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Chapter 1


When Joey told me to pack my white lace top for our Fourth of July camping trip, I knew he had something thrilling planned for me. I’m excited as I place it carefully in my duffel bag. The top in question is a reminder of our first foray into the hotwife lifestyle. I wore it on a trip to the Oregon coast last summer, where Joey shared me with his best friend from high school. The memory still makes me wet. 
After that trip to Oregon, we continued to explore new territories in the bedroom. Namely, inviting other men to fuck me. I’ve had multiple cocks inside me that didn’t belong to my husband, and Joey and I both are having fun.
Joey can’t keep his hands off me as I stuff another tank top into my duffel bag. He presses up against my back as his fingers trace the lace trim of my bra, slipping over the fabric to graze my nipples. They instantly harden, and a throb of desire pulses between my legs.
“Mmm… Miri, I can’t wait to see you in that top again,” he murmurs in my ear before nibbling on my lobe.
“What do you have planned for this weekend?” I ask, leaning back into his embrace. His hands slide down to cup my ass, squeezing roughly.
“You’ll have to wait and see,” he chuckles, grinding his hard cock against me. I whimper, aching to get him inside me, but he pulls away before I can beg for it. The hunger for him is sweet torture.
We finish packing in a sexual haze. Whenever he gets close to me, he goes out of his way to brush up against me. Every touch of his is charged with promise. My panties are soaked by the time we’re done. I don’t know what Joey has in store for me this weekend, but I’m sure it involves something slutty in front of another guy. Maybe he’s going to make me walk around in the barely there top and show off my tits to everyone.
Joey takes his bag out to the living room to set it by the door for easy loading into the car in the morning. I follow him out there and sidle up to him, wrapping my arms around his waist. “So,” I purr. “I think you should give me some hints about this weekend.”
He grins, pulling me flush against him. I can feel the hard ridge of his cock pressing into my belly, and I rock against it, trying to get him to fuck me before we sleep.
“Patience. You’ll find out soon enough.”
I pout and run my hands up his chest and play with the hair at the nape of his neck. “You’re not playing fair.”
“When have I ever played fair?” His hands slide under my shirt, fingers dancing over my skin. “You’ll get what’s coming to you, don’t worry.”
“And what exactly is coming to me?” I ask breathlessly.
Joey grins, eyes dark with promise. “More than you can imagine, starting right now.”
Now? Before I can question him, he walks me backwards towards the sofa. He peels my shorts and panties down to my knees in one swift motion, and I moan as he spins me around and bends me over the armrest. Oh fuck, yes. I didn’t even have to beg for his cock.
“Spread your legs,” he growls.
I obey him instantly, and I drop my shorts and panties to the floor so I can move one leg out of them. I spread my legs, trembling with need. His cock nudges at my entrance, sliding in with a hard thrust that steals my breath. I moan, rocking back to meet his strokes. He drills into me, making sure every inch of his cock is inside me. My legs quiver from delight and I grip the couch cushions so I don’t get knocked around too much.
Ever since I’ve become a hotwife, our sex life has been reinvigorated. Tonight is the perfect example. Last year, before our trip to Oregon, we hadn’t fucked for weeks. Tonight, he can’t keep his hands off me. It’s like he’s a different man.
He hammers into me, his hands gripping my hips, and I moan as I barrel towards my orgasm. I’m so wet that each time he bottoms out, a slapping sound fills the air. My thighs shake as the ecstasy intensifies. I’m chanting, “Fuck me, fuck me,” and right before my orgasm hits, he gives a final hard whack, groans loudly, and fills me with his cum.
Wait, what? He slowly fucks his cum back up inside me for a few strokes before stopping as his cock throbs inside me. My head is woozy from the lack of orgasm and my body cries out in displeasure. We can’t be done.
“Did you just…?” I ask, confused.
“I’m finished,” he says, smacking my ass as he withdraws from my pussy. “We should go to bed.”
Oh fuck, I’m not coming? We’ve been experimenting with power play dynamics lately, but this is the first time he’s fucked me without finishing me. What’s going on?
“See you in bed,” he says, and walks away.
I slump on the sofa, trembling and unsatisfied. Being under Joey’s control is both torture and bliss. He always takes me to the brink and holds me there, wielding my pleasure like a weapon. I hate it and I love it all at once.
I briefly consider taking care of business myself, but deep down, I enjoy being edged and I’d rather go to bed aching. It will make whatever happens on the trip that much sweeter.
I stay in the living room until my head clears. When I crawl into bed, I’m still buzzing with need, my pussy aching to be filled. Joey is already asleep, but when I cuddle beside him, he drapes one arm over my waist in a possessive hold.
Tomorrow we’re heading out on our camping trip. I have no idea what to expect, but if tonight was any indication, Joey has some surprises planned. Just the thought makes me squirm, rubbing my thighs together. I’m not sure how I’ll survive an entire weekend under Joey’s control. But that’s the thrill. Letting go and giving myself over to the games we play.
Joey stirs beside me, pulling me closer in his sleep. I relax into his embrace, elation and apprehension twisting in my belly. I toss and turn for what seems like hours, visions of Joey and his wicked grin flashing behind my eyelids. The ache between my legs refuses to fade, my clit throbbing with every beat of my heart.
When I finally drift off, my dreams are filled with faceless men. Their hands and mouths explore my body, bringing me to the brink again and again, only to leave me empty and wanting. I wake with a gasp more than once, my pussy dripping wet and pulsing.
Beside me, Joey sleeps like the dead. The bastard. I consider waking him for revenge, but one of us needs enough sleep to drive tomorrow. My frustration only makes me needier.




