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Chapter One

It’s been a few weeks since my husband introduced me to the free-use VIP room at his golf club. I had an amazing time being passed around by his friends and coworkers and it’s brought us even closer. I can’t get enough of the man I married.

Which is why I’m devastated by his latest work trip. I’ve been hornier than ever and now he’s about to leave me for five whole days! What am I supposed to do with all this built up tension while he’s gone?

We wake up together the morning of his trip and I’m determined to go out with a bang. I roll over in bed and admire my handsome husband. I love the way his hair has grown in salt and pepper, so sexy and mature. I climb on top of him and run my hand down his strong chest.

“Good morning to you too.” He grins like a lazy cat, relaxing under my ministrations.

“I’m going to miss you,” I pout, trailing my fingers over his skin, slowly moving down, down toward the growing bulge that I really want. My mouth starts to water just thinking about his impressive length.

“I’ll miss you too, sweetheart,” he says, using his strong, warm hands to massage the big, bouncy breasts he paid for. His thumb flicks over my nipple and my teeth sink into my bottom lip, remembering when his coworker did the same thing.

“Do you remember when my tits were getting sucked while I rode your boss’s cock?” I ask, nearly breathless. His eyes darken with lust, remembering how my holes got stuffed that day. I love reliving the memories with him. I love how proud and feral he gets, letting other men have their way with his wife.

“Of course I remember. I’m starting to think you need another trip to the club.” His cock bobs beneath me and I shimmy down another few inches.

“I really do,” I purr, kissing his navel, his thighs, the soft velvety skin of his balls. His hand tightens in my hair as I suck them into my mouth, ignoring his pulsing erection as long as I can stand. My pussy is starting to throb.

“Do you like it when your wife gets fucked by multiple cocks?” I tease. “Do you like it when her holes get used? Her body covered in cum as men have their way with her?”

“I love my little free-use slut,” he groans, running his thumb over my puffy bottom lip. He subtly guides me toward his tip, the head of his cock leaking a tasty bead of pre-cum, but I’m enjoying my position of power. I lick my lips and let my hot breath tease his straining member.

“How many cocks do you think I could take?” I ask. “I had two cocks sharing my pussy last time, but what about a train? How would you feel if I was on my hands and knees, just an empty hole for anyone who wandered in to fuck? How many men do you think would cum inside me, one after the other, filling me up?”

I let that image settle in his mind, then I wrap my lips around his fat cock and start sucking. I moan when the salty taste of him fills my mouth. I love this man so much. I can be my natural, unguarded, filthiest self with him and he supports my every wish.

“Fuck, Carrie,” he moans as I work his shaft. “You’d let them use you like that? You wouldn’t even know who was behind you, fucking that pretty pussy. They’d be lined up down the block if they knew you were free use.”

I moan my approval, my pussy growing wet and achy. It’s such a delicious thought. I hope it haunts him every moment he’s away on business so that he cums to the thought of me every night. I know I will.

Just as I get really into my blowjob, sucking him all the way back in my throat and preparing a finger to slip up his ass, we’re interrupted by the walls shaking.

“Ugh, not again!” I groan as the deafening pound of a jackhammer fills the room, totally breaking the mood. The drill pauses long enough for the incessant beeping of construction vehicles to fill the void.

I narrow my eyes at John as his erection starts to fade. “Did you plan this trip so you wouldn’t have to deal with the laborers?”

He grins and rolls out of bed as the young men out back start shouting to each other about levels and measurements. “Of course not, but I can’t say I’ll miss our morning wake up calls.”

The sexy moment has passed so I slip into a silky robe. I can’t believe he’s leaving me alone with the construction crew for five whole days.

In a few months when I’m lounging beside our brand new pool, I’ll forget all about this, but the noise has been a nightmare. I’m excited for sunbathing topless, skinny dipping in the summer, and all the fun we’ll have in the jacuzzi, but right now? It’s a pain in the ass.

We move into the kitchen and John makes me a cup of coffee. I warm my hands around the mug and look out the French doors at our disaster of a backyard while he gets started on breakfast.

I guess it isn’t all bad, I think as a muscular young man marches past in a hard hat. There’s a lot of grunting and sweating and testosterone-fueled energy—and certainly some eye candy out there.

I move closer to the glass doors, angling my body so a bare leg peeks out of the slit of my robe. I wonder what they would say if I walked out there dressed like this. Should I offer the crew a cup of coffee? It’d take forever to service them all.

John can read me like a book. He slides behind me, smelling like bacon and wraps a hand around my waist.

“Do I have to worry about you while I’m gone?” He teases, his lips wrapping around my earlobe.

“Of course not. You’d love to hear I got gangbanged by the construction crew, wouldn’t you?” I ask, turning in his arms to look up into his serious blue eyes.

Heat rolls off him. His cock starts to bulge through his silky boxers.

“Breakfast is served,” he murmurs, guiding me back toward the kitchen island. He sits me in one of the chairs like a throne, turning me so I’m facing the backyard and the swarm of sweaty workers in high-vis vests.

When he drops to his knees, my legs part easily. He licks his lips at my juicy pink pussy, still glistening with my earlier arousal. When his tongue touches my folds, I gasp, and tighten my grip on the arm rests.

One of the boys in the yard glances in at us. Does he see my husband on his knees, feasting on me? I slide down in my seat and spread my legs even wider. He probably can’t really see inside. The angle of the sun, the glare… I open the top of my robe so my breasts spill out and I’m rewarded with his mouth falling open. There goes that theory.

My head falls back as I roll my nipples between my fingers, imagining they’re his rough hands instead. An idea starts to form. A fantasy that just might be attainable. My husband’s leaving for five days, but that doesn’t mean I can’t have some fun.

The loud noises and shouts still filter in from the yard, but I no longer find them so distracting. John sucks my clit into his mouth and I cry out as I squirt on his face. My eyes are squeezed shut, but I hope that man is still watching. Maybe he’s pointed us out to his buddies.

“Fuck me, John,” I plead over the incessant pounding of the jackhammer. He bends me over the counter, our breakfast forgotten, and spears me with his cock. He slides inside me with one deep thrust and our moans are swallowed by the chaos of construction.

