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      I stare down at the sleek black business card in my hand. My stomach muscles tighten, and my thoughts race. The card is deceptively simple for something I know holds a lot of meaning. All it has on it are the words “Plaything Resort” in shimmering silver wording along with an email address and a phone number. I know exactly what this is, but I thought my very pregnant friend Sabrina wasn’t going through with this hairbrained idea.

      Sabrina explains to the small group that’s gathered for her baby shower that it’s a freeuse resort where you go to be used sexually by strangers. I barely listen. I’ve heard this all before. Two months ago, Sabrina took me out for lunch and told me she wanted to gift everyone a weekend at the resort. She’s gone multiple times and loved it.

      I don’t know what the hell she’s thinking. We’re all married. It’s not like I’m going to go home and announce to Trevor, my adoring husband of 14 years, that I’m going to go be fucked by a bunch of hot studs at a resort all weekend. This is a colossal waste of Sabrina’s money.

      The shitty thing is that it’s all I’ve been able to think about since that lunch date. Trevor is my high school sweetheart, and we married after we graduated. He’s the only one I’ve ever fucked. Sure, I’ve been curious about what I missed since I didn’t have any slutty college years, but I have a good life and I’m not about to ruin it for a weekend of fun.

      I even told Trevor about Sabrina’s plan. He laughed and said she was crazy. I tried to assure him I wouldn’t go if she followed through with it. That just isn’t what married people do. We don’t fuck other people—well, unless you’re Ariana. One of my friends is a hotwife, and she sleeps around, but that’s different because she has her husband’s blessing.

      Trevor said I sounded like a prim schoolmarm, and he’s been teasing me about it ever since—trying to get me to admit I find the idea hot. Well, news flash: of course it’s hot. A resort where men do whatever they want to me and I’m just there for the pleasure? But that isn’t real life. This doesn’t just happen. I’ve got a husband, three kids, a full-time job, and a house to clean on the weekends. No one has time to be off gallivanting for an entire weekend. Trevor is going to laugh when I tell him Sabrina went through with her stupid plan.

      Sabrina’s baby shower is a small, intimate affair. It’s Sabrina and the five of us who have all been friends since high school. I look around the room to see if everyone else is as shocked by this offer as I am. Hell, I’m not shocked. I’m annoyed. I don’t need or want this temptation.

      My friend Raven is sitting next to me. When she folds the business card and shoves it in her jeans pocket, I almost protest. You don’t just fold it like that! I try to catch her eye, but she’s lost in thought, staring off in the other direction. I’d like to know what she thinks about this, but I’ll call her in a few days since there’s no opportunity to talk openly at the party.

      By the time the baby shower is over, I’m feeling downright pissy. Why did Sabrina even give us the temptation? Is she trying to ruin our marriages? I should just rip the card up and toss it in the trash. Except I have a knack for remembering numbers, and that phone number’s already burned into my brain.

      Another one of my friends, Tiffany, drove me to the party, and I feel like I’m ranting the entire way home. “I can’t believe Sabrina offered that to us. I told her the only person who would like it was Ariana because she’s a hotwife. Why in the hell did she think any of us would want this? We’re all happily married.”

      Tiffany seems distracted. Her wistful voice tells me she’s not convinced this is a horrible plan, even when she replies, “Yeah, and it’s not like Sean would let me go, even if I wanted to.”

      “Exactly!” I burst out. “That lifestyle is fine for Ariana. I just hope Sabrina didn’t actually pay for this. She’s going to have wasted a bunch of money when no one goes.” Am I the only one who understands this resort isn’t a good thing? “I bet if you left it up to a bunch of men to use you, they’d all just keep fucking your ass. Who wants an entire weekend of ass-fucking?”

      An unwanted ripple of lust runs straight to my pussy and my body heats as I imagine a beefy guy bending me over and sliding his cock into my ass. Oh god, this is so wrong.

      “Can we turn the air conditioning on? It’s warm today.” The cool air blasts over my heated cheeks, and I continue my tirade. “I bet if they weren’t using your ass, they’d just be demanding blowjobs all weekend. Plenty of guys can get pussy, but can they get all the blowjobs and anal they want? I don’t think so.”

      I try to picture Trevor using me all weekend, and my panties grow damp as I imagine myself on my knees waiting for him to get home from work. Yeah, in my dreams. I don’t need to be fantasizing about this. Everything was fine until Sabrina handed out the business cards.

      By the time Tiffany drops me off, I realize I went a little overboard. Ugh, I didn’t even find out what was going on in her life. I’ll call her in a couple of days to catch up. Giving her a smile, I apologize and head into the house. I’m half miffed and half so damn horny I’m ready to rip my husband’s clothes off and ride him to glory.

      If he’s alone, I’m going for it.
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      The house is quiet when I walk through the door. My mother took the kids to a craft fair today, and Trevor had some landscaping he wanted to tackle in the backyard. Mmm, maybe he’ll be all sweaty from doing manly things. My pussy clenches at the thought, and I try to push away the image of him shirtless and shimmering with a sheen of sweat. Instead, I focus on the business card in my purse. Should I call the number and see if they’ll refund Sabrina’s money? Or better yet, just burn the card.

      I slip off my shoes before stepping out onto the back patio and spot Trevor’s shirt draped over a chair. He’s lying on a lounge chair with his eyes closed and sunglasses on. It looks like he’s finished working.

      Oooh, should I stroll up and offer him a blowjob? I bite my lip as I imagine crawling between his legs. The thought sizzles through my body, and I almost do it.

      Wait, that doesn’t get his cock inside me. Our backyard is secluded, so this is the perfect time to climb on his lap and fuck him. Then we both get satisfaction.

      He raises his sunglasses to the top of his head as I approach. He smiles but doesn’t say anything. I feel emboldened and want to make sure I get his cock inside me.

      “Hey stud,” I say as I straddle him and rub his chest. “You’re all sweaty.”

      He shifts his position so my pussy comes in contact with his growing erection through his jeans. “Yeah, I’ve been working hard while you were off having fun.”

      I know he’s teasing me, but that doesn’t mean I can’t play with him a little. I caress his abs and dip my fingers into his shorts, purring, “While you were working hard, I’ve been thinking about you all day.”

      His cock twitches against my palm, and he reaches up to stroke my cheek. “Yeah?”

      “Yeah.” I remove my hand from his shorts and moan as I grind against his hardness. “I’ve been imagining all the nasty things you could do to me.”