Chapter 2


I’m not refreshed when the alarm blares, startling me from my erotic dreams. I blink awake to find Joey gazing down at me, a smug smile on his lips. 
“Rise and shine, baby. We’ve got a big day ahead of us.”
His words send a bolt of arousal straight to my core. I stretch with a groan, the sheets tangled around my naked body.
“You suck,” I mutter with no real venom.
Joey just laughs, pulling me in for a deep, claiming kiss. “No, I don’t. You love every second of this.”
Damn him, he’s right. And it’s a good thing he’s driving today. I’m going to sleep the entire way to the campsite.
[image: image-placeholder]I doze in the passenger seat while Joey drives. The gentle hum of the SUV’s engine lulls me into a deep sleep, and I drift away, wrapped in the sun’s warmth.
When the car stops, I crack my eyes open and look at the clock on the dashboard. I’ve been asleep for two hours. We’re at the rest stop closest to the exit for the campgrounds. The forested area around us is tranquil, filled with a sense of peace that seems to seep into my very being.
“So pretty,” I say as I step out of the SUV and stretch my legs. The sunlight filters through the trees, casting dappled shadows on the surrounding area.
“Want to hear what I have planned for the weekend?” Joey replies with a grin as he gets out of the SUV to stretch as well. He walks around to my side and slides his arms around me.
He doesn’t wait for me to respond. “I talked to my friends, and if you want, you can have a freeuse night with all of them tonight.”
My mouth drops open in shock, and my chest tightens. “Freeuse, like they use me?”
His simple reply of, “Yes,” creates soft tingles in my core. My heart skips a beat, and I feel both a surge of excitement and hesitation at his words.
“I… I don’t know, Joey. Aren’t some of them married or have girlfriends?”
“No, I only invited my single friends.”
He brushes his lips against mine and I lean into his arms, accepting his kiss while my thoughts race. God, I want what he’s offering, but what if something goes wrong? How well do I know these guys?
I tense up and he rubs my back in circles, as he does when he’s trying to help me destress. “Miri, they all know your safeword. I trust them. You can have a good time tonight.”
I take a deep breath, noticing a mix of emotions—fear, longing, curiosity. I never considered anything like this. Freeuse for all the guys tonight? Fuck, that’s hot.
As the initial shock fades, I’m more and more intrigued by the prospect of surrendering to these men. A dirty thrill courses through me, making my skin flush with longing. My pussy aches as I daydream about a bunch of men fucking me.
“All right. Let’s make this weekend one to remember.”
Joey’s eyes light up. “You’re amazing, Miri. Trust me, you won’t regret it.” He gives me a passionate kiss that leaves me breathless.




