
  
    
      
    
  


  
    
      USED AND TREASURED

      A Fertile First-Time Hotwife

      
        Freeuse Resort Weekend

        Book 5

      

    

    
      
        LACEY CROSS

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2023 by Lacey Cross

      All rights reserved.

      Editor, C.B. Alice

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Taking Them All

      

      
        Shared in the Office and Beyond

      

      
        Sharing the Itty-Bitty Vixen

      

      
        About Lacey Cross

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

        

      

    

    
      “Relax,” I silently mouth to my best friend, Raven, who is sitting on the couch across from me. There’s a tension radiating off of her I can’t identify, but she needs to loosen up. This is supposed to be a day of fun.

      I’m attending a baby shower for Sabrina, one of my high school friends. There are six of us here, including Sabrina, and the event is meant to be lighthearted. I’ve perfected the art of pretending to be fine, so no one knows I’m not enjoying myself. I don’t want Raven to ruin it.

      Everyone else’s lives seem wonderful, but Carlos and I have been trying to conceive for three years with no success, and it’s starting to take a toll on us. I’m 33 and always assumed I’d have a minimum of one or two children by now, but life doesn’t always follow our plans. I fell in love with Carlos, and we later found out he has sperm mobility challenges. It sucks, but that’s how the cookie crumbles sometimes. He’s the love of my life, and I wouldn’t trade him for all the babies on earth.

      Sabrina leaves the room to grab something, and I try to get in the mood for the festivities. We have presents to open and cake to eat. I need to get out of this funk.

      Golden afternoon sunlight streams through the window, causing a crystal sun catcher in the frame to cast a dazzling rainbow across the couch. Whenever Katie shifts her head the sparkle captures my attention. I swear it’s mocking me for my hidden sorrows. Yeah, well, I have a good reason for my mood so the sun catcher can shove it.

      When Sabrina waddles back in and says, “Okay, everyone. You ready for the surprise?” I struggle to contain a sigh. She looks so unbelievably adorable with her enormous belly. Why can’t that be my life? When we first arrived, I promised myself I wouldn’t focus on the sadness, but jealousy is a hard mistress, and Sabrina has a glow of joy all around her.

      I fantasize what it would be like to be her as she navigates around the couches, handing something to each of us. She has everything I want in life; a wealthy husband, a baby on the way, luxurious vacations, and a beautiful home. Except that I’d rather have Carlos instead of her husband—not that there’s anything wrong with him. He’s older, and he’s great to her. But he’s not my incredible, lovable Carlos.

      Sabrina stops in front of me, and when I move to take a black business card from her, she keeps hold of it until I look up at her. She gives me an intense gaze as she eventually releases the card. That was...strange.

      When she settles in on the couch, she announces, “This is my gift to you. It’s an invitation to an all-inclusive weekend at my favorite private resort. You don’t have to worry about anything. Just show up and enjoy yourselves, either on your own, together, or with your husbands.”

      A thrill runs through me as I examine the black business card with silver lettering that reads ‘Plaything Resort.’ Hell yeah, a free vacation! But why would I go to an exclusive resort without my husband? We can’t really afford trips. This could be just what I need to relax and enjoy time   with Carlos.

      “What is this?” Ariana asks, and I want to shush her. Don’t look a gift horse in the mouth. Take the free vacay and don’t ask questions.

      Sabrina’s giggle is silvery and light. “It’s a private freeuse sex resort, silly! It’s only open to one group of people at a time. Just tell them what you want, and they’ll make all your fantasies come true.”

      Suddenly, the card in my hand feels like a venomous snake and I want to toss it on the table. That’s a hell no. I’m not going to fuck other people while I’m trying to get pregnant. Meanwhile, my traitorous pussy lights up at the thought of multiple guys lined up to pound me raw. What is that called? Running a train on someone?

      I shift my legs to ease the growing ache between them. Fine, I’ll admit that the idea of fucking multiple guys at once is appealing, but it’s a fantasy that won’t ever happen for real. Once Carlos and I began trying to get me pregnant, I discovered I have a huge kink for cum. I love being fucked without a condom and feeling it inside me. Just knowing I could get pregnant whenever Carlos blows his load inside me—even if it’s unlikely—excites me and makes me crave more of his cum.

      My mind races as I try to concentrate on the party instead of dreaming of rushing home and pouncing on my husband, begging him to fill me. God, I can envision an entire resort filled with men, their only goal to fuck me and give me multiple loads of cum. Although I won’t be going to the resort, it’ll give me plenty of fantasizing material.
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      As soon as I arrive home from the baby shower, I kick off my shoes and hurry to the bedroom. Carlos is home, deeply engrossed in a computer game in the room that will eventually become a nursery. I hastily toss the business card on the nightstand as I shed my dress, desperate to find Carlos so he can fuck me senseless.

      Carlos looks up from his computer as I stride into the office, naked. “Hey, doll,” he gives me a lascivious grin and eyes my breasts. “How was the baby shower?”

      I pounce on him and straddle his lap. “Let’s talk later. I need you inside me NOW.”

      His lips curl up, and his eyes have a devilish sparkle as he lifts me onto the desk. Mmm, nice. Something prods the soft flesh of my ass, so I reach back and shift the keyboard away from me.

      “What happened at the shower to get you all riled up?”

      I grab his belt buckle and pull it open. “Oh, nothing much...just Sabrina offering us a weekend pass to a resort where a bunch of guys will use me. Like, for sex.  It’s called freeuse.”

      He chuckles, “I know what freeuse is,” and crushes his lips to mine. He kisses me hungrily and moans into my mouth. The way he’s kissing me reminds me of when we first started dating. It’s been a while since I’ve seen this level of passion from him. I wiggle against him, my pussy throbbing with desire. We don’t need to talk anymore. It’s like we can read each other’s thoughts as he licks and kisses the delicate spots on my neck. I’m so incredibly turned on, I’m going to come quickly.

      He pauses from kissing me as he finishes tugging his pants down, and I murmur, “Where do you want to come?” It’s been months since I offered him any other choice than my pussy, and his eyes light up in eagerness. My heart warms and a wave of love for him sweeps through me.

      I want to do things that will make my husband happy again. It doesn’t matter if he wants to come on my face or in my mouth. I don’t need to get pregnant this very second. Maybe we should take a breather for once and stop worrying?

      Without responding to me, he spreads my legs wider and thrusts into me, sending me over the brink to a fast, powerful climax. “Fuuuuuck,” I cry out as he hammers home. My legs tremble, and I lean back on my hands for stability.

