
        
            
                
            
        

    
Pushing New Limits
An Exhibitionist Free Use Hotwife Billionaire Menage Erotic Story


by Jessica Whitethread



On a beautiful island in the Mediterranean, Whispers of Eden resort attracts the wealthy and exclusive and it has only one rule:

All female guests must be sexually available to any man at any time.

Chloe and her husband may have wound up here by accident, but she's soon discovering new and demeaning turn-ons that are as unexpected as they are impossible to control.

And the powerful, alpha men of the resort are ready to take advantage.

She doesn't want to leave, but to earn the right to return she has to show she's embraced her role as a sexual plaything.

The prospect is terrifying.

But it feels too good to stop ...


Reader Advisory: This story is for mature audiences only and features intensely erotic situations, exhibitionism, freeuse themes, spanking and discipline, anonymous sex, public sex, sexual objectification, hotwife and extramarital relations, multiple partners, and rough group sex. All characters are 18 or older.
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Morning Mysteries

I stir into consciousness, registering how aroused my body is before anything else resolves into focus. My nipples are pleasurably stiff and sensitive and I'm more than a little wet. I've been having the best dream.

But as I peel my face off a cool, silk pillow and open my eyes to the morning light and Mediterranean breeze streaming in through the windows of our suite, I forget it instantly.

Right now, reality is better than any fantasy. Since yesterday, reality has become my sex dream.

I roll over in place. I don't remember falling asleep, but apparently I did it without bothering to put clothes on. God, I love the way these million thread-count sheets feel against my naked skin.

I twist happily within them, spreading my limbs and encountering the outline of my husband's arm in the process. I start to explore.

He fell asleep without putting any clothes on, either, I begin to suspect. I decide to test the theory.

Nothing covers those familiar, comforting biceps or thick shoulders. I walk my fingers lightly down the bare skin of his chest and stomach. I reach his waist before encountering any fabric. I go down further. Still nothing. Good. Very good.

And … oh. He's hard.

He's really stiff. Hard as fucking steel, actually.

My body reacts to the discovery like this is what I was waiting for. An empty achiness between my legs has become impatient.

I wrap my fingers tentatively around his shaft and am rewarded with a low, slumbering groan. I like the idea of him floating in another dimension, affected by me only through touch and the sensations I can inspire in his body.

I roll over and climb onto him. An inch from my face, his eyes blink sleepily open. I lean forward to give him a wordless kiss of promise. In doing so, my nipples brush against his chest and my pussy clenches urgently at how good it feels. Any touch does this to me. Any point of contact.

I am turned on.

I guide him to my opening and lower myself around his thick shaft. He slips in so fucking easily - even though my body is tight around him, I'm like a slip-and-slide.

"Oh God …" I breathe.

"Fuck, Chloe," Dylan echoes. There's a ragged edge to his low, masculine growl.

The feeling of each ridge and contour of his cock slipping into me is unbelievably intense. The sensation of fullness inside me is a drug. How have I lived so much of my life without realizing sex can feel like this?

I start to move on him and it's like my sensitivity is turned up to 11. My eyes close. I've barely started before an orgasm is bubbling up inside of me. My breath gets tight and my body seizes in a clench as it breaks over me. I falter and then stop, his cock deep inside me, as ripples of ecstasy travel through every nerve of my body.

I open my eyes, suddenly a little embarrassed by how fast that happened. I lasted … what … fifteen seconds? I've fallen still. "Oops," is all I can say. "Where was I?"

Two days ago, I would have been mortified to come like that - as if all it took was a light breeze. Now, I realize, I don't care. I feel too incredible to care.

And I don't think Dylan cares either. As soon as I'm moving on him again, his breath is getting harsh. His own eyes close. His hands clamp against my hips and with my own I urge him into a tighter grip.

In another minute, we come together. I take everything he gives me and the seizing and pulsing of his cock heightens my own climax so intensely that for a long moment I forget where I am.

God. No drug on earth feels like this.

I'm gasping as I reconnect with my surroundings. My chest is heaving. I have the pleasant, ebbing pump in my muscles of having clenched them and not even realized it.

I slip down onto him and he nestles me in against his chest.

"God, that was an amazing way to wake up, Chloe," he tells me.

"I feel so different today," I whisper. "Is this what sex is going to feel like from now on?"

"That's something I could get used to," he laughs, amazement still in his voice.

Ever since arriving here at Whispers of Eden, I've become a new woman. I've learned things about myself I never expected. I've realized what it means to give in to feeling good and how to stop overthinking. I've discovered just how many things do make me feel good, just as soon as I stop worrying if they're wrong or right or slutty or proper or anything else. Make me a playground.

It seems crazy that Dylan and I arrived here only yesterday and with no idea what this place was. We thought it was just a typical resort, and that's all we thought we wanted. We had a traditional marriage. We were monogamous. We were boring, really - just hoping that getting a free vacation through our travel club rewards would put a little bit of spice back into our lives.

But then we got here. We were given a contract that stated I must be sexually available to any man in the resort for the entirety of our stay. I was assigned an outfit to wear in public that accentuated instead of hid my most intimate parts. A top that didn't cover my tits. A bikini bottom that was see-through even when dry.

My first impulse was to run in disgust. Thank God Dylan talked me out of that.

A giddy shiver runs up my spine as I remember the absolute paralysis of that first step out the door of our suite. Every private part of me was exposed. Every boundary and comfort zone I thought I had was rendered defenseless. I was free to look at … to touch … to play with … to use.

By anybody.

I spent my first day discovering - in very public and uncomfortably obvious ways - just how much I liked that completely vulnerable, submissive position. It was terrifying and humiliating and much, much too intense.

And that was what I liked most about it.

I got fucked by multiple men in front of a crowd of strangers, and then fell asleep touching myself to the memory. My inner slut is awake and, whether I like it or not, right now she's the one running the show.

I'm never going to forget Whispers of Eden. Even without the life-changing sexual experiences, this place is luxurious beyond belief. It's like a dream.

But after this trip is over, we'll never be able to afford to come back. The non-discounted rate is three thousand dollars a night.

Dylan seems to read my mind. "You're already counting the days before we have to leave," he guesses.

I make a rueful face. "Maybe." I roll over onto my side. "I'm trying to live in the moment, it's just … I don't want it to end."

"Yeah."

We look at each other for a moment of unwelcome reality.

He's the first to snap out of it. "Well, I think that just means we need to make the most of it. Let's find out if their room service is as amazing as the restaurants."

He fishes around a drawer in the table by the sprawling, Alaskan king bed and produces a gold-embossed menu. We pour over it with relish.

One phone-call later, we are officially expecting the arrival of lobster eggs Benedict with caper butter hollandaise, a papaya and tropical berry salad, a house-specialty shakshuka, and toasted fresh baguette.

With half an hour to kill, we decide to try out the immense, stucco tub in the northeast corner of the suite. It comes equipped with body oils and fragrances and more jets of hot water than I can count.

Despite the tub having enough space to hold at least a dozen people, I'm glued to my husband's side as we soak. I'm constantly touching him, caressing him, leaning against him, playing with him. God, I'm an addict. And the warm water and bubbles playing against every inch of my naked body aren't exactly discouraging my hedonism.

When the food arrives, we pounce on it like we haven't eaten in days. Every bite is incredible. I have to force myself to stop before I burst. Okay, maybe just one more bite.

"What is that?"

I look up from a final crust of hollandaise-dipped baguette to see my husband pointing towards a small red envelope lying on the room service tray. It must have been hidden under the dishes when it arrived.

It's closer to me, so I reach out and pick it up. Nothing is written on the envelope. I extract a small, hand-written note from the inside and read it aloud.

Mrs. Chloe Monroe, you have been anonymously recommended to take part in the First-Time Guest Welcome Program at Whispers of Eden. Participation is by invite only and involves activities intended to encourage your adjustment to the resort community and provides a variety of future perks, including exemption from the booking wait list and complimentary accommodations. Please come by the Guest Outreach office in the administrative building between 9 am and 4 pm (excepting lunch hours).

I frown at the note. "Anonymously recommended?" I repeat.

"It seems like you made quite an impression on our fellow guests yesterday," Dylan muses, hiding a smile.

I digest this new development. Maybe this is silly, but it puts a few butterflies into my stomach. "This is a good thing, right?"

He takes the note from me and rereads it to himself. "How could it be bad?"

"I don't know."

Having a sexual awakening is scary enough without the constant sense of being the center of attention as I experience it.

"If nothing else, complimentary accommodations sound pretty good," he points out.

I nod. "Yeah. Definitely."

"So you're thinking about going to see them?"

"Yeah."

"You should do it."

I take a sip from the glass of orange juice in front of me, suddenly wishing I'd let Dylan talk me into mimosas. "You're right. I'll go."

"Who knows, maybe you'll meet new people and come back with a story as good as yesterday's."

I laugh a bit sheepishly. "That might be too high a bar," I caution him. "But okay, I'm going to go."

Breakfast is over. Day two begins.

We discover that our clothes from the previous day were laundered overnight and left folded on a table just inside the door.

Within the pile - comprising about 0.1% of it by weight - I find my assigned pool outfit. The butterflies redouble as I slip into it. It's just as revealing as yesterday: a cupless shelf for a top and very see-through bottoms.

I check my reflection again in the mirror. If anything, the effect is even more scandalous than yesterday: prominent nipples, flushed face. I've achieved a semi-permanent appearance of just-been-fucked. I try to unmuss my hair.

I've had a month's worth of orgasms over the past twenty-four hours. My happy hormones are going crazy. Maybe it's not insane to think … my tits even look a little bigger?

Where the hell did I find the courage to wear this out yesterday? Just a few hours difference and it already feels like it must have been a different woman entirely.

Dylan is ogling me over my shoulder. I point at the tent of his groin clearly visible within the complimentary silk robe he's thrown on. "You're going to save some of that energy for me?"

"All of it, baby," he promises with relish.

He says he has zero interest in any of the women here but me and I don't doubt him for a second. I'm so unbelievably grateful for him I could burst.

I kiss my very turned-on husband for good luck and leave our suite.

I'm excited and nervous of what the day has in store. This place has a way of pushing me out of my comfort zone in all the best and most terrifying ways.


This Hard?

My heart is positively racing as I raise my hand to knock on the door in front of me.

