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Chapter One

My life was perfect.

I had a wonderful husband, a good job, lots of friends. I had time for my hobbies and time to spend alone, dreaming. Everything had fallen into place once I got married.

Well, everything except…

I hadn’t spent a lot of time with John’s friends before the wedding, it was true, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that they didn’t like me. It hadn’t been apparent before we got married, but ever since when they came by the house, they were barely polite, even cold.

When I brought it up to John worriedly, he shrugged it off. “They don’t dislike you, babe. They’re just guys and they’re afraid I won’t have time for them anymore.”

I thought about that for a while. John didn’t seem worried, but I definitely didn’t want his friends feeling like he was going to disappear on them. So I started trying harder. I encouraged John to invite them over for the game; I not only cooked and brought them beers, but sat and cheered with them. I suggested to John that he treat the friends who’d been his groomsmen – Derek and Mitch – to a brewery tour. In short, I did everything I could to convince them I not only wasn’t a threat to their friendship, but maybe even a value add.

It was helping, I thought. I got nods now when the guys stopped by. If they weren’t exactly chatty, well, maybe they just didn’t think we had much in common. And that was okay, I reminded myself. The point of this wasn’t to become their best friend ever. It was to prove to them I was a cool wife, that I wouldn’t take John from them, that we could even all have fun together sometimes. But it still felt like something was missing, like there was some proof of sincerity I hadn’t met yet.

And then the FreeUse Festival came to town.

The FreeUse Festival is a traveling event – part show, part entertainment, all indulgent. It had started out as a regular carnival, but when the FreeUse craze began sweeping the country, the owners took a chance and expanded their repertoire. Once it became apparent that it wasn’t just a passing fad and FreeUse was here to stay,  the fair re-branded and hit the road, traveling to all corners of the country over the course of the year.

You could still get a hot dog and some cotton candy at the FreeUse Festival. There were the usual carny games, some rides, and huge pavilions for events and shopping. But most of the festival was now dedicated to sex, and the women who offered it.

I’d never been, but the media loved to breathlessly run stories about the festival whenever it came into town, so I’d heard all sorts of things. It was a den of depravity, and people should stay away. It was good clean fun, a way to blow off steam. Women were tricked or lured into performing there and ended up servicing hundreds of men before they were able to escape. Women were well-paid performers, and every time the fair stopped, there was a huge influx of locals wanting to perform, too. It was a chaotic enigma and promised a full day – or days – of fun for adults of a certain persuasion.

The guys were over for the game when we learned the fair was in town – well, when I learned, anyway. A commercial came on at halftime, followed by predictable jokes from around the room. Derek started regaling us with stories of the last time he’d gone, years ago during college. Mitch started throwing pretzels at him, telling him to shut up and stop bragging. It didn’t sound like he’d ever been.

And then before I could think it through, the words slipped out of my mouth: “Why don’t we go check it out?”

A pretzel landed in Derek’s mouth, hanging open in surprise. As he coughed and choked on the unexpected snack, Mitch and John started to argue, then stopped.

“We?” Mitch finally asked me, dubiously.

I smiled at him. “I wouldn’t want John to get lonely while you guys have fun. And maybe he can have a little fun, too.”

Derek finally finished coughing enough to choke out, “Yes. We’re going.”

John rubbed his thumb across the back of my hand. His face was serious, and then he smiled. “Sure. I could use some cotton candy.”

So it was decided. In exactly one week, I’d be taking my husband and his friends to the FreeUse Festival – and proving once and for all that I was the cool wife.


Chapter Two

We arrived at the festival: five guys, and me. It hadn’t ended up just being Derek and Mitch; once John’s other friends heard about the visit, Ben and Perry wanted to come, too. They were all excited, full of high spirits, pushing and joking as we waited in line for the gates to open. Half the jokes were about all the sex they were about to have; the other half were about Ben’s purple shoes, which the guys found hilarious.

Meanwhile, I had butterflies.

I was as confident about my plan as I could have been, but it was still one thing to state confidently within the safety of my own home that I could handle a boys’ trip to the FreeUse Festival and another thing entirely to actually be there, ready to watch… something… unfold.

When we made our way through the gates, I wasn’t the only one to stop in awe. All of the guys took a long pause, drinking in the sights in front of us.

I’d never seen anything like it.

I mean, yeah, I’d watched porn before, and there was a time or two in college where I’d been at parties that got kind of crazy. But this was different. I was watching complete strangers mount women right in front of me – and the women were willing, even eager. Everybody was having a good time, fucking right out in the open, on display for anyone to stop and watch. There was something beautiful about it.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away. I was mesmerized by the rise and fall of buttocks, by the soft cries of the women, the low grunts as the men finished.

