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Chapter One

“So honey, I’ve been thinking.” My heart is racing as I stretch out over the bed like a cat, drawing my husband’s eyes to the skimpy lingerie beneath my open silk robe. “We’ve fooled around with strangers, and your coworkers, but what if we made things… a little more personal?”

John steps closer to the bed, loosening his tie. “More personal? What did you have in mind?”

I swallow and my chest grows tight. I don’t know why I’m so nervous—my husband has offered me up as a freeuse toy for dozens of men. But something about this feels different—these connections run deeper.

I take a deep breath and get the words out. “Your next poker night.”

My nipples grow hard just thinking about it. Three of my husband’s closest friends come around the house once a month or so. Usually I go to the movies or hang out in the bedroom so they can have their guy time, but this weekend, I don’t want to hide.

I can’t read his expression as my thighs clench. He sits on the bed and strokes a hand down my curves, making me shiver.

“You want to come to poker night?” he asks, teasing the lining of my G-string.

“Yes sir,” I nod, my eyes wide. Desire starts to uncurl in my belly, making my toes wiggle. I roll onto my back and his strong fingers start massaging my hips and thighs.

“But you don’t want to play Texas Hold ‘Em, do you?” He’s teasing me. He wants to hear me say it. Warmth blooms in my chest and my legs fall open for him. The sparkle in his eye as he drinks me in makes me feel so sexy. I lift my hips and he slides my panties down my legs as I shake my head no.

“I don’t want to play. I thought maybe I could serve you all. Get you drinks, make you snacks.”

“Is that all?” he asks, moving between my thighs. His face is so close, I feel his hot breath against my puffy lower lips. My hips rock, without me meaning to, and the scrape of his chin against my folds makes me moan.

“No, baby. I want to be your little freeuse slut.” He takes a long lick of my slit and pleasure zaps down my spine. The next words come tumbling past my lips before I can overthink them. “I want to be used. I want you to share me with your friends.”

He laps against my clit—hot, wet, and fast. I thrust my hips, riding his face, but with a sloppy kiss, he pulls back. I whine, scrabbling my hands through his hair to pull him closer.

“And which one of my friends are you most excited to fuck?” The question feels dirty and wrong and it sends a spike of lust through me. Maybe a lot of wives would feel guilty if their husband asked that, but what we have is unbreakable—I know he trusts me completely.

“I want the whole experience,” I say as he delves back between my folds. “I want to wear a skimpy outfit and follow orders. I’ll sit on your laps, fill your drinks, even get on my knees for you. I want you all to treat me like an object whose only purpose is to serve.”

His eyes flash up at me, urging me to answer his question for real. I sink my head back and grind against his face, closing my eyes to picture the man I’ve been dreaming about.

“And I’ve always wondered what Tristan’s like in bed,” I confess. My husband moans into my pussy at the sound of his best friend’s name on my lips. “Does he have a big cock? Have you seen it before?”

John’s watching me, but he doesn’t answer with words because his tongue and lips are too busy feasting.

“Would you like watching your best friend use me like a fleshlight?” I watch his face as I talk, filling his mind with filth, and his reactions nearly send me over the edge. “What about all four of you? Filling my holes, fucking my face, using me whatever way you want? Would you want to gangbang me with your friends?”

I can barely get the words out before he’s plunging his cock inside me. “Fuck Carrie,” he growls, clutching me against his chest.

“Just like that.” I wrap my legs around his waist and meet him thrust for thrust. He pistons with his hips, hard and deep, like he might be able to fuck the dirty thoughts of other men right out of my head. “Would you fuck me with them, or would you watch? Stroke your cock while your friends violate me? Using your wife like a cocksleeve?”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you? You love letting strange men fill all your holes.”

“I really fucking do, baby.” I smile against his lips as he wraps a hand gently around my throat. “But this time, I don’t want to fuck strange men. I want to fuck your friends. I want Tristan’s cock buried deep inside me, pumping me full of his hot, sticky cum. Can I have it? Pretty please?”

“My wife is such a dirty slut.” His grip on my throat tightens.

“Yes, baby. I’m all yours.”

“Fuck!” With something close to a roar, John pulls out. He flips me onto my stomach and spears my ass with his thick cock. Impaling me in one sharp thrust.

I squeal in surprise—he tears my ass open, the sharp sting fading into a deep, tight stretch. I groan, my eyes rolling back in my head. I feel so full—so satisfied. As my body stretches to accommodate his girth, the pleasure starts to build. He pulls my hair back and sinks his teeth into my neck, making my pussy pulse. I thought my suggestion might turn John on, but I didn’t realize he’d be this feral.

The sound of our thighs smacking together fills the room as he buries his cock inside me. I feel his balls slamming against my swollen clit.

“Is this how you want to be fucked?” he pants in my ear. I whimper as he fills my asshole again, pounding me into the bed. It’s so good, I can hardly form words.

“Y-y-yes,” I stutter, drool dripping from my open mouth. He reaches underneath me and gropes my tits, using them as leverage to slam his cock even deeper.

“Just need another one for your mouth. And another one for tight little pussy.” He slaps a hand against my clit and it sends me hurtling toward the sun. I groan so deep, it rumbles through my whole body. My toes curl up tight and my pussy clenches. My asshole starts milking him as he shudders and spurts inside me.

I try to keep up the flow of dirty talk, but my words have melted into garbled noise. John pumps my asshole full, flooding my tight channel with thick, warm jizz. He crushes me beneath his big body and I bury my face into the bedspread, feeling like fireworks are bursting inside me. It feels so good. I just want to exist in this post-orgasmic glow for the next century.