      “Like?”

      He trails his fingers along the hem of my shirt, tugging on it. I smile and lift my arms so he can pull it off. I’m wearing a pink sports bra, and his gaze darts to my breasts as I remove it.

      His voice is husky. “Tell me.”

      I sit up straight, sliding back and forth over his cock. “Well, for starters, we could have a freeuse weekend, and you could use me all you want.”

      That gets his attention, and his eyes take on a predatory gleam. “You want to be my freeuse slut for a weekend?”

      The idea of a bunch of guys at the resort using me has me all hot and bothered, so why not have fun with Trevor instead? Just because I’m not going to the resort doesn’t mean I can’t get my freeuse weekend.

      “Yeah,” I whisper as I move down so I can rub my breasts against his chest and kiss him. “We’ll clear the house, so it’s just you and me, and you do whatever you want.”

      He abruptly breaks off the kiss and sits up, causing me to shift backwards. “Seriously?”

      Uh-oh, he doesn’t like the idea. Heat rises to my face, and my chest tightens. I quickly try to backpedal. “Jeez, I was just joking.”

      “No.” His hands grip my hips tightly. “Don’t do that. Tell me what you want.”

      I try to stall for time while his cock swells underneath me. Oh wait, maybe he is interested. “What do you mean?”

      “I’m curious how it would work.”

      I bite my lip as my pulse races. I have a few seconds of indecision and then sigh. Fuck it. I should be able to tell him my fantasies, and maybe we can use this to spice up our marriage.

      “Sabrina got us weekend passes to that freeuse resort I was telling you about. But since I can’t use it, I was thinking we could have our own private weekend with me being your freeuse slutty wife.”

      His eyes sparkle, and his fingers dig into my hips. “And what would I have you do?”

      “Anything and everything. I’d be yours to use,” I moan as I grind against his cock again.

      “Hmm,” he says and then grins. “Why don’t we just go to the resort?”

      My nipples harden, and pleasure zings straight to my pussy. Um...this is not what I was expecting. “What?”

      Trevor pushes me off of him but then rises and scoops me up into his arms. I cling to his shoulders and admire the way his muscles ripple underneath my hands.

      His tone is matter-of-fact. “We could use a vacation, and what’s better than a sex resort vacation?”

      Oh my god, I think he’s serious. My heart pounds, and my pussy floods with wetness. “But it’s for me. The guys would use me. You’d want to be there?”

      Are we really having this conversation? This is nuts.

      He carries me down the hall and into the bedroom, tossing me on the bed. My stomach flutters from pleasure when he crawls over me. “Hell yes,” he says. “If my wife is going to get fucked by a bunch of other men, I want to watch.”

      As his lips descend, I arch my body against his. Even just discussing this is fucking hot. Hell, I better get him to commit to this before he changes his mind. He brushes his lips against mine, and I moan, “Okay, but only if you’re sure.”

      “I am,” he murmurs against my lips. “I want to see how slutty my wife can get.”

      Wow. I’m not sure what to say, so I reach up to grip his shoulders and search his eyes. “Are we insane?”

      “Yep,” he says and then rolls us so I’m on top. “Now, show me how badly you want this.”

      Trevor’s always been so laid back, but now he’s ordering me around and taking control? This is great. As his fingers move up to cup my breasts, I shiver and grind against his hard cock, moaning from the friction of the fabric of his shorts. I need him inside me.

      As if reading my mind, he rolls us again and pushes up on his knees to stare down at me. When he unbuttons my shorts, I lift my legs in the air and hold them closed in front of him as he pulls my shorts off my legs, along with my panties.

      “Just remember, you’re mine, no matter how many guys you fuck.”

      My breath catches in my throat. This is so hot. I nod and then spread my legs wide in invitation. “Yes…yours.”

      With a groan, he lowers his mouth to my pussy and licks a long stripe up to my clit. Fuck, yes. My thighs settle on his shoulders as he sucks on my sensitive bud. His hands move up to hold my nether lips open while he devours me. Sharp spikes of pleasure swirl in my core, and I close my eyes as his tongue works its magic.

      We’ve been together since high school, and I’ve never slept with anyone but him. Sex has been a little rote lately, but today is different. I’ve never seen him like this. He’s like a junkie and I’m his fix, but he can’t get enough. As he moves two fingers into my pussy and curls them, joy zips through my body. If just talking about going to a freeuse resort does this for us, sign me up for the real thing.

      As he finger fucks me, his tongue swirls around my clit, and my entire body hums with pleasure. My body is singing, and all the blood rushes to my pussy as he takes me over the edge. I cry out as my orgasm crashes into me, writhing against his mouth while he holds me down and continues to lick me through the pleasure.

      When I come down, I’m a little lightheaded. Jesus, it’s been far too long since he’s gone down on me until I came. He kisses his way up my body, and I shiver in anticipation. His mouth finds mine, and I taste myself on his lips as I wrap my arms around his neck. He made me come, so now it’s his turn to be pleasured.

      I push on him, rolling us again so I can straddle him. When I sit up, my wet pussy rubs against his hard cock. “Mmm, I want your cock in me.”

      As I glide up and down his shaft, he moans, “Fuck, yeah.”

      His firm hands grasp my hips as he pulls me closer. I move with him until the head of his cock pushes against my slick entrance. His breath hitches as I slowly sink down onto him, and I roll my hips in pleasure. A sigh of bliss escapes my lips as his hard length fills me completely. Every nerve in my body lights up with pleasure. It’s been far too long since we’ve been playful like this, and today feels like coming home.

      I gyrate my hips faster, fucking myself on his cock as my orgasm builds. How have we let things get stale? This is what it’s all about—enjoying ourselves and letting our pleasure take over.

      It doesn’t take long before the pleasure overwhelms me again. By the way he’s flexing his hips to force me to move faster, I can tell he’s close as well.

      When his cock pulses and he explodes, I follow him over the edge. I scream as the waves of rapture crash over me and the pleasure consumes me like wildfire. My body trembles with pure ecstasy, and I fuck him through my orgasm.

      When we come down, we collapse into each other, chests heaving. My pussy spasms in aftershocks of pleasure as his cum drips out of me. God, that was amazing. As I lie down next to him, he pulls me against his chest. “Holy shit,” he whispers.

      I’m breathless and can only nod as we cuddle. Holy shit is right. I can’t believe we’re going to the resort. 

