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 Chapter One

SEX President.

Me.

It was still hard to wrap my head around, even after six months. Marissa, our last president, had graduated in May. And before she left, Sigma Epsilon Xi had held a vote and voted for – me.

It was early fall now. I’d greeted old friends, prepared for new ones. Rush was in full swing and we’d identified a number of very promising new recruits who would be joining us soon. Everything was going well.

But it was still surreal to be running such a prestigious organization. Sigma Epsilon Xi has chapters all over the country and is a major player on the national Pan-Hellenic Council. We’re one of the oldest freeuse sororities in the country, though we aren’t exactly like the other ones.

The main difference between SEX and the other freeuse sororities is that we aren’t freeuse for just anyone. When SEX adopted the policy a few decades ago, the decision was made that the sex alone didn’t give our members enough advantages in exchange for the trade-off. And so a set of rules were drawn up, ones we still abide by today.

All of our freeuse is done by legally-binding contract. Our contracts are usually with organizations, though we do work with some special individuals. (Like the Dean, as I learned my first year at SEX!) When we are contracted by an organization, like the Alpha Kappa Xis – our most prominent partner fraternity – there are lots of rules and clauses baked in. We may be free to fuck, but we’re treated well. And after college…

Well, there was a reason no one judged us for what we did. Every year, the student body thought it over and clearly came to the conclusion that we’d made a great deal. You see, SEX sisters are basically set for life after this. We are probably the best connected women in the country. Sure, our sisters already tend to be well-educated, connected, prepared… but we’ve taken in pledges that came from nothing and had them emerge as titans of industry. This is a special place, and the connections and support we get from our contracts last long after we’ve left campus and gone out into the real world.

Running an organization that was so critical to so many girls was… a lot. I was so proud of my sisters, every day. All I wanted was to do right by them, like Marissa did.

I had no idea what kinds of challenges I was about to face.

~

I had a meeting with the Dean first thing that afternoon. This meeting was one of the things Marissa had prepared me for – drilled me, even. I knew intimately how the Dean liked to try out all the new SEX recruits after rush, as he’d contracted me for a memorable couple of assignations during my first year in the sorority. But even though I felt prepared, I was still nervous, faint butterflies taking over my stomach. I’d rarely been in the same room with the Dean since our… experiences together a couple years ago. I wasn’t sure how to react.

The Dean greeted me with absolute professional courtesy, welcoming me into his office. Neither of those things reassured me, since I remembered all-too-well that this was exactly how my first assignment with the Dean had started. He’d been a perfect gentleman until the door closed, and then…

I stared at the massive desk in the center of the room, overwhelmed for the moment by flashes of memory: me on my knees, working the Dean’s cock while he held meeting after meeting, keeping me captive in the shadows beneath his desk.

But this time, the cool professionalism held even after the door closed. The only hint that the Dean was thinking anything untoward came from an eyebrow quirk – he’d noticed my pause, my hesitation in taking a seat, and he was amused. Struggling to remain calm and not blush, I tried to adopt Marissa’s collected tones and congratulated him warmly on the successful start to a new semester.

We chatted pleasantly for a few minutes, dancing around the topic I was sure he wanted to discuss. Finally, frustrated, I brought it up myself – Marissa might have waited, forced him to say it, but I’d never had her patience.

“And this year’s new sisters look promising,” I told him earnestly. And they did. I was particularly impressed by Kelsey, who was both very enthusiastic and easily flustered – a combination I knew all-too-well would make her very popular.

“Mm.” The Dean accepted this without any question, steepling his fingers. “I’ll have to visit and see for myself at some later date.”

I nodded, prepared to start negotiating specifics as Marissa had instructed, but here the conversation took a turn.

“But your new recruits are not my primary concern.”

“And they’re very – what?” I fumbled my prepared speech, thrown by his statement. What else could he want? I was very sure that Sigma Epsilon Xi hadn’t run afoul of any campus rules – both the leadership team and our internal “lawyers” were very careful of that – and I knew none of the sisters were close to academic probation or anything else that could possibly come to the Dean’s attention. So what else could he want?

He took his time answering, probably enjoying my flusterment. “There has been a certain trend at the university over the last few years. This year it has been particularly prominent. I have discussed the matter with the university board and a few specialists, and come to the conclusion that action needs to be taken.”

I sat, my mind racing, trying to figure out what he could possibly mean.

The Dean sighed at my expression, looking impatient. “Sexually transmitted diseases. Sexual harassment. Unplanned pregnancies. In short, Madame President, your peers seem to increasingly lack even a basic understanding of how to be sexually active adults in a responsible fashion.”