Eventually, he stirs, rolling off me. I whimper at the loss of his warmth and weight, but he pulls me into his arms. The robe has gotten twisted up beneath our bodies and my bra is tangled beneath my bulging tits, but I don’t care. I kiss my husband and let his mouth melt away all my worries.

“So, you really want me to share you with the guys this weekend?” he asks when we finally break apart.

“Only if you’d be into it,” I smirk, pushing him lightly on the shoulder. His eyes flash, dangerous, and the thrill makes my stomach twist. I bite my lip, wondering if he’s thinking about punishing me.

Instead, he grins. “Would you believe me if I said I’d had this exact fantasy before?”

“It wouldn’t surprise me. Do the guys know about the hotwife thing?”

“I may have mentioned it.” He shrugs, like it’s no big deal. We’ve known Tristan and Cole for at least ten years, Asher barely knows me, but John told them that I sleep with other men. The realization makes heat flash through me again. They know what a dirty slut I’ve been. I suddenly have to know everything. What did they say? What did they think?

“And?” I press, shaking him for details.

“And they had a lot to say about your beautiful body and stunning good looks.”

“And you never mentioned this before?” I’m in shock. I slap my hand against his chest and he catches it, biting the tip of my finger.

“I didn’t want to pressure you. I wanted to see if you’d come to the idea on your own, and you have. Isn’t that even more special?” I can’t believe him. My mind is reeling, but the most important thing is he said yes—this is really going to happen. Desire starts building all over again. I lean forward and kiss him, the movement makes my asshole leak more fluid.

“What about the freeuse part?” I ask. Sleeping with other guys is one thing, but has my husband told his friends that I like to completely submit to men’s desires? Somehow that feels even scarier. I bite my lip while I wait for his answer.

He traces his finger around my lips, popping it out from between my teeth. “I haven’t mentioned that, yet. I didn’t want to blow their little minds too much. Do you want me to tell them before poker night?”

My heart pounds.This feels huge. What will they think of me? There’s been some harmless flirting over the years, but I can’t imagine any of the guys really thought they had a chance with me before. John and I have been crazy in love since the day we met.

“Yes,” I say. The word feels right. I’m already mentally going through my closet, figuring out what slutty little outfit I can wear to serve my husband’s friends.

“Have I told you lately that you’re the best wife in the entire world?” He pulls me closer and chomps his teeth around my nipple, making me squeal. Jizz is flooding out my asshole, dripping all over my thighs.

“I love you!” I shout as he unhooks my bra and flings it across the room. His cock is already stirring again as he mounts me.

“I love you too.” My husband fucks me again while I think about becoming a freeuse slut for his best friends. I have the best marriage in the world. 


Chapter Two

When the night finally arrives, I’m an intoxicating blend of excited and nervous. This feels different than anything we’ve done before—more intimate. More raw.

It’ll just be me and the four men, alone in our house. They have hours to do whatever they want to me. I get butterflies every time I think about it.

When the doorbell rings the first time, John gives me a heated look and kisses me hard. I fall back on the bed and cover my face with my hands. Waiting is going to make me crazy, but I have to make an entrance!

I deliberated over what to wear for days, and I ended up in a simple black cocktail dress with some stunning purple lingerie. Hopefully I won’t have any of it on long enough to matter, but starting the night out looking my best is important to me. I want jaws to drop when I walk in the room. I’ve known some of these men for over a decade—I want them floored by the fact that they finally get to touch me.

I run indents in the carpet from pacing back and forth in my strappy silver heels. The rumble of masculine voices rolls under the door and my pussy twinges. I recognize one of them as Cole, John’s college roommate. Apparently Cole was wild back then, though he mellowed out after his first marriage. I’ve always been attracted to his roguish sense of humor. I wonder if tonight I’ll get to see a glimpse of the old promiscuous side of him. Did he ever share a woman with his buddies back then?

And Asher. He’s a recent addition to poker nights, but he’s become a fast friend. He’s always unfailingly polite and whenever he shakes my hand, he always holds it just long enough for me to appreciate his strong arms. I’d be lying if I said I never imagined what they’d feel like pinning me down, his dark hair tickling my face.

When Tristan’s warm laugh bursts from the living room, my nipples tighten in anticipation. I should be out there! I can’t wait any longer.

I creep down the hallway and peer around the corner. The room feels loud and crowded, even though the music is soft and the four men are concentrated at a round table. They’re all tall, but more than that, they take up space—and here, relaxed and among friends, their presence is magnetic. Like a moth drawn to the flame, I sashay over, counting on the clack of my high heels to boost my confidence.

The room goes silent like a record scratch before the men erupt into whistles and catcalls. I smile through a blush as I reach the table and do a little twirl.

“Goddamn Carrie, you look amazing.”

“Is it getting hot in here?”

I soak up their compliments, but the butterflies are still going crazy in my belly. It’s clear that they find me attractive, and the tension in the air tells me we all have sex on the brain, but no one seems to know how to start.

Cards lie face down on the table, the game forgotten with my arrival. I glance around the room, biting my bottom lip. “How are we doing on drinks, boys? Can I get anyone a top off?”

They break out in easy smiles and Tristan winks before draining his bottle in one sip. I can’t stop watching the apple of his throat bob. I might even lick my lips a little.

