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FreeUse Room Service


Chapter One

“So you understand the rules, right?” John’s voice is sultry and wicked. I tuck the phone between my ear and shoulder and finish pulling the stockings off my feet.

“You want me waiting in the hotel room, naked, for you,” I confirm, folding my lingerie into a neat pile. I’d picked them out specifically with tonight in mind. I always love acting out my husband’s fantasies. He seems to know what I want before I do.

“You’re not listening, sweetheart. I expect you to answer the door naked and be ready for any one of your holes to be stuffed.”

I swallow, a wave of heat rolling through my body and concentrating in my core. I don’t really see the difference in our explanations but I don’t want to risk contradicting him. My ass still stings from the last time he had to punish me.  “Yes sir, I’m sorry.”

Can he hear how excited I am? How I’ve been fantasizing about this since he told me he booked a room in one of the glitziest hotels in town?

“Go to the window, baby,” he purrs in my ear. I obey, looking out over the twinkling lights of the city. I’m fully on display to all the tiny people below if they only knew to look 20 floors up. The thought makes my nipples harden and goosebumps prickle my skin. “Do you remember when you told me about your sweet dream?”

I blush even though I knew he can’t see me, shying away from the glass, feeling overly exposed.

“It was just a dream.I don’t need anyone but you, baby.” I coo into the phone. I can’t believe I confessed that dream about John sharing me with strangers. We recently opened up our marriage while on vacation. There was a particular cabana boy at our resort in Greece who we got to know, and John invited him into our room to use me any way he wanted. It was unbelievable.

We’ve been together for five years and I’ve never once thought of cheating, but when John admitted that seeing me with another man would turn him on, a whole new world opened up.

Becoming John’s hotwife was better than I ever could’ve imagined. But instead of satisfying my cravings, it seemed to unleash a horny beast inside me. Hooking up with Dimitri was so fucking hot, but I’ve been dreaming of more. More cocks. More pleasure. More anonymity. More freedom.

In the dream, I’d been a free-use slut getting passed around a group of strange men. The excitement of cocks filling every hole had left me aching and wet in the morning. Still half-asleep, I’d told him everything. I am so embarrassed now.

“I know princess, princess. I love you to the moon and back. I just want to make you feel good, give you everything you need.”

“You already do,” I’m practically cradling the phone. I want him here with me now, so I can show him how much I love him. He’s the only one I could ever need.

“Are you still at the window?” he asks.

Slowly, I let myself unfold. I uncross my arms from my chest and straighten my spine. My big, round breasts defy gravity since the surgery— my best feature. Though John would probably say it’s my full lips.

“Yes,” I whisper. There’s a tingling between my legs as I stand here, feeling exposed, wondering what my sexy husband has in store for me this time.

“Put your hands between your legs, sweetheart. You’ve got a beautiful body, Carrie. You should show it off more. Are you touching yourself?”

My fingers skate across my skin, swiping against my sensitive lower lips. I tremble when my fingertips slip between them, touching the warm, wet flesh.

“Yes,” I whisper.

“Your dream made me realize, I’ve been selfish. You deserve to be shared. You deserve to be worshipped.” His words send tingles through my body as I slowly explore my folds.

“Then get over here and get on your knees.” I say. I feel like I can barely breathe. The feeling between my legs is growing to a sharp ache. His words make me feel like a goddess.

“I’ll be there later tonight to hear what you get up to.” I don’t know what he means but I can hear the faint sound of a laugh in his voice. “Is that what you want? To be shared? To be enjoyed? To be used for men’s pleasure?”

My chest is tight, my heart pounding. Why is he saying this? He won’t be here until later tonight? But what will I do about this throbbing in my pussy, growing fiercer by the second?

“I’m not sure—”

“Carrie, I’m asking you a direct question. I want a yes or no answer. You have my complete blessing and all of my love no matter what you choose. Do you trust me?”

“Yes,” I agree readily. John is my rock. If he didn’t have my complete trust, we wouldn’t be able to have nearly so much fun in the bedroom. I’m lucky to have him.

“Do you want to get fucked by another man?”

I can’t contain my sharp gasp. There’s an ache in my throat and I feel like a dirty whore admitting it, but we promise each other the truth above all else, so I squeak out my answer: “Yes.”

Somehow, the world doesn’t end. I can even hear a smile in my husband’s voice.

“Good girl. Would you let a stranger fuck your holes— any of your holes? Use you however they please?”

I swallow, fingers tightening around the phone. “Yes.”

“Are you ready to become a free-use slut and beg men to fuck you?”

The words make something in my chest sputter to life. My fingers find my aching clit and circle around it. I take my time to imagine what it would look like— how it would feel to consent to being used like a toy.

“Oh yes.” The words come out like a moan.

“Then you’re about to have the best night of your life, pretty girl. I’ve arranged a few deliveries for you. I expect you to answer the door completely nude and let whatever happens, happen. I’ll be there tonight to hear all about your slutty adventures and reclaim my wife. Do we have a deal?”

“Yes sir,” I say, two fingers dipping into my hot, wet cunt. Soon, there will be a stranger’s cock inside me. Maybe more than one. Who knows what’s going to happen before John gets here. I have a few tickles of nerves, but I’m mostly curious and excited. He would never let something bad happen to me. “Thank you for doing this,” I say. “For accepting me. I love you so much.”

“I love you too,” he says and I suddenly wonder where he is. Is he sitting in the office while he arranges his own cuckold? Is his secretary listening in to take notes and schedule the deliveries? Will anyone ever find out that I’m naked, alone, and begging to be used by a man other than my husband?

“Make me proud, Carrie,” he says. “I want to come back to find my wife satisfied and dripping with cum. Remember your safe word. You can call ‘red’ at any time.”

“I will,” I say, stepping back from the window. I’m hot all over and my skin feels tight. I need someone to touch me. I’m so turned on, I think I might burst.

A knock on the door nearly makes me jump out of my skin.

“That should be your first special delivery of the night. Have fun, princess.”

I hang up the phone and stare at the door. A mirror by the dresser reflects my body— long, dark hair, perfect tits, and a pretty, trimmed bush. A little pink stud sits in my navel and I tug at it nervously, tiptoeing closer to the door as the person on the other side knocks again.

I glance down at my perky boobs and give them a little jiggle so that the nipples are pink and pointy, looking their best. I hesitate, wondering if I should peek through the peephole first, but I decide to let my mystery visitor be a surprise— it’s more fun that way.


Chapter Two

“Mrs. Winter, a delivery has come for you.” The voice behind the door sounds like a young man. The sound sends a thrill of anticipation through my body. Will he be brave enough to touch me? To use me? I don’t think I can stand to wait any longer.

I bounce up to the door and take a deep, steadying breath before opening it up with a big smile. I’m greeted by a giant bouquet of roses, at least two dozen red stems.

“Oh, those are absolutely gorgeous!” I gush, stepping back and opening the door wide. “Do you mind coming to place them on the dresser?”

I doubt the young man even hears me as he stares at my body, mouth hanging open. After a moment of inaction, he shuffles into the room, neck craning to keep me in view.

“Do you see something you like?” I ask nervously, hands fluttering at my sides. His reaction is flattering, but I don’t know what to do with myself. I’m used to a man who takes charge. Standing here, naked and vulnerable, while he ogles me suddenly feels like being thrust on stage.

“Yes ma’am,” he says, as if realizing that his tongue is practically hanging out of his mouth. He sets the flowers on the dresser and swallows. I watch the bob of his throat. I guess I’ll have to move this along, myself.

“What’s your name?” I ask, licking my lips and taking a slow step closer.

“Brian.” He gives a shy smile and tugs at his shirt collar.

“Do you want to get your cock sucked, Brian?” I ask. He glances toward the flowers, then back at me. “Don’t worry, my husband won’t mind.” I smile.

I’m impatient, butterflies rumbling in my stomach as I wait for his answer. I see the moment he straightens his spine, eyes darkening. He’s made his decision.

“Yeah, if you’re offering,” he says, and his smile feels like a dare. He was shocked at first, but he seems to have recovered. Lust pours off him in waves.

I haven’t been with a man other than my husband in years. Brian has to be more than a decade younger than me, barely out of college, but the thrill of him standing in my hotel room while I kneel down before him, nude, has every nerve in my body buzzing with delight.

“I’m offering,” I say, looking up at him from my knees as I reach out to unbutton his black slacks. His bulge has already made itself known. I use my hands to release his cock, satisfied at the thick club that springs from his briefs.

“Can I touch you?” he asks, like it’s killing him to restrain himself. I love how eager he is. I want to savor every moment of this. I let my lips brush against the head of his cock, smearing his pre-cum as I answer.

“You can do anything you want to me, Brian.”

He reaches for my breast as I wrap my lips around his length. He groans and gropes me, squeezing my big tits in both hands, massaging them almost painfully.

I slide my tongue under his shaft as I test the length of him in my throat. I love the salty tang of a man on my tongue. This feels dirty and wrong and I can’t wait to tell John all about it later.

When his pubic hair starts to tickle my chin, I pause, inhaling and letting my throat adjust to his size. His thumbs flick across my nipples as he groans, rocking his hips gently, silently begging for more.

I blink up at him, giving him a good look as I gag on his length. My tongue is practically lapping at his balls. I wonder what he’ll tell his buddies about this later. The fact that he’s working, the edge of his uniform tickling my face, makes it even hotter.

Then I start to suck.

His hands drop my tits to frame my face as I bob my head up and down, slobbering on his cock. His fingers tighten in my hair as he grunts, letting me set the pace as he fucks my face. Incredible, sloppy blowjobs are my specialty. I can feel my face growing wet and sticky as I gag and splutter on his length.

“Holy shit. Fuck.” Brian’s hands are suddenly grasping at anything. He nearly knocks over the flowers as he leans back on the dresser. “Shit lady, I’m gonna fucking—”

I wrap both hands around his shaft and twist them as I pump. I can feel his balls begin to tighten as I hollow my cheeks, plunging his swollen tip between my wet lips again and again. Saliva is dripping from my lips and chin and splattering onto my tits. I can feel the young man’s eyes on me, drinking me in.

He pulls my head back by my hair and I stifle a groan at how good it feels as he pops out of my mouth. His cock begins to pulse in my hands until thick, sticky wads of cum pump onto my waiting tongue.

I look up at him with sex-glazed eyes as his load drips from my mouth and onto my chest. He tips a finger under my chin and pushes gently to close my mouth. I lick my lips as I swallow, never looking away from him. I press a kiss to the drooping head of his cock as I settle back onto my heels.