Automatically, I opened my mouth to protest, to come to the defense of the student body, but after a moment, I closed it. Thinking back to my freshman year, things did seem different now. We heard more about incidents at parties – not ours, or any parties SEX sisters would attend, of course, but we heard things. There had been more students coming and going from campus… transfers, maybe, or maybe girls were going home for a year for some privacy and support. And I’d had a firm talk with my sisters not two weeks prior about how to respond to increasing incidents where random members of the student body tried to push our girls into servicing them without a contract.

Frowning, I nodded. I hadn’t seen it before, but the Dean was right. There was a pattern there, and it didn’t bode well for my new freshman if this trend continued throughout their years at the university.

“There are a number of ways I will be tackling this issue over the course of the year,” the Dean continued. “And one of those ways requires your… delicate touch.”

Unsure why, I blushed. Was he thinking about his dinner party I’d attended years ago? I certainly was, now.

“How can Sigma Epsilon Xi help the university?” I asked carefully.

The Dean’s smile broadened, and I restrained a shiver. It wasn’t exactly a kind and warm smile. “Sigma Epsilon Xi… and you, Madame President, specifically. If I recall, you have a specific set of skills that I think will come in very, very handy here.”

Heart racing, I held his gaze for another moment, and then nodded. Keeping my voice as cool as I could, I said, “Very well. Let’s talk about your needs, and then my lawyers will draw up a contract for review.”

If anything, his smile was wider now – and more ominous. “Perfect.”


 Chapter Two

What the Dean wanted from SEX was simple – sort of. As I explained to my girls during our next house meeting, one of the tactics he was taking to tackle the rising issues on campus was to run mandatory sex ed classes. The initial test would be one class, filled with particular offenders who’d come to either a professor’s or the nurse’s attention – students who hadn’t yet crossed a line to require discipline, but were walking a dangerous path. This first class would be held second semester, and SEX would be serving in a support capacity.

The Dean had specifically requested that I be the sister providing primary support. I didn’t know how to feel about that, but I had agreed. I wouldn’t ask my sisters do to anything I wouldn’t do myself.

Besides, as president, I was unlikely to have many solo assignments anymore; running the sorority was simply too big of a job. Marissa had helped out in planning big events, and had served in a freeuse capacity at some of those or larger parties, but she’d been more a figurehead than down in the trenches with the rest of us. Having done her job for only a few months now, I could see why.

The other sisters I’d selected for the assignment wouldn’t be joining me until nearly the end of the semester, per the Dean’s request (and contract). I wasn’t sure what to make of that yet. But I put on a bright smile, talked them through the likely logistics, and promised updates throughout the semester.

After all, I thought to myself, watching the girls file out of the meeting room, how bad could one class be?

~

It was easy for me to think that way with the assignment far in the future, the Dean’s threats not yet crystallized in my mind. But as the spring semester approached, I found myself getting more and more anxious about this unknown class. I really didn’t know what to expect, after all. And I’d learned from the last time I’d been contracted out to a class… whatever happened was likely to be intense.

The first class did very little to allay my concerns. I was the sole female in the room; it was me, the instructor Mr. Colt, and twelve boys. That shouldn’t have surprised me, based on the Dean’s description of the student criteria for this first class, but I hadn’t actually thought there wouldn’t be any girls. (After all, I knew intimately well as the head of a sorority that girls could just as easily cross lines and push boundaries!)

But nothing actually happened. Mr. Colt made introductions – the fact that I was Sigma Epsilon Xi caused quite a stir, as was his description of me as his “teaching assistant” – and then walked through the syllabus along with some basic information. Truthfully, it would have been a snoozefest if I hadn’t been so keyed up; Mr. Colt wasn’t a very gifted speaker and it was almost impossible to make a syllabus sound exciting.

Still, sitting in my corner at the front of the room, it was impossible to ignore how often the boys’ eyes drifted to me, how they lingered at my breasts and ass and thighs, how they exchanged whispers when Mr. Colt looked the other way. They certainly had no doubts about my role here, even if I did. And my pussy was in agreement – I was dripping by the end of that first, uneventful class.

The second class felt like the beginning of a pattern; I settled myself in my chair in the corner of the room, letting Mr. Colt’s dry lecture wash over me. The boys undressed me with their eyes. I was tense, then finally relaxed, letting my mind drift to things like the upcoming Alpha Kappa Xi mixer we were supporting and my senior thesis.

“…take off your shirt, please.”

I blinked, realizing the whole room was staring at me, and not surreptitiously this time.

“What?”

“Your shirt.” Mr. Colt’s voice was firm. “Remove your shirt and bra for the demonstration.”

I felt a flush extending up from my neck. Damn this, I should have been paying attention. But it was too late to argue.

Mr. Colt’s eyes pierced me, impatient. Slowly, I began to unbutton my shirt; he continued his lecture as if nothing had transpired.

