the door, so I turned the knob and pushed the door open inside the tight space of the cockpit. Caleb was the captain and sat in the lefthand seat, while Ronnie turned to look at me from the co-pilot seat on the right. Seeing my state of undress, his eyes widened.

      "You lost your clothes!"

      "Duh, I need your cocks." I sassed back, I might be a bottom bitch to my well-off passengers, but as part of the flight crew, the three of us enjoyed fucking around. Literally.

      "Let me put her on autopilot," Caleb said, "you go get her warmed up."

      "Deal," Ronnie said, pulling off his seat belt and climbing back towards me.

      I backed away. Ronnie pulled me tight against his chest and lowered to give me a searing kiss. I smiled even while his tongue was tangling with my own. I pushed his chest.

      "Did you watch?" I asked, taking his hand and walking to the nearest chair.

      "Of course, it's flight safety 101 to keep an eye on all the passengers."

      I lowered my hand and cupped his cock. He was hard and tented his uniform trousers. I gripped him through his pants and looked up at him with a smile.

      "I want you in my cunt and Caleb in my ass," I said, "I still gape from the layover in Minneapolis."

      We'd stayed in Minneapolis while Mark indoctrinated one of his new employees last week. During a long layover, fully paid, of course, there was little to do but fuck around. So both Caleb and Ronnie had taken turns ass fucking me. It hardly hurt at the beginning anymore after getting stretched continuously by thick meaty cocks.

      "Yes, ma'am," Ronnie said and gave me a little salute, "Why don't you kneel on the edge of the chair, and I'll rim you just to get you nice and lubed up."

      "Deal," I said and kneed up on the leather seat. I leaned my elbows on the back of the chair and pushed my ass back.

      Ronnie kicked off his shoes and pushed his trousers down and off, then knelt behind me, gripped my ass cheeks, pulled them apart, and pressed his tongue in between. I groaned when his tongue circled my tender ass, and I felt him lick and spread his spit around that tight rose. He cupped my pussy, and I moaned and pressed back into his fingers.

      "You're fucking wet, Tiff," Ronnie growled, "You like sucking the boss's cock?"

      "I like sucking cock, period," I corrected, "you know I have an oral fixation!"

      Ronnie lowered his tongue to lick my pussy, lapping up my leaking juices and humming at my taste. Fuck, I loved getting eaten by a man that knew what he was doing. Just as my core clenched and my need spiraled higher, Ronnie smacked my ass.

      "Swap, slut." Ronnie commanded, and as he stood back up, I stepped back down.

      Ronnie slid past me and stroked his cock as he settled into the chair. He slumped and slid his ass to the edge. I climbed aboard and pressed my knees outside his thighs. I gripped his cock and guided the flared head to my drooling opening and watched Ronnie's eyes lid half shut as I lowered myself onto his rod. My moan of delight as my pussy sank onto Ronnie's stiff rod made me feel so slutty. I rested my hands on his shoulders as I rose and slid down, feeling the friction from the first penetration get slicker the more I ran my cunt up and down his cock.

      "Stay still, Tiff." Caleb's deep voice resonated in my ear.

      I sank onto Ronnie's cock as deep as I could. When I tilted my ass slightly, Ronnie moaned at the shift of his cock inside me. One of Caleb's large hands gripped my ass, and then I felt a cold dribble of lube slide between my cheeks. As the plane soared on autopilot, my moans echoed as Caleb worked his fingertip into my ass. He quickly added a second, and my ass accommodated both with just a twinge of pain.

      "You're such an eager ass slut, Tiff." Caleb notched the tip of his cock against my gaped anus, then drove steadily.

      "Oh fuck, oh shit," I moaned as he filled me up. The feeling of two cocks stuffing me had me on edge. When Ronnie pulled me against his chest, his hips rolling to drive his cock inside me, he gasped while I felt his cock sliding along Caleb's inside my ass.

      "Fuck, yes… Kiss me," Ronnie said, looking past me.

      Caleb's firm chest pressed against my back as he leaned over my shoulder and lip-locked Ronnie right in front of my face. I licked my lips as the two men drove their cocks deeper into me, angling their thrusts to rub their cocks together. I watched as they passionately kissed. It was almost like I was a spectator again. Just as I felt watching Brandon railing Kirsten right above my eyes. The two cocks driving in and out of me reminded me I was more than an active participant in the delightful debauchery.

