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      To the fun-loving, sex-positive, always entertaining gals that live in our hearts and minds.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        Some people never go crazy. What truly horrible lives they must lead.

        Charles Bukowski
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      Eliza’s character was brought to life from a writing prompt that mentioned “getting pounded in a grimy gas station bathroom with the door open.” From there Eliza, Drake, Dolores, and friends sprung to life in my smutty mind, and I penned three stories. I’m putting them in this little book to give away for your enjoyment. I love Eliza’s joie de vivre as she goes with the flow following her husband Drake’s lead. She a little bit country, a lot a bit bimbo, and just a fun character to write.

      I truly hope you enjoy these stories,

      – Hank Dolworth
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      I was staring at the broken tile at the edge of the backsplash behind this bathroom sink, with rusty lines breaking through the ceramic. My fingers gripped the sides of the cold sink as my husband rammed his stiff cock into my slick needy cunt. I had to bite my lip to keep from screaming about how fucking good it felt to get fucked in this dirty bathroom with the broken door where I could hear random people ringing up their quick-stop essentials from this gas station just off the highway.

      I should explain how I got here.

      We were out on a date, my husband Drake and I. He is about 15 years older than me and likes to claim he saved me from the bad decisions of my youth. You guessed it; I met him at the strip club was working. I wasn’t a performer; I just served drinks. I did have my eye on that stage, and the extra money pulling off my clothes for horny bastards would enable. Drake was a regular, and we discussed my goals and aspirations.

      One of the goals was to get good at sucking a nice hard cock, because the dancers always said that was the way to make bank in the VIP lounges during private dances. I was prohibited from going into the VIP lounges, so Drake promised to help tutor me.

      Six months later, he put a ring on it and told me he only ever wanted my lips around his cock from now until the day he died. Probably not the most flowery proposal ever, but Drake does have his unique charm. Two months later, I learned that Drake didn’t mind if my lips were wrapped around another man’s cock, so long as he could watch. That’s how I became a hot wife, and man, I loved performing for my sugar daddy Drake.

      I think I’ve gone off on a tangent. Let’s try and get us back on track, okay, Eliza?

      Yep, that’s me, Eliza, and I was telling you how Drake railed me in the public bathroom of an off-the-highway gas station. We’d gone to dinner and were returning home from our romantic dinner at the local Waffle House. I was hungry on the way home because … Fuck I was distracted by Drake’s fingers fucking me all through his meal. He had that evil grin on his face as he scooped up his covered hash browns one-handed, the slurping he made reminded me of his mouth on my wet cunt.

      Let’s face it oral skills run in the family, okay?!

      Where was I? Right in the public bathroom, getting railed by my husband, Drake. The whole finger fucking in the Waffle House had gotten me hungry, so Drake, the sweet man, promised me all the barbecue I wanted after he fucked me in this dirty bathroom.

      This particular gas station served barbecue out the back, so I knew I’d get my lips around some tasty meat as soon as Drake filled my needy kitty with his spunk. So I agreed to his lurid request. I thought he’d at least lock the door first, though.

      Alas, the lock was busted, but I needed his cock inside me as much as Drake needed to feel me wrapped around him. So I bent over this rusty sink, and that’s how I wound up here.

      He’d already made me cum at the Waffle House, and Drake sucked my juices off his fingers before he grabbed a slice of white bread to mop up the grease and gravy off his hashbrowns. My waffle was half eaten on my plate when I screamed his name and baptized my side of the booth with my climax. Drake threw money on the table to cover the meal and tip, grabbed my hand, and pulled me out to his truck.

      “Gotta get you in our bed and fuck you right,” he growled as I slid to my side of the cab.

      I was down with that, and it sounded like the perfect end to our romantic date at the Waffle House. I felt a zing at the need in his voice, and my brain blipped, thinking about how he’d fuck me first. My tummy expressed its displeasure, and I complained, cutely, of course, that I didn’t get to finish my dinner.

      “Well, I can’t wait for you to eat first,” Drake growled, “So I have a better idea.”

      I did love Drake’s flexibility and initiative. Getting banged in a seedy gas station bathroom was on my bucket list, so it was like a win-win. He pulled into the gas station and braked hard, making the truck rock back and forth, and another thought zinged through my mind of our first time when Drake fucked me in the parking lot of the strip club in this very truck.

