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Chapter One

“Are you sure you’re ready for this, Carrie?” My husband’s brow furrows, the worry lines making him look older.

“Are you sure you’re ready to watch me?” I counter, pursing my lips. I’ve been dreaming of something like this for months. Years, maybe. I just never thought it’d come true. But now that we’re exploring our sexual connection without holding back, anything is possible. I’m so lucky I married the love of my life.

“Am I ready to watch my wife get shared, stuffed, and filled? I might hang out in the cigar room for a while. I want you to be your free, uninhibited self, and I want to hear all about it later.”

“That’s why you’re the best, baby.” I press a kiss to his cheek and wiggle in my seat. I nervously tug my dress down, suddenly convinced it’s too short.

As if reading my mind, John takes his eyes off the road long enough to give me an appreciative body scan. “You know you look incredible, right?”

“You don’t think it’s too much?” I can’t help the blush that rises to my cheeks. I know that I’m heading to the gentleman’s golf club to be passed around as a freeuse slut for the night, but I still want to look nice.

“Impossible.” He lifts my hand to his lips and kisses it. “I’m the luckiest man in the world to be escorting you.”

“And going home with me tonight when I’m pumped full of cum.” I grin.

“Definitely that as well.” His smile is wicked and delicious and I consider unzipping his pants right there. I’m a little nervous and sucking his cock might be exactly what I need to get out of my head.

Last week, my husband arranged my first Freeuse experience. I waited naked in a hotel room while he ordered deliveries for me, and I let each man in to use me as he pleased. It was one of the greatest nights of my life.

Now we’re taking it a step further. He’s taking me to his golf club to let the members pass me around like a party favor. I’m not the first woman to receive this treatment and I won’t be the last, but I sure intend to make it memorable for everyone.

I’m wet just imagining it. I’m sure I can impress them. I’m ready to do whatever it takes. I stare at his crotch again, licking my lips.

“What are you thinking about, dirty girl?” he asks, smiling.

“Hey, eyes on the road, mister.” I tease, and reach out to massage the bulge in his pants.

I love the wicked smile on his face. He knows I can’t resist. I unzip his pants and pull the stiff, proud cock from his briefs. My husband is long and thick, the perfect size for me. I start drooling whenever I see it. He shuffles forward in the driver’s seat and spreads his legs wider to give me better access.

I bend over him, pulling my long dark hair over one shoulder as my lips brush his tip.

“You’re going to let them use you tonight?” John asks, stroking the back of my head. The contact makes me moan. When my lips part, his mushroom head pushes past and the salty taste of pre-cum explodes on my tongue.

“You’re going to make me so proud, aren’t you?” he coaxes, one hand on the steering wheel and the other gently pushing down, encouraging me.

Actions speak louder than words and I don’t need any more encouragement. This is my fantasy too. I’ve been dreaming about the Freeuse Room at his golf club since he told me about it. I’ve been thinking about all his old, rich golf buddies. How many of them visit the VIP room? How many of them will sign up to fuck me today?

John said if I’m a really good girl, they might let me come out on the green. Some men like to play with a woman’s holes in between… well, playing holes. The thought of getting bent over and fucked under the hot sun in front of all his buddies makes me squirm.

I can’t stop imagining it. Riding around on a golf cart, providing refreshments and stress relief with other sexy women? Sign me up. I’m wet and willing and ready to go.

Instead of saying any of this out loud, I show him with my lips and tongue. I practice taking his cock all the way down my throat, testing my gag reflex. He always likes it when I choke a little. He’s so big in my mouth, I don’t even have to try.

I can feel the car coming to a stop at a red light. His fingers tighten in my hair and his thighs shift as he brakes. I wrap my thumb and middle finger around his thick shaft and start to stroke him, pumping his cock into my mouth. I kiss, lick, and suck, slipping one hand inside his clothes to cup his balls.

“Fuck, Carrie. You’re so fucking beautiful when you’re sucking my cock. I can’t wait to see what you look like taking two or more.”

He drops out of my lips with a wet plop. “Do you think I’ll get to play with more than one?” I ask, eyes wide. He chuckles and gently pushes me back down as the light turns green.

“A goddess like you? You’ll have as many cocks as you can handle.” I groan around him, taking him even deeper. I bob my head up and down, saliva dripping from my lips. I flick my tongue over his head, teasing, then hollow my cheeks as I increase the suction.

“I have the prettiest, sexiest wife in the world,” John says, stroking my hair as I hear the turn signal click. “You were made for this.”

God, it turns me on when he praises me. I don’t know what I did to deserve such an amazing husband. He treats me like a queen, but he never tries to hold me back. He knows how much it means to me to be used for men’s pleasure. I love making people feel good. I love turning off my brain and letting my body take over. My instincts have never led me wrong yet.

I’m dripping wet, and this blowjob isn’t going to be enough to satisfy me. It was probably a bad idea to get so worked up before we even get there. My panties feel uncomfortably hot and tight beneath my tiny checkered skirt.

I continue to slurp my husband’s cock as he reaches beneath me to cup my massive tits. I think we’re both happy with my latest birthday present—the increased cup size has made my figure irresistible. My nipples are hard as rocks, threatening to tear through the thin pink fabric of my golf shirt. He twists one between his fingers and I almost cum from that alone.

But it’s not my turn yet. I don’t even notice the car has come to a standstill. I’m pumping his cock with one hand and sucking him back into my warm, wet mouth with sloppy grunts. His hips rise off the seat to meet my strokes, fucking into me, forcing me to take every delicious inch.

“That’s right, baby. Just like that. Show me how you’re going to swallow for the guys at the club.” I’m so cockdrunk already and we haven’t even left the car. I moan around my stuffed mouth, taking him faster, deeper, sucking him harder, until he suddenly unleashes inside me.

With a grunt, John’s cum flies in hot, ropy strands to the back of my throat. I squeeze my eyes shut and swallow, again and again, draining every drop. He’s salty and delicious and I don’t waste any of it.

When he slumps back into the seat, I finally release him, sitting up and panting for breath. When I look out the window, one of his friends is watching. When he catches me looking, he wolf whistles.

“Getting the party started without us, John? Hi, Carrie. Haven’t seen you play a round before.”

“It’s her first time.” John grins with pride as I sheepishly wipe my mouth with the back of my hand. I know this isn’t a great time to get shy, but it’s about to become real. I’m not worried, I’m just… nervous. What if no one wants me? What if everyone wants me? What if someone we know finds out I’m an eager slut begging to be used by men other than my husband?