I meet him thrust for thrust, slamming back with my ass. I untie the knot around my waist and throw my robe to the floor. When I glance out the French doors again, I see a few of them have stopped in their tracks to enjoy the show.

“Fuck that pussy’s so tight,” John cries out, clearly getting into the performance. “My wife has the best cunt in the world.”

I shiver with pleasure. There’s almost no chance they can hear him, but I love the idea that he’s bragging about me—almost like he’s putting me up for offer.

I’m going to have a lot of fun while he’s gone.

He reaches around to rub my clit, sending me over the edge. I shout and whine, wriggling in his arms as he coaxes me through my orgasm. I know they’re out there watching, pretending they can’t see. What will they think when the poor housewife is left all alone this week? Is this display enough to entice them?

“Yes, yes,” I pant as my pussy clenches around my husband’s cock. He pushes me gently down to the floor and I obediently drop my jaw and stick out my tongue. He paints my face and tits with his seed like we choreographed it. All I can think of is the men outside, watching me get blasted with jizz.

Suddenly, the noise cuts out. The drill stops, leaving a ringing silence, then a roaring chorus of cheers and catcalls. I blink my eyes open, wiping the cum from my eyelashes, and look into our backyard. At least six men are pumping their fists and spinning rags in the air like flags.

I smile, then suck a wad of warm seed off my finger. I jiggle my tits for my audience, sloppy with my husband’s cream.

“I think they liked your little performance,” he says, helping me off my knees.

“Too bad it’s the last one for a week.” I sigh, wiping my face on the towel he hands me.

“I think you’ll come up with something to keep you satisfied in the meantime.” He gives my butt a squeeze then slips the robe back over my shoulders. The men outside grumble then go back to work. The sounds of excavation resume, but somehow, it doesn’t make me want to gnash my teeth anymore. It’s almost a turn on.

“I’ve got a few ideas.” I wink, then eat breakfast with my amazing husband before he leaves on his business trip.


Chapter Two

With John’s blessing, I start fantasizing about how to seduce the hardworking men in my backyard. Sure, I could just burst out there in my underwear and let them know it’s open season while my husband is out of town, but where’s the fun in that?

I decide to treat myself while I come up with a better plan.

“I’m heading out for a few hours. You boys be good, okay?” I wink at the foreman, Derek, an older man with graying hair and a bit of a belly. It should be unattractive, but with his bulging muscles glistening in the sun, a wave of warmth rolls through me anyway. I bet he could pick me up effortlessly.

“Sure thing, ma’am. I’ll make sure these layabouts are working hard.” He salutes me and I catch the way his eyes drop to my bulging cleavage.

I smile to myself as I hop in the car and head to the mall. This week is going to be memorable. I can feel it.

When I return to the house, the trunk is overflowing with bags and boxes. I might’ve gone a little overboard, but we can afford it.

Dresses, shoes, underwear, sex toys, and most exciting to me: a blindfold.

I take care to park with a good view of the backyard and the men in their protective uniforms still hard at work. My arrival sends a flurry of activity through the yard. I step out of the car on my spiky high heels like a slowmo shot in a cheesy movie and I’m rewarded with whistles and cat calls as I shake my hair out. I blush, moving around to the trunk to reveal my treasures.

Here goes nothing. I spot three of the guys off to the side, shoving sad-looking sandwiches into their mouths. Perfect timing.

I walk over and toss my hair over the shoulder, hoping it catches the sunlight. I shouldn’t have bothered. Their eyes are locked on my tits and legs.

“So sorry to bother you on your lunch break, but do you think any of you strong young men could help me with my bags?” I pout like it’s just too big a job for little old me. It would take multiple trips—I didn’t hold back with my purchases.

“Of course, ma’am. Happy to help.”

Oof. I didn’t like that. “You can call me Carrie,” I say, then turn on my heel and sashay back to the car. I grab my purse but head into the house empty-handed, letting the men handle the grunt work.

They follow me in their high-vis and their big work boots.

“Ma—” I turn back and narrow my eyes at the honorific— “Carrie,” the young man blushes when he uses my name. “We don’t want to drag dirt into your house.”

“I don’t mind getting a little filthy,” I wink. There’s a visible ripple in their expressions. They catch each other’s eyes and smile. Without their hard hats, I can see how ruggedly handsome they are. Nothing like the polished businessmen I’m used to. The scent of their sweat makes my pussy pulse.

“You can set all those down in the living room. You boys must be so hot out there. I’d love to make you some fresh lemonade. Let me just slip into something more comfortable.”

I head to my bedroom, but leave the door cracked. The three men stand around the living room, shifting on their feet awkwardly. I smile to myself as I undress, imagining the fun I could have riding the blonde one’s mustache.

They stack my shopping bags on the coffee table, including several bags from the sex shop.

“Whoa, what is all this? Isn’t this lady married?”

“Lonely housewives, bro. Don’t worry boys, I’ll handle this one.”

“No way. I want to tap that ass. You saw her bent over the kitchen counter yesterday?”

“Like a lady like that would ever look twice at your filthy mug.”

“You heard her—she likes dirty.”

“Dirty not ugly.”

“With this bag of tricks, she won’t have to look at you.” There are some appreciative mumbles as they all peek inside one of my bags. They must’ve found the blindfold. A shiver of pleasure rolls through me. I love hearing them talk about me.

I come out in my silk robe with just a matching lingerie set underneath. It’s a bold move, but there shouldn’t be too much on display—just bits and pieces revealed as I move around the house.

“I hope you boys don’t mind,” I gesture to my outfit like I’m afraid it might offend them.

“No ma’am—I mean, Carrie.” The tall one with chestnut hair seems to be the leader. He’s confident while the others hang back. His warm chocolate eyes scan my body like he’s committing it to memory, maybe to jack off to later. The thought gives me a little thrill. Hopefully he’ll get to do much more than that.

“Let me go squeeze those lemons for you. Will your friends outside want some? I really appreciate all the work you’re doing. I can’t wait to sunbathe by the pool when it’s all done.”

“Maybe we should wait outside,” the blonde suggests, looking guiltily anywhere but at my body.

I move closer to them, letting them get a whiff of my perfume even as I taste the tang of their sweat in the air. “Nonsense. You should enjoy the AC.”