      He watches my tits bounce as he fucks me, and pings of bliss ripple through me. I study his face. I adore how his nostrils flare and his lips harden with determination. This animalistic need has been missing from our marriage for a long time. I should straddle him in the office more often.

      As he continues to pound into me, I cry out in delight. I rock my hips to meet his, wordlessly encouraging him to come for me. I let go of all the fears and worries that have been clouding our sex life for so long as I enjoy my husband in this moment. “Please, Carlos,” I whimper, “I need your cum.”

      As if my words turn him on even more, he picks up the pace. “I’m gonna fill you with my cum, baby,” he groans.

      This is the extent of our dirty talk, even though I’ve told him I’d like to be called a slut and he could be rougher to me. But today it doesn’t matter. Everything he’s doing thrills me.

      He whacks against me a few more times, grunting as he pumps into me and releases his seed. Feeling his warmth coating me tips me over the edge again, and I moan as ecstasy rushes over me.

      Once our high fades, we lean against each other and catch our breaths. As his cock softens inside me, he withdraws from me and falls back into his chair.

      “I feel used,” he chuckles.

      I give him my best saucy grin. “Good, that was the plan. I needed a good fucking after imagining a freeuse resort full of men.”

      He laughs again before his expression turns serious, piercing me with a look that makes me feel like squirming. What is he thinking?

      “You know, Holly, you could go if you wanted.”

      My mouth drops open for a moment before I recover. “No, I couldn’t. I don’t want to risk a condom breaking.”

      He kisses me softly on the lips and then on the forehead. “So don’t wear a condom.”

      Huh? Is that a joke or something?

      He must sense my confusion because he sighs and hugs me tenderly. “It’s a free trip, and we could skip fertility treatments.”

      Whoa, wait a minute, what’s going on? I shake my head at him, confused, and push out of his arms. “No...I don’t want that.”

      I thought the plan was to try IVF with his sperm in a few more years, when we’re making more money and can save up for it. Why is he offering this now?

      He shrugs. “It was just a thought. I’m fine with keeping you all to myself, though the idea of you getting fucked by other guys is hot.”

      He embraces me in a hug, and my head spins. As he steps back and puts on his pants, I shove the thought away. He’s crazy. I’m not going to a freeuse resort to get pregnant. I hop off the desk, determined to forget about the dang resort.
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      The resort is all I can think about for the next week. Once Carlos put it in my head that I could go and get pregnant, it took root in my mind like a stubborn weed. I can’t dig it out. I need to find something else to occupy my mind so I don’t become obsessed.

      When my phone rings, I see it’s Sabrina, and I’m curious what she wants. I answer, “Hey girl, how you feeling?”

      She giggles on the other end of the line. “Enormous and tired. I didn’t call to chat about me, though. I want to find out if you and Carlos are going to use the pass to the resort.”

      Oh God, hearing Sabrina mention the resort makes me imagine a ton of men using me. I squeeze my legs together as desire sweeps through me. Shit, I really need to stop thinking about this.

      Taking a deep breath, I keep my voice casual. “Nah, we’re not going.”

      She hesitates for a moment. “That’s too bad. Most everyone else is. I thought you’d have fun.”

      “Everyone else is?” What the hell? My pussy clenches, and an unexpected stab of jealousy knifes me in the gut. I didn’t think everyone else would go. I mean, Ariana maybe, since her husband shares her.

      Sabrina giggles. “All but you and Raven so far.”

      “Even Katie?”

      Sabrina’s laughter intensifies. “Oh, Katie is going all right, AND Trevor is going with her.”

      Whoa...I try imagining Katie being a complete slut, and I just can’t picture it.

      Sabrina interrupts my thoughts. “Want to go for lunch tomorrow? I’ll treat. We need to chat.”

      The solemnity of her words leads me to believe it’s urgent, so I quickly agree. We talk logistics of her picking me up at work tomorrow before hanging up. She totally wants to talk me into going to the resort, but why does she care?

      I spend the rest of the day in a dither, and not even a phone call with Raven can clear my thoughts. Raven informs me she won’t be attending the resort either, so I guess it’s just me and Raven holding firm. I go to bed frustrated with desire for the unknown men at the resort. It doesn’t seem fair that all my other friends are getting this chance. Why them and not me?

      At work the next day, I can barely concentrate and I’m walking through a haze. My mind churns. I can’t wait for Sabrina to pick me up for lunch. We usually do our lunch dates at an upscale sandwich shop around the corner, so I’m surprised when she arrives in an elegant BMW that looks like it cost more than I’ll make in two years at my job.

      She greets me with, “Hey, girl,” and we chat about the weather and other trivial topics on the short drive. Instead of the sandwich shop, she takes me to an exquisite sit-down restaurant for lunch. I’m glad I took an extra hour of personal time off work. I figured she might want to talk for a while.

      She’s quiet as we walk in and when we’re seated, she studies me intently for a moment before saying, “You should go to the resort.”

      I immediately bristle. “I don’t want to risk a condom breaking, and I’m not sure I want to fuck someone other than my husband.”

      She leans back in her chair and caresses her baby bump, giving me another meaningful stare. “The resort did wonders for me and Luis.”

      This gets my attention. “How so?”

      The waiter arrives to take our orders, stopping the conversation briefly. As soon as he leaves, Sabrina explains. “Luis had a vasectomy before we got together. Even after reversal surgery, we tried for several years with no success, so we went another route. He knew about the resort and one weekend there during my fertile times, and ‘boom’ here we are.”

      She pats her belly for emphasis, and my mind races. I never considered asking Sabrina how she got pregnant, assuming it was the traditional way with her husband. I’m even more in awe of Sabrina and Luis now. “Wow. Why didn’t you mention this before?”

      Her laughter is delicate, like a wind chime. “You didn’t ask. Plus, I needed time to become comfortable with the idea of telling anyone I had a weekend gang bang and got pregnant. But the outcome has been more than rewarding.”

      Our food arrives, and I attempt to absorb the information. I’m not sure how to respond to her, so we switch topics while we eat. When we’re finished, she pulls out a tiny box from her purse and places it in front of me.

      “This is for you.”

      Curious, I open it up. It’s the sun catcher that was hanging in her living room. I didn’t get a good look at it before, but the frayed string tells me it’s old. Why is she giving me this?

      She reads the confusion on my face and offers a soft smile. “It’s for good luck. My cousin gave it to me after she became pregnant, and I brought it with me when I went to the resort. It’s been passed around for years.”

      “Wow,” I murmur in amazement. “Don’t you want to keep this?”