“I’ll see you both inside then,” he winks and tips his hat before walking away. I look around and realize we’re parked outside the golf club. I’d been so focused on John’s cock, I didn’t even realize we’d arrived.

“Honey, can I ask you something?” I ask, my stomach suddenly tied up in knots.

“Anything, beautiful.” He wipes something off my cheek and then sucks it from his thumb.

“Well, you’ve never… used the VIP room before, have you?”

“Carrie, you know I’ve never fucked anyone but you since the day we met.”

I shift in my seat, uncomfortably turned on but also needing this reassurance. “Not even just to watch? You come here all the time, and I’m just now learning that women come here to get used and passed around.”

“You’re the only one for me, baby. You better believe that.”

“I do.” I give him a small smile and smooth my skirt. “But it doesn’t bother you that I’ve been with other men?”

“Not in the slightest. You’re my wife and I love you more than anything. When I share you with other men, it just reminds me how lucky I am. You deserve all the pleasure in the world, whether I’m watching or not.”

We’ve had this conversation at least a dozen times, but I never get sick of hearing it. John is everything I want in a partner. His trust in me gives me the confidence to do anything.

He tucks himself away and pulls me in for a deep kiss. His tongue strokes mine and I melt into his touch as his hand wraps around the back of my neck. He gropes my breasts, one at a time, massaging them and tweaking my nipples. I could stay in this car with his hands on me all night, but something even more exciting is waiting inside.

With a groan, we pull away from each other. His pants are already tenting again, but I drag my eyes away and push the door open. When I step out of the car, a breeze blows between my legs and I know I made the right decision to skip underwear today. I won’t be needing it where I’m going.

“Let’s go, my little slut wife.” My husband reaches beneath my skirt and squeezes my ass before slipping his hand into mine and leading the way into the FreeUse Golf Club.


Chapter Two

“Do you know the rules of our VIP room?” asks the beautiful woman at the front desk. The doors behind her are plated with gold and they seem to glitter under the bright lights.

“Can you remind me once more?” I ask, a nervous smile tugging at my lips. John presses a kiss to my temple and squeezes my hand.

“Of course. Once you pass these doors, you’re entering a FreeUse zone. This means that you’re consenting to sexual activity with any of the men inside. Your comfort and consent are our top priority, so you can say Red Light at any point if you feel uncomfortable. Otherwise, you’re free to play as much as you and the members please. If you’re invited by one of the members onto the green, you’ll need to wear one of these bracelets to identify you as a VIP FreeUse Participant. This will signal to others that you’re available to be used. Any questions?”

She makes it sound so simple. Past those golden doors lies the key to my deepest fantasies. Our hotel delivery night had been a small taste, but now I’m going to experience the high of being used in a room full of men, including my husband. My heart is racing. My palms are sweating. I have to get in there.

“Perfect,” I grin. “No questions.”

John presses his lips against my ear and whispers, “Such an eager little slut. I can smell you from here. If I touched your pussy right now, would I find you dripping wet?”

I swallow as the woman turns, pretending not to hear him. She opens the door and waves us inside with a practiced smile.

“Enjoy your stay.”

I tug John’s hand, leading the way into the dark room with walls lined with red velvet. “It’s someone else’s turn to see how wet I am,” I tease. “You’re just here to watch.”

We turn a corner and the room opens up. I feel all eyes turned toward us—toward me—as John stops me in my tracks. He grabs my face in one hand and kisses me, deep, claiming.

“You’re right, but you’ll pay for that sass later.” His voice sends a pleasurable shiver down my spine. My ass cheeks tighten in anticipation of the punishment I’ve earned. “Go. Have fun. Just don’t forget who that pussy belongs to.”

He releases me and suddenly I’m all alone, in a room full of men, with just my little plaid skirt, my pink top, and my long dark hair pulled back into pigtail braids.

I scan the room, pretending not to notice all the attention on me. It makes my nipples tingle and my pussy is already aching. I should go somewhere, I should do something, but I feel frozen to the spot and unbearably exposed.

A few yards away, I recognize an older man from one of John’s work parties getting a blowjob. The redhead bobs in his lap while he sits in a chair, smoking a cigar, and chatting casually to another man. She blends in with the furniture, just another feature of the room. Lust creeps over my chest as I take an involuntary step closer. This is what I want.

Across the room, another woman is naked, on her hands and knees on a cofffee table, getting fucked from both ends. A group of men surround her, fully clothed, talking as if there was nothing more interesting happening than a rerun on TV.

There are only a few women in here, but they’re all being used for the pleasure of the members. I’m so wet I can feel it starting to drip down my thighs. I need this. I want them to use me too. I take a few tentative steps toward the couch, but I’m stopped before I can reach it by a hand on my elbow.

“Carrie?”

“Collin?” My mouth goes dry as one of John’s friends moves into my space. We’ve only met a few times, but his handsome smile and intense blue eyes have always caught my interest.

“What are you doing here?” He asks, his grip tightening on my arm.

“I’m… participating. I’m… a freeuse slut for the VIP club.” The words come out slowly, hesitantly, but I can’t hide the sense of pride I feel in saying it out loud.

His eyes widen, then darken with unmistakable lust.

“Does John know you’re here?”

“Of course he does. He’s around here somewhere.” I don’t look for him. I know he’s watching, but I’m too nervous to see him right now. I have someone else on my mind at the moment.

“You know what it means? FreeUse?”

“Yep,” I pop the P and hold his gaze, letting my tongue slide against my lips.

“And you know the safe word?”

“Yes.”

He lets go of my elbow and crowds me with his height. I instinctively back up against a black leather couch as he invades my space. I can feel my heart pounding in my throat. My pussy is throbbing and begging for more.

“Sit.” He commands. I obey, sinking back into the cool leather seat. “Spread your legs.”

His hands travel up my thighs greedily. When he brushes against my bare mound, he growls. He pushes my skirt up and reveals my naked pussy.

“You are a dirty girl, aren’t you? Do you know how many nights I’ve dreamed of this pussy?”

“No,” I admit breathily. I had no idea Collin ever thought of me that way. I also never imagined him somewhere like this. I’m trembling with lust and anticipation.

“John is so fucking lucky,” he says, shaking his head as he admires my pink, glistening folds. “Let me get a taste.”