      Together.
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      I call to make the reservations at the Plaything Resort the next day. The resort owner, Chris, is a friendly guy, and afterwards he sends me questionnaires to fill out. The forms ask about my likes, dislikes, my hard nos, and my safeword. I don’t even have a safeword until now.

      Trevor and I go over the paperwork together, and it’s an eye-opening experience. My husband is one kinky bastard. He basically wants me to get as much dick inside me as possible, and he doesn’t care which hole.

      Yep, it’s going to be an ass-fucking weekend. Even my husband wants to see it.

      After we send the forms, Chris calls and speaks to us both on the phone, separately, to go over expectations. He checks to see if we have anything we want to discuss that isn’t on the paperwork. I get the feeling he’s making sure we both want to do this, and I appreciate the effort. It’s probably to prevent a brawl if one partner can’t handle the other letting loose at the resort. I don’t see this being a problem for us. Trevor is almost like a changed man. He’s all over me every day, fucking me all over the house.

      The only thing left is to clear our schedule for the weekend. My parents agree to watch the kids and thankfully don’t ask too many questions about where we’re going. As far as they know, we’re taking a weekend to reconnect. Which if you think about it, we are—if you count my pussy getting pounded by a bunch of other cocks while Trevor watches us as reconnecting.

      Our trip isn’t for three weeks…three looooong weeks. Ariana and Tiffany schedule their weekends before ours, but they’re close-mouthed about what happens when they’re there. They claim they don’t want to ruin the surprise.

      In the days leading up to the trip, Trevor’s sex drive is through the roof. He even fucks me while I’m brushing my teeth one morning. He just walks into the bathroom, presses his cock against my ass, and the next thing I know, I’m bent over the vanity with him balls deep in my pussy. I’m loving life.
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        * * *

      

      After we drop the kids off at my parent’s house, it takes two hours to get to the resort. Trevor is driving, which is good since I’m a distracted mess and getting wetter with every milepost we pass. I’ve been a bundle of excited energy for weeks, and I can’t believe we’re finally on our way. I don’t know what to expect other than a bunch of guys using me, but I’m ready to embrace my sluttiest side. Blowjobs and ass-fucking for everyone!

      When we pull up to the iron gates at the entrance of the Plaything Resort, I read off the gate code Chris sent me, and we drive slowly through. The lawn is beautifully manicured, and I daydream about several muscular men working in the yard every morning. I bet it’s a bunch of college-aged guys who are looking for some freeuse pussy in their downtime. My nipples harden at the thought of eager younger men. I’ve always been more attracted to older men, but I suppose I could handle a weekend of athletic men with lots of stamina pounding away at my pussy…if I have to.

      We park on a circular drive next to a large fountain. As we get out, a yummy silver fox in cargo pants and a button-down shirt strolls up. I barely have time to gawk at him when he’s followed by two sexy, muscular men in shorts and t-shirts. They both look like they’re in their mid-twenties, and their biceps are huge. I bet their stomachs are flat. Oh yeah, I lay odds that those two could fuck a woman for hours and barely work up a sweat.

      When the older man speaks, I recognize his voice as Chris. “Welcome Katie and Trevor!”

      I give a shy “Hello” as I sneak peeks at his sexy companions.

      Chris helps Trevor with the bags and chats about the drive. I’m way more interested in the hotties, and I walk over to the fountain and pretend to examine it so I can study the men from the corner of my eye more easily.

      Chris calls out to me, “Oh, Katie?”

      “Yes?” I have to force myself to stop staring at the eye candy to answer.

      “As a reminder, we all know your safeword and will abide by it. Don’t be afraid to use it. We’re here to serve you.”

      I smile at Chris, and my core flutters when he says they’ll serve me. I like the sound of that.

      Before I can respond with my thanks, one of the hot guys steps up behind me and bends me over the side of the fountain. I grip the edge, and my face is right above the water. Wait, how did he get over here without me seeing him? Is he a ninja? My pussy pulses as he holds on to my hips and grinds his cock against my ass.

      As if a stranger bending me over the fountain is the most normal thing in the world, Trevor casually says, “Katie, I’m going to check in real quick. I’ll be back.”

      My “Okay” turns into a gasp as the man pushes my sundress up to my waist and slides my panties down to my ankles.

      The other younger guy speaks from my left. “Hey, I want some too.”

      Oh fuck, are they going to double team me right here in front of the resort? Is this place THAT raunchy? Is this who I am? Am I going to let myself be spit-roasted in the driveway where anyone could walk past?

      As the older man slides his fingers into my pussy, the younger one moves beside me and pulls his shorts down to free his cock—his thick, gorgeous cock. Fuck, this is happening. They really are going to double-team me out in the open…and I want it. For one weekend, I want to be the slut who takes it in every hole and allows herself to experience everything.

      Wetness floods my core, and I mentally let go of any expectations for this weekend. I’m here to be used. If they want me, they can have me.

      The man behind me removes his fingers from my pussy, and I hear the rustle of fabric. He positions the tip of his cock against my pussy and pushes into me slowly, stretching me with his thickness. Oooh, god. I gasp at the unexpected size of his cock as pleasure ripples down my spine.

      “Fuck, yeah,” the guy standing next to me says as he strokes himself and watches. “That’s it, slut. Show me how much you can take.”

      Oh, I’ll take anything and everything you want to give me. This is going to be an awesome weekend.

      The older man swings my hips, making me face the younger guy. Yeah, I can see where this is going, and I welcome it.

      “Suck his cock.”

      Mmmm, yep. I can’t believe Trevor is missing this. This is the first cock, other than my husband’s, I’ve ever had inside me, and I’m about to have another in my mouth. This is so fucking dirty.

      As the man behind me leisurely thrusts into me, I grip the other guy’s shaft and lean forward to lick the head of his cock. His pre-cum tastes different from Trevor’s—more of a metallic tang—but it’s not unpleasant. I’ll willingly swallow his load.

      He holds the sides of my head as I engulf the tip of his cock, sucking him deep. This is more fun than I was expecting. Each time the guy in my pussy thrusts in, it forces the guy in my mouth deeper inside.

      Wait, is this the welcoming party for everyone who visits? Do we all get railed in the parking lot? That might be why Ariana and Tiffany didn’t want to spoil the surprise.

      The two men continue to fuck both my holes as delight spirals me close to an orgasm. Movement from the corner of my eye tells me when Trevor returns. He leans on the car and gives me a thumbs up. If I wasn’t in the throes of passion and had a cock buried in my throat, I would have laughed at his gesture.

