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      My friends and I smile at each other, but my gaze quickly drops to the ground. I wish I could fully enjoy this moment since this should be a joyous occasion. Sabrina planned this swanky baby shower for herself, and it was sweet of her to do that since she’s the one we should all be treating like a pregnant goddess.

      My thoughts keep drifting to Austin and our marriage, and it’s difficult to relax and set my worries aside. It feels like the magic is gone. We’ve been together for seven years and finally tied the knot a year ago, and now we haven’t had sex in a month. Where did the passion go? We used to fuck like rabbits all the time, but now it seems like it’s gone.

      I’m just as horny as ever, and I’ve offered to suck his cock whenever he wants, but he keeps saying he’s exhausted. What sort of guy is always too tired for a blowjob? I know it’s not because I suck—heh—at giving them. He was more than willing to be the recipient of my world-class blowjobs for years. The worst part is I know he’s watching porn and jacking off. Why isn’t he talking to me—or better yet, fucking me?

      “Relax,” Holly, my closest friend, mouths at me from a couch directly across from mine.

      I fight the urge to stick my tongue out at her and smile instead. Okay, time to focus on this party. The baby shower is a small, intimate gathering. There’s six of us, counting Sabrina, and we’ve all been friends since high school. We’re relaxing in Sabrina’s luxurious living room while a catering company serves us food and bubbly. I bet the couch I’m sitting on costs more than six months of my mortgage—and there are three couches in the living room. Sabrina and her husband are over the moon for each other, so I know she didn’t marry him for his money, but she sure found herself a perfect sugar daddy.

      Katie is next to me, and a crystal sun catcher hanging in the window casts a pretty rainbow on the couch behind her. Every time she moves, it almost touches her head. I love crystals, and that small rainbow brings me comfort. Life can’t be all bad when there’s beauty in the world.

      Sabrina leaves the room for a few minutes, and when she comes back, she hands out business cards. Are we about to play a game? I’m intrigued by the sleek black card with shimmering silver words that say ‘Plaything Resort’ and not paying attention to what’s going on until Sabrina speaks.

      “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.”

      I twirl the card between my fingers. Oooh, maybe a vacation is just what Austin and I need. I’ll bring a bunch of sexy lingerie and—

      “What is this?” Ariana breaks into my thoughts by directing the question to Sabrina.

      When Sabrina giggles in response, I have a hard time holding in my grin. She’s got such an adorable laugh. “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.”

      Wait, what the hell? My heart pounds as I stare at the business card, and my panties grow damp as I imagine multiple men fucking me non-stop for a weekend. Why is she giving this to us?

      Austin has joked about me being with other guys a few times, but I’m sure he wouldn’t really want that. Sure, we’re going through a dry spell, but that doesn’t mean I need other men to fill the void. I should buy a new toy. That might help since the lack of sex is making me think about dry humping the nearest hot guy. One of the men on the catering staff is attractive, though his legs are kind of scrawny. I bet I could find some real hunks at the resort who have thick, muscular thighs to ride. Mmm, yeah, that sounds perfect.

      Shit, I need to get my mind out of the gutter. Austin and I had some pretty wild times before, but this freeuse resort makes anything we’ve done seem tame. Sabrina said we could go there on our own or with our husbands. Yeah, as if Austin would go with me. He barely wants to fuck me himself. Why would he want to watch other men using me? Can I just go without telling him?

      My stomach muscles tighten, and I sigh. What the fuck, I will not cheat on my husband. I need to talk to him about how I’m feeling and what I want.

      Holly stares at me, as if she’s trying to figure out what’s going on with me, and I give her a bright smile. I’m not faking this very well. I need to do better.

      The rainbow on the couch catches my eye again, and I study the crystal in the window. Something about the crystal is off. The cord it’s hanging from is frayed. Why have an old crystal in a decadent living room?

      This isn’t the right time to ask Sabrina about it, so I push it out of my thoughts as I fold the business card and tuck it in my pocket. The gift of a weekend at the resort is a nice gesture, but I’ll never use it. The card is going straight into the trash when I get home.
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      I try to forget about the business card for the next week and even go as far as throwing it away in the trashcan in my home office so Austin won’t accidentally see it. There’s no way I’m going to talk to Austin about a freeuse resort.

      It’s the middle of my workday and I’m fixing lunch when my cell phone rings. When I see it’s Holly, a rush of happiness makes me smile. I haven’t talked to any of my friends since the baby shower, and Holly always knows everything about everyone. She’ll give me any juicy gossip.

      “Hey, Hols, what’s going on?”

      Holly launches right into talking about the baby shower. “So get this...Sabrina just called me to invite me to lunch tomorrow. I get the feeling it’s about the resort. She’s totally crazy if she thinks I’m going to that place. She knows Carlos and I are trying to get pregnant.”

      I laugh. Sabrina is batshit crazy if she thinks any of us are going to the resort—well, except maybe Ariana. Her husband lets her fuck other guys, so that’s their lifestyle.

      I try to placate Holly. “I doubt she expects you to go.”

      She gives a “hmm,” like she’s thinking. “I don’t know about that. Everyone else is going. Are you going?”

      Wait...what’s this? “No! Are you sure everyone else is going?”

