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Chapter 1


My husband, Jonas, and I have an agreement that I can fuck whoever I want, whenever, as long as I come home and give him all the juicy details. So when one of my best friends invites me to her second bachelorette party at a ski lodge in the mountains, I’m not that excited since I don’t like to ski. But it’s whatever, I’m sure I can find a little action over the weekend. Some lonely guy who fancies cuddling up by the fire in his room and slipping his cock inside me while the snow drifts against the window. Then I’ll come home to Jonas and he’ll fuck me as I tell him all the filthy things I did over the weekend.
[image: image-placeholder]Sighing, I watch Vanessa, the bride-to-be, teeter off into the bedroom after a long gab session between the four of us who came on the trip. Our cabin has one bedroom with two sets of bunk beds, and Vanessa and I are the last left awake.
Right before she closes the bedroom door, she slurs, “Goodnight, Nadia,” and I call out goodnight, softly. Not that the others are going to wake up with how much booze they downed.
I’m the only one who didn’t drink, so I’m wide awake at midnight. Scanning the room, I snicker at how we trashed the place in just a few hours. The cabin is decorated with sturdy, rustic furniture, and was immaculate when we got here. Now it’s littered with empty Champagne bottles and streamers from party poppers. I could be nice and clean up for everyone, but, nah, they can help me in the morning. 
I didn’t realize that the lodge was only going to have individual cabins. There’s no common room or bar for me to meet a random older gentleman who knows how to treat a woman right. Not being able to find a guy to hook up with annoys my buzzing pussy. Man, I shaved and everything for this trip. What a waste. I’m not sure I would have come if I had known I was going to be trapped in a cabin for the weekend. I’m not going skiing with them tomorrow, so what am I even doing here? 
This weekend getaway was a last-minute decision, so not all the bridesmaids are here. Vanessa requested one last trip as a single woman and tossed the plan together. I could have said I was busy, but my slutty pussy thought she was going to get sex, so I said yes.
I slip my hands down the front of my tiny cotton shorts and panties and rub my pussy. Vanessa was half passed out, so she’s probably already asleep, and the other two went to bed hours ago. They didn’t wake up when Vanessa was singing at the top of her lungs, so I know a little moaning from me won’t disturb them.
Dipping my finger into my wet pussy, I gather the moisture to use as lubrication against my clit. The wooden chair isn’t comfortable, but it’ll have to do. I scoot my ass to the edge and rest my head on the back of the chair so I can close my eyes and go to town on my clit. My moans aren’t quiet as I caress my clit in circles. Each brush of my finger creeps me closer to my orgasm, and I daydream that my husband is on his knees between my legs, licking my clit and fingering me. I know what I’m asking for when I get home. I’ll tell him it was a waste of a trip and I deserve a good pussy licking.
My thigh muscles tense and I arch my back as the pleasure builds. I’m breathing in quick puffs and continuous moaning, and when I speed up my rubbing, it tips me over the edge. I gasp as the waves of bliss wash over me, but it’s a tiny orgasm and the peak is short-lived. Ugh, a powerful orgasm would have made me sleepy and instead I’m even more awake.
Pulling my hands from my shorts, I wipe my fingers on the fabric and sigh. If I were at home, my husband would take care of my neediness. He’s always good like that, and I love him dearly. We have a great sex life, and if he wasn’t so hot for me to sleep with other guys and tell him about it, I wouldn’t do it. Don’t get me wrong, I have fun, but I’d never cheat on my husband. But he loves it, and the rough fucking he always gives me after I describe blowing some other guy, or how my pussy was pounded so hard I saw stars, is fabulous.
The small living room is sweltering from the dying embers in the log fireplace. It was warm before my orgasm and now I’m sweaty and miserable. I flutter the edge of my tank top so it billows out and creates a tiny breeze, but it doesn’t help. Shit, I need to cool down.