      The guy behind me speeds up, and knowing he’s about to come tips me over the edge. I cry out around the cock in my mouth as waves of bliss ripple from my fingers to my toes. As I spasm, he groans and stills, pumping his cum deep inside me.

      When he pulls out, the other guy withdraws from my mouth as well. “You want this cum, don’t you?”

      “Yes,” I whimper as my pussy twitches around nothing.

      He grips the back of my head and pulls me towards him as he strokes his cock. I close my eyes and stick out my tongue a second before he grunts, “Take it,” and shoots his cum over my tongue and lips.

      As his warm seed drips down my chin, I lick my lips and swallow as much as I can. I was right; he doesn’t taste bad. My head swims as the men help me stand up.

      “Welcome to the Plaything Resort,” one of them says, and the other chuckles as they walk off.

      My panties are at my ankles, and I’ve already taken two loads of cum. Oh shit, what if this was a mistake? Is Trevor shocked? I turn towards him quickly, being careful not to trip on my panties. He’s next to me in a flash, smiling and pulling me against his chest. “Damn, baby, that was hot.”

      Oh, thank god. As I snuggle against him, Chris approaches with a clipboard. “Did you enjoy your welcome?”

      I can only nod, too wooly-headed from pleasure to speak.

      Chris continues, “Do you want someone to escort you to your room?”

      Trevor replies to Chris while I pull up my panties. “Nah, we can find it with the map you gave me. Thanks.”

      Before we head out, Chris has me sign a few documents Trevor couldn’t sign for me. They’re all forms we discussed over the phone, so I quickly add my name and Chris waves us off.

      My darling husband grins at me and takes me by the hand as he leads me down a path around the main house. I scan the area as we walk, expecting someone to jump out of the bushes and pin me against the wall of the house. I don’t think I’m crazy to feel this way based on what happened within two minutes of stepping foot on the property. Talk about a warm welcome. Hell, I didn’t even get their names.

      The Plaything Resort has five guest cottages, so groups can visit at the same time. I could have come here with one of my friends, but I honestly didn’t want to feel like someone I know was watching me. Like, ‘oh hey, I’m the biggest slut ever! Don’t mind me.’ Yeah, no thanks. Even if they’re here for the same reason, it would be awkward. The only friend I would have felt comfortable coming with was Raven. Her husband isn’t the sharing type, so I doubt she’ll ever use her free pass.

      When we enter our cottage, I barely have a chance to look around before Trevor pushes me against the wall and pins my hands above my head. Oh, hello. What’s this?

      His lips lock on to mine and devour me, kissing me like it’s the only thing keeping him alive. I moan into his mouth and writhe against him, loving the way he takes charge.

      He trails his lips down my neck and releases one of my hands so he can unzip his jeans. He pulls out his cock and then shoves my panties down. Oh, hell yes.

      As soon as my panties hit the floor, I step out of them and wrap my legs around him. He lifts me, pressing me against the wall, and groans as he sinks his cock into me. I’m still sensitive from the previous guy fucking me, and I cry out with pleasure.

      God, yes. It’s been a while since we did it against a wall. I’m loving how this resort is bringing out Trevor’s wild side. When I slip my arms around his neck, he clasps my hips tightly and slams into me. The pleasure is overwhelming, and I whimper as I arch into him. I need his cock as deep as it will go.

      We’re both moaning as we fuck like we haven’t seen each other in days—it’s wild, savage, and glorious. It doesn’t take long for me to come all over his cock. As bliss washes over me, he pulls out and sets me on the floor before spinning me so I’m facing the wall.

      Holy hell, he’s a madman.

      Trevor slams into me from behind, and my cries echo through the room. He reaches up with one hand to grip my breast through my sundress, rolling my nipple between his fingers while he reaches down with the other hand to rub my clit. When he bites down on the side of my neck, my orgasm peaks again, sending jolts of ecstasy through me.

      “Fuck,” he roars against my neck before his cock jerks inside me and he fills me with cum.

      He collapses into me, pinning me against the wall as we catch our breath. Jesus, I think he fucked my brains out. When he pulls his cock out, wetness splashes on my inner thighs, and I giggle.

      He laughs with me and helps me stand before cuddling me against his chest. “Damn, babe, this is going to be an awesome weekend.”

      “Mmm hmm.” I can only agree. This is starting out fabulous. I was riding high on a wave of adrenaline, but now I’m tired. I bury my nose against his neck, breathing in the comforting, familiar scent of him. “What was that all about?”

      He hugs me more tightly. “Just having a little fun with my freeuse slutty wife. I hear she wants to be used all weekend.”

      Mmm, I’m liking this trip even more now. I tip my head up, and he gives me a soft kiss.

      “Well, your freeuse slut needs a shower after being used by three men.”

      I give him a playful push, and he releases me with a laugh as I collect my overnight bag. The bathroom is huge, with a jacuzzi tub and a separate shower. I’m not sure how this weekend is going to play out and I’m excited, so I speed clean myself in the shower. I don’t want to miss any chance to get a cock in me.

      I’m wearing a robe and towel-drying my hair when I join Trevor back in the bedroom. He’s relaxing on the bed and looking at a map of the grounds.

      “Hey babe, what do you want to do tonight? They have a pool, a hot tub and sauna, or a gaming room. It looks like they have some walking trails around the property also, if you want to go for a nature walk.”

      Now he’s just being silly. No one is going to find me and use me on a nature walk. The rule of the resort is I can’t ask to be fucked. I have to wait for the guys to take whatever they want, whenever they want it.

      Wait, what if they don’t want to fuck me? Oh god, that would suck. At least I have Trevor, who seems horny enough today. He’d give me a good boning if no one else did.

      Trevor lifts an eyebrow. “So...what do you want to do?”

      Oh, shit... “Um, how about the hot tub? That sounds relaxing.” I saw the hot tub through the bushes on the way to the cottage, so I know it’s in a central location. There’s bound to be men passing by it.

      Trevor grins. “That sounds good, but I want you to go skinny dipping.”

      Oooh, easy access for the men. “Sure, whatever you want, hon.”

      I blow him a kiss and shrug the bathrobe off my shoulders. I’m already naked underneath it.

      When I toss it aside, he whistles. “Damn, you’re sexy.”