      “No, please, take it. If it helps you and Carlos achieve your dreams, that would make me happy.”

      Touched beyond words at her gift, I whisper a humble “thank you.” Though I don’t believe in magic, the fact that this trinket has accompanied other women through their struggles makes it precious.

      After giving me time to think, she speaks again. “If you decide to go to the resort, I have another request.”

      Raising an eyebrow in surprise, I wait for her to continue.

      “Let me organize the weekend for you. You deserve something special.”

      Special....like ten cocks inside me? My cheeks flush with embarrassment as my pussy throbs. Am I really considering this? Going to a sex resort is insane, but there’s something in my mind nagging me to not pass up this opportunity.

      “I’ll talk to Carlos.”

      She reaches over and squeezes my hand. “I hope it works out.”
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      The resort is more beautiful than I imagined it would be. As Carlos drives away after dropping me off, a shiver of desire runs down my spine. After having lunch with Sabrina, I talked to Carlos about me taking a weekend at the resort. That led to a round of passionate sex while I begged him to let me go. It took us a few weeks to organize it and wait for my fertile period, but here I am. Carlos wanted to drive me here and pick me up afterwards, and I’m thankful for that—and also that he didn’t stay long.

      The owner, Chris, clears his throat, and I turn to him. “Ready to check in?”

      “Yep!”

      I follow him into a gorgeous house, admiring how sexy he is. He’s the perfect example of a silver fox, and I briefly wonder if he fucks the guests. I mean, I would if I were him. Why not? I imagine him shoving me against a wall and using me. My nipples harden in anticipation. Shit, I need to focus and not drool over the owner.

      After I show him my ID and I’m signing forms, I get brave enough to ask. “So...do you ever make freeuse of the guests?”

      I blush after I ask him. Fuck, I hope he does. Please say yes.

      His eyes sparkle as he winks at me. “Only the male ones.”

      Well, now. I laugh, delighted and disappointed. Guess I can get that thought out of my head.

      Once I finish the paperwork, he takes my hand and tenderly kisses the back of it. “I promise you won’t even think of me once the guys are done with you.”

      My stomach flutters with lust, and I bat my eyelashes flirtatiously at him. “I’m holding you to that promise.”

      He flashes me a mischievous grin as he leads me away from the reception area to my cottage. The grounds are curiously quiet. I expected there to be throngs of men eager to use me.

      The cottage is small and cozy yet furnished luxuriously. He sets my bag on the bed and prepares to leave. “Remember, everyone knows your safeword and will abide by it. You agreed to let Sabrina schedule your time here, but I still want you to know we’ve crafted every detail for your pleasure.”

      Oh God, what did Sabrina ask them to do? I give him a soft “thank you,” and he leaves. I slip off my sandals and check out the cottage, uncertain what I should do. Am I supposed to just wander around looking for people to fuck me?

      There’s a side nook with a kitchenette and a dining table, and the bathroom is huge with a separate shower and enormous tub. On the vanity is a note next to portable speakers.

      Holly,

      Please take a few minutes to relax and draw yourself a bath. Press play for the music. You’re going to want to be relaxed for tonight.

      Julian

      Who is Julian? I expected the note to be from Chris, but he probably would have just told me to take a bath while he was here instead of leaving a note. I have no idea what to expect this weekend, but the thought of being relaxed appeals to me.

      I turn on the water and add some vanilla-scented bubble bath. While the water is running, I unpack my bathroom supplies and line them up on the vanity. I pull the sun catcher from Sabrina from my toiletries bag, holding it up and admiring it in the lighting before setting it on the counter. Maybe it is magic, and this will be my lucky weekend.

      Quickly stripping down, I press play on the speakers, and soft jazz music fills the room. Ohhh, this is going to be great.

      Right before I step into the tub, I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror. My blonde hair is up in a messy topknot, and my cheeks are flushed from excitement. My breasts are full and aching, and my dusty pink nipples are pert, begging for someone’s mouth. I wish I wasn’t taking a bath alone.

      The water is heavenly as I ease into it. Ahh, this is the life. I use a soft washcloth and caress my belly and breasts as the music and warm water soothes me. This really isn’t how I expected my weekend to begin, but I’m not hating it. Now I just need a guy to join me. Slipping a hand between my legs, I gently rub my pussy, enjoying the tingle of pleasure.

      A light tap on the door doesn’t even surprise me. Oooh, is this my guy? I remove my hand from between my legs before calling out, “Come in.”

      A stunningly fit, thirty-something man steps into the room. His short brown hair and tantalizing five o’clock shadow make my pussy hum. He’s wearing nothing but boxers and I can see the outline of a thick cock through the fabric. Oh yeah, he’s yummy.

      He perches on the edge of the tub and leans over to kiss me softly. “I’m Julian. I’m glad you followed my orders.”

      Mmm, his orders...my pussy pulses with anticipation. If his orders include things like bubble baths, I’m willing to follow anything he says.

      “I hope you enjoyed my music selection,” he murmurs and then reaches into the water, rubbing a hand over my breast, teasing my nipple with his finger. I gasp as pleasure zings between my legs. Is it crazy that I’m letting a guy I don’t know touch me?

      Yeah...maybe, but it feels fabulous. I sigh softly as he continues to explore my body, squeezing my breasts and caressing my belly.

      His voice is deep when he speaks. “This weekend will be enjoyable for everyone as long as you let yourself relax.”

      I’m not sure I’d call what he’s doing to me relaxing. Every moment is making me more desperate for a cock inside me. When he slips a hand between my legs, I spread them to give him better access and jest with a breathy moan, “We could spend the entire weekend in here, and I’d enjoy it.”

      His husky laugh makes me think even filthier thoughts. He can do whatever he wants to me as long as he keeps touching me like this. As his fingers brush against my clit, I bite my lip to hold in a gasp. Pleasure washes over me in a tidal wave.

      “Don’t hold back,” he orders.

      I moan and lift my hips into his touch. He presses the palm of his hand against my mound, and I groan from euphoria. I close my eyes and focus on his fingers exploring me. When he slips two inside me, the stretch of his thick digits makes me cry out. I writhe in the tub as an orgasm builds, water sloshing as I rotate my hips to get his fingers in deeper. He teases me until I finally moan loudly as bliss crashes down on me, making my legs quiver with pleasure. Ohhh, god.

      When he can tell I’ve come down from my high, he helps me out of the bathtub and gently wraps a fluffy towel around me, making me feel pampered and cherished. Yep, I’m relaxed—mission accomplished.