“I’d love one, sweetheart.” He holds my gaze as he hands me the bottle and our fingers brush. I’d never cheat on my husband in a million years, but now that I’m a hotwife, I won’t have to die wondering what it’s like to ride that hottie’s cock. If I play my cards right, I’ll be bent over his lap before the end of the night. Those thoughts and even dirtier ones flash through my mind in the millisecond our hands meet, but it feels like he can see right through me.

“Yes sir,” I smile back, then break the moment by collecting the other bottles and giving myself a little shake. My pussy is already burning up with lust. “I’ll be right back with these.”

When I return with fresh beers, the game has started again. John relieves my anxiety about where I should stand by pulling me down into his lap. I squeal as I plop down and he nestles me between his arms with a clear view of his cards. I try not to be shy about checking out the other men.

Asher looks dapper as always in a blue dress shirt, his jacket slung over his chair. His intense blue eyes scan his cards and the pile of chips on the table. Cole looks like he just rode in on a motorcycle—his sandy hair dishevelled from repeatedly pushing it out of his eyes. He leans his elbow on the table, completely at ease, but his gaze keeps drifting back toward me.

Tristan’s attention burns. Without turning my head, I feel his unabashed stare. Has he thought about fooling around with his best friend’s wife before? Has he ever pictured what it would be like to have me as his freeuse toy? Just for one night?

“You know,” he says, after a couple rounds go by. “I think Carrie is a little overdressed.”

It’s so unexpected, my breath hitches. Pleasure and anticipation light up my chest, dripping down my limbs and curling my toes. I smile and stand up as the other men nod and agree. “Could someone help me with the zipper?”

Behind me, John lifts my dress up and presses a kiss to the curve of my ass. The silky panties cup my peach perfectly, and I get a thrill of pleasure as the men get their first peek. The room is so quiet I can hear each tooth of the zipper as he slides it down. I love that my husband is unwrapping me like a present for his friends to enjoy.

The top slides down my shoulders and the fabric drops to my ankles. I stand there in my matching set, my tits and ass proudly displayed in the sexy purple underwear. All eyes are glued to my curves and the perfect rack that John bought me for Christmas one year. If I’d known how often I’d be showing them off, I might’ve made them even bigger!

After some more compliments and wolf whistles, the air is thick with horny tension. I thought something more was going to happen. I’m not sure if I should just sit back down—maybe on one of the other men? I’m not usually this nervous or unsure of myself. It sure was a lot easier when I just slapped on a blindfold and let the construction crew run a train on me!

“Do you think you could grab us some more snacks, sweetheart?” John asks, dragging me out of my thought spiral.

“Of course!” I grin, happy for something to do. He gives my ass a nice slap as I turn around and I make sure to put an extra little jiggle in my step as I leave the room.

When I return in just my high heels and lingerie, bowls in my hand, the energy is different. He must have talked to them while I was in the kitchen, because I can practically feel the lust in the air. My body responds to it instantly and I feel myself growing wet. I wonder if they can see it through my panties.

“Come bring it over here, darling.” Cole pushes back from the table and makes some space. As I bend over to put the bucket down, Tristan’s warm hands trace my ass and squeeze my upper thighs.

“Would you look at this?” he hisses, taking fat handfuls of my cheeks and bouncing them. I have to stifle a moan and resist the urge to sink back into his fingers. Or do I? Before I can make up my mind, Cole reaches around my back.

“I don’t think she needs this either,” he says to the room, that delicious dimple coupling his smirk. I shiver as he unclasps my bra and lets it fall to the floor. My tits are at full attention, big and perky, with nipples hard as diamonds. “Fuck, I’ve always wanted to see what they looked like. You had them done in Miami?” He leans around me to ask John. My pussy gets even more wet when they treat me like an object.

“Sure did. I can give you the name of the doctor if you’d like.” They could be discussing the weather for all the inflection in my husband’s voice.

“Please do. I was thinking about getting a pair of these for my next wife.” Cole grabs me by the waist and pulls me closer. I straddle his legs and press my breasts against his face. The warm slide of his tongue across my nipples makes me gasp. He settles me into his lap and the poker game continues while he gives me a thorough inspection, testing, teasing, groping, and pinching.

“These really are fantastic,” he tells John, lazily rolling my nipple between the fingers of one hand while the other lays down a card. “You ever fuck her here? I’m not sure I’ve ever had a pair big enough. I’d love to take her for a ride.”

I meet John’s eyes across the table as lust threatens to swallow me whole. He smiles and reminds his friends, “Carrie is here tonight as a freeuse slut. Unless she uses her safe word, she’s yours to use however you please. Isn’t that right, honey?”

Four pairs of eyes narrow on me, wearing nothing but a pair of panties and squirming in a man’s lap who isn’t my husband.

“Absolutely,” I grin.

“What are we waiting for?” Cole stands up, lifting me with him. He scoops me under my knees and carries me across the room, setting me down on another table.

“Think you could lube me up first, sugar? We’ve gotta grease the runway.” Cole unbuttons his pants to reveal a nice, long cock. He’s already half-hard and I start salivating at the pink head dripping pearly pre-cum. I never thought I’d hear such filthy things out of his mouth, at least not directed toward me.

I spin around and lie down on the table with my head hanging off the edge. Cole rubs his cock across my lips and cheeks. “That’s a good girl,” he coaxes as he steadies himself with one hand on my breast. “I always thought you had perfect dick sucking lips.”

When he presses his cock between my plump, wet lips I feel my whole body tingle. The taste of him, the slide of his fat dick across my tongue and down my throat—it makes me feel hot and slutty and unstoppable.

