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      An old crystal sun catcher hangs in the window from a fraying string. Its colors create a rainbow on the headrest of the couch. If my friend Katie moved a few inches, it would be on the back of her head. My gaze keeps coming back to the bright sparkles of light, and I admire the twinkling colors. The sun catcher seems out of place among the elegant décor, yet it must have some special meaning to Sabrina, my high school friend, who is hosting this small baby shower.

      Sabrina is the first one of us to get pregnant. She’s wealthy, and she loves hosting parties, so I was expecting a big to-do when I got here, but she only invited our close-knit group of friends from high school. Including Sabrina, there are six of us here.

      Katie and I drove here together; I wanted time alone with her to ask her for some advice about my marriage. Katie married her high school sweetheart and has been married for 14 years. I’ve only been with Sean for five years and our sex life has slowed down recently. He still thrills me in the bedroom, but we’re busy so we have less time to connect. I want to find out if Katie has any advice on how to keep the spice alive in a long-term relationship. We were too busy catching up on life and I didn’t get time to talk to her on the drive here. I’m hoping to bring it up on the way home.

      Sabrina left the room to get something to show us. Sabrina’s super sweet and is utterly adorable at eight months pregnant. Just being around her puts me in a good mood because she’s clearly living her best life and happy.

      A swarm of catering staff circles the room, which seems odd now that I think of it. There’s at least a one-to-one ratio of catering staff to guests, which is excessive for a baby shower. They’re all incredibly sexy men as well. What are the chances of that? Maybe they aren’t actually a catering crew and this is about to turn super raunchy when they all rip off their clothes and dance for us. That dark-haired guy across the room could come gyrate in my face while wearing just a banana hammock and I certainly wouldn’t complain.

      The guy notices I’m looking at him and he brings over a bottle of Champagne. Oooh, that’s right. Come over here and service me. God, I’m such a thirsty slut lately. I need my husband to fuck me into oblivion tonight.

      My body tingles as the dark-haired server refills my glass and I catch the eye of my friend, Ariana, sitting on a couch across from me. I tip my head towards the server and Ariana gives me a knowing look. Yeah, she’s thinking the same thing I am. There’s no way these sexy beefcakes are just servers. I know strippers aren’t a typical baby shower thing, but if someone was going to hire some, it would be Sabrina.

      As I take a sip of Champagne, I grin at Katie and try to get her to smile back at me. She’s looking grim for someone at a baby shower, and I wonder why. She needs to lighten up before the live entertainment starts.

      Sabrina finally joins us again. “Okay, everyone. You ready for the surprise?”

      I sit up straighter. Oh hell yeah, bring on the strippers! Sabrina waddles around the sofas and hands us each a business card. I’m momentarily disappointed. Um, this isn’t a stripper. When I examine the card, I’m baffled. It says “Plaything Resort” on the front and has a phone number and email address on the back.

      I look over at Ariana and I can tell she’s as confused as I am. Sabrina sits down and we all have to wait while she adjusts her dress around her. She’s really playing this up—but that’s why we all love her. Nothing is ever dull with her around.

      She smiles and laughs. “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.”

      No one says anything, and I turn the card over and read the name again: Plaything Resort. Who or what is the plaything?

      Ariana breaks the silence. “What is this?”

      Sabrina giggles. “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.”

      Oh fuck, there is no way Sean would go with me—or let ME go. This is totally wasted on me, but could you just imagine—a bunch of guys who look like the sexy caterer all over me? Mmm, yummy. My body heats and I’m probably blushing. Okay, so even if I’m never going to use this card, I can at least seduce my husband tonight.
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        * * *

      

      I don’t have time to talk to Katie about my declining sex life on the drive home. We’re too busy discussing the Plaything Resort—or rather, I’m discussing it, and Katie is on a tirade.

      “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.”

      Huh, so Katie knew about this already. I’m driving and trying to keep my attention on the road while my mind whirls. “Yeah, and it’s not like Sean would let me go, even if I wanted to.”

      “Exactly!” she bursts 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.”

      Katie continues to talk about the disgusting, perverted things that probably happen at the resort. Every point she makes sounds wonderful to me. A resort where people are there just to please me? My panties grow damp as I imagine a cock in my mouth, one in my pussy, and a guy sliding in the backdoor. I’ll be the freeuse toy for a bunch of men any day as long as my husband agrees to it. All those orgasms...

      Katie interrupts my thoughts. “Can we turn the air conditioning on? It’s warm today.”

      “Yep.” I turn the dial and the cool air blasts us. Oh yeah, that’s good. I was getting a little hot under the collar.

      When I pull into Katie’s driveway, she turns to me. “I’m sorry. I’ve been ranting, haven’t I?”

      Her eyes are glassy, and she’s just as flushed as I feel. Dang, she really hates this idea. To hell if I’m going to admit I’m ready to open my legs and tell a bunch of men to come and get it.

      I give her a smile. “It’s fine. I don’t know what Sabrina was thinking, either.”

      Yeah, Sabrina was just trying to be an amazing friend. Too bad I won’t be able to experience this once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. Katie thanks me for the ride and I can tell she’s miffed. Her poor husband is going to get an earful tonight.