      As I walk towards the bathroom to brush my hair, I wiggle my ass for him. I make quick work of my long, brown hair, pulling it up into a high ponytail. It’s going to just get wet again in the hot tub, so there’s no point in doing anything special with it.

      I stare at myself in the mirror before leaving the bathroom. I’m flushed, and my eyes sparkle. Every inch of my body feels hypersensitive, and my nipples are dusty pink pebbles. Yeah, I’m ready to get fucked again.
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      Whoever maintains the landscape of the resort is doing an amazing job. It’s lush and pristine but not overdone. It feels like we’re in our own private sanctuary, and it’s absolutely perfect for a weekend away.

      The landscaping also keeps us from seeing anyone on our walk to the hot tub. Strolling around without clothes on is liberating, and my pussy is soaked by the time we get there. This is more erotic than I imagined it would be, and for the first time in my life, I’m able to be as slutty as I want. Having my husband encouraging this behavior is the ultimate fantasy.

      Since I’m already naked, I don’t have to do anything but kick off my flip-flops and slide into the hot tub. Sighing, I let the jets massage my body. This is the life.

      I’m hoping someone comes to fuck me sooner rather than later. If this is my one chance to fuck as many guys as I want, I need a swarm of cocks using me. I want to be like that meme of the woman getting hotdogs thrown at her face, except with real cocks.

      Trevor climbs in, and I cuddle against him as the hot water surrounds us. Two men walk by, and when they see me, they pause and stare at the tops of my breasts floating above the water. As they ogle me, my nipples harden from their hungry gazes.

      When they keep walking, Trevor laughs. “That was pretty awesome.”

      Awesome? They didn’t climb in here and use me. What the fuck? I try to keep my voice neutral. “Maybe they’ll come back to fuck me.”

      Trevor cups one of my breasts as he looks in the direction the men went. “I bet you’re right.”

      We relax in the hot water for a while, but I’m antsy. My body is humming with lust. Where are my cocks? God, I really am a slut.

      I giggle at myself, and Trevor gives me a questioning look. “What?”

      I try to hide my grin as I shake my head. “Nothing.”

      “Hmm, you sure about that?” He reaches for a breast and tweaks one of my nipples while I giggle again.

      This playful side coming out of Trevor is wonderful. I turn so he can’t see my face. “You wouldn’t be interested.”

      “Baby,” he says as he wraps his arms around my waist and pulls me closer to him, “you know you’re going to tell me, so you might as well just say it.”

      Mmm, he’s right. When I turn back, his lips are waiting for me before I can tell him how much of a slut he married. As our tongues duel, he pulls himself out of his swim shorts and drags me onto his lap. I straddle him, and he thrusts up into me, filling me with his thick cock. Oh god, this is exactly what I need. Who needs a swarm of cocks if you’ve got a god for a husband? I’m sensitive from so many orgasms already today, and I close my eyes as the pleasure builds.

      The jets and warm water relax me as the waves of bliss start at my core and zing through my body. I picture a bunch of hot college guys fucking the hell out of me, and the fantasy sends me over the edge. I cry out and shudder as my orgasm peaks. My pussy clenches around his cock, milking him, and he groans as he explodes inside me.

      When we come down, I’m limp from utter relaxation and not paying attention to my surroundings. I’m surprised to see three guys slip into the hot tub across from us.

      Two of the men lounge in the bubbling water, but the third one pulls me off of Trevor’s lap. “My turn.”

      My pussy tightens from his hungry gaze, and he pushes me back against the side of the hot tub and spreads my legs. Oooh, this is perfect. As he positions his cock at my entrance, the other men watch us silently. This is odd to be on display, but so fucking hot.

      When his cock slips into me, he’s thick and long, and he has to work himself in slowly. By the time he’s completely in, the other two guys have their hands in the water. By their arm movements, I can tell they’re stroking themselves.

      As the man pumps into me, he squeezes my breasts, pinching and pulling my nipples. I moan, almost delirious with pleasure as I spread my arms and hold on to the side of the hot tub for stability. I’ve had four loads of cum in me so far today, and I’m about to get a fifth. This right here is probably why Ariana and Tiffany were close-mouthed. I’m not sure I’d be able to describe this resort to anyone either. They’re using me, but also somehow doing the exact perfect thing to please me. I must have revealed more in those questionnaires than I realized.

      The guy between my legs slams into me repeatedly, and I stop thinking about my friends. I’m chanting “Oh god,” as the pleasure builds. When he speeds up, I know he’s going to come soon. He grunts and growls out a loud, “Fuck,” and pumps his hot cum deep inside me before letting go of me and moving away.

      My head spins from the lack of an orgasm. Wait, I need to come!

      Another one replaces him. I’m spun around and bent over the side of the hot tub. I turn my head and lock eyes with Trevor as the guy behind me fingers my asshole.

      Wait, he’s not going to try to assfuck me right now, is he?

      He sighs, “Too bad I don’t have any lube,” and rams his cock deep into my pussy.

      “Ohhh, fuuuuck,” I cry out as he hammers into me. Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit.

      As he pistons in and out, I lose myself in the waves of rapture. The guy before him warmed me up, and within moments I come all over this guy’s cock, spasming violently as bolts of electricity zing through me.

      He groans and fills my pussy with the sixth load of cum. When he pulls out, my head lolls to the side, resting on the edge of the hot tub as I sink down into the water. Oh god, I think they’ve fucked me senseless.

      I barely notice it as the men pull me out of the hot tub and wrap a towel around me. Within moments, I’m cuddled in Trevor’s lap in a chair. I rest my head against his shoulder as he rubs my back. Trevor chats quietly with the guys, but I’m floating in a bubble of relaxation and don’t understand their words. I come to a little when Trevor stands up and carries me to our cottage, only then realizing the third one didn’t fuck me. Bummer.

      He sits me at the dining table and rummages in the tiny fridge. “They left food for us, and I just need to heat it up. Here, drink some water.”

      He opens a water bottle and hands it to me. Sipping dutifully, I fight the temptation to lay my head on the table. I’m totally fine, and I don’t want to freak him out. I’m just limp from pleasure. As Trevor heats our food in the microwave, I space out.

      When he sets a plate in front of me, the smell of mashed potatoes and gravy perks me up. Did they make this just for us, or are these leftovers from a meal? Not that it matters. I’m so damn hungry I’d wolf down a peanut butter and jelly sandwich if it was in front of me. The roast beef and potatoes are like the finest ambrosia to my stomach.

