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Chapter 1


I recline on a luxurious couch, blinking slowly as I take in the richly furnished living room. I’m attending a baby shower for Sabrina, one of my best friends from high school. She found her wealthy husband through a sugar daddy website during college and it blossomed into love. Now she’s expecting her first child and living in pure extravagance. 
I hung out with a group of five other girls in high school and we’ve all stayed close over the years. I turned 32 last month, so we’ve been friends for a long time. In high school, we nicknamed ourselves the Six Musketeers. We’ve all taken different paths in life, but Sabrina is the wealthiest of us. 
We’re gathered together now, and Sabrina told us to wait in the living room while she grabbed something. My stomach grumbles as I smooth down the hem of my sundress, wondering how long it’ll be before she serves us food. She always has the best catered meals at her parties, and I need to fill my belly before we eat cake.
My gaze falls on Tiffany, who is seated on the opposite couch. She lifts her eyebrows at me and tilts her head towards one of the catering staff as he refills her wine glass. She’s my closest friend, and I have a pretty good idea I know what she’s thinking: this baby shower is exactly what Sabrina would plan. It’s luxurious yet intimate, with no shortage of caterers to make sure we’re happy. And from the sheer number of staff running around, it’s clear that Sabrina is paying an arm and a leg for this small affair.
I lift my crystal wineglass off the table and take a sip of the Champagne. Does Sabrina realize that not everyone lives this way? We rarely invite her to our houses because hers is so much nicer for get-togethers, so she might not know this isn’t normal for us.
Sabrina waddles into the room with a warm smile, her eight-month pregnant belly happily bulging out from within a designer dress and her blonde hair pulled into an elegant topknot. “Okay, everyone. You ready for the surprise?”
Uh-oh, here we go. Sabrina always goes big when she plans for a party. I bet a stripper is going to pop out and dry hump us while dancing to Pour Some Sugar on Me by Def Leppard—because what else would happen?
Sabrina circles the sofas, handing us each a sleek, black business card with shimmering silver writing. All the card says is “Plaything Resort,” along with a phone number and email address. Tiffany and I exchange bewildered glances as Sabrina gracefully sits down, arranging her dress around her like she’s royalty.
“This is my gift to you,” Sabrina explains. “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.”
Sabrina leans back, appearing satisfied with her explanation. We all look shocked and nobody speaks for a few moments until I break the silence, voicing what we’re probably all wondering. “What is this?”
Sabrina giggles joyfully. “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.”
What the literal fuck? A sudden surge of warmth courses through me as I picture a horde of men using me. Wow! My husband, Keith, and I recently started living a hotwife lifestyle. He’d totally let me do this.
Glancing over at Tiffany, I can see that she’s mulling it over as well, evidenced by the slight flush of her cheeks and the excitement in her eyes. Keith doesn’t watch me play with other men so he probably won’t want to go. He prefers to stay home and fuck me when I get back while making me tell him all the filthy things I did with the other guy. Assuming Tiffany’s husband doesn’t want to go with her, maybe she would go with me…




Chapter 2


Keith puts my bag in the trunk and pulls me against him for a deep kiss. I’ve been crazy turned on all week while daydreaming about this trip. We’ve been fucking on every surface of our house for days, but yesterday he only teased me and didn’t let me come. He kept thrusting into me slowly, edging me, and then stopping right before I exploded. I’m so damn horny right now, I could ride his thigh and probably come in two minutes. 
As his tongue twirls with mine, I moan and consider how I can get his cock inside me before I leave. I just need a couple of minutes, tops.
He murmurs against my mouth, “Ariana, I’m going to fuck you so hard when you get back, your head is going to spin.”
Mmm, I like the sound of that, though my head is already whirling. Reaching between us, I rub the hardness in his jeans and purr, “Maybe I’ll get so much cock this weekend I won’t need yours.”
This gets me the result I was hoping for. He groans and kisses me again, taking his time nibbling my lower lip. His hand slides up to cup my breast, and the gentle pressure makes me whimper.
He growls, “That’s not going to happen, baby. Your sweet pussy is all mine as soon as you walk in the front door.”
The thought of him fucking me hard once I step foot in the house makes a gush of wetness hit my panties and excitement ripple down my spine. I lick my lips and whisper, “Good. Because you know I’m addicted to your cock.”
“You really are,” he moans, leaning forward to give me one last kiss.
This is exactly why I’m a hotwife. We’ve been together eight years—married for five—and ever since I started fucking other guys, our sex life has been off-the-charts wonderful. This freeuse resort will give us weeks of enjoyment when I get back.
[image: image-placeholder]The resort is a three-hour drive from our house in good traffic. According to the information the owner sent me, it’s 20 acres of private property turned into a secluded paradise. Tiffany and I planned to drive together, but a last-minute work emergency held her up until tomorrow. She’s going to drive down separately. I guess I’ll have to handle all the sexy men by myself until she gets here.