Brian looks around the room as if he’s just woken up. He runs a hand through his hair, leaving it disheveled, and catches a glimpse of himself in the mirror.

“Fuck, was that real?” he laughs shakily, tucking himself back into his pants and buttoning up.

“Thank you for bringing my flowers,” I grin at him. I’m bursting inside with excitement and lust. My core is burning hot, dripping my women’s slick down my thighs. He’s young enough that he’ll probably be ready to go again soon, but I don’t want to seem too desperate.

“Yeah.” He runs a hand through his hair again and looks down at me. “Thanks for that, really. But uhhh, I gotta get back to work.”

I try not to be too disappointed. I just sucked a man’s dick who wasn’t my husband. I swallowed his cum. I should be ecstatic right now. But I can’t help feeling like it wasn’t enough. I still want to be fucked and used. God, I really am a needy little slut.

“Of course,” I say, getting up off the floor and reaching past him for a towel to pat myself dry. “Thanks for everything.”

“Yeah, any time,” he says, still looking dazed. He walks toward the door but turns back to drink me in one last time. “Fuck, no one’s going to believe this shit.” He shakes his head and disappears.

Alone again, the emotional high of the moment starts to ebb. I’ve been given free rein to be used by anyone who walks in that door. The next man to stop by is going to fuck me, or I feel like I might actually explode.


Chapter Three

The next knock at the door sets my heart pounding. This has to be the one. My achy pussy is begging for it.

I open the door with a big smile, tits proud and poking out, desperate to be touched. I cleaned myself up a little, but I can still taste the salty tang of cum on my tongue.

“You Carrie?” he asks. His voice is low and gruff. His scraggly salt and pepper beard makes him appear older than he probably is.

“I am,” I smile. Nervous butterflies are tickling me all over. He has to be the one. I hope he doesn’t make me beg.

“John sent me. Chocolate?” He holds out a red box of truffles shaped like a heart, and takes a step closer to the door, peering over my shoulder before returning his piercing gaze to my body.

“Of course! Thank you! Come on in.” I step back and he takes a quick sweep of the room then turns back to me, closing the door.

In the next breath, his hands are on my waist, running over my smooth skin. He feels rough, rugged, and I hope he fucks the same way. I think I’m about to get my wish.

“So John said I can do anything?” It’s a question, but it sounds like a challenge. His gaze is burning as it rakes over my face and he pinches one of my nipples between his fingers.

I feel a flutter of fear and lust mixed together. My pussy pulses. I know that John would never put me in a dangerous situation, but the thrill of the unknown has me dripping wet.

“My safe word is Red, but I’m here to be your fucktoy,” I say, nearly breathless. “What do you want to do to me?”

He backs up and twirls a finger in the air, commanding me to spin for him. I turn, and he comes up behind me, nudging me toward the bed. I climb up on my hands and knees.

“Spread ‘em,” he says. I’m trembling with anticipation as I pull my ass cheeks apart, putting myself on display for this stranger my husband chose.

He grunts in approval. “So if I want, I can even fuck you right here?” he asks, pressing a dry finger against my tight back entry. I can’t resist the urge to push back, encouraging him deeper. God, I need my holes filled.

“Yes,” I whisper, turning back to watch him. Please, please, please put me out of my misery.

“Have you ever had your ass fucked?” he asks, thumb trailing to my pussy lips, dripping with my arousal.

“Of course. I take it in every hole.” I swallow, hard. His hand is so close to where I need him, but he’s deliberately taking his time. My hips are rocking gently, trying to guide his touch to my throbbing clit.

“Has your cunt been fucked today?” he asked, spreading me open with two fingers.

“No.” The word is practically a whimper. “Please.” My voice is cracked, raw.

He pulls back and gives my ass a hard, rough slap. “Flip over. I want to see those tits bounce.”

I’m addicted to the proprietary way he touches me. As if I’m bought and paid for. As if he owns me. I love the feeling of being completely at his mercy. I don’t get a say.

When I’m on my back on the bedspread, he takes my legs and hooks them over his shoulders. I hear the sound of his belt unbuckling and without removing his coat, he buries his cock in my soaked cunt.

“Fuck, you’ve got a tight pussy for a slut.” He grunts as he fills me to the hilt. The feeling is delicious and wrong. He’s thick and hard and I can hardly see him with all the layers he’s got on, but he’s inside me. A stranger is filling and stretching me and it feels so fucking good.

“Do you like that?” he growls. “You like getting used by a dirty old man?”

“Fuck yes,” I say as he gropes my tits, slapping them and tugging on my swollen nipples. I feel like a toy beneath him, something used for his pleasure. I don’t even know his name.

“You’re so fucking wet. You love this. Don’t you, little whore?” His thrusts are hard and punishing. I’m clenching around him, getting closer and closer to my peak, even though his touches aren’t concerned with my pleasure. “Does your husband always rent you out like this?”

”No,” I moan as his big dick hits the perfect angle. “This is the first time.”

He stops suddenly, and I whimper before I can stop myself. I was so close to cumming, but I feel all that built up tension unravel and leave me wanting.

“Did I say something wrong?” My lower lip pouts as he pulls out of me. His cock is proud and red and slick with my juices.

“I’m the first one to fuck you, other than your husband?”

“Yes,” I say, terrified he might leave before I get to finish.

“Then I’m claiming that fucking ass too.” He grabs me by the ankle and flips me over as I squeal. He drags me closer to him and shifts his weight on top of me, nearly knocking the air out of my lungs.

He lines himself up with my back entrance and I groan as his swollen tip nudges at my tightest hole.

His coat smells like cigar smoke and expensive cologne. I wonder if he knows John from work. If they ever talk about me over a smoke and a glass of bourbon. He’ll certainly have a lot more to say after today.

“Bend your knees,” he commands, pulling me closer to him. His facial hair scrapes the back of my neck and it feels delicious. I’m eager to obey and he slips another inch inside of me.

“You sure you can take all this?” The man asks, squeezing his cock around the base and feeding it inside me, slowly, slowly, stretching me wider.

“Yes, I want it. Give me everything,” I beg. My hand slips underneath me and I circle my clit as he sinks further into me. The pleasure makes me tighten, then relax, giving him easier entry.

He shifts his weight, pulls out, and then spears me with his cock. All the air is knocked out of me as he fucks my ass, hard. He plunges in and out, a hand knotting through my hair and arching my neck back. It stings a little, but the pleasure hits me hard in the gut as he stuffs me full.

”That’s right,” he hisses, canting his hips, thrusting again and again. My fingers are slipping through my slick. I’m so turned on, I’m so close to my peak, I’m sloppy and frantic. “Take my cock up your ass. You love it, don’t you?”

”I love your cock,” I cry as my pussy spasms. “You fuck my ass so good.” I clench down, every muscle locking up, and he groans as I milk his cock. My orgasm crashes over me, hard and fast after all the built-up tension. My fingers slip and slide through my empty pussy as a stranger empties his balls in my ass, shuddering and spurting inside me.

He releases my hair and I let my face fall into the bed, trying to catch my breath. With no fanfare, he yanks his cock out of me, leaving wads of cum to drip out of me and stain the bedspread. He spreads my legs wider and watches it drip before giving me another hard slap.

“You were good,” he grunts. “Tell John I said thanks.” And just like that, he’s gone. The door shuts behind him and I’m left facedown on the bed in a puddle of sweat and cum.


Chapter Four

It’s a moment before I can catch my breath. My body feels different. I’ve been thoroughly ravaged by another man and all of my holes are aching with a pleasant burn. He used my body and I still don’t even know his name. A good girl would feel ashamed. Would call her husband begging for forgiveness.

But I’m no good girl. And the last thing John would want is for me to stop now. I roll over onto my back, feeling the stranger’s cream ooze out of me. I catch sight of my face in the mirror. My hair is disheveled, tits red and irritated where he groped me. It looks good, but I want more. I want my pussy filled.

As if I summoned him, there’s another knock on the door.

Flowers, chocolates, what’s next for a free-use hotwife?

I fight a losing battle with my flyaways as I float to the door. I’m a little embarrassed for someone to see me with my body still bearing the marks of the last man, but the nervous flutter in my belly is part of the fun.

“Hello?” I open the door shyly, peeking out to see a middle-aged man in a green coat.

“Delivery for Carrie Winters? I’ll need to see some ID.”

“Let me go grab that. Do you want to come in?” I step away from the door and he pushes it wide, nearly dropping the bottle of champagne when he sees I’m naked.

“What the— listen, lady. I’m married. I can’t—”

“Oh, me too!” I laugh and fish my ID out of my wallet. When I hand it to him, he plucks it from me with two fingers, as if afraid to touch me.

“What, is your husband going to jump out and attack me or something?” He glances around the room before checking the date on my card and thrusting his hands out. He couldn’t get out of the room fast enough. I start to feel a little deflated at his rejection until I see the tent forming in his pants.

“No, I’m a free-use slut. I’m open for anyone to use tonight.” I say as I take the bottle and my ID. I can feel his eyes on my ass as I bend over to tuck it back in my purse. I can’t help but give it a little shake. I wonder if he can see the sticky cum drying on my thighs.

He scoffs, but the sound is strangled. “I don’t know what kind of joke this is…”

“It’s no joke.” I turn to him with a smile and cross my arms over my chest, making my breasts bulge. “Just consenting adults having some fun.”

His eyes flick from me, to the rumpled bed, and back to the hotel door.

“Well, enjoy,” he says, and the lock clicks behind him as he flies from the room.

I sigh and fall back on the bed. Who would have thought it’d be so hard to get my pussy fucked and filled? I’m considering calling John, begging him to come play with me instead when I hear a noise outside the door.

A moment later, there’s a tentative knock. My pussy is thrumming, my nipples tight. I peek through the glass and see the delivery man is back. A smile stretches my lips and I pull the door open, letting him see all of me.

“Your husband isn’t here?” he asks.

“Nope.” I shake my head.

“And you don’t know my wife?”

“Nope.”

“And you want— what is it that you want?” His throat bobs and I love the sight of it.

I lick my lips and let my eyes linger on the bulge in his pants. “I really want to be fucked. I want my pussy filled with cum. Would you do that for me?”

“Fuck.” He looks both directions down the hallway, then pushes into my room. My stomach is filled with butterflies and my core is aching. “How does this work?” he asks.

“How do you want me?” It gives me a secret thrill that he came back. He couldn’t resist me, after all. He pulls off his jacket and folds it on the floor, then his shirt.

