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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…


Read the next book in the series!
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FreeUse For His Friends: an MFMM hotwife fantasy


My husband has shared me with strangers, our construction crew, and even his co-workers, but things are about to get a little more personal...




because I offered to be freeuse at his next poker night. That means John and three of his best friends get to use and share me to their heart's content. 




I usually stay out of the way on guy's night, but now I'm obsessed with the idea of submitting to my husband's friends.




Will he just watch or will he join in on the fun?




Read on Amazon


Download a free book!
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FreeUse on Vacation: first-time wife-sharing with the eager cabana boy

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