John actually had to nudge me to get me moving. “You okay?” he whispered, too low for the guys to hear.

I nodded, still transfixed even as I let him shepherd me forward.

The booths mostly seemed to be arranged by activity. I saw stalls where women lounged on their bellies, their heads on a soft chin rest, right at waist height, waiting for shafts to pass their lips. One stall was filled with a row of asses, pertly pointing skyward, as the women bent over a cushioned beam and hung there, just waiting for any old stranger to come around and take them from behind. Another booth looked to be the same idea, but the asses belonged to men. And there was more – a stall for cunnilingus, a stall for vaginal penetration, a stall for everything. One advertised a two-for-one deal. Everywhere I looked, there was flesh on display. In most cases, the strangers offering themselves were already being used, even though the fair had only just opened.

Some of the booths even seemed to combine sex with more traditional carnival games. I noticed one that seemed to involve a competition for largest volume of semen, and another with a timer blinking red numbers above several men hurrying to finish as quickly as they could.

And then my attention was caught by a booth near the end.

It was decorated whimsically with a large sign in the shape of a train, and within its confines I saw a woman on her hands and knees in a little stage area. She was currently being railed by a man behind her, and though her face was contorted in ecstasy, that wasn’t what caught my attention. What I noticed most was that the man taking her wasn’t the only one – or wasn’t going to be. There was a line behind him, a queue of strangers lined up, ready for their chance to fuck this woman, to experience her pussy slick with the cum of the other men who had gone before. Was it a contest? I couldn’t tell. But something in the scene pulled at me and made my pussy pulse with desire. I watched, trembling, as the man currently behind her finished with a groan, held there for long seconds, and then stepped back. Smoothly, the man behind him took his place… and all along the woman was smiling, passion and desire clearly evident on her face.

What would it be like, to wait there knowing you were about to be taken by a whole line of men, one after another? I couldn’t imagine what it must be like for her. My first thought was that she had to have been nervous, maybe even horrified… but no. It was clear from her face she was anything but.

And if I was being honest with myself… that wasn’t exactly how I felt, either. My pussy was tingling at the sight, watching two strangers fuck, a cock sliding in and out of her willing sheath, the slick sounds of their bodies coming together. A part of me was not only aroused by the sight, but even wished it was me me in her place.

I shook my head as though I could shake off those thoughts, too. Was I crazy? I was here for one reason only: to prove to the guys I was a cool wife. I wanted to help them and John have fun. I wasn’t here for daydreams or fantasies.

But as we continued on down the midway, I couldn’t keep myself from looking back again and again, until the train booth was long out of sight.


Chapter Three

By the time John and I caught up with his friends, they’d already decided how they wanted to spend their first hour. Mitch and Perry wanted to try out one of the booths nearby – one with asses presented for the taking. Derek and Ben planned to go check out the festival’s beer garden and its topless barmaids before hitting the midway themselves.

John wanted to go with Derek and Ben, but I hesitated. I’d made the choice to bring us here, I’d made a big deal out of how well I could handle things. So leaving the action to go get drinks felt… wrong.

And it wasn’t just that. I didn’t want to go. Something was about to happen, and I wanted to see it through.

As John was telling Derek and Ben to save us seats, Mitch was already stepping up to the booth.

Before I knew it, I was watching my husband’s best friend undo his belt, unzip his fly, and drop his pants to around his ankles. And then I was staring right at his erect cock, already red and throbbing with desire. I watched him caress the ass in front of him, firm but gentle. I watched as he pressed himself between those cheeks, offered to anyone and everyone, claiming this stranger as his own.

Perry was cheering him on, hooting and hollering. I felt John’s arm around my waist, holding me tight. Together we watched Mitch thrust again and again into the woman below him, a woman he’d never met.

My breath was coming faster now. I couldn’t look away. I wished I could see her face, but somehow, it didn’t matter as much as I thought. The anonymity of it was even sexier. It was like this woman had been reduced to nothing but a pussy and ass, holes to be fucked, to be taken and used as much as she wanted. As much as the strangers who claimed her could demand.

John must have noticed my reaction, but he said nothing, only held me tightly. Perry had joined Mitch now, at the next girl down the line, and they were actually high-fiving as they buried themselves balls deep in these women.

It was horrifying.

It was arousing.

The whole thing felt too confusing. I snuggled back into John’s protective embrace as I watched. I could feel my husband’s own cock stirring against me.

Together we watched his friends, violating the women in front of them. They hung submissively, draped over their cushions, sharing in the pleasure and naughtiness of the moment. One of the women – I wasn’t sure which – was crying out now, her voice full of obvious desire.

And when first Mitch, then Perry finished, all I could think was how badly I wanted to try it.

~

“Is it what you expected?”