      “Yep. That’s what Sabrina told me.”

      She’s got to be wrong. “There’s no fucking way Katie would go. Trevor would throw a fit.”

      Holly giggles. “Trevor is going with Katie.”

      “Oh, wow. That’s wild.”

      We chat a little longer and then say our goodbyes. I’m still reeling from the news that everyone else is going to the resort. That can’t be true. I’m sure Holly misunderstood. Shit, I don’t have time for this. I need to get back to work.
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        * * *

      

      All afternoon, I daydream about fucking a bunch of beefy guys. That would make up for lack of cock for the last five weeks. We used to have sex at least three times per week, so that’s three multiplied by five weeks...yep, I’m going to need fifteen orgasms. We won’t count the ones I had by myself—those are freebies.

      Austin is picking up teriyaki chicken takeout for dinner since neither of us feels like cooking. I’m still distracted by my filthy thoughts when Austin gets home with the food. Normally I’m talkative, but I’m lost in my daydream while we eat. I feel his eyes on me, and I smile at him to show him nothing is wrong—well, nothing new is wrong.

      When he’s finished, he sets his fork down and studies me. I blush and feel guilty, as if he can read my thoughts and knows I’m fantasizing about other men with thick cocks pounding away at me.

      “So...what’s wrong?” he finally asks.

      Ugh, I don’t know what to tell him, so I lie. “Nothing. I’m just a little tired today.”

      He nods and collects our dirty plates. When he turns back to me, he says, “Anything going on at work?”

      “No, it’s not work.” I sigh, and in an impulsive moment I blurt out, “Why aren’t we having sex?”

      Oh god, I can’t believe I just said that. I can feel my face flush, and I fidget in my chair. What if I don’t want to know the answer? I needed to prepare for this conversation.

      He comes over and kisses me on the forehead. “I’m sorry, Raven. I love you.”

      Well, that was a non-answer if I ever heard one. He takes the dishes to the sink and is quiet for a moment, so I’m surprised when he continues. “I thought things would be different.”

      “Different?” I suddenly feel like I’m tiptoeing through a field of landmines, and I wasn’t told there was a battle going on.

      “Yeah...marriage.”

      Oh fuck, he’s not happy. My dinner rebels in my stomach and I’m confused, so I snap at him, “Austin, we lived together almost six years before we got married. What did you think was going to be different?”

      He shrugs. “You don’t seem like you’d be interested in...things.”

      My face heats and I know I’m a bright pink. “Like what?”

      He hesitates for a moment and then shrugs. “Never mind.”

      “No, what is it?” He can’t just say that and not finish the thought.

      He sighs and moves to the kitchen table and sits down. “The idea of you fucking other guys. I thought you’d be interested in doing it, eventually.”

      My mind goes completely blank for a second before something clicks. “Are you talking about those jokes you always make?”

      “They weren’t jokes, Raven. Or I didn’t want them to be.”

      “Why in the hell would you think I’d want to fuck other guys?” I explode. He doesn’t know I was thinking about it sometimes.

      He looks surprised by my incredulous tone. “I don’t know. It’s just a fantasy. I thought you’d like the freedom.”

      Everything feels surreal, and I’m quiet for a moment before finally saying, “I’m confused.”

      He takes my hand. “It’s just something I’ve thought about. I thought we could do it together or something. I didn’t know how to bring it up.”

      Something that feels dangerously like excitement stirs in my gut. “You want to watch me fuck other guys?”

      He smiles, and the twinkle is back in his eyes. “Or watch them fuck you.”

      My mouth drops open. “Wait. Sit here. I’ll be right back.”

      He nods, and now it’s his turn to look confused. I dash into my home office and dig in the trash for the black business card. Butterflies dance in my stomach when I come back into the kitchen and put it in his hand.

      “What’s this?”

      “That...” I give him a saucy grin as I slide into the chair across from him again, “...is our ticket to a freeuse resort for a weekend where you can watch tons of men fuck me. Do you want to go with me?”

      He plays with the folded card, and I’m surprised when he frowns and his face flushes like he’s upset. “When did you get this, and why didn’t you tell me about it before?”

      “Sabrina gave this to me at the baby shower. She gave one to the whole gang. I didn’t tell you because I didn’t think you’d want to do this.” I reach across the table and take his hand. “I threw it out. I just haven’t emptied the can yet.”

      He thinks about that for what feels like an eternity before he says, “You didn’t think I’d want to do this, but did you want to do this?”

      My husband is the love of my life and it shouldn’t be difficult to talk about my dirtiest fantasies, but I’m still bashful about admitting I want a bunch of guys to fuck me. Biting my bottom lip, I nod sheepishly and then giggle. “The thought has some appeal…just a little.”

      “Just a little?” He raises his eyebrows at me, and I feel myself blush as I lower my eyes to the table.

      A neediness builds in my core and I fight the urge to squirm. “Yeah, just a tiny bit.”

      “Well…” He rises, tugging me up with him. “It’s a good thing you didn’t toss out the trash yet.”

      His eyes blaze as he lifts me and deposits me onto the kitchen table. I can’t even ask what he’s doing before his lips crash down on mine passionately, his tongue gliding into my mouth as he pins me against the dining surface.