It’s not a question, because we both know he doesn’t have to ask. I’ve submitted to every man in this room just by choosing to be here. At his silent command, I spread my legs wide and slide down to the edge of the couch as he drops to his knees before me.

He takes a deep inhale of the musk between my thighs before he swipes his tongue through my slick.

“You’re soaked, Carrie. You taste like heaven.”

I moan as he praises me, arching my back and begging for more. He tastes me again, sliding his tongue over my folds and swirling around my clit. When he sucks it between his lips, I cry out and whimper, rocking my hips.

My body’s reactions encourage him. He feasts on me, groaning into my cunt as he fucks me with his tongue. My eyes are squeezed shut, chasing the pleasure, but I feel my shirt lifted up and my tits fondled. When I realize that both of Collin’s hands are still holding my thighs open, I blink and see a gray-haired stranger massaging my breasts.

He winks as he catches my eye, then leans forward and takes one into his mouth. His teeth latch around my nipple as he sucks. The combined sensations are almost more than I can bear.

Collin slips two fingers inside me as his tongue laps at my clit, and I instantly clench around him. The other man sucks and nibbles on me, teeth grazing my sensitive flesh. My big tits barely fit in his hands. I feel pretty and sexy and desirable. I feel good. I’ve been here less than five minutes and it’s already incredible. I know that John is somewhere watching, and it sends a wave of pleasure through me. I arch my back, pushing my chest further into the stranger’s mouth.

Collin’s working magic on my pussy. I hear the zipper but don’t register what it means until the wet heat on my breasts disappears. When I open my eyes again, the older man’s cock is bumping against my lips. He hasn’t said so much as a word to me, but I open my mouth eagerly and suck him in.

He fucks my mouth as Collin thrusts his fingers in and out of my pussy. He curls them, reaching that perfect spot deep inside me as his tongue continues to tease my clit.

The cock in my mouth tastes different than John’s. It’s shorter, but fatter too, and I like the way my lips stretch around him. He rocks his hips, using my mouth like a hole made just for his pleasure as my husband’s friend brings me close to my peak.

“You’re going to cum for me. I can taste it.” Collin’s voice hums against my folds. I whimper around the cock in my mouth. He slips a third finger inside, and I can’t hold back. I’m gushing. Clenching. Shuddering around him.

The old man continues to fuck my face, oblivious to the soul shattering orgasm ripping through my body. I suck and groan, careful to keep my lips wrapped around my teeth. He uses my moans to push even deeper, holding my head in place as he picks up the pace.

Collin’s fingers and tongue feel incredible, but I’m ready for a cock inside me. I blindly paw at his zipper, unable to see around the stranger stuffing my face.

I hear Collin chuckle. “Is this what you’re looking for, little slut? One cock isn’t enough for you?” My hands wrap around a long, velvety shaft. Just touching him makes my pussy clench. I need it. I pull him with both hands and angle him toward my open legs.

“Not yet,” he teases. He slaps his hard length against my clit, strokes my folds, nudges his thick head against my entrance, but he won’t give me what I want. What I need. “I want to see your face when I sink into you. So if you want to fuck this cock, you better finish Marty off, soon.”

The other man laughs without slowing his pace. “Sorry for butting in. Couldn’t resist fresh meat.”

Saliva is bubbling out of the corners of my lips. I can taste his salty pre-cum, so I know he must be close. My first load of the night—other than my husband. I can’t wait. I need a cock in my pussy now. Collin teases me with just the tip, then pulls out so I’m clenching on empty air. He’s cruel. But it inspires me to do better.

I pull the man—Marty—’s pants further down and play with his balls. I stroke his cock, slapping it wetly against my face as I suck his testicles between my lips.

“Mm, she must be really desperate to get fucked. You’re a lucky son of a bitch, Collin.” Marty groans as I pleasure him with my face.

“Give her what she wants, then,” he says, sounding impatient.

“What do you think, love? You want to swallow this old man’s load or should we paint your pretty tits? You worked so hard for it, you decide.”

Like I’m ordering off a menu. God, this place is fantastic.

I already swallowed one load today, and I want John to see what a good girl I’m being. “On my tits please, sir.”

“Then suck it,” he says, feeding me his cock again. It slides between my swollen lips and deep into my throat. He thrusts into me once, twice, three times, then he pulls out, spraying my chest and shirt with hot, sticky cum.

He stands back, admiring the mess he made, smearing it around with one hand.

“Just beautiful,” he says. “Welcome to the club.” Then he tucks himself away, pats me on the head, and disappears.

Collin has grown sick of waiting. He tugs me off the couch and pulls my skirt down to my ankles and my shirt over my head.

“Did you like sucking that old man’s cock?” He asks as he strips me.

“Yes,” I confess, sucking my bottom lip.

“Maybe I should just let you suck me off instead,” he shrugs.

“No!” I gasp. The ache between my legs is so intense it’s nearly painful. “Please.”

“He was right. You are desperate to be fucked. Isn’t that right? I never imagined Carrie could be a FreeUse slut, but look at you—you love this, don’t you?”

“Collin, please.” I’m starting to notice a line of men forming. Collin grabbed me first, but he’s far from the only man interested in playing with me. I want to fuck him, but I also know I’m supposed to be available for all of the men here. He’s not supposed to hog me all to himself. Plus that wouldn’t feel fair to John.

“Lay down.” He climbs on top of me, lining his body up with mine. The blunt head of his stiff cock pushes against my entrance. I’m so turned on, so wet, he slides inside in one fluid, delicious motion. My pussy wraps around his cock and it feels like heaven. “Yeah, you like that, don’t you? This is what you were begging for?”

“You feel so fucking good,” I groan as he snaps his hips again, thrusting deep inside me.

“Can you cum on this cock, again? Your pretty pussy felt so good around my fingers. Can you milk my cock like that?”

I guide his hand between our bodies and he instantly finds my clit. His middle finger grinds against it as he fucks me hard, and it’s like I’m seeing stars. I think I feel the smooth metal of a wedding ring rocking between us and it makes me even hotter.

Is John watching? Are the other men watching? I’ve got cum on my tits and a cock in my pussy in the middle of a crowded room. The thought sends me over the edge and I cry out, shattering into pieces. I squeeze Collin’s cock in a vice grip. His fingers dig into my shoulders as he empties his balls inside me.

