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Chapter One

Michael had the front door open for me before I could even get out my keys. Had he been waiting around for me to get home? I liked the idea of him pacing around, unable to get me out of his head.

“You’re perfect,” I greeted my smiling fiancé as he closed the gap and wrapped me up in his strong arms.

“I’ve missed you,” Michael’s breathy voice caressed my ear, sending a shiver through me. “Though I loved hearing about what you’ve gotten yourself into.”

“Oh, I bet,” I laughed, feeling his hard cock pressing against my stomach. “You sure it wasn’t more about what got into me?”

The business trip had only been for two days, but it felt like an eternity had passed since I’d been home. An eternity and more cocks than I could count. First, my colleague Jefferey had booked us on a FreeUse flight where I was used and abused by the other passengers. Then, I arrived at our meeting to find Jefferey had neglected to mention that the CEO we were meeting with had recently implemented a FreeUse policy for all staff, contractors, and vendors – that meant me. The trip’s grand finale, though, took things to the next level; tied up, blindfolded, and fucked over and over by god only knew how many men, until I was left battered, exhausted, and plastered in semen.

As a lifelong slut, I’d gotten into some crazy shit before, but the last two days were the most intense of my entire life. Thrilling, hot, insane, and completely exhausting. Every inch of my body felt battered and used. I’d barely managed to stay awake on the short cab ride back from the airport. As happy as I was to see – and feel – how much Michael missed me, I wanted nothing more than to collapse.

But I couldn’t say no to him as he began to undress me, right there in the entryway. How could I deny him what I had freely given to so many? If anyone had a right to my cunt, it was him. I shivered in the cool air as he stripped off the final articles of clothing from my abused body.

I squealed as he scooped me up into his arms, lifting me effortlessly and carrying me off. As tired as I was, the feeling of his strong body pressed against me began to cause a stirring between my legs. I supposed there was worse things in the world than a sexy fiancé who found your slutty exploits irresistible.

But as he carried me into the bedroom, he didn’t stop at the bed. Instead, the calming scent of my lavender bubble bath filled the air as he headed for the master bath. Flickering candles illuminated the large tub, steaming and overflowing with iridescent bubbles. Even just the sight of it was enough to make me groan.

God, how could anyone be so perfect? At this moment, there was nothing in the world I wanted more.

My body felt like it was melting away as he carefully lowered me into the water. I sunk down, allowing the warmth to envelop me. Holding my breath, I slipped beneath the surface, not even caring that I got my hair wet. Dealing with that tangled mess would be a problem for Tomorrow Kara.

When I surfaced, Michael was stripping out of his wet shirt, a bubble stuck in his short, dirty blond hair. For a moment, I thought he was about to join me – a not entirely unpleasant thought. Feeling his body pressed against mine, all hot and wet…

Fuck. It was as if the last 48 hours hadn’t just been spent taking one pounding after another. My cunt was stirring back to life, the deep ache already begging to be filled.

But then Michael turned and abruptly left the room. I was equal parts relieved and disappointed. A loud POP echoed from across the house and a minute later my fiancé returned with two champagne flutes and an assortment of fine chocolate.

“Congratulations on closing the deal,” he said with only the barest hint of a smirk. The double entendre  proved too much for him to resist. Still, I could tell he was proud of me.

And honestly, I was proud of myself. The deal was worth millions, and not only that, but the client now adored me. This was likely just the beginning. With everything that had happened, I’d been too distracted to consider just how big a success this trip had been.

I took a sip of my champagne, the delicious golden bubbles coursing down my throat. A perfect chaser for all the sperm I’d swallowed in the last two days. And if Jefferey had his way, that would only be the beginning. He was probably already raving to our boss about all the benefits of an office-wide FreeUse policy. The idea filled me with nervous excitement; the last two days had been incredible, but could I really live my life as a FreeUse slut? Like, really? If this experience was anything to go by, it might just kill me.

A bite of dark chocolate melted exquisitely in my mouth, just a hint of bitterness to balance out the decadent sweet. That’s what I needed. A little bit of balance. As much as I’d loved it, I’d spent the trip existing to serve the filthy needs of everyone around me. Hot as fuck, but also exhausting. I needed a break. Some time to recharge.

“I’ve got a surprise for you,” Michael interrupted my thoughts.

Fuck. At this point, could I even handle another “surprise”?

“Oh?” I asked, hoping my exhaustion covered for the lack of enthusiasm.

“The Chief is letting us use his beach bungalow for a long weekend,” he said with a warm smile. “Just you, me, and some sunshine. Time to rest and reconnect.”

I broke into a smile. Sometimes I swear this man is some kind of mind reading wizard or something.

“I’ve got a bag already packed for you,” he said. “You don’t have to do a thing.”

The seven greatest words a woman can hear.

Ugh. How am I not married to this man already?


Chapter Two

It seemed Michael had sneaked out to the beach house while I was on my trip and  gotten everything prepared. Fridge stocked with food, clean linens and towels, more champagne, and most importantly, he’d gotten the hot tub nice and steamy. There was one other surprise waiting for me – a heated massage table. It had been a gift for ourselves, a splurge on our third anniversary. But it was a bit of a pain to set up and it hadn’t been seeing much use lately. My aching body was glad he’d brought it along.

The house wasn’t anything fancy, just a sunny little place with the bare necessities. Tacky beach décor adorned the walls, a guilty pleasure of mine, and I couldn’t resist pushing the button on the singing fish on my way to the bedroom to unpack. There wasn’t much to put away, and soon I was sinking deep into the hot tub with a drink in my hand.

A minute later, and I was joined by my fiancé, eyeing his chiseled body as he climbed inside. I closed my eyes, taking in the sounds of the surf and the sea birds. Warm sunshine on my face. Pure perfection. Or so I thought.

Michael took a foot in his hand and began to press his strong fingers into the sole. “Mmmph,” I groaned. Alright, now it was perfect.

“This is just the warmup,” he teased. “I’ll give you a full body rubdown once the heat has gotten you loosened up.”

I had been thinking I could stay in here forever, but his words had my aching muscles eager for what was coming next. And that wasn’t all, I knew from experience what full body meant. By the time the massage was over, I knew I’d be writhing beneath his skillful fingers.

Most of the time, I’m barely even aware my feet exist. Start rubbing them though, and I’m suddenly awash with relief from pains I didn’t know I had. That’s how Michael was though, taking things I’d never even thought about and making them wonderful. I sighed and moaned my way through the foot rub, but grew impatient by the minute. Other parts of me were now more in need of attention…

“I’m getting a little too hot,” I fibbed, lifting myself up out of the water.

Michael shot me a  grin and joked, “Getting a little full of ourselves, are we?”

