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Chapter One


“So, tell me again how this works.”

Sam smiled at the woman and settled back in the seat. In his line of work, he had to explain his job a lot, even to people who had hired him.

“My name is Sam, and for the next week I will be living with you. Your husband has hired me to be your substitute husband while he is away on his work trip. So anything you need doing around the house, like DIY and car repairs or gardening, all that kind of thing, you just have to ask me and I will do it.”

The woman laughed and looked over at the man sitting next to her.

“So completely different from my actual husband, then.”

The husband, a Mr. Jackson, pretended to be shocked for a moment before breaking the facade and joining in with the laughter.

Sam always liked it when couples were like this; it always boded well for his job.

The woman, Mary Jackson, turned back to Sam, and for a moment he took her in. She was no more than thirty years old, red-haired, and had a pretty face. He assumed that back in high school she might have been into sports, because she still had the look of an athlete about her, a toned body that was obviously still well looked after.

Her husband was much the same, a good-looking man with short black hair and a sturdy frame. Sam could tell just by looking at him he would have no problems with this couple, that they were just looking to make sure that their week together was a fun one.

“Let’s talk about payment,” Sam said while looking at each of them. “Just so we have this clear.”

This was always the most difficult part. Sometimes a husband would set this up without fully telling his wife what the deal was. Or sometimes when it was said out loud, one of them would change their mind. But Sam had an idea that this would go smoothly.

Mary was the one who replied, a sure sign that they had talked it through.

“You get a nominal fee, stay at the house for the week, and get freeuse of me.”

There it was, Sam thought, the proof that everyone was still onboard.

“And what do you take freeuse to mean?” he asked her.

“You can use me, sexually, any time you want. I will give you a safe word, but apart from that, you can fuck me however and whenever you like for the week. And I fully consent to it. Tony and I have had a little hotwife fun in the last year, but this is going to be my first actual freeuse experience.”

They would sign paperwork to make sure it was all legitimate, but Sam always liked it when consent was said out loud.

“Although it is freeuse, I have my little name for it, as most of the time it’s with a hotwife like yourself. I like to think of it as Hotuse. That’s why the name of the company is Hotuse Husband for Hire.”

Tony reached out and slipped his hand over his wife’s knee, giving her a squeeze.

“Hotuse? I like the sound of that.”

Sam could hear the lust in Tony’s voice and thought there was very little chance these two were getting home without stopping for a fuck on the way.

“And you, Mary, what do you think of it?” he asked.

He watched as the edges of her mouth lifted ever so slightly, her smile transforming her until now angelic face.

“I think I’m looking forward to getting used roughly.”


Chapter Two


Sam turned up bright and early on Monday morning.

The Jacksons lived in a nice quiet neighbourhood in a cute house that looked like something out of a picture book.

Not the sort of place you would expect hotwife action, Sam thought, but then he knew of at least a few wives that live nearby who had used his services.

The Jacksons didn’t have any children, which always made things easier. So it would just be him and Mary for the next 5 days.

He rang the doorbell, and it was opened almost instantly. Maybe she had been waiting there, expecting him to arrive. Or maybe just happened to have been passing the door. Either way, she looked pleased to see him.

“Good morning, Mary, you look lovely today.”

She really did. She was wearing a simple short white dress that clung to her frame perfectly, showing off her amazing body. Sam also noticed that she wasn’t wearing a bra underneath, and her nipples were making little dents in the fabric.

“Morning... umm... what should I call you?”

He stepped inside and put down his case in the hallway before turning back to her as she shut the door.

“Just call me Sam.”

“Sam, ok. Sure.”

He could sense the nervous tension in her, excitement mixed with not knowing when he would claim his freeuse. It was a pretty regular occurrence on a first day.

“You ok?” he asked.

“Of course, yeah. Just a little... nervous.”

“It’s a little strange having me in the house, right?”

She nodded. He reached out and put a reassuring hand on her shoulder and she relaxed slightly.

“Well, how about we calm your nerves a little? You look like you could do with some de-stressing, and I want to eat your pussy.”

He watched her face as he said it and was rewarded with her eyes going wide.

“Now?” she asked, shocked.

“Now.”

He reached down and grabbed the hem of her dress. She didn’t stop him as he pulled it up her body, sliding it up her legs and then past her hips. As he did, she lifted her arms up and let him pull it all the way off her. As soon as it was over her head, he dropped it to the floor.

“You look beautiful naked,” he said, his lips at her ear as he leaned in to kiss her neck.

She moaned as he kissed her neck and then slid his hand up her leg. His fingers trailed slowly up her inner thigh, then gently to her pussy. She spread her legs a little so he could slide his hand between them.

“You’re soaking,” he growled in her ear. “Were you playing with yourself before I arrived?”

She nodded as she reached down and put her hand over his.

“Show me,” he said as he moved her hand so that she was cupping her own pussy. “Play with yourself again. Right now.”

She moaned as she moved her fingers in a circle, her juices flowing as she started to get herself off.

“I get a feeling you like to be told what to do. Am I right?”

She nodded again, her eyes fixed on his.

Well, this is going to be a hell of a week, he thought.

He picked her up, flinging her over his shoulder and carried her down the hall. She made a yelping noise as he lifted her, but it was soon replaced by a giggle. Sam liked that; giggling women always made him hard.

In the kitchen, there was a long wooden table and Sam decided that was exactly what he needed. He lay her down on her back and trailed his hand along her body as he walked to the end of the table.

“Get comfy,” he commanded as he took off his jacket and unzipped his trousers. Then he pulled the belt free and dropped it to the floor.