“…important to check for lumps on a regular basis…”

Only my bra standing between me and twelve very interested male students. I winced internally, but it was why I was here, wasn’t it? To help them learn and understand. And the Dean had been very insistent that I was the woman for the job… well, I knew why now, and even if I didn’t necessarily like it, I understood why he’d asked me. Damn him.

But: a SEX sister accepts every challenge. I unhooked my bra and let my breasts fall free, baring myself before the classroom.

The tension spiked. There were no calls or comments, though I could see from pursed lips and barely-hidden grins that more than one of the boys was tempted. Mr. Colt kept speaking, as though through sheer force of will he could keep their minds on cancer detection instead of all the possible uses they could find for my breasts.

With an internal sigh, I began to go through the movements I’d normally make when checking for lumps myself. It had been years since I’d learned to do this and I was pretty sure my routine wasn’t exactly what I’d been taught anymore, but it worked fine, and the main point was to show the boys how to be thorough – and anyway, I was pretty sure they weren’t going to take away from this lesson what Mr. Colt was intending.

After checking the first breast, I put my left arm down and began to raise my right, expecting to repeat the actions on the other side, when Mr. Colt’s words penetrated my detached internal focus.

“Who will be first?”

Every hand in the room shot up.

Oh, no.

I wondered why we were even covering this with a class full of guys. Maybe the content of the course was the same regardless of the gender of the students? I guess there was an off chance it may someday help one of their partners. I tried to have an open mind.

Still, it was hard to keep still, hard to keep a straight face as one after another, each boy came to the front of the class and took his time cupping and caressing my breasts. One or two of them made some effort to mimic the movements I’d shown, but most of them were just happy to grope me in broad daylight, in front of the teacher, and get away with it.

My face was burning before they even started. That damnable blush. But I couldn’t help it. It felt so wrong, like I was doing something naughty, letting them touch me like this. Which was crazy, of course; I was here under contract, and goodness knows I’d been in much more compromising scenarios over my tenure at school. And yet…

I was being explored by complete strangers, who thought of me only as an object, in front of peers and a professor. And my role wasn’t to get aroused, or encourage them, or even enjoy myself… it was to sit here and let them, to let them take advantage of me in the name of learning.

And to make matters worse, after the fourth or fifth student to shamelessly caress me without actually trying to identify any potential lumps, Mr. Colt paused his lecture to come over and demonstrate on one breast, directing the boy to follow his motions exactly. I closed my eyes against the humiliation, feeling both the professor’s rougher, larger hand massaging me expertly and the boy’s softer fingers pressing into the area around my nipple.

Damnably, I was getting turned on. How could I be getting turned on by this?

When the last boy went back to his seat, I heaved a big sigh of relief and hastily dressed. Unfortunately, Mr. Colt wasn’t done with using me as a model quite yet.

“Next, we’ll cover condom usage. Our lovely assistant will be helping. Do we have any volunteers?”

Not quite every hand this time, but almost. Mr. Colt selected a boy, addressing him as “Rick,” and called him up to the front of the classroom to perch on the desk beside me. As he monologued, Mr. Colt handed me a condom.

“…prevents transmission disease as well as pregnancy…”

Rick was fairly vibrating with excitement, and I could see that his pants were already tight around his crotch. I was pretty sure I knew where this was going.

“…demonstrate how to put on a condom, after which…”

I bit my lip against a protest. Rick was already undoing his pants, pulling his shaft free from his fly with far more enthusiasm than I felt the situation warranted. Didn’t he feel awkward, exposing himself in front of the other boys? But he was already rock hard and a throbbing, clearly having enjoyed exploring my breasts earlier. And now…

Obediently, I ripped the condom open and held it up as Mr. Colt talked about making sure to put it on the right way. I positioned it over the tip of Rick’s eager cock.

And then a hush fell over the room as I slowly unrolled the condom with both hands, trying to touch Rick as little as possible, but knowing all the while he was aching for me. I could see the shine of precum at his tip, feel him jump as I rolled the condom down, down, down, to where I could just barely see a thatch of dark hair.

“…and don’t worry about size. The condoms themselves stretch, but if the ring feels too tight, you can always…”

I finished and pulled my hands back to my lap. Rick’s eyes were glazed and he was breathing heavily, looking like he wanted nothing more than to push me back on the desk and plunge himself inside me.

Mr. Colt passed out condoms as he spoke, and then: “And let our lovely assistant know if you need help.”

Damn.

I spent the next ten minutes walking around the room from one raised hand to another. Somehow none of the boys seemed to know how to use a condom; they were making all manner of ridiculous “mistakes” and Mr. Colt was merely supervising it all with a hint of a smile, making no attempt to intervene. So it was up to me, then, to go to each of them, to place the condoms on their tips, to cup their hands in mine and slowly stroke their shafts as the condom gradually unrolled. More than one of them was leaking precum before I left; one enterprising boy even grabbed my wrist with his other hand and forced a second, a third stroke out of me before I could gently disentangle myself and retreat back to the front of the classroom.