      I’m shy and unsure of what to do next. As he towels me off, I ask, “So, um...now what?” It’s a little odd to have just been finger fucked by a man I don’t know, yet it somehow feels natural. Yeah, I can’t explain it and I choose not to overthink my emotions. All I want is to have fun and to enjoy being used all weekend. That was just the start.

      “Now...” He takes my hand and leads me out to the bedroom. “You get a massage.”

      My eyes widen at the sight of candles flickering around the room and an inviting massage table set up near the bed. Did he do this before he joined me in the bathroom, or did someone else set it up? Hell, who cares?

      I let the towel drop to the floor, and I climb onto the table, face down. As soon as I settle in, another man enters the room from the kitchenette. He’s younger and hot, with a full sleeve tattoo—something I’ve always found attractive on men. Mmm, yeah, he revs my engine as well.

      The new guy remains silent, and they both apply oil to their hands before starting the massage. Julian focuses on my upper body and neck, while the other guy rubs my feet and calves. I melt into the table as they expertly stroke every muscle of my body and work the kinks out. They take their time, kneading every part of me as I moan with delight. I’ve had massages in the past, but I’ve never had two people work on me at once. This is truly something else.

      As I feel one of them spread my butt cheeks and rub close to my pussy, I start to suspect this is more than just an ordinary massage. His fingers penetrate my pussy as the other guy massages my foot. Mmm, so good. I grind against the hand inside me. It’s thrilling to be touched and teased all over. The sound of moaning bounces off the walls, and it takes a moment to realize the noise is coming from me. My eyes drift shut, and I concentrate on how glorious this feels, being taken care of like this. So far, this is the best spa resort ever.

      When the guys stop touching me and help me roll over, I don’t even grumble at the lack of fingers in my pussy. I want them to play with my breasts—no, I need them to touch me. I’m aching, and only a cock in me or a mouth tugging on my nipples is going to satiate my hunger.

      As soon as my back is against the massage table, Julian fondles my breast with his powerful hands, and I suck in a breath when he twists my nipple. Fuuuuck...yes. When I glance down, his bulge pushes against the thin material of his boxers. They look ready to rip apart and unleash the monster hidden underneath.

      I part my knees so Tats—the pet name I’ve chosen for him—can explore my pussy. Julian bends over and flicks his tongue around one of my nipples while Tats proves he’s a wizard with my clit. He spirals his finger around the sensitive bud at the perfect speed until I’m bucking against his hand and moaning like a dirty slut. Pleasure coils in my belly, and my head thrashes when the sensation is almost too much.

      “More, please,” I beg. I want one of their cocks inside me.

      Julian stops sucking at my breasts, and Tats shifts away as Julian pulls me to the edge of the table. He positions my ankles over his shoulders, and I gaze up at him with pleading eyes while my heart races. My body is bursting with intense need as I wait for him to fill me. I’m so fucking wet and ready for him.

      Julian chuckles at my desperation. “Does our Goddess want my cock?” he asks.

      Their Goddess? I could get used to this. “Yes, fuck me, please,” I beg, praying he’ll put me out of my misery. Freeuse is maddening. I’m used to having more control, and someone needs to just fuck me.

      Julian guides his cock to my pussy while Tats laughs. I want to grumble that I’m not finding this so funny, but Julian distracts me with the bulbous head of his cock teasing my entrance. He eases into me with one smooth motion, and I give a deep-throated groan of satisfaction. Finally!

      Tats smirks as he watches me, wrapping his hand around his impressive length, and starts rubbing. Julian strokes into me, deep and slow, while gazing at me like I’m the most exquisite creature in the world. The heat in his eyes as he thrusts faster causes my back to arch off the table, pushing against him to get his cock even deeper. I wasn’t expecting anything like this, and I close my eyes, losing myself to the moment.

      My orgasm sneaks up on me, and I gasp as my body trembles from the growing euphoria. Fuck, fuck, fuuuuck, it feels soooo good. When my orgasm hits, waves of bliss ripple from my fingers to my toes.

      Julian groans, “Is my Goddess ready for me to fill her pussy full of cum and get her pregnant?”

      What? Oh fuck. “Yes,” I moan, and writhe against him, desperate for him to come.

      “Good, I’m going to pump my seed into you and breed you until your pussy is overflowing.”

      Ohhhh shit, yes! That’s what I want to hear. His thrusts quicken and he clutches my thighs. When he shudders and groans, his warmth fills me. He continues to fuck me, unloading everything he’s got until I’m a boneless, quivering mess.

      As he pulls out, he whispers, “That’s a good girl,” and I know I’ve made the right decision to come here. I arrived not even two hours ago, and I’m already soaring high from pleasure. This weekend is going to be life-changing. I can tell.

      As soon as Julian steps away, Tats helps me stand up and then he bends me over the table. Oh hey, guess I’m getting fucked some more. As Tats slides into me from behind, he fists the topknot in my hair and pulls my head up so he can whisper in my ear.

      “Want to know the difference between me and Julian?”

      I can barely think while he’s slowly fucking me, and I peep out a, “What?”

      He sucks on my earlobe for a moment, and his breath is a warm puff in my ear. “I’m not as nice as he is.”

      What does that mean? He applies pressure and shoves my shoulder back down to the padded bench, and I grip the sides as he relentlessly pounds into me. Ohhh, okay, I know what he meant now. Fuck, he’s good.

      “You see...” he huffs out. “Julian likes to treasure his women and breed them softly.”

      Uh oh. My brain blips out when I realize where this is going, and he continues. “Where I like to take a woman and turn her into my breeding whore for the weekend.”

      Oh...my...god.

      He’s in a frenzy, and he digs his fingers into my hips as he fucks me harder than I ever have been before. I’m loving every rough moment as the rapture builds in layers. It’s going to be a good one when I come.

      Tats lets go of my hip to slap my ass, making me scream out. He growls, “And breeding whores beg for what they want. So, beg.”

      Beg for him to fill me? What happens if I’m not good at it? Shit, I better try. “Please,” I start off timid, not sure if that’s enough. “Fuck me and come in me. I want you to get me pregnant.”

      I peek at him over my shoulder to see a smug smile cross his face. “That’s it?” he teases.

      Ugh, he wants to make me crazy. I tighten my grip on the edges of the table and moan louder, “Oh god, please fuck me harder.” That earns me another satisfying smack on my ass, and I whimper in pleasure. Delight rockets through my body and my mind lets go. I pant out, “Fill me up...just keep filling me up. Breed me like a filthy whore.”