Mary looked up at him.

“Why do you need to undo your trousers if you’re going to eat my pussy?” she asked.

Sam laughed at that. She was acting innocent when he knew she was anything but.

“Because first you are going to suck my cock and get me hard.”

He pulled his cock free and wrapped his fingers around it, giving it a gentle stroke.

Mary’s eyes went wide again as she looked at it. Sam smiled to himself and knew what she was thinking. His cock was pretty average in length, but it was exceptionally thick. Usually, when women saw it, they thought “Damn, that’s thick” quickly followed by “Oh god, will it fit?”

Sam reached out and grabbed Mary by the shoulders, pulling her head to the edge of the table.

“Do you want it?” he asked.

“Fuck yes,” she whispered.

He guided the tip to her lips, running it slowly around her mouth. Then he gently slapped it against her lips, drawing a giggle from her.

“Stop teasing. I want it.”

Then she opened her mouth, and he slid his cock inside.

He was instantly rewarded with her moans and the feeling of her tongue working on his shaft.

She’s a dirty little slut, he thought. A perfect hotwife.

He pulled his hips back, and his cock slipped from her mouth. Then he pushed it back in, a little deeper this time. She moaned as she sucked and reached her hands down to play with herself again.

“That’s a good girl. Tease yourself. But no coming, not yet.”

She groaned in frustration but kept moving her fingers, making tiny little circles on her clit. The other hand came up and wrapped around his shaft, giving it a gentle stroke. Then she squeezed it a little harder. He knew she was trying to work out how to fit more of his thick shaft in her mouth.

He pulled it out, and she licked her lips, smiling up at him.

“You can’t tease me with it and then take it away.”

He had a feeling there was more than a little brat about her.

He pushed it back between her lips and slid it in as deep as he could. She moaned again, this time sounding a little frantic.

She wants to come, he thought. Or she wants my cum.

He placed his hands on both sides of her head and held it firmly to stop her moving. Then he slowly started to fuck her mouth, his cock going a little deeper each time. Soon his balls were slapping against her face, the sound echoing through the kitchen.

Her hand movements were getting frantic now, and he knew she must be getting close. Reaching out, he slapped her hand and pulled it away.

“No coming. Not yet.”

Her complaining groans vibrated up his shaft and made him throb in her mouth, but he had no intention of giving her what she wanted just yet.

“I’m going to pull out of your mouth, and you are going to swirl your tongue over my cock and clean it up. Then I am going to walk down to the other end of the table, pull you towards me and eat your pussy. Understand?”

She did her best to say yes.

“And I want you to be as loud as you want. I don’t care that you have neighbours or that they might know your husband is away. I want to hear your orgasm as much as taste it.”

This time, he knew for sure her answer was a yes.

He slid his cock out and she did just what he had told her to, licking him clean.

Then he walked to the end of the table and stood before her, looking down at her naked body. She had her legs slightly spread, just enough to make him want to push them further apart. So he did, spreading them and then pulling her towards him until she was almost dangling off the end of the table.

“What do you want?” he asked.

“I want you to eat my pussy. Make me come.”

“Good girl.”

He leaned over her and kissed her stomach. Then he kissed a trail down to her pussy and ran his tongue over it. She tasted wonderful, and he felt himself grow even harder.

“Fuck, that’s good,” she groaned as he ran his tongue in little circles over her clit.

He sank down onto his knees and took her legs, flipping them over his shoulders.

“I hope your husband tells you what a gorgeous pussy you have,” he said between kisses on her inner thigh. Then he licked the juices that had dripped down between her legs. “And you smell like heaven.”

He lowered his face back to her and ran his tongue over her clit again, this time a little harder. She moaned loudly, her hands coming up to her breasts and cupping them.

Raising his hand, he slipped two fingers inside her, curling them as her pussy clenched around them. She groaned again, her hips rocking as she tried to fuck herself on his hand.

He slid his fingers in and out, matching the movement of his tongue on her clit.

“Fuck yes,” she cried, her legs wrapping around him and squeezing. Her hips rocked faster, and he felt her pussy tighten around his fingers. She was so close to coming he could taste it.

“Fuck!” she cried. “Make me come. Please. Let me come.”

Sam smiled to himself and kept up his pace, knowing that it was exactly what she wanted. He could taste her juices dripping down his chin and he licked them up, savouring her taste. Then he curled his fingers inside her, finding just the right spot, and rubbing.

Her orgasm was explosive. He felt her pussy contract and her legs tighten around him as she came. She screamed loudly, a beautiful animal sound that made him throb with need.

He kept moving his fingers, guiding her through her orgasm until finally her legs relaxed around him and she let out a deep sigh of contentment.

The room was quiet again except for the sound of her breathing and his kisses on her inner thigh.

“Fuck,” she said at last. “It’s only Monday morning. What the hell is this week going to be?”


Chapter Three


Sam went and got changed while Mary had a shower and then he headed out into the garden.

She found him there fifteen minutes later, wearing shorts and a T-shirt and mowing the lawn.

“Oh, I know you said you would do stuff, but I didn’t really think you would.”

He looked over at her. She had changed into a yellow summer dress, and for a moment he had the urge to take her back in the house and fuck her. But that was for later.

“All part of the package. I noticed that the grass needed a trim, so I just got to it. There is also some stuff by the garage that looks like it needs putting in the trash. I will get on that next.”

She nodded, looking impressed.

“Ok. Well, I am inside whenever you need me.”

An hour later, Sam found her in the kitchen. She was at the counter preparing vegetables.

“Hey there,” she smiled when she saw him. “I’m making lunch, want?”