Getting up, I step outside the cabin and the door gently clicks shut behind me, and I groan happily at the slap of icy wind. I’m only going to be out here for a few more seconds, which is good since I’m standing on a small wooden porch in my bare feet, tiny shorts, and tank top. Once I cool down, I’ll welcome the warmth of the room. 
The lodge has six cabins all close together, and four of them have no lights on, but the one directly across from me looks like a party cabin. The lights are blazing, and 90s rock music blasts through an open window. Thankfully, we couldn’t hear the music through the thick walls of our cabin. The noise level reminds me of college and the parties I attended at the frat houses. I wish the people in the cabin well, whatever they’re celebrating, but I have to get inside before I freeze to death.
When I grip the doorknob, it doesn’t turn. Staring at the door in disbelief, I take a few seconds to comprehend that I’m locked out. OH FUCK. I beat on the door frantically. Vanessa better open this door right quick. I shouldn’t have even come outside in this outfit. The icy wood against my feet makes me bang harder on the door. I stop knocking and try to listen to see if I can hear any movement, but the thick walls and door prevent me from being able to tell. Wait, how long does it take someone to freeze to death? 
I curl my toes, and already I can tell they’re too cold. Maybe if I knock long enough, Vanessa will open the door, but will it be before I lose anything to frostbite? It only takes me a split second to decide what to do, and before I give it too much thought, I’m dashing down the snowy walkway straight for the party cabin. Snow’s been falling for hours and the untouched path makes footing easy. My bare feet sink into the fluffy whiteness as I speed walk as fast as possible while still being careful not to trip.
Stumbling up the porch, I bang on the cabin door and it’s almost immediately answered. 
A massive ginger-haired guy with a beard blinks at me before calling over his shoulder, “Hey, who hired a stripper to come all the way up here?”
I open my mouth to tell him I’m not a freaking stripper when he grips my shoulder and tugs me into the cabin. “Come inside. You’re crazy to be standing out there without shoes on and in that skimpy outfit.”
The warmth of the room smacks me in the face and I almost sigh in happiness. Oh, thank God. Ginger Man, as I’ve now dubbed him, draws me to the couch in front of the fireplace, pushes me down, and sits beside me. He pulls my feet into his lap and rubs them between his warm hands.
My red toenails and lightly tanned skin contrast against his ivory tone. His hands are enormous and make my tiny feet appear even smaller. The longer he rubs them, the more it’s like a foot massage. I close my eyes and sink into the couch cushions and moan softly. Keeping my eyes closed, I enjoy the massage while my other senses take over. Someone turned down the music and the hum of voices tells me there are several people here–at least five, maybe more. There is enough talking that I can’t hear everything going on at once and I have to concentrate to isolate the voices. Clearly a card game going on, since every few seconds a table gets thumped, people laugh, and other people groan. Another group of guys is close by discussing time travel theory.
“So, who ordered the stripper?” Ginger Man calls out again, and a chorus of, “Not me,” and, “I don’t know,” rings out. 
“Maybe it was Ron?” a deep voice suggests, and a bunch of people agree that it sounds like something Ron would do. 
Wait, are these all men? I open my eyes and peek over the side of the couch and count 10 guys with a quick glance. I snuggle back down on the couch and watch Ginger Man rubbing my feet.
Hey, this guy is pretty damn sexy. I’ve always had a thing for bigger men because I love feeling small and helpless when they pin me down. Add in the red hair and a beard, and I’m sold. My pussy flutters and reminds me that my last orgasm wasn’t the best.
“So…” Ginger Man smiles at me. “Are you going to strip for us?”
His hands turn into more of a caress and I almost groan at how erotic it feels. Here I was, wishing I could find a guy to fuck tonight, and the universe handed me more men than I can handle.…
Or did it?
My body zings alive and my nipples pucker as I imagine fucking multiple men tonight. Can I really do this? My husband said whoever, whenever. A splash of wetness leaks from my pussy. Oh, hell yeah, let’s do this. It’s going to be the sluttiest thing I’ve ever done in my life, but I’m going to fuck them all. 
