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Chapter 1
















Snow crunched under the tires as David's car wound its way up the final stretch of private road. Elana stared out the window, taking in the sprawling luxury cabin that emerged from the winter landscape like something from a Christmas card. Timber and stone, two stories tall with massive windows reflecting the late afternoon sun, all surrounded by pristine white powder and towering pines.

"Holy shit," she whispered, admiring the way fairy lights twinkled along the eaves, casting a golden glow onto pristine snowdrifts. "This place is fucking incredible."

David shot her a sideways glance, his fingers tightening slightly on the steering wheel. "I'm still surprised you agreed to this, you know."

Elana turned to him, genuinely confused. "Why wouldn't I? You've shared me with your colleagues before.”

"This is different, Elana. Last time was a couple of hours in the office.” His voice was tight. "This is a full forty-eight hours. Seven men. The entire team."

She placed her hand on his thigh and squeezed. "It'll be fun. I might be sore for a week after, but I'm looking forward to it all."

David killed the engine and sat for a moment, his expression unreadable.

"Last chance to back out," he said quietly.

Elana rolled her eyes and pushed open her door. "Not a chance in hell."

The frigid mountain air hit her like a slap, making her nipples harden instantly beneath her thin sweater. She hugged herself, breath forming little clouds as she crunched through the snow toward the trunk. Before she could reach it, the massive wooden front door swung open, spilling warm light onto the snow.

"There she is!" A tall, broad-shouldered man with salt-and-pepper hair and a thousand-watt smile descended the steps. James, David's boss, looked like he'd stepped straight out of a luxury watch advertisement in his casual designer sweater and perfectly fitted jeans.

"James!" Elana smiled as he pulled her into a bear hug, lifting her slightly off the ground. His cologne smelled expensive, and his hands lingered just a moment too long on her waist as he set her down.

"James, you're crushing me," she laughed.

He set her down and held her at arm's length, eyes roaming appreciatively over her tight pants and sweater. "Worth it. I still can't believe you said yes."

"I keep hearing that," Elana said, glancing at David, who was carrying her bag up the grand timber stairs.

James leaned close, his breath warm against her ear. "I can't wait for things to really start tonight," he murmured, his hand finding the small of her back. "You have no idea how thrilled I am you agreed to this.”

A pleasant shiver ran through Elana as she glanced up at the imposing cabin. "I aim to please," she said with a wink.

"The official retreat starts in about an hour," James said, checking his watch. "Gives you just enough time to get settled. David knows which room is yours."

She followed David up the grand staircase, admiring the rustic luxury of the place. It had vaulted ceilings, a stone fireplace roaring in the huge lounge room, and plush furniture that practically begged to be fucked on. Her room was at the end of a long hallway, spacious with a king-sized bed and an en-suite bathroom with a rainfall shower that made her gasp.

"This is gorgeous," she said, running her fingers along the marble countertop.

“I'd better go join the boys. We’ll start the fun soon. Good luck,” David said with a peck on the cheek before leaving her alone.

As David's footsteps faded down the hallway, Elana immediately stripped off her travel clothes and padded into the bathroom. Under the warm water, her boy was humming. Her pussy was already wet and tingly, ready to cum. But Elana did not touch herself, did not try to release the building tension. Soon enough, she’d be taking more pleasure than she could handle, and the buildup was intoxicating.

She took her time, lathering every inch of her skin, knowing those inches would belong to everyone else that night.

After drying off, she pulled out the outfit she'd packed specially for tonight. The Mrs. Claus costume was scandalously short, barely covering her ass, with white fur trim that tickled her thighs. The red velvet hugged her curves, and the neckline plunged so low it barely contained her breasts. She slipped on the matching hat over her long blonde locks, applied crimson lipstick, and stepped into red stiletto heels that made her legs look endless.

Elana examined herself in the mirror, adjusting the hat to a jaunty angle. Perfect. The outfit was exactly what she'd hoped for; festive, slutty, and guaranteed to make every man in the room hard the moment they saw her.

"Perfect," she murmured.

When she made her way downstairs, she could hear male voices coming from the open lounge, but silence fell as she came into view and seven pairs of eyes locked on her.

Elana felt a thrill as she recognized familiar faces among the gathered men. James stood at the center, his commanding presence unmistakable. Her husband, David, sat on a leather armchair, watching her with that mixture of pride and possessiveness she'd come to adore. Marcus from accounting, whom she had been with twice now, was nursing a whiskey with a wolfish grin. Ryan, the hot young receptionist.

Noel and Nick, she had experienced a month or so before, but it was Greg who caught her attention most. She'd flirted with him at company events but never actually fucked, and was an impressive man to look at. His muscular frame filled out his shirt in ways that made her mouth water, and the intensity of his gaze made her pussy clench in anticipation.

"Gentlemen," James announced, gesturing for Elana to join him at the front of the room. "I promised you all a special team-building exercise for this retreat."

Elana sashayed across the room to stand beside James, the click of her heels on the hardwood floor punctuated by the crackling fire. The men's hungry gazes followed her every step, making her skin tingle with anticipation.

"As you can see," James said, placing a firm hand on the small of her back, "I've arranged something special for us this weekend." His fingers traced small circles against the red velvet of her costume. "Our lovely guest here has generously agreed to be our free-use plaything for the entire retreat."

A murmur rippled through the gathered men, and Elana felt her heart rate quicken as she watched their expressions shift from desire to a more aggressive lust.

"The arrangement is simple," James continued, his voice taking on the same authoritative tone he used during quarterly reviews. "She has a private room upstairs, that's her sanctuary. You do not enter unless specifically invited. But," he paused, letting the tension build, "anywhere else in this cabin, at any time she is outside her room, she's available for whatever you want. No permission needed, no questions asked, just do whatever you want to her.”
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