He nodded. “Of course, I need to keep my strength up.”

She blushed. “You have a big appetite.”

“I do. And while you get lunch ready, I’m going to have some fun.”

He watched the blush spread from her cheeks down her neck and to her chest. Then he walked over to the counter.

“It’s ok, keep doing what you were doing.”

As she turned back, he saw the smile on her face.

Slowly, he moved behind her, his hands coming to rest on her waist. She shivered under his touch, but didn’t say anything.

He pressed himself against her, his erection pushing against her ass. He felt her rock her hips back, just a little, just to feel him.

“I’m going to fuck you now, and you are going to keep prepping food like a good little hotwife slut.”

He reached round and squeezed her breast, making her drop her knife. Maybe she was already too far gone to concentrate, he thought.

He reached up and put his hand on the top of her head, pushing it down until her cheek was pressed against the counter. Pulling her dress up her legs, he slid his hand under her ass and gave it a squeeze. Then he lifted his hand and slapped her, making her squeal.

“Fuck!”

He slapped her again, and she made the same noise.

“You like that, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

He slapped her ass again and then grabbed the fabric of her dress, flipping it up over her back.

She was wearing a thong, and he hooked his fingers under it, pushing it down to her ankles.

“Spread your legs,” he growled as he undid his own trousers.

She did as she was told, spreading her legs wide. He looked down at her perfect round ass and ran his hand over her cheeks.

“Tell me your safe word.”

He knew it by heart, but it was always good to check that the other person had not forgotten it.

“It’s ringtone.”

“And what titles do you like to be called?”

“Slut, whore, fucktoy. Good Girl.”

As she said each, he slapped her ass.

“Perfect, ok slut, here we go.”

Sam slipped his fingers inside her and she moaned. He felt her pussy tighten and then relax around his fingers, inviting him inside. He moved them in and out, making sure to rub her in just the right spot.

She was moaning, her voice muffled slightly by the counter.

He slipped his fingers out and lined his cock up with her pussy. Then he pushed it inside her, slowly at first and then all the way in.

She gasped, her hands slapping on the counter.

“Oh fuck, that’s so big.”

He started to fuck her, pulling his cock all the way out and then sliding it back in. Her pussy was tight and warm and wet, and it was everything he had hoped it would be.

With one hand on her shoulder he pulled her back, making his cock go even deeper. Then he reached round and grabbed her tits, squeezing them through the dress.

She moaned again, this time louder. Her hands were gripping the counter so hard her knuckles had gone white, and she was rocking back to meet his thrusts.

Sam slapped her ass, leaving a red mark that made her moan.

“Are you going to tell your husband all about getting fucked over the counter?”

“Yes,”

“And what are you going to tell him?”

“That you made me cum all over your thick cock.”

Sam slapped her ass again, making her jump.

“Tell me when you’re near.”

She grunted, then moaned.

“I’m close.”

He slapped her ass again, this time a little harder.

“Fuck yes. Fuck me.”

He pushed deep inside her, feeling his orgasm building. She was so tight around his cock and her moans were the perfect sound. It was all he could do not to come inside her.

“Fuck,” she cried, her hips bucking.

“Ask permission to come,” he growled at her.

“Fuck! Please let me come. Please!”

“You can beg better than that.”

“Please let me come. Please, I need it!”

Her pussy tightened around him and her moans grew even louder. She was at the edge, waiting for the permission she needed.

Sam slapped her ass one last time. “Come for me like a good girl.”

Her moans turned to screams as her orgasm ripped through her, her legs shaking and her hips rocking. She cried out, her body spasming as he fucked her, each thrust of his cock pushing her against the counter.

Finally, her body relaxed, and she let out a long sigh.

“Holy fuck, that felt good,” she panted.

Sam was throbbing in her, his cock twitching as he fought the urge to cum inside her.

“I’m not finished yet,” he growled, leaning over her.

She made a little squeak of excitement. “What are you going to do?”

He pushed his cock all the way into her pussy and then pulled it out and slapped it against her ass.

“I’m going to treat you like the slutty little hotwife you are. Give you something to tell your husband about.”

She groaned and pushed herself back against him.

“Fuck me again, please.”

He grabbed her hips and thrust inside her, filling her up. This time, he was going to be less gentle.

“Do you watch porn?” he asked her as he built up speed.

“Yeah. I like watching the women getting fucked.”

“Do you enjoy seeing them being treated like sluts?”

“Yeah. They are so rough, fucking them hard and making them gag on cock.”

Sam noted that for later.

“Do you want to be treated like that? Like a cum hungry porn slut?”

“Yes, fuck yes.”

Sam thrust hard, slamming into her. She grunted, her body shaking as he fucked her.

“Fuck, yes. Make me cum again.”

He slipped a hand around her throat while his cock pounded her pussy. She was so wet and tight around him, and he could feel her juices dripping down his thighs.

She was gasping, her body shaking as he fucked her harder. She was close to another orgasm, her pussy tightening around him. He could feel his own building, the need to cum growing with each thrust.

“I bet your husband wants to show you off to all his friends. So that they can see what a filthy little slut he has for a wife.”

Her body began to shake, her moans almost a hiss between her teeth.

“Imagine him telling them all how filthy you are. And imagine them all stroking their cocks, thinking about you.”

That did it, tipping her over the edge. She screamed, her body spasming as she came. Her pussy tightened around him, and he could feel her juices dripping down his legs. Sam kept thrusting into her, his balls slapping against her as she screamed.

“Fuck yes!” she cried. “Fuck yes!”