I spend the drive wondering how it all works. Am I going to get any warning before they use me? That isn’t really how freeuse works, though. They’re supposed to just fuck me whenever or wherever they want. As I get closer to the resort, my panties get wetter. Yeah, I’m going to have to change into a clean pair once I get to my room.
Everything about this weekend is a mystery to me, other than that I’m a freeuse toy. Supposedly, a bunch of men are going to use me, but I’ve made no plans beyond that. When I booked the weekend, I had to fill out a questionnaire about what I would and wouldn’t do and give them my safeword. I mainly told them no ass stuff. Keith owns that hole and ‘no anal’ is the requirement whenever I fuck someone else. Honestly, though, I’m fine with that. I love having one part of me I can never share with anyone but Keith. It gives me that nice, owned feeling that I crave.
When I pull up to a gated entrance, I’m practically vibrating with excitement. The owner emailed me a keycode to get in, but other than that I don’t know what to expect beyond the gate. I tried to pry details out of Sabrina, but she was close-mouthed and just told me to have fun.
The code works and as I drive through the gate I see a huge, sprawling mansion with a circular drive. A fountain is in front of the entryway, and I park beyond it, next to a set of white stairs and an arched doorway. The house is stunning, but probably a bitch to maintain. That’s me, always the realist.
As I get out of my car, a sexy silver fox wearing jeans and a t-shirt walks down the steps. “Welcome! You must be Ariana.”
Pulling my bag from my trunk, I nod enthusiastically. “Yep!”
He smiles and takes my bag, and my pussy buzzes as his deep blue eyes appraise me. I wouldn’t mind him sticking it in me right now.
His eyes twinkle, as if he knows what I’m thinking. “I’m Chris. We spoke on the phone. Come on in. I just need to see your photo ID and have you sign a couple of forms.”
I follow him, and he keeps talking. “Remember, you can always use your safeword. We all know it and will abide by it.”
He previously warned me he’d have paperwork to sign, but I wasn’t expecting the safeword talk since we already had the conversation about it over the phone. This is kind of awesome, even though I doubt I’ll even consider using it. This slut is ready to be filled until I’m dripping with cum from whoever wants me.
Chris guides me to a beautiful mahogany reception desk. He sets my bag down and goes around to the other side of the counter while I fish out my ID from my clutch. As he examines it, his tongue clicks against his teeth. “Yes, that’s definitely you. Just sign these forms.” His voice is as smooth as the wood of the desk.
As he slides paperwork at me and hands me a pen, a gorgeous guy in swim shorts comes from an archway to the left. The thin fabric doesn’t hide his hard bulge and I swallow at the size of his package. Jesus, his cock must be huge. I’d guess he’s around my age, with dark hair and tanned skin. His stomach is ripped, and I’d love to run my hands up his chest and see if I can make his muscles jump. I give him a brief smile and lean over to sign the paperwork. The sexy guy walks up close behind me and I hold in a gasp as he pushes my skirt up and yanks my panties down.
Oh my god. We’re starting now? Before I can blink, his fingers find my pussy and I bite my lip to stop myself from moaning. Okay yeah, if he keeps doing that, I’m going to come all over his hand.
He strokes my clit with a single finger while plunging his thumb into my pussy, as if he’s testing how wet I am. My head is woozy and I stare at the forms dumbly. What am I supposed to be doing again?
Chris points to a line. “Just sign here, please.”
Right… signing. The guy removes his fingers from my pussy, and I whimper a little as I scribble my name on the first page. Just as I put the pen to paper for the second signature, the guy behind me grabs my hips and slams his cock into me. His cock is massive and I almost cry out from the intense bliss as he stretches me open.
Fuck! The pen shoots across the paper, leaving a squiggly line and flies out of my hand as a burst of delight zings through me. I’m being fucked already? I don’t know what I expected, but being bent over the reception desk with a dude balls deep inside me within two minutes of being on the property wasn’t it. My breathing is shallow and labored as I struggle to keep my moans in check. The guy keeps pumping in and out, making me bite back a scream.
Chris acts as if nothing is going on, picks the pen off the floor and hands it back to me. He points to a line I need to sign. “You missed a spot.”
Jesus Christ. The guy in my pussy hammers me against the desk as I try to sign my name. It ends up being a jagged mess, but whatever. Once I sign all the required paperwork, I put my hands flat on the counter to help stabilize me while the guy goes to town in my pussy. The sound of skin slapping skin fills the room, punctuated by his groans of enjoyment. He drills deep, and each whack against me makes me moan.
I’m barely paying attention to Chris until I notice him snapping a picture of me with his phone. Oh God, that’s right. Keith wants pictures of me being used and Chris said he would take as many as he could. Chris punches numbers into his phone. Imagining Keith getting the picture catapults me into my orgasm.
I cry out as my inner muscles clench around the guy’s cock. The guy grunts and thrusts harder as I writhe under him. He doesn’t stop. My whole body shudders as I climax again and then I feel his cock pulsing inside me, unloading spurts of hot cum.
With one final grunt, he pulls out and slaps my ass. “Well done, slut.”
I slump over the desk, still twitching, with his cum dripping down my inner thigh as he walks away. Chris clears his throat. “Once you’re ready, I’ll show you to your cottage.”
