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Chapter 1



It’s 8:05, and I’m sitting in my car in the parking lot of the lawyer’s office I’ve worked at for years. I’m already late, so another few minutes won’t matter. I should have just called in sick. My mood is particularly low today.

It’s a dreary morning, and the rain is an annoying mist that I know is going to coat me as soon as I step out of my car. I picked up a latte from the local coffee stand this morning, and I blame the coffee for my mood. My usual cafe shut down last week, and the new place is serving swill.

Sighing, I give up. As I get out of the car, I swear the mist makes me damp instantly. Yep, called it.

I need to just go in to work and forget about my boring life. I’m thirty-four years old, and if I’m not careful, I might blink and be forty-five, still working at the same firm. Fuck, what am I doing?

Jon and I decided a year ago that we didn’t want kids yet, and we went through the process to freeze some of my eggs. We’re not sure if we’re ever going to want kids, but now we have some options down the road if we need them. I always assumed I’d take a few years off if we had a kid, but is this going to be my life now if we don’t? Working here forever?

Grabbing my purse and lunch sack, I scurry across the parking lot and into the building. The receptionist, Cindy, has an uncharacteristically huge smile on her face, and I don’t want to deal with her happiness this morning.

I force a tight smile and greet her with a cheery, “Good morning,” as I continue down the hallway. I wish I could say I felt as chipper as my tone, but I’m an emotional mess this morning, and I don’t like how grumpy I am. Is it time to move on?

I’ve been considering finding a new job, and maybe my mood means it’s time to pull the trigger. There’s just one problem. I make a lot of money here, and it would be near impossible to find a job that pays as well. Come to find out, if you fuck all your bosses, they make sure you’re happy with your salary. That was never my intention when I started fucking them six years ago, but it’s been a nice perk.

The sexy stuff ended a couple of years ago, which might be part of my job dissatisfaction. A new lawyer, Mr. King, joined the firm, and I had an amazing week of being his freeuse office toy.

Then, a week later, they opened up a position for an office manager, and they hired a woman named Bonny who ended up being a stickler for rules. I don’t know what Bonny heard, but her first meeting with me included information about not fraternizing with people in the office. The new policies put an end to all the fun times at work. Somehow, I doubt Cindy got the same talk.

I just need a change of scenery—maybe a trip. It’s the beginning of December, so it’s not the optimal time to book a vacation, but perhaps after the new year, Jon will take a weekend getaway with me. Some vacation sex should boost my spirits.

Just as I settle into my chair and slide my purse into my desk drawer, Cindy saunters over to me, wearing a mischievous grin. “Have you heard the news?” she asks.

I like Cindy—I really do—but I’m not in the mood for games this morning, so I turn on my computer and give her my serious tone. “No, tell me.”

Cindy’s eyes light up with excitement. “When I arrived at work today, everyone was in a meeting in the conference room with Bonny.”

She’s got my attention now, and I tip my head, interested. “Really? Do you know what it was about?”

“Yes and no,” she replies, still smiling. “But when the meeting was over, Bonny packed up her desk and left.”

My mind races with possibilities. “Is she gone for good?”

Cindy nods triumphantly. “Yep, she was fired.”

Cindy and I may not see eye to eye all the time, but our shared disdain for Bonny’s changes has bound us together in animosity. Cindy didn’t like how she couldn’t leave early whenever she wanted anymore, and I was annoyed by not being able to fuck the lawyers. Not quite the same thing, but this new development won’t break either of our hearts.

My desk phone rings, and as I answer, Cindy gives me a little wave and departs. I spend the next few minutes dealing with questions from another law firm about a bounced email. When I finish, I’m still in a daze, contemplating the implications of Bonny’s sudden departure.

I take a sip of my coffee, now oblivious to its unpleasant taste. I could fuck my bosses again if we all wanted to, but do I? And more importantly, would Jon let me?

It’s been over a year since I’ve slept with someone else. Jon and I never said we were finished with me being a hotwife, but once easy access to my bosses’ cocks was gone, I was content to snuggle up with Jon at home instead of hunting for other men to fuck. It’s not that Jon isn’t satisfying me, but lately our love life has been growing stale again. He’s not in the mood as often anymore, and I blame stress from his job. He’s only five years older than me, but I know stress can dampen a man’s libido.

Jon might be okay with less sex, but lately I’ve been running to grab a sex toy whenever I’m alone in the house. A girl’s got needs, and mine seem to be increasing right when his are decreasing. Whose bright idea was it to mismatch women’s and men’s sex drives? Fucking human biology.

I spend my morning fantasizing about the good old days when I’d sashay into work late and receive a spanking as punishment. What if I could have that again?

My pussy is already soaked when lunchtime rolls around. I settle in at a table in the breakroom, clutching a bottle of water and a container of leftover pasta. But before I dig in, I send Jon a text.

Miranda
So... can I fuck my bosses again?



I follow it up with a puppy GIF with pleading eyes to sweeten the deal. I’m not expecting him to turn me down, but if he even hesitates, I won’t do it. We’re in this together, or I’m out. He texts back immediately.

Jon


What about Bonny?




That wasn’t the response I hoped for. I wanted him to be thrilled and then ask about the specifics.

Miranda
She was fired today, and I don’t know why. This is all my idea. No one asked that I fuck them. I wanted to talk to you first.



Shit, I should have waited until I got home to have this conversation with him. I take a sip of water, intending to suggest we discuss it later, when a message with an image attached pops up. It’s a picture of my husband’s slacks, focused at his crotch. Rusty—the nickname my husband gave his cock—is evidently hard beneath his pants.

Jon


Rusty approves of you fucking your bosses, and you know he makes the decisions around here.




My sudden laughter makes me spit water over my pasta. Damn, Miranda, smooth move there. I grab a paper towel and reply.

Miranda
Well, my pussy says she wants to be filled up by someone besides her owner. Are you in agreement with Rusty?



His reply makes my body hum and my heart rate speed up.

Jon


Go to town. Have fun, Kitten, and fill up on some fresh cream. You can tell me all about it while I fuck you later. Text me when you have some news.




Look at that, just talking about fucking my bosses again has Jon ready to go to pound town. Bonny should have left months ago.

Miranda
Thank you, my love!



It’s time to find Mr. Jacobs and offer myself to him. He’s the big boss; it’s only right he gets first dibs.


Chapter 2



I want to surprise Mr. Jacobs, so I don’t ask to speak with him first before showing up at his office door. Straightening the hem of my pencil skirt, I adjust the front of my pink blouse and try to calm the butterflies in my stomach. I’m glad I chose this outfit today, since I’m also wearing sexy lace underwear and a garter belt with black stockings to make myself feel good. If Mr. Jacobs gets to see them, I’ll consider my mood brightened.

He calls out, “Come in.”

I straighten my shoulders and sway my hips as I enter. I’m flushed and hope my face isn’t as pink as my blouse. It’s been way too long since he’s bent me over his desk, and just seeing him behind it makes my nipples harden.

I’m not the same naïve woman who once sat before him and negotiated how fucking all the lawyers here would work. Now I’m a woman who knows how to get what she wants. And this slut wants Daddy Jacobs’s cock inside her as soon as possible.

Mr. Jacobs is in his late 50s, and his hair is more salt than pepper these days. He wears it well. I’ve definitely got a kink for men in charge. His usual poker face shows his surprise when, instead of sitting in a chair, I walk behind his desk and perch on the edge next to him. My flirtatious smile blossoms slowly as I cross my legs, letting my skirt ride up. The edge of my stockings shows, and I notice his gaze flick down towards my legs before returning to look me in the eye.

Oh yeah, I know what Mr. Jacobs likes. We’re playing my game now.

His voice is stern. “I was about to call you in here. We need to talk.”

I lean forward, knowing it puts my cleavage on display, and walk my fingers up the front of his white button-down shirt. I fiddle with the top button, pretending that I’m going to open it. He’s not wearing a full suit, but he still gets my pussy buzzing. He doesn’t need to wear a jacket and tie to make me want to fuck him.

“Do we?” I pout. “I can think of better things to do with our time now that Bonny’s gone.”

Mr. Jacobs’s face darkens. Oops, did I push him too far and he’s going to scold me? Mmm, wait, I like what he does when I misbehave. This is going to all work out just fine.