      I keep getting off track, which, thankfully, Drake never had a problem with when he was railing me from behind. I was just about to climb back into heaven around his thick cock when the door got pushed open, and a mousy housewife stepped into view.

      “Oh dear,” she muttered but didn’t back out.

      She stepped further in and closed the door behind her, finding the latch that Drake missed and hooking it in the canted eye hook in the door frame. She bit her lip and watched what I was sure was my lust-drunk look of bliss as my husband kept at his task.

      “Do you two mind company?” she tittered nervously.

      “Not if you don’t mind sitting on the sink,” Drake gruffed as he grabbed a handful of my hair, hauled me back off the sink with one hand, and gestured like the gentleman he is to the empty seat in front of my face.

      “I’m Dolores,” the housewife said to me as if I cared, and then slid down her yoga pants and hopped up on the sink.

      “mmm,” I answered, licking my lips.

      Drake didn’t mind me licking a sweet pussy, so long as he could watch, and his cock was inside me while I did. I was game for anything, and this sweet momma had a bare cunt that drooled right in front of my eyes. Drake released his fingers, and I bowed my head and pressed my lips into that honey pie. Delilah… Deborah… Fuck, what was her name? Anyway, she groaned and lifted her legs over my shoulders as I eagerly lapped her tasty quim.

      Drake, always the gentleman, realized that I was under some strain from the weight of her legs, reached under my bent-over torso, and cupped my tits firmly. With the weight distribution balanced, I resumed licking and sucking this needy housewife's pussy like it was my dinner. I giggled into her snatch when I realized it kind of was, and I purred when Drake’s cock hit a particularly sensitive spot.

      The eager bitch grabbed my hair and pressed her hips into my licking tongue and eager lips. My eyes crossed the scent of her needy pussy, and I felt the first gush of her peak spill around my lips. That set me off, and she muffled my scream of joy with her… uh… muff.

      Drake followed by bathing my womb with his potent seed, which made me giggle because Drake had a vasectomy before we’d met. “The worst decision of my life,” He explained later, “Because all I want is to breed you and put a baby inside you.”

      My husband, Drake, is the charmer.
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      I kept looking across the hallway at my new boss's closed office door and wondered what she was doing. After our impromptu meeting at that filthy gas station bathroom, Dolores was friendly enough to give me her business card and asked me to call her. She said, “I might have a position for you to fill.” That was odd to think about since I was usually the one getting filled. I wasn’t going to turn away a chance for some extra coin, though, and I’d even wear the strap-on if she needed filling.

      Speaking of filling, my ass was still tingling from the reaming my dear husband Drake gave me before he shoved my blue jeweled ass plug inside me and then hurried me out the door. He’s so thoughtful to fill me with his spunk before I’d be away from him for an entire five hours. It turns out Dolores pays for lunch hour! Anyway, where was I?

      The blue butt plug is blue because it matches my eyes. Drake says he misses seeing my eyes since we broke that mirror a few weeks ago. So he picked up this blue jeweled anal exciter to help him think about my baby blue when he’s railing me like the animal he is.

      Mmmm…. where was I?

      Right, my mini-skirt was the same shade. Drake liked to dress me in blue, even though I asked for pink. “It’s a theme, baby; blue is your color,” Drake drawled, so I didn’t question that and embraced the electric shade of blue for my wardrobe.

      The skirt was a bit short, but Dolores seemed to like it when I showed up at her house in the tiny thing with my hair in pigtails. Drake said the white knee socks and the white button-down tied just under my breasts made me look like a young before-she-went-nuts Brittany Spears. I think he liked it because of my belly button ring, but Drake is such a charmer; his prase always makes me blush, and I forget. As Dolores had me spin slowly around, I remembered what I’d forgotten.

      “My lunch!” I said suddenly.

      Dolores said, “Don’t worry, I‘ll have something for you to eat.”

      I grinned and gave her a look that said I was all for a repeat of the filthy bathroom scene, but then continued, “I’ll call Drake, and he can bring me something meaty. Is that okay?” I reflexively wriggled my hips as Dolores pressed her fingers into the blue gem in my ass.