      Hearing those words out of my mouth fills me with shame. I’ve never wanted to be called a whore before, but I’m so desperate for his cum that I called myself that. Humiliation and excitement war inside me while my brain whirls in pleasure. I love every degrading moment of what he’s doing, and I hear myself begging, as if I have no control over what I’m saying. “Breed me,” I babble. “Please, cum in me over and over again. Give it to me.”

      He slams into me without mercy until my pussy clamps around him. I explode from rapture as he erupts with a primal grunt. He keeps fucking me as he unloads ropes of sticky cum and I’m shivering from a continual wave of bliss. It seems like forever before he gives one last thrust of his hips and stops.

      When he pulls out, my pussy flutters, and I moan at the loss of his cock. Tats wastes no time before he pulls me from the table and forces me to my knees. “Time to clean me up,” he commands and pushes his cock between my lips.

      Fuuuuck, he wasn’t lying when he said he wasn’t as nice—and I still love it. I suck on his cock, swirling my tongue around it to clean him off. Tasting myself on him makes me feel like the filthy whore I called myself.

      When he pulls out of my mouth, I’m half mindless from pleasure. Tats grins, “See you later for more of that,” and walks out the door.

      Jesus, what just happened? That was beyond amazing. My chest heaves as I try to make my brain function again. Eh, who needs to think? Apparently not me. All I need is my mouth to say whatever dirty thoughts pop into my head, and my pussy to take whatever cock a guy wants to shove into me. I guess a massage with two hot guys turns me into a super slut. Carlos is going to love this story when he picks me up.

      Julian lifts me up into his arms, and I cuddle against his hard chest, smiling into his neck as I breathe in his woodsy cologne. He carries me to the bed and leaves me there for a moment before returning with a bottle of water, peanuts, and a banana. Mmm, room service is nice. He climbs into bed behind me and rubs my back while I nibble on the snacks and sip water. The aftercare is soothing.

      He doesn’t make small talk but simply holds me while I eat and process everything. When I’m finished, he urges me to lie down next to him. “Rest now, then more sex later.”

      My eyes flutter closed while his comforting arms are wrapped around me. Rest now...mmm...yes...more sex later...sounds like the perfect plan. This is the best baby-making resort ever. They’d get a five-star review from me. I smile and drift to sleep while snuggling him.
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        * * *

      

      When I wake up, it’s dark outside the windows and the candles are blown out. I’m groggy, so it takes a moment to realize what woke me. Julian is spooning me and nuzzling my neck while his hand pinches a nipple. His cock pressed against my ass makes me shiver with need. Oh yeah, this is why I’m here.

      Before I arrived, I filled out questionnaires about what I liked and didn’t like. Chris and I talked on the phone, and he said even though Sabrina had some requests for me, he still wanted to know what I desired. One thing I wrote down is how I love being woken up by sex, so this is perfect.

      Without a word, he rolls me onto my stomach so he can cover me and thrust his cock into me from behind. I moan out a loud, “Yessssss.”

      He murmurs, “Time to give my Goddess her bedtime breeding,” as he pumps me full of his hot cum.

      Fuuuuck...what? I quiver around him as his warmth coats my insides. He didn’t fuck me long enough for me to come.

      “Good girl.” Somehow the praise makes my lack of orgasm better. He strokes my back and I yawn, still tired. I’ve been so excited about the trip, I haven’t been sleeping well and the relaxation is making me even more groggy.

      Yawning loudly again, I ask, “What are we doing tonight?”

      He chuckles. “Nothing outside of the cottage. You need rest for tomorrow.”

      Huh, what’s happening tomorrow? I don’t voice the thought and snuggle my head into the pillow. I murmur, “Sounds good,” as I drift off.

      Twice during the night, I wake up. At some point, Tats joins us, and they take turns with me. By the time I finally get solid sleep, I’m so full of cum I can feel it dripping out of me. This resort is wonderful.
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      When the sun streams in my window and wakes me, I stretch and savor how loose my muscles are. After spending hours on end being fucked yesterday, I’m surprised I’m not sore, but I feel refreshed and ready for more cum.

      Julian peeks his head from the entryway to the kitchenette. “Is my Goddess ready for breakfast?”

      Oooh, another day of being a Goddess. “Yes, please.”

      “I’m making food. It will be a few minutes.”

      Oh good, I have time. I sneak off to the bathroom to make myself slightly more presentable. When I see the mess of my hair in the mirror, I can’t stop the laughter. Jesus, I need a shower and a hairbrush.

      I’m not sure how long I’ve got before food is ready, so I skip the shower and settle with cleaning my teeth and brushing my hair. When I join Julian again, there’s a covered silver tray sitting on the dining table in the nook. Julian is dressed and holding the chair out for me to sit in. After I’m settled, he removes the dome and reveals a mouthwatering feast, and my stomach rumbles.

      He winks. “This isn’t my only surprise today.”

      My excitement ratchets up another notch. What do they have planned for me? I’m easy to please, and I’d be happy with another day like last night.

      He has a plate for himself, and while we eat, I try to probe him for details. “So...what’re we doing?”

      Julian gives me a secretive smirk. The mischievous glint in his eye is sexy as hell, and I shiver as I imagine all the filthy things they could have planned. “Eat and find out,” he challenges with a hint of authority that makes my pussy wet.

      I take another couple of bites and try a different tactic. “Why am I your Goddess, but the other guy said I’m his whore?”

      The corners of his mouth twitch. “Do you really want to know?”

      I nod quickly, curious where this is leading.

      “Chris talked to your husband, and your husband said you wanted him to talk dirtier in the bedroom and he’s never been able to. He suggested we call you a whore and see how you react.”

      My body lights up with desire, and I set my fork down while my mind whirls. Carlos arranged this? I didn’t even know he talked to Chris when I wasn’t around. Fuck, my husband is awesome.

      “Eat up.” Julian waves his fork at me. “We’ve got big plans, and my Goddess needs her strength.”

      Oh, right. I need more cocks in me. When we’re finished eating, I take a quick shower and marvel, once again, that I’m not sore. I’ve had more sex since I’ve arrived at the resort than I have in any twelve-hour period before, but clearly my pussy is made for a marathon of cocks.

      When I’m all done in the shower and dried off, Julian is waiting for me with a cup of coffee and a blue sundress to slip on. It’s simple with spaghetti straps, but it’s not one that I brought with me. I’m not surprised that it’s exactly my size. Dang, they’re even supplying clothes for me.

      It doesn’t escape me I’m missing a certain piece of clothing, and I arch my eyebrow at him. “No panties?”

      That wicked grin of his is back, and he shrugs. “Panties will just get in the way.”