      Caleb's hand ran along my side, gripping my breast, pulling at one hard nipple. He drew from the kiss and pushed his other hand into my back, holding my chest against Ronnie. Ronnie looked at me and winked, then pressed his lips to mine. I kissed him deeply and passionately. Being fucked hard by my bisexual flight crew was thrilling when we were tucked away in our hotel suite, but getting double penetrated a mile high with nobody at the controls was like fucking heaven.

      I fucked as best I could, trapped between two thrusting hips, their cocks rubbing in deep. I broke the kiss with Ronnie as I crested into an orgasm. My cunt clenched around Ronnie's shaft, and he jammed his hips up and then tossed his head back.

      "Oh! FUCK!" He grunted, and I felt his cum shoot deep inside me.

      A few strokes later, while Ronnie's cock throbbed and pulsed inside me, Caleb slammed his cock deep, slapping his thighs against my ass and shifting my cunt deeper onto Ronnie's spasming cock. The heat of Caleb's cum bloomed in my bowels, and I tossed my head back and screamed, shooting through another peak.

      We writhed in bliss, and then I was smashed between the two men inside me as they locked lips for another soulful kiss, resting their firm bodies against mine. I caught my breath and kissed Ronnie's neck. My hands stroked his sides as we drifted.

      Too soon, Caleb pushed against my back, and I felt his cock slide out. A dribble of his cum trickled from my ass and along my distended pussy lips, still wrapped around Ronnie's cock. I moved my mouth to Ronnie's lips and kissed him, thanking him for his part in our mile-high fuck fest. Then I pushed my hips up, and Ronnie's cock slid out. Caleb patted my head as he turned back to the cock pit, and I looked at him with a grin when he winked at me. I turned back to Ronnie and sucked on his cock.

      A good freeuse slut always cleaned up her messes. I knew that Caleb wanted to get back to the controls. I hoped I could get Ronnie hard again. I wanted him to fuck me, leaning against the galley counter before we had to get ready to land. The in-flight entertainment on these private jets just couldn't be matched!
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      I’m on my own for the first time in a few months and enjoying the silence of Mark’s private jet. The flight crew consists of the pilot, co-pilot, and stewardess, and I’m more familiar with them all from when I traveled on special projects for Mark. Living on the same property with Mark, Kirsten, Brandon, and Meghan is always fun. Although Mark never touches me respecting our professional roles. I like keeping it that way, preserving professional distance from my boss.

      Brandon isn’t quite my boss, and my role is more of a team player, encourager, and stress reliever for him. It’s not like he’s without options in their polycule, but he tends to use me when he needs rougher, edgier play. I’m all for it.

      When Christi and Will showed up, it became even wilder trying to stay focused while six horny adults fuck around. It’s not that I don’t mind a raunchy romp; it’s just I’m very purpose-driven. Their addition to the team did bring a fresh idea to Fantasy Unlimited—luxury sailing yachts and a tropical island location for exclusive adult fantasy vacations. Yeah, I climbed aboard that train.

      I also climbed aboard Will at once, along with Christi, who puts the “oh-mmm” in domme. She’s a delight to please, and she directs the men like the girl boss she is. She only tops me and sometimes Meghan. Between the sheets, she’s submissive to the men, and I enjoy watching her fall apart. Kirsten is in her category, in love with Mark, her husband, and submissive to Brandon when they tangle—which is often.

      Leaning back into the plush leather of the jet’s oversized chairs, I uncross then recross my legs. Thinking of my six teammates affects me, and my thighs are wet and sticky. Going without panties has its challenges when, more often than not, my body wants to fuck. I lock eyes with Tiffany, our flight attendance slash freeuse slut. When she feels my eyes staring at her, she lifts her head, and we lock eyes. I hike up my short skirt and spread my legs, exposing my bare pussy to her. She lowers her knees and crawls down the aisle, fitting between my spread thighs.

      “That’s a good slut,” I moan, gathering the sheet of black hair she wears loose down her back. I twist the tail, then wind the length around my hand. “I need you to make me cum.”

      I didn’t need to explain as she already had her nose sliding up and down my slick lips. Her tongue extends, and she slurps up my dripping arousal. I toss my head back as I slump to the edge of my chair. The early flight out of the executive airport north of Dallas interrupted our routine; most days, Brandon would have fucked me at least once by now.