So much skin. The other men kept their clothes on. This feels so much more intimate and raw, it turns me on.

“On the bed?” It comes out like a question. I sit on the edge of the bed and spread my legs open, baring myself for him. He sighs. “That’s a very pretty pussy.”

The sound of his zipper makes me clench. His pants hit the floor and he steps out of them, and his shoes. Finally, his briefs come down, revealing a modest, girthy cock. He wraps it in his fist.

“What’s your name?” he asks, coaxing some pre-cum from the tip.

“Carrie.” I smile. It makes me feel good that he asked. “What’s yours?”

“Leon.” A dark cloud passes over his face. “Hold it, you’re not a pro, are you? Not gonna slap me with a huge bill at the end of this?”

“No.” I bite my lip, heart pounding. “I just really love to fuck. Please?”

I reach out and wrap my hand around his shaft, tugging him toward me. I stroke him, swiveling my palm around his head as it weeps pearly drops. I release him and hold his eyes as I lick it off my hand.

“Fuck, okay.” He sounds dazed. I spit in my palm and pump his shaft some more, lining him up with my entrance.

“You’re gonna make me feel so good,” I whisper, leaning back as he climbs onto the bed.

“That’s right,” he says as his swollen head nudges my entrance. I gasp as it breaches, my pussy stretching to take him. “I’ll give you what you want.”

“Please,” I beg, fingers cupping his ass and pulling him into me. He sinks so slowly, one inch at a time, until he bottoms out inside me. We both groan.

“Fuck that pussy is tight,” he hisses. His eyes are squeezed shut. I’m afraid he might be losing his nerve and I’m going to be left unsatisfied again. I roll us over so that I’m straddling him.

“You like that?” I ask, rocking my hips. He groans and his hands shoot to my waist as his head arches back. I hold his gaze as I start to ride him. His mouth hangs open like he can’t believe what he sees.

“Yeah, I like that. That tight pussy bouncing on my cock. Is this what you wanted, Carrie?”

“Oh yes,” I moan, fingers fluttering around my clit. “You fill me up so good.”

I make sure my tits are extra bouncy as I lift up and down on his cock. I love how he fills me. Love how he feels so different from my husband. His body hits new places inside of me, lighting me up. I chase the pleasure I can feel rising to a crescendo inside me.

Everything tightens, clenches, then releases. I’m panting as I rock back and forth, squeezing him with my pussy. My walls contract around him and his eyes go wide as he shudders beneath me.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” he gasps as his fingers dig into my waist, holding me still. He pumps me full, spurting beneath me. I run my hands down his chest as he empties himself deep inside me, giving me what I’ve been craving. I curl one of his chest hairs around my finger and smile as his face starts to clear.

“That felt so good, Leon.”

“Yeah.” His face turns red as he starts to catch his breath. His eyes start darting around the room. “Shit, I don’t know what I was thinking. I’ve got to get out of here.”

He doesn’t exactly throw me off of him, but his anxiety convinces me to move. Warm liquid splashes out of me as I do.

He sees it as he stands, running a hand through hair and exhaling through pursed lips. “Just like that, huh? You like getting filled by a stranger?”

He pulls his clothes back on jerkily as I nod. I swirl two fingers around the mess he made and bring it to my mouth.

“Ah, fuck. Five years and I never cheated. But you open the door, looking like that… what the fuck is a man supposed to do?”

“It’s okay, Leon. I’ll never tell.” I press one finger over my lips. I’m feeling much better now that all my holes have been filled. I think John will be proud of me.

He shakes his head. “Yeah, like anyone would believe me anyway.” Fully dressed, he takes a step closer to me. His thumb draws a line from my clit, down my puffy pussy lips, leaking with cream. He smears it with his finger and my mouth drops open in pleasure, eyes hooded.

“Shit.” He fishes his phone out of his pocket and checks the screen. “I have to get back to work. More deliveries. This was…” He shakes his head in disbelief. “You be careful, Carrie. A nice girl like you…”

“I may be nice, but I also love being a little naughty.” I shrug. “Life is short. Pleasure is good for you.”

“Yeah, I’ll be sure to tell my wife that.” He stuffs his phone back into his pocket and moves toward the door. With a last, lingering look, he leaves me alone again.


Chapter Five

I thought that might be it. Three surprise visitors on my first night as a free-use slut seems like a great start. It’s getting late and I’m hoping that John will be off work soon. I have so much to tell him.

Carrie: Loved my deliveries. Can I share them with you soon?

John: I’ll be there in one hour x

John: Are you satisfied?

Carrie: Not completely. Not yet.

John: You didn’t get enough?

Carrie: Not until I’ve had you

Fuck, I can’t wait. I’m tempted to take my chocolate and champagne and sink into a nice, hot bubble bath. But I can’t clean up before my husband sees the mess we’ve made.

I’m fidgety, rolling around the bed and fumbling through TV channels, debating if I should charge some porn to the room when there’s another knock at the door.

“Room service!”

I jump out of bed and check myself in the mirror again. I’m a beautiful mess. It’s too late to start getting shy now. Maybe I have time for one more adventure before John gets here. Maybe he’ll even walk in on us— the idea lights a fire between my thighs again.

I pull open the door and my eyebrows raise in surprise when I see Brian again. He and another hotel employee are pushing a tray with a singular silver cloche.

“Hey boys, can I help you?” I ask as they share a look. Brian’s cheeks tinge a little pink, but the one I don’t recognize gets a devilish lilt to his lips as he takes in my big, naked tits. His name tag reveals him to be Nick.

“I wanted to bring you something from the hotel, on the house.” Brian bows nearly in half as he removes the cloche, revealing a bowl of chocolate covered strawberries.

“I see.” I can’t help biting my lip as I try not to smile. “And it took both of you strong men to bring that up here?”

“Oh, well—” Brian stutters. Teasing him is too easy.

“Only the best for our VIPs.” Nick turns on the charm. “Should we just leave this in the room for you?”

John should be here soon, and it doesn’t seem like he arranged this encounter. There are two of them and one of me. It feels risky, but I already know I won’t resist. My clit is throbbing, wondering what they have in mind.

“Sure, come on in.” I step back and swing the door open wide. Brian seems to avoid looking at me directly, but his friend’s hungry eyes take in everything. I know he can see the semen drying on my thighs. I sigh, reaching for one of the strawberries and wrapping my lips around it. When I take a bite, it’s sweet and juicy and drips down my chest. “These are delicious. I wish I had some cash to tip you boys, but as you can see…” I pat my thighs as if looking for a wallet and shrug.

Brian wets his lips. Nick takes a step closer.

“You could show your thanks in other ways. Brian said you were very talented.” He hasn’t touched me yet, but the thin air between us is charged with electricity.

“Aww, that’s so sweet of you,” I grin at him and offer my strawberry. Brian gulps then opens his mouth to take a bite. “What exactly did he say?” I turn back to the more brazen one.

“He said you’re incredible at sucking cock.” He doesn’t blink. He holds my gaze with an intensity that makes my pussy clench.

“Oh that’s definitely true. I’ve had a lot of practice.” I roll my shoulders back, stretching my spine and pushing my tits out.

“A beautiful woman like you? I’m not surprised.” Nick grins and it’s nearly feral. I’m dripping wet. I hate how much I love his young bravado, but it makes me squirm. Brian watches us nervously. “What about your other holes?”

“What about them?” I take another bite and moan softly.

“Are they incredible at taking cocks? Do they get a lot of practice?”

“Would you like to find out?” I drop to my knees on the carpet. Both men are standing in front of me, fully dressed, while I’m naked, wet, and leaking. My husband could be here any second and catch me with them.

Nick and Brian share another look and their hands go straight to their pants. In a flash, they’re both out and proud in front of me, cocks standing at attention. I take one in each hand, teasing their velvety shafts, cupping their balls.

Brian groans as Nick stands stiffly, straightening his spine. I flick my tongue over the head of his cock, enjoying the way he twitches. I’m going to have fun with these two.

I push them closer together and grab their cocks with one hand, sucking them into my mouth at the same time. Brian grabs Nick’s shoulder as he shudders. I bob my head over their shafts, sucking and licking, slobbering and choking. I’ve never sucked two cocks at the same time before. My mouth feels stretched to its limits.

I start taking turns, swallowing one deep into my throat while I pump the other, then switching back. Clumsy fingers pinch at my nipples, groping and squeezing. I’m working them both up into a frenzy, but I can tell that neither is satisfied. We all want more.

“Stand up.” Brian gasps, finally taking charge. He captures my mouth in a claiming kiss, sweeping with his tongue. Nick groans, moving behind me, hands crawling over my waist, my ass, between my legs.

“She’s soaked,” he grunts. “She really does love getting used by two cocks.”

“Yes she does,” I pant. I kind of love how he talks about me as if I’m not there.”

“Prove it.” He slaps my ass with a loud crack. I moan and bend over as he pushes down on my back. His erection presses up against my swollen folds, dripping with slick and cum. “Suck his cock while I fill you.”

“Yes,” I moan again, pushing back against him. He swipes his cock up and down my slit, soaking himself in my wetness. My lips part as I get to eye level with Brian’s cock, leaking from his tip, and I lick it up before taking him into my mouth. I groan around him as his friend pushes into me.

My pussy stretches and wraps around his cock. It’s the biggest one I’ve had today. Bigger than my husband’s. He holds me in place as he sinks inside me, praising me as I take every inch.

“That’s right, slut. Take it. Thank me for it.”

“Thannyouu,” I groan while Brian slides in and out of my throat. The words are muffled around his cock. He twitches as I clench around him again. Nick’s cock is like magic, stretching and filling me, hitting that special spot deep inside me. I don’t want it to stop.

Over my head, the boys grab hands, completing the Eiffel Tower position. I feel bent in half, bodies thrusting into me from either side. I feel sexy and powerful.

“You want in on this, Brian? She’s pretty tight, but I reckon we can fit two in there. Will your husband mind if we stretch you out a little?” Nick gives my ass another slap.

Fuck, two cocks in my pussy? I’ve never been double penetrated before. I’m genuinely not sure if I’ll be able to take it. Nick pulls out and his wet cock slaps against my ass as he pushes me toward the bed. Brian’s cock slips out of my lips with a wet plop.

“Are you sure that’ll work?” Brian asks, drinking in the sight of my freshly fucked pussy spread out on the bed.