I bend over right in front of them, digging through one of the bags, pretending to search for a receipt. My ass sways a little, and the soft silk of my robe brushes up against the hesitant blonde. When I straighten, he seems resolved to stay.

“Come on,” I sweep my hand, inviting them to follow me to the kitchen. “My husband’s away on business this week.” I sigh, even though my chest is bubbling with excitement. I wish he could see me now. Am I laying it on too thick?

We make small talk while I prepare the juice. The boys seem a little bolder now that I’ve mentioned John won’t be back until Friday. I get their names, Tom—the leader, Peter—the blonde, and Lenny—the quiet one who found my blindfold.

I love the way their eyes track me as I move across the space, mixing sugar and water with the lemons. Lust fills my body, making my tits ache, but I don’t want to play my cards too soon. I don’t just want a quick fuck. I want them to use me. I want to surrender to the entire crew, and that will take some careful planning to get right.

I run out of things to do to drag this encounter out. The boys are thankful, sipping their juice with appreciative smacks of their mouth. I can’t help but notice Lenny’s thick lips and I wonder what they’d feel like on my body.

Armed with glasses of lemonade, the men hover around me as we head back outside.

“It’s about time. Where the fuck have you three been?” Their boss, Derek, cracks as he sees them. The other men grumble in agreement, but the surly attitude drops the moment they see me.

“Sorry for commandeering them,” I smile, holding out a tray with two pitchers of lemonade and a bunch of cups. “I hope it’s not too hot out here for you all.”

When I set the tray down, my robe falls open a few inches, revealing my sexy lingerie. My pussy throbs as a heated tension rolls through the group.

“Well that was mighty nice of you Mrs. Winters.” Derek leans on a shovel like it’s the only thing keeping him upright.

I smile shyly and readjust my clothes so that I’m properly covered. I’m sure they all see right through it.

“Don’t stop on my account,” I wave them away. “Thank you Peter, Tom, Lenny.” I look them all in the eyes before I turn back to the house. I take a moment to drink in the testosterone-filled crowd in my backyard. At least fifteen men, big and sweaty, bulging muscles, rough and tumble looks—heat starts to spread to my core.

A few of them drink my juice while the others work hard, digging a hole for the pool. I scurry off to my bedroom and throw my robe and lingerie on the floor.

It’s so cool in here, but I’m hot all over. I think of those big men, maybe all three of them, servicing me at once.

My fingers slide through the warm slick between my thighs as I imagine Lenny’s plump lips, wrapped around my clit. Shy Peter seemed fascinated by my tits. I twist my nipple and imagine his tongue lolling out, eager to taste me. Tom had the most confidence, and probably the biggest cock. I wish he’d feed it to me, force it down my throat, trust me to handle him.

I squeeze my eyes shut as I work myself into a frenzy. What if I just walked outside and dropped to my knees with the blindfold on? I could leave my mouth open and let whoever wanted to, fill it. Would I be able to guess the guys by the size and taste of their cocks? I’d sure love to try.

An orgasm rolls over me as I imagine being used by the whole work crew, left dripping with their cum after they’ve all had their turn. It’d be more men than I’ve ever had at once, but I’m sure I could handle it. My husband would be so proud of me.


Chapter Three

That night, I call John and we talk about my adventures of the day. I’m feeling a little depressed that all my flirting didn’t result in a massive orgy on the first try, but he cheers me up like he always does.

“They just can’t believe their luck. You’re so beautiful it’s intimidating. Make them believe it, baby. You’ll be making their dreams come true.”

I tell him about the blindfold and my fantasy and he groans. I can tell he’s stroking himself.

“Now you have to do it. And tell me all about it.”

“While you’re deep inside me?” I tease.

“Yes.” His answering growl is anything but playful. I hate that he’s so far away, but he inspires me to get a little more direct with the construction crew tomorrow. If I want to bring this fantasy to life, I’ll just have to play a little dirty.

I decide to divide and conquer. I know they’re interested in me, but how do I convince them to cross the line?

The next morning, I take a luxurious shower, soaping my body until the room smells like all of the sweet-smelling things beautiful women love. Flowers and coconut and sea salt. I want to be irresistible.

Then right on cue, I shriek, turn the water off, and run out of the bathroom in only a tiny towel. I burst into the backyard, dripping wet, and find two of the guys leaning on the house, taking a break. One spits out his toothpick and walks up to me, the other on his heels.

“Oh my god, the hot water just shut off during my shower! Is it something you guys did? Can you fix it?”

My men in yellow gear—almost as good as shining armor— share a skeptical glance. They haven’t touched the water supply and they know it as well as I do.

“I reckon me and Hunter could come take a look,” the tall one shrugs. There’s a slight southern drawl to his words that gets me excited.

I lead them to the bathroom, trying to seem haughty and upset. I wave them into the room in front of me, then tap my foot impatiently as they start the water. It warms up immediately, of course.

They turn back to me with uncertainty on their faces.

“Seems fine to me, ma’am,” the one named Hunter frowns.

“Can I tell you boys the truth?” I ask, and I see their throats bob. My nipples tighten in anticipation and my core grows hot. Am I really about to do this? “Seeing you working out there in the hot sun… well, it just turns me on. Especially when my husband’s away. Do you want to feel how wet I am? Go ahead. Both of you.”

I drop the towel and the only sound in the room is the shower water hitting the empty tub. The room fills with hot steam as the men stare at me, wide-eyed, and my nipples grow even harder under their assessing gazes. Several heartbeats pass as I stand there, exposed.

“Travis?” Hunter prompts in a quiet voice. The men meet eyes then move as one, standing on either side of me, boxing me in with their big frames.

“You want us to touch you?” Travis asks, looking like he can’t believe his luck.

“Please,” it comes out in a whisper, then both men are all over me. Their skin is rough with labor, sliding over my smooth flesh like sandpaper. Their hands meet at the apex of my thighs, then their thick fingers are parting my pussy lips beneath my neatly trimmed bush.

I wrap an arm around each of their shoulders, loving their unfamiliar smells, so different from my husband.

“Fuck, she’s wet,” Hunter groans as their fingers explore my folds. I spread my legs wider, encouraging them. I love hearing them talk about me like I’m not here.