Great. So now every boy had felt my breasts, and I’d had my hands on their cocks. As Mr. Colt directed the boys to clean up and began to wrap up the lesson, I went back to my stool in the corner of the room, biting my lip again. The twin flames of humiliation and desire were still raging in me, and all I could think of was the Dean’s face when he’d told me he specifically wanted me to experience this. 

But I was a SEX sister. More than that – I was president now. A few of my sisters would be joining me towards the end of the semester; I couldn’t ask them to do anything I wouldn’t do myself. And I’d never backed down from a challenge before.

Besides, I thought to myself, I could see where this class was going, and it was something I could handle.

…Or so I thought.


 Chapter Three

The classes quickly became both my most dreaded and most anticipated time of the week. On the one hand, they were boring and terribly teasing when they weren’t boring. On the other hand, the illicit thrills I got from the stares, the things I was asked to do… it was exquisite.

But it was hard, so hard.

Don’t get me wrong; I was used to being on display. As used to it as anyone could be, anyway. I’d once spent an entire semester as a model and muse for a senior-level art class, which had involved a lot of freeuse sex but much, much more posing and keeping still in various positions while dimly interested eyes explored every inch of my body and tried to render it on paper or clay.

But it was hard to adjust to this class. Partly because of Mr. Colt’s lectures; they bored me to tears most of the time, so then I’d let my mind drift, and then wham! While I wasn’t paying attention, he’d build up to something he needed me for, and all of a sudden I was naked, splayed on his desk, holding my labia apart so the class could take a close look at my pussy. (I’d had to do something similar for one of the art students, in fact, and it was not an experience I was eager to repeat.)

These displays and demonstrations were practically torture. I generally try to be a go-with-the-flow sort of person, especially since I joined Sigma Epsilon Xi. There’s a lot you can’t always predict or strictly control within assignments, and I keep the three SEX golden rules to heart. But I’ve got both a healthy libido and a lingering shyness of exhibition, despite everything, and so every time I found myself on that damn metal desk, I’d be both blushing and dripping with anticipation. And most if not all of the class knew it, which was even worse. (I was positive Mr. Colt knew it as well, though he didn’t smirk at me or fuck me with his eyes the same way other professors had in similar situations.)

It was a massive tease and a strain, and I couldn’t even complain to the Dean if I’d wanted to, because the damnable thing was, the class was working. The boys were still horndogs – they were college-aged after all– but they were taking notes, remembering lectures, and asking good questions. I didn’t doubt for a second that any one of them would have been happy to bend me over their desk at any point during class, but so far they were mostly following Mr. Colt’s lead and actually learning.

And so weeks went by. During two memorable classes, back to back, Mr. Colt had me demonstrate female masturbation, and the female orgasm. I found myself laying across his desk yet again, my hand between my legs, stroking myself for a room full of degenerate boys. It was impossible to think of anything else, to keep my mind away from what I was doing as I normally would have tried. Instead, as my fingers slipped between my folds, came up to circle my clit, and resumed stroking, all I could think was how much they must want to fuck me, how they could easily just get up in the middle of class and form and line and take me, one after another, on the cold metal desk, slamming into me again and again…

When I came, bright-eyed and imagination full of ready cocks, I lay back, panting quietly. But Mr. Colt wasn’t done with me yet. He handed me a vibrator and said, “Again.”

Again.

I came three times that class, violating myself in countless ways for the entertainment – sorry, the “education” – of the boys, showing them how my body moved when I was aroused, where I liked to be touched, how I varied the speed, fast and slow. How my breath came fast and sharp as the orgasm approached; how my back arched when it overtook me; how I whimpered or cried out when I came.

And the next class, Mr. Colt once more told me, “Again,” only this time what he handed me was a massive dildo. This particular model was designed to suction to a surface, and therefore I found myself sweating, frantic, working myself up and down over a chair, impaling myself again and again on the rubber cock as the boys watched me hungrily.

My thighs began to ache from the exertion, but the rising tide of pleasure within me couldn’t be denied. I pushed myself to move faster, harder. More than once, I rocked against the chair with so much force that the back legs lifted briefly. I was dimly aware of the boys whispering, but it meant nothing to me over the thunder in my ears, the desperate hunger in my pussy. Again and again I violated myself, pressing down so hard that the rubber cock penetrated my very depths, pressing against my cervix and making me moan unwillingly.

I was cresting, reaching. Aching – my calves were on fire now, too – and yet I was close, so close –

I withdrew until just the barest tip of the cock was between my lips, teasing –

I held there, meeting the twelve gazes in turn, feeling the heat of their desire –

And I threw myself back down, impaling myself, slamming the shaft into my cervix –

The rising tide crested, broke –

I shook helplessly, caught in every possible way, on display and unable to move –

And I rode out my orgasm right there, drenched with the sweat of exertion and desire, pleasure tearing through me as the boys watched, hungrily, wishing the cock inside me was theirs.