“Of course it’ll work. What do you think?” He turns to me and my chest is tight with excitement and anticipation. “Unless you’d rather have one up your ass.”

He plunges two fingers into my slit, the wet squelch fills the room as I arch my head back. “I want to.” It’s barely a whisper. “I want both of you inside me.”

He slips another finger inside. Then four. They fit easily. He curls his fingers inside me and I groan and squirm beneath him.

“Have you taken this pussy for a ride yet?” he asks Brian, thrusting his whole hand in and out of me, driving me wild. “Get in there, bro.”

Brian swallows and approaches me. “Get underneath her.” Nick directs. He lays on the bed and I climb on top of him. I never thought, at my age, I’d be straddling a guy in his early twenties. I can still see his acne stars. They make him even more endearing.

“Are you ready?” I ask and he nods before I sink down onto his cock. His eyes roll back and jerks his hips, fucking me deeper. He’s not as big as his friend. I’m suddenly glad I get to have both of them. John will never believe everything I got up to during my first free-use experience.

“That’s right, ride his cock.” Nick slaps me again. I love the heat of his hand on my ass. It hurts just the right amount to dial up my pleasure. “Bend over, baby. Let me see that pussy work.”

I lie down flat on Brian’s chest. My tits rub against him and he wraps his arms around me, tangling his hands in my hair. It feels close. Intimate. I wonder suddenly if Brian was a virgin before today.

Nick’s hands frame my ass, spreading my cheeks, watching me work him. I hear him spit, and a few heartbeats later, there’s a nudge between my legs. “Slow down, baby. Let me squeeze in there.”

The moment the head of his cock touches my entrance, I know there’s no way this is going to work. Even with my pussy slick, wet, and dripping with arousal, there’s just not enough room for two cocks.

He pushes in anyway. I groan, a deep guttural sound, and Brian sucks my tongue into his mouth again. I lose myself in him as his friend pushes inside me, stretching the limits of what I think is possible. It stings, it burns, but my body somehow adapts and accepts him. A heartbeat later, the mushroom head of his uncut cock gets swallowed up inside me.

“Ohhhhh fuck,” I cry out, digging my nails into Brian’s shoulders.

“You’re doing so good. I knew you could do it. Just relax for me, baby. Relax that pussy for me so I can push inside.”

Oh god, he isn’t done yet? There’s more? But of course there’s more. He has the biggest cock I’ve taken today, and now he’s stuffing it inside my already full pussy. I feel like my body might actually burst.

But he slides deeper. And before I know it, I’m pushing my ass back against him, silently begging for more. He buries himself inside me, and we all freeze. The boys give me some time to adjust to the feeling. Will I split apart at the seams? Can my body take any more?

“That’s a good girl.” Nick strokes my hair like a spooked horse, but the praise feels good. It makes me clench, then release. He slides a little bit deeper.

Before I’m fully ready, he starts to move. Pumping himself in and out of me with tiny movements. Brian starts to shift beneath me. Suddenly they’re both thrusting, filling me, moving inside me, their cocks rubbing against each other and splitting me open.

It feels like fucking heaven. I prop myself up just enough for Brian to suck my tit into his mouth. His teeth scrape at my nipple and the sensation distracts me from the impossible, overwhelming feeling of fullness. My body is absolutely stretched to its limits and I’ve never felt sexier.

Maybe that’s why we all fail to hear the automatic lock. The door opens and my suddenly husband is standing there, watching me get stuffed and fucked by two cocks.

“Hi honey.” He grins. “I’m home.”


Chapter Six

“Oh fuck, oh fuck.”

Brian erupts first, but as his cock twitches and spurts, Nick isn’t far behind. The surprise pushes them both into their climax, filling me with a double helping of cum.

I’m panting, exhausted, overwhelmed, and completely satisfied. One cock slips out of me as my husband watches, a smirk playing on his lips.

“Am I late to the party?”

“I’m sorry sir, I thought— she said—”

“We didn’t mean any—”

“Relax, boys. My wife is free-use tonight. It looks like you gave her exactly what she was asking for.”

They couldn’t get their clothes on fast enough. Zippers zipped and belts buckled in seconds flat. I stretch out in the bed, tingling all over, sex-drunk and satisfied, and craving my husband’s body next to mine.

“Thanks Mrs. Winters.”

I twinkle my fingers at Brian and the boys dash from the room, looking guilty as sin.

“You must have made their night.” Lincoln’s voice was dripping with lust. “How did it feel to have two cocks sharing my pussy?”

“It was—” I swallow, my throat thick. “It was good.”

“Let me see you.”

I open my legs and let him see the overstuffed creampie dripping out of me. He unbuttons his dress shirt, baring his chest before he approaches the bed.

“How many men did you let use you tonight?” he asks, stroking my thigh as he sits on the bed.

“Four,” I choke out. “One came back for more.”

“That’s my girl,” he says, then leans over to remove his shoes, then his pants. When he’s naked beside me, his erection presses against my thigh. “I imagine you’re too sore to take your husband after all that excitement.”

Even the ghost of his fingers against my swollen lips is overstimulating, but I need him.

“Never,” I whisper. “I always want you.”

“Carrie, you’re dripping with the seed of other men. How many of them did you let cum inside my wife?”

“Three,” I rasp. “And one in my ass.”

His breath catches and one slender finger slides inside me. Semen oozes out into his hand.

“Fuck Carrie, are you sure you can take me right now? I don’t want to hurt you.”

“Always. Please, John. I need you inside me. Make it the perfect night.”

“I won’t last long. I’ve been thinking about you all night.”

“I need you,” I say again.

He moves on top of me. I wrap my legs around his waist and he guides his hard cock into my sore, aching cunt. He fucks the cum of three other men deeper inside me, even as the excess dribbles down the sides.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moan, clenching around him. I feel used, stretched, drained, and filled. The familiar feeling of my husband’s cock inside me is like coming home. His reclaiming lasts only minutes. It’s all I can take.

“My perfect, sexy, free-use wife,” he groans, kissing my swollen lips. He shudders and empties himself inside me, the fourth one to cum in my pussy today. The one who brought my ultimate fantasy to life.

“Did you like your gifts, sweetheart?”

“Yes,” I whine. “It was a perfect night. But I don’t know if I can even move now.” I laugh.

He pulls out of me with a squelch and we both watch as I leak onto the sheets.

“I’m going to draw you a bath.” He kisses my forehead and disappears into the other room. I hear the water turn on, and smell soapy bubbles drifting out of the bathroom. He’s everything I’ve ever wanted and more. The fact that he’s willing to share me like this just makes me want him more.

When he climbs back onto the bed, my eyes are nearly drifting shut. I can’t get the image of my pussy stuffed with two cocks out of my mind. I don’t know if I ever will. Or if I want to.

“We’re never going to be able to come to this hotel again.” I laugh as he runs a hand through my tangled hair.

“Why, you don’t think those boys would like to see you again?”

“You probably scared them out of their minds!”

He kisses my forehead and guides me to the bathroom. As my body slips into the hot water, I feel all the tension draining from my muscles.

“Whenever you’re ready, we can do this again. Here, or somewhere else. Anywhere you’d like. I’d love to see you getting shared and used somewhere more public… the club maybe?”

“You want me to be a free-use slut at the golf club?” It had to be biologically impossible for my body to get turned on again so soon, but there was definitely something stirring to life beneath the bubbles.

“I want to see you look this happy and satisfied as much as I possibly can.” He presses a kiss to my forehead and pushes a piece of dark chocolate into my mouth. The rich flavor explodes on my tongue and I moan.

“Deal,” I said and sank deeper into the tub. “I have the best husband ever.”

“And I have the best slutwife”


FreeUse For His Golf Club


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.


FreeUse For the Construction Crew


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.


FreeUse On His Business Trip


Chapter One

“But baby, you promised you’d take me this time.” I am a master pouter—making my lips big and kissable.

“I know honey, but it’s going to be so boring. I’m taking a red eye and I’ll be in business meetings the entire time.” John tries to distract me with a charming smile. “We can have dinner when I get back. I’ll buy you roses.”

“But you promised! Last time you left me home alone I let a construction crew run a train on me. You said you missed me so much, you couldn’t imagine ever going on another trip without me.” I’m laying it on thick, but this is important to me. I know he’s going to meet with a big client and he’ll need me there for moral support and stress relief. I’m really good at that.

I see the memory spark something in his eyes. His pupils widen and he moves closer to me, instinctually. Heat rolls off his body and I know that I have him. He needs me too.

“I suppose I did say that.” He strokes his chin and the lilt to his lips makes my belly flutter. “And you’re right. I can’t stand being away from you.” His hand slides around my hip and he pulls me into his chest.

“Besides, I can make my own fun. You know that.” I relax into his arms, confident that I’ll get what I want.

“Mmm. I’ve seen the evidence splattered all over your pretty face and tits.” He traces a finger over my lips and I kiss the tip.

“And everywhere else.” I grin, remembering how I knelt in a circle of ten men and let them cover me with their cum. It’s a good memory. John and I talk about it in bed all the time.

“Fine. You drive a hard bargain, Carrie.” He lifts the swell of my big, bouncy tits like he’s weighing them in his hands. “I suppose I should book your ticket. Business class?”

I scoff and roll my eyes. “No hanky panky until we’ve got two seats next to each other. But after that, I’m your freeuse slut, ready to service your every need”

“Yes ma’am.” He tweaks my nipple but lets his hands fall. I’m already mourning the loss of his touch, but there are better things to come.

“Let me know when it’s booked.” I press a kiss to his cheek and sashay out of the room. He’s intoxicating. If I stand in his orbit another minute, our clothes will be strewn across the floor. I know some things about business too. Sometimes a woman has to negotiate for what she wants. I know what sort of value I add to his life. That’s why we’re so perfect together.

*****

The plane is dark and sleepy, taking off at almost 3 AM. John was right—it’s a little boring, but our cushy seats in business class aren’t half bad. We have so much space tucked away in our corner, it almost feels private.

He must be thinking along the same lines.

“Happy?” he asks casually, but I can feel the laser-like focus of his gaze. It makes my nipples grow tight and my core starts to burn.

“I am.” My smile is smug as I wriggle deeper into my comfortable chair. It doesn’t lie completely flat, but it’s pretty close. I thumb through the amenity bag we were given at boarding and pull out the sleep mask. Memories of being blindfolded while the construction crew took turns with my holes makes me blush. I swear John can scent my arousal from a mile away.

He places a hand on my wrist. “Going to sleep, love?”