Mr. Jacobs doesn’t disappoint. In a deep, commanding voice, he orders me, “Up and over, slut.”

Liquid pools in my center, and I quiver with excitement as I roll off the edge and turn around so I can bend over his desk. I lift my hips and press my ass toward him as he stands. He expertly unzips my skirt, and I sigh in delight as it drops to my feet. I’m getting whiplash from how quickly my sucky day has turned into the best workday in months.

He plays with the edge of my stockings and glides his fingers up my garter belt until he reaches my ass. His voice is rough as he says, “Nice.”

I step one high-heeled shoe out of my skirt and spread my legs for added stability. He leaves my panties on, and I brace myself with my hands flat on the desk right before he smacks my ass cheek. I hiss with pain as his palm connects, and he leaves a stinging spot on my bottom. The hiss transforms into a moan as he caresses the silky fabric over my throbbing flesh, soothing the ache.

“Is this what you want?”

My thoughts are foggy with desire, and I moan, “Yes... no.”

He chuckles softly at my obvious uncertainty. “You need to learn a lesson.”

Lesson? The only thing I need to learn is how his cock feels sliding inside me again.

He rubs the wet patch of silk across my pussy, causing a delightful tingle to course through me. I thrust my hips back, seeking his fingers. I’m already addicted to the feeling of him between my legs again, and I haven’t even had his cock yet. He should have fired Bonny the moment he realized it meant he couldn’t fuck me anymore.

When he presses his fingers down harder, I whimper and sway my hips, grinding against his hand.

“I think I’m learning my lesson really well,” I purr at him. “I’m a quick study.”

He laughs darkly. “Class hasn’t even begun.”

What is he talking about? I look over my shoulder at him the moment he spanks me again... hard. I yelp in shock and reach forward to grip the edge of his desk to prepare for more spanking.

He rains down slap after slap on my tender cheeks, and I’m lost in the painful pleasure as the world becomes hazy. I’m fast approaching the point where I’d do anything to please him.

My moans echo through the room, and when he strokes my pussy again, I’m frantic to come. I can feel the pleasure building in my core. Just a little more...

When I’m seconds away, he moves his hand and steps back so he can sit in his chair. I groan from displeasure. What’s he doing? He needs to fuck me. Wait, I can ride him just as easily. I stand up and face him, resting my tender ass on the desk. I’m radiating with desire, and all I can think about is getting his cock inside me.

“Like I said, we need to talk.”

His voice is surprisingly calm for a man who’s sporting a massive hard-on through his slacks and a slight sheen of sweat on his forehead. Someone is worked up, and it’s not just me.

“Mmm... less talk, more action,” I coo and make another move towards the buttons on his shirt.

He clasps my wrists together and holds them firmly. “I’ll tell you what’s happening.”

Why is he being difficult? I’ll beg if I need to. I give him my most seductive smile. “You could tell me while you fuck me... I’m fantastic at taking dick-tation.”

When his cock twitches and his jaw flexes, I know I’ve almost got him.

Before I can celebrate my win, he regains control and leans back in his chair, his eyes intense. “I wanted to bring you in here for an offer.”

Oooh, an offer? “Okay. I’m listening.”

When I relax and he can tell I won’t pounce on him, he releases my wrists. Hopefully, this is an offer for his cock, or he’ll have a cranky employee on his hands.

He pulls a business card from his desk drawer and hands it to me, and I study it, not comprehending what I’m looking at. It’s a thick, black card with shimmering silver lettering. All the card says is “Plaything Resort,” along with a phone number and email address.

“What is this?”

He smirks indulgently, and my pussy quivers with frustration.

“That’s your Christmas gift from all the lawyers in the office, if you want it.”

Can’t he just be my Santa and I’ll polish his North Pole?

“Okay, but what is it?”

“It’s a weekend at a private sex resort where you can be a freeuse plaything for all the men there. Jon can go with you if he wants.”

Wow. I look at the card again and a thrill runs through my veins like electricity from surprise and delight. Wait… I hesitate a moment, and I’m about to tell him that Jon wouldn’t want to be used by a bunch of men for a weekend, but he seems to read my expression.

The corners of his mouth twitch. “Jon can watch. I know he likes that.”

Mmm, yeah, my dear husband gets off on watching me be a massive whore. The thought of multiple guys at a freeuse resort using me makes my core heat, but I don’t want to appear too eager.

“This is an interesting gift...”

Mr. Jacobs gives a self-satisfied smile. “Talk it over with Jon. If you still want to be fucked at work after you go, we can talk.”

I want to argue that visiting the resort won’t change my desire to be fucked by all our lawyers, but I keep quiet. I can play this game.

I slip the card into my bra and bend over to retrieve my skirt from the floor. “Okay, but I hope you realize what you’re missing out on right now.”

He caresses my ass after I stand up, and his voice is husky. “Believe me, Miranda. I know. But take a few weeks and think about whether you really want to start this up again.”

His eyes seem to twinkle. “We might not be so easy on you this time now that we know what you’re willing to do as a freeuse office toy.”

Ooooh, fuck. Mr. King spilled the beans on all the filthy things I did for him back when I was his toy for the week before they hired Bonny. If I ever get to fuck him again, I’m going to give him a hard time about that, but I can’t be too angry since it sounds like I’m going to get some thrills because of it.

“Yes, sir,” I reply as I zip up my skirt. “I’ll find out what Jon thinks about the resort.”

I can feel Mr. Jacobs’s gaze on me as I exit his office. As soon as I shut the door behind me, my body quakes with desire. Fuckity, fuck. I need a cock inside me, and now I have to work all afternoon while I’m turned on.

I take the business card out of my bra and study it. Hmm, if the resort is as lavish as this card is, this could be an exciting weekend. I’ll have to see what Jon wants to do.


Chapter 3



Jon was all for a trip to the resort. We planned with Chris, the owner of the resort, to visit the weekend before Christmas. They had a cancellation, and I jumped at the chance. My pussy immediately got wet thinking of all the men I’m going to fuck. I even bought a new black bikini to wear in their hot tub and heated pool.

Chris talked to us about the resort and asked for our safewords. We also filled out forms about our sexual likes and dislikes. Jon will be at my side to watch over me, but it’s nice to know the resort takes our safety and pleasure seriously.

After that, all I had to do was wait for the trip. The days crawled past and I got more and more turned on. Once Mr. Jacobs found out I was going to the resort, the lawyers at work started teasing me and brushing their fingers along my hand when I’d bring them paperwork. Those jerks knew exactly what they were doing.

I was getting a second dose of lust from home as well. Once I told Jon about the resort trip, we were fucking nonstop, every evening after work. He bent me over every surface in the house and made me beg, but then abruptly three days ago he stopped touching me and told me I’m not allowed to come until we’re at the resort—the sadistic bastard. But that’s why I love him.

It’s fine. The day of the trip is finally here, and this hotwife is going to be stuffed full of cock soon. The resort is a few hours from our house, and I spend a large portion of the drive rubbing Jon through his jeans while he’s behind the wheel. I’m trying to get him to pull the car over and fuck me before we get to the resort. It doesn’t work. My man has learned restraint as he’s aged, and he loves sexually tormenting me.

An hour into the drive, I bring up something we need to discuss before we get there and I’m trying to fit three cocks in my mouth. “Hon, you know what’s going to happen this weekend, right?”

He blows me a kiss while still paying attention to the road. “Yes, my wife is finally getting her dirtiest gangbang fantasy fulfilled while I watch and count how many orgasms she has.”

Whoa, he’s going to keep track? That’s hot.

I giggle. “Well, yes, that—but also, this is probably a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. I’m going to embrace it and go wild.”

Jon reaches over and squeezes my hand. “I wouldn’t have it any other way, Kitten.”

My heart flutters in my chest as a feeling of warmth steals over me. Yeah, I love my man.

I let my mind wander during the rest of the ride, and I suppress a giggle as I remember the Christmas party Jon threw for me a couple of years ago. This could be my chance for a do-over. I had a fantasy of having a train of twenty men on my ass, but I was afraid to actually go through with it. I’ve only had a few encounters with groups of men, the most notable being the conference room party with the four lawyers and then a crazy night when my husband’s gaming buddies were over and I offered myself to them.