~

And that was how the Dean found me: sweaty, shaking, trying to compose myself. He was in front of me before I’d realized he was in the hall and his hard gaze and cruel smile did nothing to slow my racing heart.

“And how are you finding our little experiment?” he asked pleasantly, as if we’d already been in the middle of a conversation, as if he couldn’t see that I could barely stand.

“Fine,” I said shortly, not wanting to give him the satisfaction of seeing me frazzled, but we both knew I was lying. The Dean knew all-too-well what I looked like after I’d been violated, and how long it took for my pussy to stop begging for more.

“Mr. Colt says you’ve been an inspiration to the students.”

Damn him.

Thinking longingly of collapsing into my bed and taking a nap, I instead took a deep breath and finally slowed my walk, looking the Dean in the eye. “Well,” I said sweetly, “you know what we say. A SEX sister serves her community.”

To someone who didn’t know him, I daresay his expression would have looked solemn. But I could read the heat in his eyes, and I knew there was a cruel smirk in the corner of his mouth, just barely showing. “Oh yes,” he agreed immediately. “I am always quite impressed by your… service.”

I couldn’t contain my blush again, not in my frazzled state.

Mercifully, he let me go. “I’m sure your sisters will find their service equally rewarding. Do plan to report to me after the final class; I’m looking forward to hearing every little detail.”

I mumbled something and scurried off, glad no one was around to see how the Dean had thrown me, I was supposed to be president now! I had a whole house to take care of! I was a confident, take-no-shit kind of woman!

And yet the Dean, with his intimate knowledge of exactly how best to use me, could unravel all of that with just a few words. He’d gotten into my head when he’d first claimed me, and even now, when I was lying on the metal desk in the sex education room, stared at by twelve hungry boys, it was impossible not to remember that he’d deliberately chosen me for this. That he wanted whatever was going to happen.


 Chapter Four

If the classes had devolved into some sort of pattern, I might have been okay. But it was impossible to predict. Sometimes I’d be an actual teaching assistant for multiple classes in a row – passing out papers, correcting quizzes, tracking attendance. And then as soon as I let my guard down, started to drift, bam! Another demonstration, humiliating in horribly arousing new ways. I couldn’t get used to it.

This class started off with me in teaching assistant mode; I handled a pop quiz and then worked on marking homework while Mr. Colt began his lecture. But only a few minutes into the class, I was called up to the front of the room and directed to strip.

And then I was naked before the class again. Even after several weeks, I hadn’t gotten used to it. I could feel a blush starting and tried desperately to look cool and collected, a senior in charge of her destiny. But my heart was beating fast now and I could feel the heat of twelve pairs of eyes on me, all over me, boring into me, wanting me.

Mr. Colt gestured for me to lay on my back across the big metal desk, and I slowly complied. It was cool even in the relative warmth of the room, but I welcomed it this time, enjoying the counter to the rushing warmth of my blush. As he continued lecturing, I felt his hand on my legs, urging me closer to the edge of the desk. I scooted down and spread my legs a little more, unsure where this lecture was going.

Surely not where my pussy, now awake and eager, was thinking.

“Now, classically, this takes place with both parties in a reclined position, on a bed, but for demonstration purposes…”

I lay back and tried to control my blush, my breathing.

And then I felt the tip of Mr. Colt’s cock against my thigh, and my control all went right out the window.

I hadn’t been imagining things; it wasn’t just my horny pussy being hopeful. I was really about to be penetrated on this desk, in front of the entire class, by the professor.

He was talking about arousal now, and fluids, but I couldn’t focus. Mr. Colt’s cock continued to press against my thigh, but it was his fingers that touched me first, sliding between my lips without warning and beginning to stroke me. I quivered under his calloused hands, staring desperately up at the ceiling, tormented by the twin thrills of being so exposed and being caressed.

It was hardly necessary, of course. Damnably, my pussy was usually eager, and being freeuse for the last four years had only increased my readiness for sex almost any time, anywhere. It was important for the lecture, I didn’t doubt, but my ability to think critically was rapidly disappearing.

It was wrong how good this felt, wrong to be so turned on while lying on display in front of the class, offering myself up to be violated. And yet each time Mr. Colt’s fingers moved, I had to bite back a whimper. I was dripping for him now, dripping as I imagined the violation that was coming. I wanted it, wanted to be writhing underneath him as he claimed me in front of the whole class.

His fingers gave me a final parting caress, and then he moved – stroking his cock with my juices – his voice still droning. I couldn’t focus on the words. My whole world had narrowed to the cock between my legs, threatening to impale me.

And then he did.