Heading for the door, I stripped out of my wet bathing suit and hung it on the railing. It felt good to be naked in the sunlight. Looking around, it was clear the suit hadn’t been necessary anyway. The little bungalow was tucked away in the dunes, a good distance from the nearest other dwelling. A few beach-goers wandered the shoreline, but they wouldn’t be able to see much. Probably wouldn’t want to do anything too indecent out here, but if somebody happened to catch a peek, it would be because they were looking. And in that case, I hoped they enjoy the show.

“Don’t worry,” I replied. “I’m not so full there isn’t still a little room for you.”

“A little?” Michael asked in mock indignation as he followed me out of the hot tub. “Little?” he asked again, peeling away his wet trunks to reveal his dangling cock, already beginning to stir – anything but little.

I cocooned myself in a big fluffy towel and ran inside, reading in his hungry expression that he was starting to think about skipping the massage to just fuck me right there on the deck. As much as I missed his cock, I wasn’t about to pass up an opportunity to feel his hands all over me.

The warmth of the heated table embraced me like a hug as I laid facedown across it. With my eyes closed, I heard the click of the door as Michael followed me inside. He padded around the room for a minute, gathering things in preparation. Then soft music began to play and I lost track of him.

“Ooohhhhhh,” I couldn’t help but moan as his oil-slick hands settled upon my upper back. He gently leaned into me, applying just a fraction of his considerable weight. Guided by his touch, it was like like my muscles suddenly remembered how they were supposed to be. Knots untwisted like magic. Muscles I didn’t even know had been clenched began to relax. I was putty in his hands, and he sculpted away the damage from my travels and the abuses my body had taken.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned as his palms pressed against my shoulder blades. The momentary pain recalled the memory of my arms tied behind my back as I was fucked like a whore in my hotel room. It suddenly occurred to me that Michael, looking down at his fiancée’s naked body, was almost certainly seeing the marks the men had left on me. I’d been spanked. Bitten. They’d kissed my neck with passionate hunger. Sucked, slapped, and gripped me by the tits. Dug their fingers into my hips, slamming my little body back and forth to meet their thrusts. It had to be plain as day, the evidence of everything they’d done to me.

Was it driving Michael crazy? If my body, exposed and melting at his touch, didn’t already have him hard and throbbing, the multitude of reminders certainly would.  Anywhere he looked, there was bound to be a sign that the woman he promised to marry was a filthy slut. And he absolutely loved it.

As his hands glided over my flesh, soothing aches and pains, they awakened another, more demanding need. While I felt as if my body was melting, a very real part of me actually was dripping. I shifted my legs, spreading them wider to tempt him with the sight of my arousal.

As if by mere coincidence, his hands traveled south. Too far south. I sighed as he began to work my ankles. He was no longer relieving the tension in my muscles, just turning it from one kind into another. I felt myself winding tighter as the anticipation grew.

Which of us would be the first to give in to desire?

I shivered as his hands reached my thighs, his strong fingers sinking into my flesh to reach the muscle. He kept up with the charade of a chaste massage, not daring to let his hands stray.

Scooting my knees forward a little, a lifted my hips slightly to grant him access to my needful cunt. In a form of slow torment, he worked his way closer and closer. It was maddening how he could make me need him so fucking much. His fingers glided through the slickness on my thighs. So fucking close.

“Oh my god,” I begged, “just fucking touch me alreaaaa-”

The last word transformed into an moan as he gave in to my demand – an oiled finger parted my lips and stroked the length of my slit, causing my knees to buckle as it passed over my clit. My legs splayed as my pelvis dropped back down to the table, pinning his hand against my cunt. His middle finger made me see stars, tracing gentle circles over my sensitive nub.

It was almost embarrassing, in less than thirty seconds he had me whimpering through my first orgasm. Muscles spasming, my pussy clenched around nothing, fostering a keen awareness of the empty ache within me. My body was already desperate to be filled.

But Michael knew my body as well as he knew his own. Maybe even better, he certainly didn’t stare at himself nearly as much. Through the post-orgasmic haze still swirling through my mind, I felt two thick fingers push their way inside me.

“Ugghhhh,” I groaned as I felt myself filled. Not as much as I would have liked, but it was a start.

It was difficult for him to get a good rhythm going with the weight of my body pinning his hand beneath me. Curling his fingers upward towards the ceiling, he lifted, and I scrambled to comply. With my knees back under me, I rested on my elbows and held my ass up in the air – half hoping he’d climb up onto the table and ravage my pussy from behind.

Instead, his fingers began to explore my quivering cunt, gently stroking me as if he’d resumed his massage from the inside. I trembled as he passed over the sensitive spot on the top of my inner wall. “Mmmmph,” I groaned as he focused there.

I could feel the tension rising within me already, the familiar burning need, muscles clenching tight. Michael took me slowly, almost leisurely about his ministrations. It built and built until I didn’t think I could stand another moment…

… and he pushed me right past that point. “Stop, stop,” I suddenly begged. “It’s too much, I can’t take it anym-”

But the words died off into a silent moan as my body hurled past the point of no return. I’d been wound so tight I feared my bones would snap like twigs under the pressure, but then all at once it, it released.

My cunt gushed over his hand, convulsing around his powerful fingers as they coaxed me through pure agonizing bliss. My fiancé continued stroking, drawing out my pleasure as wave after wave rocked through me. Every ounce of tension melting away from my trembling body.

“Holy shit,” called unfamiliar male voice from somewhere behind me.


Chapter Three

Three men I vaguely recognized from around Michael’s firehouse were standing slack-jawed just inside the doorway. My fiancé turned to face them, quickly pulling his fingers from my soaked and quivering cunt.

“Uhhh, sorry,” one of them mumbled. “We’ll go wait outside.”

They turned and headed out onto the deck, and as they left I heard one of them mumble, “Fuck, that was hot.”

Climbing off the table was a challenge in my current state, but I managed to stand on shaking legs and scurry off to the bedroom for a robe. “Were you expecting company?” I asked Michael as he pulled on a pair of shorts, his hard cock getting stuck on the waistband.

“No,” he answered, shaking his head. “I have no idea what they’re doing here.”

I burst out into a fit of giggles as the rush of adrenaline started to fade. It’s funny, with everything I’d gotten into recently, getting caught with my own fiancé still made my heart race. It was like being a teenager again and getting caught with a boy over. Feeling a touch naughty, I tied the robe closed and went to check on our guests. “Let’s go see what they want,” I said, walking past Michael towards the deck.

He gave up on trying to find his shirt and scrambled after me to greet our visitors.