For the previous Christmas party, Jon set up this elaborate plan to make me believe that all of his friends were fucking me, when in reality, it was just him. He got me nice and subby by tying me up and making me wait. By the time the party started, I was in subspace and ready to believe anything he said. It was an amazing experience to realize at the end that Jon had orchestrated everything for me, but ever since then, I’ve been thinking about how I want the real thing. I want all the men’s cum inside me. It may not be twenty guys this weekend, but I’m prepared to embrace a real gangbang.

As we pull up to the wrought-iron gates of the Plaything Resort, Jon rolls down the window and punches in the code the owner gave us into the keypad. The gates creak open, and he smiles at me.

“Kitten, you ready for this?”

I’ve been ready for this weekend from the moment Jon said he’d love to see me being a submissive slut for a bunch of men.

“Absolutely. I was made for this resort.”

He places a warm hand on my leg and smiles. “You are. That’s why I married you.”

Oh God, as if. He didn’t know how big of a slut I was until after we’d been married eight years—hell, I didn’t even know—but the fact that he loves my dirty side is what’s made our marriage so amazing all these years. Jon fucking me all over the house in response to the resort offer proves that maybe I need to keep fucking other men. I enjoy my possessive husband when he seems to be on a mission to prove that only he knows exactly how to please me.

I peek out the windows as he drives slowly down a long driveway to a gorgeous white house. There are tons of Christmas lights on the trees and bushes, but they’re not currently turned on. I bet this place will look magical once it gets dark. I’m practically bouncing in my seat from a mixture of excitement and being horny. Jon chuckles at my enthusiasm as he parks the car next to an elaborate fountain in the middle of a circular driveway.

Before we get out, I lean across the console to kiss him and murmur, “Thank you for loving me, you big hornball, and thank you for allowing me to keep being your slut.”

He takes advantage of my closeness and pulls me in for a deep kiss. As our tongues twine together, my core trembles with desire. Mmm, do I really need to fuck twenty guys when I have Jon for a husband? I rub his cock through his jeans again and moan as it pulses against my palm. Well, except he enjoys sharing me, and I’ve had more sex in the last two weeks than I’ve had in months. It’s clear that my slutty ways benefit our marriage.

Our intimate moment is cut short when someone taps on the driver’s side window. We pull apart, and I giggle when Jon groans. When I turn my attention to the man standing outside the car door, my body lights up with desire. Oooh, he’s hot.

This guy is older, and he’s wearing tight jeans and a snug T-shirt that showcases his muscular physique. He’s in great shape for his age, and my mind conjures up images of him joining in on my gangbang fantasy.

Jon opens the door, and the guy introduces himself. “Welcome to the Plaything Resort. I’m Chris.”

Oh shit, he’s the owner. Bleh, he probably doesn’t fuck the guests. What a waste. But hey, at least I’ll get some delicious eye candy to enjoy while we check in.

I grab my purse and climb out of the car while Jon gets our luggage out of the trunk. I straighten my flowing red dress and try not to shiver because of the cold.

Chris approaches me, and his eyes twinkle. “I’m thrilled you both could make it during the holiday season. We go all out for Christmas.”

I flirt a little as we follow him towards the house. “A bunch of orgasms is the best Christmas present.”

Chris holds the door open for us and winks at me as I pass. “There are plenty of men here who would love to give you a gift.”

Yeah, I’m willing to take all their “gifts” of cum. I wonder how many men I’m going to fuck this weekend. It better be more than five, since that’s my current record. I want this weekend to be one that I’ll remember forever.

As we follow Chris inside, he leads us to a cozy reception area where he hands me some papers. “I just need to see your ID and have you sign a few forms.”

I take out my ID and hand it to him. Once he returns it, I sign the documents before letting Jon handle the rest of the check-in process. While Chris goes over the resort’s amenities with Jon, I wander off to the magnificent Christmas tree in the corner with colorful ornaments and twinkling lights. There’s also a little ceramic Christmas village set and wreaths and garland decorating the walls. It’s charming, and I can’t wait to explore the rest of the resort.

Chris calls out to me. “Miranda?”

I glance over my shoulder. “Hmm?”

“All the men know your safeword. There’s no shame in using it if you need a break.”

“Thank you.”

I focus on the tree again and smile to myself. He doesn’t know me. Super Slut Miranda this out this weekend, and I left Demure Miranda at home. I’m likely to take the twenty men all in a row and then ask for more. I doubt I’ll use my safeword.

Two sexy, muscular, bare-chested guys walk in wearing shorts and sandals. Wait, bare-chested? It’s not snowing, but it’s chilly outside, so they must be freezing. I guess they could have been in the pool or hot tub, but they aren’t wet, so I don’t think that’s the reason.

One guy picks up our luggage and carries it out of the lobby while the other man approaches me. My body instantly tingles as I grow more aroused. I’m in such a sexual haze at this point that I’d welcome this guy taking me right here, but I’m sure that isn’t how it works.

Actually, how does this work?

The rule at the resort is that I can’t ask the guys to fuck me, which is a bummer. With how wet and needy I am, I’d be going around and begging everyone to use me. I want to be a glorious mess by the time this is all said and done, and I’ll enjoy every minute. I’ve given them free access to me while we’re here unless I use my safeword, but it all depends on whether they want to fuck me. Oh shit, they better want to fuck me. How much would that suck?

I glance down at the guy’s shorts and I can tell he’s hard. Guess I don’t have to worry about him not being interested, unless that isn’t for me. The guy is in his prime and he’s ripped. My fingers itch to trace the lines of his muscles on his abs.

When the man steps close to me, my eyes widen and my breath catches. Um, we haven’t even finished checking in yet. He walks me backwards until I’m against the nearest wall. A delicious shudder shoots through my body as he takes my hands and pins them by the wrists above my head. He’s massive, and he only needs to use one hand to keep me immobilized. I squirm, loving the sensation of being restrained and unable to escape.

My head swims with desire, and I don’t know how to behave properly here. I don’t want to screw it up and make him walk away, so I just watch him with hungry eyes and wait for him to do whatever he wants.

He explores my curves with his free hand, squeezing my breast roughly and making me moan. His gaze follows his hand as he checks me out. “Sexy,” he says appreciatively. “Glad I won you.”

Uh, he won me? I want to ask him what the hell he’s talking about, but his fingers roam under the hem of my dress and I get distracted when he caresses my inner thigh. As his fingers inch closer and closer to my pussy, I can feel my panties growing more wet. Holy fuck, I need him to touch me.

When his fingers trace the edge of my panties, I press towards his hand, hoping he’ll go for more. That earns me a sexy laugh, and he leans down to whisper in my ear, “I’m Tyler.”

I smell a delicious cinnamon scent and want to lick his chest to see if he tastes as good as he smells.

“I’m Miranda,” I say breathlessly. “Pleased to meet you.”

I’m so turned on that my brain isn’t working right. I’m barely able to stop myself from asking him to finger me.

His eyes crinkled with a smile. “You’re not Miranda this weekend. This weekend you’re our fucktoy plaything, and we’ll call you whatever we want.”

My face flushes, and I think about the questionnaire I answered before coming here. I said I enjoyed dirty talk and being called filthy names. I also stated I’m submissive, and I enjoy being tied up and spanked. The “our fucktoy” remark makes my core melt, and I can feel myself dropping into a submissive state. I’m dripping wet now, and my knees tremble. I’ve got a feeling that’s the exact response he was aiming for.

When his fingers ease the lace of my panties aside, I have to remind myself to breathe as he explores my pussy. My stomach quivers when he nuzzles his mouth against my neck. His fingers spread my slick juices up to my clit, then circle it in agonizingly slow motions. I buck my hips in pleasure, wishing he was fingerfucking me—or better yet, had his cock inside me.

“Such a good slut,” he whispers in my ear. “So turned on.”

I moan softly as his fingers dip lower and plunge into my pussy. I whimper and shift my legs, spreading them further apart to give him easier access.

“Oh god,” I gasp as he massages a pleasure point inside me and sends a zing of bliss through my core.

A small, amused chuckle rumbles from Tyler and he sounds proud of himself. I start to lose my grip on reality as the orgasm builds. I’m just a fucktoy this weekend, and I’ll do whatever he wants.

I rock against his hand, seeking my release. Right when I’m on the edge of an orgasm, he slips his fingers out, and I whimper. No, he can’t stop!