I remove my feet from his hands and curl them under me as I shift onto my knees. Smiling seductively, I purr at Ginger Man, “Ron didn’t hire a stripper…” I don’t actually know who this Ron person is, but I go with it and continue. ”Ron hired a free use slut for anyone to use.”
My voice was loud enough that the guys discussing time travel stopped talking. “Well holy fuck,” one of them murmurs.
“Me first!” chimes in a second guy, and a thrill runs through me straight to my clit.
I’m already breathing heavily, and my tingling pussy makes me yearn to straddle Ginger Man and grind against him. Ginger Man stares at me for a few seconds and a ball of lust lodges in my gut while my breasts ache to be touched. Someone argues in the background about deserving to be first.
“Shut up!” Ginger Man bellows, and the entire room quiets. “I’m first,” he states in a tone that leaves no room for disagreement. 
Several people murmur in approval, and longing blossoms in my core. I’m not sure I’ve ever desired to be fucked as much as I need this guy to fuck me right now. Is he going to take me to the back room? This cabin is larger than the one I’m in and has several doors leading to other rooms. We could go into a bedroom and the guys could come in one at a time. 
“Get on your hands and knees,” Ginger Man commands.
My eyes widen. Uh… I open my mouth to protest and he gives me a wicked smile. “You said Ron paid you to be a free use slut. Is there a problem?”
I close my mouth and shake my head. My entire body vibrates from sexual tension. Holy fuck, am I really going to do this? I stand up and sink to my knees on a fake sheepskin rug in front of the fireplace. When Ginger Man kneels behind me and tugs my shorts and panties down, excitement pulses through me and rushes straight to my shaved cunt. Looks like I really am going to do this.
He groans, “Look at that pretty pussy, you guys. All shaved and wet for us.”
Oh fuck, that’s hot. My mind blips out, and I shake my ass at him, daring him to fuck me. Instead of using his cock, he rubs my velvety folds with a finger, and presses one inside my pussy. I moan at the invasion. God, his finger is thick. If that’s one finger, what will his cock feel like? 
He slips a second finger in, stretching me out even more, and I grind back against his hand. He laughs and finger fucks me slowly, while lust almost overwhelms me. When he shoves in a third finger, I’m so amazingly full, I think I’m going to explode and come all over his hand, but I don’t. 
“Guys, she’s so warm and tight. Do you think I should show her what my cock feels like?”
A chorus of guys call out, “Yes,” and, “Do it!” and knowing there are men watching us is crazy hot. All I can see is the fireplace, and I’m afraid to peek behind me. I might freeze up with a ton of eyes staring at me. It’s better to imagine it, and I assume it’s true, but I don’t know for a fact.
Clothes rustle behind me, and then the tip of a cock rubs up and down my slit. The head is thick and bulbous, and I bet his shaft is huge. He grabs onto my hip with one massive hand and steadies me while he presses his cock against my entrance. 
“You ready for this, slut?” he growls.
I squeal as he applies pressure, and as the head slips in, it stretches me out. “Ohhh god, yes,” I moan and he plunges straight to my core with no further warning.
“Fuuuuuck!” I cry out from the exquisite pleasure that borders on pain because of how enormous he is. 
Holy hell. I knew he’d be big, but I wasn’t expecting THIS big. My head whirls as he pummels into my pussy.
His voice is almost jolly when he talks to the room. “You know what the best thing about a free use slut is, boys?” 
Someone asks him, “What?” and he whacks against my cunt so vigorously his balls slap against my clit. “Fuck!” I can’t hold back, and I’m swearing with each thrust.
“You can use her and you don’t have to wait for her to come.”
Ugh, what? My pussy clenches around him and I’m so close to coming that I consider begging. He gives a loud grunt and I can tell he’s about to erupt. His shaft pulsates, and he clasps my waist with both hands and yanks me against him, grinding his cock deep inside. His head rubs my magical spot and within a few brushes of the tip, I explode. 