      “Austin, what’s got into you?” I gasp in surprise as he yanks my pants and panties off. He spreads my legs and then steps back to observe me. Oh god, this is dirty. It’s odd to feel laid bare for him like this, and I want to move my hand to cover my pussy, but I force myself to let him look.

      “I’m going to fuck you,” he growls. “Right here on this table. I want to watch you writhe and plead for more.”

      His cock is rock hard, straining against his pants, and I whimper as he yanks his zipper down and pulls it out.

      I can feel wetness dripping from me, and I can’t resist teasing him. “You like the idea of watching me fuck other guys this much?”

      “Oh yeah, baby. But I’m going to like it more when you beg me to let all those other guys fuck you.”

      He steps forward and pushes into me without warning. His cock stretches me wide open as he pounds away at me. I gasp and moan from the intense pleasure, my legs splayed as wide as I can get them as he fucks me hard and deep. The table wobbles, and I’m afraid it’s going to collapse, but he keeps fucking me, his eyes on mine the entire time.

      Pings of delight swirl in my core. I’m ready to beg him to let me go to the resort. “Please, Austin, please let me go.”

      He continues to talk dirty. “You want them to line up and fuck you hard and deep?”

      Each word makes my mind spin. I’m so close to an orgasm. “Yes, oh god, yes. I want to be used and fucked until I can’t walk.”

      “Good girl,” he growls. “I want you to come for me and think about all those men filling you full of cum.”

      The moment he says that, I imagine men coating me with cum, and I explode around him, crying out, “Ohhh, god!” My pussy clenches and milks his cock as he fucks me through my orgasm.

      When his cock pulses, he groans and a warmth fills me as he unloads deep inside me. He keeps fucking his cum back up into me as the pleasure turns to soft ripples of joy.

      Jesus Christ. Who is this man?

      As I pant and try to catch my breath, he pulls out and tugs me up for a kiss. “Now we can go to the resort, and I’ll watch them fuck you senseless.”

      I grin as my pussy clenches in anticipation. “Oh yeah. We’re going to have the best time.”

      I can’t wait to be a plaything for all those sexy studs, but I’m only doing this because Austin wants it. I’m not going to complain if my husband wants me to fuck a ton of other guys. Nope, not me.
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      “Sign these forms and then you can be on your way to your cottage.”

      Austin and I are at a counter checking into the resort. The owner, Chris, is a silver fox, and we’ve spoken over the phone several times in the last few weeks to go over all the details of the resort. I wasn’t expecting Chris to be so sexy. I wouldn’t mind it if he bent me over this counter right here and welcomed me to the resort.

      Oh god, maybe it’s wrong to think about the owner like that? I peek at Austin, feeling guilty and hoping he doesn’t guess what’s running through my head. Austin is looking around, checking out the décor, and I relax. It’s all good. My husband doesn’t know how wet and ready I am to spread my legs to the first guy who wants me.

      I give Chris a quick grin before signing my name in all the required spots. It’s been wild since we decided to come here. Austin made a fairly good dent in the fifteen orgasms I was owed as he fucked me all over the house. Anytime one of us started talking about the resort, it ended with his cock inside me. Not that I’m complaining.

      I’m still standing firm on the idea that I only want to be here because Austin wants it. Now we’re finally here, I’m a horny, nervous ball of energy. I don’t know what to expect other than I told them I wanted to feel like a slut for the weekend. Just admitting that out loud felt like I was at a self-help meeting.

      “Hello, I’m Raven, and I’m a slut.”

      Except hopefully instead of donuts and coffee, I’m going to get cocks shoved into every hole.

      Chris interrupts my silly daydream. “Raven, as a reminder, everyone here knows your safeword and will abide by it. Don’t hesitate to use it. Plenty of women do.”

      My eyes grow round as my pussy hums to life. They might push my boundaries to the point where I use my safeword? Holy fuck, why is this idea hot?

      Chris takes the forms I just signed and shows us a map of the grounds. He circles our cottage and my mind wanders while Austin talks to Chris about the amenities. I’m so distracted by the idea of a bunch of guys using me it’s difficult to concentrate on anything else.

      Wait, where are all the men?

      We filled out questionnaires about what we like and don’t like before we came, and I said I wanted all cock. I thought it was lovely that they offered the lesbian experience, but I need to be stuffed with some long, hard sausages...sooner rather than later. They should have offered me a cock as a door prize as soon as I set foot on the property. One of the rules here is that I can’t ask to be fucked. I have to just wait for someone to use me. Well, I’m an impatient slut, and I need cock.

      As the conversation with Chris winds down, a beast of a man walks in from an archway. He’s got massive muscles, tons of tattoos, and long curly black hair. He’s barefoot, and all he’s wearing are shorts. His massive thighs make my pussy throb. Oh yeah, he could be my demigod, and I’d ride that thigh...my brain freezes for a second, and when it kicks on, I start mentally singing the “You’re Welcome” song from Moana. Mmmm, I’d say thank you to that guy if he fucked me.

      Chris and Austin saying their goodbyes focuses me back on what we’re doing. As we head out the archway to pass through the villa to get to the cottages, I give the demigod the side-eye. He didn’t say hello or even acknowledge us. This place is weird, and yet, that turns me on even more.