I came out to find the three men leaning on the railing overlooking the ocean. They were a couple years younger than us, but nothing crazy. I’d seen them around at the station,  but I don’t recall ever actually being introduced. People came and went all the time, it was a bit like a social club, and it was hard to keep up with all the names and faces. Some of the spouses spent a lot of time there, volunteering to organize events and such, but I worked too much to be that involved. It would be nice though, spending so much time surrounded by buff firefighters. Can’t say I wasn’t a little jealous.

“Sorry you had to see that,” I said as they turned my way.

All three spoke at once, a murmuring, stuttering, word-salad of awkward apologies and reassurances. The most honest of the three finished with, “but I can’t say I minded.”

Michael caught up to me and the three of them turned their attention to him. “So, what are you guys doing out here?”

His voice had that authoritative tone that always made me wet. It’s funny to think the voice he uses to order me around in the bedroom was the same one he used on rookies at work. If only they knew…

“The Chief told us we could have this weekend way back in February,” the one with tousled auburn hair and a dusting of scruff upon his cheeks responded.

“Shit,” Michael said. “He must have forgot, he just told me we could use it a couple days ago. He’s really got to start writing this shit down.”

“We could share,” one of them suggested.

I knew he wasn’t suggesting that, but I couldn’t help but chew on the idea of having four men all for myself. I shifted in place, my slick thighs rubbing together beneath my robe.

“We were mostly planning to just sleep here anyway,” he explained. “We’d be spending most of our time out on the water.”

One of the others elbowed their friend and added, “Davis here was thinking he’d pick up a girl, but he’s delusional.”

I knew they were just teasing, but looking at the three of them, I didn’t have any doubts about their ability to find some female company. Honestly, I’d be surprised if that hadn’t been their intention in coming out here in the first place. I felt a little bad for spoiling their weekend, but was pretty sure I’d be able to make it up to them.

My fiancé gave me an apologetic, questioning look. The ball was clearly in my court. I had no doubt he’d convince them to leave if I asked him to, but the slutty cogs in my brain were already in motion.

“If you really don’t mind,” I said in my best damsel-in-distress voice, “I’d really love it if you’d all let us stay. I’ve had a long week and Michael promised me some pampering.”

A strong sea-breeze tugged at my robe, giving them all a glimpse of cleavage. It was like the universe knew what I was thinking and decided to help move things along.

When it took them half a second too long to reply, I knew the answer wasn’t going to be no. Almost in unison, they realized they’d been staring and their heads jerked up to see if they’d been caught. I tried to keep the smile off my face as I pretended to not notice them all staring at my tits.

“Yeah, no problem at all,” Davis said, and the others agreed.

“Great!” I said, then realized I still didn’t know most of their names. “I’m Kara, by the way.”

“Yeah, we know who you are,” the tousled redhead said. “You’re the hot wife.”

I shot Michael a questioning look. Just how much about our bedroom adventures did he tell his coworkers? We had an agreement not to play with anyone we worked with, but that was before I ended up on a FreeUse business trip. All that was probably out the window now.

“Excuse me?” Michael asked.

“Oh come on,” the redhead said. “Everyone at the station knows your wife is a smokeshow. They all love it when she comes around.”

“Fiancee,” I corrected, pride filling my chest.

“You’ve got to lock that down, dude,” he told Michael.

“Thanks for your concern,” Michael replied dryly.

“Anyway,” the redhead continued, “it’s nice to officially meet you. I’m Ashton, and this is Davis and Russel.”

Butterflies were already taking flight in my stomach as I shook all three of their hands. This was going to be a fun weekend.

“Do you mind if we put our things inside and then we’ll be out of your way until lunch?” Ashton asked. “You guys can put a sock on the door or something.”

“You’re sweet, but you guys don’t have to clear out on my account,” I said. “I was thinking of catching some sun down on the beach anyway.”

Without waiting for a reply, I grabbed my bikini from where it was drying on the railing and ran inside to get changed. I was already thinking of some fun little ways to tease these poor guys.


Chapter Four

Michael was still talking to his coworkers on the deck when I made my reappearance. My heart pounded as all eyes fixed on me as I stepped back outside. The bikini was still damp from our dip in the hot tub, conforming to the shape of my body and doing nothing to hide the stiffness of my nipples.

Through my sunglasses, I watched them all nervously stare. “You coming, babe?” I called to Michael as I passed on by with my blanket and a smutty book.

“In a minute,” he responded. “Just working out some details.”

Walking through the path in the dunes, I briefly wondered what he’d meant. But then it dawned on me – the house was tiny with just the one bedroom. There was a couch and a hammock, the guys could have made it work when it was just the three of them, but now somebody was going to be sleeping on the floor. I made a mental note to do a little something extra for whichever poor guy drew the short straw.

~

I wasn’t on the beach for more than a few minutes when Ashton appeared with a fancy looking glass garnished with fruit.

“There was fresh fruit inside, so we made some punch,” he said. “thought you’d like a glass.”

Instead of walking away after handing me the glass, he sat himself down in the sand across from me. I couldn’t help but take a little peak up the billowed leg of his shorts, but the shadows thickened just where the view would have gotten interesting.

“Oh fuck, this is delicious,” I lowered the glass from my mouth and stuck it in the sand.

This man worked with my fiancé, and according to our rule, that made him off limits. But that didn’t mean I couldn’t still have a little bit of fun.

As casually as I could, I reached back and pulled the string that held my top on. Holding the loose cups against my chest, I laid down on my stomach and let the top rest on the ground. “There,” I said, propping myself up on my elbows “no tan lines.”

Through my dark sunglasses, I watched his eyes dip downward towards my dangling breasts, so much of my pale flesh exposed, the ground just barely hiding my stiff peaks.

It was tame, I suppose, compared to what he’d walked in on earlier. But I liked to tease. Apparently, I was already the “hot wife” around the station – it felt deliciously naughty to know that Michael’s coworkers were drooling over me. So why not give these guys a little more to drool over? Whenever they saw Michael, I wanted them to think of me.

“So, what were you boys talking about back there?” I asked.

Ashton’s eyes reluctantly left my tits. Shifting nervously in the sand, he answered, “Not much. Michael was just filling us in on his plans for your weekend.”

“Oh?” I suggestively arched an eyebrow. “And what might those be?”

“I wouldn’t want to ruin the surprise.”

“Oh come on,” I pleaded. “Anticipation is half the fun.”

“Nah, a good surprise is way better,” he said.

“Okay,” I said, a wicked idea already taking form in my mind. “Let’s say I was going to suck your cock today,” I paused for dramatic effect, watching his jaw drop. “What would be hotter? A total surprise, or if you knew it was coming? Before you answer, think about it for a minute. You’d spend the whole day looking at my lips, imagining them wrapped around your cock. Every time I opened my mouth, you’d wonder what it would feel like to slip yourself inside. Would I swallow your load? Or take it on my face and tits?”