“Ohhhhh, fuuuuuuucck,” I scream as he blows his load inside my pussy and waves of rapture overwhelm me. His cock jerks and his hot cum paints my inner walls. He pulls out with a loud wet sound and his seed gushes out and drips down my thighs.
Leaning my head down on my forearms with my ass in the air, I try to catch my breath as aftershocks of pleasure ripple through my core. I’m not paying attention until another cock probes my slickness.
Oh, shit. I’m not sure what I was expecting, but someone replacing Ginger Man immediately wasn’t a thought. The next dude slams into me and starts bulldozing my pussy. 
“Hey, you’re right,” the dude fucking me states. “I can come whenever and she won’t complain.”
I rest my face on my forearms, ready to grumble that I will complain, but the pleasure in my core builds again. Am I going to have another orgasm already? This guy’s cock isn’t as large, but he’s enthusiastic and hitting a pleasant spot repeatedly. 
Another climax builds and right before I come, the dude fucking me spurts his load with a loud groan while the room cheers him on. How many of these guys are going to fuck me?
I don’t even realize the guy left my ass until a strong spank makes me squeak, “Hey!”
“Get back up on all fours, slut,” a deep voice commands, and I obey without question. 
I gasp when another cock probes my sodden hole and this new guy fucks me slowly. I wasn’t expecting gentleness, and the pleasure is more intense because I can feel every long stroke of his.
“I hope Ron paid well. You’re going to be used all night long,” he declares, and the zing of delight from his words almost tips me over the edge again. Oh fuck, ALL night? Am I up for this? 
He gives a few experimental strong whacks against my pussy and I cry out from the sharp pleasure. Jesus Christ, I’m about to come again. A warm glow envelops me, and my brain gets fuzzy. Each stroke is better than the last and I’m floating in a place where time doesn’t matter. 
The guy clutches my long brown hair in his fist and pulls my head back while he drills into me, hard and deep.
“Come for me,” he demands, and my body obeys with no thought.
I cry out as my third orgasm of the night hits me like a train wreck, and I convulse around his cock. He spanks me again and I collapse onto my arms as he yells like he scored a goal with his orgasm. My entire body vibrates and my pussy flutters as more cum coats my walls. When he pulls out, our combined juices rush down my leg. 
I’m a mess, and I barely notice the next guy press into my pussy. I lose count of the men who fuck me, and I don’t know how many orgasms I have after my sixth. It’s a stream of pleasure, each orgasm building on the last. At some point a guy decides to fuck my mouth, and it’s the first time I get to see who’s connected to the cocks. This guy is average looking, but his cock isn’t. He’s got a thick, meaty shaft and I lick my lips eagerly.
As he eases his cock down my throat, I taste myself on him so I know he’s already fucked me. He uses my mouth while another guy drills into my pussy, and his shaft muffles my moans. He blows his load sooner than I expect, and I’m not able to swallow it fast enough. Cum and spit drip down my chin when he removes himself from my mouth, and he’s immediately replaced with another guy.
On and on it goes. Once that first guy realized they could get a blowjob, the rest join in and go for round two with my mouth. I welcome each one and suck on them greedily. I can tell they all fucked me because I’m cleaning my juices off their cocks. The guys pounding behind me create a nice back-and-forth movement between me and the cocks in my mouth, and each whack against my sodden hole shoves the cocks deeper down my throat. My screams of pleasure when I orgasm are stifled, and all I hear now is the crackling of the fire, cheering from everyone as they watch, and the groans and moans of various men as they fuck me with abandon.
I’m lost in a haze of desire, and I don’t know how many cocks I suck. Each one is different; thick, slim, short, cut and uncut, but after so many in a row, they blend together. I don’t even have time to wipe the cum off my face, and some of the men grip my head and smear jizz up into my hairline. This is, by far, the filthiest thing I’ve done in my entire life, and I’m eager to get home and tell my husband and get my reward for being such a slut.
Eventually, I’m flipped over and a gigantic body covers me while an enormous cock slides into my sore pussy. It’s Ginger Man again, and he fucks me slowly while kissing me. Our tongues swirl together and I cling to his massive shoulders. My pussy squeezes around him, tiny aftershocks from all my orgasms. His breath is ragged as we rock together. 