I close my eyes and give a silent prayer to whatever god might be listening. I hope I didn’t sign up for more than I can handle. Though I literally put my name on the paperwork, so maybe I did. 
[image: image-placeholder]I’m still adjusting my panties on the way to my private cottage behind the mansion. We pass a lovely pool of sparkling water with sunlight dancing on its surface. A steaming hot tub next to the pool looks so inviting I want to sink into the warm water.
Several men swim in the pool. They smile at me, but don’t speak. I’m on edge, expecting any of them to grab me and shove me against the closest hard surface. None of them do—to my disappointment. My pussy is throbbing in anticipation of being used by all these men, and she’s getting impatient.
Chris shows me to my cottage and right before he leaves, he bends me over the dresser. Whoa, what’s this? Oooh, is he going to use me? Please let him use me! Chris fingers my pussy for a moment, but then stops. Dammit. My brain is fuzzy when he leaves with a cheery, “Have a fun night.”
Did he do that just to prove he could? Ugh, I wish he had fucked me while he was at it. I need some cock and I need it now. I take a few minutes to daydream about Chris using me all around the cottage, and once my head clears, I explore my living areas.
The cottage is a simple layout with one bedroom, a kitchenette, dining area, and living room. The bathroom is a generous size, with a shower and separate bathtub. I love the cozy feel of the entire place. I wouldn’t mind staying for longer than a weekend. 
The property has five cottages in all, and Tiffany and I are each going to have our own. We decided this was for the best since we didn’t know if we’d have men joining us in our rooms.
I love Tiffany to death, but I get a little crazy after a few orgasms. I didn’t want it to turn into a wild night where I’m tongue deep in her snatch by the end. Our friendship might not survive that. Though, hell, maybe. What happens at the Plaything Resort stays at the Plaything Resort, right? I giggle at myself. Not that it matters. We’re both going to have more than enough cock to keep us entertained–I hope.
I find a map of the grounds on the dresser, and I see they have various activities: pool tables, an arcade, a gym, and a sauna. Oooh, I could use the sauna and maybe get fucked in there.
The most annoying part about this weekend is that the guys are using me. I don’t decide where it will happen. I’m ready to ride every cock I see, but if they don’t want to fuck me, they won’t. Shit, what if they don’t find me attractive?
Most people have a body type preference and maybe I’m not theirs. I’m curvy, with long brown hair, tan skin, and gorgeous brown eyes with thick lashes. Keith might be biased, but he thinks I’m smoking hot. I don’t feel like I’m beautiful, although I think my eyes are quite nice. That’s just the way it goes sometimes when you’re a woman—you struggle to feel sexy unless you look like a supermodel.
Pushing my breasts together, I stare down my cleavage. Okay, so I have pretty fabulous breasts as well. If I want to get fucked, maybe swimming is the way to go so I can flash my tits. Slipping on a hot pink bikini, I grab a towel and some complimentary sunscreen from the bathroom and head to the pool. I feel strangely self-conscious as I make my way to the water, aware of the men watching me with every step.
The patio has multiple lounge chairs scattered around. My eyes settle on the one nearest to a dangerously attractive man with dark brown hair and tattoos covering his chest. Two other people are swimming in the pool while the hot guy lays in the nearby chair. My pussy flutters at the thought of him taking me without question. As a rule at the resort, I’m forbidden from asking anyone to fuck me, but that doesn’t mean I can’t make myself irresistible.
The sun is relentless and I don’t want to get a sunburn, so I prop a bare foot on the chair and grab the sunscreen. As I pop open the lid, I’m engulfed by its sweet scent; a combination of coconut and vanilla permeates the air. I breathe deeply and relax. Yeah, this is the life.
As I rub it into my legs, admiring the red polish on my toenails, I notice the two men in the pool are both staring at me. Taking care to bend over far enough so they can be treated to a sexy view, I slowly apply lotion all the way up my leg. When I untie the straps of my bikini top, the men stop all movement as I face them and apply lotion to my stomach and breasts.
I’m aroused by the many eyes fixated on me. As I apply the cream to my body, I take pleasure in teasing my nipples. The man in the chair next to me is smiling, and I give him a playful look and my most seductive voice. “Would you mind helping with my back?”
His grin widens, and he stands up. “I can do that.”
I give him the lotion and turn my back to him, gathering my hair over one shoulder. His warm, firm hands glide down my back, giving me goosebumps. His fingers brush the top indent of my ass and I almost moan as he slides my bikini bottoms down my hips. Hell yeah, my plan worked!
A blonde man in the pool gets out and takes my foot to slide off my bikini bottom, and I step out of them with the other foot. The guys don’t talk to me, making me feel like I’m a sex doll they can move around as they please. It’s amazing.
My pussy buzzes when I feel fingers graze my inner thigh. I hold my breath as the blonde guy kneels on the ground and slowly caresses up the inside of my thighs, his fingers brushing my swollen lips.