An appreciable bulge was beginning to form in his bathing trunks. “You have a point,” he said with a smile. “But you’re forgetting two things.”

“Yeah? And what’s that?” He had me intrigued. Most guys would have gotten embarrassed and shied away from such blunt talk. Especially coming from the future wife of their coworker.

“Well, to start with,” he said, “I was already going to be spending the day thinking about you sucking my cock.”

It was forward of him, but I can’t say I hadn’t invited it. Or that I minded. “Is that so?”

Nodding, he said, “I’d bet that’s the first thing most men think about when they meet you. Anyone ever tell you that you’ve got blowjob lips? One look at you, and it’s clear you were made to suck dick.”

It wasn’t often that I encountered a man who wasn’t flustered by my teasing. Rarer still was one that could match it with his own. There was a part of me that knew I should be insulted by his casual objectification, but it was a tiny voice lost in the pounding of my heart and the rush of desire suddenly sweeping through me. And also, he wasn’t wrong.

“And the second thing?” I tried to keep my voice from trembling.

“A slut like you is going to suck my cock whenever I want anyway.”

And just like that, he’d managed to turn the tables. I thought I was the one teasing him, but he’d flipped the script. In an instant, I went from predator to prey. And it left me dripping wet.

I was already crawling forward, my top left behind on the blanket. His eyes followed my swaying breasts as he reached down and produced his swollen cock.

“Is this how you pictured me?” The words left my lips a moment before they engulfed the tip of his thick shaft. Alarm bells rang in my head – I shouldn’t be doing this, not with someone Michael had to work with every day, but what did that matter now? I was already well on my way to becoming my office’s FreeUse slut. We were in uncharted territory. Dangerous and exciting.

“I thought you’d be able to take more than that,” he taunted.

It was transparent manipulation, but it still worked. The soft heat of his cock filled my mouth as I took him deeper, swallowing him into my throat. His balls pressing against my chin, I looked up at him for approval.

Ashton tossed my sunglasses to the sand and met my gaze. “Good girl.”

His words sent a shiver down my spine, straight to my dripping cunt. No matter how many times I’ve earned it, that phrase never got old. Call it daddy-issues if you want, but there was just something so satisfying about being praised. And the juxtaposition of an innocent sounding good girl while I had a mouth full of cock just made the whole situation feel extra filthy.

Not that it was even needed – I was sucking off my fiancé’s coworker. Michael would see him every day, always knowing that this man had experienced the pleasure of my slutty mouth. That he’d shot his load down my throat. Would word get out around the station that the hot wife would suck your dick if you had the balls to just order her to do it?

If I was going to have a reputation, it was going to be a good one. Pulling away from Ashton’s cock, I lifted it skyward and licked at the underside, my tongue tracing a thick vein down towards the base of his shaft. Upon reaching the end of his length, I began lapping at his heavy balls, feeling the weight of them shifting at the pressure from my tongue.

“Ohhh fuck,” Ashton moaned as I sucked one of his balls into my mouth. His throbbing cock dripped down onto my hand, and it spread along the length of his shaft as I stroked him.

The shrill laughter of an errant seagull broke me from the trance, suddenly reminding me of where I was – sucking cock on a public beach. I tried to turn my head to see if we were in danger of being caught, but Ashton grabbed me by the hair and guided his cock back into my mouth. I surrendered myself to him, trusting he would keep us out of trouble.

With his hand tangled in my hair, he controlled the movements of my head, fucking my mouth like I was nothing more than a wet hole for his pleasure. Not that I minded, it’s strangely relaxing to just let go and allow your body to be used the way it was meant to be.

The rhythm becomes entrancing; gasp a quick breath in, fresh precum coating my tongue as his dripping cock slides back into my mouth, eyes water when he presses into my throat with desperate need. Sudden emptiness at his withdrawal. Repeat, until everything else just drifts away.

But a sudden change in his pattern hinted that he was approaching the peak of his pleasure. As he slowed, I brought my tongue back into the mix, swirling around his swollen head and then dancing over his shaft when the tip passed out of reach. My cheeks went hollow, applying gentle suction, urging him to empty his balls into my willing mouth.

Anyone can serve as a hole to be fucked, but it’s how you use your skills that sets you apart.  Some women are sluts merely because they’ll let anyone stick their dick in them, but some of us are on a whole other level, unforgettable because we’re the fucking best at it. I want every man I’ve ever sucked off to hold on to that memory. When my mouth is the first thing that comes to mind when they hear the word blowjob, then I know I did my job right.

Ashton shuddered in my mouth as my hand gently cradled his balls, massaging them between my fingers. I snaked a teasing finger further back, brushing the sensitive skin just beyond his scrotum.

“Ohhhhh,” he let slip an involuntary groan.

I loved the feeling of making an experienced man lose control. Especially a dominant one like Ashton. His cock swelled in my mouth as my finger teased closer to his most private place. It always drove them wild, lost in the confused pleasure, not knowing if they were ready to admit to how much they wanted me to keep going.

He released an unintelligible moan, the first powerful gush of semen filling my mouth just as my fingertip reached his opening. I held there, not pushing inside, just teasing him with the possibility. Feeling his muscles contracting beneath me as he pumped rope after rope of creamy hot cum into my slutty mouth. I didn’t swallow, holding it there instead, and using my tongue to bathe his cock in the gooey warmth of his own thick load.

When he had finished emptying his balls into my mouth, he fell onto his back in the sand. I finally swallowed down his sperm, then continued suckling at his deflating cock until he couldn’t take any more and pulled me away.

“Fuck,” he breathed.

“I’m even better at that,” I retorted, smiling with a strand of his cum running down my chin.

The moment he caught his breath, I was going to ditch my bottoms and sit my dripping cunt right down on his face.

“Hey, we’re supposed to be taking care of her,” Davis’ voice interrupted my plans from the edge of the dunes.

With considerable effort, Ashton sat back up. “Trust me,” he replied, “she needed that.”

Again, he wasn’t wrong.

“Michael wants you back up at the house,” he told me.

Reluctantly, I gathered my top and climbed to my feet, all too aware of my soaked bikini bottoms and the need left unsatisfied.

Ashton followed my lead, stumbling back through the dunes on trembling legs. Proof I’d done my job.

As I followed after Davis heading back to the house, I couldn’t help but wonder just what he’d meant. We’re supposed to be taking care of her.

I sure hoped it meant what it sounded like – four men, all for little old me.