      I’m not sure what I’m going to say to Sean. We’ve talked in the past about him sharing me because Ariana is a hotwife and loves it, but the conversation wasn’t ever serious. As I daydream on the rest of the drive that he wants to share me, I’m getting more and more turned on.
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      When I get home, I find out that Sean’s got a headache. There will be no seducing him tonight. Damnit, now my body needs to understand we’re not getting plowed by Sean while fantasizing about other guys’ cocks.

      I wait until the next morning over breakfast to tell him about the offer, and keep my tone light. “Hey love, I forgot to tell you the crazy gift Sabrina gave us at the shower.”

      He’s eating his favorite apples and cinnamon oatmeal and reading something on his phone. He pauses and looks at me. “She gave you a gift at her own baby shower?”

      “Well, there’s usually party favors or prizes from games, but this was a lot bigger than that.”

      I can tell he’s only half interested because he glances at his phone again. “She didn’t try to give you a puppy again, did she?”

      Sabrina once tried to give me a golden retriever puppy because she was buying the brother. The condo we live in isn’t the best location for a big dog, so I declined. “No, not a dog. She gave me a voucher for a weekend at a sex resort.”

      That gets him to stop looking at this phone. “A what resort?”

      “It’s a freeuse sex resort. We can go together or I can go alone.” I can tell he’s digesting this information.

      “Who is the freeuse person? You or them?”

      Why is he asking questions? He is supposed to laugh it off and say how Sabrina is nuts.

      “Uh, I think I am—or the person who goes. She said you go and they make all your fantasies come true.”

      He grins. “What if my fantasy is to use someone else?”

      My mouth almost drops open while my pussy buzzes. Um... can it be me, please? A vision of him using me wherever he wants around the condo pops into my head and it takes a moment for me to remember he asked a question. Okay, I need to focus.

      I laugh lightly. “The invitation was to ME, and I want to be the one used. She said couples could go together if they wanted to.”

      “Huh, interesting.” He goes back to looking at his phone.

      That’s it? That’s all he’s going to say? I’m slightly disappointed, but drop the conversation. It’s not like I expected him to say we should go.
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        * * *

      

      Sean presses his body against mine as he fucks me on the washing machine—or half on it. He found me doing laundry, kissed the back of my neck, and somehow that led to this: my panties are on the floor with me laying halfway on the washer with my legs wrapped around him. My hands are over my head, gripping the control panel. I hold on for dear life as my husband fucks me harder than he has in weeks.

      It’s been two days since I told him about the offer and he never mentioned it again, but it’s all I can think about. A weekend surrounded by beefy guys all there to use me as much as they want? That sounds like heaven on Earth to me. I’ve been turned on and trying to seduce him, but we’ve been busy like usual. It seems someone finally took the hint.

      We move in perfect harmony in a dance we’ve done hundreds of times in our five years together. My skin glistens with a light sheen of sweat, and my breath comes in gasps of pleasure. His hands explore my curves under my nightshirt, sending jolts of bliss shooting through my body.

      “Tiffany,” Sean moans as he thrusts harder and faster. “I want you to go to the resort.”

      Ohhh! My heart skips a beat., and I cry out, “Yessss,” as a wave of rapture ripples to my toes.

      Sean pulls on one of my nipples and I groan. I love when he does that. He switches to pinch the other nipple and I moan again. He knows exactly how rough I like it. Pings of delight shoot through my body and I clamp my legs around him harder, trying to draw him inside me as deep as I can.

      “Sean, I need to come.”

      He chuckles, “Not yet. I want to watch you squirm and writhe in pleasure.”

      He tugs on my legs, and I loosen them as he pulls out. I whimper and bite my lip to stifle my cries so the neighbors in the condo next to us don’t hear me. When I can tell he’s going to flip me over, I let go of the washing machine and help him. Setting my feet on the floor, I bend over and grip the top as he slides inside me from behind.

      “Fuuuck,” I moan loudly, and slap my hand over my mouth to muffle any further sounds.

      He drills into me, hitting every sensitive spot as his hands grasp my hips. I feel like I might burst from the pleasure.

      “You want a bunch of guys using you, don’t you?” His voice has a low growl that always gets me more worked up when he uses it.

      I nod and whimper as I arch my back.

      “Tell me, Tiffany.”

      My eyes roll back into my head and I remove my hand from my mouth so I can moan, “Yes. I want all those men to rail me.”

      He groans, “I married such a filthy slut,” as he pounds away, and wraps his hand around me to brush against my clit. His fingers tease my swollen nub, and I whimper in delight. My head spins as I speed towards my orgasm.

      I can’t keep quiet any longer and start begging, “Please. Can I come, please?”

      “Not yet, slut.”

      His deep voice sends a shiver down my spine as he hammers into me. I love it when he talks dirty. It’s always been a part of our relationship, and it’s one reason I hooked up with him. I’ve always had a voice kink, and Sean’s sexy voice hits all my buttons—but him talking dirty really lights my panties on fire.

      “I need to come,” I beg.

      He slaps my ass, and I gasp, almost coming right then from the surprise.

      “I’m not done with my slut.” He twists his hand in my hair, pulling my head back. “Don’t even think about coming.”