I run my hands down my body, loving the sensation of my soft, smooth skin while he roughly fucks my mouth.

Trust Cole to take things to the next level—the anxious anticipation of the night is over. The men at the table are loud and boisterous as Cole thrusts into my throat. I can’t hear the words over my garbled gagging as I swallow him down, but I can tell they’re cheering us on. It makes me flush with pleasure, knowing they’re all watching.

When he pulls out, his cock is wet and dripping with my throat slime. I take my first full breath in several minutes and smile up at him through my head rush. The night’s only just begun and I’m already cockdrunk.

“Good girl, Carrie.” He cradles my head gently before scooping me up and moving me to the leather couch. It’s cool against my body and it wakes me up a little. My pussy is absolutely soaked, my panties sticking to my skin, and I’m eager for more. “Can you spit in my hand, beautiful?”

I obey without thinking and Cole adds his own saliva before wiping it over my breasts. He props a pillow behind my head and I bend my neck forward so I can watch the action. John and his friends still have a perfect view, though they’ve grown quieter, more intense.

I reach for Cole’s cock and slap it against my tits, making my nipples harden. I drag them across his tip before guiding him toward my mouth, slobbering on his cock some more. When he slides back, his balls brush the sensitive skin of my chest. My pussy aches to be filled, but it’s not her turn yet. I’m here to pleasure the men, and this one wants to fuck my tits.

I squeeze my arms together and envelop his slick cock between my breasts. He groans as he slides through the soft canyon of flesh, and his fingers dig into the couch as he uses it for leverage. I flick my tongue out and tease the mushroom tip as it pushes through, growing more swollen and purple by the second.

“Fucking hell,” Cole grunts, shifting so he can push even deeper. I moan and wriggle, my pussy gushing freely. The closer he gets to cumming, the more out of control I feel.

I blink up at him, making my eyes wide and soft like the typical man’s porn star dream girl. Sweet and compliant—practically cumming before you touch her clit. The only thing that could’ve made this hotter was if another man buried his cock in my pussy at the same time. Another in my mouth. Now that I’ve been spoiled by multiple cocks, I can’t stop craving more.

Having the guys watch really turns me on, but I want them to join in. But since I’m their freeuse slut tonight, I need it to be their idea. The only thing for it is to make Cole cum harder than he ever has before. Show them all what they’re missing until they can’t possibly wait.

I squeeze my tits even tighter and reach between Cole’s legs. One hand squeezes and twists his balls while the other slides up, up, and nudges against his asshole.

“Dirty girl,” he laughs, swiping sweaty strands of hair out of my face. His eyes flash dark. “Do it.”

I break out in a smile as I penetrate his tight ring of muscle with my middle finger. He groans like he’s been shot and shudders on top of me. His cock starts spurting, covering my face and tits with warm splatters of thick cum. I don’t stop smiling as he paints my face, throbbing and thrusting on top of me as I slowly pump my finger in and out.

I only stop when his voice cracks and his whole body sags. I lick the creamy mess off my lips and wipe my eyes clean. He’s breathing deeply, but otherwise the room is quiet.

“Worth the investment, huh?” I smirk and I love the answering dimple that digs into his cheek.

“Oh yeah. Perfect model. John, you’re the luckiest man alive!” he shouts, and John waves a hand back. “Carrie, you look fucking gorgeous like that, but let me grab you a towel. I think some of the guys might be ready for another drink.”

He grabs me by the hand and helps me sit up. I thank him for the towel as he rejoins the game and I take a moment to myself before cleaning up.

That was incredibly fucking hot, but now I’m so wound up that I can’t wait to cum. It’s no fun getting myself off—so I’ll just have to keep trying. My pussy is so tight, wet, and achy that it’s almost uncomfortable.

I wipe off most of Cole’s jizz, but I don’t worry about it too much. Getting covered in the cum of multiple men is part of the fun, and I want to get the guys used to sharing me with each other.

There’s a mirror across the room and I catch sight of my face. I clean up my makeup and admire my tits, looking a little pink and abused but still very cute. It’s time to get back out there and fuck some more of my husband’s friends.


Chapter Three

When I step back to the table, the guys are all discussing me. Cole gives a raving review, looking cleaned up and put together, and it makes my body tingle when our eyes meet. The guys take turns pulling me into their laps and stroking my soft skin as they play. When it’s John’s turn, he kisses me deeply and it makes me warm all over to know how much he loves me and that he approves.

The night is heating up. The bets are getting higher, the music a little louder, and the guys’ hands are getting a little friskier—but no one is taking that next step. Cole might’ve broken the ice, but it seems like they’re determined to take their time. Just when I’m about to do something to speed things along, Tristan crooks his finger at me.

“Come on over here, baby. I’m out this round.” He leans back in his chair and spreads his legs wide. I think he’s calling me over to sit on his lap again, but as I get closer, he leads me gently by the shoulder to my knees.

My pussy flares with hot desire, even though I’m a little disappointed no one’s going to play with me yet. The chance to finally see what kind of heat my husband’s best friend is packing is exciting. I’m so wet and horny, but it’s not my place to beg for more tonight. He pulls his pants to his knees and I crawl between them, eager to play my part and service this cock I’ve always wondered about.

He’s cut and massive, already hard and ready for me. I whimper as I think about that thick head stretching my pussy open. But I’ll have to earn it. I press a kiss to his tip, moistening my lips and rubbing him all over me like chapstick.