I'm standing in a neo-classical marble hallway. The offices lining it are all fronted with solid oak doors, without windows or glass. From the outside I have no idea whether the rooms beyond are occupied or what I might be walking into.

At least the crisp metal lettering for "Guest Relations and Outreach" matches the listing in the building directory on the ground floor, so I know I'm in the right place.

For a moment after I strike the wood, there's nothing. Then a voice calls out. "Come in."

I push hesitantly at the door and it starts to yield, though it's heavy. As it reaches halfway open, I feel it pulled from the other side and suddenly it swings wide.

I'm standing on the threshold of a spacious room with doorways to several smaller offices along the walls. On the other side is a woman: a few years older than me, well put together, fully clothed in a pencil skirt and a blouse of light fabric.

Suddenly, I feel very under-dressed.

"Sorry the door was closed," she apologizes. "They were just waxing the hallway. It was too loud to hear ourselves think. Come in."

"Umm," I ask quietly, "am I … should I be wearing something more? I didn't know …"

"No," she assures me, "you've got a fantastic pair of tits. I'd show them off, too. We like to keep the men here riled up."

"I just thought I was supposed … " I falter. "I wasn't trying …"

"Mr. Moretti," she calls out. "First little fish."

In response, a man appears in the doorway of one of the offices furthest from where we're standing.

He's well-built, handsome, dark-haired, a head taller than me, probably in his late forties. He's dressed in casual businesswear that oozes a lazy, take-it-for-granted kind of wealth. His shirt is open at the collar.

His gaze flicks over me, missing nothing. I feel the heat in my cheeks of a blush.

"She was just asking if we like her outfit," the woman supplies before I can stop her. "You like her with her tits out?"

I die a little inside. I'd been trying to ask her privately, woman to woman.

As she says it, she watches me. She sees me squirm. She notices immediately how easy it is to embarrass me. She seems to like that.

Indulgently, Mr. Moretti's eyes take a longer, more thorough sweep of my every exposed detail. I feel my nipples stiffen under his gaze.

Without directly answering my question, he moves to a wide, stained-wood table on the far side of the room.

"Easy to see why she caused a stir," he murmurs approvingly.

"Come in," the woman says abruptly. She points at the table. "Sit."

I follow her instruction. The man is doing something with a black slate board by the wall. "Chloe Monroe?" he asks over his shoulder.

"Yeah," I confirm in surprise. "That's me."

He writes my name out in chalk on the piece of slate and hangs it on the wall. "You're here to participate."

Was it a question? I bob my head in tentative confirmation.

"Have you heard of the program?" he asks.

"The … umm … First-Time Guest Welcome Program?"

"Right. Do you know what it is?"

"No, I don't."

The woman tsks. The man makes a dismissive motion towards her.

"Not a problem," he assures me. "We'll start from the beginning. I'm Bruno Moretti." He gestures at the woman. "And, of course, this is my assistant Andrea."

"It's nice to meet you," I say tentatively.

"I sit on the membership board here at Whispers of Eden. A small responsibility that comes with owning a quarter stake in the resort."

My eyes widen and the butterflies in my stomach redouble. My posture stiffens with nerves and the authority I was reading in him suddenly makes sense. Are people so important supposed to be so attractive?

"I help newcomers acclimate to the environment here, to make sure they get the most out of their stays and, if I think you're a positive addition to the community, I want you to be encouraged to return."

"We want good little sluts," the woman contributes. "Despite all the horny women in the world, a really good slut is a surprisingly hard thing to find."

The man suppresses a smile. "That's another way to put it, yes. We want good little sluts. Do you think you can be one of those for me, Chloe?"

"Do I think I can be … a good little slut?" I try the words out. I should feel offended and demeaned, shouldn't I? But I'm sitting here basically naked. By any metric, I am one already.

And … there's something … really hot about being called a slut. I really like hearing that word come out of his confident, well-defined lips. He doesn't just want me to be a good little slut. He wants me to be one for him.

And now, so do I.

"I can try."

"Good. And I think the note mentioned some of the perks of completing the program."

"Free accommodations, right? Does that mean a future stay, because we booked our room through a rewards program and …"

He nods. "It does. Completely complimentary. One full week anytime in the next twelve months."

My eyes widen.

Mr. Moretti is drawing horizontal lines on the piece of slate.

"There are activities that help gauge your compatibility," he explains. "The fact that you were recommended by your fellow guests is already a mark in your favor, but it's only the first step."

"A test?" I ask.

"Think of them like challenges. Assignments, maybe?"

I swallow, my mouth a little dry. The woman is watching me carefully.

"What are they?" I ask.

"We're going to find out together."

He points to a box sitting on some shelves behind me. The woman reaches past me and retrieves it for him.

"The first assignment is always random," he explains. "Your performance will dictate what the next two will be."

"Three in total?"

"Three," he confirms, holding out the box to me. "Draw your assignment."

I regard my hand for an instant as I reach out. I'm actually shaking. I force myself to hold it still. I reach in and extract a small piece of paper.

I turn it over and read it.

Get spanked in public (and deserve it).

I frown at it. I'm actually a little disappointed. I don't have a discipline kink. I never got the appeal, really. It does nothing for me.

Hopefully I don't get spanked too hard, I guess? I'm not eager for a sore ass.

I show it to Mr. Moretti, who writes it out on the slate beneath my name. "Often a good warm-up," he approves. "You'd be surprised at how many women don't want to try a little discipline play. It saves a lot of time, weeding them out early. Any objections?"

I swallow and shake my head. "No. No objections."

"Good. Come over here, then, please." He points at the stretch of table in front of him.

I comply and move over to him.

"Now bend over and present your ass," he instructs. "It's usually more stable in this position if you brace against the table."

"This is the task?" I ask, nonplussed. "This is the spanking?"

He laughs. "No, not at all. Bend over please."

I'm completely confused now, but I obey.

My palms meet cool wood. Before I can react, I feel his thumbs hook into my waistband and pull my bikini bottom down my thighs. I stiffen in surprise. It may not have been much covering, but at least it was something. Cool air meets the hot, slick folds of my groin.

"She's soaking wet," I hear him observe. "Andrea, hand me that towel. I don't want this ink to smear."

"Is she really that soaked?" she teases. "She must like you."

I lower my head slightly so that my arms can obscure my flaming, mortified face. This is beyond humiliating. My naked ass and soaked pussy is thrust out in the air, being casually discussed by these two strangers.

A cloth arrives between my legs. It wipes me and then vanishes.

"Now hold still," Mr. Moretti's voice orders.

A new, unexpected sensation blooms on my left ass cheek. I'm … being written on. With permanent marker.

I dutifully wait until he finishes and then crane my neck to try to see.

In bold, black lettering, my naked body now reads:

Have I earned a spanking? Don't hold back!

Beneath the letters, he's drawn a broad horizontal line.

"Alright, we'll let that air dry for a few moments," Mr. Moretti says. "Hold that position."

I hear him put away the black marker and retrieve a green one from a shelf. He sets it on the desk in front of me where I can look at it.

"Put that somewhere safe," he tells me. "You'll need to find someone in the resort to help you complete your task. That person cannot be your partner. When it's done, they should sign their name on you as proof. Simple?"

I nod. "Okay."

He pats my ass, testing the ink. "Dry enough," he concludes.

As if I'm his doll, he re-clothes me - if you can call it that.

"Alright, Chloe, good luck and have fun."

I straighten. That was an abrupt dismissal. "Is there a time limit, or …"

"Don't dawdle," Andrea suggests from the side.

Mr. Moretti nods in agreement. "It's a mark in your favor to take your time and complete the task to its fullest. It is not a mark in your favor to procrastinate and put it off."

"Ok. Umm, thanks."

"You understand what's being evaluated here, don't you?" he asks me. He's watching me. His eyes seem to penetrate right through me, as though he can see every reservation and nerve.

I swallow and nod.

"Good."

As I leave the room, I take another look at the black slate board now being pinned to the wall. My name glitters at the top, the first of my three tasks is written beneath it. Two lines wait empty.

As I retreat into the hallway, I realize my mood is a mild state of shock.

If I can find a man to spank me I'll get me a free stay at a luxury resort. Is this real life?

I try to crane my neck around to see the writing again, but it's harder from a standing position. Most of it is obscured beneath my bikini bottoms. Well, in the sense that they cover anything at all.

I stare at the visible portion of the letters, processing what I was just offered and what I agreed to.

Am I a good little slut?

And … why do I suddenly want to be one so badly?

I don't know why I like being treated this way so much, but I don't have an eternity to enjoy it. I have two more days. If I win their approval, maybe a few more. Now isn't the time to overthink things.

I let my feet carry me back through the hall, down a flight of stairs, and deposit me back at the rear entrance of the administration building. The door opens onto one of the smaller sunning decks that ring center of the resort. The deck is accented by a deep pool, its calm azure waters reflecting a smattering of sunbathers up earlier than most. The crowd - by intentional design, I've learned - is predominantly male.

Here at the resort, they want the men lustful and the women outnumbered.

I start framing my task into concrete terms. I have to find a man I don't know. I have to … misbehave in some way? He has to bend me over and spank my ass. He has to sign his name on my body. And the likelihood of any of this happening in private is zero.

Great. Not humiliating at all.

Good thing I'll be doing it basically naked.

Is my heart supposed to be racing like this? My stomach is doing somersaults.

I drift into a nondescript patch of shade by the building entrance and start scanning the figures in front of me, trying to imagine what this is going to feel like. By subconscious instinct, I fold my arms over my chest, covering my naked breasts.

I don't think I'm going to like the actual spanking part. I definitely want to find a guy who doesn't look like he'll get too carried away with it.

I'm playing out scenarios in my head. That one's cute, but he looks like he might have a mean streak. That one has hands the size of my head. That one … maybe that one.

I'm contemplating a blond man at a table near the far walkway. The large central pool lies between us. He's sitting with several friends as they sip on drinks.

He's medium height and a build on the slight side. Maybe I'm fooling myself, but he seems kind of gentle in his movements.

It's impossible to read personality from this distance. There's so many parts beyond my control but … for a moment, before any of this has been set into motion … I can pretend, can't I?

I reach up to straighten my hair and realize my hand is shaking. I hold it out in front of me and watch the tremors of anxiety and excitement.