Chapter Five

“So, you going to tell me what’s going on?” I asked when I caught up to Davis.

He glanced bach at Ashton, lagging behind and still looking like his soul had been sucked right out of his body. “I guess he already ruined the surprise.”

“He didn’t tell me anything,” I confessed. “Other than to suck his cock.”

I swear, I could almost see Davis’ heart begin to beat faster beneath his bare chest. And I definitely could see the bulge rising in his shorts. Of the three of them, he had the darkest complexion, and the darkest tan. He wore his dark brown hair cut short in the style of a soldier. Apparently a little shyer than his friend, my filthy mouth brought just a hint of a blush to his tanned cheeks.

“Michael told us he planned to spoil you all weekend, and asked if we wanted to help. Promised that helping to keep you satisfied would be worth our while.”

He glanced down to my chin, where his friend’s cum was beginning to dry. “I guess he wasn’t lying.”

I gave him my sluttiest smile. “What’s next then?”

Davis shook his head, “You’ll just have to wait and see. Or not…”

For the rest of the short walk back to the house, I wondered what might be in store. Upon reaching the deck, I discovered the meaning of Davis’ final comment.

“Put this on,” my fiancé held out a silken black blindfold. Butterflies filled my stomach as I did as I was commanded, the day’s bright sunshine fading away to darkness as I tied it tight.

“Good girl,” he said. “Now follow me.”

I felt his large hand take mine, gently tugging me in his direction. After just a few steps he paused.

“Strip,” he commanded.

Wondering if Ashton and Davis were still on the deck, I reached up, loosened the strings on my top, and allowed it to fall to the floor. I imagined three pairs of hungering eyes on my tits. Briefly, I wondered where Russell had disappeared to. Maybe he’d heard Michael’s idea and didn’t want to stick around for the debauchery.

“The bottoms too,” Michael’s deep voice rumbled.

I took a long breath and dropped the bottoms, baring my glistening pussy to whoever was present. The warm breeze caressed my wet lips, eliciting a chill that raised gooseflesh along my thighs.

Before I had a chance to steel myself against whatever was coming next, strong arms scooped me up and I felt the heat of someone’s muscular chest against my skin. A moment later, and I was lifted higher, only to splash down into the warm water of the hot tub.

More gracelessly than I would have liked, I scrambled to orient myself upright on the bench. The jets turned on, the hot water massaging my body, and the low rumble of the pumps drowning out most other sounds. Water splashed against my chest, leading me to believe I was no longer alone in the tub.

I felt myself lifted bodily, easily moved in the buoyancy of the water, and then lowered onto someone’s lap. Their cock was already growing firmer beneath me. In unison, two pairs of hands found my feet, pulling them up into the laps of the men across from me. The sole of my left foot brushed against someone’s soft manhood. I moved my foot, eager to seek it out, but instead could only moan as strong hands took hold and began to massage my feet.

I squirmed in my mystery man’s lap, eager for a clue about his identity. Surely Michael would save me for himself? But something about the body beneath me was giving me doubts. Hands began working my shoulders, the angle impossible for anyone inside the tub. All four men were here, touching me, while I was desperate to see who was doing what. I’d told Michael how it drove me crazy the last time I was blindfolded, and he had listened.

Between the hot water and the strong hands moving over me, my body felt in real danger of simply melting away. The man serving as my seat began to massage my thighs, starting just above my knees and working his way up, igniting fresh longing between my legs. I ached to be touched. Filled. Fucked. But he moved along at a torturous pace, inching closer only to move teasingly back down my thighs when I needed him most.

The jets of water teased my flesh, jostling my breasts, leaving them half exposed over the roiling surface. “Mmmmph,” I groaned as the hands on my shoulders slipped forward, scooping up my tits and massaging them with calloused fingers. He too, was a tease. Rubbing the swells of my breasts, carefully avoiding my sensitive nipples.

So many hands on my body, soothing every ache except the one I felt deep in my core. How could something that felt so impossibly good be so goddamn frustrating?

“...please,” I whimpered without thought, unsure if anyone could even hear my soft plea over the noise of the jets.

But the hands on my thighs moved higher, still adhering to the pretext of massaging my muscles. The edge of a hand brushed against my labia, making me shudder. Several long seconds passed before it happened again, eliciting a soft “ahhh” that ended nearly as soon as it began when the contact ended.

“Fuuuuuck,” I groaned, as a finger slid up the length of my slit. It began a series of slow, almost lazy, strokes. Passing from just above my opening, up between my lips to circle my clit, and then back down. The water washed away most of my natural lubrication, increasing the friction and making every stroke almost too much to bear.

The other hands continued their work on the rest of my body, massaging me even as I writhed in pleasure. The cock beneath me was fully erect now, and I was desperate to feel it inside me. But no matter how I squirmed, my mystery man refused to sink himself into my desperate cunt. Instead, he shifted beneath me, freeing himself and positioning his cock so that it was safely nuzzled between my ass cheeks, with the tip reaching up towards my lower back.

I could feel the others too, their swollen cocks occasionally brushing against my feet, the contact all too brief. I reached for them, toes curling in pleasure as the hand between my legs continued to stroke me closer and closer, my sensitivity rising by the second, towards something I wasn’t sure I could take. One of the men at my feet gave in and allowed me to stroke his cock clumsily with my foot. I was rewarded with a low groan from across the tub. I struggled to place the voice.

“Aaaaaahhh,” I screamed at a sudden twist of my nipple. It was as if they’d all silently agreed to stop holding back. The finger between my lips increased in speed, circling roughly over my too-sensitive clit. A mouth found its way to my breast, the pain in my nipple quickly fading as someone gently suckled me. One of my feet was pulled from the water, making me squirm as a mouth engulfed one of my toes. It was a strange feeling, naughty in a novel way, only adding to the overwhelming sensations flooding through me.

An arm appeared around my waist, holding me tight to combat my squirming. He moved with renewed urgency, as if he knew he couldn’t hold my writhing body still much longer. The pleasure built, overwhelming me with sensation. Somehow too much, yet not enough all at the same time.

The hands still massaging me lightened their touch as my muscles began to contract. For one long moment, I teetered on the edge, my entire body wound tight enough to snap, threatening to crumble away to nothing.

Lips found mine, a soft tongue slipping into my mouth. The familiar taste of my fiancé spurring the stark realization that it couldn’t possibly be his hands between my legs. I could only moan into his mouth as one of his coworkers brought me to a whimpering, trembling orgasm.

I writhed as the finger sliding between my lips refused to relent, every movement sending fresh waves of agonizing pleasure crashing over me. I gasped for breath against Michael’s mouth, desperate for air. Desperate for the terrible bliss to come to an end. Desperate for it to never stop. Desperate for anything, everything, and nothing, all at once. 