      I moan as he fucks me hard and fast. I close my eyes, surging against him as the bliss threatens to overwhelm me. My toes curl against the linoleum and my thighs quiver with pleasure. I imagine there’s a train of guys on my ass and it’s someone else’s hand pulling my hair. I chant, “Fuck me. Fuck me, harder,” as he slams me against the washing machine.

      Just when I think I can’t take any more, he spanks me again and groans, “Come for me, slut.”

      My body goes rigid as my pussy spasms. I moan as my orgasm takes over. I feel a gush of warmth between my legs. Oh fuck, that’s me. I don’t care that I’m making a mess as the rapture consumes me.

      He releases my hair and pulls out, and I’m so far gone, I almost don’t notice he hasn’t come.

      “Get on your knees.”

      I open my eyes and look over my shoulder at him in confusion. My brain is so fuzzy, I couldn’t even tell you my own name right now.

      “On your knees,” he repeats, his voice hard.

      Oh! My legs feel weak as I sink to the floor. He stands over me, with his shorts around his ankles, stroking my wetness onto his cock. He has a crazed look in his eyes and I can tell he’s beyond reason and needs to come. I love it when Sean loses control. It brings out the animalistic side of him and that’s when things like getting fucked against the washing machine happen.

      “Open your mouth. I want you to imagine how many cocks you’re going to suck at the resort.”

      Oh fuck, yes. I part my lips and stick out my tongue as he slides his cock between my lips. He moans as he thrusts into my mouth and I suck on him, loving the taste of my juices on him. It’s always extra dirty when he fucks me first and makes me clean him off.

      I envision some other guy’s cock in my mouth and moan around his shaft. Knowing that a bunch of men can pick which hole to use for the weekend makes me crave the debasement of being just a toy to be used. How many loads of cum will I take? I hollow my cheeks and suck on Sean as hard as I can, desperate to make him come. I want him to give him as much pleasure as he gave me.

      He groans, holding my head as he forces his cock into my mouth as far as it will go. I gasp a little and he releases me, sliding in and out of my willing mouth.

      “Oh god, that feels good, baby. Suck my cock.”

      He’s back to calling me baby, which means he’s really close to coming. I hold on to his legs and bob my head, deep throating him.

      He growls, “Faster, baby,” and I work my head up and down as quickly as I can, sucking his cock down to the base.

      I moan around him and caress his balls gently, knowing it usually makes him come. He cries out with his orgasm and his cock spasms in my mouth as the first spurt of cum hits the back of my throat. I swallow quickly and then swallow again, hoping he’s not done yet. He’s still twitching inside my mouth and I use my hand to milk his shaft, getting every drop out of him.

      “Mmm, fuck,” he pants as I lick and clean him up.

      When he gives a final all-body shudder, I can tell he’s finished. I sit back on my feet and grin up at him. “You sure you want me to go?”

      He looks down at me with utter love and devotion. “Yeah, baby. I want you to go.”

      Mmm, hell yeah. Guess this means I’m about to become a hotwife.
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      I arranged to go the same weekend as Ariana and we were going to drive together, but there was a work emergency that held me up for a day. Ariana went without me, and now I get the awkwardness of showing up alone. I wanted to hide behind her and make her check in for us. Plus, now I only get to stay one night. I was supposed to have had multiple orgasms by now.

      I’m annoyed and stressed on the three-hour drive. As I pull up to the iron gates at the resort, I punch in the keycode the owner gave me. Sean decided not to go with me. The idea of me fucking someone else turns him on, but he’s not ready to watch it yet. I respect that since I wouldn’t want to see him fucking another woman. I’m just thrilled he’s willing to share me at all.

      I drive slowly down a lane, gawking out the window at a gorgeous mansion with a fountain in front of it. Fuck a duck, this place is stunning. Now I’m even less amused by the cruel twist of fate of the work emergency on the ONE weekend I actually had plans.

      I park my car next to Ariana’s, but I don’t get out immediately. I need a minute to gather my courage. If I wasn’t so desperate for a bunch of guys to use me, I would have just canceled. I don’t like to travel alone like this. I’m shy and I need someone with me to talk to strangers. This just goes to show you how much of a slut I am since I’m willing to leave my comfort zone for cock.

      The owner, Chris, seemed nice, though. Before I could register for the resort, he and I talked on the phone about consent and safewords, and to go over a questionnaire. I had to fill out about my sexual limits. I assured him I’m excited for the weekend.

      God, I really do want this. My body tingles with sexual tension as I climb from my car. I smooth down my flowered sundress and grab my bag.

      A masculine voice behind me makes me jump. “Welcome, Tiffany. Glad you could make it!”

      Shit, where did he come from? I turn, and a gorgeous older man with salt and pepper hair grins at me. He’s fit, wearing a white button-down shirt and shorts that show off his toned legs. A jolt of lust runs through my body as his deep blue eyes twinkle at me. Okay, yeah, he could use me if he wanted.

      “H-hi,” I stammer and my face grows even warmer as my pussy gets more wet.

      He takes my bag from me, and I wordlessly let go of it. As I follow him up the stairs to the entrance, I admire his legs again. I need to stop eying the owner. He probably doesn’t play with the guests.

      He leads me to a reception desk and sets my bag on the counter. “I have some forms for you to sign.”

      Two guys walk in, smile at me, and lean against the wall. Uh... what’s this?