If I don't do this in the next minute, I'm going to lose my nerve.

I stand up. My legs are shaking, too. Fuck you, legs. I start walking. I fixate on my target. I almost bump into a woman in a lounge chair, but manage to avoid her at the last second.

I draw up to the table. I can't even bring myself to look at him - or any of his friends. There's a glass of amber liquid on the table that smells intensely of whiskey.

I reach out, grab it, and take a long, deep drink. The strength of the fiery liquid catches me by surprise and I have to gulp in a breath of air to keep from coughing.

Conversation stops. Six pairs of eyes turn to regard me in surprise. They take the now-familiar detour down my front, lingering like a physical sensation on my fully exposed breasts and the outline of my soaking pussy.

Goosebumps erupt on my skin at the sensation of so many strangers looking at my uncovered body. Shouldn't I be getting used to this by now? Every primitive part of my brain is firing at once: fight or flight, arousal.

"What are you doing?" my target asks.

"Well," I begin in a deliberate voice, "I guess I got thirsty."

"That wasn't yours."

"It wasn't? Oops, I guess I took it anyways." Despite my nerves, I'm actually pulling off the sultry, impudent voice I had envisioned. "What are you going to do about it?"

"Me?" he says in amusement. "Nothing."

"Nothing?"

I almost can't believe it. Is this going to be one of the hard parts, too? At least I succeeded in finding an nonthreatening target.

"You're not a man enough to stand up for yourself?" I challenge him. "You can't teach one bad girl some manners?"

He scratches his chin and then gestures behind me. "I figure it's probably his place to do it more than mine."

"His?" I repeat.

There's a bit of splashing behind me.

"Hey, Vince, this woman here helped herself to your whiskey and says you're not man enough to teach her any manners."

I stare at the blond man for a moment and then at the glass still clutched in my hand. In some chagrined part of me, I already know the mistake I've made.

I turn in trepidation in the direction my blond target spoke.

A very, very, very large man is toweling himself at the pool edge. He has a shaved head and dense, short-cut beard. Tattoos ripple over a chest and shoulders swollen with broad muscle. His forearms are as big around as my thighs.

He looks from me to the drink in my hand in confusion that's quickly burning into anger.

"I was looking forward to that," he says in disbelief.

"Well, umm -"

He drops his towel and approaches me. I come up to roughly his sternum. "You thought I'd be afraid to give you a lesson in manners?"

"I just meant … that was when he wasn't going to …"

He faces me down. I have to crane my neck just to try to look him in the eyes. "So … you're what? You're sorry?"

"Definitely! Of course, I am, yes! I thought it was somebody else's. I wasn't trying to -"

"She's got something written on her ass," one of the people behind me at the table notices. "What does it say?"

"Something about spanking," another says, trying to read.

The giant in front of me reaches out and takes me by the arm. His fist closes above my elbow as easily as if my limb were a toothpick. He turns me on the spot and pushes me forward, causing my shoulders to hunch and my ass to thrust outwards.

The fingers of his second hand gather the flimsy fabric of my bikini bottom and pull it taught. The cloth cinches up between my ass cheeks, pulling uncomfortably tight over my pussy and pinning me in place in the most humiliating and unexpected wedgie of my life.

"Hold still," he grates unnecessarily. I couldn't move if I wanted to. "I can read it now," he announces to the growing number of people in the vicinity whose attention we're attracting. "It says 'Have I earned a spanking? Don't hold back!'"

The announcement is met with a collective intake of breath and a few titters of laughter.

I can read the thought behind every amazed, concerned, or gleeful expression. Is this what she bargained for? they're asking themselves.

No, actually! No, it wasn't!

"I guess you need to give it to her, chief," one of my captor's table mates says.

Still holding me by the entire back half of my bikini bottom, Vince grabs a nearby chair and positions himself in it.

He pulls me onto his lap like I weigh nothing at all and I collapse helplessly across his legs. My stomach meets muscled, granite-like thighs. One huge hand presses on the small of my back, immobilizing me entirely.

"So you you wanted this, huh?" he growls at a volume only I can hear. "The thing is, I didn't want someone to walk up and take my drink. So I'm going to make sure you don't like this at all, either."

He pulls my bikini bottom down my thighs and calves and then free of me entirely. In annoyance, he tosses the tiny shred of fabric thirty yards across the patio.

I watch helplessly as it flutters to the ground. The falling cloth might as well be a flair gun. Every single person in this area of the resort is now watching us. Me. Bare-assed, pussy out, tits bouncing on the leg of the largest man I've ever encountered.

I'm utterly helpless to move or cover myself. I don't even have the right to object. I'm getting exactly what I asked for. Exactly what I deserve.

What an idiotic situation to have gotten myself into. Maybe he should spank some sense into me.

I have just enough time - splayed out in the most humiliating position of my life - to reflect on all the choices that brought me to this point.

And then his hand comes down.

The smacking sound resounds off the flagstones. My yelp of pain follows right behind it. It stings. God, it stings.

"Not exactly what you wanted, is it, you little slut?" he taunts me. "You thought I was going take it easy on you? Play your fun little game?"

He brings his hand down again. And again. And then again.

He has impeccable fucking aim. Every blow lands on exactly the same, increasingly tender spot.

Is there some limit to this? Is there some number he's counting towards?

I try to wriggle on his lap. Please, for God's sake, just hit me once somewhere slightly different.

And that's when I discover that there are other parts of my backside that are even more sensitive than the meaty part he started with. Fuck!

Desperately I try to get back to my original position, but now I can't find it. Every impact of his palm is resounding and excruciating. I'm wriggling helplessly, arching and then bucking my hips, but all I succeed in doing is exposing new and ever-more-sensitive parts of me to his punishment.

I give up, screw my eyes shut, and submit to what is happening to me.

The pain is hot and searing and very close to a lot of very activated nerve endings. Several dozen strangers are watching this all happen to me, every eye glued to my increasingly cherry-red ass.

With chagrin, I discover something about myself.

Maybe …

Maybe I am kind of into this …

I think I like being manhandled. I want him to teach me a lesson. There's something intoxicating about being so utterly at his mercy. Anything could happen. He can make me pay any price …

And the more aroused I get, the easier it is for my brain to confuse pain with pleasure. Right now, all of it is just … sensation. Intensity.

"You like that, whore?" he demands.

"No!" I insist. "Please, I'm sorry."

He brings his hand down again and then stops, resting his fingers on my hot, smarting flesh. He's breathing heavily.

He surveys his handiwork. He's wondering if I've had enough.

But instead, he makes the opposite discovery.

"She's fucking wet!" he exclaims aloud.

I feel his fingers probe between my legs to confirm what he sees, spreading my thighs slightly to gain full access. He's right. I'm fucking soaked.

"You do like this, don't you, you little slut."

He's in disbelief. I'm in disbelief. My body is betraying me.

"Are you really getting off to what I'm doing to you?" he growls.

"I'm not trying to!"

He resumes punishing me. He punctuates every blow with a simple command. "Stop! Enjoying! This!"

I screw my eyes shut and try to do what he tells me. My body refuses to obey. If anything, the humiliation of my secret being discovered only makes it harder to fight against.

I'm so turned on that every physical sensation is warped. Hot electricity is pulsing somewhere in my abdomen, shocking me with every impact.

And then I realize a final humiliation might be mounting. I might … come from this. I will, actually. If he doesn't stop soon, I'm going to come.

I'm going to orgasm from getting spanked in front of all these people.

Desperately I resume my attempts to find a different angle for my ass. Is there a position that lets my body calm down? Just a little?

But all my wriggling accomplishes is grinding my clit into his knee.

"Fuck," I breathe.

He seems to realize something unusual is going on with me, so he slows down his pace slightly. But … that's the last straw. The slow, deliberate impacts are exactly the final, fatal rhythm my soaked pussy was waiting for.

I come.

Loudly. Obviously. Helpless to stop it.

It's … intense.

I open my eyes. I'm curled around the huge legs beneath me. The spanking has stopped. My audience is silent.

Everyone - everyone - knows what just happened.

Vince, my punisher, lets out a long, low breath. "That isn't something I've seen before."

"Am I … acceptably punished?" I ask timidly, staring in mortification at the ground twelve inches from my face.

He seems to think about it. He chuckles a deep, rumbling sound. "Well, I guess so. I don't care if you came or not, you won't be able to sit down for the rest of the day. That's probably punishment enough."

His hands encircle my hips and he lifts me easily back onto my feet.

I make the humiliating, scarlet-faced walk to retrieve the missing half of my bathing suit. I'm about to make my escape when I realize I'm forgetting something. I stop and return to where Vince is still seated.

"I - umm, need to ask you a favor," I say quietly.

"A favor?"

I hold out the green marker. "Would you sign me? As proof that I've been spanked?"

He laughs. He points at the brilliant red color of my ass. "That's not proof enough?"

"Apparently not."

He laughs again, takes the marker, and signs his name onto my skin. Bjorn Haraldsson. He pats me once on my ass in confirmation. "There, autographed and everything."

"Thanks," I mutter. "And I really am sorry about your drink."

He tilts his head, giving me a look that seems a bit … amused? "Don't be too sorry," he says.

I happen to look down as he says it and my gaze lands on his crotch. My eyes widen.

The outline of a cock is visible in his swim trunks. Huge, in proportion to every other part of him. And hard. So visibly hard that I can almost see it throbbing. For me. For what he did to me.

He sees where my eyes have wandered.

"Try it again sometime," he suggests in a low tone of challenge. "Find out what happens to you the second time around."

God, my inner slut is suddenly drooling over that bulge. She wants to jump on it here and now. She's fucking insatiable.

But I'm on a schedule!

"I do get thirsty sometimes," I say quietly.

I hide a vindicated smile as I turn from him. Okay, maybe I'm not the only degenerate.

And before he can change his mind about letting me go, I make my escape.


And That Many!?

Andrea looks up in surprise as I arrive back to the office of Guest Relations. "That was fast."

I check the clock behind her on the wall. It's only been thirty minutes!?

"You told me not to dawdle," I point out.

"Yes, so we did," she agrees. "And if the task we gave you was too easy for you, obviously that's not your fault."

"I wouldn't say it was easy …" I object, blushing.

"No?" She arches an eyebrow.