He felt his own orgasm building, and he knew he was done. He pushed all the way inside her and let out a growl.

“Who’s a filthy porn slut?” he asked

“Me. I am. Treat me like a slut. Give me your cum.”

He pulled out and shot his load all over her ass, coating her in his cum.

Then they were both still, panting.

Mary lay against the counter and Sam leaned over her, his breath ragged.

“Fuck,” she breathed.

He chuckled. “You can say that again.”

“Fuck.”

Sam laughed and then slowly pulled his shorts back up. Then he helped her to stand, pulling her dress back down and smoothing it over her ass.

“How about you sit down and rest? I’ll make lunch for us.”


Chapter Four


Sam was woken by a tapping noise on the door.

Glancing at his clock, he saw it was after midnight. And as there was only one other person in the house, he knew who was knocking at the door.

“Come in.”

The door opened and Mary walked in. She was wearing a black robe and Sam could see she had a silk nighty underneath. He was sure he could see the outline of her nipples through the fabric, and that thought alone made him hard.

“Hello there,” he said as she walked in. She looked nervous, the same look she had given him at the start of the day.

“Hey, how are you?”

“I was just talking to Tony.”

Sam was sure by how flushed she was that she had been doing more than just talking with him.

“I know we agreed that you would sleep in the spare room,” she continued, “But we thought... Maybe you would like to sleep in the main bedroom. With me.”

Sam smiled at her. He couldn’t have planned the week better himself.

“Well, I think that sounds perfect.”

He sat up, the sheets falling from his naked chest. She let her eyes wander over his body, and he was sure she was trying to see if he was hard or not. He had been sleeping naked, like he always did, and his cock was semi-hard.

“I sleep nude. I hope that’s ok?”

She saw his hardness and stared at it for a few seconds before looking up.

“Yeah. That’s more than ok.”

They walked through to the bedroom and slipped into the bed.

“I’m tired. Do you mind if I cuddle up?” she asked.

“Not at all.”

She rested her head against his shoulder and slipped her hand over onto his chest, then slowly down till her fingers wrapped around his cock.

“Mmmm. Night night,” she whispered before falling asleep.

He woke up in the morning with his cock in her mouth.

She was lying on him, almost pinning him down, and slurping on his cock.

“Good morning,” he laughed.

She looked up at him, his cock in her hand and her lips wet.

“Morning. I couldn’t help myself. When I woke up and saw your cock was hard, I knew what I wanted.”

“Go ahead, continue. I like a woman that knows what she wants.”

She smiled up at him and then lowered her face to his cock, running her tongue along the shaft.

“You have such a pretty face. It looks even prettier when it’s sucking on my cock.”

“Mmmm,” she moaned, her voice muffled by his cock.

She reached up and squeezed his balls, making him moan. Then she slid her mouth down over him and began to bob her head, taking him into her mouth each time.

Sam closed his eyes and enjoyed the sensation of her tongue on his shaft and the feeling of her lips on the head of his cock.

Then he felt her shift, her legs moving until she was kneeling on the bed. He opened his eyes again and saw that she had slipped her other hand under herself.

She was fingering herself, he realised. And that thought alone was enough to make his cock throb in her mouth.

“Are you playing with yourself?” he asked, already knowing the answer.

She nodded and then moved her hips so he could see. She had two fingers inside her and was rubbing her clit with her thumb.

“You like that?” he asked. “Fingering yourself while sucking my big thick cock?”

She moaned in response, her fingers moving faster. Then she slid them out of her and offered them to him.

He grabbed her wrist and guided her hand to his mouth. He could smell her arousal, and it made him want to pin her down and fuck her. But first, he licked her fingers clean.

Gently, he lifted her head until his cock sprung clear from her mouth, sending a little spray of pre-cum and saliva.

“How about you climb on top of me and ride me?”

She smiled at him. “I thought you would never ask.”

He watched as she straddled him, her pussy hovering over his cock. She reached down and grabbed the base, steadying it while she guided it to her opening.

Then she lowered herself down, taking him inside her. He watched her face as his cock penetrated her, the way her eyes closed and her mouth fell open.

“Fuck you feel good,” she sighed as she rode him. Her hips rocked back and forth, taking him deeper with each movement.

“That’s it, fuck me like a good little slut. Nice and slowly till I fill your pussy with cum.”

She moaned, her hips rocking faster and her hands resting on his chest for balance. She was panting, her breath coming in gasps as she took him deeper.

“How did your conversation go with Tony?” he said. “What happened?”

She blushed, her cheeks turning pink as he fucked her.

“We talked on the phone, Tony and me. He made me tell him all about yesterday. And then we watched each other masturbating. And...”

She paused, almost like she was trying to decide whether to tell him or not.

“And..?”

“I told him what you said, about him showing me off to his friends and them stroking, thinking of me. And how hot that was. When he comes back, I think he’s going to invite his friend over and share me.”

He felt her fingers tighten on his chest as she said it, and she started to ride him quicker.

“You should reward him for being so nice. Maybe he should get some freeuse of you.”

“Fuck yes,” she breathed. “I have a feeling that after this week I am going to want as much cock as I can get.”

Sam ran his hands up her sides and cupped her breasts, gently squeezing them. She was moaning, her hips moving faster still.

“That’s cause you’re a good girl. Just a happy little hotwife that enjoys riding cock till her mind goes blank and all she can think about is how good it feels to come.”

“Yes!” she cried, her hips bucking against him. Her fingers dug into his chest as she rode him, her mouth open and her head back.

“I can feel you getting closer. Are you close to coming for me?”

“Yes,” she cried, her hips bouncing as she fucked him.