I’m dazed, and it’s difficult to see straight while my body vibrates with need. When he brings his wet fingers to my lips, I immediately open them. I’ll do anything he asks of me now that I’ve been teased by his magic fingers.

“Taste yourself,” he orders as he slides his fingers in my mouth. “And clean them.”

I swirl my tongue around his index and middle finger while he rocks them back and forth in my mouth like he’s fingering a pussy. I taste myself as I enthusiastically bob my head as I clean him up. Mmm, I wish I could beg him to shove his dick down my throat instead. I’ve never been shy about my love of sucking cock, but I think that’s too close to asking him to fuck me.

Tyler releases my wrists and pulls his fingers out of my mouth. When he steps back, I’m disappointed. Shit, I don’t think he’s going to fuck me yet.

He cups my chin, tipping my head up and forcing me to look him in the eye. “I’m done with you for now. Go to your cottage and know that at some point tonight, I’m going to take what I won.”

There’s that talk about winning me again. I’m about to ask him about it, but he slaps my breast hard and all thoughts drain from my head as I gasp from surprise and pleasure. Smacking my breasts was another thing I told them I liked. How closely will they follow my list?

With a knowing smirk, he walks away towards the rear of the house. My eyes follow him as he exits and I take deep breaths, trying to calm my racing heart and clear my head. That was... hot. I already have so many questions. Why didn’t he fuck me? Am I a prize of sorts? If so, did he win my pussy for the night, or is it for the entire weekend?

Jon and Chris are both leaning against the counter, looking amused. Jon has a gleam in his eye and my face grows hot as I feel a little embarrassed about being such a thirsty slut before we’ve even made it out of the lobby. I said I was going to go wild, but I expected to unpack first.

Jon comes over and hugs me. “Come, my slutty wife, let’s go to the cottage.”

I laugh and give Chris a wave while he calls out, “Have a good time!”


Chapter 4



As I unpack my bags in the cozy, one-room cottage decorated for Christmas, I’m all aflutter from excitement. There’s a small tree decorated in silver and red with multicolored lights, and it doesn’t take long for me to get a feel for the space. There’s a kitchenette with a dining area and the main room with a king-sized bed. The bathroom is the most impressive feature, designed for indulgence with a massive tub that can fit multiple people, as well as a separate spacious shower. I’m so getting Jon in that shower before the trip is over.

Jon’s lounging on the bed, and it only takes a moment of indecision before I pounce on him and straddle him.

“Hey, whoa,” he laughs and wraps his fingers around my hips. “What do you think you’re doing?”

I fit my pussy against the hardness in his jeans and grind against him before giving him my sexiest smile. “Enjoying my vacation?”

I phrase it like a question, but we both know what I’m after. I want his cock.

Jon ‘tsks’ as if I’m misbehaving and thrusts his hips up to press his cock harder against my pussy. I moan as he controls my movements, making me rock against him faster. Jesus, if he keeps this up, I’m going to come.

When he bucks his hips and his cock rubs against my clit, my vision tunnels with pleasure. Just a little more pressure, and I’ll climax. This is exactly what I was craving during the car ride down. Just a little more...

Jon abruptly pushes me off him, and I tumble onto the bed beside him with a pout. “Hey, I was almost there!”

He laughs. “Let’s go check out the hot tub. I can fuck you whenever I want at home. This is my chance to see other guys use you.”

I narrow my eyes at him and I want to protest that he can’t just fuck me whenever he wants, but if I’m being honest with myself, he probably could. All he has to do is call me a good girl and tell me to kneel, and I turn into a needy, cock-hungry slut. Sometimes he teases me and makes me work for it by begging for his cock. Other times, he enjoys using me as if I’m his sex toy.

Occasionally, he lets me be in control, but that’s not happening this weekend.

With a dramatic sigh to make it appear as though I’m not overly enthused with the idea, I get up and grab the black bikini from the dresser. I love that he wants me to get railed by other men instead of fucking me himself, but I don’t want to be too eager. It’s a fine line between panting over other guys’ cocks while still making my husband know he’s the love of my life. Not that I’m really fooling him. He knows exactly how turned on I am by the thought of a gangbang.

Jon finishes changing faster than I do, and as I bend over to put on the bottom bikini piece, he swats my ass as he walks by. I yelp from pleasure as he brings me my slip-on sandals.

“Don’t take too long, my kinky Kitten.”

I stick my tongue out at him as I slide the sandals on. There’s no way in hell I’m walking to the hot tub in just my bikini, so I wrap a terry cloth bathrobe around me. Once I twist my long brown hair up in a messy topknot, I’m ready.

He’s rummaging through our suitcase, and I can’t help teasing him. “Geez, slowpoke! Let’s go!”

When he turns around, one fist is closed, like he’s got something in it. Uh-oh, what’s he up to? I eye his hands suspiciously and he puts the thing in his hand into the pocket of his shorts.

Jon shrugs and closes the lid of the suitcase. “Ready”

Raising my eyebrow, I decide to let him have his secret for now. I’m sure I’ll love whatever it is.

Since it’s the end of fall, it’s already getting dark, and as we step outside, I notice that someone has turned on the Christmas lights. The entire property glows like a fairytale wonderland, with colored lights on bushes, trees, and fences. I’m delighted and skip ahead of Jon, wanting to find the hot tub as soon as possible.

Jon and I walk through the light display, following a stone pathway to the center of the resort. As we get closer to the pool, the scent of chlorine gets stronger. They only allow one group of guests here at a time. That means if we encounter anyone, they are part of the resort crew and can use me. I’m trembling with lust at the thought, and as soon as the hot tub comes into view, my stomach drops when I see it’s empty. Damn it, there’s no one to fuck me.

I pause next to a patio table and remove my robe and sandals. Jon approaches me and rests his hands on my hips. I’m staring at the hot tub, feeling disappointed, when Jon gently nudges his erection against my ass, distracting me. Mmm, okay, so there might not be other people here, but I’ve got my husband to play with.

I place my hands on the patio table and bend over, grinding against him. What if he fucks me, and someone comes to watch? The idea is dirty, and I hope it happens. He takes a step back and uses his fingers to rub the fabric of my bikini bottoms against my pussy. I moan softly and my pulse speeds up, heating my blood.

We’ve been married long enough that I know how to get what I want. I wiggle my ass and look at him over my shoulder. “Sir, will you please fuck me?”

“Later,” he replies, and then adds with a sly grin, “slut.”

I sigh. Jesus Christ, someone needs to fuck me. He pulls me up and turns me around before lifting me and setting my ass on the metal table. I don’t know what he’s got planned, but I lean back, propping myself up on my elbows, and swing my legs while I bat my eyelashes at him.

“So what now, Daddy?”

He laughs at me calling him ‘Daddy,’ since it’s not something I usually do, and he pushes my bikini top up, exposing my nipples to the cool air.

“Now, you’re going to be a good girl while I do whatever I want to you.”

My nipples harden from the cold, and he slaps one of my tits playfully. I giggle with surprise, and then moan from pleasure when he leans over me and sucks on the breast he just slapped. He tweaks the other nipple, and I run a hand through his hair while I close my eyes and enjoy the pulling sensation deep in my core. I can feel the wetness between my thighs increasing, and I might go insane if I don’t orgasm soon.

His hand leaves my breast for a moment, and my eyes fly open when I feel something hard and cold touch my nipple. Jon stops sucking on my breast, and he’s holding nipple clamps.

Oh, holy fuck.

“My Kitten needs some extra pleasure tonight,” he murmurs while he opens the clamp and clips it onto my nipple.

I cry out from the sting, and he quickly puts the second one on. I rest back on my elbows again, and he stands between my legs and rubs my pussy through my bikini while the initial pain from the clamps dies down. Now it’s just making me needier, though I know the real pain will come when he takes them off.

Just as my body tightens with need, the sound of masculine voices grabs my attention. I look down the path to where it leads to the main building and my heart races when I see a group of guys, which includes Tyler, coming towards us.

Three guys jump into the pool, and I shiver as I imagine how cold it will be when they get out. Tyler and two guys walk in our direction, and I whimper in need. I’m splayed out on the table with my tits out and nipple clamps on—not exactly how I thought I’d meet a group of guys for the first time. When Jon steps away, it’s worse, and I fight the urge to cover myself. I feel like a sideshow attraction, but when my pussy gets wetter, I know I enjoy being the center of attention—especially since I look like a complete slut waiting to be used.