Before she can press for more details, Mr. Moretti emerges from his office.

"Our little go-getter was about to tell me how her first task went," his assistant tells him.

He settles in a chair by the table and makes a 'proceed' gesture. Andrea moves to his side. They look at me expectantly.

With a flaming face, I recount everything that just happened out by the pool. I try to skirt around some of the more embarrassing details, but they have a keen sense of what I'm concealing. They extract the full and honest truth out of me with no patience or sensitivity to my obvious embarrassment.

At the end, they want to see the signature I've earned. I turn and lower my bathing suit until the lettering is fully visible.

Mr. Moretti regards the deep, splotchy red of my ass. The stinging has already faded to a dull, aching soreness, but the color is a deep, angry red.

"You must have a real flair for antagonizing people," he observes, concealing a smile.

"The assignment was to to deserve my punishment, wasn't it?"

He laughs. "Well, again, so it was." He seems … pleased? Proud? My heart skips a beat. "Did you expect to enjoy it so much?" he asks.

I shake my head.

"A fun little … discovery, then." He regards me with total interest, missing nothing about me, from the flush in my cheeks to the hardness of my nipples. "I like to think we have a few more such discoveries in store for us."

I nod, feeling like a gazelle consenting to her own hunt.

"We won't ask you to make anyone angry with you this time. I've got an old favorite that will make you very popular."

He says it like he's doing me a favor, but when I turn to Andrea there's a slightly wicked gleam in her eye. Butterflies rise in my stomach anew.

"What … might that be?" I ask.

He doesn't answer me. He retrieves the slate board from the wall and marks my first task complete. Then he pauses, tapping the chalk thoughtfully on the edge. "Two?" he suggests to his assistant.

"Three," she insists.

His eyes move to me and he considers me for a moment. Again his eyes seem to drill into me, unwavering but almost gentle. "Three," he agrees at last. "She's not the kind we have to coddle."

I turn from him to the woman, wondering whether there's room for input from me. Couldn't I have a little coddling?

Andrea produces a black marker and points at the floor in front of her. "Here, on your knees."

I cast a glance at her boss and then do as she tells me. She reaches down and hefts my right breast in her hand. I stiffen at the unexpected touch, but stay obediently still.

When I try to look down to see what she's writing she forces my chin back up.

"Don't get in the way," she rebukes.

Finally, she finishes writing and recaps the pen. With a hand on my shoulder, she twists me slightly towards her boss. "You like my phrasing, Bruno?"

"You have a way with words," he compliments her.

I look down and finally see the writing.

My mouth exists to make you come. Did I do a good job?

On my right breast, she's marked three empty lines that now await signatures.

"Three?" I ask. "That's one task?"

"Was that an objection?" she challenges me. Before I can clarify myself, she uncaps the marker and draws two more lines on my body. Five, in total.

I clamp my mouth shut.

"Any more complaints?" she asks.

I shake my head.

"Good girl."

Mr. Moretti is smiling to himself as he erases 'three blowjobs' and writes five on the little slate tablet that spells out my fate.

Andrea seems to enjoy making me suffer, but I get the strange but strong impression that Mr Moretti doesn't. I can't put it into words, but it feels like he must foresee my limits better than I do even, and would stop his rabid assistant before she could put me in a situation I couldn't handle.

Is that crazy?

I feel a sense of connection with him. I feel grateful that he's the one conducting this terrifying process. I feel like for all the impersonal sex I'm signing up for, the true intimacy is what's happening in this room right now.

I'm suddenly embarrassed. I look around for something else to focus on other than the man in front of me.

Several other slates have been mounted further down along the wall in the past few minutes. They have other names on them.

Is this a competition?

"You understand your task?" Andrea asks me.

I nod. "I do."

"Off you go, then."

"Yes, ma'am."

Her eyes follow me out of the office and into the hallway.

Once I'm out of her line of sight, I take a moment to examine my breasts and the new message they now bear. Wearing the letters in such a prominent and intimate place multiplies their demeaning, objectifying effect ten times over.

And yeah, looking at them turns me on.

Just below the scrawled letters, my stiff nipples stand out like beacons of arousal at my own humiliation.

Until arriving here, giving my husband any head at all on a naughty whim would qualify the far end of my sexual adventurousness. Now I need to find five strangers and ask to suck their cocks?

The butterflies in my stomach redouble, but at least, as Mr. Moretti promised, this is a task that doesn't require me pissing anyone off.

There's something thrillingly freeing in not being allowed to object. This is out of my hands. I'm a slut under explicit orders. Find cock, suck cock. Make cock happy, have cock's owner sign my tits.

If I kind of like being turned into a sexual plaything … well, there's nothing I can do about it. No one needs to know.

And at least I'll be on my knees for this one, and not my poor, bruised ass …

I set out in search of my first recipient. I want to avoid the plaza directly adjoining the administration building; I've definitely made enough of a splash there already.

A walkway from the side entrance circles around and brings me to one of the brunch halls. I hear the dull cacophony of a busy eatery even before it comes into view.

The rules of the dining area itself prohibit anything 'under the clothes', but there are plenty of outdoor tables scattered across large patios surrounding the hall itself. Roughly half of them are currently occupied.

With a long row of empty lines on my chest, I can't afford to be as discerning in how I pick my targets. I make for the table closest to me where three men are lingering over the last crumbs of a late breakfast.

I draw up beside it and clasp my hands behind my back. "Hello," I say brightly. "Would any of you gentlemen care for a blowjob?"

Their eyes take a tour of all my body offers them, each proceeding at their own unhurried pace. I pinken slightly but maintain a bright smile. This is only as humiliating as I let it be, right?

"Are you good?" the one nearest me asks.

He's got dark hair and a strong, masculine-jawed face. His eyes are sharp and unrelenting as he considers me.

My blush deepens a little. "I hope so. You can tell me what you like."

He pushes himself back slightly from the table, angles himself towards me, and gestures towards his groin. "Let's see if you can figure that out for yourself."

"Of course. Thank you for letting me pleasure you."

I slip onto my knees in front of him and undo the tie of his waistband. Inside his bathing suit, I uncover a thick, meaty cock. Even though it's completely flaccid, it's already quite large.

I wrap my fingers around his shaft and bring the head to my mouth. I run my tongue over him and draw him between my lips. The clean, heady scent of male sex fills my nostrils and infuses every breath I draw. As I open myself up to this vulnerable, intimate process, I'm keenly aware that I'm being watched by the rest of the table.

I take several laps with my tongue and am rewarded by the first throb. I can feel the cock swelling in my mouth. Hot surges of blood stiffen it and fill it, pushing it deeper into my mouth and to the top of my throat.

Once I no longer need to hold him erect, I move my hand to his balls. Full, heavy testicles sit in my palm as I tantalize his cock head with my tongue.

Above me, the man groans slightly. I repeat the tongue movement and again I receive a deep, masculine sound of approval.

"Deeper," he orders.

I obey as best I can. I relax my throat. His cock pushes all the way in and dominates every bit of space I can provide him. I breathe through my nose as I move on him, fucking my mouth with his cock. He throbs again. Above me, his breathing has become a bit tight and strained.

A hand comes to rest on my head, urging me deeper onto his cock. I do all that I think I can … and then a little bit more. I almost gag from the amount of cock in my mouth.

"I'm close," he tells me. "Keep going."

I fight through my limitations, letting my mouth be used completely for this man's pleasure. His grip in my hair tightens. His hips push up with a rhythmic pressure.

At this point, I'm not giving him head. He's fucking my mouth.

He brings his second hand to my head and pushes so deep into me that my lips are wrapped around the base of his shaft.

Deep inside me, he shudders, surges, and starts to pour cum down my throat.

With difficulty, I swallow. It takes a second swallow to get everything down. He holds me to him as the orgasm shudders through his body. Finally he settles backwards with a long exhale, and his grip on me breaks.

I rock back onto my heels, letting his now softening cock slip from my mouth, and fight to catch my breath. I look up to see his flushed face.

"That was good?" I confirm.

He nods.

I raise back up onto my knees. "Will you sign me, please?" I ask, presenting him with my tits and the green marker.

He laughs. "Sure."

He takes the pen and writes his name into my skin on the highest line, several inches above my nipple.

I turn to his friends. "Anyone else?"

The two of them shake their heads. "We got into a bit of fun by the salt pools just before coming for breakfast," the one on my left says. "You'd be working on me for an hour."

"Maybe another time," the other agrees.

I leave them behind in search of a new target. The next table is a man and a woman. The woman watches intently as I offer my mouth to the man beside her. Once I've fully humiliated myself, she takes great pleasure informing me that every drop of cum he produced this morning is already inside and leaking out of her own pussy.

I had thought going around offering blowjobs to strangers was as undignified as this could get. But no, offering blowjobs and being turned down surpasses my initial imagination by far.

At my fourth table, I meet four men engaged in a card game. "Hello!" I greet them. "I'm offering blowjobs! If I suck you off, would you be willing to sign my tits?"

The man at my right elbow looks around with marked disinterest. His eyes land on the writing on my chest and he reaches out, takes my right breast in his hand and turns me towards him. I let him hold me as he reads.

After a moment, he releases me and shrugs. "If you want," he says.

"Oh, okay," I falter at his lack of enthusiasm. "Great!"

"We're in the middle of a hand," he says, gesturing at a pile of cash between the card players that probably would have paid off my mortgage. "You can fit under the table, can't you?"

"I … umm, I can try."

He pushes back from the table an inch or two. For a moment, I look at the gap, nonplussed. I take a moment to enjoy the company of my last shred of dignity.

And then I get down onto my knees and crawl under the table.

Above me, casual conversation and the business of the card game continues uninterrupted. I nestle my way between the legs of the man I'm here to pleasure and start to stroke him to hardness.

It takes a minute before I have him fully hard. Above me I hear him raise the bet and tell a joke to his fellow players.

I'm an afterthought, if I'm a thought at all. I'm a piece of sexual furniture.

With a bit of indignation, I decide to make it my goal to distract him. I break out every tool in my toolbox. I work my tongue and lips. I play with every contour of his girthy shaft and sensitive head.

Above me, talk proceeds uninterrupted. A new hand is dealt.

This is beyond objectifying. Do I … like it?