Everything about the moment felt surreal: the cracked ceiling tiles staring back at me; the hush that came over the room; the cool feeling of metal against my buttocks; the droning lecture that continued without pause as the teacher pressed himself into my traitor pussy, violating me in front of a room full of students. I couldn’t even make the words make sense in my head. I was being fucked by Mr. Colt. I was being fucked by a teacher while everyone watched. And nobody argued, or interrupted – why would they? They all wanted to fuck me, too.

He moved, sliding in and out of me easily, all the while continuing his lecture without the faintest hitch to his voice. I could feel his cock throbbing inside me but he gave no other sign of his arousal, no other sign that being buried hilt deep in coed pussy was as desperate a turn-on for him as it was for me. He moved my legs as he spoke; obediently I bent my knees, letting him lean into me more deeply, then raised my legs entirely. As they went up over his shoulders, he thrust into me once more and I couldn’t bite back a cry at being so deeply penetrated, his cock just barely teasing that rough place inside me that made me quiver.

I could feel the pleasure rising in me, a swelling pressure, undeniable as it was humiliating. I didn’t want him to stop. I wanted him to keep going, to make me beg, to force me to ride out my passion in front of the class as I had with the vibrator, with the dildo, but this time on him, letting the whole room know how debased I was, how badly I needed to be fucked.

When he stopped, pulling free from me abruptly, I almost did beg. But he wasn’t done with me yet.

He was on the desk now with me, urging me to my elbows as I struggled to support his weight. His hand was between me and the desk now, probing my lips again, and I gasped in shameful desire as he worked me with his fingers again, his cock slick between my thighs, then pressing back into me. Dimly I was aware that he was extolling the virtues of this position, but I didn’t care, I didn’t want to hear, I only wanted him to move more, yes, there, to caress my clit in time with his strokes, to humiliate me thoroughly in front of the class –

And again he stopped.

Again he repositioned me, and the torment began anew.

I lost track of how many positions he had me demonstrate, how many ways he violated me. Each time, my pussy gasped in need as he slid back into me. Each time, his strokes were careful, measured, sending me into fits of terrible desire until he pulled back again, interrupting, keeping me from reaching my pleasure.

I was a complete mess by the end, not even able to hide it. As Mr. Colt conducted a final Q&A, still inside me, holding damnably still, I heard the door open and close.

No word from the newcomer, and I might have forgotten all about it in my distress as Mr. Colt finally pulled free of me and dismissed the class, except –

When I was finally able to look up, thinking dumbly about reclaiming my clothes, I saw him.

The Dean.


 Chapter Five

As the last of the students trickled from the room, closing the door behind them with a final ominous click, the Dean was sitting in my chair, smiling at me with cold calculation.

“I trust lessons are going well, George?” he greeted Mr. Colt with a warmth that did not reach his eyes.

“Better than expected,” Mr. Colt said calmly as he finished getting dressed himself. He sat back in his chair as though he conducted this kind of conversation every day with the Dean, in the presence of a nude, quivering coed. “The boys are actually thinking about the content, which… is surprising, considering the circumstances.”

“And how is our teacher’s assistant working out?” The Dean’s voice held an edge to it that I was very, very familiar with. I shivered again.

“Not bad,” Mr. Colt replied, casual as if he hadn’t just spent the last hour balls deep inside the assistant in question. “Very eager to do a good job.”

“Is she.” The Dean smiled. “I’ll be the judge of that.”

He crooked a finger at me imperiously, and I went. I could have given dozens of reasons why, but none of them occurred to me in that moment. All I could think was how painfully horny I was, how the Dean had orchestrated this whole thing, how I desperately wanted to undo his fly and see if the bulge I imagined between his legs was real.

He spread his legs as I approached, and I didn’t stop myself from reaching out and touching him. The bulge was real, hot; he wanted me. In just a moment, I’d pulled his shaft free, completely forgetting about Mr. Colt. All I could think was how badly I wanted the Dean’s cock inside me, forcing me, making me scream and cum.

Turning me with surprising gentleness, the Dean pulled me down into his lap. I sank onto his cock with a sigh of relief, luxuriating in the feeling of being filled once more as my tormented pussy clenched with desire. I began to work myself on him, just like I had with the rubber cock not so long ago, but better, infinitely better, because I could feel his fingers bruising my hips, the heat of his breath on my neck, the shudder of his cock as I forced him deeper and deeper inside me.

They were still talking, somehow; I couldn’t listen, couldn’t focus. I was panting, desperate, overwhelmed by need, and I pleasured myself shamelessly on the Dean’s cock like a whore, whimpering each time I raised and each time he pulled me back down, hard, forcing his length inside me, but otherwise letting me do as I wanted, as I so painfully needed. The pleasure was rising in me again, terrible and hot, and I could see Mr. Colt watching us, stroking himself idly, his cock still glistening with my juices as I impaled myself again and again on the Dean.