Jon sits in a chair close by as if he’s settling in to watch a show. Yeah, I’m so about to get fucked, and I welcome it. When the men get close enough, I swing my legs again and try to pretend like nothing is out of the ordinary. I’m sure it’s an everyday occurrence to have a woman in a bikini in the cold with her nipple-clamped tits hanging out.

Tyler smirks. “Looks like the slut is ready for us.”

As they surround me, their collective gaze travels over my body, lingering on my breasts before moving down to my bikini-covered pussy. If there was enough lighting, they’d be able to see a damp patch on my bikini. I hope they’re enjoying the view.

Tyler steps between my legs and trails his fingers over my pussy. I moan and wish the bikini fabric wasn’t between us. Tyler pulls down his swim trunks, and I’m curious enough about what he’s packing to lean up a little to get a good look. His cock is thick with an upward curve. Oh god, I want that in me.

When he slides my bikini bottom down part way, I lie back on the cold surface and lift my knees towards my chest to help him remove them. He grabs my ankles and looks at my feet, admiring the red polish on my toes.

“She’s got pretty feet,” one guy points out, and my slutty pussy clenches as if she just got complimented.

Oh god, I’m their freeuse toy to use. They don’t even have to fuck my pussy if they don’t want. My expression must have changed, because Tyler laughs and starts massaging my feet.

“Looks like the toy just figured out that we can do whatever we want to her.”

One guy steps close and tugs on a nipple clamp, and I arch my back and cry out from bliss. No, no, no, they’ve got to fuck my pussy, right? What guy would have a wet pussy to use and choose to fuck something else instead?

One who wanted to prove his domination, that’s who—because that’s what I said got me turned on the most... being controlled.

The edges of my vision dim, and I shiver as a feeling of acceptance comes over me. If they don’t want to fuck my pussy, I’ll still enjoy every minute of being used. I came here wanting to be treated like a sex doll, and now everything I wrote down that I like might be used against me. They know I get off on being edged, despite hating it. They have all the tiny details of sex acts I prefer. Hell, they probably read that I enjoy having my feet rubbed since I put it down.

Tyler keeps my legs together and rests my feet over one of his shoulders. When he fits the head of his cock against my pussy, I almost laugh from joy.

He slams into me, straight to my core, and I writhe from ecstasy while he moans. “Lucky for this slut, I want her pussy.”

As he thrusts into me, my whole body shudders as he massages the most sensitive spots deep inside me. It feels amazing, and I reach my arms above my head to hold on to the edge of the table and brace myself to let him pound into me harder.

One man plays with the nipple clamps while the other stands by my head and says, “Open that gorgeous mouth. It needs something in it.”

I turn my head to obey, and he slides his cock between my lips. He’s not as thick as Tyler, and I’m grateful for that while I’m in this position. His pre-cum is salty on my tongue, and I lick and suck for all I’m worth as the two men fuck me. I drift on a cloud of euphoria as every nerve ending in my body comes alive with the sensations of being taken. I love every moment of this, and I want more.

When the guy fucking my mouth suddenly pulls out, he sprays ropes of cum on my mouth and cheek. I moan in appreciation and lick my lips, savoring the flavor. Shit, he came before I did.

As soon as he’s finished, the other guy takes his place, and I eagerly take him in my mouth. I close my eyes and just enjoy being holes for them to use. The new guy in my mouth has a slightly bitter taste, but it’s not bad. I’ve swallowed my fair share of cum, enough to know that every guy tastes different.

Tyler continues to fuck me vigorously, and when he starts in with the dirty talk, my mind whirls.

“Fuck, I love the way your pussy milks my cock.”

Mmmm, me too. I hum with appreciation.

“So good,” he moans, and picks up his pace, fucking me so hard that the patio table shakes and creaks.

As he rides me, he growls, “I’m going to fill this pussy with so much cum, you’re going to be dripping for days.”

Shit, I wish that were true. Tension coils low in my belly as I feel my orgasm build. Why was I afraid of a gangbang? This is fucking fabulous.

Just as I’m on the brink of ecstasy, the guy in my mouth blows his load deep into my throat. He moans and shivers as multiple spurts fill my mouth, and I happily lick my lips when he pulls out.

“Such a cum dumpster whore,” Tyler grunts as he keeps fucking me.

That’s what I am. Just a vessel for their cum. I moan at the thought, and when Tyler whacks against me extra hard, I fall apart and scream as my orgasm hits me like a truck. All I see is twinkling lights as my body throbs from rapture.

“One,” Jon calls out, and I giggle. I love that man.

Once I recover, I’m dimly aware of Tyler continuing to fuck me, but I’m too blissed out to pay attention to how his strokes change or what he’s saying. It’s not until a few minutes pass that my awareness snaps back into place when he stiffens.

Tyler groans as he thrusts balls deep, holding still. I whimper in approval, knowing he’s pumping me full of his cum. Finally, he relaxes with a contented sigh and holds onto my legs, his breathing harsh.

“Alright boys,” he declares. “I know I won control of the slut when I beat you at cards earlier, but I’m feeling generous. Line up and have at her.”

My jaw drops in amazement. He really did win me.

The guys all laugh, and one of them grabs my arm. “She’s facing the wrong way.”

I blink with surprise as Tyler moves aside and two guys with wet hands pull me off the table. They evidently came out of the water. They turn me around and I see all six men gathered close by before they shove my head to the table. When the nipple clamps drag along the tabletop, I flinch from the pleasurable pain. Oh shit, I’m fucked.

One man stands behind me and runs his fingers along the curve of my butt. “Such a gorgeous ass. I wish I could fuck it.”

Jon laughs. “Sorry guys, that hole is mine.”

I recall a few years ago, at a BDSM event, when Jon’s dominant side emerged, and in a possessive rage he said no one but him was allowed to fuck my ass ever again. No one has.

“Oh well,” the guy says amiably. “I can fill her pussy with cum just as easily.”

He holds onto my hips and thrusts into me so hard, I’m pushed against the table and the nipple clamps send a zing of pleasure straight to my clit.

“Fuck! Shit!” I cry out as he pounds into me.

He seizes my elbows, drawing them backwards, and he uses them like reins so I’m unable to stop my breasts from rubbing against the table as he fucks me. The bliss builds in layers, and I scream when I come once more, and it’s so intense my eyes tear up.

The guy in my pussy only lasts two more thrusts before he groans and fills me.

“Two,” Jon’s voice rings out, and I have the insane urge to sob. I’m not sure how many orgasms like this I can handle.

Another man replaces him, and the sound of flesh slapping together echoes through the night as he fucks me. I barely recover from the previous climax when I’m coming again. This one is a full-body orgasm, and I convulse as lightning runs from the top of my head to my toes. I can feel my pussy fluttering and gripping onto the cock inside me, and my vision swims while the guy pounding my pussy finishes inside me.

I hear someone say, “Three,” and I close my eyes, submitting to the moment. Everything hurts, but in a wonderfully exquisite way. I need these men to fuck me forever, and when the cock inside me slips out, I hear someone begging for more.

It’s me.

I’m the one pleading for them to keep going as they swap positions and another man takes me. There are no words this time, just a cock thrusting into my pussy in a rapid-fire assault. In what feels like less than a minute, he’s filling my pussy with cum and I shake as another orgasm crashes through me. I don’t hear Jon call out the number. This time it’s too much. There’s so much pleasure running through my body, it feels like I’m a live wire as I tremble and moan. I sob incoherently as I plead for more while simultaneously begging for the torture to be done.

Someone turns me over and lays me on my back on the table again. I close my eyes, limp from joy as more men use me. I don’t even know how many cocks are inside me, and at some point, someone shoves their dick in my mouth. It barely registers when he blows his load. He’s got so much cum that it runs down my face when he pulls out.

I can feel the tension growing in my core again as someone fucks my pussy, and this time I can tell it’s going to be a massive orgasm. I’m chanting out, “Oh god,” as I hurtle towards ecstasy.

When someone removes a nipple clamp suddenly, I scream as the blood rushes to my nipple. I clench around the cock in my pussy, and the guy swears.

“Jesus, take the other off her,” the guy fucking me demands, and I realize it’s Tyler.