“It’s pretty late. Did you have something else in mind?” My legs press together tightly, trying to contain the growing ache inside me.

“It’s been a while,” he says thoughtfully, stroking my arm. Goosebumps tingle over my skin and I have to fight to keep my gaze from locking onto his impressive bulge. “Is the plane ride part of my freeuse package?”

“Yes,” I nod eagerly, all thoughts of sleep wiped from my mind. “I’m available for whatever you need. That’s why I’m here.”

“Just me?” He presses, inching closer to my cleavage. When he pinches my nipple through the fabric, my head falls back with a pleasurable sigh.

“Anything you want. You’re the boss.” He squeezes and twists and my pussy starts to gush.

“If I’m the boss, does that mean you’ll do anything I say?”

“Yes.” The word comes out breathless. The pressure on my nipple grows cruelly tight. My eyes widen as understanding dawns. “Yes, sir,” I amend.

“Good girl.” He releases me and my breasts pulse with heat. I resist the urge to rub them and soothe the ache, waiting to hear my instructions.

He leans closer, his masculine scent invading my space. I melt into a puddle whenever he’s near me. It’s hard to focus on his words when the stubble on his cheeks scrapes my soft skin, but I get the gist as he presses something into my hand.

“Yes sir.” I nod obediently, lust coiling in my belly. I unbuckle my seatbelt and wander to the bathroom in my spiky heels, smiling at a flight attendant like I’m not about to plug up my asshole in the bathroom.

The bathrooms in business class always smell great and I’m thankful for the extra space as I lock the door behind me. I take a moment to adjust to the bright lights then check myself out in the mirror. Long, dark hair cascades in waves and my chest looks amazing in this dress.

Following John’s instructions, I step out of my panties and inspect the silicone butt plug he gave me. It’s pink and fat with a flared tip and jeweled end. It’s going to make me feel full and tight for the rest of the flight, but I love the sensation. I hope this means he might fuck my ass back at the hotel. I love a good stretch.

I don’t have any lube so I try sucking on the toy, but my mouth is too dry. Instead, I spread my legs and swirl it around my pussy, already wet and ready. Nothing turns me on like my sexy older husband when he goes dominant. Something about being ordered around and used for men’s pleasure makes me feel on top of the world.

I think about him as I dip the plug in and out of my pussy, lathering it with my juices. When it’s nice and slick, I bend my knees and press it against my tight back entrance. The ring of muscle resists the foreign penetration but with a little wiggling, steady pressure, and a few playful tugs on my nipples, it starts to sink in.

I prop one foot up on the sink and watch my face in the mirror as my mouth drops open. Yes, that’s fucking good. I definitely need my ass pounded later. I hope that’s what John has in mind. Something tells me he won’t be taking any requests on this trip.

When I’m his freeuse slut, anything goes. I fully consent to him using me any way he wants. Knowing that my body pleases him gets me off in the best way. And if I’m really lucky, he’ll share me with a few of his coworkers too. We both get such a rush from letting other men take his fucktoy for a ride.

The butt plug slips fully inside with a pop, my tight channel sucking it up eagerly. I moan, my fingers flitting over my clit as pleasure spikes through my core. I won’t cheat, though. He didn’t say I could make myself cum, he just told me to insert the plug and bring him back my panties.

My pussy is already drooling as I straighten up and wash my hands. How long is this flight again? How long will I be plugged up, horny and unsatisfied?

I wander down the aisle feeling like all eyes are on me. It’s dark, and most people are sleeping, and no one has any idea that I’m going commando with my asshole stuffed, but I feel it all the same. That awareness of every movement, that sensation of fullness, it makes me feel dirty and horny and I race through the plane, back to my husband.

“Mission accomplished.” I hand him the scrap of silk as proof and settle back into my chair.

“Good girl,” he says and my legs part instinctively. When he doesn’t immediately move his hands between my thighs, I give a soft whimper.

“What?” he chuckles, eyes dripping over my chest and my open legs. “Did you need something?”

”No,” I grumble as my pussy clenches in protest. The worst part of being freeuse is that I’m also free to not be used. John knows how much teasing and orgasm denial riles me up. I should have known better, I mean we are in public on a plane, even if no one can see us.

“Comfortable?” He smirks.

I bite down on my bottom lip to hold back the words fighting to get out. It’s way too early to start begging, no matter how horny I am. “Mmhmm,” I mumble through my closed mouth.

“I’m not,” he sighs and shifts in his chair. I hadn’t noticed the jacket in his lap. He moves it, revealing a mouthwatering bulge in his dress pants. I swallow hard. “Think you can help?” He raises his eyebrows suggestively.

I lick my lips. “Of course.” My heart is pounding as I unbutton his pants and release the zipper. His cock springs out, shielded by his silk boxers. He adjusts his seat so that he’s leaning back, relaxed, as my whole body grows taut and my attention narrows to that one appendage. I wrap my hands around his shaft and a shiver runs down my spine.

God I love my husband’s cock. My pussy clenches and I feel the solid intrusion of the plug. I wish I could just climb onto his lap and let him fill me up, but someone would definitely notice that. If I just stroke him quietly though, no one will be any the wiser.

My mouth starts to water as I reach beneath the silk to his bare flesh. Beads of pre-cum are leaking from his tip and I swipe my thumb across them, lubing up the head. God, he’s so hard and thick. It would feel so good sliding into me.

I get to work, squeezing, stroking, and teasing my man. His cock stands at attention as I trace the veins with my fingers and cup his heavy balls.

Fuck, I want him so bad. My tits are aching. My pussy is gushing. My ass is squeezed so hard around the plug, it might leave a permanent indent. But John looks completely at ease, his eyes fluttering closed as I give his cock my full attention. I really do feel like a sex toy, giving him pleasure with no mind for my own. It turns my desire up to 11.

After a few more minutes, his eyes pop open. “I’m close,” he says. “Swallow it.”

The words make my clit pulse. My heart is racing as I glance up and down the aisle, but we’re out of view of the sleeping passengers and even the flight attendants have disappeared.

“Carrie,” he warns.

I drop my head and purse my lips around his swollen tip. It’s fat and throbbing, and as I wrap my tongue around to swipe at his frenulum, he jerks in my hand.

Hot ropes of cum spurt down my throat. I swallow quickly so I don’t gag and roll my lips so I don’t miss a drop. His cock sputters, unleashing buckets of his thick release and I drink it all down. My breasts are pressed against his thigh, my ass wiggling in my seat, but he still doesn’t touch me, even though my body is screaming for it.

“Mmm, that’s my good girl,” he praises me, tucking a loose strand of hair behind my ear as I finally sit up and wipe my mouth. He lifts his hips and readjusts his pants, tucking everything away. “You really should come on all my business trips.”

I’m wet, horny, with a plug in my ass, and aching all over. I’m glad he enjoyed it, but what about me?

“I’m going to try to catch some sleep before we land. Early start tomorrow.” He pats my thigh and takes a deep inhale of my panties before stuffing them in his pocket. “Good night, Carrie.”

I’m so mindlessly horny that it takes me a few moments to realize what he’s saying—that’s it. He’s not going to get me off. He’s going to sleep.

“Good night,” I force through gritted teeth and lean back in my chair, my body pulsing. I can feel every centimeter of the plug stretching my asshole. I can taste his cum in the back of my throat. My pussy is begging for attention, but I take some deep breaths, willing my body to relax, and for sleep to come.

Being a freeuse slut means I don’t always get to cum, but it doesn’t mean I have to like it. I wonder if he’s punishing me for being so bratty and insistent about tagging along on his quick business trip. If so, then I shouldn’t complain. I’ll just have to blow his mind and be the best little fucktoy he’s ever had so he can’t help wanting to get me off over and over again.

If I’m really really good, maybe he’ll take me on every trip from now on.


Chapter Two

At the hotel check-in desk, I’m still tired, tight, and achy. John looks rested and satisfied as he gives a long stretch. It’s almost 6 in the morning, so there’s still a few hours left before his big team meeting.

The elevator ride up is excruciating. Our reflections are mirrored back from every wall. His broad shoulders and tight ass make my mouth water. He eyes me hungrily, raising his eyebrows and squeezing his bulge.

He’s ready for more. Finally! My pussy clenches with approval and like a good wife, I quickly drop to my knees. I lick my lips eagerly as I reach for his pants, but before I can release the zipper, the elevator dings.

The doors slide open as I gasp. I move to stand, but John’s hand shoots out to hold me in place. My cheeks turn red as I bury my face in his crotch, embarrassed.

“Oh—sorry John. I was just—breakfast—I’ll wait for the next one.” A deep voice splutters. I think I recognize it, and the realization makes heat throb in my core. What will he think about seeing me on my knees?

“No problem, Michael. Just checking in with the wife. I’ll see you at the meeting at 9.”

“Of course.” I can’t see him, but I can hear the smirk on his face. The doors slide closed and I look up at my husband, tingling all over. I feel like such a dirty slut, getting caught by his partner like this.

“Well?” He prompts, rocking his hips gently. I get to work, unwrapping his cock like a present. My body is screaming out for more, but Freeuse means I’m available for my husband any time anywhere. If he wants a blowjob in an elevator, that’s exactly what I’ll give him.

I make every effort to absolutely blow his mind. I lick and kiss the head of his cock, flicking him with my tongue then tasting him with long strokes like a soft serve. I take him halfway down my throat, gagging and spluttering before the elevator doors open again.

I turn, slobber dripping down my lips, both hands wrapped around his shaft, but the hallway is empty.

He presses my head back down with a soft grunt. The doors roll closed and the elevator car remains still as I slurp my husband’s fat cock. I bet he’s got a fantastic view of me from all sides in the full mirrors.

I’m so turned on by the fact that someone might catch us. My pussy is drooling and my head bobs frantically. The plug in my ass makes itself known again as my inner muscles clamp down.

I’m gagging enthusiastically on his cock, so lost in the movements that I’m on the edge of cumming myself—when he pushes gently on my shoulder until his cock pops free of my swollen lips.

I make a little noise of protest, my pussy feeling empty and achy, but I know how this works—I might get off from being used like a little fucktoy, but my orgasms are at his discretion.

He smirks as he tucks himself away, then helps me off the floor. He wipes my face with his hand and reads the lustful defiance in my eyes.

“You wanted to come on this trip. You know the rules.”

“Yes sir.” I say it through a forced smile and I have to carefully measure my breaths, but I get the words out. He smirks and cups my face before he kisses me. His tongue sweeps through my mouth and all the tension seems to melt away.