His hands slide under the table, playing with my hair and tugging me closer. So eager. I shuffle forward on my knees and take him all the way back in my throat, burying my nose in his pubic hair. My reward is a strangled groan that makes my pussy gush.

“Good god, Carrie,” he grunts, and I know the words are only for me to hear. He’s struggling to keep control. I bob my head, feeling his balls tighten and contract. I moan around him, speeding up, letting my drool start to drip out the sides of my lips.

His legs tighten and he spreads them wider, inviting me in. I flick my eyes up and he’s watching me intently, eyes locked on my puffy, stretched lips. I swallow and flick his head with my tongue, making him choke. I smile around his cock and suck him back, hollowing out my cheeks. I’ve sucked quite a few huge cocks over the last few months—it feels like I’ve been training for this—for him.

Tristan stares at me like I’m not the only one who’s been fantasizing. The connection between us is strong, filling me up, making my chest swell. My pussy drools freely, leaking out of my stained panties and dripping down my thighs. I need to fuck this man. I need my husband to sit back and watch, to enjoy as I submit to his best friend—let him act out every dirty fantasy he’s ever had on my body. Suddenly I wish it was just the three of us.

I blink and look away, focusing on the task before me. My dirty mind and leaky pussy will have to wait. It’s guys night, and that means I’m open for business. My only job is to please them. I wrap one hand around his cock and squeeze, stroking him like a tube of toothpaste, determined to drain him of every last drop.

“Carrie,” My name comes out broken. He’s pleading with me. Even on my knees, it makes me feel powerful—invincible. To be desired like this is the ultimate head rush. I lead him gently over the edge, plunging his throbbing cock back into my throat and squinting as the first spurt splashes.

The sounds I make are gurgled nonsense as I stroke him, draining his balls and swallowing every last drop from my husband’s best friend. Under the table, I don’t know what’s happening with anyone else. It feels like it’s just me and Tristan, alone in the room. I press another kiss to his frenulum, then the slit in his cock head, before finally releasing him.

He takes deep breaths, looking at me like I’m an angel come to life. How has no one snatched this man up yet? If I wasn’t married…

But it doesn’t matter, because I am. And John is the love of my life. I’m just lucky enough that he’s happy to share me. He knows that sex and orgasms will never replace what we have. Each time he trusts me enough to explore my sexuality and come home to him, happier and more fulfilled than ever, it only strengthens our bond.

I wonder if Tristan can see all that in my eyes as he pushes the hair back from my face and wipes some drool away with his thumb.

“John, you’re a lucky bastard,” he says, attention still focused between his knees. He presses his thumb against my lips and I kiss it, then take it into my mouth and give it a sharp bite. He hisses and his eyes flash. We’re nowhere near done with each other.

“If you’re done with her, Tristan, I could use another drink.” For a moment, something dark passes over his face, like he might refuse to let me go—but then he moves aside and I crawl out from under the table.

“Of course! Can I get anything for anyone else?” I stand up, brushing my hair with my fingers and cleaning up my face.

“I don’t think she needs these anymore.” The slide of fingers on my hip bones, then my sticky panties are pulled down to my ankles. I step out of them carefully, but I stumble a bit, reaching out to Tristan’s shoulder for stability.

As I do, thick fingers brush my pussy, slipping in my slick folds.

“Look at this pink, juicy cunt.” Cole’s gravelly voice strokes something deep inside me as he fingers my soft petals, rooting around for my clit. I gasp when he finds it, my mouth dropping open. Tristan takes the opportunity to force his tongue inside, stealing the breath from my lungs.

I moan as Cole buries his fingers to the knuckle in my cunt. It’s not enough. Now that I’ve had a taste of two of the fat cocks at this table, I can’t settle for anything less. And Asher still needs a turn.

I’m loath to walk away when I’m finally getting what I want. Tristan’s tongue claims my mouth, his hands grope my tits, and Cole plunges my pussy like he’s searching for gold.

“I heard about the DVP at your golf club. She can really fit two cocks in here?” I’m so wet, there’s a squelch as he curls his fingers inside me. I groan into Tristan’s mouth.

“My wife loves having her holes stuffed.” The familiar rasp of my husband’s voice makes my eyes fly open. I know that tone. He must be hard as a rock. But he’s a master at waiting his turn. He won’t take me until all his friends have had their fill.

“You’ll have to teach me your ways, brother.” Asher has been quiet so far, but I feel his eyes on me as I finally disengage from Tristan. He bats at my dangling breasts like a cat with a toy.

“If you want your wife to trust you, follow through on your promises. I’ve shown her time and time again that when she submits to me, I can provide her with more pleasure than she’s ever dreamed of. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes sir,” I groan, riding the razor thin edge of my orgasm. It’s so close. Cole’s fingers stuff and curl, pump and stroke. His thumb grazes my clit again and I whimper as the wave crashes over me.

I’m so desperately horny, I can’t hold back. The sound that leaves my throat is primal in its intensity. It’s such a relief to let go, to leave my pleasure in the hands of these men. I know my husband will make sure I’m taken care of. Letting them use me makes me feel desirable and powerful. The better I serve them, the more they take care of me.

“About—about those drinks—” I stutter, straightening as Cole removes his fingers and Tristan lets my swollen nipple slide from his grasp. “I’ll—I’ll be right back.”

I sweep the bottles into my arms and fly from the room. It’s not nearly enough, but it’s a great fucking start. They’re more shy than I’m used to, but it’s making me even more determined to fuck my husband’s friends—all of them—before poker night is over.