I pretended to be watching Derek and Ben make fools of themselves talking to the barmaid so I wouldn’t have to meet John’s gaze.

“It’s… a lot,” I finally admitted.

He took my hand. “Do you want to go?”

“No!” I blurted out.

John waited, letting me sip my water, calm down. He always supported me in whatever I needed. I knew that. But this…

“It turns me on,” I confessed, burying my face in John’s shirt. I was embarrassed to meet his eyes.

“Hey.” He gently lifted my chin, forcing me to look at him. “I’m really proud of you for coming here. The guys are having a great day.”

I frowned. “And you?”

“Me too,” he admitted. “But you’re my focus, always. I wish… Never mind.”

My heart thumped in my chest. “You wish what?”

John stroked my face lightly. “I wish you felt comfortable having fun here, too.”

“I am having fun,” I said automatically, but I knew what he meant. And he knew I knew. “I want you to have fun, too.”

John shrugged. “That’s up to you.”

I looked around us. In John’s arms, I felt like I was in a quiet, private oasis among the chaos. There was fucking and sucking everywhere. Even from the relative calm of the beer garden, I could see so much flesh, hear so many cries of desire and need. It was intoxicating. I wanted to be a part of it.

I bit my lip and turned back to John. “Actually… I was thinking we both might try it.”

The sudden smile that broke across his face made both my heart and my pussy clench with love and desire.

“Let’s find you the perfect booth,” he said huskily.

I took a deep breath. “Let’s go.”


Chapter Four

In the end, we settled on a compromise.

John really wanted to watch me; I really wanted him to have fun. Besides, I was also pretty nervous about trying this out, and I felt like if he was watching, I wouldn’t be able to go through with it. I promised him if it went well, he could watch later. Right now, I had more than enough to deal with for my own nerves.

I’d never seen him like this. He seemed electrified by the idea of me being used at one of these booths. A broad smile kept breaking across his face, startling passersby and making my heart swell with love.

John kissed me – passionately, making sure I knew how he felt – and then disappeared to go find his own booth to try. I wondered briefly where he’d end up… what he’d want to do.

But I had bigger concerns right then.

In the end, I decided I wanted to try joining the very first booth I’d seen Mitch and Perry use. Not only had it really turned me on to watch, but I felt like the anonymity of it would make it easier for me to take this first step.

It all felt so surreal – talking to the attendant, getting approved, getting ready backstage. Stepping back out into the broad daylight, completely naked, took almost more courage than I had.

But I could see the curious faces of the other women looking at me. One offered me a comforting smile. And I remembered the ache of desire I’d heard when Perry filled his stranger with cum…

I stepped up. I bent myself forward over the padded pole. I hung my head, letting my hair cover my face from the side, avoiding any prying eyes. All I was now to anyone who cared to see was just another pussy, another freeuse slut at the festival.

I could hear the sounds of the festival all around me: laughter, tinny music from the rides, the ever-present sounds of sex. Even the occasional seagull. And all the while, I could feel a breeze against my bare skin, sending shivers through me and pricking up gooseflesh all over my thighs and ass. My pussy was already dripping in anticipation.

It really hit me then: I was presenting myself to be used by strangers. I was offering my pussy, waiting – hoping – for someone I’d never met to come press his cock into me, to use me without so much as ever learning my name.

And then it was time.

I heard someone mounting the wooden steps to the platform we were suspended before. I felt the breeze as someone moved along the row. And then there was a hand on my back, gently stroking me, followed by the unmistakable sound of a zipper.

A part of me screamed inside, wanted to get up, to say no, this was a mistake. But I held my breath instead and waited, the pulsing in my pussy louder even than my fear.

Another hand on me.

And then I felt it: the soft skin, the insistent pressure of a cock, sliding between my cheeks and slowly forcing its way into my pussy.

One inch. Two. A stranger was taking me. And I was letting him – wanting him.

I gasped as the stranger claimed me. He buried his cock to the hilt in my hungry pussy, holding there for a long moment as his shaft pulsed with desire.

And then he began to move against me, thrusting his way into my depths again and again.

I moaned as my body rocked against the padded bar. It felt so wrong – like I was betraying John. But I wanted this… and he did, too…

The stranger behind me was fucking me harder now, faster. He was grunting with the effort and my whole body shook with the force of his thrusts. Each time he moved against me, my mound was pressed against the bar, sending surges of sensation echoing through me.

I was aching to press myself back against him, to force him to fuck me with more strength, but it was almost impossible to move as I hung there leaning over the padded bar. Maybe that was the point – to keep the women still, letting the men do whatever they wanted. As much as that idea sent a thrill through me, I still wanted more – wanted to encourage the stranger behind me to take me more roughly, to satisfy the screaming desire that had arisen within my core.