The angle of my body beneath the table means that the more I move my face and mouth up and down his cock, the more my naked tits press and brush over his thighs. My bare nipples are tantalized over and over again … by a man who has apparently forgotten I exist.

Why am I turned on by this?

I redouble my efforts. I'm going to make him come.

But the harder I devour his cock to no effect, the more turned on I become. I try to arch my back to stop the distracting sensation in my nipples and slow the growing arousal in my body, but there isn't space for it.

My nose is full of the sexual scent of male body. My mouth is full of the taste of him.

I've never worked so hard to give a blowjob in my life. Please, please come for me. I want it so bad now.

I shift on my hands and knees to find an angle that allows me more range of motion along his cock. Accidentally, I bump into the leg of one of the other card players. A hand comes down under the table in response and gropes curiously at my ass. His fingers wander between my legs and I stiffen in surprise.

Above me, I hear the owner of the fingers considering his bet. "You raised twenty thousand?" he asks. "And then you called?"

Through my swimsuit, he finds the swollen, sensitive nub of my clit and starts to toy with it.

"No," the owner of the cock in my mouth clarifies, "he raised ten and I raised another ten. That's why it's twenty coming to you."

There's a pause. The man's fingers stroke me thoughtfully.

I've become his little fidget spinner.

And worse, it feels really, really good.

It feels so good that it's distracting me from the cock I'm trying to suck. I've been trying to make this man come for almost ten minutes, and suddenly I'm the one who has to take a moment, my breath ragged, to try to refocus.

But it does no good. The man idly playing with me is barely aware of the effect he's having on me, but he's having an effect. Helpless frustration boils up inside me. I am not going to come first.

I attack the cock in my mouth anew. Come for me, I plead silently of his member.

But I'm losing the contest that only I know about. Sexual pressure is thrumming in my clit and radiating out through my body. It feels so. fucking. good. I can't ignore it.

I've stopped working my mouth. I've lost the ability to focus on anything else.

I'm the one that comes. Silently, embarrassingly, beneath the table.

I take a moment to catch my breath. I think that went unnoticed. Thank God.

The man who made me orgasm doesn't realize he did it. Lost in thought, he probably barely remembers what his hand is touching beneath the table. Me. My soaked pussy. My clit.

I re-attack my target, working my mouth and tongue in every way I can think to try.

Finally, finally, I feel his legs start to tense around me. They clamp against my rib cage as I attack his cock with my mouth.

And then - Yes! - he's starting to come. His cock pulses and throbs and a load of hot semen bursts into my mouth and throat.

I sit still for a moment, flushed with frustrated vindication.

A hand reaches down and brushes my cheek in dismissive approval.

I climb out from beneath the table. What little clothes I'm wearing have been pushed askew from the cramped quarters. I straighten them.

I have given up waiting for this man to pay real attention to me, but I've earned a signature if nothing else. I stand expectantly with the green marker in my hands.

"Oh, right," he says, finally noticing me standing there. He reaches over, takes my left breast with a careless grip, and scrawls his name across it. He doesn't even bother to write it in the correct place. At least you can kind of tell which line he was going for.

"Thank you," I say.

"Don't mention it."

He turns back to the cards.

I stand there for a moment, processing what has definitely been the most impersonal sexual encounter of my life. I look down at myself. Is there something boring about me?

When I lift my eyes again, I meet the gaze of a man at a table just beyond the poker players. He's watching me with undisguised interest. The eyes fixed on me are sharp and intent. His hair is cut short, tapering down into a trimmed beard that accents a chiseled face. Thick arms are folded across a broad chest.

I tilt my head at him. He beckons me over. I obey, letting my feet carry me to him.

"Like what you see?" I ask.

He nods.

Finally, someone who won't make me beg to pleasure him sexually.

I gesture at the lettering on my chest. "Would you like a blowjob? I need men to sign my tits."

He frowns at it. "A blowjob?"

I nod, hopeful.

He stands and closes the distance between us in two steps. "I had my hopes set on something a little more satisfying."

"You … did?"

He lets his hand come to rest on my hip. With an deliberate, easy flick, he pushes my my bikini bottom off my waist and over the round of my ass. It falls to the ground, looped loosely around my feet.

I look from my fallen garment and then back to him.

"Bend over the table," he orders. There's equal parts authority and lust in his voice.

I move to obey. My hips have barely met the table edge before he's behind me, pushing me over onto my front. His cock is already hard for me as he positions at my entrance. I'm drenched with arousal and he slips into me much easier than his size otherwise would. "God," I gasp tightly as I feel the full extent of him.

"Hush," he grates. "You'll have reason to get loud soon."

He starts to fuck me. His hand pins me to the table, bracing against the force of his own thrusts. I try to be quiet, but I've been almost painfully aroused non-stop for the past hour or more, and finally feeling a cock between my legs is like a release all itself. I limit myself to a helpless, grateful moan as I let my cheek press against the cool stone of the table. I let him take everything he wants from my body.

"Fuck, you're tight," he breathes in approval. "Come for me, my lost little slut."

Apparently, those were the magic words. He orders … my body obeys.

I come around him, gasping and helpless.

I moan weakly as the climax ebbs back out of my body. I'm fully limp in his grasp, letting him attack my hole at every intense and exquisite angle.

He seizes my hips and buries himself inside of me, over and over again, until his cock surges and the throbbing, hot spurts of his seed unleash my horny little body back into orgasm all over again.

I lie still, listening to the harsh, ragged sound of his breathing behind me. My body is full of a warm, giddy sort of feeling. Happy chemicals swim in my brain.

He pulls out of me. My bathing suit is wadded up and pressed into my hand.

"Thank you," he tells me. "That was the perfect way to finish a meal."

He leaves me there. I close my eyes and let my body tingle for a couple minutes.

At last I lift myself up. I look down in chagrin at the signatures on my chest.

Still only two.

I collect myself and slip back into my bathing suit. This is unexpectedly … slow going.

I just need to keep at it.

In a minute, I'm back to making my pitch.

"Hi! If I suck you off, would you be willing to sign my tits?" I ask the next table of men I find. I'm a door-to-door saleswoman. Door-to-door slut. "Do anything you want to me, just come in my mouth."

Finally another enthusiastic participant. My increasingly well-practiced mouth makes quick work of his cock. He fondles my tits as he comes. When I move on to his friend, he slips a finger into my pussy from behind and tantalizes me with with a delicious, torturous distraction.

I leave them, my tits bearing their names now as well.

As I wander through the tables, I feel a dizzy sort of giddiness. I feel slaphappy. My stomach is half full of semen and if I didn't know better, I'd say it affects me like a drug.

I approach a table of boisterous men. They seem to be arguing about their sexual proficiency.

"You're talking about the redhead we met on our first day?" a blond man asks incredulously. "So what if you made her come first? I could make her come just from looking at her."

"I don't mean her," a darker haired man across from him insists. "I mean the woman we had drinks with on Saturday. She was a force of nature. You wouldn't last two minutes with her."

The blond man throws his arms out in exasperation. In doing so, he brushes my arm. He turns in surprise, only just noticing me. The others turn to look at me expectantly, too.

"Good morning, beautiful," the blond man says. "Looking for someone?"

"I was, actually," I pipe up. I gesture at my chest. "I'm looking for a man who would like to get a blowjob and sign my tits as proof."

The man looks at me in curiosity, taking in the full sight, and then turns back to his counterpart with a smirk. "You have opportune timing," he tells me. "You're the perfect way to settle our little disagreement."

"I am?"

He points at a bench a few feet from the table. "Lie down there."

I look from him to the bench, nonplussed. Was that a no? But I do as I'm told. He and his friend come to stand over me.

"Here's what we're going to do," the blond explains to me. "You and I are going to give each other oral. If I make you come first, I win. If you make me come first, you win and I'll sign your tits." He turns to his dark-haired friend. "And then you're going to do the same thing."

His friend regards me dubiously. "It seems whoever goes first has the advantage."

"I was thinking the opposite. I'll happily go second."

"Done."

They shake hands, drafting me as a pawn into their contest.

I'm suddenly nervous. My confidence isn't sky-high in this department to begin with. How embarrassing will it be if their contest goes unresolved because I lose to both of them?

The dark-haired man turns and gestures for me to lower myself onto the bench. I obey, trying to give myself a pep talk. It's just physical sensations. Mind over matter.

He strips down and lowers himself over me, bracing himself with an arm and a leg at my side. A heavy cock hangs down near my face. Before I can prepare myself, I feel my bathing suit pushed aside. Lips encircle my clit, sucking it up slightly out of its surroundings, and a strong, hot tongue greets it.

"Fuck," I gasp. My hips buck up into him reflexively.

This guy is good. It takes me a second to remember what I'm even supposed to be doing.

Oh, right, the penis on my chin.

I catch it with a hand and bring it to my lips, but no sooner have I done so than another spasm of pleasure runs up my body. It's like I'm being short-circuited. My mouth falls slack and my eyes close. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

I haven't even gotten him hard yet. My body is pulsating, and his attention is absolutely relentless. I'm trying to take mental notes of what he's doing to me. No! Focus! That doesn't matter right now! Get his cock in your mouth!

I manage to wrap my lips around him. And then … I'm about to come. Fuck me, I'm about to fucking come.

My mouth falls open again in a long, helpless moan. The cock slips free, still half-soft. I give in to what is happening. I accept it.

It doesn't occur to me to try to conceal my orgasm. It's too intense. I come loudly and powerfully and helplessly.

As the strongest part of it recedes, I squirm slightly. I open my eyes.

The man has lifted himself away from me and is looking down at me with smug satisfaction. "You come prettily," he compliments me. "Very easily, though."

I don't have anything to say to that. I rub my face.

"Catch your breath," the blond tells me. He and his friend return to their table to retrieve their drinks, offering me a moment to collect myself.

After a minute, they return. "Are you ready?" they ask.

I nod.

"I'll give you a head start," the blond offers with a broad smile. "We should try to make it at least a little bit close."

I pinken a bit but nod. He lowers himself over me and this time I take the cock into my mouth with purpose. He doesn't touch me. My swimming head starts to clear as I re-focus on the cock between my lips. The head start is so patronizing. My own pride demands I make him pay.

I get him hard. He even helps me, moving his hips in rhythm with my head, sliding his cock into my mouth and to the top of my throat. "Yes," he instructs, "just like that."