When they both penetrate me at the same time, my knees buckle. A gasp rips from my lips at the naughty pleasure. Yes, this is what I need.

“My bedroom’s just over there,” I jerk my head in the right direction. “I have some… toys.” My eyes are nearly rolling back in my head as the two men explore me.

Travis’s lips wrap around my nipple and I cry out in delight.

“Get the shower,” he commands Hunter as he lifts me off my feet. He carries me, draped over his arms like it’s our wedding day, and places me gently on the bed. The scratch and scrape of his tough work clothes against my bare skin is thrilling. Hunter cuts the water off and follows.

“I had this fantasy…” I say, gesturing toward my curated bag of toys. I tell the men what I want—blindfolded, butt plugged, no idea who is in the room or who’s using me next. I want a line of men all taking turns, pounding into me until they’ve had enough.

Hunter looks like Christmas came early.

Travis looks less sure. “Your husband’s not about to show up here with a shotgun, is he?”

“No way. I’m a freeuse hotwife. I already told him all about it. He’ll probably buy you a beer when he gets back.”

They look at each other and shrug.

“Turn around, let’s see what we’re working with.” Travis is clearly higher in the ranks. He has a natural dominance that I can’t help but respond to. I take a moment to admire the bulges growing in their Dickies before I follow his instructions.

I climb onto my hands and knees, feeling excitement, anticipation, and lust coursing through me. I feel so exposed like this, my holes on display. What would I do if they rejected me now? After I’ve admitted I want to be fucked by the whole crew?

“Boss is gonna have our asses if we’re not back out there soon,” Hunter mumbles, but I feel more than two hands caressing my body. Travis spreads my ass cheeks and whistles at my glistening pussy.

“Nah, he’ll understand once he gets a load of this ass. There’s no way I’m giving up first dibs. You sure this is what you want, sweetheart?”

I wiggle my butt in the air, encouraging him to feel me. “More than anything.”

He swipes a hand over my pussy lips and his voice turns low and urgent. “Fuck, she’s soaked. You are a dirty little slut, aren’t you?”

I mewl my approval and he slaps a firm hand against my ass cheek. A cry chokes from my throat, but the pain is over quickly, leaving a pleasurable tingle in its wake.

“Could you help me with the butt plug?” I ask, swaying my hips. Hunter grabs the silicone toy off the bedspread and I can tell they’re silently arguing over who gets to put it in. “There’s some lube,” I point, then pull the blindfold over my eyes. I’m ready to begin.

They make sloppy work of it. One man drips the cold liquid down my ass crack, leaving me slick and dripping. The other slides the toy up and down my ass like a credit card before nudging it against my tight ring of muscle.

“It’s a shame that one’s off limits,” Travis’s southern drawl is even sexier when I can’t see him. Men always want what they can’t have. As much as I love anal, if I’m going to let a dozen guys fuck me, I’ve got to have limits.

“That hole belongs to my husband,” I lie, just because it gives me a little thrill to talk about him while two strange men grope my body.

One of them moves around the bed and starts playing with my tits while the toy slides in and out of my hole, stretching it.

“Such a good girl,” someone praises softly, feeding the widest part of the plug into my ass.

I groan with pleasure as the man in front tugs on my nipples like udders.

“What a great rack,” he says, rolling them between his fingers. The smell of unwashed man rolls off of him. I lick my lips, imagining his cock in my mouth. I’m such a greedy slut. One thing at a time.

“Get it in there. I’m ready to fuck her.” I hear a belt buckle and I clench involuntarily. Someone sucks their teeth, then the toy is plunged in my asshole, filling me up. My body accepts it eagerly, sucking it in and enjoying the stretch.

Hands release my big tits and grope my ass instead, pulling me toward the edge of the bed. I shuffle back, enjoying the feeling of my plugged ass as I move.

The blunt edge of a thick cock slaps against my wet folds. Every inch of me is taut and ready. Without ceremony, he finds my entrance and plunges his dick inside. I moan in ecstasy.

I know it’s Travis, but it’s more fun to pretend it could be anyone. Hunter is quiet as his friend ruts behind me, filling me with his impressive length.

“Shit, that pussy’s tight,” he grunts, snapping his hips. The sound of his flesh slapping against my ass fills the room. His belt clinks. He hasn’t even removed his pants, just unsheathed enough of himself to fill me up. It makes me feel even dirtier to be naked while the men are fully dressed.

“Fuck man, you’re gonna want to get in on this.”

“Yeah?” The younger man still sounds unsure.

A hand slaps down on my ass again, making me cry out.

“You like this, slut?”

“Oh yes,” I groan as he slams into me, again and again.

“You want another cock after this?” he asks, spanking me again. My pussy clenches around him and he grunts. His thumb starts tapping on the flared base of the butt plug and pleasure zings throughout my body.

“Yes, please,” I whine. I can’t believe it’s finally happening. I don’t want to stop at one cock. Or two. I want all of them. I want to be used by the entire construction crew.

“See? The bitch wants it. You going to deny a nice lady what she wants?” Travis teases as he fucks me. He nudges the butt plug deeper and between that and his dirty words, it sends me over the edge.

I have my first orgasm, shattering through my body like bliss. I moan and bury my face in the bedspread, thinking about my husband. I wish he could see this. But it’s only the beginning.

As I cum, my body tightens and with the added pressure from the butt plug, my pussy walls become a death grip. Travis moans as he loses control and spills himself inside me.

“Shit,” he groans, and I feel his balls pulsing against my clit as he buries himself to the hilt. “Sorry love, probably should’ve asked where you wanted my jizz.”

“No,” I pant, still trying to recover from the aftershocks. “That was perfect.”

He pumps slowly in and out a few times and I can feel his sticky release dripping out of my pussy. When he pulls out, it splashes warm and wet against my thighs.

“You’re up, buddy.” I hear a slap, probably on Hunter’s shoulder or back. When he moves behind me, the tension is different.

“She’s full of your cum,” he says. “It’s dripping out of her.”

“Be thankful you’re getting second dibs, boy. I reckon she’ll be stuffed full if she gets her way.”