“Do you need more cum?” he groans, and all I can do is murmur, “Please.”
He kisses me again as his cock pulsates and fills me. My pussy clenches and another soft climax runs through me, gentle waves after so many sharp peaks. He fucks me through my orgasm, and when he finally pulls out, the room is silent.
Sudden cheering and the chorus of claps make me smile dreamily. Jesus, my hubby is going to love this story.
Ginger Man helps me stand, pulls my panties and shorts back up for me, and leads me to the couch. Someone brings me a bottle of water, and another person hands me a thick wad of cash. The room is still spinning and I’m uncertain what this is for. I glance at Ginger Man with the question in my eyes, and he grins at me.
“It’s your tip.”
I try to hand it back to him. I don’t want their money, and since I’m not really a stripper, I wasn’t thinking about a tip. He takes it back and instead of setting it aside, he shoves it down the front of my shorts and grins at me.
“Keep it. I insist.”
A strong rap on the door makes everyone jump, and one man opens it. Vanessa is standing there. 
“Have you guys seen…” She spots me sitting on the couch and her eyes widen. 
I can guess how filthy and used I look, but I don’t care. 
“Hi.” I wave at her weakly and Ginger Man guides me to the door.
Everyone says goodbye, and some praise me and say they had a fabulous time. Ginger Man hands me an enormous pair of men’s slippers to wear home and I promise to leave them on the porch in the morning. Vanessa is silent as she helps me back to our cabin. When we walk in, I turn to her and she looks like she’s going to say something, but I hold up my hand.
“I must sleep. We’ll talk later.”
She nods, and I stumble into the bedroom and launch myself onto the lower bunk bed. When my husband said whoever, whenever… I hope he meant 10 guys. I fall asleep with a smile on my face.




Chapter 2


The next morning while the other bridesmaids are outside playing in the snow, I tell Vanessa the story. Her shock and delight has me going into great detail, and she swears secrecy. The rest of the weekend, I feel her eyes on me and I catch her staring toward the men’s cabin with a pensive look. I’m not sure what she’s thinking, but I can tell it’s not directed at me so I don’t give it much concern. I’m too worked up and excited about seeing my husband soon, and I daydream about what will happen since I’m not totally sure what to expect. He’ll probably be shocked like Vanessa, and then horny… or at least I hope that’s how it goes.
I want to return the slippers to the guys and sneakily give them their cash back before we leave the lodge. It felt dishonest for me to keep the tip money. I worked hard for them, but their hot, sticky cum was enough payment. I tuck the money into the toe of one slipper and put them in a plastic bag. Creeping over to their cabin, I leave the bag on the porch for them to find later.
I don’t get home until Monday afternoon while my husband is at work, and I text him to let him know I’m back. I’m already wet and greedy for his cock. No matter how many other guys I fuck, my husband is my rock and nothing compares to the love I feel when he fills me with his seed and leaves me with a gushing creampie.
Nadia: I’m home!
Jonas: I can’t wait to see you, baby. I hope you had a fun trip.
I giggle as I type.
Nadia: I have a story for you. I exercised my “anyone, anywhere,” free pass.
Jonas: Oh, really? I’m intrigued. Tell me more.
Hmm, what should I tell him? Nope, I’m making him wait.
Nadia: You don’t get the story until you’re home and inside me. But I’ll tell you a tidbit. It involved more than one cock.
He takes a while to reply. Work must be busy.
Jonas: OK, baby, but I expect you naked and in bed when I get home.
Ohhh, heck yeah.
Nadia: Yes, sir!
I don’t normally call him ‘sir’, so I send him a winking emoji along with the message. He replies with a GIF of a teddy bear blowing me kisses.
Sighing happily, I glance at the clock on my phone. Ugh, it’s still three hours until he gets off work. My pussy buzzes angrily. Yeah, it’s going to be a long afternoon.