The waves transformed into a slow ebb and flow, mere echoes and aftershocks of the pleasure that had shaken my world. Hands held me upright in the water, while others gently resumed rubbing my trembling body.

Gradually, I felt them move away. Leaving the hot tub, one by one, until only myself and Michael remained. He had one hand under my butt and the other just beneath my neck. With gentle force, he tilted me backwards, lifting my lower half until I was stretched out, gently floating on the water. The jets turned off and I laid there in the calming water, warm sun dancing upon my skin. I felt so light, as if I could just float away if I wasn’t careful. Minutes passed.

Perhaps sensing that I was ready, he pulled the blindfold from my eyes. I blinked into the bright sunlight. Getting my feet back under me, I stood up and was greeted by the sight of all four men, naked and erect for me, watching the water course down my naked body.

This had only been the warm up.


Chapter Six

Everyone was looking to me, naked and ready. “What’s next?” I dared to ask, not sure if I could handle the answer.

“That’s entirely up to you,” Michael said. “We’re here to serve.”

That might have been true, but I think everyone present had a pretty good idea of where things were headed.

“Russel started on lunch before joining us,” Michael said. “So we can take a breather and eat, if you need a little time.”

Right about then, I realized my legs were shaking. I tried to climb out of the hot tub, but I must have gotten overheated – my head was starting to spin. Ashton was the closest, and leapt into action when I started to lose my balance, catching me effortlessly in his arms. You could always count on a firefighter.

The men helped me into the cool air of the house and sat me down on the couch. “Drink this,” Davis said, handing me a glass of cold water.  I took a sip and laid back, staring up at the blue sky through the skylights. Just laying down for a moment was enough to make the world stop spinning, I was already starting to feel a bit silly.

The chill of the room on my damp body reminded me that I was still naked. Surrounded by four very handsome, very naked men, currently trying to tend to me like a wounded fawn. Michael draped a towel over me, more from habit than out of concern for my modesty. In an emergency, if someone was sick or hurt, it was important to keep them warm.

A few minutes of laying down was all it took for my head to clear, and I realized just how hungry I was. For food, and so much more…

“What’s for lunch?” I asked.

“Blackened snapper, cooked on the grill,” Michael said.

The guys had begun setting the table -  with towels now wrapped around their waists, I noted in disappointment. Through the window, I caught a glimpse of Russel outside at the grill, clad in only an apron, his bare, muscular bubble butt drawing my eye. It was ridiculous, but I had to admit, the man made the look work.

When the table was set, I sat down across from my fiancé at the long table. Russel entered shortly after, carrying a platter of smelling of smoke and spices. The tip of his cock peaked out from beneath the bottom hem of the apron. Again, the big firefighter looked ridiculous, but his dangling manhood was still utterly tantalizing.

It was the strangest meal of my life. I sat completely naked, barely able to focus on the delicious food, too distracted by the shirtless men surrounding me. My eyes flitted from one to another, feasting on their broad shoulders, thick, powerful biceps, and sculpted chests. Dripping in anticipation, knowing that when the meal was finished, these men were going to ruin me.

I caught a silent look pass between Davis and my fiancé, and Michael gave him a nod. Davis didn’t waste a moment, quietly vacated his chair and ducked beneath the table. Strong hands parted my thighs, and I spread myself for him without resistance.

I found myself holding my breath, waiting for the inevitable touch of his warm mouth against my pussy. I didn’t have long to wait.

“Mmmmmph,” I groaned as he engulfed me. He gently sucked my flesh into his mouth, his tongue tracing over my lips and then between them, causing me to shudder and gasp when he reached my sensitive nub.

I spared a glance around the table, finding all eyes on me as my face contorted in pleasure.

The hands in the hot tub had been rough, forcing my orgasm through brute force. In contrast, Davis’ skilled mouth worked me like a gentle river, whisking me away on its soft, warm current.

My fingers clutched my fork so tightly they were starting to turn white, my food forgotten as I was effortlessly lifted towards the peak of pleasure by the man between my legs. Practically a stranger to me, but now well aquatinted with my most intimate anatomy.

I let slip a quiet moan as my clit was gently suckled into his mouth. I half expected one of the men to take advantage of my open mouth, but what Michael said was true – they were here for my pleasure. A part of me was disappointed, but I lacked the breath to voice it.

Leaning back in my chair, I ran my fingers through Davis’ short brown hair. The salt of the ocean had dried upon it, leaving it slightly stiff to the touch. I held his head tighter against me, and began grinding my cunt into his mouth.

That little bit of extra control was all I needed to coach him into delivering me into bliss, my thighs clamping down around his head, refusing to let him go as my body spasmed in pleasure and my pussy gushed into his willing mouth.

The fork clattered to the table as the orgasm receded and my muscles relaxed. Beneath the table, we could all hear Davis gasping for breath as he was finally freed from my thighs.

As casually as if he’d just ducked under there to pick up a dropped napkin, Davis returned to his seat, the towel around his waist now sporting a significant tent.

In a heartbeat, Russel disappeared beneath the table to take his turn with me. I tried to catch my breath, but he reached me all too soon, his mouth lapping at the juices still trickling from my freshly eaten cunt.

“Oh fuck,” I whimpered, still so sensitive from my last climax. But that wasn’t all, my body was already halfway there, not having enough time to fully descend from the previous heights. As Russell circled my clit with his tongue, I found myself unexpectedly thrown into my next climax.

The man between my legs hadn’t even finished licking when Ashton crawled beneath the table to get his taste of me. They swapped places with the practiced harmony of teammates, and I had to wonder if they’d done this before.

The last small waves of pleasure were still washing over my body when Ashton began to eat my quivering cunt. Or rather, he slid his tongue into my opening, fucking me with his mouth. Was he intentionally giving my clit a break, or was he just eager to feel some part of himself inside me?

Ashton’s light scruff scratched against my thighs as his jaw moved. His tongue was a tease – not nearly big enough or long enough to fill me the way I needed. Instead, it made me keenly aware of the empty ache inside me. But I had no doubt these men would do whatever it took to fill it. They were here for me after all, though they did seem to be doing whatever they wanted to me. But maybe they knew that’s exactly what a slut like me needed. 

As Ashton stoked the fire inside me, the need growing with each thrust of his tongue, I noticed the others watching. Each had a hand beneath the table, stroking themselves to the sight of my pleasure and in anticipation of what would come next.