      “Shouldn’t be a problem,” Dolores said, then started telling me my task for the day.

      Dolores is an independent insurance agent working out of her home. Her last name is Carmichael, and she says her husband is a workaholic, dominant asshole. I didn’t see that as bad, but Dolores had issues with his “entitled ass.” Her kids are grown and out of their expansive mansion, so she renovated the first floor into her large office and the room I occupy alongside a dated copier. She told me the first thing on my to-do list was to get the copier fixed and that she’d be in her office taking calls.

      I don’t know anything about selling insurance, but I want to be an independent insurance agent from the sounds she makes while taking calls.

      Anyway.

      I sat at the little desk and grabbed the old corded phone and a pencil. Then used the rubber eraser to punch out the number for the copier repair shop. I had to keep my long blue-painted nails free from chips.

      “It’s important that you keep yourself looking pretty,” Drake always reminded me, “You want those free mani-pedis to keep rolling in, and Dominick isn’t one for charity. You’ve earned those pretty nails on your knees like a good girl, after all.”

      I got chills up my spine just remembering Drake’s sincere praise. I mean, he did teach me to be the best cock sucker on this side of the Chattahoochee, at least according to Dominick. After reaching under my skirt to press a finger into my clit, something that Drake also trained me to do whenever he called me a good girl.

      Ooooh, bonus lap! Mmmmm...

      Where was I? Right! Copier repair. They said they’d send out a repair person. Shucks, I was hoping for a repair guy, but it’s hard to nail that down these days. Next, I used the pencil to tap out Drake’s number and lowered my voice into a sexy purr as he taught me.

      “Daddy,” I complained cutely, “I forgot my lunch like a dumb slut. Dolores promised me something to eat, but I don’t think she meant food. Would you mind dropping me off my lunch?”

      “Oh crap, baby doll,” Drake said, and I shivered and enjoyed another lap around my stiff bud, “I’ll stop by the gas station and pick something up for you.”

      I knew my man knew what I liked, and now I’m stuck waiting for him, the repair guy, and whatever the next task Dolores has for me. Being a working girl is different, but it seems like a lot of fun! I zoned out for a bit, dreaming of Drake and fantasizing about a potential repair guy while teasing my eager clit and staring at Dolores’s door.

      “Oh, you fucking bad boy!” Dolores exclaimed loud enough for me to hear, “Tell me again what you’d do to my kitty!” Then she started with the heavy breathing again, and I bit my lip to keep myself from standing up, marching across the hall, and giving her a tongue lashing. If you know what I mean? Instead, I ground my ass into my office chair and enjoyed the little zip I got from my plugged ass.

      Then the doorbell chimed, and Dolores said, “Oh fuck yes! Do that again.”

      Okay, I guess Eliza was on door duty. I pressed up on my four-inch heels and brushed the back of my mini skirt down my ass. Like a good girl, I lifted my pretty blue nails to my shoulders, keeping my elbows tight.

      Mmmmm….

      Anyway, I scampered, taking short little steps to avoid stumbling, making my way to the front door. I opened the door and stared at the firm, tight abdomen of a modern-day Paul Bunyon. Okay, that might have been my fantasy sneaking in, but Doug was tall, and while a bit of a Dad bod, it had the right angles underneath his coveralls. At least, I hoped he was Doug since that’s what the patch on the coveralls said.

      “Copier Repair,” Doug said, “I’m looking for Eliza,”

      “Oh, sweety, Eliza is looking for you,” and I waved my hand in the come-hither motion I’d practiced for Drake, “Come on in here. I’ve got something that needs your attention.”

      I shook my enhanced boobs in his face, and he dropped his eyes right into my deep cleavage and licked his lips. I dropped my eyes to his package and was rewarded with a promising-looking bulge that seemed to grow before my eyes.

      “Babycakes,” I heard Drake holler, “Hol up!”

      Fuck, my man’s voice always made my pussy clench, so I held the door open for my husband while pulling Doug inside by the elbow. I pointed my blue-tipped nail at my office, “The copier is right in there, sweetie, go ahead and get started.”

      Drake swept me up in his arms, and I threw my thighs around his waist, just like he had taught me. He ground his stiff rod against my juicy bare cunt and hoped I wouldn’t stain his jeans with my dripping desire. Drake never let me wear panties, you see.