[image: image-placeholder]I’m naked and lying on top of the covers when he walks into the bedroom after work. I couldn’t wait and I rubbed my clit a little in anticipation, forcing myself to stop when I got too close to coming. He’ll be able to slide right inside me and fuck me hard. I’m more than ready for him.
Jonas grins when he sees me. “Good. You’re right where I want you.”
I pat the bed next to me. “Join me and I’ll tell you the story.”
“Hold that thought. I’ll be right back.”
I pout as he leaves the bedroom and my pussy quivers. I hear him go into the bathroom and he doesn’t take long. When he comes back, he’s naked and his thick cock juts straight out. I swear it gives me a little wave as he approaches the bed. Wetness leaks from my pussy, and I roll one of my nipples between my fingers while Jonas settles in next to me. I’m almost too turned on to tell him what happened. I long to climb on top of him and ride him until I cream all over his cock, but he deserves story time first.
He leans into me and softly brushes his lips against mine before applying pressure and coaxing them often. He tastes like coffee and I groan as our tongues dance. His cock is heavy and thick as it presses against the softness of my tummy. I reach down to stroke him and tendrils of delight light up my core the longer we kiss. 
His cock is wet with pre-cum, and I use it as lubricant to slide my fingers firmly up and down his length. I take my time with it so he doesn’t get too excited. I’m vibrating with desire, and desperate for him to fuck me, but force myself to take things slow so I don’t deprive him of any pleasure. 
He breaks off the kiss and nibbles down the column of my neck, heading straight for my tits. He starts with small kisses on my nipple for a moment before taking the entire tip into his mouth.
“Tell me what you did,” he demands around my breast, as he continues to suck and pull on my nipple.
Fuck, it’s hard to think when he’s doing that. OK, focus, Nadia. I groan when he pinches the other nipple hard.
Shiiit. OK… OK… must concentrate. Since he’s teasing me, I’m going to turn the tables on him. “Guess how many guys I fucked this weekend?”
That makes him pause since he already knows it was more than one. “Uh… three?”
He goes back to sucking on my breast, and I giggle. “Higher.”
He pulls back and stares at me. “Four?”
“Higher.”
His eyes go round. “FIVE?”
“Higher.” I give him a mysterious smile and tug on his cock.
His cock grows harder, and I feel a shiver run through his body. “Nadia, just tell me how many.” His tone says he’s done with our guessing game.
Kissing him briefly, I move my mouth to his ear and whisper. “I don’t know, but I think it was 10… sometimes I had two at once… and the rest would watch.”
I lean back so I can see his face, trying to assess what he’s thinking. A flicker of shock passes over him, but his eyes quickly turn feral.
“How many orgasms did you have?”
“Um… I lost count.”
He crawls on top of me, tugging my legs open. I’m not fighting him and help by spreading them as wide as I can. He fits the head of his cock against my pussy but doesn’t sink in.
“Nadia, you know what happens when you fuck other guys, right?”
I nod. “Uh-huh, you get to use me and come as many times as I did, without trying to make me come.”
He flashes a wicked grin. “So should we call it 10 orgasms?”
Oh shit, even if he fucked me twice per day that means I’m not coming for almost a week. I use my cutest voice possible, the one I know he can’t resist. “Um… I think it was six?”
He laughs. “You don’t seem too sure of that number.”
Thank God it’s not how many times the men came since I believe most of them came twice; once in my pussy and once in my mouth.
“No… no… I’m SURE it was six.” I blink at him innocently and hope he buys my act.
“Hmm, OK… if you’re sure.”
“Oh, yes, I’m…. fuuuuuuck,” as he slams into me straight to my core and a massive spike of pleasure rushes through me.
He whacks against me. “Nadia, you are a thirsty little cum slut.”
“Oh, god. Yes, I am.”
When he grabs my wrists and pins them above my head, I close my eyes and take my punishment. He whacks against me, and each thrust shoots spirals of bliss through my core. The rule is, if I come, fine, but he’s not waiting for me. Chances are good I’m going to come at this rate.