      As we step out onto the back patio, I sense a presence behind me a moment before I’m shoved face first against the wall.

      The demigod’s deep voice addresses my husband. “Hey, sorry man, I’ll be just a minute.”

      I drop the bag I’m carrying a second before he yanks up my skirt and pulls my panties down just past my ass.

      My heart pounds so loudly in my ear that I almost don’t hear my husband say, “No problem.”

      As the demigod shoves his thick cock into me, I cry out, “Yes!” He’s filling me completely, and my body hums with pleasure. I moan and whimper as he plows away at me. I’ve been turned on for days thinking about this trip, and I assumed I’d come as soon as someone fucked me, but my orgasm eludes me.

      The demigod grunts, and his warm seed coats my insides. Oooh fuck, I didn’t come. I shudder and cry out in distress when he pulls out. I’m panting, and can’t think of anything except coming.

      The demigod turns to my husband. “Sorry about that, man. She’s just so damn hot I couldn’t resist.”

      My husband just grins as the guy walks away. I’m left standing there with my skirt bunched up, my pussy dripping cum, and my body aching for more. What sort of shitty door prize was this?

      “Hey,” my husband says, touching my shoulder. “Let’s go to the cottage and get you cleaned up.”

      I’m still horny and I want to come, but I don’t argue. There’s nothing else to do. He helps me pull up my panties, and I pick up my bag. Our cottage is a short walk from the main building, and I can feel cum leaking out of me with every step. I love the feeling, and I’m giddy as I skip ahead of Austin.

      The sun is warm, and the grounds are gorgeously maintained. It’s the perfect paradise to spend the weekend. Halfway to the cottage, I can smell the pool...but I don’t see any men on the path. Dammit, where are they? I need someone to come fuck me so I can orgasm. This time I’m certain I will come within moments of a cock sliding inside me.

      A splash of water and laughter from at least two men tells me where I can find them. Raw need pulses through me, and lust takes over. I need to orgasm.

      I stop in my tracks, forcing Austin to stop with me. “Honey, I want to go swimming.”

      Austin smiles. “Sure, let’s put our stuff in the cottage and change into our suits.”

      More laughter from the pool area rings out, and a yearning deep in my core makes me do something crazy. I drop the bag I’m carrying and pull my shirt over my head, exposing my white bra. “No, now.”

      He glances at my breasts, and my nipples harden. When I reach behind me and unclasp my bra, sliding it down my arms, he laughs. “Okay, let’s go.”

      I don’t know what’s got into me...heh, or maybe it’s the opposite. It’s what’s NOT in me that is fueling this craziness. I’ve never been an exhibitionist, but as we stroll into the pool area, a naughty zing heads straight to my pussy when three pairs of eyes focus on my tits. A fourth guy surfaces from underneath the water—okay, make that four pairs.

      Hell, if all eyes are on me, I’m going to make this good. I will not wait around and hope someone wants to fuck me. I’m going to make them want to. Carpe diem, motherfuckers.

      The men stare at me in silence, and I have a moment of hesitation. Am I really going to be this slutty? Austin sets our bags on a nearby patio table, and when I glance back at him, he’s got an encouraging smile...and a hard bulge under his jeans.

      A tingle runs down my spine. His support is all I need. I inhale deeply and hold it as I close my eyes. I count to three. When I exhale, I let go of all my preconceived notions of how I should act. I’m here to experience pleasure with a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. It’s time to embrace my sluttiest self.

      I open my eyes and give the men a sultry smile. It’s game time.

      Swaying my hips, I unzip my skirt and let it drop to the ground. My white panties contrast against my golden skin, and I feel so fucking naughty as I turn away from the guys and bend over at the waist to unbuckle my sandals. The fabric of my panties stretch across my ass as I remove them.

      Austin moves and sits in a chair next to the table he set our bags on. He leans back as if he’s ready to enjoy a show. I’m going to give him one.

      When I straighten up, I spin around to face the pool again. All eyes are on me as I hook my fingers into the waistband of my panties. I move my hips in a slow circle, teasing them with my body, and I feel a rush of power as one guy licks his lips.

      In one quick movement, I pull my panties down and step out of them, tossing them at Austin. He catches them and brings them to his nose, inhaling deeply. Yep, that’s why I love the guy. He’s watching me give a strip tease for other guys and enjoying it.

      A slight breeze caresses my skin while the man closest to me, a sexy redhead with adorable freckles, swims closer to the side of the pool. He crooks a finger at me and smiles. “Come on, baby. Let’s get you wet.”

      “But I’m already wet,” I purr at the guy I’ve now dubbed Freckles.

      His eyes narrow, and a glint of lust makes me shiver. “That wasn’t a request.”

      Oh fuck, Freckles is a dom. I love it when a guy commands me to do things. As I lower myself into the pool, the water is a warm, but I still suck in my breath from the temperature change. Freckles moves in front of me, and I can see his erection under the surface. My pussy hums with approval, and I feel like a sexual goddess. I’m turning these men on. It’s their choice whether they fuck me, and their hungry gazes tell me they want to.