He could feel his own orgasm building, his cock throbbing inside her. Maybe it had come time to give her a treat.

“I think I’m going to come in you. Breed your pussy. Fill you up with all that cum.”

Tony had given him a list of things she was into; one of those was a breeding kink.

“Oh, fuck yes!” she screamed, her hips rocking faster. He was deep inside her, his cock twitching as he got closer.

“Ask like a good girl,” he growled at her.

“Please, Sir. Breed me, knock me up. Get me pregnant. I need your cum inside me.”

She trembled as her orgasm hit her, her hips shaking as she fucked him harder. He could see her arms wobbling as she tried to keep from collapsing on him.

“Keep riding, all the way through your orgasm. You don’t stop until I breed you properly. “

“Yes, sir. Fuck yes,” she cried, her hips rocking as she came. Her pussy was clenching on his cock, and he knew he wouldn’t last much longer.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his hands tightening on her hips.

He felt his cock twitch and then his cum filling her, his balls contracting as he came inside her. She moaned, her body shaking as she came with him, her body slamming down on him as he exploded inside her.

For a few moments he held her against him, then lifted her head to kiss her. Her lips were soft and warm and the soft noises she made as they kissed made his cock twitch.

“Hand me my phone,” she said, breaking the kiss. “It’s there next to the bed.”

He leaned over and passed her it, wondering what she was up to.

Slowly, she leaned back until his cock slipped free. Then she snapped a series of pictures as his cum leaked out of her.

“For Tony,” she said “So he can see what it looks like when a stranger breeds his slutty wife.”


Chapter Five


And that was how the week went.

Most days, Sam would do some work around the house, then find Mary and use her. Occasionally, she would find him and beg to be used. Then every night she would tell Tony what had happened.

On the Thursday morning, as they were having breakfast, Sam asked her a question.

“As a hotwife, are you allowed to have sex with anyone? You know, without checking with Tony first?”

“Yes, as long as I tell him about it after. We agreed that if I had a chance to be naughty, I shouldn’t pass it up just because I didn’t have time to check with him.”

Sam nodded and reached for something he had on the floor. It was a small package, which he handed over to Mary.

“Open it up. It’s from Tony. He said if I thought it would be fun I could give it to you.”

She gave him a puzzled look as she took it and then peeled away the outer package.

“Oh. Fuck.”

“I take it you know what it is? It’s a remote-control vibrator. And at the moment, it’s linked to my phone. Go get dressed, put it in and come back here. And make sure you are wearing one of your summer dresses, you look cute in those.”

She was back in a quarter of an hour, wearing a red dress and sandals, and with an air of excitement.

“All done,” she said as she stood in front of him.

Sam picked up his phone, pressed a button and then made a flicking motion on the screen. Mary let out a yelp and grabbed onto the table.

“That’s the lowest setting,” grinned Sam. “Now let’s see how you do with a pattern.”

He pressed some buttons, setting it to pulse a few times a second and then watched her reaction.

“Oh. Oh. Fuck. I don’t know if it’s cause you are controlling it, but that feels fucking awesome. “

“Good, because we are going out.”

By the time they got to the mall, she was already feeling needy. For most of the drive, she had been trying to rub him through his jeans and had been asking for just a little more of the pulse.

“It feels so good, but the slowness of it is driving me crazy.”

They had a coffee in the food court and then headed into the stores. As they walked, Sam changed the setting on the toy, making it faster and then slowing it down.

“Fuck, that’s not fair,” she complained. “It’s making it hard to walk.”

“You look gorgeous, all flushed and needy.”

“Do you think other people can tell?”

He flicked the control, and she let out a moan.

“They will if you keep doing that.”

They spent a couple of hours at the mall, and Sam kept playing with her. He would decrease the intensity when they were waiting in a line and turn it up when they were being served. It was fun watching her reactions and seeing the look on her face when he turned it back on.

In the end, they were standing at a till, waiting in line when he flicked the controls to the highest setting.

“Oh fuck,” she squealed and walked away, leaving Sam to pay the amused cashier.

When he caught up with her, she took a hold of his arms.

“Please, I need to come, I’m right at the edge.”

They headed back to the car and put the shopping away. They had parked in a multistory carpark and were virtually alone.

“You can come, but not until you have made someone else come.”

With a smirk, she reached down, but he slapped her hand away.

“Not me. Someone else.”

“Oh. That’s not fair. Fuck. I wanted your cock in my throat. Please, I’m such a cock slut, just let me suck on it.”

“Nope. It has to be someone else.”

From the other side of the car park, they heard a scraping noise and suddenly three guys appeared on skateboards. They were all in their early twenties and dressed in shorts and t-shirts. As they skated by, the guy in the front glanced over at Mary.

“Hey,” she said, flashing him a smile.

He stopped suddenly, nearly knocking over the two behind him.

“Hey.”

I could see where this was going and leaned against the car, eager to see what happened.

“I was wondering if you could help me.”

The second skater, with his baseball cap backwards, leaned over the blonde guy’s shoulder and gave her a once-over.

“Whatever you want,” he said, obviously liking what he had seen. The third guy, shorter with a mohawk, looked round the other side of blondie.

Mary was blushing, her face and neck red from the toy and her eyes wide.

“I need to make someone come, and you three seem like the kind of guys that would be up for that. What do you say? Who want’s a hand job?”

Blondie stepped forward. “I’m in.”

Mohawk nodded. “Me too.”

Baseball cap just grinned.

She stepped back into the shadows slightly and knelt down, beckoning them to come to her.

“Is she for real?” Mohawk asked Sam.