      To Tiffany’s credit, she pushes me to the edge quickly. I yank on her tail slightly to slow her down. I know I told her to make me cum, but let me savor this a bit. She’s such a horny slut; I know she has a thing going with the bisexual men in the cockpit. She gets the idea and teases her tantalizing tongue along the sides of my drenched slit, slurping up my juices like a good whore.

      The slower build to my edge is delicious, and my eyes close as my free hand grips my breasts one at a time, and my hips grind into Tiffany’s face. Her big brown eyes stare at me when I open mine back up, and I nod at her. Tugging on her hair, I can feel her smile as she eagerly dives into my muff.

      “Fingers,” I command with a huff. “At least two.”

      The tiny Asian girl laps at my clit and fits three of her slim fingers inside me. She curls them up and circles my g-spot lightly as her tongue teases my clit. My body shivers as my release dangles just out of reach. Her delicate touches hold me right on the edge until I yank on the leash of her black hair.

      “Now!”

      I groan as she gets the hint and jabs her fingers in and out furiously. My back arches as I press my cunt against her eager tongue. My thighs shake, then lock against the side of her head as I crash into an orgasm, gushing my release all over her pretty cheeks. I moan as she slows her fingers, hooks them against that magical spot, and drags a series of orgasms out of my bucking body. When my muscles relax, and I slump against the leather, she slides her fingers out and sucks them for my viewing pleasure.

      “Strip,” I pant, working the buttons of my blouse and whipping it off.

      Tiffany grins, pulling my skirt off before stripping from her micro miniskirt and pulling her polo off. Her tiny nipples are hard as rocks. I lick my lips, staring at her and crooking my finger. She crawls into my lap, her knee pressing against my throbbing cunt as I pull her nipple into my mouth. She drops down slightly, grinding her wet slit against my firm thigh as I suck, lick, and bite her nipple.

      The thrill of topping the willing slut has my body riding another wave of arousal, and I tip the armrest up, then push her down on the leather bench. Swiveling my legs until our pussies mash together, we enjoy a round of tribadism at 15,000 feet over the eastern Caribbean Sea. By the time Caleb flashes the seatbelt light a few times to get my attention, we’ve both come countless times.

      She slides off and helps me redress, and then I smooth her skirt and top, pinching her sensitive nipples. We share a short kiss, and I’m not sure who’s more appreciative of our mile-high romp. I have to close my eyes and will my mind to focus on business as the plane lines up for a landing at Belize City.

      Tiffany returns with a steamed washcloth, gently cleaning the mess she made between my legs. Her touch soothes my mind, and I can return to the business at hand— making arrangements for guests and the freeuse excursion on our new island just off the coast.
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      Once we land, I task the two pilots, Caleb and Ronnie, to find the helicopter we bought to transfer guests from the airport to our island. The hour-long boat ride between the mainland and the island took too much time. A helicopter could make the round trip in a quarter of the time it takes a boat.

      While the boys find our bird, Tiffany and I meet our agent, Albert, at the terminal. He is a portly older man who gives off kind grandfather vibes. I immediately distrust him; scams in Latin America are frequent, so I double-check everything he tells me. However, he’s on the up and up, which helps me relax. I’d need him for more jobs working in a foreign country.

      I’d shipped many things so they’d be pre-staged before our arrival. Albert promises to arrange cargo flights to the island and has a large boat ready to take the bulky items. Tiffany is our advance agent when we fly to various Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfasts, so I turn over the cargo logistics to her and Albert. A text from Caleb tells me they’ve located our new bird, so I find my way to the hanger.

      Given the locale, the helicopter is in excellent condition, and the interior meets our quality standards. Ronnie takes the controls as I climb into the back and pull on a set of headphones when Caleb points to them.

      “Take me to the island,” I say, handing over the coordinates for the landing pad Albert gave me. “I need to do a walk around and meet our staff.”

      “Roger,” Ronnie winks, and the rotors start to turn.

      I survey the interior to ensure we can handle six passengers per flight. There is seating for seven, so I’m happy. I wanted to send an escort with each flight to help on the short hop between the airport and our island. Satisfied with my plan for transferring quests quickly, I relax and close my eyes.

      “I see the island,” Caleb says over the intercom. “The pad is off to the side of the main building. I can see the pier as well.”

      Leaning to the side and looking out the window, I see a white line extending from the island into the azure blue of the small harbor. We’ve already planned for our two sailboats to moor stern to the pier, and the main building acts as staff quarters and overflow for guests.

