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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”

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


Read the next book in the series!
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FreeUse for his Golf Club: a hotwife MFM sharing experience

Find it on Amazon


Get 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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