A flush of indignation floods my face. Fuck him. I'm going to really make him regret this. I bust out every trick I've learned or read about. I feel him swell to total hardness. I lick at every contour and swirl around his girth again and again and again.

I feel a slight throb. Yes! Yes, I seize on the chance at triumph. I -

Oh fffffuck …

His mouth has just greeted my pussy. My body is still thrumming from the orgasm of three minutes ago. He seems to know every swirl and tantalizing brush to make me quiver and shudder and shake. He seems to sense every most sensitive angle.

I try to shut out the incredible sensation and focus only on how close I am to making him explode. Don't lose focus! I berate myself.

But his snaking tongue runs through my folds. Every time it passes my swollen clit, it brushes it with just the right amount of pressure. Every time it happens, my mouth opens a tiny bit, breaking my rhythm. It just feels way. too. good.

"Fuck!" I gasp in frustrated disbelief.

The orgasm rises up inside me and bursts through me like a flood. I collapse back flat on the bench, my toes and fists clenched and all other parts of me limp. I can't stop it. I can't fight it.

As it subsides, I realize he's still assaulting my sensitive little clit. I don't try to fight it. I let it happen. I come a second time.

Still he doesn't let up.

I come a third time. My moans have a plaintive quality to them. I'm trapped in a prison of exquisite pleasure, humiliated and defeated over and over again.

Finally, he lets it stop.

It takes me a long minute to collect myself. Distantly, I hear them discussing the contest. At last I open my eyes. I sit up.

They hand me a glass of water. "We wish you luck finding someone you can make come," the blond one says. "We'll have to find a different woman to settle our disagreement."

They leave me sitting there, wondering what the hell just happened.

Eventually, my ragged breath slows to normal. I drink the glass of water. I straighten my skewed garments. I stand on shaky legs. I continue in search of a man I can pleasure.

It takes me two more tables to find the last of what I can call my conquests. It's a thick cock, largest of those I've had in my mouth yet. It belongs to a tall, broad Portuguese man. He face fucks me in front of seven friends and then insists on signing several other parts of my body before I can get him to sign my tits.

Finally.

By now, I've been begging to suck men's cocks for most of the morning.

But I got it done.

With mission accomplished, I turn back towards the administration building and a task awaiting me I can only begin to guess at.


And So Public!!?

When I knock on the open door to the Guest Relations Office, both Mr. Moretti and Andrea are at the table. There are now at least ten slates hanging on the wall.

Mr. Moretti looks over to me. "Five names?"

"Yes, sir," I say with satisfaction.

He beckons me over to him and as I approach he inspects my chest. His hands move up to hold my tits. I straighten, standing at attention for him and eager for his approval. My posture incidentally pushes my breasts further into his touch. It's as unsubtle as it is accidental, and none of it is lost on him.

"You're growing into yourself," he compliments me.

"Thank you, sir."

He holds my tits in his hands as he reads out the names. "Five, as required." He gives me a curious look. "I bet that mouth of yours has had quite a morning."

"I certainly made some new friends, as you said I would."

He laughs. "I can imagine."

Behind him, Andrea clears her throat. I flinch slightly as I see a look on her face that I can read only as jealousy.

"Was she the one you told me to choose the third task for, sir?" she asks, a slight edge in her voice.

"Of course," he agrees. "Your wicked imagination never disappoints."

He steps away from me and goes to retrieve the slate from the wall. Andrea steps forward, her eyes fixed on me.

"Do you take it up the ass very much?" she asks.

"You mean … anal?"

"What else could I mean?"

"I don't. I haven't, I mean. Never."

Her eyebrow raises an inch. "Never?"

A pit of anxiety grows in my stomach. "Never."

"Until now," she clarifies. She purses her lips, looking around her. "We'll need a bit of cardboard for this one, I think," she muses to herself. "Your body is a bit used up."

"Used up?"

She gestures at my front. "Too much writing already. I want our message to be clear, don't you?"

"Um, yeah."

"Good." She points to a stack of office supplies behind me. "Bring me one of those blank folders. We'll use the front of it."

I hand one to her. She sets it on the table and begins writing. "You'll hold this sign along the Grand Esplanade," she instructs. "For one hour."

Soon, she's filled the entire space. I peer over her shoulder to read the message.

If you've been hearing rumors of a new slut at the resort, come see my shamelessness for yourself. I'm going to pop my anal cherry. If you want to be the one who does it, or just want to watch, come to the East Fountain Plaza at 2 pm today.

I read it over a second time, a pit of trepidation growing in my stomach.

"It, umm, it hurts a bit the first time, doesn't it?" I ask a little timidly.

"Only if you fight it," she says with false sweetness. "That's what makes it such a nice, convenient way of seeing who someone really is. There's no faking it."

I chew on this. "So I just … relax?"

For my very first time? With a stranger? And an audience watching me?

"That's right," she says. "And … take care when you pick your partner. Just friendly advice."

"Right. Thanks."

"You know where you're supposed to go?" Mr. Moretti asks.

I shake my head.

He produces a resort brochure from one of the shelves and spreads it on the table. For the first time, I see the entirety of the resort laid out before me. It's bigger than I realized.

At the center of the sprawling complex, a wide path is labeled 'The Grand Esplanade'. Mr. Moretti points to it. "You display your sign here. And when the time comes, your task is to be completed here." He indicates a large square at the eastern end, labeled 'East Fountain Plaza.'

I nod, my nerves already starting to grow. "Okay."

He takes the sign from his assistant and hands it to me. He points at the clock. "It's almost one. Go straight there, hold the sign for an hour, and then fulfill the assignment. Any questions?"

I look at the sign in my hands. It seems crazy to me how much my own boundaries have changed since getting here. When I was first standing at the check-in desk, ready to get back on a plane and fly home, never in my wildest dreams would I have guessed staying here could mean doing anything this … extreme.

But the concept of refusing doesn't cross my mind.

It isn't just some resolve to finish what I've started. It isn't really the lure of the free stay, anymore, either. It isn't even how good it has all felt.

I want to push so far beyond my comfort zone that it never holds me back again. I want to know what this can feel like.

This new urge to push every limit I have scares the hell out of me.

But it excites me even more.

And maybe almost as much, I don't want to disappoint the man looking at me with that appraising look in his eye: calm, collected, in control, challenging me with his very presence. He wants me to be who he thinks I am. I do, too.

"No objections," I promise.

"Good. There's a supplies desk on the first floor. All the personal intimacy products that get stocked in the suites are kept there."

"Oh, great."

He sees that I don't understand his point. "Including lubricant," he clarifies.

"Oh." I flush as I realize what he's saying. "Of course. Thanks."

I leave the office and head downstairs where I locate the supplies office. A young guy at the desk offers me an array of small bottles of every kind of lube I've ever heard of and many more I haven't.

I stall, mulling over my options as if reading the ingredients list on one more label might suddenly make this all feel easy.

Finally, I pick something simple and silicone-based.

Now here I am, armed with a sign declaring myself a shameless slut and a bottle of lube to make it possible for a stranger's cock to shove fully up my ass. I head out to find the busiest part of the resort to make sure one of the most vulnerable sexual experiences a person can have will be as public as possible.

Five minutes later, I discover why it's called the 'The Grand Esplanade.'

It's less a walkway and more a wide, pedestrianized boulevard. It's twenty feet across and busy with foot traffic. I walk along it in the general direction of the East Fountain. The trickle of people passing by is constant.

I find a spot along the side under a row of tall shade palms. It's almost ten past one. I know I've already stalled enough.

I open my sign, raise it above my head, and turn to face the traffic.

Immediately, I begin to attract attention.

Onlookers stare at me as they pass. A group of three men are the first to stop and read my sign aloud to each other.

"You think she's really never taken it up the ass?" one asks the others.

"Have you?" a second says, actually addressing me.

I shake my head, already blushing a deep red.

"We might come watch, then. Not something you see every day."

"Um, thanks."

A passing woman goes pink as she looks at me. The expression on her face tells me she'd be terrified to be in my shoes.

Other reactions run the spectrum from mocking to gleeful. Some are more unambiguously lustful. I get a funny feeling I'm not going to be short of volunteers to help me 'pop my anal cherry.' The prospect of actually choosing one and trusting him enough to go through with this is more intimidating with each passing moment.

The sign has been ever-so-helpfully worded as though I'm boasting about myself, so even people who would default to politeness are emboldened to treat me callously.

They leer at my body. They make lewd comments. They make crude predictions to each other about whether I'll like it, whether I'll be loud, whether I'll chicken out, whether it'll be worth seeing.

Some take the initiative of fondling my breasts. The more daring make bets about whether I'm turned on by the spectacle I'm making of myself. They bet each other whether I'm wet. They help themselves to the evidence, slipping their fingers into my bathing suit and discovering the soaking pussy beneath. My body responds eagerly to any attention, undermining any hope I might have of being stoic about what is happening to me.

There's even one couple who come up and start discussing the difficulty of a woman's first anal experience. Before I even realize what she's doing, the woman actually slips her fingers down the back of my bathing suit and probes at my unprepared asshole. "You're not ready, dear," she warns me as I gape at her in astonishment.

For a rare respite, I let the sign lower enough that it's in front of my face, leaving only my body and my very explicit fate exposed together for the world to see.

"You were going around delivering blowjobs?" one man asks, reading my breasts.

"Umm, for a bit, yeah."

"Well, I would have really liked one earlier, but I'll take one now, at least."

"Oh." Rules first, assignments second. "Umm, right. Yes."

I hand him my sign and he helpfully holds it above me as I lower my mouth onto his cock. For several minutes, the advertisement for my upcoming show is me giving a blowjob with the big sign held above my bobbing head.

After I finish him, he decides to repay me by acting as my especially boisterous promoter. For the next five minutes, no one can pass us on the walkway without him making sure they know that, A, I give good head, B, my tits are even more fun to play with than they are to look at, and C, I'm going to lose my anal virginity by the east fountain at two o'clock.

I accept the increasing attention with a bit of unease.

Several people recognize me from the spectacle I made of myself yesterday. Others saw me getting my ass spanked or begging to give blowjobs.

By 2 o'clock, a small crowd has gathered around me.

"You really do know how to attract attention," a familiar voice compliments me.