Fuck, how will I face him at dinner parties in the future? He slides off me, both of our bodies slick with sweat, and pulls out of my leaking pussy. With two fingers, he stuffs his cum back inside me, pushing it deeper, then presses his fingers into my mouth. Yep, that’s a wedding ring I feel.

“I could fuck your holes all night long,” he says, and it sounds like “I love you.” I feel high and satisfied and yet also ready for more. I squeeze his hand and he helps me sit up, moving out of the way for the next man to approach.

“I’ll see you later, Carrie.” He leans in and kisses me. I wonder how his wife feels about this. I still feel in a daze. Before his tongue even leaves my mouth, another cock is pressing against my hand. When he finally pulls away, I turn to meet my next suitor, the owner of the long, un-cut cock.


Chapter Three

“Gentlemen, settle down,” I giggle, as dicks appear left and right. I’m stroking one in each hand and another man pulls me back down onto the couch, onto his waiting lap.

“Mr. Rivers!” I wriggle when I notice he’s still clothed. “I might stain your pants!”

“Occupational hazard,” he chuckles, and I have a thrill of excitement as I realize John’s boss is taking advantage of me. The scrape of his zipper makes my heart pound. He unleashes only enough of himself to work his way into my pussy, and when I settle down onto his cock, I groan with pleasure. Even his prick feels professional and sophisticated.

I would have been happy with my husband for the rest of my life. He’s everything I need. But that doesn’t change how good it feels to have so many men clamoring for my attention. I bounce on his boss’s lap, feeling light as a feather, as I jack off both cocks in either hand.

I catch John watching from the corner of the room. He holds out his glass toward me with a silent smile and a flush of pleasure rolls down my spine.

“Boys, my mouth is still free.” I grin as a younger man approaches. He’s blonde with gold framed glasses and he smells like new money.

“Is this okay?” he asks as he self-consciously pulls his golf shorts down to his ankles.

“It’s perfect,” I purr and drop my jaw, waggling my tongue lasciviously. His balls look big and heavy, I bet he’s got such a big load prepared for me.

“I’ve never seen you here before,” Mr. Rivers purrs in my ear. I love how they compete for my attention. I lean forward and kiss the pretty cock in front of me, flicking my tongue over the head before answering.

“It’s my first time. Am I doing it right?” Then I take the blonde man back in my throat and hum my approval of his salty, sweet taste.

“I’d say you’re doing a fantastic job, sweetheart. Just keep it up. Don’t get tired out too quickly” Mr. Rivers is old enough to be my father.

That’s what I love about the VIP room—wealthy and powerful men of all ages come together to take what they want. And lucky women like me are what they crave. I love how his strong hands stroke and caress me. I wonder if he knows that John’s last bonus paid for my perky tits. Maybe if he did, he’d give him another raise.

I never dreamed it could feel so good. Being surrounded by four cocks, taking them as well as I can, eager to please. I try my best to pay an equal amount of attention to each one, it’s exhilarating. I can feel myself growing close to the edge again.

I tighten both fists and increase the pace, wondering if I can get them off at the same time. Now that I’m naked, I want to be covered in cum. I want to be showered in the evidence of how good I make these men feel. I want to be invited out on the green!

“Mmm, I love it when they’re fresh. So eager to please.”

“Hold tight sweetheart, I’m gonna bust.”

I groan around the cock in my mouth, not even caring how much drool drips down onto my tits as one of the dicks stiffens in my hand. I rub tiny circles under his frenulum, just like my husband likes, and moan as he jerks, spurting his hot load onto the side of my face. Thank goodness I tied my hair back.

His orgasm sets off a chain reaction. My other hand squeezes tight as the man on my left erupts too, painting me with warm, sticky jizz. I gasp and take a breather as I continue bouncing on Mr. Rivers’ lap.

With my hands finally free, I pull the blonde man closer, but the angle feels off. I stroke him with my hand as I turn back to John’s boss. “Mr. Rivers, do you think you can fuck me standing up?” I pant.

“Young lady, I should punish you for that.” His eyes glint wickedly and a flush of excitement throbs in my clit. “But I’ll leave that to your husband.” He nods to John across the room and I try to swallow the slight drop of disappointment. My ass cheeks are tingling just thinking about a strong man like Mr. Rivers bending me over his knee.

“I just thought it might be more pleasurable for both you and—” I flick my eyes to the blonde man.

“Trevor,” he says, pushing his glasses up his nose. I smile at him, knowing I must look like a treat, dripping with the cum of at least three men and ready for more.

“I just thought it might be a better position for both you and Trevor. Only if you’d like.”

“That’s just the kind of forward thinking I’d expect from John’s wife,” he says, rising off the couch. “I’m so glad he decided to bring you tonight.”

“And where’s Mrs. Rivers’ tonight?” I tease. He’s had at least four wives in the years I’ve known him, each one a younger and more attractive model than the last.

“Naughty girl,” he chuckles, swatting my ass playfully. I ache for more, but my whimper gets swallowed up by the cock pressing against my lips. “She’s right over there, entertaining Stevens.”

I roll my eyes where he points and see a gorgeous blonde lying flat on the pool table with her legs up in the air.

I try to say, “You men really know how to party,” but the words are garbled by the thick shaft stuffed in my throat. Holding me between them, the two men spitroast me from either side, and it feels like heaven. I find Trevor’s hands and place them on my tits, feeling like he needs more encouragement. I wonder if Mr. Rivers is his boss too, and he’s feeling a little shy. Well there’s no better way to get friendly than to share a woman’s holes with him.

“How’s that report coming along, young man?” I try to keep my moans quiet, not wanting to interrupt what is probably important business.

“It’s uh, going good. Sir.” Trevor is clearly having a hard time focusing. I can feel his balls beginning to tighten and I drop my jaw even wider, wrapping my lips tighter.

“And how are you enjoying John’s wife?”

“Oh shit, this is John’s—” he looks behind him frantically, as if we’re about to get caught. I wish I could see my husband’s expression. I dig my fingers into Trevor’s backside and pull him even deeper, trying to swallow every inch of his impressive member.

“Oh yes, we’ve all been anxiously awaiting her debut. You never know, of course. Some men are more private. But we’ve all had our eye on Carrie, here. She’s going to be in high demand tonight. You’re a lucky man.”