Chapter Four

I love the shift in energy whenever I leave the room. I take a moment to compose myself while I get them fresh drinks, then I linger in the doorway and listen to their conversation. They’re unfiltered when I’m not around.

“Carrie is fucking perfect, John. Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

“Yes. Fully. We’re both into this. Bringing you guys in on the fun is just the logical next step.”

“Whose idea was it?” That’s Tristan. Butterflies erupt in my stomach whenever I hear his voice. I press my thighs together and try to calm my racing heart.

“Hers, actually. I wasn’t sure if she’d be comfortable around people we’ve known for so long.” I hear the snick of cards being placed on the table, then the chink of chips being stacked.

“She looks pretty comfortable to me,” Cole laughs. “It’s the rest of you fuckers making it weird. If she wants this, we should give it to her. Make it a night she’ll never forget.”

“Sounds good to me.” Asher nods, fanning his cards out on the table. “Full house, boys.”

They all groan goodnaturedly and I take that as my cue to re-enter the room.

“Just the woman I wanted to see! I’ve just had a huge win. Why don’t you come keep me company while these losers play?” Asher makes some room for me. I deposit the bottles on the table and slowly approach him, eyes glued to where his hands fumble with his belt buckle.

“Allow me,” I move his hands gently. When he looks up and meets my eyes, my pussy throbs. He lifts his hips as I pull his pants down to his knees.

“Take it all off,” he shrugs. “It’s quite warm in here, don’t you think?”

“Oh yeah.” My eyes flash. “I’m hot all over.” The appreciative chuckle from the men makes me tremble with pleasure. I take Asher’s pants and briefs off and his girthy cock stands at attention. I lick my lips, preparing to suck him back, but he squeezes my waist and turns me around, guiding me into his lap.

“Oh fuck.” The words leave my lips before I’ve fully processed them. My eyes squeeze shut instinctually, but I force them open, holding eye contact with the other men as Asher’s thick cock impales me.

I’m so wet, he slides right in, filling me up deliciously. I groan, let my head fall back, and he sucks my neck so hard, I know it’ll leave a mark. I grind in his lap, feeling him deep inside me. He squeezes one of my tits, rolling the nipples through his fingers, and chuckles when I moan.

“You like that, little girl?” he whispers in my ear. I nod eagerly before he sinks his teeth into my neck. I hold Tristan’s gaze across the table as I start to bounce.

He can’t seem to decide where to look. At my face, twisted with pleasure, at my tits, bouncing and jiggling, or even lower—where my pussy is finally being claimed by another man.

John smiles at me and returns to the game, pretending to be unaffected. I can just imagine how hard his cock is. I can’t wait until he reclaims me later. Hopefully when I’m full of his friends’ cum.

I feel beautiful and strong, balancing on my spiky heels as I lift up and down, slamming him home. Asher is more dominant than I expected. He yanks my hair back, exposing my neck, and making my tits jut out. I feel like the sexiest, dirtiest slut in the world getting fucked hard in front of my husband.

Cole leans forward and slips his fingers in my mouth. They taste like my pussy and I groan in delight, sucking him eagerly. “So many holes to fill,” he mutters. “Think you can take two, Carrie?”

“Mmhmm!” I nod quickly, sliding my tongue between his fingers. He laughs darkly.

“I didn’t mean here, sweetheart.”

My eyes widen but I keep nodding as he fucks my mouth with his fingers, tickling my gag reflex. Saliva starts to dribble out the corners of my lips.

“Wait your turn, Cole. You’ve already had her once.” Asher’s arms wrap around me protectively, then he spins me around so I’m facing him. Cole’s fingers drop out of my swollen lips and Asher replaces them with his mouth.

It’s even filthier, fucking him while he makes out with me sloppily. His hands are tangling in my hair, caging me in with his strong arms. I move faster, grinding my clit against his pubic bone, chasing my own release even as I do my best to push him over the edge.

He pulls my hair back again and his teeth graze my ear as he asks, “Where do you want it, sweetheart? Where should I cum?”

I whimper and shove my tongue back in his mouth, increasing the pace of my bouncing. I fuck him hard, squeezing my pussy muscles, clenching around him to let him know exactly what I want. He doesn’t let me off that easy. He holds me with his strong arms, stilling my frantic pace. “Carrie.” His deep voice is the sexiest threat I’ve ever heard.

I pull back and look at him, biting my lip as my orgasm flits just at the edge. “Fill me up, Asher. My husband likes it when my pussy is dripping with other men’s cum.”

I’m not sure if he even hears the words. As soon as he has permission, he unleashes. He uses my shoulders to slam me down harder, taking back control. His fingers tighten in my skin as he grunts, breathing deep as his cock starts to jerk and spit.

“Yes,” I hiss, milking him with my tight inner muscles. My head drops to his shoulder, my body limp as another orgasm rips through me. My clit flutters and my insides tighten and then snap, sending pleasure flooding through every one of my nerves. It’s like a waterfall, powerful and unstoppable. I gasp for breath and only lift my head when I realize the room has gone silent and he’s stopped moving beneath me.

“Alright there?” he asks softly, patting my back.

“I’m fantastic,” I say dreamily, sitting up straight. He’s still inside me, but he’s softening, and I can feel hot cum starting to trickle down my thighs. My legs are wobbly when I stand, and his load drips out of me, leaving me wrecked and filthy.

“Good girl.” The praise comes from behind me and I turn, dazed and cockdrunk. Part of me is feeling relief at finally getting fucked, but I’m nowhere near ready to be done. Without being asked, I drop to my knees and crawl under the table.