“She is.”

“But there’s three of us,” said Blondie who seemed cute but a little on the slow side. “She’s only got two hands.”

Cap and Mohawk were already standing next to her, watching as she slipped her hands over their groins and encouraged them to pull down their shorts.

“In that case,” she said, “You are just going to have to use my mouth.”

Blondie grinned and reached down, pulling his shorts down and fishing out his dick. Then he stepped forward, his cock already semi-hard and wet. Mary reached up with one hand and pulled him towards her, slipping her hand around him.

Then she turned her attention back to Cap and Mohawk and watched as they each got their cock out and hard.

“All these cocks, just for me,” she gasped “I really am a lucky girlllll....mmmmmm...”

As she was speaking, Sam hit the controls and turned the pattern up on her toy to max.

“Oh, fuck,” she squealed, her voice breaking into a moan.

“Nick dick, bro,” Cap laughed as Mary grabbed Mohawks cock and squeezed it in her fingers. Then she reached for his and wrapped her fingers around his shaft before opening her mouth and spitting on the tip.

“Fuck yeah, man. Hawk Tuah that thing,” Blondie laughed. He was stroking his cock and had pulled down his shorts enough that with his other hand he was squeezing his balls.

Mary was rubbing her spit into Mohawk’s shaft with her fingers and then leaned forward to suck him.

“Damn, dude, that’s so hot,” Blondie moaned.

She slid her mouth from Mohawk’s cock and moved her way over to Caps, licking the tip and then sucking the tip between her lips.

“Fuuuuuccccckkkkkk,” he moaned.

She pulled her head back and looked at them.

“You ever see a scene in porn where a bunch of guys come over the girl? I want you to do that with me. Fuck my hands until you jizz over my face.”

Then she turned to Blondie.

“Except you. You, I want to fuck my throat and make me gag like a slut.”

He didn’t need telling twice and taking her head between his hands, slid his cock as deep as he could into her mouth.

“Damn, she can take a lot of dick,” he laughed as she gagged.

The two at the sides were too busy to reply. She rubbed her fingers over their tips, collecting the pre-cum and then started to stroke, using the wetness as a lube.

Sam leaned against the side of the car and watched, his cock hard in his jeans. Although he would look round every now and again to make sure no-one was about, most of his attention was on Mary. He could tell from the noises she was making that she was getting close to coming.

The guy to her right, Cap, was the first to come. His hips rocked a couple of times, and his cock pulsed in her grip. He grunted and came, his cum spraying over the side of her face and over her neck. He kept on pumping, making sure she got every drop from his cock.

She let him go and turned to Mohawk. His cock was throbbing, the head swollen. He was so close to coming that all she had to do was pump him once with both her hands and he came. The first shot hit her head and then he quickly aimed the second load so it splashed over her dress.

Blondie was still fucking her mouth, his cock pushing deep into her throat as his balls slapped against her chin. His hands were tight in her hair, holding her still while he fucked her.

She gagged, making a noise that made him groan and then pull her tighter to him. Sam could see he was about to cum and that his body was tense with the effort.

“Look at me,” he growled, and Mary tilted her head up, looking up at him as he came. He pulled his cock free from her mouth and sprayed over her face, then aimed at her tits, painting the dress white with cum.

“Holy fuck,” he gasped “That’s so fucking hot.”

Sam agreed and stepped forward. Mary was leaning forward, panting, her hands in her lap.

“Ok guys, give the lady some room. You have all had your fun.”

With a few laughs, the guys pulled up their pants and headed away, leaving Sam and Mary alone.

“Did I do good?” she asked as she wiped the cum from her face. She made sure to scoop it all up and then suck her fingers clean.

“Perfect,” he said. “Now let’s see about making you come.”

He opened the door of the car to let her in, but instead she told him to get inside.

“Recline the chair all the way,” she ordered.

He climbed in, moved the chair back and pulled his jeans open. His cock sprang up and swayed in the air, wet and red.

First, he saw the toy flash by and land on the other seat, then she was on him. She had a hungry look on her face and as she mounted him, he knew he was in for the ride of his life.

“I need to come,” she growled. “And I need it now.”

She lowered herself onto him, her pussy soaking as it took his cock. Then she started to ride him, hard. Her hands were on his chest and her hair was falling over her face, sticking to the cum from Blondie. And she rode him, her hips moving back and forth so fast that all Sam could do was grab her and try to hang on.

“You’ve turned me into a cock hungry slut, so now you’re going to have to get me off. And I don’t mean once, I mean all day. You better not have made any other plans cause for the rest of the day all you are doing is fucking me senseless.”

Sam liked this new assertive Mary.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said and slipped his hands under her dress to squeeze her breasts. She leaned forward, her hands on his chest as she rode him even faster, her body slapping down on his.

“Fuck,” she cried out. “Fuck, I’m gonna...”

Her orgasm hit her, her body shuddering and her hips rocking. She was gasping, her head back and her face screwed up in a mix of pleasure and pain. She was moaning, almost like she was screaming but without the volume. Her legs shook as she gripped him, his cock buried inside her.

“Oh, god. Oh, god. I’m gonna come again,” she gasped. “Fuck. Fuck.”

And she did. Again and again. Until eventually she collapsed onto him, her head on his chest and her breathing ragged. He ran his fingers through her hair and gently kissed the top of her head.

“Fuck,” she said at last.

“Fuck,” he agreed. “But you realise, I didn’t come yet?”

She looked up at him and smiled a sleepy, cum-drunk smile.

“Then I guess we are going to have to keep fucking till you do.”