      Freckles pulls me into his arms and kisses me hard. I wrap my arms around his neck as my tongue slides against his. He reaches down and cups my ass, squeezing it, and I moan into his mouth. This isn’t exactly freeuse, since I walked up, stripped, and basically offered myself to them. But just knowing these guys have permission to do whatever they want still pings the part of my brain that craves being used. Sure, I made this moment happen, but I don’t know what they are actually going to do.

      His hands roam over my body, and he tweaks my nipples before pushing me against the edge of the pool. The concrete is rough, but I barely notice as he spins me around and bends me over the side. The cool air rushes over me, and my pussy throbs. I want him to fuck me so badly.

      A couple feet under the surface of the water, there’s a ledge that runs the perimeter of the pool. It’s too low for my toes to touch when I’m bent over the side like this, and I’m thinking it’s also too low to sit on comfortably. It doesn’t make sense until Freckles stands on it, putting him at the perfect height to press his cock against my entrance. I cry out in delight when he sinks into me with one swift motion. Pleasure shudders through me, and I moan as he pulls out and slams into me again. Jesus, I really am going to come fast.

      He fucks me harder and faster, sending jolts of bliss through my body. When he reaches around and circles his thumb around my desperate clit, I scream out, “Oh god, oh god, oh fuck!” My thoughts vanish as wave after wave of pleasure crashes through me—my body trembling as he continues to fuck me.

      It doesn’t take long before he groans and blows his load inside me. As he pulls out, I sag against the wall, panting. The orgasm was exactly what I needed to quell my horniness.

      When Freckles moves away, I expect one of the other guys to replace him and slide his cock inside me, but a voice from the deck startles me.

      “I see you guys are enjoying my toy.”

      What? I blink, and it’s the demigod who fucked me against the wall talking as he strolls up to us. There’s a hardness under his shorts, and I swallow a pool of saliva in my mouth. I know exactly what his cock feels like.

      I consider protesting that I’m actually Austin’s toy, but a fuzziness steals over me. No, he’s right because I’m everyone’s toy. They all can use me however they want, and I’ll love it.

      I glance over at Austin, and he looks as dazed as I feel. At least he’s rock hard underneath his jeans. Mmm, I’ll take care of that later.

      When I look at the demigod and admire his shoulders, the truth of what I’m doing smacks me in the face. My body tingles, and my pussy clenches, wishing there was a cock inside me. I keep telling myself that I’m only here because Austin wants it, but that’s not true. I want to feel like a complete whore and have a bunch of men use me. The fact that Austin wanted to see it was just the icing on the cake. I really am the slut I wanted to be.

      The demigod kneels down next to the pool and reaches out, stroking my cheek. “Are you ready to be my good girl?”

      Oh god, yes. I nod, and he stands and pulls his magnificent cock out of his shorts. It’s thick and veiny, and it’s pointing straight at me.

      He reaches for me. “It’s time to get out of the pool.”

      Since I’m still bent over the edge, it doesn’t take much to climb up. Water runs down my legs, and I wonder how much of it is me and how much is the pool. The demigod guides me to a chair before sitting down in it himself.

      His voice is like silken steel. “Get on your knees and suck my cock.”

      Shit, I’ll do whatever he wants if he uses that tone of voice. I kneel in front of him and wrap my hand around the base of his cock. It’s hot and smooth, and I feel a rush of power again as I lick the tip. The demigod leans back and closes his eyes as I take him in my mouth and suck.

      As I bob my head, I can hear Austin moan behind me. I turn my body slightly so I can get a side view of Austin. He’s rubbing himself through his jeans. I can’t wait until he fucks me tonight.

      The demigod grips my hair and fucks my mouth faster. I relax my jaw and let him use me. I’m nothing but a plaything for him.

      Movement from behind is the only warning before another guy pulls on my hips, bringing my ass up. His fingers run up and down my pussy, and I moan around the demigod’s cock as I realize I’m about to get fucked.

      The man behind me murmurs encouragements and praises as he slides his thick cock inside my wet depths. “Good girl. I’m going to make you come so hard. You won’t even remember your name.”

      Mmm, yes, please. My entire body is still tingling from my last climax, and I was ready for another round of pleasure. This new man may not be as big as Freckles or the demigod, but he’s got some good moves that make me moan with each thrust.

      The demigod grips my hair and fucks my mouth harder and faster. I’m so wet and horny. I want to come with him, but I’m not there yet.

      The guy fucking me reaches around and rubs my clit as he whispers, “Come on, baby. Come for me.”

      I lose it, and my body shudders as I orgasm. The demigod groans and spills his seed into my mouth, and I swallow it as waves of bliss assault me. With the guy pounding against my ass behind me, and cum dripping out of the corners of my mouth, I truly feel used. This is what I came for.

      The demigod pulls out, and the other guy continues to fuck me. I whimper as he says, “You’re such a good little slut.”

      The mix of praise and degradation sends me over the edge, and I come again, clenching around him as he pounds away at me. I’m in a sea of pleasure when he finally comes with a groan. His warm cum coats my insides, and I feel it dripping out of me.

      As he pulls out, I collapse onto the ground, exhausted and spent.