      “I just need to see your ID.”

      “Oh, sure.” I fish out my driver’s license from my bag while keeping an eye on the two men. They’re wearing swim shorts, tank tops, and no shoes. They both are super sexy, and I catch the taller one’s eye. He winks at me and I bite my lip.

      Chris hands my ID back to me and slides some paperwork and a pen towards me. The guys against the wall stand there while I quickly sign all the forms.

      “You’re all set, Tiffany. Just remember, everyone here knows your safeword and will abide by it.”

      Just hearing him mention my safeword makes my heart rate speed up. I have zero intention of using it. I want all the cocks I can get stuffed into every hole.

      “Thank you.” I smile at him, and try to look friendly, despite how nervous I am. I’m sure once I get a few cocks in me, I’ll loosen up.

      Chris tucks the papers into a folder and gestures to the guys against the wall. “They’ll show you to your cottage.”

      I pick up my bag, dropping my ID back in it, and one man steps forward. “I’ll take that for you.”

      “Thanks. Lead the way.”

      I follow them through the mansion and out some French doors onto a breathtaking deck. It’s midday, and the sun is shining. It’s one of those perfect days where there’s a refreshing breeze and it’s not too hot to be outside. The guys don’t say anything, but they pause at the edge of the deck right before we step down onto a stone path. I’m busy looking around at the lovely bushes past the deck when the taller one bends me over the railing.

      Oh shit, this is really happening. I can feel wetness leak into my panties, and I gasp as he grabs my hair and yanks it back, causing my head to snap up. Fuck, I love it when someone tugs on my hair and it was something I wrote on the questionnaire of likes and dislikes.

      “This is your first time here, isn’t it?” he growls in my ear.

      Whimpering in delight, I nod. God, his voice is so sexy.

      He pulls my hair again. "Use your words."

      I gasp out a yes, and he slides his hand down my back and caresses my ass through my sundress.

      “I’m going to fuck your sweet cunt.”

      I whimper again and wiggle my ass at him. Oh yes, please fuck me.

      He yanks my dress up over my ass, nudges the hem of my panties to the side, and rubs my clit. I’m already so wet from thinking about what would happen this weekend, he could slide his cock right in.

      I moan out in pleasure, and he laughs. “You’re eager to be a freeuse slut, aren’t you?”

      Yes, yes, I am. I want all these men to use me. I don’t respond to him, and instead rock against his hand.

      He slides two fingers inside me and fucks me for a moment. My head spins while I hold on to the railing. This is exactly what I need—a guy taking what he wants from me.

      I whimper in protest when he pulls out. “I’m not sure I’m going to let you come. I might just keep you desperate for every cock and never satisfied. We’re going to go slow and enjoy you over and over again.”

      What? That’s not what I want. I don’t have time to protest because he pulls his fingers out of my pussy and shoves them into my mouth. I suck on them hard, moaning as I swirl my tongue and taste my wetness on him.

      “Good girl, you’re a good sucker. You’re going to be a fun toy to break in.”

      I groan as his fingers leave my mouth, and he slides them back into my pussy.

      “You’re already soaked, like a good little slut.”

      I requested dirty talk on the forms I filled out, and this is fabulous. He keeps thrusting his fingers in and out of me until I’m on the verge of an orgasm. He removes them fully and I whine in protest.

      “Come with us,” he says, as he pulls me upright. I stand on wobbly legs and I can feel my wetness coating my inner thighs. He leads me to the path and my high-heeled sandals click on the stone walkway. The second guy is next to me, still carrying my bag. He gives me a sexy grin as he looks me up and down.

      “You're gorgeous,” he murmurs.

      My heart skips a beat. This is all happening so fast. I try to smile back at him, but it comes out as a nervous grimace. “Thank you.”

      He reaches over and tugs on my arm, and we both stop walking. I squeal as he squeezes my breast through my dress.

      “Oooh, nice tits.”

      The tall guy stops walking and watches us while the shorter guy palms my tit. I can’t help but push my chest into his hand. I’ve been horny as fuck for days and I’m ready to be ravished.

      He leans in closer and whispers in my ear. “We’re going to use you all night because you’re a slut who wants this.”

      He’s right. I am. My pussy is aching for him to fuck me right now. He releases my breast, and we walk again, this time closer together. I can sense his hungry gaze on me and my body vibrates in anticipation.

      I smell the pool before it’s in view, and the guys pause and usher me to go first. The tall one speaks. “Your cabin is just past the pool. Keep following the path. We’re right behind you.”

      Oh yeah, they are so going to bend me over something whenever they want. Why else are they behind me? When the pool comes into sight, a broad grin lights up my face. It’s Ariana! And she’s bent over a table while her husband fucks her. I didn’t know Keith was coming. She looks dazed and happy. I give her a little wave and two thumbs up. You go, girl—get that cock.
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      When we get to my cottage, the men follow me inside. The short one sets my bag on the bed as I poke my head in every nook and cranny of the one-bedroom cottage. It’s cozy and decorated with light blue tones. There’s a large bathroom with a separate shower and a massive tub that could fit four people. I doubt I’ll have time to take a bath with only one night here, but I could imagine plenty of fun ways to use a bathtub of that size. The kitchenette, dining area, and living room are small, but fine for my needs.