      Panning to the other side of our helicopter, I see our signature cabanas in a broad circle across an expanse of white sand. Playa Cabana is an apt name for the island, given the cozy beach huts where most of our guests will stay. I spy a tall, dark-skinned woman in a long, flowing skirt standing on the edge of the landing pad. When she waves, I wave back, but I’m not sure she can see me inside the helicopter.

      She must be Esmerelda Hernandez, our resort manager. She has been with Luxury Suite since we started, working in the southwest region and moving up the ranks. She knows the role of a hostess as well as a location manager. She’s going to be perfect running our island resort.

      As the rotors slow to a stop, Esme walks toward the aircraft. I open the door, and a ladder extends so I can step on the cement pad. I turn as smile as Esme and greet her with a hug, and we kiss each other’s cheeks.

      “How was your trip?” Esme asks with her welcoming smile.

      “Long, but not horrible. I have Tiffany to keep me company after I left the boss and his team at Key West.”

      “That must have been fun,” Esme giggles. “I’d like to fly on Mark’s jet someday. I’ve heard some wild stories.”

      “Probably true,” I grin in confirmation. “Mark and Kirsten got to know Brandon on a flight from Green Bay. Tiffany loves to tell the story.”

      “Sounds wild, the four of them will be joining us?” Emse asks, waving me toward the path approaching the three-story building set back from the landing strip and pier.

      “Yes, and another couple has joined us,” I grin cryptically, not wanting to expose all of our secrets.

      “Right, I’ve spoken to Will. He has some good ideas.” Esme opens the door to the reception area, and switches into tour guide mode. “We will repurpose this as a reception area for initial check-in. Will told me we’ll expect groups to arrive not solo guests like we do at the B&Bs.”

      I look around and see the almost completed work: a reception desk with three stations stretched along one wall. Love seats and couches cluster in intimate circles around the rest of the lobby. Different signs point to essential locations on the ground floor: a coffee bar along one wall and a convenience store beside it.

      “We will provide meals, of course, using the dining room in this building, but guests are free to purchase snacks and refreshments here to return to their cabana,” Esme explains. “We will monitor any alcohol consumption, as in our resorts.”

      I make a slow turn, taking it all in, then nod at my friend. “Looks amazing, Esme. You’ve got a lot done in a short amount of time. What are you concerned about?”

      “Supply logistics: If we have a full house of guests, we’ll need boats running twice daily.” I nod, having already factored in the logistics. “After that, we will have the usual headaches with laundry and housekeeping.”

      “Of course,” I nod. “We’ll have two supply trips through the next few weeks. We want to build up resources should there be a weather-based interruption. We’ve procured a boat exclusively for logistics; the helicopter will ferry guests. Six people per trip. Did you get the guest list?”

      “Yes, I have the girls looking it over to assign cabins.” Esme waves toward the hallway, and I follow her past the reception. “The hostesses will have to be flexible; I don’t think assigning one hostess per cabana is possible. Won’t the guests want to enjoy themselves and their guests in their cabanas?”

      “Yes, you’re right.” I nod as she pushes open the door to an office with beautiful girls gathered around tables. “The hostesses will be more concierge but should also be able to multitask. They are still freeuse positions. Gratutity rules apply, no tipping, we’re full service.”

      “That’s how I explained it. Many have transferred from other locations. The northern resorts need to hire more hostesses.”

      “We always need more ski bunny types,” I nod. “This type of work doesn’t go well with icy weather.”

      I look around at the women gathered around the tables. They’re scanning the guest profiles and preference sheets for the grand opening weekend. I’m pleased with Esme’s operation, just one more thing to see.

      “Take me to the cabanas.”
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      Emma

      “A freeuse weekend?” I ask my handsome husband. “Tell me more!”

      “Fantasy Unlimited owns it.” Jonathan grins, his eyebrows lifting. “Remember the place we stayed in San Diego?”

      “The one with the hunk of a host that railed me while you watched?”

      “That’s the one. But you’ll be freeuse this time instead of their hosts or hostesses.”

      “Wait, do we know who will be there?” I ask because while Jonathan allows me to play with other men, it’s usually his close-knit business partners.

      “I’m keeping that a secret,” Jonathan says with a smirk. “Guests are all Fantasy Unlimted members, so I’m confident whoever is there will be trustworthy. I wouldn’t risk my girl with just anyone.”

      My mind swirls as I put together the pieces of the puzzle. Before our trip to San Diego, we had to apply for membership to Fantasy Unlimited and remember the rigorous screening process. We maintain a membership because of the fun weekend and usually vacation in their expensive bed and breakfast locations.