      He put me down, handed me my lunch, then swatted my ass, “Repair guy, huh? Let’s see what he’s got for you.”

      I giggled like a good girl, Mmmm, then looked inside the lunch bag. Two grape jelly Uncrustables (still frozen, my fave!), six Slim Jims, and two Diet Cokes. Drake had me quaffing the Diet Coke’s since he saw on TikTok that it kept pussies pliable, whatever the fuck that meant. Drake always said my pussy was tight and felt almost as good as my ass.

      Anyway, I escorted my husband into my office and closed the door. Doug was on his knees, holding the end of a power cord and looking along the wall for an outlet. Finding one, he plugged the bulky machine in, and the thing buzzed to life like my Hitachi warming up for a long slow night. Doug looked over his shoulder, confused, “What did you say was wrong with it.”

      “The power button thingy wasn’t turning on,” I said, fluttering my eyelashes.

      Drake said I looked extra pretty when I fluttered my eyes lashes and tilted my head just so. I gave Doug a little shrug and giggled. Drake said it made me seem extra dumb and bimbo-y… bimbo-i?

      Anyway.

      Doug gave me a wicked grin but then looked past me to my hunk of a husband, and his eyes widened.

      “Hey, maybe it’d be better if she showed you,” Drake said confidently, “It’s always good to get the full vision. Right?”

      Doug nodded dumbly, looking at me, then back at Drake, “My wife like to work out all the kinks, if you know what I mean.”

      Oh goody, Daddy was going to be my wingman with Doug. Drake settled into my chair while I went and bent over the copier and lifted my tiny little skirt. Doug stood up, did a double take, unzipped the front of his coveralls, and pushed down his boxers.

      I looked over my shoulder as I shook my ass at Doug and bit my lip at one corner. I dropped my eyes to Doug’s equipment, and he looked ready to plug me in. I was glad he didn’t waste any time because I needed filling since Drake dumped his load in my ass what seemed like hours ago. I checked the clock; it was more like an hour and fifteen minutes.

      Anyway.

      Doug slotted his extension into my receptacle. That’s fancy electrical talk that means, “he shoved his cock deep into my cunt,” for those readers who don’t get innuendo or euphemisms.

      Anyway.

      Doug rammed his cock inside me so hard and eager to fill me that the copier slammed against the wall. This was good because now I had a firm base to operate as I pushed my ass back into Doug’s frantic thrusts. I was getting into it with a little whine when two things happened simultaneously.

      First, Dolores whipped her door open, “What the fuck was that?” she shouted and looked startled by the noise of the copier hitting the wall. Dolores looked chaotic, with her yoga pants around her knees and tits hanging out of her unbuttoned blouse.

      At the same time, Drake called out to Doug, “You might want to cover her mouth. My girl can be a screamer.”

      That’s when my brain blipped out, and things got somewhat foggy for a bit. It might have been the odor from the toner on Doug’s fingers that pressed up against my nose. His cock kept pounding into my needy cunt, and I groaned into his palm. Each time I inhaled, I got a fresh dose of toner that felt like when Drake and I played with chloroform. My eyes rolled back, and my focus started going.

      I was aware enough to watch Drake press Dolores over my desk. She nodded to him and said something akin to, “Fuck yes, slam it in me,” just before she screamed unintelligibly as Drake drove into her. I think what followed was a bit like a fever dream because of the toner. But it might have been the wave of orgasms I enjoyed getting pounded by Doug, the surprisingly endurant copier repair man. Yes, MAN.

      After it settled down, I cleaned Doug’s cock on my knees in front of the copier. Drake patted my head and called me the name I love to hear, “Good girl, baby cakes,” then Drake put his arm around Doug’s shoulders and guided him out the front door.

      After I rolled my finger over my clit ay at my husband’s praise, I turned toward my desk, where Dolores sat naked. Her yoga pants were in a tattered pile, as was her white blouse. My new boss spread her thighs open wide and leaned back to push her bare pussy dripping my husband’s yummy cum, to my desk’s edge.

      “Lunchtime, Eliza,” Dolores said, rolling one finger over her clit.