A nervous shuffle as the young man adjusts his clothes. His hands move slowly, almost reverently over the soft skin of my hips and ass. When his cock nestles between my ass cheeks, it’s slender, but long. I sigh in contentment and shuffle myself closer to him, wiggling my butt in his face.

“You want this?” He asks. He’s bent over so the words are soft in my ear, only for me.

“Please, please fuck me.” I say.

I feel his cock bob at my words. He straightens up, then feeds me his tip. The first inch is a tease. My pussy opens easily for him, eager for more.

“Give it to me, please,” I beg.

When he buries himself to the hilt, I moan. He’s not as thick as the other man, but he’s long and the head of his cock seems to brush something deep inside me that needed to be scratched.

“Oh god, that feels so good.” Hunter obviously needs a little more encouragement than Travis did, and I have no problem giving it to him. I love that they’re so different. I can’t wait to see what other shapes, sizes, and personalities will fuck me today.

His thrusts are quick, but hesitant, as if he’s used to having to take it easy on his girlfriends.

“Your cock is so fucking big,” I whine.

“Is it too much?” He pulls back, self-conscious.

“No!” I shout. “It’s perfect! Give me more!”

“Needy little slut, isn’t she?” Travis chuckles as Hunter picks up the pace, swiveling his hips in a way that has me seeing stars. “Maybe I can shut her up.”

I can’t see him, but I feel the air shift as he moves in front of me.

“Open up,” he commands, and I eagerly obey. I drop my mouth open and he feeds me his cock, salty and sweaty and slick with my release. I moan as the flavor explodes on my tongue. He slides to the back of my throat easily, and I rock back and forth, impaling myself on both cocks. It’s absolute ecstasy.

“Ffffuck,” Hunter groans behind me, getting close already. He holds my ass steady as he plunges his cock in and out. When he reaches around to fondle my clit, my eyes roll back in my head.I wonder if he’s single—maybe that’s why he was so hesitant, but who could turn down the chance to fuck a willing sex toy?

As the pleasure builds inside me again, my jaw opens wider. Saliva starts to drip down my face as Travis takes the lead, fucking my face as I lose myself to the sensations of being used from both ends.

I suck him clean, licking every last trace of my pussy off his cock. Hunter’s fingers pinch my clit, his thumb flicking over the swollen head, and then I’m lost. Moaning, drooling, climaxing around him. He moves both hands to my tits, groping and squeezing as he rides out my orgasm. The two men jerk me back and forth between them.

Travis pulls out of my mouth and smacks my face with his wet cock, giving me a breather before he stuffs it back down my throat.

“You want to be used? Swallow it,” he demands. I drink it up eagerly as hot wads of cum splash the back of my throat. I start to gag, but he holds me steady, waiting for me to take all of him.

Hunter keeps hammering into me from behind. He’s folded over my back, squeezing my tits, pushing me down onto my belly on the bed. When Travis finishes pumping his load in my mouth, I collapse, and Hunter follows me down.

“I’m gonna cum—I’m gonna cum—“ he pants, rutting behind me. All attempts to be gentle or careful have been abandoned. His long cock brushes against my cervix and I cry out, arching my back, as he buries his face in my neck and groans.

“Holy shit,” he gasps, when his balls have been drained. He pushes off my body and pulls out in one swift motion, leaving me flooded with warm, sticky jizz. That’s two in my pussy and one in my mouth, and we’re just getting started.

I hear some shuffling around as the men collect themselves, but I don’t remove the blindfold.

“You really want us to send the rest of the guys in here?” Travis sounds a little more sheepish now that he’s finished twice.

“Please.” I nod, confident. I push back up to my hands and knees as a wad of cum drips out of me and onto the bed. “Anyone who wants to. I’m open for business.”


Chapter Four

When the room clears and it’s just me, blindfolded on the bed, anticipation starts to eat at me.

The minutes tick by in the quiet, but I stay on my hands and knees, open to whatever happens. My nipples stay hard, tingling with expectation.

I wish we had a camera for this. A video camera in the corner with a live feed straight to John. I wish he could see me now, eager and obedient, my fuckholes ready for use by whoever happens to walk in our bedroom door.

They don’t make me wait too long. I hear the clomp of heavy work boots in the hallway and my body starts to tremble. I firm my glutes, arch my back, and let my tongue hang loose.

“Holy shit, they weren’t kidding. Look at this, Len.”

I give my ass a little shake, loving the idea of them drinking me in while I can’t see them. I have no idea who it is or even how many of them there are. I’m guessing at least one is Lenny, the quiet one from yesterday. My pussy pulses with heat. They have all the power. All I have to do is please them. It gives me a rush of pleasure and my head spins with how deliciously crazy this is.

I feel like a goddess.

One of the men climbs onto the bed and taps my jaw. I close my mouth, trying not to let a big smile show as he caresses my face, stroking my cheeks with his big thumb. He smells like sun and earth.

Meanwhile, someone is shifting around behind me. I hear fabric fall to the floor and the heat of his body as he moves closer, stepping between my bare feet and settling himself between my cheeks. Every sensation is heightened.

I hear another pair of boots approaching. The men hoot and holler and talk to each other as they penetrate me from both sides. They cheer each other on as they fuck me, one after the other, passing me between them like a bowl of party snacks.

I fucking love it.

My pussy is gushing. I’m so full of cum, it can’t hold it all. I’m so slick with desire, someone finds a towel and uses it to pat me dry.

Men start cumming on my back, my ass, flipping me over and painting my tits.

“Look at these jugs,” one grunts, jackhammering into my pussy as he bounces my breasts. When he latches his teeth around one swollen nipple, I gasp. It’s the perfect excuse for another man to shove his cock down my throat. I gurgle around him, my nose brushing his heavy ballsack.

“Shit those are nice.” Suddenly both of my breasts are enveloped in a wet heat. I squirm, I wriggle, yet another orgasm building inside me. I can’t stop. I clench around the man between my thighs, my pussy walls tightening as I crest yet again.

Two hands hold my face steady, four or more are stroking my body. I can’t keep track of how many men are using me.

Time passes strangely after that. It could have been minutes or hours. I have no idea how many men fuck me, but I know that some of them come back for multiple rounds because I can taste the combined juices of our release on their cocks.