      Once I’m satisfied with my inspection, I turn to the men. Both of them are leaning against the wall again. This must be part of their performance. Mmm, they really are gorgeous. Both of them are muscular and tanned. I’d love to run my hands under either of their shirts and see if they have six-packs. I suspect they do. Yeah, okay, I’m ready to be used. The rules for the resort are that I can’t ask for it. I have to wait for someone to do whatever they want to me. Someone better fuck me soon.

      The taller one grins at me. “I’m Max.” He gestures to the other guy. “And that’s Arlo.”

      “Nice to meet you both.” I’m still smiling nervously and can’t help the flush on my cheeks as I gaze up at them with wide eyes. My voice cracks as I add, “I’m Tiffany.”

      Oh god, they already knew my name from when Chris said it during check-in. I blush even harder and dip my head to hide my embarrassment. I probably sound stupid.

      Max steps close and tips my chin up. I meet his gaze and my body hums to life. There’s a hardness in his eyes that makes me shiver. This is a guy who’ll enjoy using me.

      He gives me a crooked smile right before he spins me around and shoves me against the nearest wall. My cheek is against the textured plaster and I get a surreal feeling like I’m living in a porno. Does this actually happen to people outside of movies? He pins my shoulder to the wall with one hand and pulls my dress up over my ass with the other, just like he did on the porch.

      I gasp in shock when he shoves my panties aside and thrusts two fingers into my pussy. Jesus, would he stop with the finger fucking and just give me his damn cock? I moan and gyrate against his hand, trying to get friction on my clit.

      His breath is warm in my ear. “So this is how tonight will go. Earlier, we drew straws, and I won, so you’re mine. I have to decide if I want to share you.”

      My head spins at his words. Um, wait. Do I get a vote in this? I came here to be used by a bunch of men, not just one hot guy.

      Max continues. “But since I share everything with Arlo, he’s an exception. He gets to use you without my permission.”

      I moan and rotate my hips, imagining one of them in my mouth and one in my pussy. I wanted someone in all my holes, but I’d be okay with two. My entire body is on fire and I desperately need a cock inside me.

      Max stops fingering me and drags me to the bed. I fall onto my stomach on the mattress and he grabs my hips, forcing me up on my knees. Ooooh, it’s going to happen! My pussy buzzes in anticipation as Max slides my underwear down my legs. He leaves my sandals on and bunches my dress up around my waist, exposing my bare pussy to his view. Since I figured there would be more guys between my legs than normal, I tidied up the lawn down below before this trip and left just a small landing strip. I’m glad I took the time. I’m feeling sexy and ready to be fucked.

      Max whistles. “Arlo, come see this pretty little pussy we get to fuck.”

      Oh god, wait. I didn’t consider how I would feel with multiple eyes examining me at the same time. In my head, it was one-on-one with multiple men in a row. Lowering my face to the bed, I try to hide my flaming cheeks in my hands as Arlo stands behind me. I try not to squirm, knowing they are both examining my pussy. Wetness leaks down my inner thigh, and my stomach tenses from a mix of desire and humiliation from being examined so closely.

      Arlo swipes a finger up the middle of my pussy lips. I moan and wiggle my ass against his hand, silently begging for more. He laughs as if he’s delighted with my response as he slides his finger in, filling me up.

      I sigh in pleasure, but he quickly pulls his hand away, leaving me feeling empty again. What the hell, man? Why are they only toying with me and not fucking me? Are they trying to drive me insane? A zing heads straight between my legs and I’m aching to feel a cock slide inside me.

      Max slaps my ass cheek hard, and I jump in surprise. “Are you going to be a good slut for us?”

      I pant as the heat from his hand fades and I become more aroused by the second. “Yes,” I gasp out. “I want to be used.”

      Max takes hold of my hair and yanks my head back, pulling me up on my hands, and I cry out with painful pleasure and I almost come from the rough treatment. My entire body throbs with desire. God, I’m a mess right now.

      I feel Arlo’s hands rubbing the spot on my ass cheek where Max just spanked me, and I moan again. Shit, I’m going to beg soon.

      As Arlo strokes me, Max says, “You’re so fucking wet,” right before he sinks his cock into my pussy, filling me up as he slides in to the hilt. He’s got a long, thick cock, and he pings all my nerve endings as bliss almost overtakes me.

      I cry out in delight as he uses my hair as reins, keeping me upright on my knees as he makes me ride his cock. This is exactly what I came for—a hot guy taking what he wants from me, using me for his gratification.

      He fucks me vigorously, and I can feel my breasts bouncing underneath my sundress. So much for my strapless bra having good support. I try to rock backwards to keep up with his thrusts, and I’m quickly working up a sweat. I feel myself edging close to an orgasm, but right before I come, Max groans and I feel his warm cum bathe my inner walls.

      He lets go of my hair and slides out of me while I collapse onto the bed. Nooo, what? Arlo brushes my hair out of my face and smiles at me. “We’ll see you later.”

      I’m dazed and my pussy twitches as the two men leave me. When the door clicks shut, I moan and close my eyes as my entire body cries in protest of the stolen orgasm. I’m not sure I’ll survive the night if they don’t let me come.