      Okay then. I gulp down the coffee and slip on my sandals before following him out the door. We stroll along a path, heading towards a wooded area. I have no idea where we’re going, but my pussy tingles at the thought of fucking more guys. Tats eventually joins us, and I eye the large tote bag he’s carrying. I can’t see what’s in it, but it’s bulky, so it has to be several items.

      When we reach the tree line, I follow them down a wooded path. As we get deeper in, the sunlight dims. Jesus, how big is this resort? We walk for several minutes before the guys stop next to the trunk of a gigantic tree. Julian smiles and says, “Turn around,” and my heartbeat quickens. What’s he going to do to me?

      He places a soft, black cloth around my eyes and ties it at the back of my head to blindfold me. Ohhhh damn, are they going to lead me to a secret location and they don’t want me to see their hideout?

      After they’ve checked my vision with their fingers and determine that I can’t see anything through the fabric, he gives my ass a playful spank, and I gasp in surprise, then giggle.

      One of them pulls my hands together in front of me, and when I feel rope wrap around my wrists, my brain almost shuts off. They’re tying me up? My breathing quickens, and I remember discussing one of my dirtiest fantasies with Carlos. I told him I sometimes daydream about being tied to a tree and ravished.

      The guys remain silent, pushing me back against the large tree. My wrists are quickly bound to an overhead branch. I desperately pull at the rope, feeling vulnerable when I realize escape is impossible. All my senses heighten; the scent of dirt and pine fill my nostrils, and I can feel a breeze against my skin. When I hear twigs snap as though someone is approaching us, I whimper with anticipation.

      Finally, someone speaks, and I jump when it’s a voice I don’t recognize. “There’s the filthy whore, all tied up and ready to be bred.”

      Damn. Just hearing someone say that is enough to drive me wild. My body hungers for cock, and my legs tremble as I bite my lip, desperate to keep myself from crying out and begging someone to fuck me. This is far beyond anything I anticipated, and instead of being afraid, I feel myself opening up and surrendering to the experience. I’ll be their breeding whore as long as they fill me full of cum.

      Someone moves close, and I recognize Julian’s scent. He trails a finger from my lips down my neck and then cups my breast, teasing my nipple through the sundress.

      His breath is warm on my neck. “We’re going to give you what you want. My Goddess is going to be a beautiful pregnant mess when we’re done with you.”

      Ohhh fuck. “Please,” I gasp and strain against the rope holding me up.

      He kisses my neck. “Remember your safeword if you need it.”

      Jesus, is he crazy? I will not need it. This is my ultimate fantasy. I squirm my hips, trying to tempt them to touch my pussy, and I feel like I’m floating away on a cloud of bliss. It’s surreal that I’m tied to a tree waiting for complete strangers to breed me.

      Two sets of hands explore my body, and when I hear more twigs snap, I strain my ears, trying to guess how many more men are heading this way. It sounds like more than a couple.

      My clit pulses with need at the realization that I don’t know what’s going to happen. But it’s more than just that. I also have no control. I don’t have to make any decisions. The guys are going to do what they want to me, and I’m at their mercy.

      My head spins as someone lifts the bottom edge of my sundress and I hear the snip of the scissors parting the fabric before I even feel the cold metal against my skin. My entire body freezes as my dress falls open, exposing my tits to the cool air. The world disappears, and I’m hyper focused on every sensation in my body.

      Strong, callused hands grip my thighs, forcing my legs apart, and my breath hitches as a thick cock impales me. I squeal from pleasure as shocks of delight ripple along every nerve ending in my body as he stretches me out. “Ohhh god.”

      The bark bites the skin on my back as I arch against the tree and clench my pussy around the cock in me. Not knowing how many people are here and how many cocks I’m going to take before they’re done with me makes everything more intense. I wiggle against the bindings and wrap my legs around the guy’s waist as he supports my ass and plows into me.

      I get the sense that people are crowding in to get a better look, and a momentary spike of embarrassment rushes through me at being on display. Holy fuck, this is real. This is actually happening to me.

      Fingers pull on my nipples, and I groan, overwhelmed with a storm of emotions. The guy whose cock is inside me still has his hands on my ass, so it’s not him playing with my tits. I moan out, “More,” while tilting my head back and pushing my breasts out. I can only imagine what this looks like, and I get lost in the visual as I imagine a line of guys with their cocks out, stroking and waiting to use me.

      A tongue swipes at my nipple and then sucks. Mmm, fuck, that’s good. Someone’s got my other nipple, and I try to buck against the cock in my pussy, but between all the hands on me and the guy holding me steady while he fucks me, all I can do is squirm as they continue to torment me. The guy on my right kisses a line up my neck and nibbles on my ear while tweaking on my nipple.

      When he speaks, I know it’s Julian. “How does it feel to know all these men are ready to breed you?”

      “Fuuuuck,” I moan in response, unable to form a complete sentence. My mind is a swirl of colors as pure ecstasy courses through my veins.

      The guy between my legs groans loudly, and he holds himself still while his cock spasms and unloads inside me. He pumps a few final times before slipping out of me and moving away.

      My feet barely touch the ground before a new pair of hands grips my ass and a new cock replaces the emptiness with a fast and hard thrust.

      The voice from the guy inside me growls, “Is the whore ready to be bred?”

      It’s Tats. Yes, yes, yes. I part my lips to beg, but he swallows my words with a blistering kiss that sets fire to my soul. His mouth commands mine to obey and, as our tongues entwine, I become a madwoman. I can’t get enough of him, and his kiss sets off a sharp, wild need. I want him to fuck me as hard as he can.

      When he stops kissing me, my “Please...oh god, please,” is a breathy mewl. I’m willing to beg for all their cum and be their whore that they can use all night long. I thrash my head and cry out, “Breed me, put a baby in me. Make me your breeding whore and fill my hole with your cum.” I’m rewarded with a smack on my ass.

      Tats increases the tempo of his thrusts until I’m just about to explode. My thigh muscles tense, and I sway my hips, trying to force him in as far as he can go. Someone pulls at a nipple harder, and the combined pleasure of Tat’s cock and the guy playing with my tit sends me over the edge. My orgasm hits me harder than I expect, and I scream out with my release and flail at my bindings as my body convulses with waves of delight.

      My mind is gone, and my entire focus is on my pleasure as electricity burns in my veins. I still haven’t recovered when Tats groans as he comes hard, sending a rush of cum into me to mix with my juices and the other guy’s seed. It seems like he’s unloading ropes and ropes into me, but time has lost all meaning as the ecstasy keeps spiking. He fucks me slowly until the pulsing of his cock stops and then he slowly withdraws, leaving me empty and aching for more.