      I was going to like this job.
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      This girl does love a good daisy chain; it’s true. And my besties Angelina and Peggy were incredible with their tongues and fingers. I had my mouth glued to Peggy’s slick tight slit, and she was moaning out loud into Angie’s clit, panting on her landing strip as I flexed my fingers into her tight channel. Angie took that moment to twist her slick fingertip into my ass. I wanted to turn and say, “Thank you,” because Drake always says manners are essential. But right when she did, Peggy painted my tongue with a fresh stream of her girl juice, and I didn’t want to miss a drop. Especially since I forgot to put out towels, and Drake said we were keeping this carpet for at least two months.

      “If it stains, it stains,” he said while I was trying to lick up the puddle I’d left from the last time he made me squirt and gush. I must clean up my mess; Drake has drilled that into me—literally.

      Speaking of drilling, it was about this time when Drake strode in and saw the three of us writhing on the clean carpet like a trio of snakes, moaning and carrying on.

      “Angelica…” Drake broke into songs, “Eliza….”

      “And Peggy!” Peggy lifted her mouth from Angie’s muff to join in, which caused Angie to moan and roll over and away from Peggy’s glazed cheeks.

      “The name is Angelina, Drake!” Angie tried to act mad as she sank to her knees, unzipped, and pulled my husband’s cock from his trousers, “Will you ever get it right?”

      Peggy laughed and let her eyes wander over my husband’s thick cock, then pushed me flat on my back and pushed her pussy into my face, “Let me finish what Angelina started…” she said as she lowered her mouth and pressed her tongue between my needy lips.

      “Ohh, Peggy,” I moaned and drugged my tongue up and down her slit. This was a better position to lap up all of her juices, and I took advantage of the opportunity to clean her up well before attacking Peggy’s clit again.

      I heard Drake growl, but it was muffled by Peggy’s tanned thighs pressed against my ears. I imagined Angelina was giving him a tongue-lashing until he said her name correctly. Or maybe she just wanted him to give her his shot. I knew my man was up for the challenge and focused back on my task.

      Peggy pressed her manicured nails into my gaped anus.

      My gaped anus reminded me I’d had the plug in overnight, and Drake made sure he plumbed my ass nice and hard before he left to deliver papers at 4 AM. He was nice enough to wake me up fully before plundering my ass with his meaty cock. While Drake made me see stars reaming my ass, I also made many promises to Jesus. In the end, Drake made me confess all my sins into the bunched-up sheets of our tangled bed. Leaving his hand print on my ass before he left and I went back to sleep with my plugged as pointing to the heavens.

      Anyhoo… Back to the present! Peggy’s fingers stroked in and out, wet from their play in my clenching cunt. I felt the twist in my core that said I was on my way to heaven. I could hear Angie screaming out, and I figured Drake was drilling her with shot after shot, and when I concentrated, I could her scream, “Angelica, my name is Angelica!”

      That made me smile because I knew firsthand how persuasive Drake could be when he had a reason to be. I also wished I was getting railed by my husband’s cock instead of Peggy’s slim fingers. Peggy did know what she was doing, and a few laps around my clitoris made Angie’s screams and whines fade away, and that buzz in my brain bloomed as I ground my hips into Peggy’s sweet mouth.

      Determined to give as well as I got, I flattened three fingers together, slid them in, and fluttered the tips of my nails along the top of Peggy’s juicy cave. I pressed my tongue against her clit and lapped the magic button. And as the piece de resistance, I pushed my thumb against her rosebud. She didn’t gape like me, so I had to press and twist a bit, but she soon loosened up and ground back into my hand.

      “Fuck, you slut! Eliza,” Peg shouted as she sprayed her girl juice all over my fingers and mouth and dripped onto my tits. She bowed her head and nibbled at my clit, and I ascended to the heavens with a mighty shriek.

      When I came to and looked around, Peggy was on her knees, sucking my husband’s cock as he looked down at me. I shook my head, trying to figure out what had happened to Angelica. Angie? Angelique?—my other friend. I saw her slumped off the arm of our sofa, and my brain made the connection.

      “Railed her over the couch, did you?” I grinned at my man.

      “Yep, and I gave her a new name when she baptized my cock,” the cocky, lovable bastard crowed, “You three are going to be the opening act on Thursday nights.”