      I gather up my panties from around my knees and pull them up, smoothing my dress down over my ass. As I sit on the edge of the bed, his cum leaks into my panties. I take a moment to recover. I think Sabrina’s idea of a good time differs slightly from mine.

      Once I can think again, I dig my phone out of my bag and text Sean.

      
        
          
            
              
        TIFFANY

      

      
        I’ve been toyed with twice so far without coming.

      

      

      

      

      

      I include a pouty face emoji. He’s quick to respond.

      
        
          
            
              
        SEAN

      

      
        Poor baby. If they send you home unsatisfied, I’ll take care of you. I promise.

      

      

      

      

      

      Awww, yeah, that’s why I love him. I’m about to reply with a kissy GIF, but a picture of his hard cock pops up with a message underneath.

      
        
          
            
              
        SEAN

      

      
        With this.

      

      

      

      

      

      Desire flutters in my core, and I admire the prominent veins on his shaft. I can tell it’s from today based on what he’s wearing. Oooh, I can have fun with this since he didn’t see my pussy after I shaved. I quickly take off my panties and climb onto the bed, pulling my dress up and spreading my knees so the camera on my phone has a graphic view. It’s awkward but I’m satisfied with the result. My pussy lips are wet and swollen from being used, and I can see Max’s cum dripping out of me. I send a message with my picture.

      
        
          
            
              
        TIFFANY

      

      
        You’ll take care of this?

      

      

      

      

      

      His response is immediate.

      
        
          
            
              
        SEAN

      

      
        Yes, now go find a cock to make you more of a mess. I want some good stories when you get home.

      

      

      

      

      

      He gets the kissy GIF from me, and I tell him I love him. I set my phone on the bed and spring up, determined to find someone to fuck me. I’d seen Ariana down by the pool—maybe there are more men there and I can tempt them to use me?

      I brought a bikini so I’d be ready for anything. As I’m changing, I spot a map of the grounds on the dresser and examine it. The game room intrigues me, but when I see they have a sauna, I know I’ve found where I want to go first. If no one fucks me on the way there, at least I can get some relaxation out of the night.

      I abandon my sandals for some flip-flops and set out towards the pool. The sauna was close to it, and I’m curious whether Ariana is still around getting fucked by her husband.

      As I walk, I admire the luxurious landscaping and manicured paths. This is an elaborate resort for only one group of people to enjoy at a time, and other than not having an orgasm yet, this place is ideal for a weekend away to unwind.

      When I reach the pool, I pause to take it all in. There is a hot tub, lounge chairs, and a full-sized diving board on one side of the pool. A small crowd is gathered around the table that I last saw Ariana bent over. Curiosity gets the better of me and I skirt along the edge of the pool area, hoping no one notices me. What I find makes me smile with delight.

      Two guys are using Ariana while Keith and two other men watch. Ariana is on her back and her pussy is on display for everyone to see. One man is between her legs, while the other guy is thrusting his cock into her mouth. Damn, that’s hot.

      I’m tempted to stay and see what happens, but as I listen to her moans, I feel myself heating up. It’s probably better if I don’t get turned on watching my best friend fuck a bunch of dudes. Though... maybe it’s too late?

      I’m still wondering if I’m forever going to be visualizing her being railed by the pool as I step into the sauna. It’s empty and I sigh in disappointment. The men are too busy fucking Ariana to be in here. Oh well, time to relax.

      After a few minutes, the room is full of steam and I’m thoroughly hot. I’m lying down on one of the long benches with my eyes closed. When the door opens, I peek through my eyelashes and hold in a smile when I see Max and Arlo stroll in. They’re shirtless and wearing just their shorts.

      They say nothing to me, so I stay on my back as they pick out benches next to each other across from me. As I watch them, my pussy tingles again. They are both hot as sin and have chiseled bodies. Arlo has more muscle on his frame than Max, but they are both broad shouldered with trim waists. I can clearly see that their cocks are hard underneath their shorts, so why aren’t they fucking me yet?

      Arlo turns to look at Max. They smile and shrug in some sort of silent communication, then rise and walk over to my bench. Arlo works on turning the heat and steam off, while Max straddles my chest, hovering over me, and points his cock towards my mouth.

      “Open up. It’s time to really see how well you suck cock.”

      I moan as the head slides between my lips, his thick length filling my throat. He smells like citrus body wash, so I can tell he has showered recently. I swirl my tongue around his shaft, trying to maximize his pleasure. This was the part I craved—a guy just taking what he wants without asking me.

      Max puts his hand on the wall behind me so he can lean in and fuck my mouth. My pussy grows wetter with each stroke. Arlo peels my bikini bottoms off and then settles between my legs. He pulls my knees up so he can sit on the bench close enough to my pussy to rub the tip of his cock along my slick folds. I moan around Max’s cock as pings of bliss radiate through my body. Please god, I hope they fuck me long enough for me to come.

      Arlo sinks into my pussy as I whimper. Fuuuck, this feels so good. I wrap my legs around Arlo and then reach up to grip Max’s thighs as he steadily drills into my mouth. Arlo is thrusting up into me hard and fast, and I clench around him, trying to keep him inside me.

      Max’s cock twitches on my tongue and he pulls out, rubbing the head across my lips. I lick and suck on the tip of his cock, enjoying the taste of his pre-cum.