      The desire to submit to these strangers fills me as my orgasm dissipates. They can use me however they want, for as long as they want. I’m ready to be the ultimate slut.

      When Tats moves away and my feet meet the ground again, the dirt against my soles makes me realize I lost my sandals. Limp with pleasure, I barely notice different hands touching me until they spin me around and press me against the tree face first.

      The bark grazes my nipples as the new person pulls my hips back and lines the tip of his cock against my entrance. This guy doesn’t seem to be in any hurry as he pushes into me slowly, one glorious inch at a time. I’m so wet I can feel moisture dripping out of me. Fuck, this is filthy—no, it’s me who’s filthy, and it’s marvelous.

      I’m in an awkward position with my arms above my head and my breasts against the tree, but I don’t care. It’s not painful, and I’ll take a little discomfort for all this cum. The new cock fucks me slow and steady until I’m a quivering mess and another orgasm builds. He whispers in my ear, “You’re being a very good girl and taking our cum like a good little freeuse slut.”

      A spark of awareness travels down my spine when I realize this guy is giving me the exact degradation that I love. “Yessss,” I moan out. I want to hear it all. I want to be praised for being a good breeding whore, and I want them all to tell me I’m a slut and a cumdump.

      I feel myself sinking into the deepest recess of my mind where I really am just a freeuse fucktoy. It’s not just about breeding anymore. I want them to come all over me—not just in me. If this is my chance to have a bunch of guys fuck me, I want to be delirious with ecstasy and covered in cum at the end.

      His strokes change and become more forceful. “Do you want my seed, slut?”

      I whimper, “Yes. God, yes.” And I do—I want him to paint my womb with his cum, and I’ll keep taking and taking until there’s nothing left for him to give me.

      My mind floats in a haze while he works me over with each punishing thrust of his cock. As he finally empties into me with a deep guttural growl of satisfaction, I revel in the joy of being a vessel for all these guys’ seed. I want more.

      Another man takes the last guy’s place, and each thrust forces me up to my tippytoes. He’s a little rougher than the last guy, and I quickly spiral towards another orgasm. I scream as my entire body is wracked with an almost painful pleasure.

      As waves of delight ripple from my fingertips to my toes, it triggers him to explode. He unloads inside of me, adding even more cum to what’s already there, and each whack against my pussy makes a wet sound. I’m beyond caring, and I’m floating high as a kite with joy.

      He pulls out of me, but before I can adjust my stance to regain my footing, another cock slides into my slick entrance. Oh fuck, are they really all lined up and waiting for their turn to breed me?

      Bliss ripples from my core, and each solid thrust sends me reeling. I writhe under him, wild from the pleasure and the exhilarating helplessness of not being able to do anything but take every load. My mind is craving even more. I want everything. I want every inch of me covered in cum and dripping with it.

      I lose count at how many times I’m fucked, and the pleasure becomes an unending orgasm until I realize someone is untying me from the branch. My wrists are still bound when I’m shoved to my knees. The change of position makes me put my elbows on the dirt and lower my head to my hands as someone slides inside me from behind.

      A hand grabs my hair, and another cock presses against my mouth, begging to be let in. I open my lips, and the cock sinks into my throat while the guy behind me slaps my ass.

      In the background, I can hear chatter. The guys are talking together like it’s a social gathering, but a few guys are yelling encouragement and praising the men for filling me up and making me take all their loads. Them talking about me like I’m a piece of ass makes me feel like the ultimate fucktoy.

      The person in my pussy grunts out, “Here it is...take it.” As he blows his load deep inside me, the guy in my mouth growls and pulls out to shoot cum all over my face and in my hair, just like I wanted. It’s hot and sticky and so satisfying.

      When the cock inside me pulls out, his cum runs out of me, leaving a wet trail down my thighs. Someone else quickly takes his place and pounds into me.

      I’m still blindfolded, so I have no idea who any of these people are. For a fleeting moment, I wonder what Carlos would think if he saw me here now, completely debased, being gang fucked. Would he even recognize me?

      Hell, I don’t even give a fuck. I’m on a different plane of existence from all the orgasms, and I’m a million miles away from reality as I take each load in my pussy and mouth. I lose count of the cocks I suck on and swallow down what’s offered. Time loses all meaning and all I can do is exist in a bubble of pleasure.

      When my final orgasms rip through me, the pain is sweet and exquisite. I collapse into the dirt, trembling, while cum trickles out of my well-fucked pussy and pools underneath me. I can’t move, and I’m content to lie there in filth. Even if someone had asked me what I wanted this weekend, I wouldn’t have known how to ask for this. It’s absolutely perfect.

      I hear some guys saying goodbye, and two firm hands untie my wrists before helping me up, so I’m standing. When my knees threaten to buckle, he swoops me up into his arms. I can tell it’s Julian.

      I rest my head on his shoulders as he carries me. I don’t even care that I’m still blindfolded as I float in a haze of pleasure. This place is the most spectacular resort ever.

      It feels like barely any time passes before I can tell we’re entering the cottage. He speaks to someone in the room. “She needs cleaned off. We’ll be right out.”

      Oh god, more guys are here to use me?

      He carries me into the bathroom and sits me on the counter. I hear the bathroom door close and the shower start up before he removes the blindfold.

      It’s a struggle for my vision to readjust to the brightness, but I can make out the concerned expression on his face. I must look like a complete mess after being used, and I try to run my fingers through my tangled hair but make little progress. “Hi,” I smile up at him and laugh. “That was fun.”

      Julian’s concern eases, and he reaches to rub his thumb over my cheek. “My Goddess needs a shower.”

      A shower sounds good. I stretch, wincing as my pussy protests. Now that I’ve come down from my high and the sex endorphins are wearing off, I can tell that parts of me are sore. They didn’t hurt me, but I was so thoroughly used there’s no way I won’t be a little sore tonight. Maybe the warm water will help loosen up the aches and pains. Julian is fairly filthy also, and my lips twitch. “Come on, you too.”

      I hold out my hand and wait for him to take it. Julian helps me off the counter and into the shower, where I stand under the spray and let him clean me. As he scrubs my hair, I turn my head up to the water to rinse off, enjoying the pampering. “Thank you for looking after me.”

      Julian kisses me gently and murmurs against my lips. “Anything for my Goddess.”

      A knock at the bathroom door makes me giggle. “Are there guys out there waiting to fuck me?”