      “What?” I asked in shock, “You got us a gig!”

      “Yeah, baby,” Drake said while fucking Peggy’s mouth, his balls slapping against her chin, “Thursday is show tunes day at the Landing Strip, and you three are going to strip to Hamilton songs.”

      I never expected all of my dreams to come true so quickly. I’d memorized Hamilton lyrics two years before I met Drake in that strip club. Now that I had “the best cock sucking mouth this side of the Chattahoochee,” as Drake bragged, maybe I really could make some bank in the VIP rooms. I shoved two fingers in my needy slit and watched my man fuck my friend’s throat with renewed pride. I watched him look at me as I curled my two blue-tipped fingers into my juicy sex, licked my lips, and moaned.

      “I thought you only wanted my lips around that cock of yours, honey,” I teased. “Have I lost my touch? Do I need to call Dominick to get more practice?”

      “Baby,” Drake drawled, “Sometimes you have to drink the Budweiser to recognize the Champagne.”

      Drake said the sweetest things. I glanced at Peggy because sometimes she was a sensitive bitch, but from the drool coming out her mouth and the only whites of her eyes showing, I realized she wasn’t listening. Drake pulled his thick cock out and, without warning, shot his thick load into Peggy’s face, mixing with the drool and spit, and her smile of delight made her look so pretty wearing my husband’s cum.

      I quickly got on my knees, like a good cum addict, and started lapping at Peggy’s cheeks, sharing some of Drake’s spunk with her as he kissed me, still in a daze from having her throat stretched by Drake’s monster cock. I cleaned her up, looked over my shoulder at Drake, and wriggled my hips at him.

      “My ass is still a little stretched from this morning, baby, “ I teased, “My cunt is still nice and tight for you, though.”

      Drake stroked his cock firmly to keep himself hard, “Show me that ass and cunt, then, sweetheart, and I’ll decide which one I want to stretch.”

      I pushed Peggy onto her back and lowered my mouth to her cunt, “Do you mind if I snack while you fuck me, Daddy? I can’t get enough of Peggy’s sweet pussy.”

      “Sure thing, fuck toy, just give me that sweet pussy.” Drake took position behind me and lined himself up.

      “Daddy,” I smiled as my fingers started to pet Peggy’s pussy, “Will they still let me dance if you put a baby inside me?”

      Angie rolled off the couch and crawled over to Peggy, and kissed her deeply, licking at some of the stray cum I’d left behind for her. Peggy moaned and kissed her back as they played with each other’s tits. I looked back at Drake, looking at his grin, “I bet if your sperm can unknot your tubes, they’d be so anxious to get into my ovaries.”

      “You’re damn right they are,” Drake said, lining up and slamming into me without warning.

      “Oh fuck, Daddy, yes! Give it to me!” I shouted, then lowered my lips to lap at Peggy’s clit.

      “You know that doctor’s appointment I had yesterday, sweet cheeks,” Drake drawled.

      I shook my head, making Peggy whine and press her fingers into my blonde mane. Then like the good slut Drake had trained me to be, I focused on her clit again, and she ground her hips into my mouth.

      “I got my vas reversed and just got the results back. The swimmers are at full strength, baby!”

      Angie whipped her head back, “Drake! I’m not on birth control! You didn’t wear a condom!”

      Drake laughed as he plowed his thick cock into m,e making me shiver at the thought of his swimmers finding their way to one of my eggs, “Fuck! Drake! Put a baby in me. Angie’s baby will need a playmate!”

      “And Peggy!” shouted Peggy as she sprayed my face with her third squirting orgasm.
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      “We should get you to your suite,” Kirsten whispered in my ear, “We can’t just lie here in the reception area all day.”

      “Why not?” I asked, still catching my breath.

      “The next guest is due to arrive, and I need to give Steph some time to do… clean up.”

      “Right,” I grinned and pressed a kiss to Kirsten’s lips.

      I rose and helped her sit up on the edge of the counter. I took a moment to look around the reception area now that I wasn’t balls deep in my sexy free-use slut for the week. My jacket and backpack had been flung to the side, and my roller bag had gotten kicked onto its side. The reception desk had Kirsten’s breast marks on it from when I first bent her over to rail her against the counter, and there was a bit of a puddle just in front of my feet.