“I guess we are,” he said.


Chapter Six


On Friday evening, Sam had his suitcase ready and by the door.

They were having a last meal and sitting in the kitchen.

“So, Tony is back tomorrow morning?” he asked.

“Yeah. Bright and early.”

“You looking forward to seeing him?”

Mary swirled the wine in her glass and then took a sip.

“Oh, fuck yes. I have already warned him not to have any plans. I’m going to tell him everything that has happened this week and then let him fuck me senseless for the rest of the day.”

“And are you going to tell him how slutty you have been?”

“Fuck yes. Every little detail. I think I will start with the mall, when those guys came over my face and tits. I want him to hear all about how I took all that cum and swallowed and rubbed it all over myself.”

Sam could feel himself growing hard again at the memory.

“Maybe we should give him something else to hear about?”

Mary grinned at him.

“What do you have in mind?”

“Maybe you shouldn’t just tell him, maybe you should show him?”

He stood up, the bulge in his trousers very noticeable. Slowly, he walked round to her side of the table. As he did, she turned to face him.

“Pull your dress up,” he commanded.

She did, sliding the hem up her legs and over her thighs until her pussy was exposed. She wasn’t wearing any underwear.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone, set it to record and then placed it on the counter behind him, making sure that it had a good view of both of them.

“Spread your legs.”

She did, letting him stand between them. He took her hand and guided it to his zipper, helping her to pull it down.

“Take my cock out,” he ordered.

She reached into his boxers and pulled it out, her fingers wrapping around his shaft.

“Do you have anything to say to Tony before we start?” Sam asked.

Mary looked over at the phone and then back to him.

“I’m going to suck his cock nice and slow, the way I suck yours. And then I’m going to let him fuck me over the table and breed my pussy.”

Sam smiled and gently pushed her head toward him, making her open her mouth. His cock slid inside and he felt the heat of her breath on his skin. She started to move her head, her mouth tight around his cock.

He could hear the wet slurping sound as she sucked him, and he could feel her tongue pressing against his shaft.

“Good girl,” he sighed as her head moved. “Show your husband what a good cock sucker you are.”

She bobbed her head up and down, her mouth full of him. She gagged a little, her throat contracting around him and then she pulled back.

“Fuck,” she moaned. “I need you inside me. Please. I need you to fill my pussy up.”

Sam smiled, thinking about the camera behind him and the fucking Mary would get when Tony saw the video. He had been told many times that when his clients got back home, the “claiming back” fuck with the wives were amongst the best fucks they had ever had.

“You know what to do, beg some more. Really convince me,” he said.

She reached down and spread her legs wider, her fingers sliding into her pussy and spreading her lips.

“Please, Sir. Fuck me. I need you to breed me. Fill my pussy up with your cum.”

He nodded, then grabbed her by the waist and lifted her onto the edge of the table. He flipped her over so she was face down and then he pulled her dress up higher and then pushed his cock against her pussy.

“You ready, slut?” he asked.

“Fuck yes. Fuck me.”

As the top of his cock sunk into her, he stopped and smiled at the camera. Then he pushed all the way in, sinking his cock balls deep into her.

“Fuck!” she cried. “It’s so thick.”

Sam pulled his hips back, and then slowly pushed forward again, burying himself in her. She was moaning, her body pressed against the table and her ass up in the air.

“That’s a good girl,” he said as he fucked her. “Take that cock. Nice and slowly so you get all cum hungry and empty-headed. Nothing to think about except that cock breeding you.”

“Oh, god,” she gasped. “Fuck, that’s so good.”

He reached down and grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her head up so he could lean forward and whisper in her ear.

“Tell your husband how much you love being a slut. Tell him how good my cock feels in you.”

“It feels so good,” she moaned. “I’m such a slut. Such a cum hungry little bitch.”

“Do you want anyone else to fuck you?”

“Yes. I want all of Tony’s friends to fuck me. Line up and take me one at a time. Let him show them how cock hungry his wife is.”

“What if I wanted to invite my friends?”

“I want that too. Fuck. Let me show off what a whore I am. Let them all fuck me. Let them all have a turn. Fill my holes and come over me. Breed my pussy and my mouth. Get me knocked up.”

Sam could feel her getting close. Her pussy was tight and wet around his cock and each time he pushed into her, he could hear a little gasp as he stretched her.

“And what about Tony? Does he get to fuck you?”

“Yes. When he gets home and watches this, I’m going to beg him to fuck me. Give him freeuse of his dirty little hotwife. Get him to fuck me in every room over every surface.”

Sam pulled her head back more and gave her a half bite, half kiss on her shoulder. Then he reached round with his other hand and grabbed her tits, squeezing them as he fucked her.

“Fuck. Harder. Harder,” she begged. “Breed me like a bitch.”

Sam obliged, picking up the pace until he was fucking her as hard as he could. His hips slapped against her ass with each thrust, and he could feel his balls slapping against her thighs.

“Fuck. Fuck!” she cried, her voice breaking. “I’m gonna...”

He felt her come, her pussy tightening around him and her body shuddering. He kept thrusting into her, holding her in place as she orgasmed.

“Good girl,” he purred. “Come for me. Come for me and then take all that cum in your tight little pussy.”

She moaned, a long deep moan that made him feel even more animalistic. It was a sound of pleasure and surrender. Her orgasm subsided, and he steadied his pace, fucking her nice and slow.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

He could feel himself getting close and knew that in a few more thrusts he would be emptying himself inside her.

“I’m going to come soon, are you ready?”

“Fill me up. Breed your little slut. Make me a momma. Get me pregnant.”