“Have you tried her mouth yet?” the Dean asked conversationally, as though I wasn’t desperately trying to cum on his cock. “I highly recommend it.”

With a smile, Mr. Colt rose. “I can’t say I have.”

I was caught then, bent forward, my mouth forced down on Mr. Colt’s throbbing cock. I could taste myself on him and suckled desperately, terrified of losing my rhythm, of losing the cresting pleasure within me once more. But the Dean was merciful for once, and he kept fucking me, forcing me down on him again and again even as I struggled to maintain my balance and comfort in the awkward position, bent almost double between these two powerful men just so I could service them – no, just so they could use me, I wasn’t in control anymore, they were claiming me, fucking me, taking their own pleasure from my holes, and I gave in, gave myself over to them completely, letting them both thrust into me and fuck me and shatter my body with their need, only please, I begged internally, please let me cum too –

Mr. Colt was fucking my face now with abandon, all his control gone. It was hard to breathe around his enthusiastic thrusts, but I tried desperately to tongue him all the same, to urge him on, faster, in time with the Dean as he claimed me, adjusting my hips so with each thrust he pressed against that rough place inside me until I was wailing against the cock in my mouth, muffled, animalistic –

The pleasure rising, inexorable –

My whole body shaking, shuddering, with unwilling desire and the force of the thrusts ravaging me –

So close –

There –

Yes –

There!

I screamed, the sound lost in the cock fucking my throat, and gagged against Mr. Colt as I came violently, shaking, my pussy clenching around the Dean’s cock as the pleasure ripped through me, echoing, the almost painful culmination of an hour of desire, of waiting, and it was too much, it was everything, it was all I needed.

I was completely destroyed, limp and exhausted, by the time the pleasure coursing through my body slowly wound to a close. Mr. Colt had cum on my face somewhere in there; I couldn’t have told you when. I sagged back against the Dean’s lap, his shaft still spearing me.

“Not bad,” the Dean agreed thoughtfully. His cock pulsed inside me as he slowly began to move once more. “Not bad at all.”

~

The semester was insanely busy, between my senior-level classes, my thesis, and serving as president of SEX. I barely had time to complain about the workload or my frequent lack of satisfaction in the sex ed classroom, much less do anything about it on nights I got home still vibrating with unreleased pleasure. But it was a good busy, the kind where I was working towards something, and that made a big difference.

I still did my best to go out regularly, despite my workload. As SEX president, I wanted to be accessible to my sisters, and I couldn’t help but feel the need to attend events, even ones hosted by the Alpha Cocks, who were always great and careful with our safety.

Once I even ran into one of “my” students while I was out – though I didn’t let him see me right away. Mike was in the middle of a conversation with some Alpha Cocks, and I hovered nearby, trying surreptitiously to listen.

To my surprise, it wasn’t a “bro talk” or even Mike bragging about the sex ed class. He was actually talking earnestly about a girl in his bio seminar that he was trying to get to know. She’d turned him down once their freshman year, but they were becoming friends and he shyly admitted that the sex ed class was helping him think before he acted.

Frat boys or no, the Alpha Cocks were our partner organization for a reason. They didn’t make a big deal of his confession – instead, one of them volunteered a story about one of his female friends, a SEX sister I knew quite well named Kimberly, and how being comfortable with her had made him more confident on dates.

I left them to their discussion, feeling warm and fuzzy inside. The class was definitely helping, then. So no matter how it was for me, alternating between bored and frantic, it was worth it. I smiled to myself. SEX was doing something that mattered after all.


 Chapter Six

Another day, another class.

My mind wandered while Mr. Colt lectured, as always. It was all good information he shared with the class, and I didn’t doubt that most of them needed to know it, but well, as a SEX sister I was already very familiar with everything he said. As part of our initial training, all SEX sisters got a thorough rundown of just about anything possibly related to sex. Any one of my girls could have probably taught this class themselves, though I doubted the students would have paid very much attention.

After it had become clear that Mr. Colt planned to use me for demonstrations – of any kind, at any point in the class – I’d been on edge, trying to anticipate the direction each lesson would take. But it had been a few classes now since he’d needed much of a demonstration, and I had foolishly begun to relax.

“…a condom of course, even more critical with anal sex because…”

I’d cautiously begun to think the Dean’s idea was a good one. Other plans of his seemed to have already gone into effect, some even last semester. There were more blue lights on campus; posters with health and safety information had increased. The nurse, teamed up with the anatomy professor, was running monthly seminars on different topics about the body with extensive opportunities for Q&A. And as for the class itself…

My train of thought broke off as I realized the room was quiet and staring at me. I’d missed something.

“What?” I asked stupidly, to titters from the class.