He ruts behind me, slow and deep, taking his time. His pace is steady and reliable, not frantic like some of the other men. I wonder if his wife is watching us. I wonder if she minds that he’s taking my pussy for a test drive. She can’t be too jealous, I see her getting a second cock up her asshole and her eyes seem shut tight as she’s lost to the pleasure. Could that be me later tonight? Maybe out on the green?

“Yes sir,” Trevor nods, yanking on my tits like a prize cow. I rock my body between the two men, wanting more, wanting it now. My clit starts to throb. I think about rubbing it myself, but as a FreeUse slut, tonight isn’t about me—even if I love every second of it.

With a pop, Mr. Rivers pulls out of my dripping pussy. “Ah, that was lovely, Carrie. Thanks for humoring an old man.” He pats the back of my head fondly as I mourn the loss of him. He didn’t even cum! Was I not good enough?

My eyes fly open and watch him as Trevor continues to fuck my face. He notices my distress. “I’m saving it for my Lisa,” he winks. “I just can’t resist a taste now and then.”

Somehow, I find that incredibly sweet. She’s getting railed within an inch of her life in several holes, but he’s saving all his cum for her. I hope that makes her feel cherished. Mr. Rivers really does know how to treat a woman.

As he wanders away, I return my focus to making Trevor cum. He seems less nervous now that the boss is gone, and his hands move more confidently. “Is this okay?” he asks, resting them lightly on my neck. We can both feel his cock moving in my throat so I moan appreciatively.

Come on, Trevor. I need another cock in my pussy. Maybe even two. Is it too delightfully wicked to wish for that? Instead of a hole in one, could I get two in one hole? God, I’m bad. I shiver with pleasure as he starts to shudder in my mouth.

“I think I’m gonna—” It’s over so quick, it surprises me. He grabs my braids like handle bars and pulls them toward his waist, burying his cock as deep as it can go. I struggle to swallow, my mouth milking him as he empties his balls. The warm wads spray the back of my throat and I gulp it all down, only spilling the tiniest bit.

“Shit, I think I need to sit down.” He runs a hand through his hair, then yanks his shorts back up and shuffles across the room. I stand up and look around, a little disappointed that there’s no longer a crowd waiting for my attention. I find my clothes scattered on the floor and pull them back on, sitting on the leather couch with my legs crossed, waiting to see what happens next. 


Chapter Four

I’m not waiting long before John swoops in.

“How are you doing, my love?”

I can’t contain the grin that nearly splits my cheeks. “I’m so good.” He cups my face and I nuzzle against his hand, suddenly feeling vulnerable. “But only one guy finished inside me. Am I…”

He doesn’t let me finish, not even letting the words hit the air. Despite the fact that I’m dripping with the cum of several of his colleagues and coworkers, my husband pulls me into his arms and kisses me deeply. His tongue swipes through my mouth and all thoughts of insecurity burst like bubbles.

I suddenly remember and pull back. “It was Collin! He had a turn. He said he’s been thinking about it for ages. Did you know?”

His nostrils flare, but I can’t tell if it’s because he likes it—or if he’s jealous. But he knows the safe word too, and since he doesn’t use it, it must be okay.

“Of course he has. Look at you, Carrie. You’re fucking perfect.”

The love shines through his eyes and makes my belly fill with butterflies. He moves to tuck a strand of hair behind my ear, but it’s stuck to my cheek with the dried release of powerful men in his social circle. I feel a little thrill and lust starts to spark to life inside me again. I’m nowhere near finished.

“Do you think they’re done? Will anyone else want to—”

Before I can even finish the words, a man approaches. He’s dangerously handsome with dark hair and electric blue eyes. He rakes his gaze over me and I squirm under his attention, aware that I’m a little less polished-looking than when I arrived.

“Hey John. Who’s this?”

“Owen, this is my wife Carrie.” His hand on the small of my back feels like an anchor keeping me grounded as I lose myself in the man’s magnetic gaze.

“Is she up for grabs today? I need a caddy.”

On the green? My skin starts to tingle and I can’t help but bounce a little on the couch. This is exactly the opportunity I’ve been waiting for. I grin and turn to John, my eyes shining with lust and excitement. “Baby, can you help me clean up first?”

“We’ll be ready in about fifteen minutes. It’s nice to meet you, Carrie.” He takes my hand and presses a chaste kiss to my knuckles. I feel it all the way to my toes. My insides are fizzing like a warm bottle of champagne and I cover my mouth as I giggle like a nervous schoolgirl.

“John! Did you hear that? He chose me!” The second he walks away, the words spill out of my mouth. He tightens a hand in my hair and kisses me deeply, almost like he’s claiming me.

“That’s because I have the most beautiful wife in the world,” he says, and it makes my heart melt. “Let’s go get you ready for your big day.”

He leads me to the swanky restroom. The private stall locks with a firm click of the deadbolt. When he turns back to face me, the heat in his eyes is unmistakable.

“Thank you so much for bringing me here, for trusting me,” I say as he takes a washcloth and runs warm water over it. I strip out of my clothes, still mostly clean, and he takes his time wiping and cleaning me off, removing the traces of the other men and preparing me to take even more. “It’s been really fun, but I have one more secret wish…” I purse my lips, a little self-conscious.

“You know you can tell me anything.” His warm body, so professional in his suit while I stand naked before him, makes me flush with heat. He dabs at the sticky mess on my face with gentle swipes.

“Well…” I cross my arms over my belly, suddenly shy. “I’d really love to have two cocks fucking my pussy at the same time.”

He grunts and nearly chokes. It makes me blush and giggle, covering my face. “Is that too much? Am I too slutty?”

In response, he takes my hand and presses it against the bulge in his pants. He’s hard as steel, so stiff it takes my breath away, but he holds me there, tightening my grip around his shaft.

“You are a slut. You’re my little slut and you’re perfect the way you are. All of your desires, your dreams, your fantasies—from the simplest wishes to the filthiest cravings—you deserve them all. I hope you never stop thinking of new, nasty things you want done to you so I can continue to deliver them and see you pleasured and happy. If I have to buy a whole football team to keep you satisfied and your holes filled, then that’s what I’ll do. Do you understand?”

My heart is pounding as my veins catch fire. My pussy starts to drool and I grind up against my husband like a cat in heat. “I love you,” I say. I don’t have the words to convey how much I feel in this moment. I drop to my knees and open my mouth instead.