I moaned in time with his thrusts, both out of helpless frustration and desire. The sound seemed to urge him on, and he put both hands to my hips then, forcing me back harder and harder against his pelvis each time he thrust into me. I swayed under his attention, my hair still hanging in front of my face, my toes straining to help me balance against the assault. Just behind my feet, I could see my stranger’s pants puddled around his ankles, almost covering his purple shoes.

Purple shoes?

I froze, the horrified realization working its way through my distracted mind as the stranger – Ben – fucked me harder, clutching me to him as he froze, groaning, and spilled his seed inside me.

I had just been taken by my husband’s friend.

Ben’s cock had been inside me. Ben had cum inside me.

Shuddering violently with the aftershocks of unwilling pleasure, I hung submissively, waiting for him to withdraw and leave so I could flee. It seemed to take forever for his cock to soften, for him to slowly pull free. I could feel his cum trickling down my thigh. I could feel the aching emptiness inside me as his cock slid out, leaving me bereft.

I hung there for long minutes after Ben departed, wanting to cry, wanting… something. And I didn’t want to admit to myself what that something was.


Chapter Five

After the experience with Ben, I was too shaken to stay at the booth. I wandered around, half looking for John, half wanting to avoid him, but I didn’t see him anywhere.

In the end, I decided to try another booth. I didn’t know what else to do. And with my pussy still tingling and the memory of Ben’s cock deep inside me, I needed something else to be able to talk to John about when… when…

I knelt patiently at the oral sex booth, waiting for someone to take me. I enjoyed using my mouth – I was good at it, supposedly – but it had been years since I’d tasted anyone other than John. Despite my recent shock, I was starting to get a little excited about the prospect.

As I waited, I saw Derek wandering by. He caught my eye and waved.

Awkwardly, I waved back. I really didn’t want to have to explain what I was doing here. Surely he’d know John approved, right? But it was going to be weird to have to discuss, especially with one of John’s best friends, one of the exact people I was trying to win over.

And then to my dismay, he walked right up to me.

But instead of asking what I was doing there, Derek held my gaze and started unzipping his fly.

“What are you doing?” I blurted out before I could think.

Derek’s eyes were knowing as they met mine. “I saw you at the fuck booth with Ben. I don’t think you’re in a position to say no.”

The protest died on my lips. He was right. I’d already been taken by Ben. What would John say? True, I hadn’t meant to have sex with his friend… but I should have been more careful. And if Derek knew…

He might tell John.

“Fine,” I whispered, heart pounding. “But you never tell John about any of this.”

Derek’s cock was in his hand before I finished speaking. For the second time that day, I was seeing the cock of one of my husband’s friends… only this time, it was going to be inside me. I was trapped.

And, horribly, turned on. The public nature of the festival was already pulling at me, making me think terrible thoughts, but this – being freeuse slut for one of my husband’s friends – it was making me feel things I didn’t know I could feel. My pussy was dripping at the thought of Derek fucking my face, of how I wouldn’t be able to keep from remembering how his cock felt in my mouth every time I saw him at the house from now on.

My lips parted.

And Derek forced himself into my mouth.

Automatically, I found myself reaching up, twining my arms around his waist. Derek wasn’t quite as large as John, but his cock was a little thicker and it took me a moment to figure out how to move my mouth, to stroke my tongue along the underside of his shaft as he helped himself to my mouth again and again.

I heard a soft moan as I began to truly work him, suckling at his shaft. I teased Derek’s cock with my tongue, working him with my lips. I bobbed my head back and forth, showing off my skill as I tasted my husband’s friend.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I felt like a total slut. I’d never dreamed of cheating on John – and this wasn’t, was it? John had agreed – but I knew it wasn’t the same. Being used by strangers was in a totally different category than having sex with his friends, wasn’t it?

If I had met Derek out on the street someday, or at a bar, before John, I had to admit to myself I would have found him attractive. But I had never once before thought about having my mouth around his cock, about how it would feel to be violated by him. And now it was all I could imagine, the cock between my lips thrusting into me again, but somewhere deliciously lower.

Derek groaned as I worked him, bringing his cock to the very tip of my lips, barely touching him, and then engulfing him again. My tongue played at his sensitive head, teasing, encircling, until I heard him gasp and felt his cock quiver.

“Fuck, you’re good,” he groaned.

Unwillingly, I felt a smile curve my lips around his shaft. Some part of me – some distant part, that wasn’t screaming about how wrong this was – felt proud of that, wanted Derek to know how amazing I was for his best friend.

I plunged my head down on Derek’s cock as he groaned and spilled his seed into my mouth. I held him there, almost in my throat, sucking and teasing at him as he came hard inside me.

“That’s it,” he said, “swallow my load like a good little cum-slut.”