      I started to pull the pieces back together as Kirsten slid onto her feet, still clad in stilettos, and pushed her skirt back down her thighs. I was still buzzing from what we’d done. I reviewed in my mind the last hour since I pulled into the Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast in Green Bay, Wisconsin. I could look out the lobby’s glass doors and see the looming stands of Lambeau Field, yet I was discovering something completely new on this side of the glass.

      I’d been traveling steadily for the past few years. With a steady cadence of three-day trips, they ended up five days away from home, going to and coming back via the airport. My wife got frustrated quickly, and I completely understood her frustration. I wasn’t going to fuck around on her while I was traveling, but she was home, bored and alone. After a few months of steady travel, we discussed it and agreed to open our marriage. Meghan is a stone-cold fox with lush brown locks, full natural breasts, trim and lithe from running and yoga. We had an incredible sex life when I was home, and the spice was fading into monotony with my road warrior routine.

      I recalled our challenging conversation and how much it reinforced our love for each other. For the sake of our relationship, we opened our marriage sexually. Which meant that we both were free to engage in sexual affairs; the only caveat was that we had to tell each other everything. While I didn’t engage in many affairs, Meghan had many liaisons with various men she trusted to be discreet. She was hot, but she was my wife. She loved the sex, but she loved me more. Most nights when I was on travel, she’d call me to tell me everything. I loved it, knowing she’d be waiting for me when I came home. She is my hot wife, who enjoyed letting her fly her freak flag, which only made me love her more. I was sexually satisfied listening to her tales and masturbating. It might not be for everyone, but we were making it work.

      Until this morning, my reservation was switched from my ordinary corporate hotel to this swanky modern bed and breakfast. I didn’t know until I arrived that Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast locations were free-use friendly. I was stunned when Kirsten greeted me on arrival and asked almost immediately if I wanted to fuck her over the reception counter. I should have read the Terms of Use that came with my complimentary year-long membership, but I threw caution into the wind and freely used Kirsten to take the edge of my travel woes by fucking her to two orgasms before filling a condom with my cock wedged deep inside her.

      “Let me take care of that,” Kirsten said, peeling said condom off my semi-rigid phallus.

      “Umm, thanks,” I said, then tucked my cock back into my pants. I adjusted my clothes, then rubbed my hand through the stubble of my short hair behind my head, “So, where is my room?”

      I don’t know why I was suddenly bashful; maybe I was thinking about Meghan. Honestly, I couldn’t wait to tell her about my incredible early afternoon. I wondered if she’d gotten nice good rutting from Miguel, our twenty-something gardener. I felt Kirsten’s hand grab mine, and I blinked back to the present.

      “You’re in one of the top-floor suites,” Kirsten said, then giggled, “Welcome back. It looks like you took a little trip.”

      “Yeah,” I said and hooked my backpack over my shoulder, carrying my heavy winter jacket, “I just recalled everything. I wasn’t expecting….”

      “A free-use slut all to yourself?” Kirsten finished with a grin pulling my roller to the elevator, “I think you’ll get used to it. We have many repeating customers.”

      “Yeah, I think I could get used to this,” I nodded as I stepped into the open elevator behind Kirsten.

      I pushed her up against the wall as the doors closed, and she moaned, “Mmm, hungry again already? Press the top floor,” she groaned as my hands gripped her hips and pulled her back against my stiffening cock.
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        * * *

      

      Continue with the rest of Luxury Suite - A Fantasy Unlimited Freeuse Story available in the Amazon Kindle Store.

      https://mybook.to/LuxeFreeuse

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            also by hank dolworth

          

        

      

    

    
      Hope you enjoyed the adventures of Eliza and her friends. You can find more of my books at https://books.hankdolworth.com

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            about the author

          

        

      

    

    
      Hank Dolworth enjoys writing story-driven adult erotic fiction with a mixture of science fiction, fantasy, polyamory, male dominance, and female submission. Hank has a knack for creating and building alternative universes and expressive characters through creative storytelling. Hank relishes the challenge of trying to make his stories seem real except being wholly fantastic and supernatural. Hank loves to write smut and dirty tales of consensual sex (though sometimes a little bit of mind control to help things along isn’t a bad thing, is it?).
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