      The demigod kneels down and strokes my face. “You’re so beautiful when you’re used. Just wait until tonight. There’ll be more where that came from.”

      I blink at him, unable to process his words fully. My pussy spasms as a thrill runs down my spine. That sounds amazing. I’ve barely been here an hour, and I already feel like I’m being taken to the next level of pleasure. I can’t wait.

      He smirks as he stands up and pulls his shorts up. “Let’s go, guys. She needs rest for later.”

      Oooh, what’s happening later?

      The men laugh as they get out of the pool and head off.

      Austin kneels down next to me and strokes my cheek. “Are you okay?”

      I smile at him. “Mmm, yes. I’m wonderful.”

      He helps me up, and I sway a little. When he steadies me, his hands roam all over my body, touching me where the men did. I can tell he’s so horny that he’s almost mindless. Ohhh, he needs me.

      Reaching between his legs, I stroke his cock through his jeans for a moment before fumbling to free it. He helps me with his jeans, and when his cock is free, I push him down into a lounge chair. He watched all those men fuck me, and now it’s his turn.

      I’m so damn wet from the other guys’ cum mixed with my juices, and I get a dirty thrill knowing that Austin is going to add his load to the rest. Straddling his waist, I sink down on his cock, and we both moan as he fills me.

      He murmurs, “Fuck baby, you feel so good,” as I lean in to kiss him. Our tongues mingle as I ride him slowly. I don’t have to hurry, and I want to savor every second. Soft pleasure swirls in my core. I’m enjoying the loving moment with him. I crave being used, but I need times like this as well. This is the only man who matters to me, and I’m so fucking lucky that we talked through our problems. Who knew that I just had to fuck a bunch of other men to spice up our love life again?

      He groans, and when his cock spasms inside me, I speed up my movements. It’s time for us to come. I ride him hard and fast, and he grips my ass, rocking me against him. It only takes a few moments before I explode around him, crying out as a white-hot pleasure ripples from my fingertips to my toes.

      Within moments, he yanks me down onto his cock and moans as he unloads spurt after spurt of cum inside me. I collapse against his chest with a giggle. God, what a day so far. We haven’t even made it to the cottage.

      We rest for several moments before he finally murmurs, “You’re the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.”

      His words make me giddy, and I grin at him. “I hope you liked that as much as I did.”

      “Oh yeah, baby. I loved it. Now let’s go get cleaned up.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 4

          

        

      

    

    
      The property has five cottages in case people want to come in groups. I’m glad we came alone. I’m not looking for an orgy. Plus, it’s nice to have this be all about me.

      It doesn’t take us long to unpack and scope out the small living area. There’s the bedroom, a nook with a kitchenette and dining table, plus an enormous bathroom. The nautical decorations throughout the cottage remind me of vacationing on the coast. Somehow it fits even though we’re not anywhere near a coast.

      There’s sandwiches in the fridge for us, and as soon as I eat and shower, I pass out asleep. When I wake up, the sun is setting, and Austin is next to me on the bed, watching me.

      I didn’t get dressed after my shower, and my pussy flutters as I see the desire in Austin’s eyes. It would be easy to push him onto his back and ride him again, but I’m curious what the demigod meant earlier about me needing rest for tonight.

      I lean in, kiss Austin softly, and ask, “What’re you thinking about?”

      “You.” He grins and lightly trails his fingertips down my spine, causing me to shiver with delight. “I was wondering what you’re doing here.”

      I laugh and lean into his touch. “I’m here to be used, silly.”

      “Do you like it so far?” His eyes flash and his hard cock brushes against my leg.

      “Mmm, yes. Did you enjoy watching all those men fuck me?”

      “Oh yeah. It was hot, and I was horny as hell. I wanted to fuck you while they were using you.”

      His words send a tingle through me, and I kiss him deeply before whispering, “You could join in...”

      He shakes his head. “Not this time, baby. I want to just watch you.”

      This time? I didn’t consider doing this beyond the weekend, and the thought makes me warm and fuzzy all over. “Okay, then. What should we do tonight?”

      He laughs and pulls me off the bed as he gets up. “You need to put on that pretty sundress I saw you pack. Chris said they’re setting up a sound system on the patio for dancing tonight.”

      Hey, he knew all along what we were doing tonight? I smack him playfully. “You could have told me about the dancing.”

      He mock-flinches. “Um, weren’t you listening when Chris talked about it?”

      Oh. Right. I was too busy being a super slut and imagining other guys fucking me. “Um, no. I guess I wasn’t. That sounds fun!”

      He grins and smacks my ass. “Now go put your dress on. We don’t want to be late.”

      I love it when he gets all commanding. It’s not often, but when he does, I melt.

      The sundress is a soft cotton with a light blue floral print. I don’t bother with a bra or panties. Let’s be honest here, they’re probably going to come off at some point. I only brought a couple pairs of shoes, and I go with my comfortable ballet flats—just in case I actually dance.

      He dresses in his jeans and a t-shirt, and when we’re both ready, he leads me to the patio. While we were sleeping, someone transformed the patio into a lovely oasis with fairy lights and tables and chairs scattered around an open area that I assume is the dance floor.