      He groans, “You’re a good cocksucker.”

      I moan and nod, flicking my tongue against the sensitive underside of his head. When he stands up, I’m disappointed. I wanted him to blow his load into my throat.

      In what seems like a choreographed routine, Max sits on the bench behind my head and lifts my shoulders as Arlo leans back until he’s flat on the bench. Max helps me sit up and straddle Arlo. As soon as I’m stable, he pushes my shoulders down until my face is close to Arlo’s.

      Arlo smiles at me, and gives me a cute, “Hi,” before pulling me into a deep kiss. Our tongues swirl together as the door swings open, letting cool air in. I can’t see who it is, but another masculine voice greets us.

      “Hey, you guys want a third?”

      Max replies with a laugh. “Only if you brought lube.”

      My pussy clamps down around Arlo and my toes curl from pleasure. Hell yeah, we want a third. I’ve always been too shy to contemplate doing anything wild like this. That’s what makes this freeuse resort so wonderful. I don’t have to even talk to the guys and they’re fucking me.

      My head whirls as my tongue duels with Arlo’s. I almost don’t hear the new guy’s response.

      “I actually have some.”

      Oh god, no way is this random. He didn’t just walk in here carrying lube. My body ignites as I hear the cap opening a second before someone’s finger rubs cold moisture around my asshole. I moan as the person works the lube into me. Yeah, I don’t care if this was planned. This is fucking awesome.

      When the person removes their finger, the tip of a cock replaces it. I break off my kiss and glance over my shoulder. It’s Max.

      He holds onto my hips, smiles at me, and starts sinking in. The pressure is painful but feels so damn good. My eyelids flutter and I sigh as Arlo thrusts his hips up, fucking me and forcing Max’s cock further into my ass. Motion by my head makes me focus. The new guy’s cock is by my lips.

      Oooooh, all three holes at once! They really listened to what I put on the forms. I open my mouth and suck on the new cock greedily while Max’s cock stretches my ass open. I’ve never had two men—so three at once is mind blowing. Time slows down as the men use me. I close my eyes and let myself experience the pleasure through all my senses.

      The room is still warm, and our bodies are slick with sweat, which only makes this seem dirtier. Max uses my hips to control my motions as he strokes in and out of my ass. Each thrust forces me to grind down onto Arlo’s shaft. They‘re both big and fill me completely. I squeeze around them as I moan from the euphoria of being thoroughly used.

      The guy in my mouth speeds up, and I wrap my fingers around his shaft to help hold his cock steady as he face fucks me. When he applies pressure on the back of my head, I open my mouth wider and take him in as deep as I can until he hits the back of my throat. I gag, but quickly recover.

      Our moans and groans, along with the wet slapping sounds of our bodies colliding, fill the small room. My head spins from how erotic everything is. As my rapture builds, my heart races and my entire body hums from the approaching orgasm. This is beyond anything I’ve experienced before and the ecstasy builds in layers until I can’t take it any longer.

      I scream out around the cock in my mouth as an intense release shoots pleasure from my fingertips to my toes. The waves of rapture keep coming as I ride the cocks in my pussy and ass, mindless about anything other than the bliss their cocks create inside me.

      Max groans, “I’m going to come,” right before he plunges into my ass one last time and then explodes. His coming triggers Arlo, and Arlo’s cock pulsates for a moment before filling my pussy with warm cum.

      The third guy’s cock twitches against my lips as he rasps out his climax, spurting his load into my mouth. I swallow what I can, but it’s too much for my throat and some streams out of my mouth. When he’s done coming and pulls out, I try to catch my breath and my panting turns into a moan as Max withdraws from my ass.

      I’m limp from my orgasm, but I can feel myself tightening around Arlo in an effort to keep him inside me longer. It seems to work because he hasn’t pulled out yet and is still breathing heavily from his own orgasm.

      When he grimaces, Max picks me up off of Arlo’s cock. He cradles me in his arms as the new guy helps him open the door. Max carries me out in the cool air and I take a few deep breaths. Okay, yeah, it’s good to be in the fresh air. He sits down on a chair by the pool and settles me into his lap. The new guy hurries over with a bottle of water. I’m not sure how he got it that fast, but I don’t care.

      He hands me the bottle without a cap and I take several deep sips, washing down his cum. I’m sure I look like a mess. I’m naked from the waist down, with cum and saliva running down my chin. Yeah... I don’t care.

      When the new guy can tell I’m finished drinking, he takes the bottle from me while I cuddle against Max’s chest. Max rubs my back and I float in a happy daze as the breeze cools me down.

      When he breaks the silence, his voice is husky. “You’re a very naughty girl.”

      “I wanted to be fucked.” I giggle and nod against his chest in emphasis.

      He leans in, his mouth close to my ear. “We’re not done with you yet.”

      A thrill ripples down my back as he stands up, still holding me, and walks over to the edge of the pool. I get no warning before he jumps into the water with me in his arms. I scream, but close my mouth before I hit the water. When we come up for air, he laughs while I grin at him. I guess this will get me clean. He swims up to me and propels me towards the edge of the pool.