Chapter 3


We take a few minutes walking around the rest stop before getting back into the SUV. As we continue driving towards the campsite, my body buzzes and the more I imagine the men lining up to use me, the wetter my panties become. The thought of being used by multiple men, each with their own unique touch and taste, sends shivers down my spine. I bet some of them will even watch while the others fuck me. Oh God, maybe it’ll become a circle jerk in the end. 
“Are you sure they all want to do this?” I ask Joey, double checking that I’m not getting all worked up for a bunch of guys who don’t really want to fuck me.
He grins. “Definitely. They can’t wait to get their hands on you.”
My stomach flips at his words as a yearning courses through me. I’m teetering on the edge of an exhilarating unknown, ready to dive into the depths of pleasure and surrender. I glance over at Joey, and his smile seems equally eager for the adventure ahead.
Suddenly, all my fears seem trivial compared to the amazing opportunity that Joey is letting me explore. How in the hell did I get so lucky to marry him? How many guys would let their wife fuck all his friends while camping?
I keep my tone light and teasing. “Then bring on the fuckery!”
Joey laughs and reaches over to squeeze my hand reassuringly before putting it back on the wheel.
The rest of the drive is a blur as my mind races with thoughts of how this will work. Are they going to just bend me over the picnic table while everyone is eating? Drag me off to the woods? My body hums with anticipation. I imagine the touch of powerful hands on my skin, rough kisses leaving me breathless, and the hunger in their eyes as they take whatever they want from me.
As we park the SUV at the campsite and step out into the serene forest, a rush of exuberance runs through me. This is it. I’m ready to be shared.
Joey’s friends are gathered around a firepit, and I quickly count six guys. I’ve met them all before, but I only know a couple of them well. Their faces light up when they see me. Joey smiles at his friends and gives them a discreet thumbs up. Wait, what did the thumbs up mean?
“Ready?” Joey asks me, his eyes filled with enthusiasm.
Nodding is all I can do as my heart races. Joey and I move to the back of the SUV to unload our bags, and I notice Darren walking towards us. He’s one of Joey’s friends who I’ve only met briefly before. I always thought he was sexy as all fuck, his dark hair and piercing blue eyes making him an irresistible presence. A predatory smile graces his lips as he approaches me.
“Hello, Miri.” His voice is low and filled with hunger. “Nice to see you again.”
“Hi, Darren,” I stammer, my cheeks flushing at the intensity of his gaze. His eyes roam over my body, taking in every curve and leaving no doubt about his desires for me.
Joey grabs supplies from the trunk, and I see the guys exchange a knowing glance.
Darren focuses his attention back on me. “Don’t you need to help your husband unload?”
I almost laugh and tell him he could help as well–or better yet, I could help him unload something inside me instead. But really, what does he think I’m doing back here? I wasn’t planning on just watching. I give him the side-eye as I turn to get a bag. But before I can grab it, Darren reaches out and puts pressure on my shoulder, forcing me to bend over.
Ohhh, fuck. I really should have seen this coming.
I grip the edge of the cargo space as my jeans-covered ass is presented invitingly to him. My heartbeat quickens, and a jolt of eagerness thrills me. He’s not going to fuck me right here, is he? Anyone could walk by. We’re in a secluded camping spot, but I’ve been here before and there are trails throughout this area.
He reaches around to my front, and unbuttons and unzips my jeans. My entire body ignites with desire. No, I think he’s really going for it.
“You’re going to be my dirty little slut tonight,” he whispers, and I shudder in response. He didn’t ask, but I still nod, unable to speak as desire threatens to consume me. This is what I get for being worked up last night without release. I’m ready to beg for the first cock that gets close to me.
He yanks my jeans down just far enough to expose my panty-clad ass. “Look at you,” Darren murmurs, his fingers toying with the edge of my already-soaked panties. “So eager for this.”
He tugs at the fabric, the sensation causing me to moan. “You enjoy being called a slut, don’t you? Admit it.”
“Yes,” I confess breathlessly, my cheeks flushing with both embarrassment and arousal.
I hear the clink of a belt buckle before he continues. “Good. Because that’s exactly what you are tonight, and I’m going to make sure you don’t forget it.”
He shoves my panties aside and plunges his thick cock inside me, making me gasp. Holy fuck, this is surreal. We haven’t even been at the campground for five minutes and I already have another guy’s cock in me.
“God, you’re so tight,” he groans, grasping my hips tightly and thrusting into me with wild abandon. Joey continues to unload the car, pulling bags from around me and seemingly unfazed by our actions. The fact he’s not watching and is acting like this is an everyday occurrence only fuels my hunger to be used further.
“Fuck me, Darren. Make me your filthy slut.” I can’t stop myself from begging, overcome by the sensations coursing through my body.
“Damn right I will.” He slams into me even harder. The sound of our bodies colliding fills the air, accompanied by my moans of ecstasy. In this moment, I can’t imagine anything more perfect than being taken and used like this.
He continues to fuck me roughly, his voice strained with effort. “There’s something you need to remember tonight, Miri. You don’t get to decide what happens. We’re the ones using you.” He punctuates each word with a deep thrust. “Over, and over, and over.”
My moans grow louder. I’m trembling from the force of his thrusts, and he pounds into me with renewed intensity. My head swirls and I get the insane thought that even though I’m being used, I’ve never felt so alive or so free.
Darren’s voice is tight with urgency. “You better be close. I’m about to blow my load inside you and then you won’t get to come.”
“Almost. Just a little more…” I moan, the rapture building inside me.
“Such a dirty little slut,” he grunts.
Biting my lip, I moan as he smacks my ass and sends a shockwave of pleasure through me. I clench my inner walls around him and lose myself as I tip over the edge.
“Ohhh, fuck,” I scream out, not caring if anyone hears, as pure joy ripples from my fingers to my toes. He rams into me and his cock throbs as he explodes.
He continues fucking me, knocking me against the SUV as he unloads ropes of sticky cum. My brain is numb and I can barely hang on while he finishes using me.
When he finally slows down, my heart pounds and I try to catch my breath as he leans over me.
“Good girl,” Darren murmurs, his breath hot against my neck as he gently withdraws from me. His touch lingers briefly before he steps back, leaving me feeling suddenly exposed and vulnerable.
I look around as Darren drags his pants up and heads back to the other guys without another word. Joey comes up to me and rubs my back while Darren’s cum and my juices run down my inner thigh. I don’t think I brought enough clean clothes for this.
I struggle to stand up and Joey helps keep me steady while I pull my panties and jeans back into place. His eyes glow with lust as he wraps me up in his arms, his hardness brushing against me through his jeans.
His voice is husky. “How are you feeling?”
“Amazing,” I reply honestly, leaning into his embrace. “That was… wow.”
“Good, I want you to enjoy yourself.” He places a tender kiss on my forehead.
When he doesn’t make a move to fuck me, I’m confused. “My love?”
“Yes?” He rubs circles on my back, and I want to melt into him and beg him to fuck me. He needs pleasure as well. Why is he not pounding into my pussy this very second?
“Who is this weekend for?”
He murmurs into my hair. “It’s for both of us.”
I hug him tighter, breathing deeply and letting his masculine scent soothe me. My husband’s a little more twisted than I realized, but if this is what he wants… I’m game.