      Trevor sits down next to me with his own plate and digs in. “How you feeling?”

      “Mmm,” I respond as I take another bite. “I’m good. Where are we going after we eat?”

      He laughs and shakes his head. “Baby, we’re done for the night. We’re going to snuggle and get some good sleep.”

      I open my mouth to complain and then shut it as I yawn. Yeah, his plan sounds lovely. I can get more cocks tomorrow.

      After I finish the meal, my eyelids are drooping, and Trevor helps me to bed. He snuggles up behind me, wrapping his arms around me and pulling me against him. Yes, this is what I need.

      Right before sleep takes over, I whisper, “I love you.”

      Trevor murmurs, “Love you, too, babe.”
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      I wake up early the next morning with nervous energy running through my body. How many cocks will I get today? Please let it be a ton. Who knows if Trevor will ever want to share me again. I need to take this chance while I have it.

      After a quick shower and breakfast, I toss on a cute pair of ass-hugging shorts and a blouse. I’m wearing panties but opted to forgo a bra. I want to be comfortable and all my clothes easily removable, so I choose to wear slip-on sandals.

      We stroll around the grounds, admiring the gardens. Every time we pass a secluded area, I still expect guys to jump out of the bushes to use me. To my disappointment, no one does. I’m already a wet mess just imagining getting fucked. I need an actual cock inside me.

      It doesn’t help that my annoyingly sweet husband is using every opportunity to brush against me, and he keeps stealing kisses whenever he feels like it. I’m vibrating with sexual tension and in a constant state of arousal. It’s messing with my head, and every time I see a guy, I try to imagine what his cock looks like.

      Maybe there are some guys using the sauna or working out in the gym? Yeah, we really need to find them. I haven’t been assfucked even once yet. This is wrong. Where’s my swarm of cocks, dammit!

      My lusty thoughts are making me feel like a complete whore, and it’s fabulous. Every woman should have a weekend like this at least once in their life. I’d like it to come with a few more cocks, though, please.

      I’m still glad Trevor came with me. He’s in a great mood and keeps teasing me about how many men I fucked yesterday. Hell, I’m surprised Trevor hasn’t used me yet this morning. Every time I look down at his shorts, he’s hard.

      Ooooh, wait. I know how his mind works. He’s waiting on purpose. He wants to be the last guy who fills me with cum on this trip. That’s so romantic in a filthy way, and oh-so Trevor.

      We tour the grounds until it’s lunchtime and then visit the main house for our meal. The kitchen serves us a delicious salad that isn’t too heavy. It would be the perfect lunch for an afternoon of wild sex, but that is seeming more unlikely. What the fuck is going on?

      After lunch, we pass several men who smile and say hello to us, but no one tries anything with me. Every time someone approaches us, my pussy zings with delight, thinking that I’m finally going to get fucked. When it doesn’t happen, the letdown is real.

      Trevor keeps glancing at me and smiling, like he can read my mind. Shit, he probably can. He knows how much I hate—and yet love—being horny without release. It’s like the ultimate edging and makes me even more crazed by the time he screws me. But really, what’s a girl got to do to get fucked around here?

      After another hour of wandering the grounds, I’m fed up. FINE, if no one is going to fuck me, we might as well find something fun to do.

      “Honey, I want to go to the game room and see what that’s all about.”

      He takes my hand. “Sure.”

      When we walk in, there are five guys sitting around a gaming table playing cards. They look up, and two of them rise and approach us. Oh Jesus Christ, finally. I’ve been waiting all freaking morning.

      Trevor gives me a reassuring squeeze of my hand before letting go. The absence of his touch leaves me feeling vulnerable, but I’m distracted when the men flank me. I quickly look them over; they each have lean muscular bodies and long hair, like classic surfers. One is blonde, and the other is brown-haired. Mmm, getting fucked by hot surfers isn’t something I ever thought about before, yet the way my pussy lights up tells me it’s now my number one fantasy.

      The blonde guy moves behind me, and I feel hands on my shoulders. I gasp as his fingers stroke my back, delicately tracing along my curves before sliding under the fabric of my shirt. His fingers dance around my nipples, pulling and tugging, as I moan and press into his hands. I want to beg him to fuck me, and I have to bite my lip to stop myself. Shit, I need to remember I’m not allowed to ask.

      The brunette stands in front of me and then kneels down. He removes my sandals and then peels my shorts and panties down my legs. Thank god, I’m finally going to get a cock in me soon.

      No one is talking to me, and it’s making me feel like I’m just a hole for them to use. Am I even a person to them? Is this messed up that it’s turning me on more?

      The brunette lifts one of my legs and places it over his shoulder, which shocks me. Why are they trying to give me pleasure? Shouldn’t I be bent over a chair while they use every hole?

      “Ohhhh god,” I moan as the man in front of me fixes his mouth on my pussy.

      He licks and sucks, sending tingles throughout my body. Holy fuck, why am I complaining about him eating my pussy? If this is what they want to do, I’m not protesting. This is so fucking amazing.

      As the blonde nibbles on my ear, he whispers, “You like being used, don’t you?”

      “Yes,” I whimper, as the brunette starts fucking me with his tongue, driving me wild with lust. Who wouldn’t like this?

      I close my eyes as the pleasure builds and lean against the guy behind me. He’s kissing my neck and playing with my nipples while the man kneeling in front of me is alternating between licking my clit and sticking his tongue into me as far as it will go.

      Within moments, the brunette’s expert tongue drives me over the edge. With a scream, I climax, and the guy moans against my clit, sending vibrations through my core. I shudder and spasm as the pleasure washes over me, and I ride his tongue through my orgasm.

      My legs are shaking when he stops licking me and moves my thigh off his shoulder. One of them removes my shirt. I’m so mentally fuzzy from my orgasm, I’m not sure who it is.

      Being naked in a room full of men shocks me back to my senses, and I feel a moment of panic. My eyes dart around until I find Trevor. He moved to a couch against the wall while I had a guy tongue-deep in my cunt. His smile reassures me, and I can see the outline of his erection through his shorts. He’s clearly enjoying the show. Any lingering tension drains from me as I grin back at him.

      I’ve been wanting this all day, but the reality of this many men and knowing they might all fuck me is a little more intense than I expected. I’m thankful, again, that Trevor is with me. This experience wouldn’t be as enjoyable if I was worrying he was going to be upset when I got home.