      It was a wild week. Jonathan now plans business trips to FUBNBs and sometimes takes me along to enjoy their freeuse hosts. He’s told me stories of trips when I’m not with him, and he enjoys his time with the hostesses.

      “Where are we going?” I ask excitement in my voice.

      “Playa Cabana.” Jonathan grins.

      “Really?” I try not to screech in excitement, playing it cool. “That’s going to be amazing.”

      I remember the weekend we tied the knot with fondness. All of our guests stayed on the island until the wedding was over. Before I walked down the aisle, Jonathan challenged me to fuck each of his best friends while the rest of the guests enjoyed our engagement party. I had to duck in and out of the party, dodging conversations with relatives and family to visit each of their cabanas for a quick fuck. I wore a buzzing vibrator to let me know when the next groomsman was ready for me.

      After it was over, Jonathan and I were married with our feet in the white sand of the small island. For the rest of our honeymoon, we had the island to ourselves. Jonathan loved hearing about my experiences with his friends while we made love all over the small island and in many cabanas.

      “So, I’m up for grabs for just anyone?” I smirk. The idea of getting grabbed, pushed against a palm tree, and fucked by different men made my core clench. “You want me in full slut mode for strangers?” I try to appear like I’m worried about it, but I can’t hide my excitement with my nipples are nearly poking through my tank top.

      “That’s the plan,” Jonathan pulls me into his lap, and I straddle his hips.

      He’s rock hard at the idea, and it doesn’t take long before he pushes his trousers down, and I’m guiding him to my dripping opening. I ride him while kissing him frantically. He always surprises me with fun ideas. I may have been worried about my over-the-top libido when we were engaged. But since he put a ring on my finger, I’ve embraced the hotwife lifestyle.

      When I come around his cock, Jonathan leans and stands up, carrying me with my legs around his hips. He takes me to our bedroom, and we start again. I suck his cock while he fills my mouth with his seed. He plows into me from behind, stinging my ass with firm spankings, calling me a slut. I love every moment, and I can’t wait to show him how wild I am when we’re on the island.
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      Andi

      Where is Belize?” I ask, looking at my handsome fiancé. “Is that near Belgium?”

      Jason laughs, pulls me into his lap, and points to his huge computer monitor. “It’s on the Yucatan peninsula, bordering Mexico. We’re going to an exclusive island off the coast of Belize. Right about here.”

      I lean to look at the speck, and he switches to another tab on his browser. “We’ve been invited to a freeuse weekend.”

      “Can we afford that?” I ask because the photos of the island look like a tropical paradise. “We had to cancel our All-Star weekend getaway.”

      “I made a deal; it’s free with a few conditions,” Jason says cryptically. “They’re even providing free airfare from Dallas to Belize, and a private helicopter will ferry us to the island for the weekend.”

      I narrow my eyes as I turn to look at him. “What are these conditions?”

      “Well, we have to have our wedding on the island and pose for promotional photos.”

      “Really?” My voice rises with excitement.

      Jason proposed to me when we visited his old teammates at Spring Training in Arizona. We tentatively planned to be married during All-Start week in Dallas but had to reschedule. Budgets were getting tighter, and people weren’t buying new cars, so Jason’s income had shrunk.

      “What’s the catch?” I ask, sensing that he is keeping something back.

      “You might like this,” Jason smirks. “A freeuse weekend before our wedding.”

      “Freeuse?” I ask, scrunching my nose. “With you, or who?”

      “Anyone on the island,” Jason explains. “If you want to play, you just have to wear a colored wristband to your consent.”

      My pussy tightens with excitement, but I narrow my eyebrows again.“You want me to fuck people I don’t know?”

      The taboo thought excites me, and I know that Jason can tell when he cups my breasts and plays with my traitorous hard nipple. I’m an exhibitionist, so the thought of being naked, used for pleasure publically, is turning me on. I want my fiancé to be completely clear because while he enjoyed me fucking his buddies, I still want to marry him. I love him; he’s my soul mate. That he even thinks of a wild weekend like this is fantastic.

      “Oh yeah,” Jason says, then leans to kiss me. I deepen it immediately, breathless with arousal. “I want to watch my sexy bride-to-be getting freaky on a tropical island before I marry her.”

      “What about you?” I ask because the math of a freeuse weekend means other women will be there besides me. “Do I get to watch you with another slut?”