Chapter 4


After we unload the car, the men help Joey set up our tent while I sit at the picnic table, feeling like a queen. If I’m going to be the freeuse slut tonight, I’m not going to lift a finger. They can set up the tent and feed me. I’ve got other duties—I’m their hole to use. 
I snicker to myself. Yeah, I’ve got limits, dammit! I’m just here for a good time.
While I’m waiting, I grab my phone and earbuds out of my bag. When I plug them in, the world falls away as the music soothes me. The weight of my adult responsibilities falls from my shoulders, and I feel like I can finally relax. I’m in a state of bliss as I lean back against the table, enjoying the sunshine and the cool breeze drifting through the forest.
I don’t even notice the guys approach me until Joey puts his hands on my shoulders, startling me. I jump, nearly dropping my phone on the ground. “Jesus!”
He grins down at me and says something I can’t hear over the music. I remove the earbuds. “I’m sorry, what?” 
“I asked if you were having a good time.” His eyes sparkle with mirth and something else I can’t quite place.
“So far,” I say with a grin. “Darren’s a really good fuck.”
Joey chuckles. “I’ll take your word for it, though I hear Miles has a bigger cock.”
I blush at his words, surprised he’s giving sexual information about his friend. “That’s good info to know.”
Joey rubs his thumb over the pulse point in my neck. “The guys are almost done putting up the tent. After that, we’re going to grill some food and have a bonfire.”
“So, should I start getting ready, then?” I’m eager to find out what’s coming my way tonight.
“We’ll give you some time to relax and freshen up. Don’t take too long. They can’t wait to get their hands on you.”
He gives my neck a nip before sauntering away, and I’m left feeling turned on and a little lightheaded. Damn, I think I’m going to enjoy this camping trip.
[image: image-placeholder]I take a change of clothes with me—including the white lace top Joey told me to bring—and scout out the central bathrooms. Peeking into the showers, I note they look well maintained. I’m going to need to clean up at some point tonight, but for now, I’m enjoying being dirty with another guy’s cum in me. It gives me that delicious, slutty feeling I crave.
When I get back to our campsite, the guys are all poking at the coals in the firepit. This seems like a start of a joke. How many men does it take to light a fire? One, plus one more... yeah, I can’t think of a good punchline… unless it’s something about how it takes six guys to light MY fire. 
I’m snickering to myself, and Joey looks up from the fire when I approach. His eyes roam over me, lingering on the white lace top. My nipples harden, and I know they are visible through the lace. It takes six guys to light my fire… or just one very sexy husband. 
He grins. “Looks like someone’s ready for a good time.”
Arousal pulses through me at his words as I step closer to the fire. I’m dressed in nothing but the top, skimpy tight shorts, and my socks and shoes. The first person to fuck me will find out I’m not wearing panties. My hair is wild and messy from the trip, and from being bent over the tailgate of the car. I’m like a wood nymph who’s ready to be ravished by hungry men.
I’m still trying to wrap my head around the idea that Joey wants to watch me getting used by a bunch of his friends. He seems totally at ease and happy, so he obviously does. Hell, I might be more uncertain than he is.
He leans in to kiss me, and his tongue plunders my mouth as he moves his hand up to tweak my nipple. My legs buckle, but he holds me steady. His eyes blaze with heat, and he murmurs, “It’s going to be a fun night.”
“Yes,” I pant as I struggle to keep standing, my legs wobbling.
“But first, we eat.” He smacks my ass as he steps away, and I stagger from the impact.
I stand there for a moment, watching as he returns to the grill and flips the hamburgers and hot dogs. The other men are busy watching Joey or looking at me. I’ve seen these guys a handful of times, but how well do I really know them? Does that even matter? They’re here to use me, and Joey is getting his kicks from this as well. I just have to remember that.
My mouth waters at the smell of dinner cooking. I’m also craving a taste of cock. I’m not sure which I need more... maybe cock.
Wandering over to the cooler, I grab a bottle of water and turn to see Miles sitting at the picnic table, staring at me like I’m a scrumptious snack he plans to devour. Come and get it, big boy. I almost wish I didn’t know he has an enormous cock. Now I’m desperate to see it. I wonder if he’s already hard?
My breath catches, and I force myself to look away from him. To distract myself, I return to the firepit and Joey hands me a plate with a hamburger patty on it. They spread the burger fixings out on the picnic table, so I have to get close to Miles to put condiments on my bun. It’s hard not to picture Miles putting his special sauce all over me. I know there’s a joke in there somewhere, but my brain is having trouble concentrating. As I squeeze the ketchup out, I can sense Miles’s eyes still on me and my entire body vibrates from sexual tension.
When he stands up and moves behind me, I fight the urge to rub my thighs together in anticipation. Please God, let him fuck me right here, right now. Miles wraps his arms around my waist, holding me flush against his chest. He grinds his hardness against my ass, and I moan softly. Oh fuck, yes.
He snakes his hand down the front of my shorts to my pussy as he kisses the back of my neck. I want to melt back into him, and I moan from joy when he rubs his finger against my clit. I get lost in the moment and almost drop my burger. Shit, I need to pay attention. I catch Joey grinning at me, and I smile back. This really is messed up, but I’m loving it.
Miles removes his hand and bends me over the table. I set my plate next to me and my face is practically in a bowl of chips. They look tasty. Would I get a laugh if I picked one up and started eating it?
My shorts being dragged down my legs distract me from the chips. A moment later, Miles plunges his cock inside me, and I cry out as he fills me up. Fuuuuck, Joey was right, Miles is huge.
He keeps me pinned to the table with one hand as he pounds into me and groans, “Your pussy feels amazing.”
I want to tell him that his cock is the amazing thing, but the way it’s stretching me out fries my brain and I can’t speak. Miles with the wonder schlong. Who knew? Okay, well, apparently Joey did.
Miles skims his free hand up my stomach, squeezing my breast, and I arch my back to give him better access. He rubs my nipple between his fingers as his other hand wraps around my waist and rests on my stomach.
Oh fuck, this is so hot. My heart races, and my senses are on high alert. Every plunge is more intense, and being in clear view of everyone makes me dizzy. I didn’t think I had an exhibitionist streak in me, but knowing anyone can walk past and see us is turning me on more.
I rock my ass back to meet his thrusts as rapture builds in my core. I’m hanging on to the picnic table for dear life, writhing in ecstasy. His thick cock makes me forget about our audience.
My pussy clenches around his cock as the orgasm builds. Miles moans, “Fuck, you’re so fucking tight. I can’t wait to come inside you.”
My head is swimming as he drives into me.  The pleasure is too much, and I scream as my orgasm rips through me. The bliss is overwhelming, and my legs shake uncontrollably as he continues to fuck me through it. He gives one last hard thrust before he erupts inside me with a loud groan.
When he pulls out, a gush of warm cum trails down my leg as I slump forward. Yeah, this guy just fucked me senseless.
He tugs my shorts back up around my waist and slaps my ass. “Good slut.”
Whaaa? I watch Miles walk towards the firepit, and Joey smiles at him before approaching me. A raging beast of need is in his eyes as he helps me stand. I want to drop to my knees and suck his cock right here in front of everyone. The more guys I fuck, the more I want to give Joey pleasure.
His eyes shine in the dim lighting. “How are you?”
“Mm... good,” I pant. “Really good.”
He gives me a tight embrace. “I’m glad. We’re going to have a blast tonight, but right now, you need to eat. You need your strength.”
Shit, he’s right. I really do need to eat. Only two guys have fucked me so far. The night is young. I take my burger with me to a chair by the firepit and absentmindedly eat while enjoying the feeling of my full pussy. How many loads of cum am I going to take tonight? What sort of woman enjoys being used and having multiple guys’ cum in her like this? God, I really am a whore. It’s wonderful.
While the guys chat about sports scores and work stuff, my mind churns over my sluttiness and wondering what to expect tonight. When I catch Joey’s eye again, he’s happy and animated. Hell, he looks like he’s having the time of his life. My mind clears as I focus on him. It doesn’t matter what type of woman does what I’m doing, because I have Joey’s full blessing. He wants me to embrace my inner slut, and he’s set up tonight for me to do it safely.
A sense of power engulfs me and my body zings alive with the awareness that all these men want me. They agreed to this camping trip because they want to fuck me. I’ve never felt more desired in my life and suddenly every glance at me is foreplay. I become hyperaware of everything; the soft breeze, the crackle of the fire, the cum dripping from my pussy. I’m a sexual goddess, and I’m ready to embrace every cock I can get.
But first, I want a shower.