The guy applying sunscreen massages my ass and my head spins as the two men touch me. I’ve only ever fucked one guy at a time, so having two pairs of hands on me is a new experience. I’m not hating it.
I can’t believe I’m getting double teamed with both guys focused solely on me. Now I see why Sabrina said this was her favorite resort. I might not be directing what is happening to me, but I have zero complaints about the joy they’re giving me.
The man at my feet runs his fingers along my slit and spreads my labia apart. I got fully waxed before the trip, so I’m soft and hairless for whatever happens. The guy leans forward and kisses my pussy. I suck in my breath as his tongue enters my folds and licks my clit.
Yeah... I’m not seeing how this is about them using me, unless the point is they only use me for my pleasure. I should have trusted Sabrina more. Would she really have recommended this place if she didn’t get multiple orgasms?
The guy between my legs murmurs between licks, “Such a sweet pussy,” and I moan softly. He’s wonderful with his tongue. I shouldn’t be surprised that he knows what he’s doing—everyone here is probably great at sex since they’ve had lots of practice. I’m curious to see their cocks, but I have to wait for them to show me.
My toes curl as his tongue delves deeper, and I squeeze my eyes shut, enjoying the sensation. Each flick of his tongue shoots bliss through me. If he keeps it up, I’m going to come soon. With my eyes closed, I don’t realize another guy walked up until he speaks.
“I see you warmed the slut up for me. Thank you.”
I open my eyes and it’s the guy who fucked me over the front desk. The blonde guy between my legs slides away and takes a step back without being told. Dammit. I liked him there.
“I’m Ryder,” the new guy says in a deep, gravely voice and my nipples harden into painful peaks at the sexy tone. I didn’t know I was going to learn names.
“I’m Ariana,” I say quietly and blush.
He laughs. “No, you aren’t. You’re my fucktoy. The boys drew straws, and I won you. You’re mine for the weekend and I haven’t decided if I’m sharing you.”
Ohhh, shit. Thinking that he won’t share me turns me on even more, and wetness leaks down my inner thigh. This is my kind of messed up. Ryder steps behind me, pulls one of my legs up by my thigh. I almost tip forward. The blonde guy who was licking my pussy grabs ahold of my hands. I use him to balance as Ryder slides his cock inside me. Fuuuck, his cock is as huge as I remember and my eyes widen as I stare at the blonde guy in front of me. He’s got a spaced out look of lust in his eyes. I think I addled him with my pussy. 
When Ryder starts fucking me hard, my mouth pops open in a silent cry. I lean forward and grab the shoulders of the guy that had eaten my pussy, and cling to him as Ryder fucks me harder than I expect. Ryder reaches around with the hand not holding my thigh up and pinches and slaps my nipple. I whimper as he slams into me repeatedly.
“So tight and wet. I could use you all weekend and not let anyone else touch you. Just my hot little piece of ass to use over and over again.”
The forms I filled out asked me if I liked dirty talk, and I’d said the dirtier the better. I think they’re taking me at my word. I moan loudly as Ryder’s cock hits my deepest parts. My pussy tightens around him as Ryder talks in short bursts between each thrust.
“Only nasty sluts come to this resort. You must be a nasty slut.”
I whimper when he grasps my hip and whacks against me.
“I bet you’re a filthy, cocksucking whore who just wants to be used. That’s the type of woman who comes here.”
The more he degrades me, the more I sink into a state of submission. Shit. He’s right. I am a filthy cocksucking whore.
“Matter of fact,” he growls as he pulls out and lets go of my leg and hip. “You’re gonna suck this cock right now. Get on your knees, slut.”
Oh god. I don’t think I’m going to come. I sink to the ground as he moves in front of me and shoves his cock between my lips. He’s almost too big for my mouth, but I’m able to get most of him in. The taste of Ryder’s cock is salty and sweet, with a hint of musk. As I swirl my tongue around the shaft, I can feel the ridges on his skin that make it incredibly pleasurable when he’s fucking me. The taste of my own juices mixed with his is a unique and heady combination that drives me wild.
“You’re such a good girl sucking my cock. Suck it faster. Make me come.”
I suck him as hard as I can as I bob my head up and down, my cheeks hollowing, as I try to take his entire length. I can hear the wet slurps of my mouth against his skin, and Ryder’s soft groans as he slides his hand in my hair. When he shifts his torso to an angle slightly, I’m confused. What is he doing? Out of the corner of my eye, I see the sexy dark-haired guy taking a picture of us with his phone. Fuuuuck, that’s hot. Knowing Keith is about to get the picture makes my mind all fuzzy with lust.
Ryder pulls out of my mouth and slaps my cheek with the head of it, causing my eyes to widen. Everything he’s doing is making me feel like an absolute whore, and reminds me of my early college years. Back then, I would do anything for a guy as long as he praised me. Being married for so long turned our bed into a place for mutual pleasure, and I didn’t realize I missed being used like this.
“We’re going to send your husband some great pictures. I bet my cock is larger than his. Does he like seeing his slut sucking on an enormous dick?”