      When my back hits the rim, he kisses me deeply as he takes off my bikini top. He tosses it behind him, and I almost protest that I might lose it, but realize it doesn’t matter. Hell, my bottoms are probably still in the sauna.

      The murmur and laughs from a group of men head this direction. I try to break off the kiss to see who it is, but Max pulls me tighter against him, not letting me escape. The group greets us and several guys jump into the pool. My body hums to life, wondering what’s about to happen.

      Max finally stops kissing me, and I barely get time to look around the pool before he spins me and boosts me up. I’m bent over the edge with my ass out of the water.

      “Come and get it boys, the freeuse slut is open for business.”

      Ohhh, god. This is dirty. Being treated like a fucktoy makes me crave being one. I lay the side of my face on the concrete and embrace the moment as someone positions themselves behind me. There’s a ledge under the water, and it’s wide enough for the guys to stand on and fuck me.

      The guy at my ass grasps my hips and lines his cock up with my pussy. He sinks into me slowly while Max stands next to me. Max runs his hands between my chest and the concrete so he can tweak my nipples. I whimper at the pain, and my pussy tightens around the cock inside me. Oh god, the stories I’m going to have to tell Sean when I get home. I daydream that Sean is jerking off tonight as he imagines what is happening to me. The reality is so much better than anything I thought it would be, and Sean is going to love hearing about my slutty adventure.

      As the guy slams into me, Max talks in my ear, “You’re such a slutty cumdumpster whore, taking all these loads.”

      I whimper at his words and my mind goes blank. I am a whore. Only the most depraved sluts would want a bunch of strangers to use her without the promise of an orgasm. Max continues to call me filthy things, and every sentence sinks me further into the mindset that makes me want to be exactly what he claims.

      It’s almost a surprise when I orgasm. As the waves of ecstasy crash into me, the guy in my pussy groans with his release. He fucks his cum back up into me for a moment before pulling out. He’s immediately replaced by someone else.

      Ohhh, god. The new guy’s cock is thicker than any I’ve had yet, and I’m panting by the time he’s fully inside me. When he starts thrusting, it short circuits my entire body. I shiver and cry out as another orgasm overwhelms me. When I come down from the peak, I’m lightheaded and utterly relaxed.

      He drills into me a few more times before roaring as he comes. After he pulls out, it’s just a line of guys. I have no idea how many guys fuck me. One guy doesn’t even use my pussy; he just slaps the head of his cock against my clit repeatedly while he jacks himself off until he erupts against my cunt.

      More cocks rub against my bare skin while I float in a dreamlike state. My pussy aches, but it feels good at the same time. When someone comes around in front of me, I let out a tiny laugh, knowing they’re going to demand I suck them off. Max grins at me as he kneels and positions himself so his cock is by my head.

      I lean up on my forearms and take him into my mouth, sucking him slowly while the other guys fuck me and force me to take Max in deeper. It feels incredible to be used like this. When he comes in my mouth, I swallow what I can before he pulls out.

      Someone else takes his place, and then another, until my mouth is full of cock and my pussy is dripping from all the loads of cum I take. I don’t know how many orgasms I have. When the guys eventually stop, Max pulls me into the water and holds on to me while I float on my back with my eyes closed. I experience a moment of pure joy while I’m weightless in the water. The connection with Max makes me feel safe.

      After a while, he pulls me into his arms and carries me out of the pool. I snuggle against his chest and keep my eyes closed. I open them again when we’re entering my cottage. Max takes me into the bathroom and stands me up. I sway and lean on the bathroom vanity while he rubs me with a fluffy towel. I’m dopey from pleasure, and all I can do is smile.

      He grins back at me, and when I’m dry, he bundles me up in a robe and leads me to the dining room. I sit down and he fetches me a tray of meat and cheese rolls from the fridge, along with crackers and cold apple juice. This seems planned also, and awesome.

      Max watches over me as I eat. When he can tell I’m finished, he carries me to the bed. He lays me down, snuggles behind me, and wraps his arms around me. “Do you want me to stay the night?”

      I shiver as I come down from the intense high of being fucked by so many men, and I’m grateful for his offer. “Yes, please stay.”

      He kisses my ear and whispers. “I’ll be here, so relax and sleep when you can.”

      As he rubs my back and shoulders, I let my mind drift over the evening. Ohhh, this is so damn nice. I almost feel like crying. This moment right here might be the best thing about the resort.

      After a while, exhaustion overpowers me. Right before I fall asleep, I imagine Sean’s reaction when I tell him about tonight. I can’t wait to get home and share it with him. This really was a once-in-a-lifetime experience.

      I fall asleep with the biggest smile on my face.

      
        
        The End

      

        

      
        Want more sexy freeuse stories?

        Join my newsletter for a bonus story between Tiffany and Sean.

        Find it at:

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

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Used for Pleasure

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        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

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            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

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About Lacey Cross

          

        

      

    

    
      Bored part-time housewife that turned to erotica writing during the pandemic and found out she loved it. Writes short stories of hotwife and BDSM.

      Find Lacey’s books at: https://amazon.com/author/laceycross

      Her alter ego, April Cross, is an erotic romance pen name. She writes ghost pepper spicy romances that are really just an excuse to write a ton of sex—preferably with a hint of BDSM.

      She's lived in the Pacific Northwest her entire life and loves it.

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