Chapter 5


I don’t tell anyone where I’m going, and the weight of their stares is erotic as I grab my bag with my shampoo and towel. The showers are deserted as I strip and get in the lukewarm water. I wash my hair and soap my body up quickly. Yeah, I don’t want to be in here any longer than necessary. I’ve got more men to fuck. 
When I step out of the shower, Ryan, another one of my husband’s friends, is waiting for me. He’s sitting on a wooden bench across the room. I freeze as the water drips off of me, and my nipples harden in the cool air. Shit, this is the women’s shower room. I didn’t expect one of the guys to show up. I hope he put an out-of-order sign outside or something. 
Of all my husband’s friends, Ryan is the one I know the least. He’s always the silent one at gatherings. It makes him seem mysterious, and the intensity of his gaze makes me shiver. I open my mouth to say hello to him, but he speaks first.
His voice is low pitched and commanding. “Kneel.”
Oh shit. My eyes widen and, without even thinking about it, I sink to my knees on the cement floor. He studies me for a moment and then gives a half grin. “Do you like being a whore for all these men?”
“I... yes.”
His mouth quirks up into a full smile. “You’re such a slut, you don’t even try to deny it.”
He unzips his jeans, and my heart beats faster as I watch him. His long, thick cock is fully hard when he pulls it out. I lick my lips, hoping he’ll tell me to suck it. When he starts stroking himself, I find my voice.
“I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t enjoy being a whore.”
And it’s true. The more Joey and I journey into this hotwife lifestyle, the more I appreciate the freedom of being shared. Tonight is the culmination of all my experiences, and seeing how happy Joey looked at the campfire sealed the deal for me. He wants me to be a freeuse slut.
Ryan continues to stroke his cock slowly. “It’s hot watching you let a guy use your body however he wants.”
His words set off a fire in my belly and slickness from my pussy coats my inner thighs. Someone could walk in here at any moment and catch us. I almost want it to happen.
“Crawl to me like a good girl and I’ll give you a treat,” Ryan orders.
I don’t hesitate and make my way across the cold cement. I keep my eyes trained on his cock and I swear I can see it pulsating. The roughness under my knees is uncomfortable, and doing his bidding fulfills a need I didn’t even know I had. I want him to control me and tell me exactly what to do. When I reach him, I sit back on my heels.
“Now suck on it.”
He doesn’t have to tell me twice. He spreads his knees, and I move between them. I lick the tip and then suck it into my mouth, moaning softly as I taste his pre-cum. He presses my head down and his cock slides deeper into my mouth. My eyes drift closed as I enjoy the submission of obeying him. His hands tangle in my wet hair, and he forces me to move up and down his shaft.
“Such a good little cocksucker. Joey didn’t tell me you were so talented with your mouth. He only said your pussy feels amazing.”
Oh fuck, Joey told them sexual things about me? I guess it makes sense if he’s offering his wife up to be fucked, but knowing he talked about my pussy is hella dirty.
Ryan hauls me off his cock, and I whimper as the saliva dripping from my mouth makes a mess on my chin. “Stroke it. I want to come on your face.”
I immediately wrap my fingers around his shaft and slowly jack him off while looking him in the eye. He’s handsome and his square jaw covered in stubble makes him look dangerous. My pussy throbs and I almost wish he was going to fuck me, but it’s not often my hotwife experiences end with a facial. I’m curious how dirty this will feel afterwards.
As the euphoria in his expression intensifies, Ryan moans and starts to fuck my hand. He’s close, and with every stroke, I imagine him exploding.
“Look at you,” Ryan pants, bumping harder into my grip. “You want me to come on you. I can see it in your eyes.”
“Yes,” I breathe out, opening my mouth and sticking out my tongue. As soon as I close my eyes, he comes with a loud groan. His cum explodes from his cock, spraying onto my face in ropes and splashing against my lips and tongue.
My pussy throbs with need, but this is so fucking hot I’m not going to complain about the lack of cock inside me. When he’s done, I lick my lips and use my fingers to clean up my face, sucking his cum from each digit. I finally open my eyes and look up at him.
His face softens, and he strokes my hair. “You’re such a good whore. Joey is lucky.”
I want to tell him that Joey and I both are lucky, but I stay quiet. If he wants to think Joey has the most spectacular wife in the world, who am I to argue?
He leans down and kisses my forehead before tucking his cock back in his jeans. “I’ll see you back at the campsite.”
I grin at him. “Yeah, I’m going to need to clean up again. I’ll see you in a few.”
He helps me stand up, and when he leaves, I examine my knees. They’re a little red, but totally fine. I want to rinse off again, but I better make it fast before he tells the guys what I did. Someone else will get the bright idea to make me crawl on the cement.
I hop in the shower again, just long enough to clean my face and wet my hair. By the time I’m out of the shower and clothed, I’m ready to take on every cock at the campgrounds. I can lie on the picnic table while a train of men uses me.
Fuck, I need an orgasm.
As I walk back to Joey, all the guys watch me approach. Joey immediately stands up and strides over to me. His gaze burns into mine and I can tell he knows what happened with Ryan—and he approves.
He takes my bag from me and hands it off to Miles before wrapping me up in a tight hug. “Are you still good?”
“Mmm, yes. Come to find out, you married the biggest whore ever.”
He laughs before kissing me deeply. As my tongue twines with his, my pussy protests that I still don’t have a cock in me. When someone steps up behind me, Joey breaks off the kiss. His smile is the last thing I see as a blindfold covers my eyes. It’s a long scrap of fabric and the person ties it behind my head. Ohhh, fuck yes.