      I’m so focused on Trevor and my inner thoughts that I’m surprised when the men pick me up and carry me over to the poker table. Oooh, sexy powerful men carrying me is a nice fantasy fulfillment. The day is definitely looking up.

      They set me down on the tabletop, and a pile of poker chips dig into my back. It’s a small table, so my lower legs hang over the side. The surfer guys scoot their chairs aside to make some space and take their places next to me.

      The man by my head speaks. “Winner of the next round gets to fuck it first.”

      My pulse quickens and the room spins when I hear them address me as “it,” like I’m an object. Ohhhhh fuck. Suddenly, my day makes sense. They’re doing this based on my answers to their questionnaire regarding my desires, kinks, and expectations for this weekend. What had I written? That one of my dirtiest fantasies was to be nothing more than a hole that men would use for their own pleasure. My nipples harden and every nerve ending zings alive.

      This is what I want.

      They deal the cards and play around me as if I’m not even here. I close my eyes as a warm fuzziness seeps over me. It feels as if I’m in a trance. These guys could do whatever they wanted to me. I am just a toy. Mission accomplished.

      As I zone out, they occasionally pull at my nipple. When someone smacks my breast, I gasp and open my eyes. Looking around, I can’t tell who did it, and they go back to ignoring me. My eyes flutter shut as I feel the wetness between my thighs.

      Finally, the round ends. One of the competitors rises in triumph and takes his place between my legs. I watch him pull his cock out of his pants. It’s already hard and bobbing in front of him.

      Two strong hands take hold of my ankles and force them apart while tugging me down the table until my ass is at the edge. Two other men grasp my wrists and pull them above my head; I’m completely immobilized. My eyes widen as my breath catches in anticipation of the first thrust. This is a fun game.

      The rational part of my brain knows I can use my safeword and they would stop, but a sense of helplessness washes over me anyway. This feeling is something I can never get from Trevor. He’s dominant, but lovingly so. He’d never be able to treat me as if I was a hole to be used. If this is the level of catering they do for all their guests, I’m not surprised Sabrina loves this place.

      The guy between my legs thrusts forward, filling me with his thick cock. Despite being wet and ready to be fucked, the invasion still surprises me. He stretches me out, pinging every nerve ending deep inside.

      “Ohhh,” I cry out as my back arches from the bliss, pushing my breasts up and making me tug at the hands around my wrists. Being reminded I’m helpless makes me shiver in delight as the guy fucks me slowly. Nothing is happening like I imagined. It’s so much better.

      As his thrusts pick up speed, he reaches up to play with my nipples, tugging and pinching the sensitive nubs. Fuck, I’m already close to coming. As the pleasure builds, I cry out and writhe against the hands holding my wrists and ankles.

      As the waves of rapture crash over me, the man fucking me grunts and shoots his cum deep inside me. I swear I can feel his cum painting my insides. When he pulls out, a gush of wetness splashes on my thighs and runs down my crack to the table. Fuck, this is dirty.

      The men release my ankles and wrists, and everyone sits down again.

      “Next round,” someone announces. “Winner of this one gets to choose the hole.”

      Someone shuffles the cards, and two others play with my sensitive nipples as if I’m just something to toy with while they’re bored and waiting. My body shivers with delight, and I feel a perverse pleasure as the men twist my nipples almost painfully. I didn’t know how much I would love being treated like a sex doll. Anyone could walk in here and use me, and I’m such a whore that I’d let them. This is amazing.

      Wait, where is Trevor?

      I lift my head and realize they positioned me so Trevor is directly across the room with a clear view of my pussy. He’s probably not close enough to see the wetness leaking out of me, but I imagine for a moment that he is and shiver with desire.

      While the two guys play with my tits, another one folds and moves between my legs, sticking his tongue inside me. He’s cleaning up his friend’s cum? The filthiness of what he’s doing, plus how wonderful his tongue feels, almost makes me orgasm. This keeps getting better and better.

      When the dealer wins, the man between my legs moves out of the way. The men grab my wrists and ankles, and I feel a tingle of anticipation. The dealer probes my pussy with the head of his cock. His girth isn’t as wide as the first man’s, but I can tell it’s longer when he slides in. He reaches a spot that none of the other men this weekend have reached, and pleasure swirls in my core.

      “Fuck, it’s tight,” he groans.

      Every time someone says something that makes me seem like a sex doll, it pings a long-dormant part of my brain and makes me more compliant. If they wanted to fuck me all night long and never let me come, I’d beg them to use me and cover me in cum. I really am a filthy whore.

      The dealer brushes my clit with his finger while he fucks me. I’m so sensitive I’m crying out from pleasure with every touch. When the winner’s cock throbs and he roars, “Fuuuuck,” I peak again, screaming out and pulling against the men holding my wrists and ankles. Waves of bliss crash over me as a burst of wetness coats the cock inside me. The dealer moans loudly and blows his load, jerking with his pleasure as he fucks his cum back up in me. When he finally pulls out, another gush of cum mixed with my juices sprays my thighs. Fuck, this is so hot.

      Everyone releases my wrists and ankles, and they all sit down again.

      “Third round, same deal.”

      I’m blissed out and barely able to follow what is going on as the game starts. One of them folds quickly and moves between my legs like last time. He licks and sucks until I climax again, and my body continues to tremble from pleasure after he stops.

      The game is noisy with lots of groaning at the end, so it must be a close win. This time, instead of taking a hold of my wrists and ankles, multiple men lift me off the table and carry me towards my husband on the couch.

      They stand me up in front of him. Cum slides down my thighs, and I bet I look an absolute mess…yet I’ve never felt more desirable than I do at this moment.

      I feel a little punch-drunk, and I give him a goofy grin. “Hi.”

      Lust burns in his eyes, and the corners of his mouth tip up. “Hi there.”

      A hand applies pressure to my shoulder. Oooh, are we going to give my husband a close-up view of the action? I sink to my knees and eye Trevor’s hardness under his shorts. At least this is proof that he’s still enjoying watching his wife be the biggest slut ever.

      Trevor reaches down to stroke himself through his shorts, surprising me. His voice is thick when he speaks. “Do you know what time it is, baby?”

      I don’t care what time it is as long as I get more cocks in me. I lick my lips in anticipation and shake my head. “No?”

      He slips his hand into his shorts and pulls his cock out. “Get over here and use that mouth for something other than moaning.”