Sam growled, his hips rocking. He pushed his cock all the way into her and then pulled out until only the tip was inside her.

“Do you like being shared?” he asked.

“Yes. I’m a good girl. I love to be shared and used.”

“And what are you?”

“Tony’s slutty little hotwife. A dirty little cum hungry slut.”

Sam pushed into her again and again. He could feel the tightness in his balls and his cock twitching. And then he was over the edge, cumming hard as he pinned her against the table, giving her every drop of cum. His body shook with the orgasm, making the table tremble.

“Tell Tony how good it felt to have that big cock breeding you. Tell him what you are going to do when he gets home.”

“I’m going to beg him to fuck me. To use his hotwife,” she said, looking at the camera.

“No, not there, at the door.”

She looked over and her eyes went wide with delight when she saw Tony standing there.

Sam had arranged it with him earlier, when Tony had texted to say he would be home early.

“I’m home,” Tony said, grinning. “And I hear you have been very naughty.” He looked over at Sam. “Thanks for filling in while I have been away, and for making sure my hotwife has had a great week.”

Sam laughed. “The pleasure was all mine, literally. Now, I think I should go and let you two enjoy the weekend.”

He stepped back, his cock sliding out of Mary and dripping cum onto the floor. That got a content sigh from her.

“Come and claim your filthy little slut,” she purred at Tony, who wasted no time taking Sam’s place behind her.

As Sam shut the front door behind him, he heard the sound from the kitchen of Mary coming again. Obviously, her reunion with Tony was going well.

That was one of the things he loved about the job. Sure, the sex was fantastic, but seeing couples come together and sometimes set out on new sexual adventures, that was what it was all about.

His phone buzzed and as he climbed into his car, he checked the message.

A new client appointment the next day. Unusually, it was just one person coming in for the appointment. Normally both halves of the couple would come in.

Well, that’s a mystery for tomorrow, he thought.

And as he pulled out of the driveway, he was happy to have finished another job for Hotuse Husband for Hire.
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She just wants to be a freeuse toy for the night, and he’s more than willing to use her.

Willow
I’m 25 and newly single. It’s time to be a super slut, so someday I won’t regret not having a wild time in my 20s. And what better place than a freeuse party? I’m ready to be pounded hard and used all night long.... and I want to start with the sexy, older vampire I lock eyes with as soon as I enter the party.

The vampire pushes all the right buttons and looks like he knows exactly how to please a woman. Lucky for me, while a bunch of men have me on my knees, the vampire finds me and whisks me away.

Mike

After losing my wife 10 years ago, I’m not looking for love. I just want to enjoy life and pleasure as many women as possible. I’ve been attending these freeuse holiday parties for a few years now, and I always find a willing submissive to tease and turn into a desperate toy eager to please.

When I set my sights on a hot woman dressed as a cop, I know she’s the one I want to turn mindless with pleasure and make her scream with passion. She’s obviously a little inexperienced and way too young for me to date, but this is a party for pleasure.

I’m determined to make her mine for just one night.


Note:
This story is dual point of view with April Cross writing Willow and Matt Lake writing Mike. Enjoy the experience of two distinct voices 
telling the story while both authors bring their own writing style and creativity to give the characters life.

This is book 1 of a 4 part series and doesn’t end in a HEA... yet. It includes an older man and a younger woman, situational anorgasmia, BDSM 
with the D/s elements, along with partner swapping.


Extract from A Freeuse Reunion


We were walking past a pool surrounded by chairs. Various people were lounging about, but the ones that caught my attention were just off to the side. An oldish guy was sitting back in his chair, sunglasses on and head back, just enjoying the day. And between his legs, a woman was kneeling and giving him a blowjob.

Out in the open! Where everyone could see.

I pulled at the bellhop’s arm and he turned round to look, grinned and laughed, then went back to leading me to my cabin.

“That’s just the sort of place this is,” he said as he let us in and carried the cases through. Placing them down next to the bed, he turned to me and looked expectant.

I was too busy admiring the room to notice. I have stayed in some nice places before, but this was huge. And everything was of the finest quality. I stood there gawking for a few moments before I realized what he was waiting for.

“Oh right, the tip.”

It was then that he reached down and unzipped his shorts.

“Hopefully more than the tip,” he laughed and pulled out his cock.

For a moment I was dumbstruck, then suddenly realized what he meant. He wanted me to blow him.

Suddenly, the words that James said to me before I left to come here filled my head. “You are free to do ANYTHING you want, just as long as you tell me after.” We had been talking about me being a hotwife for the last few months, but until he said that, I had never been sure if he meant it or if it was just a sexy tease to get us both worked up. But when I saw the look in his eyes, I knew he meant every word.

And now I was standing in a room with a total stranger who had his, I have to say it, thick cock out. I don’t know if it was James’ words in my head or the sight of seeing that woman giving a blowjob, but I thought “fuck it,” and sank onto my knees.

Up close, I realized just how thick his cock was. James has a nice-sized cock, but it’s nowhere near as thick as this one. I could barely get my fingers around it and, when I started stroking, it stiffened even more in my hand. The guy looked at me like it was the most normal thing in the world. Maybe this is how you tip in this part of the world, I thought, then giggled.

I slipped my lips over the tip of his cock and then sank down on it, feeling him pulsing as he pushed deeper. It was the first time in over 5 years that I had blown anyone other than James, and I have to say I was fucking drenched by this point. Feeling his hands in my hair as he pumped into my throat, it was the sluttiest thing I had ever done.

For more, read A Freeuse Reunion at: https://mybook.to/afreeusereunion
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