Joey holds on to my hand and his voice is gruff. “Walk with me.”
I can’t see where I’m going, but Joey leads me forward and I can tell he’s opening a tent door. He releases my hand. “Duck down.”
He helps me through the tent door and when my foot encounters something, I kneel and find out it’s an air mattress.
My heart pounds loudly in my ears as the men chat outside the tent. Joey moves his hands to the hem of my shirt and in one swift motion pulls it over my head, exposing my breasts to the cool air. He throws the shirt aside before sliding his hands over my sensitive nipples.
“Now for the shorts,” he says as I lie back so he can strip them off me after he removes my shoes.
He spreads my legs, and I gasp when he rubs my pussy. “Fuck, baby, you’re already dripping wet.”
I rock against his hand as he caresses my clit. I’m assuming the men are going to take turns with me, but maybe Joey wants to be first. When he stops touching me, I mewl in disappointment. Shit, I guess not.
“I’m going to be close by, baby. Enjoy yourself tonight.”
I murmur, “Yes, my love,” and I can tell he gets up and leaves the tent. I tremble with passion as I wait for someone to join me, and I imagine every man getting his turn with me. It’s going to be a long night. I better get a damn orgasm out of this.
I don’t wait long before someone comes in. There’s a rustling of clothing and then whoever it is joins me on the air mattress. The man slides a finger into my pussy and I gasp as he strokes it in and out of me. Mmmm, so good.
I spread my legs further apart and buck my hips. The man groans into my ear, “Such a good slut.”
Oooh, who is that? Shit, I don’t recognize the voice from the one line.
When he stops rubbing me, I whimper at the loss of contact, but then he positions himself between my legs. He brushes the head of his cock against my clit, and then slides it up and down my wetness. I moan and tilt my hips in time with his cock, enjoying the sensation and hoping I can angle myself at the perfect moment to get him to slip inside me. Oh fuck, this is so hot.
My breathing grows heavy and my body thrums with yearning. The man brushes the tip of his cock against my clit and rubs it in slow circles. He’s teasing me, and I’m in a mental fog from the stimulation. I need him right now.
“Fuck me, please,” I gasp, hoping my pleas don’t make him stop and say I don’t get to choose tonight.
The man doesn’t respond, and I almost start begging again when he sinks inside me in one swift move. My body tenses and I cry out in joy as he starts fucking me. He’s not rough or savage, and it’s perfect. He drives into me with slow, steady strokes that make my pussy clench around him. The ecstasy builds in my core, and I can’t hold out any longer.
“Oh god, I’m gonna come,” I gasp as my thighs quiver and shocks of delight rush through me as I climax. My back arches off the mattress as the man continues to fuck me through my orgasm.
“Fuck,” he groans. “I can’t stop.”
That’s good, because I don’t want him to stop. As the orgasm fades away, I rock my hips against him and moan, “Fill me with your cum, please.”
I still don’t know who it is, and I don’t care. My words seem to unleash his wild side. He pumps into me harder and faster, and I can hear the wet sounds of him slapping against my pussy. My brain is fuzzy, and the world disappears around us as we ride out the storm of pleasure.
He comes with a groan, his warm seed filling me up. Imagining all that cum inside me puts me deeper in the mindset of wanting to be a fucktoy for all the men. I can’t tell one cock apart from the other, and they could just enter the tent and use me one by one.
Finally, he collapses with a loud sigh. I embrace him and smile as our breathing slows down. He only rests a few seconds before he gets up.
As he leaves the tent, I stretch out and smile as I wait for the next guy to use me.
[image: image-placeholder]I can’t see anything past the blindfold, but it’s heightened my other senses and I hear the next guy’s footsteps before he comes into the tent. He crawls over me and straddles my body. The tip of his cock nudges against my mouth and I swirl my tongue over the head. It throbs in response, thrilling me. Shit, I wasn’t expecting someone to use my mouth while I’m lying here with a waiting pussy.
The guy moans and grinds himself against my face, his cock sliding past my lips. My core throbs with need and I wish he would just fuck me instead of teasing me like this. He withdrawals from my mouth and repositions himself between my legs. Now this is more like it.
When he runs the head up and down my slit, I wiggle against him in desperation. Damn it, this guy is going to drive me crazy if he doesn’t fuck me right now. Even when I think he’s about to slide inside me, he plays ‘just the tip’ with my pussy.
I’m moaning and giving little coos whenever he almost sticks it all the way in. When he finally sinks in fully, my breath hitches and I give a long groan as he fills me. He’s not thick or long, but he’s hitting all my sweet spots. My inner walls quiver as he thrusts vigorously. Another orgasm builds, and I forgive him for being such a tease. This was worth the wait.
He’s not as gentle as the guy before him, and he fucks me enthusiastically. When he forces my knees towards my chest, I wrap my arms around my thighs to hold myself open for him. I can imagine what he’s seeing and being such a complete slut for an unknown guy almost makes me come.
Wait... This could be anyone. It might not even be Joey’s friend. They could be standing out there and inviting anyone to come in and use me. Deep down, I know Joey isn’t doing that, but fantasizing that this guy is someone I don’t know tips me over the edge. I scream as pleasure rockets through me in convulsive waves.