      I gasp in surprise, and my nipples stiffen to sharp peaks as my pussy hums with approval. Dang, I didn’t know Trevor would be comfortable with his cock out in a room full of guys, but I love it. I eagerly crawl forward as he spreads his knees. Leaning on his thighs, I wrap one hand around the base of his cock while slowly taking the tip into my mouth.

      As I sink my lips around my husband’s shaft, one of the card-players kneels behind me and rubs his cock up and down my wet slit. I have a moment of clarity and think about how this would look if I were watching it. I bet this would make a fabulous porno, but living it is better than any video ever could be.

      When the guy plunges inside me, he stretches me out, filling every inch of me. I moan around Trevor’s cock and try to give him the best blowjob of his life. He deserves an amazing orgasm for letting me come to the resort.

      The man pumps into me from behind, his fingers digging into my hips as he thrusts deeply. Trevor cups the back of my head and uses my mouth. He’s being more aggressive than he’s ever been before. Fuck, this is amazing.

      As the pleasure builds, the man plowing me speeds up and groans. The room fills with the wet sounds of our fucking. The card-player is enthusiastic, and within minutes, I climax again. My body convulses, and I gag a little on Trevor’s cock. My husband grasps the sides of my head, forcing me to stop sucking on him until he can tell I’m back in control. I’m such a dirty slut, and I love it.

      As I slide his cock back into my mouth, he pets my hair, and a warm fuzziness steals over me. The next cock to press against my pussy gives me a momentary shock as he slams into me. It’s the thickest cock I’ve ever had, and I moan from a pleasurable pain as he stretches me out. He doesn’t give me time to adjust when he pulls out all the way and plunges back in. The intense pleasure makes my mind blank.

      Time blurs as the men take turns behind me. I don’t know how many times I orgasm, but at some point, Trevor groans and unloads a huge mouthful of cum deep in my throat. I swallow every drop and clean him up like the cum-drunk slut I am.

      After that, it’s open season on my mouth and pussy, and the guys move me around like I really am a fuck doll, positioning me however they want. I think I suck on two more cocks, and at least one man comes all over my breasts. No one hardly speaks to me, and they just do whatever they want for as long as they want.

      At some point, they move me back to the gaming table, and the huge guy is plowing away at my pussy. My eyes are closed, and it’s one continuous moan of pleasure as he fucks me. This time when I come, it’s so powerful I see stars flash behind my eyelids and I immediately zone out again.

      The cool night air against my skin revives me. I’m in Trevor’s arms, and he’s carrying me back to our cottage. Oh god, it’s over? As soon as we walk in the door, I start shivering and feel like I’m going to cry.

      Trevor sits on the side of the bed, holding me and kissing my forehead. He rocks me gently and rubs my arm while he soothes me. I don’t know what’s wrong with me, but I need this connection with him.

      Eventually, I calm down enough to look at him and say, “Thank you.”

      He chuckles and hugs me more tightly. “No, baby, thank you.”

      He lays me down and leaves me briefly, returning with water and two sandwiches. “Eat this, baby. They left it in the fridge for us.”

      I’m relaxed and dazed as I slowly nibble on the sandwich. When I’ve eaten a good portion and had some water, he gets in bed and wraps me up into his arms.

      “Baby, you were so gorgeous and brave. That was fucking awesome.”

      I nod against his chest and snuggle closer. “Yeah, it was.”

      “You make the hottest freeuse slut ever.”

      “You’re the best husband ever.” I giggle and then sigh as he strokes his fingers down my spine.

      His voice rumbles through his chest. “So, that’s a wrap for the weekend. Is my freeuse slut satisfied?”

      I lift my head so I can see his face and nod. “Oh yes, more than satisfied.”

      Sighing, I close my eyes and sprawl half on top of him, feeling every muscle in my body melt. I’m not sure I’d be up to anything like this again, but occasionally fucking another guy while my husband watches would be fun. I’ll talk to him about that after we’re home and we’ve processed this experience.

      Right before I drift asleep, I realize no one fucked my ass. I sleepily murmur, “The guys didn’t use all my holes.”

      Trevor’s soft laugh makes my head bounce on his chest. “That was on my list of nos. That’s MY hole.”

      That’s my romantic husband. His wife can be the biggest slut ever, but he’s reserving my ass. I kiss his chest as happiness swells inside me. Mmmm, yeah, I’m fine with this.

      
        
        The End

        Want more sexy freeuse stories?

        Join my newsletter for a bonus story between Katie and Trevor.

        Find it at:

        https://www.lacey-cross.net/katie
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        Raven’s story will be next, but don’t miss book 1 in the series.
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        When she's offered a weekend at a freeuse resort, this hotwife embraces the pleasure.

      

        

      
        I don't know what Sabrina was thinking when she gave our group of friends a weekend to be used roughly by a bunch of gorgeous men, but I'm not going to pass this opportunity up. It's almost too good to be true, yet here I am, ready to indulge in every sinful pleasure the weekend has to offer.

        My husband doesn't watch me play with other men, and he sends me off wet and ready to ride any guy who walks past. My husband's hungry gaze as he loads the car for the weekend tells me that I'm going to be taking his load multiple times when I get home.

      

        

      
        I'm hoping that I return to him filled until I'm overflowing with satisfaction after being used by so many men, over and over.

      

      

      Find the book at:

      https://mybook.to/backusedpleasure
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        If you haven’t read my first freeuse hotwife series, check out Taking Them All.
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        This hotwife hopes that when her husband said anyone and anywhere, it includes multiple men.

      

        

      
        A trip to a rustic mountain cabin for a bachelorette party takes a kinky turn when Nadia is locked out of the cabin and seeks shelter with the neighbors. What could have been a disaster turns into a night of being used roughly by a bunch of strangers as they line up to pound her raw and fill her up all night.

      

        

      
        She can’t wait to get home and tell her husband in explicit detail exactly how she was used.

      

      

      Find it at:

      https://mybook.to/booktakingthem

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Shared in the Office and Beyond

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        If you haven’t read my Miranda hotwife stories yet, check out my big bundle of her first 10 stories.
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        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://mybook.to/booksharedoffice

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About Lacey Cross

          

        

      

    

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

      Find my erotica books at: https://amazon.com/author/laceycross

      My alter ego, April Cross, is home for my super filthy erotic romances. I write ghost pepper spicy romances that are really just an excuse to write a ton of sex—preferably with a hint of BDSM—and a happily ever after.

      Find April’s books at: https://amazon.com/author/aprilcross
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