      I count at least ten men, plus Chris. Lively music is playing through the outdoor speakers, and people are laughing and talking as we approach. Wait, did they plan this just for us? On the questionnaires we filled out, I said I like to go out dancing on the weekends, but I didn’t expect them to use that information. Either way, this is pretty awesome.

      Chris comes over to us and pulls me into his arms. “I claim the first dance.”

      Whoa, I didn’t expect that. He moves to the middle of the dance floor, and as I press against him, I can feel his hard cock. He whispers in my ear, “Welcome to your slutty party,” before spinning me out of his arms and making me laugh.

      We dance, and after Chris, another guy takes his place. Then another and another. It’s heaven as I get lost in the music and the rhythm of their bodies against mine.

      At one point, Austin joins us, and I’m sandwiched between the two of them, loving every second of it. The men all take turns with me, and I lose track of who is who. They’re all sexy, and I want to fuck every single one of them.

      The night progresses, and their hands get more bold as they caress my butt and breasts. Each new set of hands on my body turns me on even more until I’m in a haze of lust. When the demigod takes me into his arms, it’s suddenly like I’m in my own private Dirty Dancing movie. His thick thigh is between my legs, and I’m grinding on him mindlessly, wishing his cock was inside me.

      Wetness coats my inner thighs—yeah, I probably should have worn panties—and I’m practically a puddle of bliss waiting for someone to use me.

      When the demigod pulls me to the edge of the dance floor until my back is against the railing of the deck, I know it’s time. He kneels in front of me, pushing my dress up, spreading my legs, and putting one thigh on his shoulder. Wait, he’s going to eat me out here? In public? I’ve never done anything like this in front of other people.

      His tongue swipes along my folds, and I gasp. Holy fuck. His fingers dig into my hips as he licks and sucks on me. I almost close my eyes from the pleasure, but when I glance around, I see all the men staring at me. Ohhhh, fuck. An immediate wave of embarrassment quickly turns to delight. They aren’t looking at me and judging me. They’re all admiring me. I’m the guest of honor at this gathering, and they’re all waiting for their turn with me.

      When the demigod slides a finger inside me while sucking on my clit, I moan and have to hold on to the railing to keep my knee from buckling. Pleasure radiates through me, and I’m so close to coming. The men gather around us, watching, and I feel like a queen. The demigod works me with his tongue and fingers, and as my orgasm approaches, I’m desperate to come with all these eyes on me.

      Thinking of how this looks from the men’s point of view pushes me over the edge. I close my eyes and cry out, my body shuddering as the waves of pleasure overtake me. I tremble as he keeps licking me through my orgasm, and I’m wooly-headed when he finally slides his fingers out of my pussy.

      “Mmm, you’re such a good girl,” he growls at me before he stands and kisses me hard.

      I can taste myself on his tongue, and suddenly I don’t feel like just a slut—I’m a complete whore. I just orgasmed in front of a group of guys and my husband, and now I’m sucking my own essence from the demigod’s tongue. Yep, I’m a whore, and it’s amazing.

      My body hums with bliss as he steps away, and Freckles moves in front of me. He spins me around and leans me over the railing. As he fumbles with his fly, my head spins as I wonder how I got here. It was just a few weeks ago that I thought something was really wrong with my marriage. Now everything is beyond wonderful.

      My body buzzes as he gets his cock out, and then he’s inside me, fucking me hard and fast. I hang onto the railing as he whacks against me, and the wood digs into my palms. I love every second of it.

      Within moments, he groans and unloads inside me, and it’s not long before one of the other guys takes his place. This time I’m facing him and leaning on the railing with my legs wrapped around his waist, practically suspended in air as he fucks me. It’s like they think I’m a gymnast, but for tonight, maybe I am. I’m willing to be their pretzel if it gets me all their cum.

      They take turns with me, and at some point, I lose my dress. I’m on all fours, sucking on one guy while another drills into my pussy from behind. This is crazy in the best of way. Everything is one continual wave of pleasure. Every cock feels good, every brush against me sends sparks of pleasure down my spine. I’m hypersensitive to everything.

      After what feels like an eternity, I think the party is winding down, but the demigod approaches me again. I’m on my knees, and I give him a dopey grin. “Hi.”

      For a brief moment, it looks like he’s about to smile, but a hard mask falls over his face as he pulls me up and bends me over the table next to Austin.

      “Oh, hi to you too!” I give Austin my cutest smile and blow him a kiss. He’s not afraid to smile back at me.

      When I hear a pop-top like someone is opening a bottle of lube, I glance behind me, startled. Uh, what’s going on? The demigod drips lube in the crack of my ass, and I close my eyes and moan. Ohhhh, god. I don’t know why I wasn’t expecting someone to fuck my ass. I said on the forms they could use whatever hole they wanted. And yep, they’re going to use me all right.

      The demigod rubs his cock against my asshole for a moment before pushing the tip of his cock inside. I tense up, but then I remember to breathe and relax. The lube helps him slide in, and I moan as he stretches me out. After a few moments of rocking back and forth, he’s buried to the hilt inside me.

      It feels so different from when Austin fucks my ass. I don’t know if it’s because the demigod is so much larger or because I’m in a completely new position. But it feels good, and I want more.