“Let’s get to our room,” he whispers, jabbing the button so the doors slide open again.

“Do you remember the last hotel we stayed in together?” I ask, my fingers intertwined with his. I can’t help admiring his strong build as he leads the way.

“When you opened your legs for anyone who came through the door?” His eyes light up with heat.

“You arranged for strangers to come fuck me. It was so exciting. You always make my fantasies come true.” I can see the reaction my words are having on him. My belly is hot with desire.

“Get on the bed. Face down.” He opens the door to reveal a King-sized bed. Our luggage is already tucked away in the corner. My clit throbs with giddy anticipation and I jump to follow his command.

I sit up on my knees and press my head onto a pillow, spreading my ass cheeks with my hands.

He makes an approving sound in the back of his throat as he gropes my curves. I shiver as his hot breath tickles my exposed crack, and his gentle fingers probe the plug.

“Such a good girl, training her holes for me. Do you want this out?”

“Yes sir,” I nod eagerly, my words swallowed up by the pillow. Especially if he’s going to replace it with his cock.

I groan as he lifts the flared end and removes the toy from my tight ass. If a slight breeze brushed my clit, I would cum so hard I’d forget my own name, but he keeps his movements isolated and controlled. I whimper as my asshole gapes. He runs one thick finger around my tight ring of muscle and I gasp when he pushes inside.

A finger isn’t enough. My holes feel so empty. They ache to be filled. I want him so badly.

But instead of stuffing me full the way I so desperately crave, he pulls out. The hand on my waist starts to shake, and I turn my head to see what’s going on.

John’s pants are around his ankles and his fat cock is in his hand. Instead of using my holes, my husband is jacking himself off, denying me in the cruelest way possible. Before I can even think of what to say, he grunts.

“Oh fuck baby.” His fingers tighten on my flesh. My pussy clenches on air. My clit throbs, swollen and desperate for attention. Even my stretched asshole gapes, desperate to be filled.

John gasps as he shudders, then his hot sticky load covers my ass in thick spurts. It drips down my crack, coating my pussy lips, and I whimper as I yearn to rub it between my folds.

John wipes his dripping cock across my ass, admiring the mess he made.

“Mm!” He gives me an appreciative spank. “You were right. It’s so good having you here.” He walks to the bathroom and throws a towel out to me. “I should probably try to catch another hour of sleep before this meeting.”

I mop myself up and finish undressing. I can practically hear him chuckling to himself as he brushes his teeth. He hasn’t touched my pussy once or even let me get myself off. Sure, I could sneak one in if I wanted—it probably wouldn’t take more than ten seconds at this point—but I like letting my husband have control. He’s never steered me wrong yet.

So even though I’m frustrated, my body tight and unsatisfied, I still cuddle up next to him and kiss him on the cheek as he turns out the light.

“So proud of you, baby.” He presses a kiss to my forehead, validating my choice not to whine and complain or go against his wishes. His praise feels almost as good as an orgasm anyway. “I love you.”

I squeeze my thighs together and nuzzle into his chest. “I love you too.”


Chapter Three

I don’t hear John leave, thankfully, so I get to sleep in. I shower and order some room service for brunch and flirt with the idea of opening the door naked again, but John is up to something and I decide to just trust him, even if I’m jonesing to get properly fucked.

Around midday, I think I’m going to get my wish.

“Having you here is fantastic,” he says, kicking off his shoes and hopping on one leg as he undresses in record time.

“Perks of having a freeuse wife.” I wink as I open my bathrobe, giving him a full view of my scrubbed and shaved body. ”Which of my holes will you be using today, sir?” I tease.

“I need to feel that tight pussy wrapped around me,” he grunts, backing me up against the wall. “I’ve only got a few minutes.”

God yes. I feel electrified. My nerves are all buzzing. ”We better make them count.”

He spins me around and drops the robe from my shoulders, leaving me bare. He runs his hands down my back and shoulders, kneading the muscles as he worships me with his hands. I press mine firmly against the wall and arch my back, pushing my tight ass against his stiffening cock.

He swipes a hand through my pussy lips and growls with approval. “Always so wet and ready for me.”

Of course I am. I’ve been horny and unsatisfied for hours now. He nudges my legs open with his knee and spears me with his cock, filling me with one deep thrust.

“Fuck, my wife has the greatest pussy of all time.” John tugs my hair back and sinks his teeth into my neck. I cry out, rolling my hips, trying to take him deeper, harder. I want it all.

His hot tongue floods my ear. My muscles start to clench. My release is so close. He grabs me by the tits, using them to pump my whole body over his long, thick shaft.

“Yes, baby. Just like that,” I groan, my nails digging into the drywall.

He uses my body like a fleshlight, pumping in and out with long, deep strokes. His fingers dig into my hips, and I rock against him, trying to guide his hands just a few inches closer to that tight bundle of nerves between my legs.

But with a ferocious grunt, he jerks behind me. His cock spasms, filling me up, and before I can chase him into bliss, he steps back. Wads of his hot release drip down my legs. My mouth drops open.

“John!” I shout, my mind howling in indignation. I was so, so close. The orgasm starts to ebb away, leaving me tired and even more achy than before.

“Is there something wrong, sweetheart?” He asks, that devilish smirk twisting his lips again. “I just needed a quickie.”

I stomp to the bed and sit down, arms crossed across my chest. “No,” I pout, shifting uncomfortably as he starts pulling his clothes back on. My clit is throbbing almost painfully. I’m almost desperate enough to start humping the pillow.

“Sure you’re not missing anything?” His taunting voice is only winding me up more.

“I’m fine. Just happy to be here.” I grit my teeth into a smile, but my arms stay wrapped around my sides. He straightens his jacket and sits beside me on the bed, trailing his hand up my thigh.

“You know, some of the guys have been asking about you.”

“Michael?” I ask, a flood of heat rushes through me. He caught us in the elevator—of course he wants to know more about John’s slutty wife.

“Others too. Word got around after the golf club. You’ve got some admirers.”

My pussy pulses as his fingers finally find my clit and slowly start tapping the swollen bud.

“What about it?” I spread my legs, encouraging his touch. Each infuriating slap of his finger against my tight bundle of nerves sends a shockwave through my body. I hate it, but I can’t move away from the friction. I’m so sensitive, it’s overwhelming, but I need that sweet release, and he can tell.

“Well, maybe I could let them know I’ve got a freeuse slut up in Room 2105 who isn’t feeling satisfied yet.” He’s teasing, but the fire in his eyes is real.

I bite my lip. “Do it.”

He presses his thumb down on my throbbing clit and before he can complete a full circle, my body contorts. I reach out and grab his shoulder for stability as I break over that tiny point of contact. All the tension in my muscles snaps, growing slack as my pussy clenches on air.

“Such a good girl for me” he coaxes as I melt back onto the bed. It’s not what I need—I won’t be fully satisfied until I’m cumming all over a big, fat cock—but it finally takes the edge off. “So patient. So trusting.”

“I trust you,” I nod, as he sucks my release off the pad of his thumb. His eyes darken as he tastes me and his eyes flick to my pussy like he’s dying for more, but he pulls himself away.

“I’ll let them know you’re available then. We really need everyone on their A game this weekend. I knew I could count on you.”

“And they won’t mind that I’m already filled with your cum?” I ask, spreading my legs wider and stroking my creamy folds with two fingers. Not enough to feel good, just playing a little in the sloppy mess he made.

Lust rolls off my husband in waves, but he takes another step toward the door, away from me. I frown, tracing my hand up over my curves, and around the swell of my breasts.

“They get to fuck my wife’s pussy. They’ll take what they can get.” He shakes his head as if clearing it of the spell I’m trying to cast. “Make me proud,” he winks. “I’ve got to get back.”

As the door closes behind him, I snap my legs shut and sigh. What’s a girl got to do to get a truly mindblowing orgasm around here? I hope whoever he sends up isn’t playing this orgasm denial game too. It’s starting to feel more like a punishment, and not the kind I like.

I pull my robe back on and pace around the room, wondering how long he’s going to keep me waiting. When there’s finally a knock on the door, I almost jump out of my skin.

I take a deep breath and put a smile on my face as I open the door to see who my husband sent up to fuck me. I’m surprised to see a vaguely familiar face.

“Mrs. Winters?” He pushes his gold-framed glasses up his nose.

“Trevor?” I ask, recognizing him from the VIP room at the golf club.

He smiles shyly and runs a hand through his blonde hair. He’s young, impeccably dressed, but nervous. He’s still climbing the ranks at the company, but I had fun sucking his cock while I bounced in his boss’s lap a few months ago.

He looks up and down the hallway like we might be caught doing something naughty. He’s not quite my type, but I love the way he looks at me—like I’m a goddess. Normally I enjoy corrupting the innocent ones, but right now I need a good hard fucking and I’m not sure he can deliver that. I’ll have to take things into my own hands.

“Come on in.” I practically yank him inside and push him toward the bed.

“I really enjoyed—last time—John said—”

“Do you want to get fucked, Trevor?” I rip off the robe and straddle him.

“Hell yeah,” he says as my tits bounce in his face. He’s all over them, rotating my nipples like video game controls. Before he can even get his glasses off, I’ve got his pants around his ankles and my legs wrapped around his waist. I guide him inside me, his cock feeling long but slender, like him. When I sink to the hilt and grind my hips, I’m missing the pleasurable stretch of a really big cock. I just know this isn’t going to satisfy that growing need inside me.

Did John plan this? Did he send me the young one with the boring dick on purpose? I growl with frustration and start riding Trevor frantically. My fingers start flying between my legs, mashing my clit as he grunts and gapes beneath me like a fish.

“You like that?” I ask, slamming my ass down on him. He latches his lips around my breast and starts sucking as I bounce on his cock. It feels good, but it’s not enough. I wish I had a plug in, or another cock to fill my holes and deepen the stretch. God, am I becoming a greedy whore? Or is this what John planned all along—he wanted me needy and desperate, willing to do anything to get the fucking I crave?

Trevor’s balls are big and heavy and I feel them start to tighten beneath me. I haven’t gotten off yet, but there’s no point. I’m not going to get what I need here. My fingers slide over my swollen clit, mashing and pinching, rubbing and stroking, until a little jolt of pleasure sparks, then fizzles out quickly.

It’s enough for Trevor. As my pussy walls contract around him, he empties his balls inside me. He grunts as his hips snap, filling me up, and I milk him dry as he groans beneath me.