“No,” he says, stroking my face with his thumb, tucking his finger between my puffy red lips. “Not yet. I’m saving myself for tonight. When you think you can’t handle any more, when you’re lying at home, remembering all of the dirty things those men did to you today… that’s when I’ll take you. I’ll remind you who this pussy belongs to.”

I groan around his finger, desperate for him. “Come sit.” He leads me to a soft green velvet chair in the corner of the washroom. It feels so good against my skin, I wriggle my butt around on the fabric. “Let me finish cleaning you up. I’ve got to get you ready for Owen.”

The reminder of the man waiting for me, my chance to ride around on the golf cart like the specially chosen girls, makes my heart race. My adoring husband kneels to the floor and spreads my thighs open with his big hands. He wipes my legs with the wet towel, inching closer and closer to my warm, wet, quivering mound.

“Mr. Rivers pulled me onto his lap,” I say, watching him for a reaction. “When we got married, I never dreamed in a million years I’d be fucking your boss one day.”

“I hope he remembers that when it comes time for bonuses.” He smiles. Time is running out, Owen will be waiting for me, but my husband’s hands are moving closer to my kitty and I’m pulsing with need.

“I hope Owen and his friend cum inside me,” I sigh. “I love getting messy, but there’s just something about a creampie…”

I clock the moment his pupils blow out. John’s eyes lock on my pussy and I slowly ease my legs open wider, hooking them over the arms of the chair.

“Do you know what I mean?” I tease.

“Carrie, you’re a big girl. Ask for what you want.” His nostrils flare, like he can smell my arousal. I wiggle on the chair, hooking my arms around my legs, really spreading myself as wide as I can and exposing my bare cunt to him. I wonder if he can still see Owen’s seed stuffed inside my pussy.

“I just want to be extra squeaky clean for Owen. So he can dirty me up again. Please?”

He drops the towel. His big hand slides beneath my ass, his thumb tracing my pink, puffy, glistening lips. His thumb pokes the tight ring of my entrance and my head drops back with a sigh.

“Please baby, will you lick my pussy so I can stuff it with more cum for you?”

He growls and it’s like music to my ears.

“You’re insatiable, sweetheart.”

“I can’t help it,” I pout. “It just feels so good.”

He buries his face in pussy, licking, sucking, and probing with his tongue. He explores every inch of me, kissing and suckling, cleaning me up. It feels like seconds before I’m ready to burst, but he knows all my tells, and he keeps me straddling that line.

“John,” I gasp. I try to rock my hips and get him where I need him, but he presses me back into the chair, forcing me to be still.

He takes his time, savoring me. He builds me up into a frenzy and then plunges his tongue deep into my hole, moving the tension and pleasure to another place. My muscles go rigid, riding that knife’s edge.

“Please!” I beg. He chuckles into my folds, sending the sound vibrating through my flesh. I whimper, trying to tighten my legs around his head, but he holds me in place.

“Since you asked so nicely.” His voice is deep and sexy and I feel it to my bones. The heat of his breath against my pussy drives me wild. He uses his thumbs to split me open, then laps at my clit in a frenzy.

I’m frantic. It’s too much. It’s too good. My hands grapple wildly for something to hold onto. My knuckles turn white around my grip on the chair.

“John!” I cry out as he brings me to ruin. They had to hear it in the club room. They probably heard it on the other side of the Earth. He strokes my thighs gently as I come down, chest rising and falling rapidly. “Fuck!” I shout when I’ve finally caught my breath.

He’s already scooping my clothes off the floor, lovingly pulling my panties and skirt back up my jelly legs.

“Be careful what you wish for.” He grins and then presses a kiss to my mound before he covers it up.

“Let’s get you out of here. Owen is waiting.”

God, I feel completely wrung out after that, but just the thought of getting out on the green with two men has me perking back up.

“What are you going to do while I’m out with the guys?” I ask, quickly retying my braids.

“I’ll head to the cigar room,” he says. “Not much point in being here if you’re not.”

His words make my heart warm. I know he’d never do anything to jeopardize our relationship, but knowing he won’t be hanging out in the FreeUse areas alone makes me feel better. I can just focus on getting my holes filled.

He seems to read my expression in the mirror.

“There’s no one in the world for me, but you,” he reassures me, turning me to face him and biting my bottom lip so hard it hurts.

“You’re my husband. The love of my life. I can’t wait to get home and have you reclaim me.”

We leave the bathroom and Owen is waiting for me. John squeezes my hand, gives him a nod, then disappears back into the hallway.

Owen hands me a cute little visor and the keys to the golf cart. “Do you know how to drive?”

“Of course,” I grin.

“I was thinking, you might be a little too busy. Maybe we need two girls.”

I can hardly contain my excitement. This is my chance. “No, please! I promise, I can handle everything. Just tell me what you need.”


Chapter Five

Soon, the three of us jump on the golf cart together. I have the white visor on, and my skirt smoothed out in the front seat as I drive. Owen introduces me to his friend Mark who hops on the back. Before we even make it to the first hole, he’s got my shirt unbuttoned, tits hanging out, and I’m stroking his cock with one hand while driving with the other.

“Why couldn’t we get two girls?” Mark whines, eyeing my bouncing breasts hungrily.

“I promise I can take care of you both,” I assure him. My smile isn’t forced—I’m absolutely loving this. Having the attention of two men, serving their every need, helping them relax in between putts—I was made for this. “Could I interest you in a blowjob while Owen tees up?”

He stops his grumbling and licks his lips. His mustache twitches. He mumbles something like, “That would be alright,” and I bite back my smile.

We pull up to the first hole and I give Owen’s hard cock a squeeze.

“Did you want me to finish you off, sir?”

“No, no. The edging helps me focus. Help out Mark there, will you? I don’t want to hear him bitching for the next eighteen holes.”

“Of course, sir.” No one asked me to call them that, but it feels right. I’m nearly giddy with happiness, feeling the sun shining on my skin. I drop to my knees in the soft grass in the shade of the golf cart and Mark draws near.

He opens my shirt a little wider and plays with my tits like a cat batting at a ball of yarn. I loosen his belt and pull down his zipper, revealing a short, fat cock nestled in a bed of pubic hair. I moan appreciatively, slapping his length against my tongue a few times.

“Good girl,” he says, cupping my breast and tweaking my nipple. “Is this your first time?”