He hammers into me, and when the other nipple clamp comes off, the mixed pain and pleasure are too much. I explode and a surge of euphoria rips through my body so powerfully, all I can do is moan incoherently as it rolls on and on until the world around me dims.

I don’t blank out, but I reach a point where it’s just one continuous wave of rapture. Tyler finishes inside me, and when I hear a bunch of moaning but no one is fucking me, I try to focus and realize there’s a circle jerk happening over me while each guy strokes himself.

I barely know what I’m doing as I open my mouth and stick out my tongue, hoping that someone can aim true. As cum shoots over my body, a spurt lands on my tongue, and I swallow it happily. I don’t know how many loads hit me, but I can tell I’m going to be a sticky mess.

As I float in a sea of happiness, I hear murmuring, and then I feel weightless and realize Jon is carrying me back to the cottage. The air is chilly, and I’m naked, so I must have lost my bikini top at some point. Wrapping my arms around his neck, I rest my head on his shoulder and enjoy being taken care of.

I feel adrift as he carries me to the bathroom in our cottage, but I come back to earth when he sets me on my feet and hands me a bottle of water and a piece of string cheese.

“Drink and eat, Kitten. Then we’ll get you cleaned up.”

I devour the string cheese, not realizing how hungry I truly am until it touches my mouth. Jon removes his clothes while I’m eating and drinking, and he enters the shower with me when I’m finished. The warm spray rains down on me as Jon’s soapy hands wash away the other guys’ cum. Shivers run through me every time his fingers brush against my sensitive nipples.

After the shower, I’m relaxed but still flying high from the endorphins. I can tell Jon is very turned on by the way he’s touching me everywhere and the sparkle in his eyes. As he dries me, I wrap my hand around his cock, enjoying the smooth softness of his skin on the steel rod underneath.

“Kitten, don’t do that. You need rest.”

I can hear the ache in his voice, and I tighten my grip on his cock and lift my gaze to his. “No, I need you.”

That’s all I need to say. He swoops down and kisses me passionately, sliding his tongue into my mouth like he owns me—which he does. He makes a soft moaning sound, and I squeak when he picks me up and carries me into the bedroom, his lips never leaving mine as we kiss with a fervor and desire that’s all ours.

When Jon tosses me onto the bed, he’s on top of me in seconds, pinning me down. I adore it when he manhandles me. I can be a dirty slut with other men, but only he gets all of me—body and soul.

Right now he’s so horny, he doesn’t want to make love to me. I eagerly spread my thighs wide as he slides inside me. He pounds me into the mattress, trying to prove he’s better than all the other men. I love it when he fucks me like this. We surge together, and I’m surprised when I come quickly. My inner muscles clamp around him as pleasure rips through me.

“Ohhh, god,” I cry out as the waves of bliss peak multiple times.

Jon grasps my hips and pulls me against him as he comes. As he fills me with his warm seed, he thrusts slowly, growling until he finishes. This man is all mine, and he knows it. I’ll let him have me any time he wants, any which way he likes, and I love that he lets other men fuck me.

When he’s finished unloading, he pulls out, and we cuddle together. As he holds me and strokes my hair, I’m surrounded by feelings of love and comfort. This is the man who loves me unconditionally, who gets aroused by the idea of men using me, and who wants me to come home afterward so he can have his cock in me and I can sleep contentedly with him by my side.

We kiss softly and whisper words of love, but I soon fall asleep in his arms.


Chapter 5



The next morning, I’m woken up by male voices in the kitchenette. Jon and Tyler are setting the table with covered dishes. I presume Tyler must have brought us room service. My stomach rumbles, and I can tell I’m going to enjoy breakfast.

I quickly dash to the bathroom to freshen up. Since we left my robe by the pool, I feel oddly vulnerable walking out naked in front of Tyler in the light of day. I’m digging around in the dresser for my nightgown when Tyler presses up against my ass and cups my breasts. They’re still sore from the nipple clamps last night, and I moan as he pulls on them. Fuuuuck, that feels good. My pussy hums alive and I’m barely surprised when I find myself face-first against the closest wall with his cock sliding inside me from behind.

Movement from the doorway reveals Jon, who leans on the doorframe and watches us with an expression of amusement. He’s casually stroking his cock through his jeans as he observes us, and he gives me a slow smile as I bounce against the wall, taking everything that Tyler gives me.

There’s nothing subtle about this fuck, and Tyler pounds into me rapidly. I whimper in pleasure when he massages my clit. Oh god, I’m about to come. My head spins from the quick turnaround, from waking up to now being railed against a wall, but I embrace it.

As my inner walls tense up, he slows his fingers. I groan in frustration. Noooo! I’m so close.

“Beg for it,” comes a voice that’s not Tyler’s. Jon is taking over, forcing me to accept his dominance.

“Please,” I plead, squirming against Tyler, trying to get the stimulation back. “Sir, please let me come!”

Tyler resumes his circular motions on my clit, and I let out a throaty moan as it just fuels the fire building inside me. This is so dirty, with both men controlling my pleasure.

As I tremble from the oncoming climax, I wish it was Jon slamming into me. It’s his touch I crave the most as the rest of the world fades away.

“Come for me,” Jon demands, and Tyler increases the speed of his fingers on my clit.

My orgasm explodes, and my pussy flutters as a gush of wetness runs down my legs.

“Ohhhh, fuck,” I cry out and press back against Tyler as every muscle in my body trembles.

Waves of pleasure pulse through me, radiating outward to the tips of my fingers and toes. This is amazing, yet I want something else, too.

I vaguely register Tyler roaring with release as he shivers and then goes still, but I’m focusing on Jon walking towards us, his cock glistening with his pre-cum. When Tyler pulls out of me, I immediately face Jon, kneel on the floor and part my lips as he feeds me his cock.

Sucking on my husband in front of Tyler is my way of demonstrating who owns me, but the truth is, I’m just a filthy whore who will do whatever I’m told right now. I’m in my element, and I’m living my best slut life.

As Jon rocks his hips, moving his cock in and out of my mouth, I think about the rest of the weekend. This isn’t something I’m likely to experience again and I’m going to let this resort fulfill my deepest, darkest desires.

As I take my husband deeper into my throat, I glance up at him through my lashes, my expression filled with lust and neediness. I need more orgasms, but first, he needs to come for me.

Jon’s movements grow more erratic as his breathing becomes shallower. He’s fucking my mouth like it’s my pussy. I tingle from enjoyment as he comes in my mouth. His hot, thick cum hits my tongue and I swallow it all. I’m a slut who knows how to please her man.

When Jon pulls out, I quickly swallow everything I can and then grin at him. My, “Good morning, my love,” has a sing-song quality, and I can barely contain my laughter. Shit, what a way to start the morning.

Tyler touches my shoulder, and I turn around to face him. “Have a good breakfast.” He winks at me.

He says goodbye to Jon before he leaves.

Jon helps me stand and pulls me in for a hug and a deep kiss. I sway a little and laugh. “I’m going to go clean up again.”

He slaps my ass when I turn towards the bathroom. “Make it quick. The food is getting cold.”

“Yes, Sir!”

I twitch my ass at him as I disappear into the bathroom.
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I rub my belly through my nightgown after we finish breakfast. “Oh God, I can’t eat another bite. What’s on the agenda for today?”

He smiles mysteriously. “You’ll see.”

Hah, the jerk. I blow him a kiss. “Yes, Sir.”

Jon cleans off the table and tells me to meet him outside in 10 minutes and to dress casually, so I decide on jeans and a tank top under a warm hoodie. If we’re doing something outdoorsy, I want to be comfortable. Plus, this way, if we run into a guy who wants to fuck me, he’s going to have to work for it.

I wrap my hair with a tie to make a ponytail as I step outside. Jon examines my outfit, but remains silent. I fidget with the strings on my hoodie, wondering if it’s appropriate for whatever he’s got planned.

He takes my hand and leads me along the stone pathway around the center building of the resort. I feel confused, but willing to go with the flow as he guides me to a smaller building. When he opens the door, I see it’s a recreation room… full of sexy, muscular men wearing nothing but Santa hats.

What sort of fucked up scenario is this? I try to count the men but get distracted by all the exposed cocks once I hit 10. My pussy hums and my nipples harden, and I almost laugh. Yeah, it doesn’t matter what’s going on. I’m a thousand percent down with whatever raunchy thing he has planned.