Ashton’s fingertip found my clit, causing me to shudder. I recognized his rough touch from earlier, it had been him fingering me in the hot tub. This time, there was no water to wash away my juices, and even his rough fingers slid effortlessly through my folds. I stared hungrily at the men stroking themselves around me, as eager as they were for what we all knew would come next. The only question was who would be the first to fuck me? But maybe they weren’t planning on taking turns...

It was that thought that I held in my head as Ashton’s skilled fingers sent me trembling through my next orgasm. My head falling to the table as my body convulsed in wonderful agony.

Through eyes half-closed, I saw Michael stand, his towel gone, hard cock already dripping with anticipation. Then he was taking me into his arms, carrying me off towards the bedroom. His three coworkers following behind, cocks bare and ready for my destruction.


Chapter Seven

Michael threw me down onto the bed, and as I sank down onto the cozy blankets, he lowered his face between my legs.

“Ughhhh,” I whimpered in frustration as his tongue passed between my lips. “Just fuck me already,” I gave voice to the all-consuming need burning at my core.

My fiancé took another slow lick, perhaps savoring the taste of the woman he loved before she was filled to overflowing with the seed of his work buddies.

“You heard her,” he reluctantly turned away from my spread legs. “Give my girl what she needs.”

Hearing him refer to me as his girl in this context made the whole affair feel extra filthy. I was his, and now he was about to let his friend’s experience everything my slutty little body had to offer.

Ashton was first to approach, climbing on top of me. His cock brushed teasingly against my mound. I tried to wiggle beneath him to move him inside me, but he resisted. Instead, his kissed me hard. His lips mashed against mine, then parted, his tongue slipping into my mouth as I desperately bucked against him.

Breaking away from the kiss, he laughed and held me tight. Then rolled onto his back, trading places with me so that I ended up on top. I grabbed for his cock, desperate to feel him inside me. But I froze as he looked past me, a wicked smile forming on his face.

That’s when I felt something hard and dripping, push insistently against my backdoor. Oh fuck, I thought, just as Russell parted me open, violating my ass. I groaned at the sudden intrusion, and tried to urge my body to relax and give way before his girth. His apron brushed against my backside as he began to thrust into me, working me open with his cock.

Before I had time to for my body to adjust to the sudden sense of fullness, Ashton made his move, thrusting his hips upward to drive his cock into my needy cunt. It was a tight fit, with his friend already filling my ass, forcing him to enter me slowly. Inch by inch, I felt myself opening around him, his fat bulbous head spreading my inner walls as he helped himself to my deepest depths.

The bed shifted under me, and I turned to see Michael standing beside me, his cock jutting out just inches from my face. Fuck, he always knew exactly what I needed. As he slipped into my open mouth, I savored the delicious sensation of being completely filled. Pleasing a man with every hole had me feeling like a filthy whore in a way nothing else could match. 

And still, there was one man left. I’d almost forgot about Davis, until his warm mouth latched onto my breast. The tenderness of his gentle suckling was in stark contrast to Ashton and Russel, hungrily forcing their way deeper and deeper inside my little body.

The two of them fell into a rhythm, one pulling back as the other drove into the space just vacated by the other. Their timing was perfect, not leaving me with a moment where I wasn’t stuffed full. Michael was content to slowly pleasure himself with my mouth, knowing I was too overwhelmed to focus on properly sucking his dick. The taste of his dripping need filled my mouth, practically flowing from him, proving to me just how much he enjoyed watching me play the slut for him and his friends.

A hand – I don’t know whose -  found my clit and began applying gentle pressure, moving up and down my slit with short strokes. Ashton shuddered each time the hand dipped too low, the fingers brushing against his slick cock as it disappeared into my pussy.

I fell forward, my fiancé’s cock slipping from my lips as another orgasm overtook me. I crashed down onto Ashton, my breasts squashing against his muscular chest, my cunt contracting rhythmically around him. He froze, not daring to move lest the pleasure become too much. His cock felt like rigid steel inside me, swollen and on the brink of losing control. He didn’t even dare to breathe.

If I had any control over my body, I would have pushed him over the edge just to feel him fill me with his hot seed. But I was a whimpering, trembling mess, lacking control over even a single muscle in my body as the pleasure coursed through me.

“That should have loosened her up,” Michael’s voice penetrated the blissful haze swirling around my mind. The meaning of the words eluded me, until the bed shifted as Russel climbed up, still buried balls-deep in my ass. He was making room behind me.

Davis disappeared behind me, his cock pressing against my already-filled pussy. Holy fuck, could he even fit- but the thought evaporated as he began easing himself inside. Every thought in my head was gone. All that remained was a feeling of incredible fullness. Slightly painful, but incredibly satisfying. I had never been so stretched in my life.

Every nerve had gone haywire, firing at random, unsure if they should be sending signals of pain or pleasure.

“Breathe,” Michael’s gentle voice made me suddenly aware that I hadn’t been. For a glorious moment, my body hadn’t needed air. But now my lungs were left burning, and my heart pounded. A few shaky breaths eased the burning, but my heart still raced. I couldn’t imagine it slowing anytime soon.

All three of them were completely inside me now, or at least as much of them as I could take. I couldn’t tell where one ended and another began, everything between my legs was just a tangle of throbbing, wet, heat. All of us grinding together towards an unspeakable peak.

Gently, Michael fed his glistening cock back into my slack mouth. As silly as it was, I think he did it for my sake, just so I could experience being completely filled. I gave him a little suck to show my appreciation. After all this, I was going to be spending a lot of time on my knees to thank him properly.

Slowly at first, I began to rock my hips, their cocks rubbing against every possible surface inside me. And each other. Taking my movement as a sign that they should carry on, the men resumed their thrusting, making me scream with pleasure each time one of them plunged into my depths.

I could feel the men inside me sliding against each other, the thought of their cocks frotting together within my cunt was almost more than I could handle. This was quickly becoming one of the hottest experiences of my entire slutty life.

There were hands everywhere; holding onto my hips, squeezing my ass, massaging my breasts. Everyone pulling me towards their own needs, while thrusting into me from different angles. My body didn’t know where to go, not that I had any control at all. I’d surrendered everything, was completely at their mercy.

With a grunt, Russel’s cock swelled within me, stretching me even further for one unbearable moment before he let loose the first thick spurt of semen into my abused pussy. The heat of his seed filled me as pulse after pulse plastered my insides. The other men stopped moving, holding still as their friend throbbed against them.

The pulsating heat within me brought me right to the brink, but just as I neared my own peak, Russel slipped from me. I felt strangely empty, given that I still had one cock left inside my pussy and another in my ass. But the feeling didn’t last, as Michael eagerly took the place of his friend, sinking his cock into his future-wife’s cum filled cunt. He groaned as he slid in alongside his colleague, and I couldn’t imagine a better team bonding experience than this.