“Mmhmm.” I try to smile with my eyes as I suck on his cock, the salty taste of him filling my mouth. Other carts drive by, some with two or three girls in various states of undress. Some wave as they pass and my pussy starts to drip again. I feel like a luxury commodity and I love every second of it.

I don’t pay any attention to the game. Owen and Mark take turns putting, chatting idly about business as they take turns with my mouth. Every few minutes, we jump back onto the golf cart and I drive them around, usually with one or the other burying their fingers in my cunt. I’m growing steadily wetter and more desperate. I know they’re busy playing their game, but I’m here, and I need more. More attention. More pleasure. More cocks.

We’re six holes in when I can’t take it any more. Should I just tell them my idea? They’re both taking turns tapping their balls into the hole. I’m kneeling on the green next to the flag. I take one of the putters and hold it between my exposed tits, bouncing slowly up and down and stroking the grip with both hands. God, I’m even turning myself on.

“I was thinking…” I twist my lips into a pout and look up at the powerful men who invited me along to play. Both of their eyes are locked on the shaft between my jiggling breasts. “This has been a lot of fun, but I really… really,” I lock eyes with Owen, bite my lip, then turn my gaze to Mark, “want both of you.”

They laugh and share a look, the game suddenly forgotten.

“You’ve been teasing me so much. My pussy is so wet. I think I’d be an even better caddy for you if we all… blew off a little steam. Don’t you think?” I wink and tug at the end of one of my braids. I’m not sure if the freeuse girls are supposed to make requests, but I can’t help it—I want more. Quiet mouths don’t get fed.

“Sorry if our game is boring you. Truth be told, I was saving your pussy for dessert, but since you asked so nicely… I’m sure Mark and I can take turns with you.” His smile is tolerant, like he’s appeasing the whims of an amusing child.

“Oh thank you, sir, but I had something a little different in mind.” My eyes darken with heat as I drop my gaze to their bulging packages. They’ve stripped their belts off and left their zippers down for easier access when they use me between rounds. “I promised to take care of you both and I meant it. I want you both to fuck me. At the same time.”

Two sets of eyebrows nearly disappear into their hair lines. The two men start discussing me as if I’m not here and it fills me with excitement. I like being a toy for powerful men. I’ll work hard to make them feel good. I hope they pick me.

I can’t hear their murmurs. Mark’s face is set in determination and Owen runs a hand through his hair, looking out across the course. I’m practically vibrating with anticipation. Have I crossed the line? Have I asked for too much? Are they going to call the club and have them send out some replacement girls—women who know how to bite their tongue and take whatever the members are offering?

If so, it’s better to know now. I’ve never been a shy or quiet woman. I love being a freeuse slut, but it’s a vehicle to explore my own desires as well. And I want two cocks in this pussy, as soon as possible. The desire leaking down my leg doesn’t lie.

“We’ll try it,” Owen finally says. He’s the handsome one of the pair and his bright blue eyes seem to pin me in place. His agreement makes my heart thump loudly in my chest.  “Are you sure you can handle it? Have you done this before?”

“The first time is always the sweetest,” I grin.

“Let’s get off the green. Take this somewhere more private,” he grunts, and adjusts his pants. He can’t wait either.

“Oh, I don’t mind if we have an audience.” I pop to standing, then bend over to retrieve their golf balls, giving them both a good look at my ass. I flip my skirt up and give them a little shake, just for good measure.

“Let’s at least move to the shade,” Mark says, throwing equipment back onto the cart like a madman.

My heart is racing as I zoom us toward the seventh tee. I shoot past it and find a patch of trees still visible to the other golfers. I can’t help but hope that people might see us and want a little part of the action. This can’t possibly be my only trip to the VIP section of my husband’s golf club. I fantasize about word getting around, putting me at the top of everyone’s freeuse fuck list. John would be so proud.

“How is this, sir?” I ask, working to keep my body still. I want to jump out of my seat and spread my legs open, but I try to stay cool and accommodating.

“Sure, sure.” Owen and Mark meet each other’s eyes. I wonder if they’re having any performance anxiety. I sure hope not. I’ve been dreaming about this for hours now. We made it six entire holes before I let my horny neediness take over. If they give me this, I promise I’ll be the greatest, most attentive caddy they’ve ever had.

“Perfect!” I grin and step carefully into the shade. I take off my top since it’s hanging loose anyway and stretch it out on the grass so I won’t get itchy. My panties are long gone, leaving just my skirt and my white sneakers. I lay down on my back and the men drop to their knees beside me.

I spread my legs wide and hook a leg over each of their shoulders. Both men look down at my pretty, exposed pussy and hunger glints in their eyes. They take out their hard cocks and start stroking them.

“Buck up, honey. I’ve got some experience with this.” Mark winks as he jiggles my thigh. I’d never expect that of him, so straight-laced and a little pudgy. He seems like somebody’s father, maybe an insurance salesman. But he must have shared a woman before. I guess you never know what happens in a freeuse club.

I climb up to my knees and he lays down in the grass instead, pulling his pants down to his ankles. “Hop on, beautiful,” he teases, holding his cock straight up for me. I swallow, thinking about how good it’s going to feel, and straddle his waist.

The second his tip makes contact with my folds, I moan. His head nudges against my clit and I rock my hips. I’m wet and slippery, perfect for him to slip right in. I bounce on his cock a few times, testing the fit. He feels good, but it’s not nearly enough. His face is so close, I give him a little kiss on the lips, then nibble on his neck. He groans as I rock my hips then I turn and flick my eyes up to Owen with what I hope is an inviting smile.

My belly is bubbling in anticipation. My heart is racing. It’s going to stretch me to the limit, it might even hurt a little bit, but I know it will turn into the most intense pleasure I’ve ever felt. I’m determined to do whatever it takes to make a good impression and get invited back.

“Are you ready for me?” Owen asks, swiping a finger over his head and smearing the pre-cum over his cock. I’ve been sucking and stroking both men for quite a while now and we’re all worked up. He folds my skirt up, resting it on my back. “Are you sure you don’t want me here?” His thumb presses against my tight back entry and I gasp.

I do, actually. I want him everywhere. I want all of my holes used and fucked and pleasured. But not now. Right now I want DVP. It’d be a dream come true—literally. And I can’t wait to tell John all about it.

“Please,” I whimper. “I’ve always wanted to have two cocks in my pussy. Don’t tease me.”