      “Is that what you want?” He turns the question back on me, and I bite my lip. When I nod, his eyes widen while his cock thickens under my ass.

      “I think that sounds hot, babe.” I’m breathless thinking of my hunk of a boyfriend screwing another woman. “No matter what, though, we’re getting married. You know I enjoy sex. You’ve watched me enough with other guys. I only love you, babe.”

      “I know, love.” Jason’s voice deepens, and he kisses me again. “We’re forever.”

      I’m looking forward to another flight with Jason. Playing on a plane triggers memories of our trip to Arizona. We joined the mile-high club while a flight attendant watched. Then his two buddies, professional baseball players, fucked me in a torrid threesome while Jason watched. My pussy is pulsing as I remember the wild weekend.

      “Do we have enough to buy some new bikinis?” I ask him because I know we’re still tight with money.

      “Yeah, do it.” He says, grinning. “The freeuse portion is clothing optional, though. You get to pick a colored wristband to indicate your consent.”

      He points to the screen where some details are listed, and my eyes focus on the picture of a green bracelet.

      “What should I pick?” I breathe, knowing what he’ll say.

      “Green, definitely,” Jason growls in my ear.

      I’m grinding on his lap at this point, and he suddenly wraps his arms around me and lifts me until I can stand. Then he twists me around and bends me over his large deck. In a flash, he’s inside me, fucking me hard, and I’m screaming in delight. My imagination is filling with unknown men, maybe some women, using me for pleasure. I crash into a string of orgasms as Jason continues to pound me.

      By the time we’re done, we curl together on his office carpet, catching our breath. Jason caresses me as I swim in the bliss of our lovemaking. The idea of the upcoming weekend will be running through my mind until we step on the plane south.
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      Esme guides me through the cabanas, which are all immaculately clean for standing on a sandy beach. The beds are crisply made with white linen sheets and puffy down comforters. The bathrooms have multiple shower heads and are large enough for more than two people.

      The cabanas are set in a large circle around a central unit big enough for six or more people to live in. The unit has the same luxury amenities, but it can easily be shifted to a party room for more than six guests.

      “This is where I figure Mark will stay with his guests,” Esme explains. “He’ll have a close-up view of the weekend for him and the rest of the crew.”

      Tapping my finger on my lip, I nod. “He’s also entertaining the new sailing yacht crews. They can live on their ships most of the time, but we might use this for planning before the weekend.”

      “We’ll make it happen,” Esme nods, then bites her lip. “How long until they get here?”

      “It’s a three-day sail,” I say, unbuttoning my blouse. “We’re so far ahead of schedule, and I think we deserve a reward. Is Carlos here yet?”

      “Got in this morning,” Esme says, pulling out her phone from a pocket in her skirt. “Here?”

      “Yes, you’re invited, of course.” I pull off my blouse and skirt, folding them neatly before putting them in the closet.

      Esme taps on her phone and then watches the screen. She smirks at me when I hear it vibrate. “He’ll be here shortly.”

      She pulls her loose dress over her head, revealing her dark brown skin and luscious breasts. Like most of our hostesses, she’s not wearing any panties, and her breasts stand out from her chest, her dark nipples hard as she stands looking at me.

      I nod, walking toward her. Esme is taller than me, but I twist her around, push her onto the bed, and crawl up her body. She stretches her thighs apart as I fit between them, lowering my mouth to her thick buds, sucking and licking them. Her fingers comb through my hair as she arches, offering her tits to me.

      “You’ve done such a good job,” I purr, kissing down her toned abdomen. “We can have some fun while we wait for the others. Still a lot of work to do.”

      “We’re good at multitasking,” Esme moans as she pulls her knees up and spreads wider for me.

      I stare at her, admiring her curves, lowering my mouth to her dark petals. I moan my agreement as I taste her, lapping through her lips and savoring her slick juices. I hear the door open and close and footsteps as I lick Esme hungrily. I wait for the sounds of our partner to quiet then look over my shoulder at the handsome face of Carlos.

      Wagging my ass at the hunk of a security guard, my pussy clenching as I watch his impressive dick thicken between his meaty thighs. I tip my head at him, then return to feasting on Esme’s fragrant flower.

      Carlos is the strong, silent type, which is why I invited him. His strong hands grip my ass, pulling the cheeks apart as I shift my hips. His hand smacks my ass, and I moan into Esme. She grips my hair and grinds herself on my mouth. When Carlos plows into me, I see stars and toss my head back, moaning.