It’s absolutely heaven. I’ve never felt so satisfied or adored. I love their dirty talk, their rough manners, the differences between their bodies. The scrape of stubble, the tickle of a full beard, tight abs, soft bellies. The blindfold makes everything more exciting.

They give me breaks. Give me water. One of the boys, Lenny again, checks in with me after a while, pulling off my blindfold and stroking my back while we talk in low voices.

“You doing okay?” he asks, handing me a wet cloth to wipe down with.

I smile, almost dazed. My eyes are still adjusting to the light.

“I’m fucking fantastic. I wish John were here.” I wipe my face and then fall back into the pillows, a silly grin stretching my cheeks.

“That your husband?” he asks, brow furrowed.

“Yes. He’d be so proud of me.”

“That’s a strange man, willing to share someone as beautiful as you. And like this, too.” He gestures around the room, taking in the whole experience.

“Well, we’ve never done it quite like this,” I say, raising my eyebrows. Assuming everyone on the crew took a turn, that’s like fifteen guys who fucked my holes today.

“What’s it usually like?” He takes the cloth from my hand and moves between my legs, dragging it gently across my sticky thighs.

“Mmm,” I mumble, parting my legs instinctively. He’s being so tender and it feels so good. It’s much different than getting taken every which way by the anonymous group. “I guess it can be a little more… intimate.”

“Do you get off on it?” he asks, his hands getting closer and closer to my core. I’m so sore and swollen, but my body reacts as if we haven’t just had the most thorough fucking of our lives, and I know I’ve got the energy for at least one more.

“Oh yes,” I say, stroking Lenny’s hair with one careful hand. He holds my gaze for a long moment, head hovering between my legs. I can feel his breath on my mound and it makes me quiver.

He swipes the towel gently between my puffy pussy lips, holding his breath as he watches my body respond.

“You’re still raring to go, aren’t you? Not even satisfied by all that?”

“What, does that make me a slut or something?” I tease, parting my legs even more, opening up for him.

“The guys are packing up. We gotta head out of here soon. I just wanted to make sure you were alright.”

I have a sudden suspicion.

“Lenny, did you take a turn on me today?”

His face turns red and he looks away. “No, ma’am. It didn’t feel right with so many guys around.”

I run my fingers through his hair and smile. “I want this, baby. It’s okay. I’m sure the guys will understand if you’re a few minutes late.”

For two full breaths, I think I might’ve scared him off. Then he dips his head and gives my clit a long, hard lick. A jolt of pleasure zaps through me, making me cry out.

Encouraged, he laps at my clit hungrily, hands holding me open, fingers digging into my thighs. I’m so sensitive, it only takes seconds for me to take off, whimpering as my pussy clenches, my legs fighting to close.

He sits up and wipes his face off with the back of his arm, then takes off his shirt. His eyes flick to the open door, but I run a hand down his bare chest.

“Don’t worry about them,” I say, softly. “It’s just you and me.”

He swallows hard, then removes his pants and boxers, throwing them onto the floor. I don’t see his boots anywhere and I wonder if he left them at the door, like a good boy.

“You’re a very beautiful woman, Mrs. Winters.”

I don’t correct him. He must be in his early twenties, maybe he has a thing for older women. I’m sure not complaining about his shy, innocent energy. I feel so thoroughly used and fucked today, I crave something a little sweeter to finish it off. If I can’t have my husband, let me fuck the sensitive boy with the sad eyes.

“I’m here for everyone to use, Lenny. Even you.”

Unlike any of the other men today, he’s naked with me. His bare chest glides against my tits as he kisses my neck, my jaw, my lips. His cock bobs between my legs, so I wrap around his waist, urging him inside.

We find where our bodies align and I sigh as he fills me. He buries his face in my shoulder and moves his hips in rolling waves, brushing that deep, pleasurable spot inside me. I run my nails down his back, enjoying the feeling of skin on skin.

“Is this good?” He grunts. His voice is tight, as if he’s holding back already. My heart flutters as I realize—is Lenny a virgin?

“It’s so fucking good,” I praise him. I lick the shell of his ear, clamping my teeth around the lobe. The breath rushes out of him, hot on my neck.

I’m so wet, there’s no resistance as he pumps in and out of me.

“Are you going to cum for me, Lenny? Are you going to fill my pussy with your big load?”

He makes a strangled sound in the back of his throat and his hands clamp around my biceps. He pulls back and watches my face as he falls apart—his jaw dropping and a look of tortured pleasure contorting his features as he shudders.

“Mmm, that’s right,” I cradle his head to my pillowy chest and rub circles on his back while he recovers. If I’m not mistaken, Lenny just lost his virginity, and I couldn’t be more proud.

When he finally comes to, he pushes off of me gently, rolling onto his back. His eyes are wide as he stares at the ceiling. “I should go,” he finally says.

I ruffle his hair again as his hot jizz leaks out of me. “Don’t worry. I’ll see you and the boys tomorrow.”

“You’re doing this again?” he asks, turning to me with eyebrows raised.

“Tomorrow and the next day. My husband gets back on Friday, but we might have time for a little fun then too.” There’s no way I want this to be a one time thing. Assuming I’m not too sore tomorrow, I want to take advantage of the crew while I have them. I’ve never felt so high from sex in my life.

“Okay,” he says, like he can’t believe it. I see his cock already starting to stir, but the foreman’s loud voice calls through the walls. “I really do have to go.” He rolls out of bed and hops on one foot as he rushes to pull his clothes back on. He can’t seem to drag his eyes off my body.

“Let the boys know, okay?” I wink, one hand already starting to drift between my legs. I can’t wait to play in the mess they left for me. I lift a finger to my lips and taste it.

Something like disappointment seems to flash over his face but it’s gone in an instant. “Yeah, I’ll tell them,” he says, buttoning his pants. “See you tomorrow, Mrs. Winters.”

”Bye Lenny.”


Chapter Five

Telling John about my adventures is the highlight of my day.

“How many guys?”

“I couldn’t keep count.”

“We’re you a good little fucktoy for them?”

“The best. I wish you were here.”

“Fuck, Carrie. I do too. Your stories make me so fucking hard. I need you here, now.”

“I know, baby. I miss you too.”

“No, that’s it. The next time I take a business trip, you’re coming with me.”