      Julian calls out, “We’re almost done,” and then grins at me. “Your pussy is prized among us.”

      His silly non-answer warms me, and I enjoy his playful mood. When he turns off the water and towels me off, I feel refreshed and slightly energized. If there really is a group of guys out there, I could take them.

      He slips a robe over my shoulders and brushes my hair. When I’m clean and presentable, he kisses me on the forehead. “Wait here for two minutes and then come out.”

      What does he have planned? If it involves candles and another massage, count me in. Except I’m the freeuse slut, so really count me in for anything.

      Julian leaves briefly and surprises me when he comes back immediately. He hands me a bottle of water and a packet of trail mix. “Almost forgot this. Eat and drink for two minutes and then come out. You’re going to need your energy.” He winks at me and then leaves again.

      Hmm...two minutes? I lean against the counter and open the water bottle and take a drink before attacking the trail mix. Shit, I really am hungry and didn’t notice. I pick up the sun catcher and play with it as I munch and daydream about the experience in the woods. How many guys fucked me? It would be funny if it was only three guys. At some point, all the cocks blended together and I couldn’t distinguish size differences. Heh, I’m such a slut. This little sun catcher doesn’t need to be magical with how much cum I took.

      Wait, how long has it been? I set the water bottle and half-eaten packet of trail mix on the counter and open the bathroom door. The lights are dim, and the candles are lit again. See, I knew it!

      Except there’s no massage table. Instead, my husband is sitting on the edge of the bed, looking nervous.

      I squeal and launch myself at him. “You’re here!”

      Carlos catches me in a hug and falls backwards on the bed with me on top of him. “Of course,” he whispers and kisses me deeply. “Chris talked to me about what they had planned, and there’s no way I could stay home all weekend.”

      I kiss him all over his face, and my knees slide to either side of him as my bare pussy comes in contact with his hardness through his jeans. Mmm, someone is turned on.

      When he gazes at me, the look of love in his eyes makes me realize how glad I am he joined me. “This was so fun,” I beam at him while I slowly undulate my hips, teasing him as my pussy drenches his jeans. I need him. I need him now.

      He wraps his hand behind my head and pulls me down for another kiss while he lifts his hips. His bulge is pressing against my clit, and I moan out loud. Fuck, that feels good.

      I sit up so I can reach for his belt buckle and undo his pants to give me better access. As I slip my hands underneath his boxers and free his cock, his erection springs forth. Oh, yum, he’s hard as steel and leaking pre-cum.

      When I position him between my legs, he moans and holds my hips to guide me down onto his length. He slides in with ease as my pussy swallows him whole and my body sighs in relief. Fuck, having him here feels right. I pause for a moment to relish the sensation of him deep inside me before I rotate my hips.

      I’m grinning as he grasps my hips. “Ride me, baby,” he commands while squeezing me to encourage me to move.

      Oh, that’s so hot. I put my hands on his chest to brace myself and rock forward and back as I build to a faster tempo. Carlos closes his eyes and relaxes under me, letting me take what I need and use him.

      After the day I’ve had, watching him surrender to the pleasure I’m giving him is the hottest thing ever. I tilt my head back as I climb higher and higher while his cock hits the perfect spot inside me. I cry out, “Oh, Carlos, oh, shit,” as I explode.

      It’s as if everything I did today compounds and suddenly burst inside me like a dam breaking. Pleasure and release combine in an overwhelming feeling of liberation, and tears roll down my cheeks as I tremble from bliss.

      I grind against him and milk his cock until he groans and shoots his cum deep inside me. I pound against him a few more times, making sure I get every drop before melting to the bed next to him.

      “Holy fuck,” I moan as tiny aftershocks of delight ripple through me. Is there such a thing as too many orgasms?

      Carlos rolls onto his side and runs his fingers through my hair. “God, I love you so much.”

      I turn to cuddle against him while he wraps his arms around me in a loving embrace, making me feel cherished. I close my eyes and whisper, “I love you, too.”

      We lay there in silence for a few moments, basking in the afterglow of our orgasms. When he kisses me softly, I smile against his lips and murmur, “We have a lot to catch up on.”

      He laughs. “I bet we do.” As he caresses my hip, he asks, “Did they treat you right?”

      I look up into his eyes and give him my best saucy grin. “Oh yeah, and did you know you just got fucked by a Goddess?”

      He kisses me passionately and murmurs between kisses , “Yep, and I’m the luckiest man alive.”

      When he breaks off the kiss, I snuggle against him more tightly and yawn. Yeah, after a nap, I’m going to fuck him again and see his reaction when I tell him how the guys used me. But first, this breeding whore needs some sleep.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

    

    
      The sun catcher sits on the counter next to the pregnancy test as Carlos and I wait the required two minutes. It’s obvious before the time is up, but we wait just to make sure the second line doesn’t disappear.

      It doesn’t.

      I squeal as Carlos crushes me against his chest and kisses me passionately as my body floods with excitement.

      The sun catcher worked its magic!

      
        
        Want more sexy freeuse stories?

        Join my newsletter for a bonus story between Holly and Carlos.

        Find it at:

        https://www.lacey-cross.net/holly

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Taking Them All

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        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

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Sharing the Itty-Bitty Vixen

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        If you like reading hotwife adventures, check out my bundle of Jessica stories and start from her first time being shared.
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        5 filthy hotwife stories. A slutty wife, a loving husband, and oh-so-many men.

      

      

      
        
        My husband has a dirty desire to share me and listen in. When I agreed to it, I didn’t realize how much I’d love being spread wide, pounded hard, and used in so many filthy ways.

      

        

      
        Includes:

        Sharing his Adventurous Wife

        He has a desire to share his wife. She’s not so sure she needs it… until he stages an entire weekend designed to lead her into the hotwife lifestyle.

      

        

      
        Sharing Her Treats

        When her husband wins haunted house tickets in a raffle, she didn’t know it included a rough pounding.

      

        

      
        Sharing His Eager Hotwife

        A loving husband gets off on choosing the men to use his hotwife.

      

        

      
        Shared Hotwife at the Con

        Jessica has a fantasy of getting a rough pounding from a massive, beefcake of a man. A chance encounter at a con fulfills her filthy dreams as she gets used roughly and filled.

      

        

      
        Sharing His Gift Twice

        She thought her husband forgot it was Valentine's Day. Instead, he thrills her with a filthy gift.

      

        

      
        These stories contain graphic depictions of sex between consenting adults and features elements of hotwife, and multiple men. Reader discretion advised.

      

      

      

      Find it at:

      https://mybook.to/bmsharingittybitty

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            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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