      “Oh fuck,” I cry, glancing at him. “Hard, Carlos. I need it hard.”

      God bless the man; he didn’t need to be told twice. I hold on to Esme’s thighs as he punches his massive dick into me. I squeeze my cunt around him as Esme starts to whine while I devour her pussy. She goes wild, rolling her hips and grinding against my mouth and nose. When she comes hard, I lap at her gushing release, then climb up her body, kissing her passionately to share her sweet sweetness.

      Carlow adjusts himself as I settle over Esme, staring into her eyes as she grips my breasts, molding them in her warm palms. Carlos begins fucking me again, and Esme’s features blur as my body rocks from his hard rutting punches. I come hard, spraying my joy over Esme’s throbbing core.

      Carlos is relentless, fucking me until I cry out and come, then roll off of Esme and hold my pulsing cunt. Carlos winks at me, then moves between Esme’s spread thighs. She reaches and grabs his cock, stroking her hand over my juices, then fits his tip into her leaking slit. Her head tosses back as Carlos slams into her. Her hands reach back and grip the sheets while Carlos holds her down, squeezing her full round tits.

      When Esme comes with a shriek, Carlos pulls out and tips his head at me. I squirm over beside Esme, cupping my breasts while he jacks his rigid shaft. I turn to Esme, kissing her while keeping Carlos in sight out of the corner of my eye. I pull away from the kiss when he breaks his silence with a moan.

      “Oh fuck,” He growls, his fist a blur.

      Esme and I watch as his cum shoots out in thick streams over our sweaty bodies. The white streams combine with our sweat and run in rivulets over our breasts. When he’s done, pulling the last drop to the tip of his cock, I crane forward like a hungry bird. He feeds me the last drop, and I suckle on the tip, draining him completely. Then, turn and grin at Esme.

      It takes a while for us to clean all of Carlos’s cum from our skin. By the time we’re done, he’s stiff again. Esme kneels with me to take turns sucking his thick cock, getting ready for a second round. Everything is set for the Freeuse Weekend, and I’m excited to watch what happens.
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      When Holly takes her future in her hands and stows away on a sailing yacht, she's sure her future is bright. It comes crashing down when the yacht's handsome captain tells her the consequences of stowing away. Offering her an option, Holly takes it eagerly, hoping to prove herself to the man who's given her a chance at a new life.

      
        
        Follow her Freeuse Stowaway Adventures.

        https://read.hankdolworth.com/stowaway-adventures
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      Discover Mark, Kirsten, Brandon, and Megan’s story.

      Fantasy Unlimited Bed and Breakfast is a chain of exclusive resort-level bed and breakfast establishments. The highest-tier VIP members enjoy a luxury suite, gourmet-quality breakfasts, and the services of an exclusive freeuse hostess for all of their needs.

      
        
        https://read.hankdolworth.com/fubnb
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      Hailey is restarting her life after her divorce. Gifted a Caribbean cruise aboard a luxury sailing yacht, she meets new friends that include her in their swinging lifestyle. Follow Hailey as she learns how to let go and enjoy surrender.

      https://read.hankdolworth.com/caribbean-cruise
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      She’s Jenny’s best friend and Felicia’s mentor. She loves to watch her husband Will entertain other women. She’s one part hotwife, one part cuckcake, with a full tank of moxie. One thing about Christi, she wants to be in control. Can she do it with the sexy men and women from Fantasy Unlimited?

      
        
        read.hankdolworth.com/christi-takes-control
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        Hank Dolworth Collection Series

        includes the following:

      

      

      
        
          	
        Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast
      

      	
        Freeuse Stowaway
      

      	
        Study Buddies with Benefits
      

      	
        Jenny, the Soccer Mom
      

      

      

      read.hankdolworth.com/hdcollection

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      Hank Dolworth is the nom de plume of a technology educator who had to stop flying around the world and is trapped in his home office attending too many Zoom calls. To cope with this high-stress environment, in his free time, Hank likes to write story-driven erotica and erotic romances.

      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.

      Living in Texas, Hank also enjoys hot, spicy, rich, melt-in-your-mouth barbecue, time with his family, and working with other erotica writers to improve his craft.

      Find out what Hank's been up to by signing up for his newsletter, which is easy to do. Just grab a free book when you visit:

      

      
        
        read.hankdolworth.com/freebies
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