My orgasm triggers him to fuck me harder, and my body jolts with each thrust. He’s breathing heavily and moaning with each plunge, and when he comes, he roars like he’s won a competition. HIs eruption is violent, and he’s gasping when he’s done depositing his cum inside me.
Fuck, how many men have come inside me today? I’m so mentally out of it, I don’t even know anymore. When the guy climbs off me, I let go of my thighs and stretch my legs out. I’m so busy trying to gather my thoughts and count the men, I don’t hear the next guy come in until he touches my feet.
He slides his hands along my soles, and I almost giggle because it tickles. When he lifts my feet up, my heart flips with anticipation. Yeah, he’s not going to fuck me like the other two did. I try to imagine what he looks like as his firm hands grip my ankles. Fuck, I’m in the tent with an unknown man and he’s going to use me however he wants.
I hear a rustling of clothing before I feel his cock running along the bottoms of my feet. My brain freezes as he holds my feet together and wedges his cock between them. Which friend has a foot fetish? Or is he just doing this because he can? Nothing anyone has done to me today makes me feel like a freeuse slut as much as this guy fucking my feet does.
I play with my nipples and my clit throbs in tandem with his thrusts as he uses my feet. I know I can’t have an orgasm like this, but this is so naughty that I don’t care. It’s even better that I can’t see what he’s doing to me. The idea of being blindfolded and at the mercy of whoever comes in to use me however they want makes me whimper with desire.
The man growls and his pre-cum coats my arches and toes as he fucks me harder. My feet tingle from the friction, but it just makes it more erotic. A moment later he gasps and his cock explodes, shooting cum onto my feet.
He pulls out from between my feet and massages his cum into my skin while I lay there slightly shocked. Shit, someone really did just fuck my feet and didn’t touch me anywhere else. He zips up his pants as he leaves the tent.
When I hear someone else enter, I wonder what this guy will do to me. The world becomes hazy as the guy rolls me onto my stomach, drags me up on my knees and fucks me from behind. I’m just a dirty plaything for all these men, and I want them to do anything and everything to me. When I come from the guy plowing into me and whacking against my ass, it turns into a never-ending orgasm. Each brush against my skin sends shockwaves through me until my brain shuts down from sensory overload. I become just a hole for them to use while I drift in ecstasy.
I don’t know how many men come in and use me, and it doesn’t matter. I revel in every nasty thing they do to me. The pleasure is beyond anything I’ve experienced before, and I lose count of the times I come.
Eventually, I realize I’ve been alone for a bit. When someone enters the tent, they zip it closed and remove their clothes. When a body lies close to me on the mattress, I can tell it’s Joey. His familiar, comforting scent envelopes me as he slides his hand under the blindfold and removes it. It’s dark, but I can see his face from the glow of the campfire through the tent wall.
My heart catches in my throat as I search his eyes, desperate to know that he still loves me. He kisses me gently as his hands roam over my body. My hair is matted against my head and my skin is coated with sweat. There’s dried cum all over me, but he doesn’t seem to mind. He plays with the wet folds of my pussy and smiles into the kiss as his fingers probe through the stickiness of the other guys.
“That’s so much cum,” he murmurs against my mouth.
He brings his fingers to my lips and I eagerly suck them clean while he watches. “My gorgeous wife.”
I clasp my arms around his neck and kiss him back. When our tongues touch, he turns wild. He rolls on top of me and grinds against me. He eases a hand between us and caresses my clit. I moan into his mouth as he presses his cock into me while continuing to finger my bundle of nerves. I’m so sensitive, I quiver from his touch and he slows the speed of his finger on my clit.
My heart rate kicks up as he kisses down my neck while his fingers continue to work magic on me. I’m desperate for him to come. I don’t even need another orgasm, I just need him to be the last one to fill me tonight.
I wrap my legs around him and rock against him, moaning, “Joey, please.”
He nips at my earlobe, his breath warm on my cheek. “Do you need my cum, baby?”
“I do,” I gasp as the pleasure builds.
“Good, because you’re going to get it all.”
I want to see him when he comes, and our eyes lock onto each other. His eyes are glazed with lust, but he’s keeping eye contact with me. When he flutters his finger against my clit, I cry out and an orgasm rushes through me. My body convulses and my pussy clenches around him. He gives a low growl as he watches me come undone under his touch.
When the tremors subside, he smiles. “My turn.”
He speeds up his thrusts while I watch his face contort with pleasure a moment before he explodes. He groans as he comes, filling me with his warm cum. Knowing his seed is mixing with all the other men’s is dirty, but feels right.
He jerks several times, unloading everything he’s got before collapsing on top of me.
“Are you okay?” He nuzzles into my neck as we pant and come down from the high.
I take a moment to answer, analyzing my emotions to make sure I mean what I say. I smile softly. “Yeah, I’m very okay. I love you so much.”
He murmurs against my ear. “You’re my everything. The freeuse night is over, so just relax, baby.”
I’m glad he told me, and I’m able to get lost in the comfort of being in his arms. I’m not sure how often I would want an experience this intense, but having Joey organize it and knowing he wanted it made all the difference. But this is my favorite part of the night. No matter what other men I fuck in the future, Joey is the love of my life.
I want every night with other men to end with me in Joey’s arms.
The End