My face burned with shame and pride. The bitter-sweetness of him lingered as he withdrew after a moment, his ass tense beneath my hands as he disengaged and left me there on the platform, the taste of him still fresh on my tongue.

What had we just done?


Chapter Six

I wandered the FreeUse Festival in a daze, my mind replaying over and over again the events of the last hour. How had this trip gone so wrong? All I’d wanted to do was make sure John’s friends liked me, thought I was cool, and now…

And now I’d had two of their cocks inside me.

The pang of desire that shot through me every time I thought those words was impossible to ignore. How could I still be feeling horny after what had just happened? And yet my body didn’t agree with my mind. Some part of me loved what had taken place, wanted more of it. It was the same part of me that had wanted to try being freeuse at all, and instead of becoming quieter as I tried it, it was roaring inside me, begging for more. I could still feel the cum inside me, but it wasn’t enough. I craved more. Every booth I passed felt like a tease: strangers enjoying each other, women in every kind of position, men with their cocks in mouths and hands and asses, the cries of pleasure that I so desperately wanted to be a part of.

I ended up in front of the train booth again. For a long time, I stood there watching the scene unfold, my eyes blurry with exhaustion and tears.

The woman – a different one this time – was energetically taking on her own line of strangers. It looked like she’d done at least two before I arrived, and still had a queue of four waiting. She was laughing and teasing with the men, all smiles, and I felt a stab of envy so fierce it almost hurt.

That was what I was envious of – not just the sex, but the comfort, the freedom. She knew she was there to be used and the men knew she wanted it as badly as they did. There was something beautiful about it, something honest.

Had it been any less beautiful and honest to be used by Ben and Derek?

Yes, but maybe less than I thought. There’d been some dishonesty about it, about who was involved and why, but not about the truth of what our bodies wanted – what my body still wanted.

I sighed.

All around me, people were talking, fucking, enjoying themselves. I let the sounds of their pleasure wash over me, wishing I could just surrender to the whole day and let go. But I was too caught up in what had happened to relax… at least, so I thought.

Dimly, I heard two nearby men talking about the train booth. One was voicing his appreciation, while the other laughed, “If you haven’t seen the booth behind it yet, you haven’t seen anything.”

I looked around, but couldn’t see what booth they were referring to. My curiosity piqued, I headed out on a walk again, promising myself that after this booth I would definitely go find John.

But once the booth came into sight, all thoughts of leaving fled my mind.

Like the train booth, this one had a cluster of people around it, some clearly waiting for their turn. Unlike the train booth, there was no orderly queue, no center stage for one woman and her “suitor” to put on a show for the audience.

I mean, there was a show all right. But it certainly didn’t involve one man.

The woman currently being used was surrounded by three men, all eagerly violating her in different ways. One was in her mouth, fucking it in slow, steady thrusts. She had each of the other two in one hand, stroking their cocks in time with the rhythm of the man before her.

I had never seen anything like it.

I couldn’t stop staring.

I could see the shine of precum glistening on the head of the man she worked with her right arm. I could see the muscles in her shoulders and ass tensing, working as she struggled to fulfill the needs of all three men.

I could see the horde of strangers still waiting to claim her.

This was what I’d been wanting, what that terrible, hungry part of me was craving. I made my decision right then and there, as one of the men in her hands gasped and came all over her bare breasts.

I was going to volunteer for this booth.

I was ready to be free.

~

The time required for a changeover between women – getting the performer comfortable and settled, cleaning the stage – was long enough that most of the crowd had dispersed before I could step up. Somehow, I found that both reassuring and frustrating. The high energy of the audience had been part of what intrigued me. If I was going to succumb, to completely give myself over to the terrible desire burning inside me, I wanted it all – including the electric gaze and energy of the crowd.

I lay on the stage, trying to look unconcerned, cool… something. But all I could feel was my heart fluttering and my pussy dripping with desire.

When I finally heard the first tread of someone on the little wooden stairs leading up to the makeshift stage, I sighed in relief. I turned to my first suitor, planning to aim for a joke or at least a smile to lighten the mood, but whatever I was going to say died on my lips.

Perry was standing before me.

“Are you guys following me?” I blurted out without meaning to.

Perry raised an eyebrow. “Now, why would you say that?”

Flashes of my experiences with Ben and Derek went before my eyes. I blushed and didn’t answer.

Perry began undoing his pants calmly, casually. “Get on all fours.”

I bit my lip against the surge of desire his words provoked in me. “Perry…”

“You’re here to be used like a slut,” he told me, his voice flinty. “I’m here to take you.

“Get on all fours.”