I hesitate for a moment. Is he jealous? Does he not like that I fucked so many guys when he wasn’t around? As always, he sees right through me, even over the phone.

“Not because I don’t want you to play. Just because I can’t stand to be away from you. I want to lie in bed with you at the end of every day and hear all the delicious horny details of the men who use your body.”

“I love you, John.”

“I love you too.”

The next morning, construction starts right on time. It seems like something encouraged the boys to get up early today.

When I walk out in my robe and say good morning, I meet a lot of shifty eyes and nervous glances. Lenny shoots me a look of longing that makes my pussy wet.

“I just wanted to thank you for all your hard work,” I say, folding my arms over my chest to casually accentuate my breasts.

Derek the foreman coughs, eyes on the floor. “Of course, Mrs. Winters.”

“I’ve got a little work to do this morning,” I bluff, “but I just wanted to throw it out there that later in the afternoon, say around two or so… I’ll be in my bedroom. Waiting. If anyone needs a little break in the AC.”

My words send ripples through the crew. Talk starts to break out and the tension seems to lift.

“Show us your tits!” One shouts, face hidden behind sunglasses and a hard hat. Some of his buddies grumble, but others cheer, and every head turns my way.

My face flushes with the attention, but why the hell not? It’s nothing they haven’t seen before. I open the robe and it drops to my waist. I gather up my big jugs in both hands, squeezing and tweaking my nipples.

The backyard fills with catcalls and whistles. I’m tempted to drop to the dirt and let them take me right there, but I do need them to get some work done on the pool.

“Two o’ clock boys, and I’m open for business.” I wink and sashay away, loving how powerful it feels. How many cocks just got hard for me? How many rough and dirty men will get through their work dreaming of when they’ll get to fill up my holes?

Being a freeuse hotwife is a lot of fun.

I take a long, hot bath, luxuriating in the soapy suds and resting my sore pussy, tingling with anticipation at all the fun we’ll have later.

I wear the blindfold again. I love the anonymity of it. I love imagining that it could be anyone manhandling me, throwing me around my bedroom.

By Day 3, the men get bolder. They greet me with big smiles and shouts of hello and good morning. When 2 PM rolls around, there’s a line at my bedroom door. The sight of it makes me giggle. Even Lenny’s gotten a little less shy, enthusiastically taking his turn with my dripping holes.

Friday morning, our little arrangement has to come to an end. I head out to the backyard with my cup of coffee and step into a chorus of happy shouts and compliments. I can’t stop smiling.

“John’s coming home today,” I tell them. There’s a moment of tension. The men aren’t sure what this means for them. Will he kill them all? Will they be fired? “I’d like to do something really special for him, if you all don’t mind.”

I turn to Derek. “Do you think you guys could all take a break around midday? As many men who want to come.”

“What are you thinking, little lady?” he asks, a proprietary hand giving my ass a squeeze. I squeak and run my hands over his bulging shoulder muscles. I can almost imagine which of the many cocks I’ve fucked belongs to him, just by running my hands over his chest. I wonder if I could identify them all.

I lean closer, inhaling his cologne over the comforting smell of dirt and sweat. I whisper my idea in his ear as my thighs grow hot and slick.

I see his throat bob as he swallows, then a grin splits his face and he nods. “I reckon we can make that happen for you. Noon?”

“Yes, please. Thank you.” I press a kiss to his cheek and go back inside, bubbling over with excitement for my husband to get back and to give him a little surprise.

I can hardly wait. When lunchtime finally rolls around, I pad back to my bedroom, tear off all my clothes, and wait patiently on the bed with the silk blindfold stretched across my lap.

I hear shuffling in the house and my heart starts to pound. My pussy is already flowing like a river. The last few days have been incredible. I’m pleasantly sore all over and somehow still massively horny. It’s like I can never get enough.

My phone buzzes on the nightstand just as a polite knock raps on the bedroom door.

“Come in,” I call out, tapping the screen.

John: Be home soon, beautiful

The foreman enters, followed by Peter, Tom, Lenny, Hunter, Travis, and four other guys. My clit starts to throb just seeing them all in this room. It feels crowded with so many big bodies, thick with testosterone.

“Well, hey there,” I smile. My nipples are already hard as rocks. There’s something heady and incredible about being nude in a room full of burly, fully-dressed men. This is the first time I’ve experienced it with my eyes open. “Did your boss tell you why I wanted you all in here?”

They shift on their feet and look at each other, mumbling.

“He said you want to make a big splash,” one grins. His friend elbows him in the gut and nervous laughter fills the room.

“Bukake,” Travis smirks, making a jack off motion in the air.

“That’s exactly right,” I smile and spread my legs open wide. “I want to show John what a great help you’ve been this week.”

“And he’s definitely not going to kill us?” Peter arches a brow.

“I promise. He’s on his way. Should we get to it?”

I hold the blindfold out to Lenny and he gives a small smile as he takes it from me. The material is soft and comforting. My pussy pounds as soon as my vision goes black, as if it knows what to expect now.

Bodies crowd me on every side. Someone lifts my butt up, wrapping my legs around their waist and slides right into my slick channel. I moan, just as a cock slides over my face. I stick my tongue out, licking eagerly at his balls and shaft until I find the head and he presses into my mouth.

My hands search for purchase on the bedspread, but someone else wraps my fingers around their erection and I instinctively start to pump his shaft. I reach out with my other hand until I find another cock to tease.

The man between my legs grunts, his short but girthy cock stretching me open. When he abruptly pulls out, I sigh, and the cock in my mouth slides deeper. It’s only seconds before someone else steps up, filling me again.

They take turns, moving one after the other, everyone getting close without tipping over the edge. My phone buzzes again. I asked John to let me know when he was five minutes out.

I release the cocks in my hands and tap on the one in my mouth. When he pulls out, I gasp for air, choking on a moan as my pussy clenches around the man between my legs.

“It’s almost time. Can someone help me to the floor?”

So many big, strong hands are on me, I lose count. The men lift me to the soft carpet and I kneel on the ground, still blindfolded. I drop my jaw and resume sucking on someone. He tastes like my pussy and it gives me a thrum of pleasure.

John is almost here. Just thinking the words nearly pushes me over the edge.