Ryder’s cock is significantly bigger than Keith’s, but I don’t have time to answer him because he slides it back into my mouth and I suck hard again. My pussy is still throbbing from the dirty talk as he fucks me. My nostrils fill with his masculine scent as Ryder’s shaft slides deep into my throat. I can taste a hint of saltiness on my tongue, and his coarse hairs tickle my nose.
“Oh yeah, your mouth is so wet and tight. I really don’t think I’m sharing you this weekend.”
I gasp as he fucks my mouth faster. A thrill runs through me as I wonder if he’ll actually be the only cock inside me this weekend. Not what I expected, but I’m oddly okay with this thought. This guy could use me over and over, and I’d thank him every time.
Ryder puts his hands on my head and fucks my mouth harder. He’s not hurting me and I’m wooly-headed from being used as his shaft spasms. He groans when he comes, and the splash of cum against the back of my throat almost makes me choke. Since he already came earlier, I wasn’t expecting him to have so much. I swallow, gagging slightly as his seed coats my tongue.
Ryder pulls out of my mouth as saliva and cum run down my chin, dripping onto my breasts. I lick my lips and chin clean, and then use my fingers to clean up what fell. Ryder tastes different from my husband, but not bad. Sticking my fingers in my mouth to clean them off, I moan softly. I’d be willing to take as many mouthfuls as he wanted to give me this weekend.
Ryder looks down at me and smiles. “You might want to go take a nap, slut. I think you’re in for a long night.”
He signals to the other men, and they all leave me alone in the pool area. I’m a little stunned, but not ready for a nap yet. My legs are wobbly as I get up and slide into the hot tub to relax. Oh my god, this place is insane but fucking awesome. The warm water soothes me, and when I yawn, I realize Ryder is right. I better get a nap.
When I climb out, I fetch my bikini, the sunscreen, and wrap my towel around me before heading back to my room.




Chapter 3


The sun is setting when I wake up to a knock at the door. I climb out of bed, and when I open the door, I realize I’m still naked. Oops. Ryder and another handsome half-naked guy are standing there. I blush and stammer, “Hi,” 
The half-naked guy is holding a tray of food and my stomach gives a soft growl. Neither of them greets me, and I stand aside to let them in. The guy with the food heads to the kitchenette, and I longingly watch the plate he’s carrying until it disappears through the doorway.
I’m about to ask Ryder what’s up, but he turns me around and shoves me up against the nearest wall. Oh, I guess this is what’s up. My nipples scrape against the plaster and ripples of desire run straight to my pussy. I’m so turned on from getting face fucked earlier, I might come if one of them shoves their cock inside me.
Ryder’s hand cups my ass, and I moan. He spreads my butt cheeks apart and sighs. “God, too bad I can’t fuck this pretty little ass. I really wanted to come in all my fucktoy’s holes.”
His words make me wish I hadn’t written that anal was off limits. I’m so fucked up, I can easily imagine myself begging him to fuck my ass. I hold in my pleas because I’d never break Keith’s trust, no matter how much I want Ryder to take all of me.
He grabs my arms, pinning my wrists to the wall above my head, and pushes his body against mine. His cock is out of his shorts, and he grinds the length of his shaft between the crack of my ass. I moan as he presses harder against me. Holy fuck. I’m not sure I’ve ever wanted a guy’s cock as much as I do right now.
The tip of his cock probes my pussy, and he slams into me. I cry out as he uses my body roughly, keeping me pinned as I sway between him and the wall. His skin is hot against mine and each thrust sends tiny sparks of pleasure through my entire body. When he speaks, his breathing is ragged. “I changed my mind about something, fucktoy.”
What’s this?
His breath is a warm puff as he continues. “I’ve decided to share you tonight. We’re both going to use you until you’re nothing but a mindless puddle on the floor.”
Oh god—yes, please. I want to beg him to get started, but I don’t need to because he pulls out and drags me to the bed. I glimpse the other guy watching us from the kitchenette doorway as Ryder pushes me back. Squeaking out, I bounce on the mattress as he grips my thighs and tugs me to the end of the bed.
Ryder doesn’t wait and puts my ankles on his shoulders and thrusts back into my pussy. I gasp in delight and fist my hands in the sheets. Every nerve ending is on fire as he jackhammers into me. 
“You’re such a good fucktoy. I’m going to be sad when the weekend ends. I could fuck this pussy forever.”
I close my eyes and let the sensations cascade over me as he continues to fuck me and talk dirty.
“I’ve spent a lot of time today thinking about why you would come here, and I’ve decided you must be just a whore who loves being used.”
His words make me tremble and I whimper and moan.
“Or maybe your husband can’t fuck you like this, and you like it rough.”
A shudder runs through me. I’d love to say no, but that would be a lie. Keith can’t fuck me like this, and I didn’t even know I craved it. The bed dips by my head and I open my eyes to find the other guy aiming his cock towards my mouth. I moan, “Yessss,” as he slides between my lips. I suck him in deeply, enjoying the saltiness on my tongue and wanting to see how fast I can make him come while Ryder fucks me harder and faster.