In surprise, I look around to see Mr. Moretti. Andrea stands behind him, an impressed look on her face to match that on her boss's.

I shrug a little self-consciously. "I've just been doing what you told me to do."

He touches my arm encouragingly. "That's the secret, isn't it? Obedience can open all sorts of doors." He points down the path. "I think the time has come."

"Right." I swallow and then take a long, deep breath. My heart is absolutely pounding in my chest.

They walk with me. The small crowd follows us.

As we walk, I clutch my sign at my side. For the next hour, this sign is my identity. Shameless slut. Anal virgin.

Let myself be used. Let myself be an object.

After a couple minutes, the esplanade broadens into a large plaza. A fountain stands at the center of it. Ringing the edges are easily fifty people, dwarfing the size of my little escort. I stop and stare in disbelief, my heart pounding out of my chest.

Next to me, I hear Mr. Moretti give a low whistle. "Half the resort," he muses. He looks from me to the crowd. "You're nervous," he guesses. "You will need crowd direction. Andrea, as the architect of this challenge, would you be so kind as to serve as mistress of ceremonies?"

She agrees immediately and looks at me with a gleam in her eye. Before I can stop her or ask more about what she has in mind, she steps into the middle of the plaza and raises her arms. The crowd quiets quickly in response.

"Welcome," she announces. "For any who don't know me, I'm Bruno Moretti's assistant at the Guest Relations and Outreach. This morning we met a woman who is quickly becoming infamous during her first stay here at Whispers of Eden." She points to me. "Chloe Monroe."

Whoops and cheers resound from the crowd. They're like a hungry animal. I'm their meal.

"We've assigned her several challenges to test how well she exemplifies the spirit of our lifestyle. At every opportunity, she's gone beyond our standards. There's no task we've put to her that she didn't immediately interpret and carry out in the filthiest way. I think some of you probably know what I'm talking about …"

There are murmurs and several laughs from the crowd.

She turns and motions to me to join her. "You've enjoyed yourself, haven't you, Chloe?"

I nod sheepishly.

"Don't be shy," she encourages. "Tell them."

I face the crowd. I'm bright crimson. "I didn't expect to, it just …"

"You like being watched? Taken advantage of? Humiliated? Used?"

I nod, now extremely self-conscious. I'm tempted to deny it, but I know a lie would only prolong this. "I didn't realize I did, it's just …"

"Now we asked her to attract a crowd for her final task, and she's done that pretty well, too, I have to say." She points at the ground in front of the fountain. "Would any man who wants to help Chloe accomplish one final milestone today step up here, please?"

Ten or fifteen men emerge from the crowd and line up by the fountain. They're a mixed group but predominantly tall, muscular, and well-built. They seem confident and self-assured. Why wouldn't they be? These are men who have no qualms about having sex in front of this many people.

With a shiver, I recognize several familiar faces. Bjorn, my spanker. He looks at me with a dangerous smile - a smile that says he's here to give me everything he promised. Three of his friends are with him. I also spot the pair of men who recently ate my pussy into oblivion and mocked me for lack of stamina.

"Chloe, would you like to choose one?" Mr. Moretti asks.

I scan them uncertainly. What am I looking for? Will anything make this easier?

At the end of the line, there's a man of medium build. Nothing about him is huge or aggressive. If I had to guess, his dick might be pretty manageable, wouldn't it?

I point to him. "That one."

"She picked the smallest man in the group," Andrea objects quietly to Mr. Moretti.

He frowns at her and then at me. "Chloe, is that true?"

"No, I just …"

"Why did you pick him, then?"

"It just seemed like …"

"The goal here is not to make this experience as easy or convenient," Andrea says. "It's to make it as meaningful as possible."

"You're right, of course," Mr. Moretti agrees. "Take her down the line and see who she has chemistry with."

Andrea hooks me by the elbow and leads me down to the end of the line. She asks me to introduce myself to a tall, olive-skinned man with piercing green eyes. She watches us as we speak briefly. Then she moves me on to the next candidate.

As we approach my disciplinarian of earlier this morning, Andrea immediately notices my change in body language. She comes to stand right next to me.

"You two know each other?" she asks sweetly.

The huge man nods with a smile. "We've met."

Andrea reaches out and teases one of my nipples, already standing out prominently, hard as diamond. My breath catches at the combined assault of Bjorn's reappearance and Andrea's touch. "She's positively panting for you, you know," Andrea tells him.

"Oh, believe me, I know," he grins.

She lets her hand trail down my front and brushes teasingly over the wet lips of my pussy outlined through the bathing suit.

"Would you step forward, please?" she asks him. "You're our first front runner."

"Of course."

She leads me on down the list. Several more times she intervenes to encourage a more explicit and mortifying conversation, but it isn't until we reach the two men who ate me out on the bench that she finds another weakness to seize on.

"She seems to like you two as well," she informs them.

"I should hope so," the blond man says. "We gave her something to remember us by."

"Oh?" Andrea asks.

They recount our little face-offs. With each detail, my flaming face grows brighter.

"You left out a few details of your morning," Andrea chides me after they've finished. "We only heard about the men who actually signed your tits."

"Well, umm, it was …" I stammer, blushing ever deeper.

"You two should step forward to join the man over there. Chloe, keep going."

At last, I've talked to all the men. Andrea leads me back to the finalists, where Mr. Moretti is conversing with them.

"Do I get to choose among this group, at least?" I ask him a bit plaintively.

I look around to see if Andrea will object to this, too. She seems to have a knack for cutting off every attempt I make to actually survive this experience with my sanity intact.

But instead, she's watching me with a raised eyebrow.

"Mr. Moretti, would you indulge a small suspicion?" she suddenly interrupts.

He looks at her with surprise. "Of course."

She draws me forward until I'm standing directly facing him. I look up at him, my heart pounding as I start to realize what she's doing.

"My theory," she explains to him, "is that of all the men here, it's you she's most attracted to."

He looks at her for a moment and then slowly turns his eyes to me. He regards me. Once again, it feels like he can see through any mask I try to wear for him.

"I'm sure she got wet just talking to these other men," Andrea supplies. "I wonder if she does the same for you."

I turn to her in chagrin. What did I ever do to this woman?

In sadistic response, she reaches out and pulls the waistband of my bathing suit out, inviting Mr. Moretti's touch. His eyes never leave mine as he closes the final distance between us and slips his fingers down my front. A moment later he removes them. They are so drenched that they glisten.

What reaction would make this less mortifying?

It's the one he gives me. Vindication. Satisfaction. Pleasure.

This was the response he wanted.

"Flattering," he says with a deceptively light tone. "And who am I to let this finale be anything less than spectacular?"

He turns to the crowd, now swollen to almost a hundred people. "I'm going to play a part in this myself, it seems."

The answering cheer is upsettingly loud.

"We're going to enjoy ourselves," he promises me, relish in his voice.

He takes one last moment to size me up, and then he takes my hand and leads me out a few more feet towards the center of the plaza. He turns, ensuring we are visible to all who want to see. He watches me, assesses my nervousness, does nothing to lessen it.

Instead, he strokes himself slowly and deliberately within his pants. It makes me a little nervous how large the gesture seems to be. The crowd responds to him with approval.

I produce the little bottle of lube I've been holding. "Umm, should I … can I get you started?"

He spreads his arms in invitation, playing to the crowd.

My hands fumble with his waistband. I slip my hand inside his clothes and discover … he is not pick a man with a small cock.

He's … really, really big.

With pounding chest, I help his member free. It stands out from his body: thick, long, throbbing slightly with latent anticipation.

Fuck.

Is that going to fit inside of me?

I squirt a bit of lube onto my hand and rub it down his length. It takes two more squirts to reach all of him. His low, appreciative breathing rewards my touch.

"That's it," he encourages. "You've been a tantalizing little enigma all morning. I don't think I'll have trouble staying hard for you."

He's right, no trouble at all. My pussy clenches in anticipation. I'm soaking wet, but … wrong hole.

Holding his throbbing cock in my hand, I accompany him to a bench by the fountain.

"I really haven't done this before," I tell him under my breath. "It's not a gimmick. Take it slow with me, okay?"

He breathes agreement in my ear. "It'll be hard, but we'll take all the time in the world, my little slut. We'll get you nice and ready."

I release my grip on him. He frees me of my bathing suit, first the bottom and then the top. He tosses them out and away from us, and the crowd watching cheers.

Forcing myself to keep my breathing steady, I take a careful position on the bench. On my hands and knees, my ass sticks out in the direction of the crowd.

He reaches between my legs and palms my pussy. His fingers circle my clit. "Fuck, you're into this," he breathes in surprise.

It's true. I am really turned on.

It's also … complicated. What is about to happen to me? Am I really ready?

He lets his hand fall away. He steps forward so his legs are behind mine. He guides his cock to my ass and runs it up and down the cleft, teasing once, twice, three times at my hole.

"Relax," he breathes.

I try. A hundred pairs of eyes are on me and I have to take a cock up my ass for the first time in my life and I'm nervous and turned on and the last thing in the world that feels natural is relaxing … but … I try.

There's pressure at my opening. I breathe out and try to surrender to him. He pushes … and just like that he's in. He's in … one inch.

Just his cock head is inside me.

The sensation isn't at all what I expected.

It's such a private, dirty feeling. This is not at all like getting my pussy fucked. This feels wrong. This feels … indecent. Until now, I didn't realize just how dirty and demeaning and wrong this would feel in front of a crowd.

I fight to relax. I do anything I can think of to relax. Please relax.

"Come on, my little Chloe," he breathes. "Nice and slow, a little at a time."

The crowd behind him is getting restless, but suddenly I'm incapable of pleasing them. I must look ridiculous. The clientele of this resort are sexually adventurous in the extreme. They're powerful, confident, and experienced. They probably see anal sex as laughably innocent. But right now … it's too much for me. How embarrassing is this? And they made me hold that stupid sign, proclaiming that I was some kind of shameless slut …

"Fuck!" I breathe out explosively. "I'm trying."

He maintains a slow, persistent pressure. Same result. If only he weren't so. fucking. big.

"Chloe, we're going to coax you along here," he says. "You just need a little encouragement."

"Encouragement?" I breathe tightly.