“Whenever you’re ready, boys,” I lean back, press my tits together, and let my tongue hang out as far as it will go. The sound of ten men beating off surrounds me on all sides. I’m tempted to peek out from my blindfold, but instead, I start circling my swollen clit, grinding against my hand.

“Cover me with your cum, boys. I want to be filthy with it,” I coax them. Someone starts to erupt. There’s a strangled grunt and then warm liquid splashes my cheek.

“Mmm,” I moan as others follow behind. Spurts of hot, sticky cum start flying from all sides. My face, my back, my tits, my hair.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” someone pants before painting me with his thick release. I lick it off my lips. I scoop it with my fingers and use it to tease my clit.

“You’re so fucking hot,” someone moans.

“Yes, she is.” Blindfold or not, I would recognize that voice anywhere. It makes my toes curl and pleasure zaps through me like a lightning strike, spreading from my clit throughout my entire body. It crushes me like a wave, tossing me in its current. I curl around my hand, working wildly between my legs as my husband slowly approaches and lifts the veil from my eyes.

“I’ll take it from here, guys.” His smile is only for me. The workmen shuffle out awkwardly, stuffing themselves back in their pants and sharing guilty glances, but I only have eyes for my husband. He drops to one knee and swipes a thumb across my cheek, smearing one of the ten buckets of cum. He pushes it into my mouth and I suck him eagerly, my heart racing. “You look fucking gorgeous,” he whispers.

When we’re alone, with the door shut, my handsome man stands tall and unbuckles his leather belt.

“Think you can take one more?” he asks, struggling to unbutton his pants over the bulge.

“I’m always ready for you,” I say, licking my lips. I am truly covered in cum. It drips all over my body, warm and thick, starting to dry, but he’s looking at me like I’m the most beautiful thing he’s ever seen.

He steps closer and I wrap my lips around his swollen head. The taste of him fills my mouth and it feels like coming home. I’ll never get enough of this man. We’ve only gotten closer since he began to share me. I love the familiar weight of his hefty cock as it slides in and out.

He kicks his pants to the side and begins unbuttoning his dress shirt.

“I thought of you every minute I was gone,” he says. He throws the shirt on the bed and holds my face as he rocks his hips. “God I missed that sweet mouth.”

I moan around his cock, looking up at him from beneath my lashes. After days of getting fucked blindfolded, it’s so sweet to see him again. So sweet to know he’s all mine.

He moves his hands behind my head and then buries himself to the hilt. I gag and splutter as I make room in my throat for him, my hands digging into the meaty cheek of his ass.

“Did you miss me?” he asks, not surrendering an inch.

I try to answer, but the words come out a garbled and slobbery mess. He pulls out swiftly and I gasp for breath as he praises me.

“Good girl. Good girl. You’ve done so well for me, baby. Get on the bed.” He helps me up, laying me on our ruined bedspread and holding my legs open wide. “Look at this poor pussy. You’ve taken so many cocks the past few days. You must have really missed me,” he says, trailing his fingers over the sensitive skin of my upper thighs. They’re relatively clean, compared to the rest of me, only slick with my own gushing juices.

“I missed you so much,” I groan, when I feel like my mouth will work again. “I loved being a dirty little slut for you.”

“I bet you did. My filthy, dirty girl. Did you enjoy giving it up to them? Letting them use you?”

“Yes,” I gasp. He knows just how to wind me up. I want him inside me so badly I can barely speak.

“You let them touch you. Fuck you. Plug your holes.”

“Yes.”

“But who does this pussy belong to?”

“You.” He smacks my breast, smearing wads of cum.

“I said, who does this pussy belong to?”

“It belongs to you,” I moan. “Please, baby.”

“Please what?” he asks, torturing me. He pinches and rolls my nipple between his fingers and my back arches off the bed.

“Please fuck my pussy.” His delicious, infuriating touch disappears. My eyes go wide, desperate. Why has he stopped? Oh. “Please fuck your pussy, daddy.”

“That’s my good girl.” He scoops my head off the bed and plunges his tongue into my mouth as his big cock lines up with my entrance and fills me in one quick thrust.

I moan into his mouth and he swallows it, pounding me hard and fast. I suck on his tongue, wrapping my arms around his neck and pulling him into me as he thrusts, reclaiming me.

My husband’s cock is my favorite one of all. When he cums, I follow. My pussy clamps down, milking his cock as he shudders and spurts, filling me up.

“That’s right baby, claim your pussy. It’s all yours. I’m all yours.”

He kisses me deeply and relaxes his body weight until I sink into the bed.

“Have I told you lately you’re the best wife ever?” He nips at my bottom lip.

“Because I let ten guys shower me with jizz as a welcome home present?”

“Because you’re you.”

Two showers and a load of laundry later, we’re cleaned up and John insists he’s taking me to dinner. When I step out of the house dressed up for our date, holding my husband’s hand, the guys cheer and whistle, clapping and stomping their feet. My cheeks flush red but John waves at them happily.

“Thanks for taking care of her while I was gone. Happy wife, happy life.” He grins.

The construction crew did a great job and a few months later, we have an amazing pool. I make sure they get a huge bonus at the end, and I thank them all personally with a little skinny dip to celebrate. It’s not every day a girl gets to make her dreams come true.

I even hooked Lenny up with the next door neighbor. Now that he’s got some experience under his belt, he’ll make the perfect boyfriend. She can thank me later.

I’m holding John to his word that he’ll take me on the next business trip. Just imagining all the dirty fun we can have in a new city gets my blood pumping. I hope he’s ready.

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 on his Business Trip: a BDSM hotwife fantasy

I made my husband promise to bring me on his next business trip, but he only agreed if I'd be his freeuse play thing!




It's a long weekend of edging, servicing his coworkers, and never quite getting what I need, until he finally seals the deal with the rival CEO.




Lance is big black and handsome. And now that they're business partners, my husband invites him back to our hotel room to reward us both. They're celebrating a business deal, but I'm just proud of being such an obedient little hotwife.




Read on Amazon


Download a free book!

[image: ]

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

OEBPS/image_rsrcZH.jpg
e wife-shari i
(X ~»er cabq,nag -o






cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrcZG.jpg