“Oh yeah, I bet you’re a slutty cum-eating whore, aren’t you?”
My moans turn into yelps as Ryder pounds into me. This is amazing and I feel myself nearing an orgasm. Ryder must be able to tell because he reaches between my legs and rubs my clit, skyrocketing me to new heights of rapture. The guy at my head keeps drilling into my mouth. My pussy tightens around Ryder’s cock. I’m so close to coming that it’s difficult to form thoughts.
“I’m gonna fill your pussy with my hot load. Fuck, this is so good.”
Ryder pulls out fully, then slams back into me repeatedly. Everything the men are doing to me turns me on even more. I gurgle around the cock in my mouth, trying to beg them both to use me, but my words are unintelligible.
Ryder’s thrusts become more erratic and he doesn’t slow down. I scream when his balls slap against my ass. My body shakes and my toes curl as my orgasm rips through me like wildfire.
I cry out around the shaft in my mouth as the guy’s cock pulses and explodes, shooting ropes of sticky cum down my throat. Lights flash behind my eyelids and my brain switches off as Ryder continues to fuck me through my orgasm. When he groans and paints my cave walls with his hot cum, I’m floating in a sea of happiness and barely notice.
He slows down, and when he pulls out, I can feel his cum dripping out of me. He lowers my legs and I melt into the bed, curling up on my side. I’m incapable of coherent thought. I’m just one big ball of contentment. The guys murmur together and the front door opens and shuts. I assume I’m alone until the bed jostles. I crack my eyes as Ryder cuddles behind me.
“Is this okay?” he asks as he wraps his arms around me, and I murmur, “Uh-huh.”
We snuggle together for a bit as I drift. His warmth on my back is soothing. After a few minutes, he nuzzles my neck and kisses my shoulder.
“I’ll be right back.”
He gets off the bed and returns with water and a plate with half a sandwich. He holds the glass steady while I sit up, and when he can tell I won’t spill it, he lets go. I drink deeply, and then he exchanges the glass for the plate. I lie back down and munch on a delicious turkey sandwich as Ryder climbs behind me and rubs my back.
Shit, I didn’t know this place came with aftercare, but then again, I didn’t know how intense this would be. After I’ve eaten my sandwich, he takes the plate and puts it on the dresser and snuggles back against me.
“Are you okay?”
I close my eyes, enjoying being taken care of. “Yeah, this is nice.”
“Good,” he murmurs. “It’s part of your husband’s request.”
Wow, what? I look over my shoulder at him and he must be able to read the question on my face.
“Your husband called Chris with special requests. He wanted to make sure we took care of you.” Ryder grins at me. “Something about you going loopy after multiple orgasms.”
I giggle. “My husband knows me.”
Ryder yawns, “Now we rest. You have a big night ahead of you,” and his arm falls across my chest.
My mouth forms an ‘O’ and I want to ask him what is happening later, but I don’t. He probably wouldn’t tell me. I’m his freeuse slut tonight and he gets to choose. I snuggle in and drift to sleep with a smile on my face.
[image: image-placeholder]I wake up when someone plays with my nipple. I almost tell Keith to let me sleep, but when that someone pinches it painfully, I’m jolted awake and realize this isn’t Keith.
“Time to wake up.” Ryder pulls on my nipple again and I moan.
I’m not sure what time it is, but it’s fully dark outside. I stretch and my pussy throbs at the thought of being used again so soon.
“You have 15 minutes to do whatever you need, and then we’re leaving.”
Ugh, 15 minutes? I pop up and sprint to the bathroom. I’m a filthy slut who needs a shower and there isn’t much time. As the water heats, I brush my teeth lightning fast. I’m in the shower and cleaning off the crusted cum on my inner thigh when Ryder knocks on the door and calls out a five-minute warning. Fuck.
I quickly rinse and step out to dry off. I left my clothes in the bedroom, so I step out there with just a towel on. Ryder gives me a smoldering look and pulls the towel off me. I gasp at his touch as his hand skims over my breasts, and slips under my arms and lifts me onto the dresser.
He pushes my legs open and pulls his cock out of his shorts before sliding into me. I wrap my legs around him and hold on to the edges of the dresser as he hammers into my pussy. The dresser knocks against the wall, creating a loud banging that someone could probably hear outside. Holy shit, this is fabulous.
“Nothing like fucking a clean pussy,” Ryder pants.
I bite my lip to hold in a moan as spikes of delight ping up and down my body. There’s nothing like being the fucktoy of some dude with a massive cock. I’m close to another orgasm again as his thrusts stretch me out and hit every nerve ending just right. I probably could ride this guy’s cock for the rest of my life and be happy.
He speeds up and right before I come, he groans and blows his load deep inside me. Ohhh, no. Goddammit.
I’m whimpering as he pulls out and sets me on the floor. No, no, no. This isn’t how it’s supposed to happen. My body cries out from the lack of orgasm.
Ryder smacks my ass. “Let’s go, slut. You don’t need clothes.”