I go around the circle, unbuttoning and removing everyone’s pants and boxers. John pulls off his shirt and the other men follow. Now all five of us are naked and my heart is thumping with excitement.

I move from one cock to the next. Sucking, slurping, stroking them with my hands. I switch between the four men and start to lose track of who is who. I’d know John’s big dick anywhere of course, and Asher’s cock still tastes like me, but I make a game of closing my eyes and guessing whose cock is in my mouth just by the length and girth of their velvety shafts.

Cole groans as he pushes my head down, making me take all of him. I moan around his cock feeling like a nasty slut as another man’s cum drips out of my cunt. When he lets me pull back for a deep breath, a strand of saliva keeps me connected to his throbbing member.

I move to the next dick, spreading his thighs wide and burying my face between his legs, lapping at his balls and the underside of his shaft. The answering groan is Tristan’s and it fills me with a flood of pleasure. He strokes my hair gently as I continue to work. I have a feeling no one is playing cards anymore, but I can’t hear much under the table.

When I reach my husband’s cock again, I take my time. I even peek up at him, and he cups my face tenderly. After a brief moment of eye contact, he puts both hands on my head and slowly but forcefully pushes me down until his full length is shoved to the back of my throat.

My eyes start to water but I don’t break eye contact. I know what he’s promising—when the men are all gone, he’ll have his fun. My throat spasms around his hard cock, trying to accommodate his size, then he gently releases me. I kiss the swollen, leaking head of his cock and move back to the next one in line.


Chapter Five

A few minutes later, my lips are tight and tingling, and my jaw is starting to ache. One of the men pulls me up from under the table, I’m too horny and cockdrunk to notice who. Two—no, three pairs of hands grope and tease me. My eyes flutter shut and I lose myself to their attention. It feels so fucking good.

Big, strong, gentle hands twist my head and my body follows. I’m spread out on the table, the cards and chips crushing under my tits and hands as I brace myself. A hand between my legs spreads my thighs further apart. Gentle fingers unclasp my high heels and I step gratefully down onto my bare feet. A hot, wet mouth envelops one of my toes and I groan as the tickling pleasure shoots up my sore legs.

“Look at this wet, sloppy pussy,” someone grunts—I can’t see who—but when I lift my eyes, John is standing before me, watching. My cheeks turn pink, but I can’t feel embarrassed with him. He loves seeing me stretched open, used and passed around by strange men.

As his friends debate who gets to fuck me first, he strokes himself, slow and deliberate. When he catches me watching him, he runs a hand through my tangled hair, splayed out across the table.

“I love you,” he mouths, running his thumb over my swollen lip.

“I love you too,” I whisper and press a kiss to the pad of his finger.

The men must have come to a conclusion because I feel muscled thighs pressing against my backside. A hard cock slaps against my flesh then slides through my ass crack, swiping my slick mess around.

I hold my husband’s hand as one of his friends spreads my ass cheeks open and buries himself in my cunt. My mouth drops open and my eyes shut tight. All the breath leaves my lungs in one satisfied grunt.

“Fuck that pussy’s tight,” Cole groans, pistoning his hips to fuck me harder and deeper. I squeeze John’s hand, scrabbling at his forearm with my fingernails as I’m stretched and filled again and again.

“You should feel her ass,” he says, giving me a wink. His hand rolls around the head of his cock, smearing his pre-cum around and I can’t look away. My muscles clench tight in anticipation as a wad of spit drips onto my asshole. Fuck, my husband always knows what I need.

“You don’t have to tell me twice.” Cole gives my ass a hard slap and slams his cock home in my pussy, jerking me back into his body.

“Let me tap that first.” My heart flutters when Tristan interrupts. Cole reluctantly moves aside, leaving me empty, gaping, and cold. I turn back to look at him and Tristan reaches for my face, pulling me in for a kiss.

I open my mouth and it quickly turns heated. Our tongues dance and our bodies writhe as our hands start to wander. I’ve always been so curious about him, and now here we are. Even with an audience, somehow he’s the only one I’m thinking about right now.

Without breaking the kiss, he scoops me up and places me on the table. I wrap my legs around his hips and his cock bobs between us. I fist it with both hands and jerk him off, guiding the tip slowly toward my pussy by angling back. As my spine arches, he moves his tongue and teeth down my neck and finally latches around my nipple. I whimper as he bites down, and stroke his cock against my swollen clit for a few teasing seconds.

He groans around my flesh, rocking his hips like he can’t wait to be inside me. I push him down toward my hot, aching entrance and the moment he feels the resistance fade, he claims me. Our bodies slot together in a perfect fit. When he bottoms out, he stills, just letting me adjust to the size of him and appreciate the stretch.

We both moan as he pulls back only to fill me again, slow, hard, but picking up speed. His mouth is on mine. Our bodies are so close, tangled together. I wrap my arms around his neck and squeeze as tight as I can.

He lifts me off the table and steps back, using his strong arms to fuck into my body as he walks across the room. I clench my thighs around him and squeal between our attached lips. My tongue flicks against his teeth with a sharp prick. He makes me feel so sexy and weightless. I want him to throw me down on the floor and fuck me until I scream.

Instead, he lowers himself to the plush carpet in front of the fireplace. He lays back and my legs spread to straddle him. I sit up, riding him cowgirl now, impressed by his seamless transition.

I swivel my hips and moan at the new sensations. Tristan’s cock strokes me in all the right places as I do a few slow rolls before bouncing up and down. My tits start flying and he reaches for them, groping and twisting so hard it makes me cry out.