He’s panting, and his voice is rough. “Did you like fucking all those men?”
My clit throbs and I need to come so badly. I cry out when he thrusts extra hard, and whimper, “Yes, it felt so good.”
“Did you think of me while they used you?”
Ohhh, there we go. Love for my husband floods through me. “Yes,” I gasp as a zing of bliss almost makes me come. “I always think of you. Everything I do is for you.”
He groans, lets go of my wrists, and pushes my knees up to my chest. “I’m going to fill you up and you’re going to be dripping for days.”
He jackhammers into me, and when he hits the perfect spot, my orgasm rips through me. I squeal and shudder while my pussy clenches around his cock. Knowing I came drives him into a frenzy, and he slams into me repeatedly.
He comes with a growl, and his cock spasms. He groans, “I love you,” as he shoots load after load of hot cum deep inside me. His body twitches against me and he slows down his thrusts before withdrawing and lowering my legs. We’re both in a daze as he collapses next to me and cuddles close.
My heart races, and it takes a while for my breathing to calm down. Our bodies are slick with sweat, but we don’t move. He doesn’t speak and when I look at him, he’s got a glazed, sexually satisfied glow. 
This is how it always is after I’ve been with another guy. It’s going to be several days of a gloriously possessive and insatiable husband, and it’s why I enjoy being a hotwife. None of this would be fun without my husband. Sure, the sex is great, but while the men are fucking me, I think of how Jonas will react later and it increases the pleasure in the moment. I always come harder knowing my husband is going to get a thrill from hearing about my slutty adventures.
After a bit, I can tell he’s coming back to his senses because he caresses my hand and kisses my shoulder.
I turn my head to look at him and whisper, “I love you.”
His eyes glint when he replies, “That’s one.”
Giggling, I give him a peck on the mouth. “Yep, five more to go.”
It’s going to be a fun few days at my house.
The End

[image: image-placeholder]Want a free hotwife story? 
Join my newsletter and get a short story with Miranda, my most popular hotwife.
Get it at:
https://lacey-cross.com/miranda






Borrowing the Bride Coming Soon


If you liked this story, I already have book 2 on pre-order. Pick up Borrowing the Bride to get Vanessa’s story.
Preorder is at:
http://mybook.to/borrowingthebride
[image: image-placeholder]
This first time hotwife didn’t expect her wedding night to include more than just the groom.
Vanessa is obsessed with the idea of being used roughly by multiple men, and when she tells her fiancé about her filthy freeuse fantasy, he gives her the ultimate wedding gift… a night with the groomsmen as he shares her with his friends.
One night might change the course of their entire marriage.




Free For The Night Excerpt


I wrote a cute, romantic-ish, free use story about a wife who wanted her husband to give her a free use day. This is one of my most popular stories, and it’s part of the When Couples Play series which is all about couples trying to spice of their marriage. This one isn’t isn’t as raunchy as Taking Them All and doesn’t involve multiple men, but it’s still explicit and hot. This series has been called “wholesome” erotica, which made me laugh since most of the wives I write want to be used in filthy ways. 
If you haven’t read it yet, here’s a sample. 
[image: image-placeholder]
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“God, I’m so sore. I gave Ethan another free use weekend and let me tell you, he used me hard.” 
I freeze right before I turn the corner to walk into the break room to grab a cup of coffee. My coworker, Tanya, is speaking. She’s a younger woman in her early 20s, super sweet and friendly.  
A second woman remarks, “Shit, I wish I had a boyfriend. Your free use stories with Ethan always sound so hot. I really need to start dating again.”
The second voice belongs to one of the newer hires, Fabiola. I had noticed Tanya and Fabiola eating lunch together and chatting during work hours since they hired Fabiola a month ago, so it doesn’t surprise me they’re close enough to share details about their personal lives.