I slip on my sandals so at least my feet will be protected. His cum drips down my thigh as I follow him out the door and down a lighted path towards loud music blaring from another building. Inside is a huge room filled with men playing pool around three pool tables. There are more guys than I can count. Oh wow, I didn’t know this place had this many guys here.
Ryder leans over and whispers in my ear. “Remember your safeword. I’ll be close if you need to use it.”
Um... My eyes grow round and he slaps my ass and laughs before addressing the entire room in a booming voice. “I’m sharing my toy tonight with whoever wants her. First come, first served.”
Several pool cues drop to the tables and three men advance towards me. A moment of trepidation overwhelms me until Ryder squeezes my hand in reassurance. Oh god, am I ever going to get this chance again? Probably not. A swell of lust and determination drifts over me.
I drop Ryder’s hand and embrace the moment, waiting for the men to do whatever they want to me.
Within moments, I’m bent over the nearest pool table with a guy holding my shoulder down while he pounds into me from behind. My face squishes against the felt, and the smell of wood blends with the fragrance of all the men’s cologne. The room tilts as waves of bliss ripple from my pussy. The guy inside me doesn’t take long to come, and then another man replaces him. He yanks my hair up, increasing my pleasure as he slaps my ass and uses me.
Ryder calls out, “She likes it rough, boys, so don’t go easy on her.”
Fuck, what did I put on my forms again? I said I liked it rough, but what else did I say? Hands pull me off the table with the guy’s cock still buried in me, I find myself bent over sucking on another guy’s dick while the guy behind me keeps drilling away. Every thrust from behind shoves me further on the shaft in my mouth. Luckily, this guy’s not too huge, but he’s large enough to tickle my throat with every stroke.
The guy explodes in my mouth and it’s so much cum it dribbles down my chin and onto the floor. The cum is salty and slightly metallic, with a slight hint of sweetness. I try to swallow as much as I can, but when he pulls out, a gush of liquid leaves my chin a mess. Another cock slides into my mouth and I moan at how filthy this is. This one’s a little bigger than the last guy, and my mind goes fuzzy as two of my holes are filled and used.
At some point, the guy behind me comes, and they lay me on my back on the edge of the pool table. One man fucks my pussy while another guy stands to the side and I suck his cock. Multiple men hold my legs open and when one guy plays with my clit, it’s too much and I cry out with my climax.
Sharp pleasure runs from my fingers to my toes and the guys don’t stop using me. They fuck me through my orgasm and then my next one. Through it all, Ryder keeps up the dirty talk, telling me I’m a whore and a cum-guzzling slut. This is one of the top 10 greatest sexual experiences of my life. I’m floating in a haze of bliss, not caring who is using me or how many of them come on me. I just want all of them to find fulfillment tonight.
I lose count of my orgasms as the men switch around, shoving me against the walls as they pound into me. They bend me over every piece of furniture in the room as they all take their turn with me.
Time blends together until I find myself on the floor with three guys standing and jerking off over me. I close my eyes, open my mouth and stick out my tongue, hoping that some of them will hit my mouth. Warm drops rain down on me, and at least one guy’s cum paints my lips. When the noise of them jerking off and their groans die down, I lick the salty cum away and slip into a state of pure joy.
When I come back to my senses, Ryder has me in his arms and he’s carrying me towards my cottage. He sets me on the bathroom counter and pulls out his phone.
“Say cheese for your husband.”
Oh god. I think of how sexually satiated I am and giggle. I know I look happy in whatever picture he just took.
He starts the shower and helps me stand up. I’m surprised when he enters the shower with me.
“Just stay still,” he murmurs.
God, this guy is nice. He rinses me and uses a loofah with body wash to clean me up. My pussy aches, and he’s gentle when directing the handheld sprayer between my legs. When we’re done, he dries me off with a big fluffy towel and carries me to bed. The aftercare provided here is what really makes it a fabulous experience.
I’m too exhausted to do anything but murmur my thanks. As soon as my head hits the pillow, I zonk out.
[image: image-placeholder]In the night, I wake up with Ryder in bed with me, and feeling secure, I fall asleep again. I blink awake several hours later with birds chirping through an open window and someone knocking on my door. The side of the bed that Ryder is on is cold, so I can tell he’s been gone for a while.
My pussy gives a small twinge of protest as I get out of bed and pad towards the doorway. I’m feeling overwhelmed by last night’s experience and trying to process my emotions as I pull the door open. Keith is standing on the other side. A sudden joyful shock hits me, and I burst into tears for no reason. He pulls me into his arms, smothering my face with kisses.
“Oh baby, I couldn’t stay away. You were so gorgeous in all the pictures.”
I cling to the love of my life and kiss him passionately. As our tongues entwine, my nipples harden and I realize I’m naked, but he’s not. I need his cock inside me, NOW. I pull at his clothes, and he helps me tear them off.
We fall into the bed together, a tangle of limbs, and when his cock slides into me, I sigh from the thrill and the feeling that I’m right where I belong. Last night was more intense than I ever imagined it would be, but this is the only man for me.