"There's a slut inside you and she desperately wants to take it up the ass. We just need a little starter fluid to really get her engine running."

He takes back the half-inch he's managed to penetrate into me and steps free. I see him gesture back at the gathering of finalists. "We're going to need her tits fondled. And we're going to need someone to tantalize the hell out of her clit. Any volunteers, step up."

I hear footsteps. "She's making it as easy for us as she can," I hear him explaining to them. "Look how wet she already is. Just give her something to think about."

Hands reach in and claim various parts of my body. A pair of broad hands come in and massage my tits. They press into my heavy, soft flesh. They tantalize my nipples and tease them into soft peaks and then hard ones.

Another hand reaches between my legs from the front. The thumb quickly finds my swollen, ultra-sensitive clit and presses down on it. Pleasure rips through my body and I buck against the touch instinctively.

"Softer, softer."

The touches become slightly less intense. I close my eyes, surrendering to the canvas of feelings. My body is no longer my own. It's a dance of sensations, each with its own intent and ravenous partner.

I can't imagine what I look like to the crowd. Some kind of sex doll? But fuck, this feels good. Three or four men are hyper focused on every response of my body, urging me deeper into the giddy drunkenness of pleasure.

"I'm going to come," I gasp tightly.

"Good, let's get that first one out of the way now."

I don't even know who's speaking to me at this point. Fuck, that feels good. Don't let him stop. Don't stop. Don't stop. Don't … fuck.

I come. My body sags. Pleasure charges through me. I collapse forward and arms hold me up. "Fuck, I liked that … thing … you did," I mumble.

"Again," Mr. Moretti orders. "She's closer to ready now."

"Oh … fuck!" I gasp.

I have a cock in my ass.

I have a cock … in my ass!

"Fuck!" I breathe again.

The feeling of wrongness redoubles, but there's also a sense of … fullness. It's indescribable. It's like having every dick in the world in my pussy all at once, except … my pussy's empty - busy getting teased by that thumb and magical forefinger.

My ass is what's full of cock, and I … really, really like how this feels, all of a sudden.

"Fuck me," I grate. "I want to fucking take it. I'm ready."

Mr. Moretti draws back and then pushes into me anew. I take him without pain this time. I still feel my body resist slightly, but it's nothing like before. He draws out again and again he buries himself deep into my most private recess. And it feels really, really good.

My body has surrendered to him. Every stupid, stubborn defense is gone. I'm ready to take him.

He starts to fuck me in earnest.

The head of his cock pushes against my sensitive insides. It drives me nuts.

The hand still tantalizing my clit sees an opening and before I can help it, I'm coming again. Is it from the touch? Or the cock in my ass? I don't know. I don't care.

In and out. It goes from intense to almost drunken, giddy numbness and back to intense as the orgasm runs its course. By the time it's finished, the cock in my ass is all I can think about. He goes harder. Harder. Even harder.

Distantly, I realize the crowd is going nuts. I must be quite the fucking spectacle. I bask in my shamelessness. Yes, me, the shameless slut. Fuck me, all of you at once.

The man groping my breasts must feel left out, because out of nowhere he seizes hold of my tits and squeezes them. His thumb and forefinger grip my nipples, pinching me and sending shoots of agony and ecstasy right into my core. My body clenches in response and Mr. Moretti gasps at the sudden tightness.

"Fuck!" I hear him yell. "Do that again."

Again my nipples are squeezed and my whole body clamps around the cock buried inside of me. I'm a sexual instrument, and they just found a new note to play on me.

The men making use of my body love their new discovery. They do it again and again. It's driving me out of my mind. God, and before today I thought a little pain couldn't turn me on?

And then with one last coordinated assault on my sanity, the men push me over the edge. Mr. Moretti plunges deep, deep inside me. I can feel a strange hot feeling as his cock throbs in my opening. He's pouring his semen into my asshole. Even as the realization hits me, so does my own climax.

I've never come so intensely in my life. I forget where I am. I'm just a collection of body parts swimming in a hazy red fever dream of ecstasy and angry sensation.

When I come back to myself, I'm slumped forward on the bench. I'm drenched in perspiration. Avery is pulling a softening cock out of my ass. The crowd is going crazy.

With difficulty, I roll onto my size. I feel something hot and wet dripping out of my asshole and running down my leg.

I did it, is all I can think.

When my head stops swimming long enough to hold a second thought, it's I want to do it again.

But I'm spent. The crowd is dispersing. Several of them stop by to tell the men around me how well they handled me. Some of them compliment my own instincts. A "natural slut" gets mentioned once or twice. That's me, I guess.

Finally, I sit up. The outside of my ass stings from the spanking. The inside of my ass is sore from the huge cock it just took. I rub my sore nipples. I welcome every bit of this. I'm going to enjoy the lingering stiffness and soreness because every part of it will bring me back here, to this experience, when I really understood what it meant to live in my own body.

Mr. Moretti is watching me.

"I did well, right?" I ask him when I notice his focus.

He nods. "I think you were who they had in mind when they made the program."

I flush. "That all happened really fast."

"You enjoyed yourself."

"Yeah, I did."

"Your husband was taking notes. It's good to know what we like."

"My husband?"

I look around to see Dylan. He's here. His face is flushed.

I hesitate as I look at his face. "Is this … okay?"

"You're incredible, Chloe," he tells me. "I was taking fucking notes, believe me."

Relief suddenly pours through my chest. "Right?" I agree giddily. "Talk about learning a new turn-on."

"Oh, you have no idea, baby."

He helps me up. Mr. Moretti gives him the paperwork to fill out for the official program completion. Andrea bends down before they leave. "Impressively good little slut," she compliments me. "And believe me, I had no interest in taking it easy on you."

"No," I agree, "you didn't."

"Well, and for the best. We found your true potential."

I nod.

"It's a good thing," she says. "You belong here."

"Thanks."

"Enjoy yourselves."

She and Mr. Moretti leave.

My husband takes my hand in his. We find my discarded clothes. He takes me back to our suite. That's his favorite part, as he tells me along the way. Let me go out and discover all the wrong and dirty things I love and then let him take me home and do it to me all over again.

First, a nap. And then we'll see. I can't wait.
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And the resort is full of rich, powerful men who are ready and willing to take advantage ...






Free to Kindle Unlimited subscribers for a limited time only!


My catalog has something for everyone and I know you'll find something in it that presses your buttons in just the right way ...
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	Presented to the Businessmen: A Younger Woman Older Men Workplace Menage Erotic Story
Young, beautiful, and assigned to sell software to shy tech guys, Zoey has learned that a little sexy flirting is a great way to get what she wants.
But when several older and more experienced executives decide to sit in on one of her pitch meetings, they quickly see the game she's playing and know exactly how to handle her ...
Free to Kindle Unlimited subscribers for a limited time only!
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	The Cost of Getting Caught: A BDSM Humiliation and Menage Erotic Story
Olivia knows it's wrong to be sleeping with her boss, but as long as no one finds out, it can just be their dirty little secret.
But when a coworker stumbles across some of her private notes, he threatens to expose Olivia's most intimate and embarrassing secrets in public for all too see. She'll need to keep him quiet while discovering one final secret she'll need to keep hidden: The more control these men have over her, the more she likes it.
Free to Kindle Unlimited subscribers for a limited time only!
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	Exposed at the Office: A MFM Workplace Menage and Exhibition Humiliation Erotic Story
When Claire walks in on her coworkers kissing in the break room, she's finally got the leg up she's been waiting for. But when she runs to their handsome, older boss, he sees things a very different way. He hates a prude, and it's Claire who's going to be taught a lesson she won't soon forget ...
And he's going to do it in front of the whole office ...
Free to Kindle Unlimited subscribers for a limited time only!






DISCOVER THE REST OF MY STEAMY STORIES, SERIES, AND BUNDLES NOW


Please enjoy the following excerpt from His to Train:
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Submissive's Audition

An Erotic Story of BDSM, Domination, MMF, and Public Sex

"Any woman can give in to a little rough sex," he went on. "A firm hand or even a couple tight knots and most women think they've learned what it is to give in and submit."

His hand brushed upwards from my hip, caressing the side of my breast almost imperceptibly, and then ran back down and out over my sensitive stomach. He felt me trembling in his hands - felt each little, automatic response to every contact he made with me. The hand rose again and cupped my right breast, teasing at the nipple ever so lightly. I felt myself thrusting my chest into his hand, begging for more substantial stimulation, but his hand withdrew in just far enough to maintain its infuriating lightness.

All the while, the other hand worked its delicate touch up my thigh, claiming my body as his one inch at a time.

As he continued to speak, his tone became quieter and more seductive, almost hypnotic. "But me, I can tell when a woman is truly, utterly powerless. It doesn't have anything at all to do with ropes." The tips of his fingers brushed the lace of my panties.

"Do you know what I mean, Jennifer?"

"Yes," I gasped. I felt paralyzed by need, not just his touch but his orchestration. He was playing my body, and every note seemed to match a perfect harmony I had never listened for before. All the while it seemed that the air I breathed was of nothing but his scent, issuing me deeper into his world of physical bliss.

"Yes, sir," I repeated slightly less breathlessly in an attempt to hide my state from the onlookers. Jack, of course, knew precisely what he was doing to me. There was no concealing this experience from him. I would be safe in his arms, his touch told me. I could let myself go.

The hand between my legs rubbed over my panties and I let out an explosive breath as the friction tugged lightly at my swollen lips and clit.

"I could take anything you possess right now, couldn't I?" he asked softly. "Anything that is yours is being surrendered up to me. I can feel it in every breath you take."

"Yes," I breathed. "Yes."

His fingers felt at the edge of my panties and then nudged them aside. The thought that I was somewhere where I was uncomfortable with my pussy being exposed seemed to flit back and forth somewhere in the distant recesses of my mind.

"I could manipulate you and use you and you would not even think to object."

"Yes," I repeated. Each word he spoke seemed infused with the pleasure his fingers were imparting to me. I held my breath as I felt them spread my lips and run along my sensitive folds. I had not opened my eyes in the past five minutes. Nothing else existed but the part of me that he was touching.

"When I put my fingers into you, you are going to be mine utterly."

"Yes," I agreed before I understood what he was saying. Then when I did, I repeated, "yes."

Continue reading for free ...
- or -
Get the full series in one discounted bundle
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