Once more, I found myself faced with an impossible choice. I wanted this so badly. But Perry was John’s friend…

But I had already been claimed by two of John’s friends today…

Shaking, unable to admit to myself why, I got down on the stage. My hands pressed into the wood, warmed by the bright lights. My knees ached in protest.

I presented myself to Perry.

And waited for him to take me.


Chapter Seven

I had thought it was agony waiting to be used before, when I was bent over the bar. Feeling the first touch of hands on me – hands that I later learned belonged to Ben – had made me want to jump, squeal, pretend I’d made a mistake.

It hadn’t been a mistake. I knew that now.

Still, forcing myself to stay on my hands and knees on a little stage, offering myself to one of my husband’s closest friends in full view for anyone to see… it was complicated. Too many emotions were swirling around inside me, mixed with too much terrible desire. I couldn’t get over the desperate ache in my loins, the fire in my belly. I’d already been fucked once today and I was aching for more.

And the next person to violate me would be one of my husband’s closest friends.

Perry’s hands were on me then, but he didn’t simply grip my hips and slide himself inside me the way Ben had. Instead I felt him spread my cheeks and thighs and pause. Knowing that he was examining me – staring at my already well-used pussy and seeing how much I dripped for him – was humiliating. I hung my head, face burning, trying to hide in my hair once more.

I wanted him to get it over with.

I wanted it to last forever.

“Look how wet you are.” Perry’s voice was hard and amused. “I heard you’d been busy, but I guess not busy enough.”

He heard? From whom? My blush spread.

“Well, I think we can fix that.”

I froze. We?

But it was too late. As he said the words, Perry impaled me.

I gasped, suddenly filled, deliciously so. The relief of having a cock inside me, stretching my depths, was indescribable. Perry must have been larger than I was used to, because I could feel my body having to shift to accommodate him, but it was hard to think too much about that. Every inch of me was focused only on the sweet sensation of him buried to the hilt in my hungry pussy.

Until, that was, he began to move inside me.

I groaned as Perry fucked me slowly and surely, his cock stretching me with each thrust. The angle was almost too much. I swayed under his advances, trying to keep my balance, both terrified and excited beyond reason at knowing he’d be taking me harder soon and making me scream.

On stage, spotlighted by bright lights, my husband’s friend claimed me.

We were gathering a crowd now. It was only a matter of time before someone else joined us, I knew, but it was hard to focus on that when Perry was moving so exquisitely inside me. Every thrust sent pleasure crashing through my body, awakening more and more desire with each motion. I heard a whimpering and realized it was me. I was begging like a slut for more, aching to have Perry fuck me so thoroughly I couldn’t walk.

It was so completely, utterly wrong. And yet the part of me that wanted to protest, that wanted to push Perry away, felt very small and very distant. The rest of me was on fire with need for this: yes, more.

“Aw, you started without me?”

I was so lost in the sensation of being taken from behind that I almost didn’t recognize the voice. And then Perry laughed.

“You have to get in on this. She’s so fucking hot for it.”

The speaker walked across the stage as I panted and writhed under Perry’s assault. I looked up to see another familiar form: Mitch, standing before me.

Now all of my husband’s friends knew. And I no longer had any doubt what Mitch would do now that he found out.

“Please,” I whispered half-heartedly, unsure what I was pleading for anymore.

Mitch smiled. “Please fuck you? Oh, don’t worry. We will.”

He grabbed my hair with one hand, forcing my head up even further. Before I could reply, his cock was in my throat, my nose pressed against his belly as I struggled to breathe.

I was speared, impaled at both ends. Two of my husband’s friends were claiming me, one in my mouth, one in my pussy. Perry hadn’t stopped thrusting even as Mitch forced himself into my throat and now I was desperately trying to keep my balance between the two of them as Mitch began to fuck my face.

With Derek, I’d tried to use some of my oral skills. I’d wanted to show off a little. But there was no room for that now. It was all I could do just to take what Mitch was doing to me, to move my lips and tongue against his cock as he took what he wanted from my mouth and throat. He was thrusting vigorously against me in a completely different rhythm than Perry had taken up behind me, and it felt like my whole body might shake apart, riven by pleasure into tiny pieces.

And still my traitor body wanted this, wanted everything they were doing to me. I had never been filed at both ends before. I had never been used like this, never been claimed in public. The rush and exhilaration I felt at their abuse was intoxicating, incomparable. I would have moaned against Mitch’s cock if I could have.

Instead, I moved a hand between my legs. Like the slut I was, I started stroking myself in time with Perry’s thrusts. Pleasure was crashing through me now, echoing in ripples from one end to the other as the shafts inside me pierced me, reached my depths, and withdrew again and again.

Dimly I was aware of the crowd – the noise, the cheers. Dimly I was even aware of more footsteps mounting the stairs to the stage. But I was too lost in the pleasure to care anymore. My whole world had narrowed to the men claiming me… my husband’s friends, who I wanted more than anything in the world to fuck me until we collapsed.