Want more? 
Join my newsletter and get a bonus story of what happens the next morning between Miri and Joey.
Find it at:
https://www.lacey-cross.net/freeusecamping






Sharing His Adventurious Wife Excerpt


If you like hotwife camping stories and haven’t read the stories with Miri’s best friend, check out book 1 in Jessica’s journey.  
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I sit up and stretch. My sleeping bag falls, exposing my naked breasts to the warm air. There is one positive about camping: it puts Lucas in a kinky mood. We zipped our sleeping bags together last night, and he fucked me so thoroughly he had to put his hand over my mouth to muffle my screams. I woke up wet, and thinking about how hard I came makes me want to find Lucas and ride him before I shower. We’ll get nice and dirty before we get clean.
The sound of the zipper on the tent flap breaks through my slutty daydream, and I pull the edge of the sleeping bag up to cover my breasts out of caution. When the door opens, the familiar sight of my hubby makes me let go of the edge of the bedding so he can get an eyeful. I only have to flash my boobs at him, and he’s putty in my hands.
Hey, wait. His hair is wet, and he’s carrying a towel. Well shit, there goes my plan. He’s already showered.
He blows me a kiss. “Good morning, baby. I think it’s safe for you to hit the showers. Most of the kids and parents left. I only saw a bunch of guys.”
His words and a lusty twinkle in his eyes perks Ms. Kitty up. Um… he’s not thinking I’m going to do anything with another guy, is he?
I keep my voice light and teasing. “Since there are separate bathrooms for the men and the women, I doubt I’ll be showering with a bunch of guys.”
Mmm. I don’t hate the idea. All those soapy hands running up and down my body, making sure they get every crack and cranny clean? A low hum of desire rumbles through me as I watch Lucas put down his shower supplies. He’s tall enough he can’t stand up inside the tent, and he’s moving around in a crouch. 
I definitely don’t have that problem. I like to claim I’m five feet, one inch tall, but that’s if I stretch my spine. I’m really only five feet tall, but only me and my doctor know the truth. Not that the one inch matters, but I was teased growing up for being so tiny, so I always lie about my height. Spiked high heels give me a nice lift, and I enjoy being short. I have fun pretending to be helpless when I can’t reach the top shelf in the kitchen. Lucas has to come in and get things down for me, and then I always give him a proper reward.
Yeah, I’ve got sex on the brain this morning. I clearly need an orgasm. It’s got to be a rule for vacation, right? Orgasms every day!
Lucas keeps glancing at me, and I can tell his devious brain is churning over something. God, I hope it’s sexual. Starting the day relaxed after another orgasm is perfect.
Once he’s done puttering around, he lowers himself to the ground and crawls over me. He pushes me onto my back and gives me a deep kiss. Mmm, now this is more like it.
I wrap my arms around his neck and pull him to me. My nipples harden as he coaxes my lips open and slides his tongue inside, twining it with mine. I try to grind against him, but the puffy sleeping bag is too thick. Dammit, this isn’t going to work.
With his hands on either side of my head, Lucas pulls away from the kiss and looks down at me, murmuring, “You’re so fucking sexy.”
I’m sure my long blonde hair is a mess, and I’ve got morning breath, but if he thinks I’m sexy, who am I to argue?
I smile at him and rub my legs together. “Why don’t you take your clothes off and we can continue where we left off last night?”
He brings a hand up to my breast and plays with the nipple, tweaking it gently and making me gasp. When he doesn’t immediately respond, I assume I’ve won. Hell yeah, Ms. Kitty is going to get another workout.
His eyes deepen with lust as he continues to pull on the stiff peak. “Oh, I’ve got a better idea.”
Pleasure shoots from my breast downwards and I moan. “Mmm, yes?”
My eyes drift closed as I enjoy the delicious sensations his nimble fingers create deep in my core. I’m down with whatever plan he’s cooked up, as long as he keeps his hands on me. He moves down to suck on the opposite nipple and the pleasure sets my mind adrift.
He mumbles around my tit. “Baby, I’ve got a challenge for you.”
Find the rest at:
https://mybook.to/bmadventuriouswife






More Sexy Hotwife fun


If you haven’t read my first hotwife series with Miranda, check out the big bundle with the first 10 Miranda stories. 
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10-story Hotwife Erotica Anthology.

Enjoy the first 10 stories of Miranda’s hotwife journey.
The first 5 books are Miranda with her bosses, and then she moves on to being a birthday gift.
When opportunity knocks, does Miranda take it?
Miranda works for four hot lawyers but never considered herself more than just an employee. Her husband suggests they change the boundaries of their relationship and encourages her to hook up with her bosses. This suggestion turns Miranda’s world upside down as her bosses bend her over their desks and introduce her to bondage and multiple partners.

The freedom is liberating, and Miranda loves being a hotwife. She’s been busy banging her four bosses at work, but then she keeps agreeing to be a birthday gift for various people.

The boss at work who likes to tie her up has her craving domination and she’s able to get small samples of it with each birthday adventure. Every new encounter leads up to her own birthday celebration where she finally gets what she’s secretly always wanted--a night with her boss outside of the office.

A collection of erotic short stories featuring Miranda and her bosses.
Includes:
Servicing the Senior Partner
Delighting the Boss
Bonding with the Boss
Breaking in the Junior Partner
Miranda’s Reward
Harold’s Hotwife Birthday
Alec’s Hotwife Birthday
Jon’s Hotwife Birthday
Chloe’s Hotwife Birthday
Miranda’s Hotwife Birthday

These stories contain graphic depictions of sex between consenting adults and features elements of hotwife, infidelity, BDSM, bondage, pet play, older men, and office kinkiness. Reader discretion advised.

Find it at:
https://mybook.to/backsharedoffice
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