“Fuck Mrs. Winters. You’re so beautiful. That was so—”

“Thanks Trevor. Feel better?” I ask, patting his cheek and swinging my leg off him. Our combined juices leak down my thighs and join the dry, sticky mess from earlier. I feel the slightest relief in pressure, but I’m still not satisfied. I need more. I don’t care if that makes me greedy. Maybe I am an insatiable slut, but my husband likes me that way.

“God yes,” he pants, still sprawled out on the bed with his pants around his ankles. I slip back into my robe and start moving around the room, hoping he’ll take the hint and get out. “Oh, John had a message for you.” My head whips around and he winces. “He told me to wait until after… he said I should only tell you if you made me cum.”

I raise my eyebrows, and my gaze flicks down to his shriveling dick. He laughs awkwardly and sits up, pulling his clothes back on.

“The message?” I prompt, my whole body standing at attention. My nipples are tingling. I knew there had to be more. What did my husband plan for me next?

“He said you should get ready to meet some clients for dinner. It’s a really important meeting with the CEO of another company. It’s the whole reason we’re all up here. You might want to get really dolled up.”

“Thanks Trevor,” I turn back to the mirror, eyes glittering with excitement. I love when he takes me along as arm candy. He must be planning a reward for me after I dazzle the client at dinner. Maybe I can help him seal the deal. Should I wear panties?

“Thank you. Was that—did you—?”

I walk back to the bed and press a kiss to his cheek. “You were great, hon. It was fun.” I guide him to the door with our arms linked. He hardly seems to notice anything beyond my breasts, pressing up against his bicep. “I need to get ready for dinner. Will I see you there?”

“Yes ma’am,” he nods, his cheeks a little pink. “It’s all hands on deck. Everyone’s been stressed for weeks but it all comes down to tonight’s dinner. There will probably be a big party if we land the deal.”

“John always lands the deal.” I wink and pat him on the shoulder as I lead him into the hallway. “See you later, sweetheart.”

I close the door behind him and lock eyes on my suitcase. I’m glad I brought a couple of dress options. Which one will work best for seducing the CEO of another company? I have a feeling that the post-deal celebrations will be very rewarding for everyone, but especially me.

I’ll have to be on my best behavior.


Chapter Four

I end up going for a classic “fuck me” look—a tight red dress with a plunging neckline, long gold chains drawing everyone’s eyes exactly where I want them. I don’t know if any of the other wives will be here tonight, but I hope not. There’s something in the air when important men discuss money. The masculinity, the power, it’s intoxicating. And I want all that energy focused on me. I’ve had enough of John’s teasing.

My heels are high and spiky, announcing me well before I walk into the room. Every head in the restaurant turns, but it’s my husband’s eyes that I find first. They widen with lust then darken with approval as I approach, throwing an extra little sway to my hips.

Sitting in the booth across from him is Trevor, red-faced and flustered, trying not to meet my eyes. Michael grins at me, adjusting his cuffs and shifting in his chair. And the fourth man, I don’t recognize. His muscular build fills the space and his dark skin shines in the moody lighting. I can’t read his expression, but his eyes are glued to my curves and I think I notice a slight tic in his cheek. This must be the client. Every inch of him is sexy and enticing.

John stands, reaching for my hand and pressing it against his lips. His eyes shine as he drinks me in. His approval radiates off him and warms me to my core.

“Darling, this is Lance. The CEO of Triptic Marketing Analysis.”

“It’s so lovely to meet you.” The man’s voice is low and gravelly and it tickles something deep inside me. His big hand engulfs mine, my fingers pale against his dark brown as he leans forward to kiss it. His lips are soft and wet, and I have to suppress a nervous giggle. God, he’s fucking hot.

Somehow, I end up sitting between them—my husband on one side and the big black CEO on the other. I’m overly aware of every point of contact where our thighs brush as the men speak. Lance’s smooth voice rumbles through his chest as they trade jokes and talk shop. I hardly manage to follow along, I’m so tingly and turned on, engulfed by their masculine energy. 

Could this be what John had in mind for me? Has he been edging me all day so I’d be ready to ride my first black bull in front of him? Or am I just so desperately horny, my mind is jumping to wild conclusions.

My eyes keep drifting toward his lap. He’s so confident and charming. I bet he’d deliver exactly what I need. My nipples turn to hard points beneath my dress and it doesn’t go unnoticed. Though no one says anything out loud, I feel all four of the men’s eyes on me, and it makes my pussy wet.

“I’m just going to run to the bathroom before the food comes out,” Michael says abruptly, bolting from the booth.

“Carrie, do you mind checking on him?” John asks. For a moment, my confusion shows on my face before I remember to keep it neutral for the client. I have no idea if they’ve struck a deal yet and I have to make a good impression. I don’t why Michael would need my help in the bathroom and I really don’t want to leave Lance’s side, but this is John’s rodeo, so I do what he says.

“Of course.” I squeeze his bicep and turn to Lance, admiring his strong jawline. “If you’ll just excuse me for a moment.” Moving away from him feels like a deep loss. He smells so good, I want to bathe in it.

John stands and I slide out of the booth, scanning the restaurant for Michael. I slip into a hallway and his face appears in a cracked door.

“Just the woman I was hoping to see. John said you might be free to help out with a little problem I’m having.”

“What might that be?” I take a step closer and he tugs me gently into the bathroom and locks the door. My body tingles, guessing what he wants from me.

“The swelling just won’t go down,” he jokes as he pulls himself out of his pants. “I haven’t been able to concentrate all day. Maybe seeing you in the elevator… and now, at dinner. Carrie. You’re fucking gorgeous.”

I blush at the compliment, feeling tingly all over.

“I might be able to help with that,” I grin, then turn around and lift my dress up. I spread my legs open, revealing my lack of panties, and thrust my ass out for Michael’s approval. It’s no BBC, but it’s not a bad idea to take the edge off before dinner, and I promised John I’d help his colleagues out because I know how important this deal is to them.

He stops me with a hand on my waist. “Actually, the wife and I have rules—hands and mouth only.”

“Oh.” I deflate. Is Trevor’s skinny cock really the only one I’m going to get to fuck today? John’s teasing is out of control. I think back to his client and start to salivate. God, what I would do to get my hands on Lance. He would never leave me unsatisfied. 

I pull my dress back down and get to my knees. Mike’s got boring husband dick—not my husband, obviously he has the greatest cock of them all—but it’s nice, cleanly trimmed, and sturdy. He fills my mouth with a pleasant weight and he groans appreciatively as I slide up and down his shaft.

He was only partly joking. His balls feel heavy and swollen like they’re aching to burst. I can relate. My little blips of orgasms today have me so stiff and frustrated. My pussy is already dripping like a leaky faucet, ridiculously turned on by giving a bathroom blowjob when all I want is to get bent over the table and fucked like an animal.

I lose myself in fantasies of getting stuffed from both ends as I slobber on Michael’s cock. His back crashes against the wall as he jerks his hips, sliding deeper into my throat. I can see my lipstick staining the base of his shaft and I hollow my cheeks, sending him over the edge.

When he cums, it floods my mouth, salty and thick. There’s so much of it, I swallow several times but some still spills from my lips and onto my cleavage. I swipe it up with my finger and lick it off, but there’s a little cum stain on my red dress. I wonder if Lance will notice.

What would he think about me on my knees, all of my holes open to him? Would he still want to sit beside me, his thigh pressed against mine, if he knew I was a little cumslut for any man who asks?

“You’re an angel, Carrie. This is a huge client. I really need to focus.”

“Send your wife my love,” I grin, then stand up and reapply my makeup in the mirror. He kisses my cheek and sweeps from the room so we head back to the table at separate times.

I still desperately need a good fucking. How long is John going to torture me?

When I slide back into the booth, the conversation stalls.

“Everything alright, Mrs. Winters?” Lance asks. I flush as he scans me top to bottom, noticing everything. Does he know that I’m a dirty whore who just sucked her husband’s colleague off in the bathroom? Does he know that I’d gladly do the same for him?

“Perfect. Please, call me Carrie.”

“Carrie, then.” He inclines his head and my heart starts to race. I clench my thighs together, suddenly wondering if everyone can smell my arousal. Just then, the food arrives.

The dinner passes in a blur. I’m addicted to Lance’s scent, always leaning closer to sniff his neck, grazing my breasts against his bulging muscles. As the plates empty, talk turns to more personal matters. Vacations, significant others, a few dirty jokes.

“Are you married, Lance?” The words bubble past my lips before I consider how wise they are.

“Perhaps someday.” His slow smile seems to uncurl just for me. “At the moment, I’m just enjoying a bit of bachelor fun.”

My nipples harden painfully and I nod, the words getting caught in my throat. With a quick flick of his head, John’s colleagues get the hint and begin saying their goodbyes.

“Leaving so soon?” Lance asks as they all shake hands.

“I was hoping you might stick around with me for one more round,” John says, sliding into the booth across from us. This leaves me and Lance alone together. The tension shifts and a little pearl of hope starts to bloom in my chest. My legs instinctively widen now that we have more room, and my sweet feminine musk starts to spread. I know Lance notices because his pupils flare with lust.

“Bachelor fun,” John repeats when we’re all settled. “I remember those days. But I hit the jackpot. I have the most perfect wife in the world. She’s beautiful, intelligent, supportive. She dropped everything to come with me on this trip, just to meet up with you.”

“What more could you ask for?” Lance asks, smiling. Both men are ogling me openly now. I sit up straighter in my seat and subtly push my chest forward. When John’s eyes sparkle, I take a risk and shift my dress to the side, baring one of my perky tits to the table. My heart races, exposing myself to them in public like this.

“Have you ever heard of freeuse, Lance?”

His eyes flash and my heart nearly stops. I can barely hear the next words they say even though they’re the most important. Lance’s hand has moved to my rib cage, stroking me softly with his fingers. When his thumb circles my exposed nipple, my eyes flutter shut with pleasure.

John’s probably offering me up to him on a silver platter. This hot, black hunk can use every single one of my holes. Will he do it?

My teeth sink into my bottom lip and I’m practically wriggling in my chair. His finger is still circling my nipple, sending agonizing jolts of bliss through my body. I want to climb in his lap and hump his leg. I’m practically drooling. If a waiter walked up right now, I’d have no excuse. I’m absolutely desperate for cock. I’ve never been so wet or horny in my life.

“Carrie, what do you say?” John’s eyebrows are raised and both men are turned fully toward me, waiting for my answer. Lance pinches my nipple and I gasp.