Mitch’s hand in my hair forced my head up and down in time with his thrusts. It was precarious, balancing myself on just one hand, letting him support so much of my weight. But I was desperate to cum myself. What they were doing to me was delicious torment but it wasn’t touching the core of me, coaxing me towards the screaming release I so desperately needed.

When a hand grasped the arm that held me up, I didn’t understand at first. And then I lost my support, dangling helplessly from Mitch and Perry, held aloft mostly by their shafts deep inside me as a stranger drew my arm back, and closed my hand around a third cock.

I was now being used by three men while I struggled to keep myself up, struggled to get myself off.

The man who’d claimed my hand was working himself furiously. He wasn’t even fully hard yet, but I could feel his cock stiffen and engorge as my stolen hand stroked him. It was a third rhythm, a counterpoint to the other two already splitting me.

I was being thoroughly used. Pleasure threatened to devour me. I could feel desire building within me to a fever pitch as I desperately rubbed my clit, trying to cum.

Harder and harder Perry was fucking me now, shaking my entire body and nearly dropping me with each thrust. I was still gagging and choking against Mitch’s member, and my third suitor – it was Derek, of course it was Derek, that just left Ben, and they were all on me, using me –

And I was struggling, desperate, wanting more, wanting this, wanting the cresting pleasure in me to rise, rise, take me higher –

Perry slamming himself balls deep inside me –

Mitch’s cock filling my mouth, Derek in one hand –

Surrounded by my husband’s friends, claiming me –

And I came, violently, wailing as best I could against the cock in my mouth, my whole body trembling with the release. I think I would have fallen then, if it weren’t for my husband’s friends, who supported me, carrying me through the shuddering aftershocks of pleasure as they continued to use me, murmuring appreciatively, their own speed picking up as their cocks responded to the shivering convulsions of my well-used body…

And then my world stilled, crystallized. I saw John and Ben approaching.

And they saw me.


Chapter Eight

I wanted to close my eyes, to turn away from the grief and betrayal I expected to see in John’s face. But I forced myself to watch his reaction, to take that pain into myself. I deserved it, after all. I’d let myself be used by some of his closest friends… and in public, for the whole world to see.

But John’s expression didn’t change the way I expected.

It didn’t crumple. There was no anger.

Instead, I saw him clap Ben on the shoulder, say something in his ear, and give him the “go on” gesture, directing him… to me.

And then I understood.

My husband’s friends weren’t betraying him. I wasn’t betraying him. John had asked them all to use me, or given them permission. Whichever it was, he’d wanted this to happen. He’d orchestrated the whole thing, planning on me getting railed by his best friends.

For a moment, I was furious.

And then Perry’s cock slammed back into me, shocking me back into the scene at hand: me, with three cocks all begging to violate me. Me, still shuddering from the orgasm I’d given myself at the thought of what I was doing, being fucked by my husband’s best friends. The love and desire in my husband’s eyes.

It all seemed so clear now.

As Ben mounted the steps to the stage, my husband mouthed, “I love you.” Ben, the first one who’d taken me, I’d thought without knowing, claimed my other hand, still dripping with my juices. And as all four of my husband’s friends made me theirs… I let go.

I floated, perfect. Exquisite. Held aloft only by the arms and cocks of men who wanted to use me, men who loved my husband, who were violating me for his sake and mine and their own. Honest and free desire.

I gave in.

Closing my eyes, I suckled Mitch’s cock as best I could as he fucked my face. I wanted to show him I understood, that I was thankful, but even as I heard him moan and felt his breath come faster, he never varied his pace. There were hands all over me now, on my breasts and belly and even on my mound. I couldn’t tell if my husband’s friends had been joined by strangers. I didn’t care.

As I felt the first drops of precum in one hand, someone pinched my nipple, sending shockwaves of pleasure roiling through me, crashing into the rising tide of need as I was impaled at both ends, being claimed from all sides. Someone else was stroking me now, in time with Perry’s increasingly hard and fast thrusts. My whole body was filled, controlled, lost – I was drowning in pleasure and desire, and I needed it all, needed every way they were claiming me and using me.

I felt Mitch’s cock stiffen in my mouth, pulsing frantically. As I tried to stroke him with my tongue, he ripped himself from my mouth, jerking my head back with force, and then came, spilling all over my face. My eyelids were sealed shut against his thick load, and I couldn’t see, only feel, him pass me over to another.

This member I recognized as it passed my lips, though I’d only tasted it once before: Derek. He’d already used my mouth once and now he wanted me again, wanted to violate my mouth while my body was ravaged by his other friends. While my husband watched. Knowing that Derek was turned on enough to cum inside me again sent new jolts of teasing desire through me.