His gaze drifts over my shoulder and I know what’s coming. I want it so bad, I’m almost trembling. Fucking Tristan is amazing, but the best part of these encounters is getting split open by multiple cocks. Nothing makes me feel dirtier or more alive. I lean down, exposing my ass to whoever is behind me.

Cole is back, slathering his cock with some baby oil he must have found on the shelf. The smell is so sweet and familiar and makes my mind instantly run with dirty, slippery, fun memories. I gasp when he splashes it over my ass, soaking me in the oil. His thumb probes at my asshole, pushing the liquid inside and lubing up his entry.

I groan as his finger penetrates my tightest hole. With Tristan still filling my pussy, the sensation is incredible. I’m not sure that Cole’s dick will even fit when I’m already stuffed so full, but he seems like the expert.

“How do you feel about your husband renting out this tight little ass, Carrie?” He spanks me as he says it and I hope my answering cry is enough.

He smacks me with the meat of his hand four more times in rapid succession. The pain spreads like fire over my greased cheeks. I should’ve known better. It stings so good, but it still takes a moment to catch my breath. My pussy clenches around the cock still stuffed inside me.

Tristan pulls my head back by my hair and says, “He asked you a question. John gave us permission to fuck all of your holes. Do you want to be stretched by two cocks?”

“Yes,” I nearly sob. It feels so freeing to admit my darkest desires. I want them to use me in whatever way they think is best. Whatever will bring them the most pleasure. That’s what gets me off. Giving complete control over to the men who want to fuck me.

“You heard her, Cole. The slut wants it.”

Cole grabs my hair and bends my neck even farther until I’m looking at him upside down. “I want to hear her say it. Beg for it.”

“Please,” I choke out, flushing with pleasure at the rough treatment. My pussy is clenched so tight around Tristan’s cock that he groans and bites his lip. “Please fuck my ass, Cole, please. I need two cocks inside me. I need it, please.”

“So fucking polite.” He spits into my open mouth and pats my cheek until I swallow it. When he releases me, I fall forward onto Tristan and whimper into his mouth as Cole’s cock head stretches my asshole wide open.

“Unnnnhhhh,” I moan mindlessly. My eyes roll back and my mouth goes slack as a second cock forces its way inside my tightest hole. The stretch is too much. There’s no way both of these big men can fit inside my tiny body. But then impossibly—he’s in.

There’s no room for me to breathe, no room to think, my entire focus is narrowed down to the two holes filled to the breaking point by massive cocks. It hurts so fucking good. The men give me a blessed moment of stillness to fully appreciate just how stretched and stuffed my holes are, and then they start fucking me.

I’ve never felt anything like it before. The physical sensations, the connection I have with my husband’s friends, and the fact that John is right here watching—it all combines into the most heady, intense feeling I’ve ever experienced. The two men work my holes while I lose myself to the unending pleasure.

It’s almost through a fog that I hear Cole say, “She’s got another hole, Asher.”

My eyes flicker open as the third man approaches. He kneels down onto the floor beside Tristan’s head and lifts my chin.

“You doing okay, sweetheart?”

“Godddd yesssss,” I slur, smiling lazily.

“Good girl. Got room for one more?”

“Yes,” I say with more confidence than I feel. I probably can’t handle another one, but the thought of being stuffed in all three holes by my husband’s best friends is too hot to turn down. I drop my jaw obediently and he slowly fills my mouth. I can still taste my juices on his shaft.

“Mmmm,” I moan, licking him clean.

Tristan comes first, setting off a chain reaction. His body stiffens beneath me and then he’s gasping for air as his hips twitch. He squeezes my arms as his cock throbs inside me. The sensation causes Cole to tense up, pushing as far and deep inside as my body will allow. His balls contract and start emptying his jizz into my tight hole.

Asher pulls back, giving me space to breathe as he pumps his cock. Spent, Cole moves away, leaving a gush of warm fluid leaking out of me. When Tristan is milked dry, he gingerly moves me off him, settling me into a kneeling position. I’m exhausted, dazed, completely and utterly satisfied. I squeeze my tits together and drop my tongue out to give Asher his choice of targets.

When his climax comes, it’s thick and messy. Way more than I expected since he came in my pussy earlier. He paints me with his sticky release and I smile and wiggle like an excited puppy. I did it! I made all of them feel good. This is a night I’ll never forget.

When the three men are done, they gather their clothes and say their goodbyes. I’m too tired to do more than blow kisses as I lay back onto the soft carpet, enjoying the way it feels on my skin. The sound of the door closing brings me back to the moment and John is here, still naked, still hard, and looking at me like I hung the moon in the sky.

“How did I end up with such a perfect wife?” he asks, dragging his eyes over every inch of my cum-stained, battered, and used body.

“Fate,” I mumble, burying my face into the crook of his neck.

“Do you need a break?” he asks, stroking my arms. Goosebumps ripple over my skin.

“Not for my husband.” I tug on his shoulder until he rolls on top of me. The familiar weight of his firm body makes me feel safe and protected.

“You’re mine,” he says as he sinks into my sore, stretched, and cum-filled pussy.

“I’m yours,” I agree.

He fucks me slow and gentle, mindful of my tiny aches and pains. When my husband reclaims me, my heart feels full. Fooling around with his friends was a risk, but it ended up being an incredible night we’ll all remember fondly.

Becoming his freeuse hotwife is the best thing that ever happened to us. I can’t wait to see what adventures we get up to next.
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