The air between us seems to crackle with electricity. My husband’s new business partner leans forward, his breath hot on my neck and his lips grazing my ear as he whispers, “Do you want to get fucked by this big black cock, Carrie?”

Oh god yes. A strangled whimper leaves my throat as his scent fills my nose. “Will I get to cum?” I whisper.

His laugh isn’t teasing, it’s like a warm hug. “More times than you can count,” he promises, and sends a shiver down my spine. I have to fight the urge to mount him right then and there.

“Should we take this upstairs?” John smiles.

I nod, vibrating with excitement. I want to go now. I slip my dress back into place, grab Lance’s hand, and practically yank him from the booth.

John stops me, his hand cupping my chin and turning my face toward his. His pupils are flared with lust but his expression is stern. “What do you say, Carrie?”

“Yes sir. Thank you sir.” My body tingles as I say the words. He kisses me, sliding his tongue between my lips and claiming me in front of his business partner.

“Good girl.” He kisses my forehead and leads the way to the elevator. “Let’s go fuck my wife.”


Chapter Five

It’s another tense elevator ride. Something about being trapped in a small box on my way to getting my pussy wrecked gets my blood pumping.

The three of us are quiet. I’m swaying slightly with anticipation and licking my lips, my eyes glued to Lance’s crotch. I can’t stop thinking about the big juicy black dick waiting inside those pants.

Should I suck him off in the elevator like I did for John? But I want him in my pussy so desperately. Maybe I should ask? We get to our floor before I can make up my mind.

John leads me to our hotel room with a hand on the small of my back. I’m aware of Lance shadowing our footsteps, his intimidating height towering over us both. Heat radiates off his body and my thighs are slick with desire.

“You don’t mind if I watch, do you?” John asks casually, as if talking about the weather.

“Not at all.” The moment the door closes behind us, Lance’s arm is around my waist. John moves to a chair in the corner of the room and I melt into the big man’s embrace. ”Have I told you that you’re looking quite lovely tonight, Carrie?” His voice is smooth as silk and it tickles my neck as he leads me toward the bed.

“Thank you.” I’m nearly breathless with anticipation, melting into his capable hands. He sits on the bed and pulls me down into his lap, making me squeal.

I’m so hot and wet and tight and achy. My husband’s eyes are watching me hungrily as another man’s hands trace my neck, my chest, my hips. It’s overwhelming.

When his fingers find my hair and tighten, my neck arches back and I hiss with the combination of pain and pleasure.

“Does that pussy need a good fucking, Carrie?”

“God yes,” I groan. His free hand slides easily down the neck of my dress and gropes my tits openly.

“Your husband’s not enough for you? Not treating you right?” My eyes flick to the corner, feeling like a traitor, but he set me up for this.

I squeeze my legs together desperately. “I’ve needed to cum for two days.”

He shakes his head and clicks his tongue. “Now that’s just not right. A beautiful woman like you? We’ll have to fix that.”

He pushes me off his lap and gives my butt a light tap. I miss the heat of him instantly, but then he’s back—lifting the dress over my head. I’m completely bare underneath. He lies me down on the bed, praising my body as he moves slowly down, down, toward my hot, wet center.

Everything inside me is pulled taut. I spread my legs for him, tentatively, afraid that I might rocket to the moon the moment he touches me.

“What a pretty pink pussy,” he praises. “I wonder if you taste as good as you look.”

I whimper. I’m so wound up—I can’t take any more suspense.

His thick lips meet my swollen folds and it’s ecstasy. The first swipe of his wicked tongue nearly sends me over the edge. I make choked, strangled sounds as he savors me, licking up my juices and lapping at my throbbing clit.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I chant, one hand tightening in the bedsheets, the other scrabbling uselessly at the back of his shaved head. He needs no direction. I’m soaked. He impales me with his tongue, fucking me with it, and my legs go wide.

He moans appreciatively as he works me with his mouth. I’m so close, I feel like I might shatter.

“Show your husband how you cum for me,” he commands, and I’ve never wanted anything more. I turn my head, seeking John’s permission and he nods once. He’s stroking himself, watching us together.

Lance’s middle finger nudges against my tightest entry, and it’s almost more than I can handle. He massages the tight ring of muscle, making me groan.

When he plunges two fingers knuckle-deep in my asshole, the sound that rips from my throat is deep and guttural. I howl like an animal.

Pleasure jolts up my spine, crashing through my body like waves. He sucks my clit between his soft lips and guides me through them, swallowing every drop of my gushing release.

I can’t breathe. I can’t think. I’ve been backed up for so long, I thought I might never cum again—but now I’m seeing stars. I’ve never felt such an intense release. But I’m not done yet.

I need it inside me. I need to be filled. I sit up, scrabbling for his pants in a fog. Mindless begging moans fall from my lips, but the moment his cock springs free, I fall silent.

He wraps a fist around himself, stroking, making that pre-cum drip. I instinctively part my legs even though my mouth has gone dry. I don’t know how the fuck that monster cock is going to fit inside me, but I want it. Now.

“You sure you can handle this?” I can’t decide whether to focus on the thick pulsing veins on his cock or the bulging cords of muscle on his arms. I nod, and he takes my thighs in his hands, stretching my feet out and toward my face.

When his hard cock flops against my belly, I gasp. It’s so thick and heavy, reaching past my belly button. How will it all fit? But I have to have it.

With a guilty pang, I remember my husband and turn to face him. He’s still in his chair, eyes locked on my body. He’s about to see me get my pussy wrecked and he couldn’t look more excited.

“Yes,” I pant, wrapping my hand around Lance’s girthy shaft and lining him up with my entrance. “Give me that big black cock.”

The first thrust inside me is almost painful. I squeeze my eyes shut as my pussy walls quake, struggling to accommodate his size. I moan as he pulls out, just to press even deeper the next time.

God, it feels like he’s splitting me in half, but I never want it to stop.

“Look how good she takes my cock,” Lance groans, wrapping one hand around my neck as he pummels me. Each snap of his hips makes me cry out, hitting every delicious spot deep inside me. I’ve never felt so full, so stretched.

I lose count of the number of times I explode. My walls squeeze him, milking that cock, but he just keeps coming. My legs are practically bent to my face, I’m folded up like a pretzel, but he’s relentless, taking what he wants from me, giving me what I need.

I’m blissed out. I hardly notice when my husband approaches, rubbing his cock and balls over my face and lips. I stick my tongue out, mindlessly slobbering on him, but I can’t focus. I’m drooling, my eyes rolling back with pleasure as his new business partner drills my holes.

“John,” I moan, and he cups my face, pushing his thumb into my mouth.

“Shhh, baby. Just let go. It’s okay.”

At his words, another orgasm builds in my belly. I cry out as Lance’s thumb finds my clit and presses it like a pleasure button. I’m still clenching and throbbing when he slides out of my soaking mess of a pussy and pushes his length between my cheeks.

When he violates my back entrance, it rips through me like a burst of lightning. My muscles clamp down even tighter and he grunts, filling my asshole with his spasming cock. His heavy balls pulse against my cheeks as he spurts his hot load in my tight ass.

”Fuuuuuuuck,” I groan as he impales me. He swells even bigger as he pumps me full, rocking in and out. He slips and slides in his own jizz as he empties his balls inside me. My eyes are squeezed shut, my mouth open in ecstasy.

When he finally slips out, I feel wrecked. If I hadn’t worn that butt plug so long yesterday, I don’t think he would have fit. I feel hot lips and sharp nibbles on my neck and breasts, but I’m lost in my thoughts as I surrender to my body.

After a few moments, the hands, mouths, and cocks disappear. Distantly, I hear the men talk, and the sound of clasping hands. It’s several minutes before I realize that John and I are alone again, and he’s stroking my hair and waiting for me to come out of my pleasurable daze.

“Was it worth the wait?” He asks when my eyes begin to clear.

“Oh god yes. John, that felt incredible.” I lift my chest off the bed and pull him down for a kiss. Our lips part and his tongue starts probing mine.

“Did you trust me?” He asks, moving to my neck, then suckling on my hard nipple.

“I was frustrated, but I trusted you. You always take care of me.” I wrap my arms around him. I’m almost too sensitive to touch. Warm cum still squirts out of me every time I move or talk.

I feel his cock start bobbing between my legs, splashing in Lance’s messy load.

“Did you cum, baby?” I ask, stroking his silver hair.

“Not yet,” he says, swiping his engorged tip through my sloppy folds. “Got room for one more?”

“For you? Always.”

Our sex is so intimate, it takes my breath away. He slips inside me easily, claiming his pussy. I wrap my legs around his waist and he fucks me gently, our bodies intertwined. My husband kisses me deeply as he reclaims me, still dripping another man’s cum from my asshole, I’ve never felt more loved or cherished.

“Thank you, thank you,” I moan as he strokes deep and makes me quake around his cock again. When he fills me up, I feel complete. The last few hours of frustration and denial are completely forgotten. He always knows what I need.

When he’s finished, we lay wrapped in each other’s arms. We’re flying out in the morning, his business here is done.

“So, did I help you make the deal?” I ask, running my fingers through his chest hair.

“Honey, the deal was always going through. This was purely about pleasure. Yours and mine.”

“And Lance’s,” I smile at the memory of his impressive cock. I hope that won’t be the last we see of him.

“I’m sure Mike and Trevor had some fun too.”

“Oh yeah,” I blush. Lance fucked me so good I nearly forgot all about them. “I guess I really am turning into a slut.”

“My little freeuse slut wife.” John wraps his arm around me and I snuggle into him. I wonder if we’ll have time for another quickie before the flight. Maybe he’ll get me off on the plane this time?

“I like the sound of that,” I mumble and fall into a deep sleep, dreaming about all the freeuse fun still to come.

Our unconventional sex life is no longer a secret with many of his professional contacts, but what about our personal life? Would John be willing to share me with his friends at his next game night, or would that be crossing a line? His best friend Tristan has always been a cutie, and I’ve always wondered what kind of heat he’s packing beneath those gray sweatpants.

It never hurts to ask…


FreeUse For His Friends


Chapter One

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, baby. I’m all yours.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Goddamn Carrie, you look amazing.”

“Is it getting hot in here?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Absolutely,” I grin.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I didn’t mean here, sweetheart.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Five

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You doing okay, sweetheart?”

“Godddd yesssss,” I slur, smiling lazily.

“Good girl. Got room for one more?”

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

“Mmmm,” I moan, licking him clean.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m yours,” I agree.

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

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