My jaw was sore, but I did my best to stroke him as well as I had before. There was cum on my back now, too – someone else had finished, though they hadn’t released my hand. My husband’s friends were marking me, covering me in their cum as they used me in public.

Perry was bruising my cervix now with the force of his thrusts, forcing himself into every inch of my swollen pussy. I could feel his cock shuddering with the effort, and knew he had to be close to cumming. As he impaled me again, I bucked against him, thrusting back with all the force I could. The pressure against my cervix made me wail against Derek’s cock, and I could feel the other shaft still in my hand pulse with desire, then spill its seed all over me.

My hands now free, I dropped to all fours again, nearly collapsing at the shock of holding my own weight up once more. Derek and Perry fucked me, and I had the cum of at least three men on me as they did, as we performed in front of the adoring eyes of my husband and dozens of strangers.

Pleasure was rising in me once more, threatening my equilibrium: more, harder, faster. My muscles were spent and I was shaking violently with the force of the men’s thrusts and my own shuddering pleasure, but I desperately tried to urge them on anyway, to claim me more thoroughly. Derek’s cock was swollen now in my mouth as I tongued him, and I could feel Perry moving into his final rhythm, slamming into me again and again so forcefully I could feel his balls slapping against my mound.

As I strained towards the peak of pleasure once more, Perry stiffened inside me, holding for long heartbeats – then withdrew suddenly, violently, spraying his seed all over my buttocks and back –

Derek fucked my mouth harder now, with more force even than Mitch had, his hand on the back of my head, urgent –

The rising tide of pleasure threatening to overwhelm us all –

Hands on my breasts, my nipples, teasing me –

And as Derek came again, filing my mouth and nose and throat with cum so fast I nearly choked on it, my pleasure broke –

Sending me shuddering, shaking, crying out, and collapsing to the stage floor, completely spent, completely used.

Thoroughly taken and pleased, I heard crowd roar in approval. It was the last sound that registered to me before stars pricked at the inside of my eyelids and I collapsed in well-earned exhaustion.

~

John wrapped me in a surprisingly fluffy towel, his arms warm and safe as always. Even though he’d tricked me – lied to me? – I still felt reassurance from his presence.

“You should have told me.” My words were muffled by the towel.

John kissed my forehead. “You would have said no without even considering it.”

Would I? I thought about my knee-jerk reactions and how it had taken an act of social desperation to even think of bringing the guys here, just to prove myself. He had a point.

“Maybe,” I admitted. “But still.”

“I know you,” he said gently. “Today was good for you.”

“It was.” I leaned my head back against him and luxuriated in being exhausted, being clean. Feeling free.

John had scooped me off the stage after I’d finished, lovingly carrying me to the Festival’s showers, which he’d scoped out earlier. These were for performers only, but once the staff understood he was my husband and helping take care of me, they let us use the handicap stall so he could help me shower safely.

“The guys were all very impressed, by the way.”

I stifled a laugh. “Oh, really. Think I’ve won them over?”

John kissed me: sweet, hot with desire. “I think they’d kick my ass if I ever so much as looked at another woman.”

“Mmph.” I decided to take the win. “Did you have fun with your explorations today?”

My husband looked sheepish. “I uh, actually didn’t get around to it. I was busy talking to the guys and trying to keep near you in case you needed help.”

I sat up in shock. “What!” I’d felt so guilty! And he hadn’t even gotten to enjoy himself.

Worried, I searched his face for signs he was disappointed. Just a rueful smile, and lots of love. “Trust me, I had a good time,” he soothed.

Maybe.

Once my legs stopped shaking, we got dressed again and headed out to regroup with the guys. All four of them were wearing smug looks, but they applauded me cheerfully as I approached. Ben gave me a high five and Mitch wolf-whistled.

“Cool wife,” Derek told John.

John put an arm around my shoulders. “I told you.”

Seeing all of them so cheerful, happy to be together, I felt content. Today hadn’t turned out the way I expected, but I’d gotten from it so much more than I ever could have dreamed.

“So.” I cleared my throat. “Should we come back tomorrow?”

After a moment of stunned disbelief, the guys exploded into whoops and cheers, and John captured me for a kiss.

I was definitely the cool wife now.

~

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. 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?

FreeUse Fertile and Filled - The only thing I want as much as a baby is the fun of making it - it's too bad my husband can't join in.

When fancy fertility treatments are too expensive, my husband and I decide to do it the old fashioned way. Just not with him. At the FreeUse fertility clinic, they pair you up with as many virile men as you can handle, and my husband gets to watch as they fill me up. But there's a slim window when I'm at my most fertile, so the best way to be sure is to let them use me 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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