The men watch us as we enter. Some are playing pool, and some are at a card table with cards in their hands. I suddenly feel like I’m in a porno with a corny name, like “Here ‘Comes’ Santa Claus”.

Jon holds my hand and pulls me over to a couch, but we don’t sit down. He takes a cushion off of it and sets it on the floor.

“Kneel,” he commands, and I obey without hesitation.

I look up at Jon with big eyes, waiting for more instructions. He picks up some rope off a side table that was hidden by the arm of the couch. When he ties my wrists behind my back, my vision goes fuzzy around the edges as I sink into submission. He knows exactly how to get me into subspace when he wants it, and I can tell I’m heading in that direction quickly.

“So, Kitten, here’s what’s going to happen.”

Oooh, I get info! I perk up, and wiggle my ass in happiness and settle in, waiting for the explanation.

“A few years ago, I planned a holiday party for you...”

I nod eagerly, and he continues. “Today is for me, not you. This is my party.”

I furrow my brow in confusion. Uh… what?

He leans in and presses his lips against mine before whispering into my ear, “I want to see how many Santas you’ll blow before you say your safeword.”

Ohhhhh. A shiver runs through me as Jon straightens up. Why is this so hot? He signals to the guys and they line up in front of me. As I open my mouth and a guy sticks his cock in, I give Jon the side-eye as he settles into a nearby loveseat.

This might be the most messed up thing Jon has ever asked me to do. I love it.

Well, if he wants to watch me blow some Santas, let’s see if this slut can outlast the men. I focus on the dick in my mouth and try to bring him to climax as quickly as possible. That should send the message that this slut means business. I’m not saying I won’t use my safeword, but I want to blow an impressive amount before I give in.

I want to see Jon’s reaction. When my eyes dart over to him, he smirks like he can read my mind and knows I’m determined to swallow as many loads of cum as possible. I smile around the shaft in my mouth, giving it a little bit of suction and tongue action that makes the man grunt and thrust his hips.

Yep, that’s the ticket. Come for me. I love how filthy this is. I’m just a cum dumpster slut.

The guy in my mouth groans as he spurts down my throat. As soon as he’s done, another takes his place. I scoot forward while the new guy takes over my mouth. It’s my train of twenty cocks, except instead of fucking my pussy, they’re just fucking my face.

The current cock is nicely formed, and I lavish attention on it, sucking him deep and holding him there until I need to breathe. It doesn’t take long for him to come, and after I swallow him down, another takes his spot.

I heat up quickly, and now I know why Jon was eyeing my outfit. He knew I was going to get warm. With my arms bound behind my back, there’s nothing I can do but bob on every cock presented to me. The helpless feeling turns me on even more. My heart races with excitement as I get sloppier on this guy, and drool runs down my chin onto my hoodie.

After he comes, he pulls out, and the guy behind him laughs as he steps forward and tips my head back.

“Nice, slut.”

It’s Tyler. Hasn’t he had his fill of me yet? When he slides his cock between my lips, I giggle. Guess not. When I taste myself on him, I shiver in pleasure. Okay, that’s extra dirty. He didn’t even shower after fucking me earlier.

As Tyler thrusts into my throat, he places a hand on the back of my head and twists his fingers around my ponytail, keeping me still so he can go deep. I’ve been conditioned to enjoy being used by now, and I moan while my pussy quivers.

Tyler’s cock pops out of my mouth as he straightens up. He hasn’t come yet, but someone else stands next to him and shoves his cock towards me. Well hell, okay, let’s do this. I eagerly suck on him for a few minutes before he withdraws, and Tyler’s cock returns to take his place.

I alternate between the two, anticipating the moment I get to swallow all their cum. It’s interesting how different each man tastes and smells. It’s more noticeable when you’ve got a string of cocks in a row, and I love the texture difference of each cock. Everyone is unique and I want to worship them all.

While Tyler slides in and out of my throat, I start to sweat. The front of my hoodie is soaked from all the saliva I keep losing. Am I supposed to tire of sucking cocks? I feel like I’m in my element, and the longer I stay on my knees, the more fun I’m having. I’ve never made so many men climax in such a short span of time.

Jon might think this blowjob party is for him, but I think he underestimated how big of a slut I am.

Tyler’s thrusts speed up, and within moments I’m swallowing his load of cum. He pulls out and the other guy quickly shoves his cock into my mouth and explodes. Cum joins the saliva on my hoodie because I can’t swallow it down fast enough.

I barely pay attention to who I’m blowing, and I’m lost in a sea of cocks. My eyes widen when I see the next one. It’s thicker than any I’ve sucked so far, and I’m not sure I’ll be able to fit it in my mouth. He enters me gently, allowing me to adjust, and I appreciate his consideration. If any cock was going to make me use my safeword, it would be this one.

He fucks my mouth slowly, and the rhythmic movement lulls me, and the world takes on a dreamlike quality. I no longer feel my body; I’m just a mouth for these men.

When he comes, it feels like it’s never ending and streams of cum run down my chin. When he pulls out, I stick out my cum-coated tongue and wait for the next guy.

I lose track of how many men I’ve blown, but when it’s Tyler in my mouth again, I wonder if I’m on a second round with everyone. Time loses all meaning, and I’m covered in cum and floating in my happy place as the men use me.

It could be hours or minutes when Jon calls out, “Okay, she’s done.”

Oooh, he called it. Does this mean I won? And what’s my prize? There’s no answer to the questions, and my mouth feels oddly empty as they all leave.

Once we’re alone, Jon frees my hands and rubs my shoulders as I roll them. Everything feels good. He lifts me and sits with me on the loveseat, holding me in his lap.

“You’re a beautiful mess.”

He kisses my forehead, and I nestle into his chest, smelling his spicy aftershave that I adore. This is where I belong.

As I relax, my pussy throbs, reminding me I didn’t get fucked. I wiggle against Jon, enjoying the feeling of his hardness. I bet I could dry hump him and come.

He groans. “Kitten, behave.”

Does he even know me? I wiggle around some more and he kisses me softly before asking, “How are you?”

I know why he’s checking. He needs to make sure I’m okay before he snaps and fucks me.

“I’m really, REALLY, good.”

When I rock against his hardness, he laughs. “Yeah, you’re good.”

He lifts me off his lap, and when I stand up, I unzip my jeans and reach for his cock. He stops me and pulls his own pants down to free Rusty. I expect him to bend me over the couch, but he pushes me toward the pool table.

“Remember the last time I fucked you on a pool table?”

His voice is husky, and as he bends me over the side, I recall the day he fucked me at a friend’s holiday party. Some guy walked past the doorway and saw us.

Jon pulls my jeans and panties down just far enough to fuck me. “Yes,” I moan as he slides his cock inside me.

There’s a slight soreness from being used so much, but that just makes it hotter. I wanted to leave this weekend the ultimate slut, and I’m getting my wish.

As he fucks me, I rub my clit. Between my slick fingers and his cock, I’m quickly soaring. When my orgasm hits, the intense pleasure makes me tremble as I buck my hips and push back against him as he fucks me through my climax.

Once I can tell he’s about to come, I rock against him, urging him to finish faster. I’m desperate for him to fill me up—to prove that even though I’m a total slut, he still wants me.

He groans and I can feel his warm cum shooting deep inside me and joining all the other cum. When he pulls out, we both hastily pull up our pants before collapsing on the chair with me in his lap once more. He holds me close as he catches his breath, and I giggle.

“How many times did I come yesterday?” I ask as I close my eyes.

He snorts. “I lost track.”

Yeah, I’m not surprised he doesn’t know. It was a lot.

“Hey, what did I win for taking all those cocks?”

His laugh rumbles through his chest. “A lifetime of happiness with me.”

I don’t think there’s anything I want more, but I playfully protest and swat his chest. “Bastard, that’s not a win. That’s just everyday life.”

This might be the best vacation ever. We laugh together as I curl up against him and rub my cheek on his shoulder.

I peek up at him. “My love?”

“Yes, Kitten?”

His eyes glitter and I already see the answer in them before I ask my question.

“Do you still love me?”

As he gives me a huge smile, my heart beats faster, and my insides melt as he speaks the words I love to hear so much.

“Forever.”

I twine my fingers with his and whisper, “Always,” back at him.