      As he fucks my ass slowly, I moan and writhe underneath him. I feel so slutty and used. It’s wonderful. I didn’t realize it, but this is what I needed. Having every hole used somehow makes the night complete. I’m a whore who just got ganged by multiple men, and I’m going to be dripping with their cum while I sleep with my husband.

      When the thrusts against my ass become harder and faster, I moan from the pleasurable pain and push back towards him. I’m desperate for him to come inside me. I’ve had so many orgasms tonight, I don’t even need to come again. It’s about being fucked and used, not the orgasms.

      He groans and spasms as he fills me with his warm cum, and I can feel it leaking out of me as he pulls out. He slaps my ass, and I yelp from surprise.

      “We’re done with you.”

      Austin helps me stand up, and he pulls me into his lap. He kisses my forehead, and Chris sets a bottle of water next to us as the guys melt into the darkness.

      Austin strokes my back. “Are you okay?”

      I smile and nod, feeling exhausted and sated. “Yes. That was everything I wanted.”

      He kisses my forehead again, and I cuddle against him while he opens the bottle of water and I take a few sips. When he can tell I’m not as loopy from pleasure anymore, he helps me up and leads me down the lighted path. As we walk, I can feel the cum running down my legs, and my pussy tingles.

      Once we’re in our cottage, Austin starts a shower for me but ends up pulling me into the shower with him. We wash each other, laughing and teasing as the warm water cascades down our bodies.

      “Raven, you are so fucking beautiful. I loved seeing you used by those men. I’m glad we came here.”

      “Me too, honey. This weekend has been everything I needed. And I think you enjoyed it too.”

      He grins and kisses me. “Oh yeah. I enjoyed watching all those men fuck you. But do you know what the best part is?”

      “Mmm, what?”

      He turns me around and presses my breasts against the cold tiles of the shower. As his cock slides inside my pussy from behind, he groans. “Knowing that when they’re done with you, you’re still mine forever.”

      “Ohh, yes. I’m all yours.”

      As he fucks me slowly, my mind spins. I’m sure tomorrow I’m going to get used just as much as I was today. I don’t think I’ll end up using my safeword. This was amazing.

      But beyond just the pleasure, the resort is a turning point in our marriage. I can feel it. We’re going to be stronger than ever. I’m so fucking glad I asked him why he didn’t want to have sex with me that night.

      Plus, I’m a complete slut, and I can’t wait to do something like this again. Maybe next time Austin will join in on the gangbang. But for now, it’s just me being a whore for my husband. And that’s okay.

      
        
        The End

        Want more sexy freeuse stories?

        Join my newsletter for a bonus story between Raven and Austin.

        Find it at:

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

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Used for Pleasure

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Holly’s story will be next, but don’t miss book 1 in the series.
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        When she's offered a weekend at a freeuse resort, this hotwife embraces the pleasure.

      

        

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

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

      

        

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

      

      

      Find the book at:

      https://mybook.to/backusedpleasure

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Freeuse Camping Slut

          

        

      

    

    
      If you haven’t read the fun hotwife Miri has while camping, check out her book.

      
        
        The Freeuse Camping Slut

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: Book cover for The Freeuse Camping Slut]
          
        

      

      
        
        A 4th of July camping trip becomes filthy when this hotwife's husband offers her a freeuse night with all his friends.

      

        

      
        Whenever my husband plans a trip for us, he always has kinky treats to offer me. But a freeuse night to explore my sluttiest fantasies is beyond anything I ever imagined.

      

        

      
        I'm a wet mess by the time we get to the campgrounds and I'm eager to sink to my knees and be a toy for everyone to use. It's one night to be pounded hard and used by multiple men.

      

        

      
        Even though I'm the toy, I hope they thrill me until I'm mindless with pleasure.

      

        

      
        This erotic short story includes themes of BDSM, degradation, submission, and multiple men.

      

      

      
        
        Find it at:

        https://mybook.to/bmfreeusecampingslut

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Shared in the Office and Beyond

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        If you haven’t read my Miranda hotwife stories yet, check out my big bundle of her first 10 stories.
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        Enjoy the first 10 stories of Miranda’s hotwife journey.

      

        

      
        The first 5 books are Miranda with her bosses, and then she moves on to being a birthday gift.

      

        

      
        When opportunity knocks, does Miranda take it?

        Miranda works for four hot lawyers but never considered herself more than just an employee. Her husband suggests they change the boundaries of their relationship and encourages her to hook up with her bosses. This suggestion turns Miranda’s world upside down as her bosses bend her over their desks and introduce her to bondage and multiple partners.

      

        

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

      

        

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

      

        

      
        A collection of erotic short stories featuring Miranda and her bosses.

        Includes:

        Servicing the Senior Partner

        Delighting the Boss

        Bonding with the Boss

        Breaking in the Junior Partner

        Miranda’s Reward

        Harold’s Hotwife Birthday

        Alec’s Hotwife Birthday

        Jon’s Hotwife Birthday

        Chloe’s Hotwife Birthday

        Miranda’s Hotwife Birthday

      

        

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

      

      

      Find it at:

      https://mybook.to/booksharedoffice

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About Lacey Cross

          

        

      

    

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

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

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

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