“Some girls want ponies, but you were just dreaming of two men on a golf course, huh?” He laughs and smacks my ass. He’s stalling, but I don’t know why. I’m practically vibrating with anticipation. Beneath me, Mark seems to be getting impatient as well. He bucks his hips gently, sliding in and out of my folds.

“Stop torturing the girl. Give her what she wants,” he barks.

Mark’s cock is short and fat, but Owen’s is long and girthy. When I feel his tip nudging against my already stuffed entrance, I gasp.

“Bend over,” he commands. “Get that ass in the air for me. More. That’s it.” He spreads my ass cheeks open as he slowly pushes inside my pussy.

The pressure builds. It’s too much. I’m biting my lip, groaning from somewhere deep in my chest. I’m still hovering over Mark who starts sucking on my neck. It’s a pleasant distraction. He helps spread me open while Owen guides himself inside. It stings as my pussy stretches to accommodate them, and my muscles clench, but both men are soothing me, stroking my hair, praising me for being such a good girl and I start to relax.

“That’s it, baby. Nice and easy.”

I groan. There’s a pop and suddenly he’s inside. I can feel them. Two cocks inside me. He stills, letting me adjust to the size of them. God, I feel so stuffed full. It’s headier than I ever imagined. Slowly, slowly, I start pushing back, taking more of him. Both men hold still, letting me bounce and rock, testing my limits. I don’t know if I can handle this, but I’m determined to try.

“Holy fuck,” I breathe, feeling two cocks slide inside me. I wriggle and bounce, picking up speed. They let me set the pace, all three of us panting hard.

“God that pretty pussy is stretched so tight,” Owen moans.

“Just ride it baby, you’re doing perfect.” Mark strokes my hair. I hadn’t thought of him as very attractive before but now that he’s driving me to new levels of bliss, I have a new appreciation for him. I attack his lips with kisses, swiping my tongue through his mouth as I grind back against two cocks.

“You’ve got the hang of it now, sweetheart. Let me take over.” Owen gives my ass a little tap to let me know he’s in the driver’s seat. I relax my body and focus on sucking Mark’s tongue while they claim my pussy.

I gasp when his first thrust hits. Mark lifts his hips occasionally, but Owen fucks me. His cock moves in and out, spearing me deep, filling me up. The two of them combined is absolute heaven. I’m dripping wet, gushing for them. I’ve been used, I’ve been shared, but this takes the cake. It’s better than anything I ever imagined. I can’t wait to tell my husband.

“Good girl, good girl,” I can barely hear their praise, I’m so lost in my pleasure. Mark starts fondling my tits, groping and squeezing. I try not to drool, but I’m not entirely successful.

“Is this what you wanted?” he whispers, the words meant only for me. “Is this the dirty fucking you were looking for, slut?”

“Yes,” I whimper. “Yes.”

“What else do you want? What is that dirty little mind begging for?” His fingers flick over my hard nipples like video game controllers.

I can only grunt one word. “Cum.”

“Is that right? Should we paint these pretty tits, give you a pearl necklace? Or should we send you back to your husband with your face dripping?”

“In—” I gasp as pleasure jolts through my body, my pussy clamping down, squeezing them in my tight channel. “In me. Cum in me, please. Fill me up.”

“Did you hear that?” Mark grins at Owen over my shoulder, but I bury my face in his chest and surrender to my orgasm. It’s too much. It’s not enough. It’s perfect. It’s everything.

“Here it comes,” Owen’s voice is tight as he body grows taut. He impales me on his cock, thrusting so hard I nearly tumble onto Mark.

I groan as I feel him unleash, shuddering and spurting. It sets off a chain reaction. Suddenly I’m pulsing again. Mark starts firing beneath me, filling me up with his hot sticky cum. There’s so much of it. I can feel them leaking out of me and my cunt clamps down, not wanting them to go, milking them for every last drop.

“Fuck,” Owen groans as he falls back onto his heels, his cock slipping out of me with another pop. Thick, warm liquid splashes my thighs. Mark gives a few more thrusts then he falls out too. He rolls, placing me gently on my back and I sigh, my eyes fluttering closed as my cunt oozes and throbs.

“Well,” Mark clears his throat, wiping a hand across his sweaty face. “This club certainly knows how to treat its members. Thanks for the invite.”

“Any time.” Owen chuckles. “I think I’ve had about all the golf I can take today. We should get this one back to John.”

“No,” I murmur, waving a hand in the air and pushing up to sit. “I’m fine. I’ll drive. It’s my job.”

“You’ve done enough, darling. Let’s find your husband.”

I want to protest more, but there’s a pleasant haze and I really am tired. They get my shirt back on and buttoned and pull some grass out of my hair. Owen drives and Mark settles me into the front seat with my head on his lap. By the time we get back to the club, I’m feeling more myself.

“How’d it go?” I’d know that voice anywhere. It jolts me out of my stupor and I sit up, spreading my arms for the man I love more than anyone in the world.

“You’re a lucky man, Mr. Winter.” Owen claps him on the shoulder.

“She’s great,” Mark agrees. “A real team player.”

“Did I really do a good job?” I ask. “Do you think I’ll get invited back?”

“Honey, if your ass isn’t back here soon I’m making a housecall.” Owen’s words would have me swooning, but I’m back in my husband’s arms and I’m ready to go home. The men exchange a few more words and shake hands all around, but I’m antsy to leave.

“I think they liked me,” I whisper as John leads me through the club and back to the car.

“Everyone loved you.” He presses a kiss to my cheek. “I love you.”

“I want to tell you all about it.” I say, nuzzling into his shoulder.

“You will, but rest now.”

“Can we do this again some time?” I ask as I buckle my seatbelt. The thought of never getting shared again makes a pit of dread form in my belly.

“We can do anything you want, sweetheart. You’re the boss.”

“I love you.” I kiss my husband on the mouth and he drives us home, patiently waiting to hear all about the cocks I fucked and sucked at his VIP freeuse golf club.




Have you read the prequel? Find out how John and Carrie started their FreeUse Hotwife adventure in this FREE book when you sign up for my newsletter at Books.IvyVixen.com


Read the next book in the series!

[image: ]

FreeUse For the Construction Crew: an MFMM hotwife fantasy

We've got a whole construction crew in the backyard. I take them all.
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FreeUse on Vacation: first-time wife-sharing with the eager cabana boy

Read for free when you sign up for my newsletter at: books.IvyVixen.com
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