Sex talk in the break room is a little risky, but I’m not one to judge since I’ve done it before. I’m approaching 40 though, so this was years ago when I was young and had a sex life to talk about. In the last year, things have gone extremely stale in the bedroom with my husband, Rich, so I have no juicy gossip to give out even if I had a work friend I’d tell. 
Rich and I actually talked about it last Sunday after the third weekend in a row of no sex, and we’re both taking the week to consider ways we can spice things up. The plan is to discuss our ideas Friday night and maybe get a little zing back for the weekend since the kids will be going camping with my brother and his family. 
Sex has always been an important part of our marriage. We were high school sweethearts and everyone told us it wouldn’t last, but we’ve made it 20 years now. We’ve had our trials like any couple, and usually the lulls in the bedroom had to do with our busy lives, especially when our two kids were younger. Now they’re in their teens and more independent, so we could sneak off to our bedroom if we wanted, but the drive isn’t there — at least not for him. Some days I’m so damn horny, I just want to rip his clothes off, but he’s always tired or has a headache.
But what’s free use? I’m afraid to enter the break room in case they stop talking when they see me. I’m hoping Tanya explains more, but when the topic turns to what color Fabiola should dye her hair next, I sigh and head in. 
“Hi, Amanda!” 
“Good morning, Amanda.”
Both greet me and we chat while I fill my coffee mug and raid the pack of muffins that someone brought in to share. I select blueberry and my stomach grumbles, reminding me I skipped breakfast. I wish I had the guts to ask them what free use is, but I don’t want them to know I was listening in. Once I have my coffee and muffin, I head out so they can go back to their private conversation.
When I get back to my desk, I’m still stumped about the conversation I overheard. Is free use some newfangled thing the younger generation is doing? If it was mainstream, I’m sure I would have heard about it by now. I’m tempted to search for it online, but hesitate.
I work in the office for a large trucking company and the owner is a loud, crass guy who has been in the industry for 40 years. An HR manager with strict demands for what should happen in a workplace to avoid lawsuits or law violations would not enjoy working here. Truckers are a more rough and rowdy crowd, so having a casual workplace is probably better.
I’ve also heard that the IT guy spends most of the day with his office door closed, jerking off and watching porn. I don’t figure he’d take the time to check what I’m doing, but it’s hard to shake the fear of being caught. But would it really matter if I searched for free use? As long as I avoid clicking on any video links and just look at the definition or articles, it should be fine… right?
Free use is a lot more mainstream than I realized. My search pulls up tons of articles and discussions about it. I’m fascinated as I click through the various explanations. The best ones are the detailed posts about what is consensual. From what I gather, I would give up control of my body to my husband and he would sexually use me however he wanted, though I’d have a safe word if things went bad. Another part of the kink is that sometimes the person being fucked doesn’t respond to the sexual advances and ignores what is happening to them. Hrm, could I even do that?
It only takes me a moment to process. Yeah… shit, that’s hot. 
I try not to imagine it, but my mind goes to Tanya saying that her boyfriend, Ethan, used her hard all weekend. Tanya is attractive, and she has pictures of Ethan on her desk; he’s fit and muscular. Now that I know what free use is, it’s impossible to avoid visualizing what might have happened. It’s been years since I’ve wanted to masturbate over someone at work, but my pussy clenches and the intense urge to rub myself while thinking about them fucking overwhelms me.
I struggle to imagine Rich doing whatever he wants to me, but I can’t. He’s not passive in the bedroom, but he’s very focused on my pleasure. I doubt he’d be able to bend me over and take me with no consideration of my wants. A shiver runs down my spine and I press my pussy against my chair. God, I want it. This will be the thought I masturbate to when I’m alone, and I know just the toy to use. I recently bought a curved g-spot vibrating wand that always hits the perfect spot. I’ll fuck myself with it and pretend it’s Rich fucking me hard. Ugh, I really wish he was the type of guy who could do free use.
[image: image-placeholder]You can find the book at:
https://mybook.to/FreefortheNight
or get the bundle for When Couples Play at:
http://mybook.to/couplesplay
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