Michael began to fuck me properly, his friend’s semen serving as extra lubricant, allowing him to thrust his entire length into my stretched hole. I screamed, but was quickly silenced by Russel’s half-erect cock being fed into my open mouth. The taste of cum and pussy flooded my mouth, as he helped himself to my only available opening.

“Cum in my filthy little slut,” Michael commanded the others, and my pussy clenched in response. “Make her take it all. She needs every fucking drop.”

That was too much. Another scream was muffled by Russel’s cock, as the final floodgates broke and pleasure erupted within me. My body tried to clench around the men inside me, but there was simply too much. Instead, my exhausted muscles spasmed uncontrollably, my body shaking and jerking in every direction. The sensation redoubled as Davis was overcome and began spraying his warm load deep into my ass, his cock throbbing so hard I could feel it reverberating through half my body.

Ashton was the next to join the cacophony of pleasure, grunting beneath me as his cock went rigid and then began spurting his seed into my already creamy pussy. Feeling his friends emptying their balls into his future-wife proved to be too much for Michael, and with a muttered “fuck,” he unleashed his own torrent of semen into my sloppy cunt. The three of them pulsated within me, as my battered body shook around them. All of us left senseless by the sheer force of our combined pleasure.

Russel slipped from my mouth and I glanced up, just in time to see his cock erupt, plastering my face in his sperm. It was a fitting end to our afternoon.

One by one, the men slipped from slick holes, leaving a torrent of semen pouring from my abused openings. A glass of water was raised to my lips, and I drank greedily. Somebody offered to clean me with a damp washcloth, but I said no. I had a better idea.

I pulled on my bathing suit, the bottoms soaking through almost immediately, and staggered out onto the deck. My male quartet followed behind me in curiosity, hovering close in case my legs gave out. But I made it to the edge of the ocean and dipped my toes into the breaking surf. As the sun prepared to set, I waded out into the water and dove beneath a wave.

The cool sea water rushing over me was invigorating, washing away the post-orgasmic fog as well as the evidence of what had transpired between us all. As my head broke the surface, I saw the guys had all followed me in, and appreciated the way their wet bodies seemed to glow in the setting sun.

Emerging from the water, I walked a few steps and sank down into the sand. I laid back, looking up at the golden sky. Somewhere nearby, the guys talked in a huddle.

Some time later, Michael appeared over me, offering me his hand. We walked together back up to the house, my little hand lost in his. The other guys were waiting for us on the deck.

“We’re going to head out and give you and Michael a little time to reconnect,” Ashton said. “Hope we were able to help you relax.”

They certainly had, if for no other reason than I now had no choice but to pass out and not move for the foreseeable future. I was utterly exhausted. And sore. And completely satisfied.

“Hope to see you around the station,” Russel said.

Micheal scooped me up and carried me off inside, calling back over his shoulder, “Don’t worry, I don’t think you’ve seen the last of her.”

And I began wondering just what else this perfect man had in store for me…

~

More coming soon! Follow me on Amazon to be notified when it’s released!
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All-In: The FreeUse Wife – Free for my newsletter subscribers

Tessa and her husband Geoff live for the naughty games they play with each other, but tonight she has a feeling he's going to take things to the next level.

It's poker night at the Roark house, and all of her husband's friends are over for a night of cards... or so they think. But Geoff is betting they'll want to play a different game. For years, his friends have heard Geoff brag about Tessa's hot body and her talented mouth. Now it's time for Geoff to give them a chance to win the thing they all want more than anything - a night with Tessa as their very own FreeUse slut. Theirs for the taking - all at once and no holes barred.

Let the games begin!
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Pledge Week At The FreeUse Sorority - Sigma Epsilon Xi is the hottest sorority on campus. Their alums go on to be some of the most successful women in the world, but around here they're known for something else - they're the FreeUse Sorority. And I'm going to pledge.

Three trials will determine if I've got what it takes. Luckily, there's a whole frat full of guys eager to help me prove that I can take what they've got. My obedience will be tested. My abilities will be judged. And all sense of shame will be left in the dust, as the week culminates in a steamy party where the new FreeUse pledges provide the entertainment. Nothing is off limits and I only hope I can take them all - classmates, strangers, one after another or all at once - I'll do anything or anyone to earn my place.

Mile High FreeUse Club - One little rule shouldn’t be so hard to follow. It was simple really, coworkers were off-limits. Outside the office, Kara could be as filthy as her little heart and body desired. She was free to be stuffed and filled to the limit, while her fiancé loved every hot sloppy second of it. But you don’t risk your career for momentary pleasures, no matter how lustful your fantasies.

Someone should have told Jefferey that. Her smug colleague with an iron rod in his pants just booked them a flight on FreeUse First Class. Now she’s a mile high and desperately wanting to submit to powerful older men, take huge athletes all at once, and steal a taste of one sloppy college coed.

But if she gives in to temptation and Jefferey learns her secret, her colleague would never let it go – Kara would go from respected professional to the office’s freeuse plaything.

Shared With Her Husband’s Best Friend - When I caught my best friend's curvy wife on her knees for our dominant boss, I thought it would be a disaster for their marriage. So imagine my surprise when his response to that bombshell was to ask "Was he as huge as she said?

I always thought we were so alike, but I'd never considered sharing my wife with other men. I hadn't even heard the term HotWife before. But now, discovering his wife's secret wild side has led my wife to reveal a filthy past that I never suspected.

The worst part is, I love hearing about every dirty thing she's ever done. I can't stop thinking about all the men who came before me, using and abusing my sweet, loving wife. Sometime two at a time, leaving her aching and messy. She's even reenacted some of her dirtiest HotPast moments with me. But if we want to recreate her hottest stories, we're going to need a little help from my best friend.

Did she really used to be that kind of girl?

...and could she be again?

Taken On The FreeUse Train - After dumping my ex, I took a midnight train goin' anywhere . There's just one problem; this FreeUse Train is an express to Pound Town.

No names. No small talk. Just a crowd of hungry strangers allowed to do anything they want to me. They fill me. Ruin me. Give me everything I never knew I needed. Two, three, or even more – rough and all at once.
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I suppose this is the part where I’m supposed to say I’m a mild-mannered housewife by day and you’d never expect… HAHAHAHAHA. Sorry, I just can’t do it. Got to let that freak flag fly, baby! I’m a proud perv, writing exactly the kind of steamy stories I love to read - FreeUse. It’s those forbidden delights that get my heart racing, and that sweet delicious, “Oh no, we shouldn’t… but ohhhhhhhmygod,” that does it for me every single time. So lets pick up a book and have some fun ;)
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