We sit on the couch, holding each other as if we’re in our own little bubble. I don’t know if I want to fuck other guys today, and I know it doesn’t matter whether I do, because everything I want is sitting here with me in my arms.

This is perfect. This is real, and this is everything.

The End

Want a bonus story with Miranda being used at the resort?
Find it at:
https://www.lacey-cross.net/freeuseplaythingbonus


Next Freely Used Book



Next in the series is The Freeuse Elf by Matt Lake

It’s a stressful time at Santa’s Grotto in the mall.

Attendance is down, complaints are up.
Everyone is feeling the pressure. And what they need is some good old-fashioned stress relief.

That’s when the new Christmas Elf turns up. Helpful, charming and freeuse for anyone that wants to use her.
She’s the toy that everyone want’s this Christmas and if more than one wants to play with her at the same time, she’s into sharing.

But it’s Santa she really wants to help out. And she has just the plan to make his Christmas full of cheer. It’s going to be more than Christmas cheer that she’s spreading.

This story contains BDSM, freeuse, multiple men with one woman and mutual masturbation.

Find it HERE

Freely Used for Christmas series.
For these couples, Christmas will come more than once this year. Whether it’s a first-time being freely used, or celebrating the holidays with a bang, this multi-author series has everything you crave.
You are invited to join these sexy women as they are Freely Used for Christmas.

Check out all the books!

The FreeUse Christmas Wife-Natalie Hothorne
The Freeuse Plaything-Lacey Cross
The Freeuse Elf-Matt Lake
The Freeuse Christmas Cracker-Lola Blackburn
The FreeUse Conundrum-Alexa Sommers
The Freeuse Surprise-Dilana Rose
The Freeuse Remedy-Cyra Wilde
The Freeuse Guest-Hank Dolworth
The Freeuse Gift-Daizy Dennis
Freeuse for the Santa Convention-Olivia Lawless
The FreeUse Wife’s Game-Lillia Wett
The Freeuse Fantasy-Hardison Parker
FreeUse Home for the Holidays-Poppy Lang
The Freeuse Xmas Party-Hannah Monroe
The FreeUse Christmas Kitty-Blisse Wynters

Universal Link for the Series: https://geni.us/FreelyUsed


The Freeuse Office Toy Excerpt



If you haven’t read it yet, here’s a tiny peek of the story where Miranda fucks Mr. King.

[image: image-placeholder]

I only get a foot into the office before I halt. He’s in front of his desk and leaning his sexy butt against the surface. Not that I ever looked at it before, I swear. I’m just guessing it’s sexy.

His arms are crossed, and there is one chair in front of him. The second one, the one usually in front of his desk, is pushed against the wall. I immediately feel like I’ve been naughty and I’m about to get chastised. My pussy hums to life and my nipples harden while I imagine him bending me over his knee.

Well, this just got more uncomfortable.

I cross my arms to match his and raise an eyebrow at him. “What did you need me for? Or did you bring me here to tell me you were spying on me?”

The corner of his mouth twitches, as if he’s trying to not grin. He studies me for a few heartbeats before he replies.

“Lets get one thing straight. I wasn’t spying on you. You were listening to your music so loud you didn’t notice me walk past.”

His voice is firmer than I’ve ever heard it, which doesn’t help the situation between my legs. My slutty pussy thinks Daddy King is going to spank her.

I force myself not to fidget.

“And second, I called you back here to make you an offer. Now, I’m not sure.”

My pussy perks up and tingles at offer.

Jesus, my body is like Pavlov’s dog, trained to think everything is sexual at work. This dude isn’t bringing me back here to fuck me. My pussy needs to chill out, but it’s tough. It reminds me too much of the past, when Mr. Jacobs would bring me to his office and offer me sexual favors.

A small voice in the back of my head chants, “Please be sexy times.”

His eyes sweep over me from top to bottom and his gaze lingers on my breasts and hips. I flush even more and my pussy clenches. Ohhh, wait. I think it is sexual.

A rush of desire runs through me. I shift my weight to my other foot and straighten my posture, pushing my breasts out a little. When he’s done checking me over, his eyes meet mine again. Why am I getting turned on? I don’t even like this guy.

Since he didn’t continue, I try to prompt him, but use my sexiest voice. “An offer?”

I mean, I don’t have to like him to fuck him, right?

This would make work enjoyable again. I do this guy, then Mr. Jacobs can bend me over his desk whenever he wants. It’s a total win/win situation.

His eyes hold a wicked glint, and he smiles. “Yes. I heard rumors about things that went on here before I joined the firm. If there is any truth to those, I was going to make you an offer.”

My breath catches and my nipples harden even more. Someone’s been spilling the beans about how much of a slut I am. My pussy throbs. Fuck, that’s hot.

I can have some fun with this.

Smiling coyly, I slink towards the chair in front of him, swaying my hips. I gracefully sink into the seat and slowly cross my legs, letting the edge of my tight skirt ride up. I’ve upped my game. I’m not the naïve woman who started fucking my bosses over a year ago.

His gaze intensifies as he leans closer to me. I’m breathing heavily, and trying to play it cool. His voice drops to a husky whisper that sends shivers through me. “Are the rumors true, Miranda?”

Oh no, he’s not getting me to admit anything without knowing what he’s talking about.

“Maybe,” I say seductively. “It depends on what you heard. I can only imagine what it could be.”

I’ve never seen Mr. King like this before. He’s always so serious and businesslike, but now? His lips twitch again as he considers me, but he doesn’t speak.

Taking a deep breath, I lower my eyes to my lap, trying to look shy. “I have to be discreet.”

I peek up at him and he nods. “Fair enough. I think we all appreciate discretion in situations like this.”

Mmm. When you fuck me over all the surfaces in the office, you don’t want me blabbing it around?

It’s time to move the conversation along, since he obviously knows I’m a slut. I raise my eyes to his and keep my tone flirty. “I’m very good at keeping my mouth closed... or opening it. When requested.”

He grins, his eyes crinkling at the corners, and my pussy tingles with need.

Find it at:
https://geni.us/bkfreeuseofficetoy


More Sexy Hotwife fun



If you want more Miranda, get the book bundle with her first 10 stories.

[image: image-placeholder]

10-story Hotwife Erotica Anthology.

Enjoy the first 10 stories of Miranda’s hotwife journey.


The first 5 books are Miranda with her bosses, and then she moves on to being a birthday gift. 
When opportunity knocks, does Miranda take it?
Miranda works for four hot lawyers but never considered herself more than just an employee. Her husband suggests they change the boundaries of their relationship and encourages her to hook up with her bosses. This suggestion turns Miranda’s world upside down as her bosses bend her over their desks and introduce her to bondage and multiple partners.


The freedom is liberating, and Miranda loves being a hotwife. She’s been busy banging her four bosses at work, but then she keeps agreeing to be a birthday gift for various people.


The boss at work who likes to tie her up has her craving domination and she’s able to get small samples of it with each birthday adventure. Every new encounter leads up to her own birthday celebration where she finally gets what she’s secretly always wanted--a night with her boss outside of the office.


A collection of erotic short stories featuring Miranda and her bosses.
Includes:
Servicing the Senior Partner
Delighting the Boss
Bonding with the Boss
Breaking in the Junior Partner
Miranda’s Reward
Harold’s Hotwife Birthday
Alec’s Hotwife Birthday
Jon’s Hotwife Birthday
Chloe’s Hotwife Birthday
Miranda’s Hotwife Birthday


These stories contain graphic depictions of sex between consenting adults and features elements of hotwife, infidelity, BDSM, bondage, pet play, older men, and office kinkiness. Reader discretion advised.

Find it at:
https://geni.us/bksharedinoffice


More Miranda Books



[image: image-placeholder]

Want to see all the Miranda books in order? I’ve written 16 so far with more coming out. Find all her books in order and immerse yourself in her sexual journey.

Find them at:
https://www.lacey-cross.net/mirandabooks


About Lacey Cross



I was a bored part-time housewife that turned to erotica writing during the pandemic and found out I love the challenge of writing short and hot. I focus mainly on wife sharing erotica with elements of hotwife, freeuse, and BDSM.

Find my books at: https://www.lacey-cross.net/lcbooks

Or visit my website for my erotic shorts and audiobooks: https://lacey-cross.com/
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