We surge together frantically, as if we can’t get enough of each other. He’s on top of me, and his lips are everywhere. His fingers brush against my clit while we both try to get his cock deeper inside of me. Keith knows exactly how to make me come, and it’s not long before I’m shuddering around his cock and crying out with my climax.
He follows quickly, coming with a roar as he unloads more cum than I’ve gotten out of him in a long time. It feels like he’s never going to stop coming as my orgasm recedes and then peaks again. When it finally ends, I’m shivering with tiny aftershocks of pleasure when he pulls out and rolls onto his back.
“Holy fuck,” he groans, and I giggle.
Entwining my fingers with his, I give him a soft smile. “I’m glad it was you at the door. I didn’t know how much I needed you until that moment.”
He shifts onto his side and kisses my fingers. “I know, baby. This was the plan all along. I told them to give you an amazing night, and I’d take over on Saturday. You’re MY freeuse slut today.”
Sliding into his arms, I give him a deep kiss. His cock twitches against my belly and I giggle again. I think I’m going to enjoy being just his today. After all, there’s still one hole left that hasn’t been used yet.
If I play my cards right, maybe I’ll go home tomorrow with all my holes filled after all.
The End
Want more?
Get a sexy bonus scene between Ariana and Keith the next day. Find it at:
https://www.lacey-cross.net/ariana






Want to read Tiffany's story?


Book 2, Used for Amusement, is Tiffany’s fun night at the resort. 
[image: image-placeholder]
When this soon-to-be hotwife is offered a weekend at a freeuse resort, she’s tempted more than she ever expected. 
I’ve only been married for three years, I shouldn’t be craving a hard pounding by other men yet, right? But to my surprise, my husband is hot and bothered by the idea of a bunch of men filling me up and sending me home to him used and fully satisfied.
Work messed up my weekend plans, so I only get one night at the resort. I’m determined to turn it into a wild, unforgettable experience that will be burned in my memory for years to come.
Find it at:
https://mybook.to/bookusedforamuse









Taking Them All Excerpt


I’ve done a few filthy sharing with multiple men stories lately. Here is peek at another one I’ve done, if you haven’t read it yet. It’s short and hot, so you only get a tiny taste. 
[image: image-placeholder]
Part of Chapter 1
Stumbling up the porch, I bang on the cabin door and it’s almost immediately answered. 
A massive ginger-haired guy with a beard blinks at me before calling over his shoulder, “Hey, who hired a stripper to come all the way up here?”
I open my mouth to tell him I’m not a freaking stripper when he grips my shoulder and tugs me into the cabin. “Come inside. You’re crazy to be standing out there without shoes on and in that skimpy outfit.”
The warmth of the room smacks me in the face and I almost sigh in happiness. Oh, thank God. Ginger Man, as I’ve now dubbed him, draws me to the couch in front of the fireplace, pushes me down, and sits beside me. He pulls my feet into his lap and rubs them between his warm hands.
My red toenails and lightly tanned skin contrast against his ivory tone. His hands are enormous and make my tiny feet appear even smaller. The longer he rubs them, the more it’s like a foot massage. I close my eyes and sink into the couch cushions and moan softly. Keeping my eyes closed, I enjoy the massage while my other senses take over. Someone turned down the music and the hum of voices tells me there are several people here–at least five, maybe more. There is enough talking that I can’t hear everything going on at once and I have to concentrate to isolate the voices. Clearly a card game going on, since every few seconds a table gets thumped, people laugh, and other people groan. Another group of guys is close by discussing time travel theory.
“So, who ordered the stripper?” Ginger Man calls out again, and a chorus of, “Not me,” and, “I don’t know,” rings out. 
“Maybe it was Ron?” a deep voice suggests, and a bunch of people agree that it sounds like something Ron would do. 
Wait, are these all men? I open my eyes and peek over the side of the couch and count 10 guys with a quick glance. I snuggle back down on the couch and watch Ginger Man rubbing my feet.
Hey, this guy is pretty damn sexy. I’ve always had a thing for bigger men because I love feeling small and helpless when they pin me down. Add in the red hair and a beard, and I’m sold. My pussy flutters and reminds me that my last orgasm wasn’t the best.
“So…” Ginger Man smiles at me. “Are you going to strip for us?”
His hands turn into more of a caress and I almost groan at how erotic it feels. Here I was, wishing I could find a guy to fuck tonight, and the universe handed me more men than I can handle.…
Or did it?
My body zings alive and my nipples pucker as I imagine fucking multiple men tonight. Can I really do this? My husband said whoever, whenever. A splash of wetness leaks from my pussy. Oh, hell yeah, let’s do this. It’s going to be the sluttiest thing I’ve ever done in my life, but I’m going to fuck them all. 
I remove my feet from his hands and curl them under me as I shift onto my knees. Smiling seductively, I purr at Ginger Man, “Ron didn’t hire a stripper…” I don’t actually know who this Ron person is, but I go with it and continue. “Ron hired a free use slut for anyone to use.”
End of Excerpt

If you want to check out the full filthy story, you can find it here:
https://mybook.to/takingthem
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