Mr. Colt gestured to his desk, its metal surface now clear of papers and books. “I said, on the desk, please.”

Heart pounding, I obeyed, laying on my back sprawled across the expanse of the desk. It was as cold as I remembered, and I couldn’t help but shiver – first from the temperature, and then from anxious desire as Mr. Colt began to undo my pants.

“Of course, the sensation is different for both parties. And don’t forget the preparations we discussed earlier; they make matters much more pleasant for everyone involved. But most importantly?”

“Wear a condom,” the class responded dutifully, their voices bored to varying degrees.

Cursing myself for not listening, I lay back and helplessly waited for Mr. Colt to pull off my pants. He pulled down my panties as well, discarding both to the side casually. I was bare from the waist down, my thighs dimpling with gooseflesh, my bare pussy facing Mr. Colt.

But my pussy wasn’t what he was interested in today.

As he lowered his own pants, pulling his erect cock free from his boxers and casually rolling on a condom, Mr. Colt continued lecturing. The entire class was silent now, holding their breath, waiting to see – well, me. Waiting for me to be violated by Mr. Colt, in front of all of them, in whatever way his lesson required.

He retrieved a small pump bottle of lube from his desk and casually worked it along his condom-covered shaft as he spoke. My ears ringing, I could barely focus on his words, but I heard enough. I knew what was coming.

A SEX sister accepts every challenge, I told myself fiercely, even though inside me somewhere deep I was wailing, panicked, wanting to get up and run. Though I’d been freeuse for years, my ass hadn’t been claimed as much as you might expect – and it had almost always come when I was already several orgasms deep, in the midst of pleasure, after already being thoroughly used by several guys and lost in lust and distraction. Knowing I was about to be violated in the cold light of day, in front of twelve lustful boys, without even the courtesy of warming my body up first… I began to shake.

And then there was no more time to think. Mr. Colt’s shaft probed at my rear entrance, found it, and began to inexorably press its way into me.

First came the blush – that damnable blush that had made me so popular when I first started as a SEX sister. And then, as Mr. Colt pressed deeper and deeper, I began to whimper and mewl, nearly panicked, knowing with shame that every quiver I made was being examined, was arousing the boys who watched with hooded eyes, waiting for me to beg. There was no escape: only the cock, penetrating me, filling my ass inch by inch with its length until Mr. Colt was buried hilt deep inside me, his cock stretching me and making me ache.

Dimly I was aware that he invited the boys to come up to the front a couple at a time, to better see. There were faces then, close to me, and one or two daring boys put a hand on my knee or thigh, spreading me more widely, ostensibly for a closer look.

And then Mr. Colt began to move.

It was all I could do not to wail. The lubrication helped, but I’d been so unprepared for this that even my pussy, usually awake and eager, hadn’t yet awoken to the possibilities. But there was no stopping Mr. Colt, no shielding myself from the curious and desiring eyes that watched me from every angle. As the teacher claimed my ass, the whole room looked on… seeing my every move, hearing my every whimper… and watching as slowly, slowly, my body began to accept the cock deep in my ass and began to give in to pleasure, began to shake with more than fear and shame, and the arch of my back and hips as I began to lose myself in animal lust, urging Mr. Colt on.

He plunged into me again and again, talking all the while. I tuned him out – I didn’t want to hear him going on about sphincters and relaxation – and tried to focus only on sensation. The pressure, turning to pleasure, within me. The sharp cold of the metal desk, warming with our exertions. The hands on me, some gentle, some… not.

My pussy was awake now and begging for attention even as I writhed below Mr. Colt, wanting more, wanting – something. He was moving smoothly in and out of me now, having thoroughly stretched my ass, and now my body was ready for him to claim me in every possible way. And I wanted him to, wanted this terrible, shameful pleasure that rose in me, that threatened to drown me, and I was ready to cast myself away on the tide of it, to lose myself completely in this terrible, delicious moment, when suddenly, he withdrew, and I was bereft.

I wanted to protest. I know I whimpered. There were titters again, but Mr. Colt’s voice was still calm (though with a rough edge now) as he continued to speak. The boys around me clustered closer, and I slowly came back down again enough to realize that he was directing them off to go wash their hands, then to come back and –

Oh.

A finger slid into my quivering pussy, wet with frustrated desire. Before I could react, another pressed into my recently-abused rear hole. I could feel both fingers moving within me, a horribly teasing tandem of pressure and pleasure.

“…note the difference in sensation…”

After a moment, that hand withdrew. Another took its place. One after another, the boys of the sex ed class plunged their fingers inside me, feeling and comparing my pussy and ass. And each time, the torment rose within me. It wasn’t quite rhythmic, and most of them didn’t press their advantage, only followed Mr. Colt’s instructions to the letter, in and out, each movement a torment for my awakened body, my hungry cunt. One boy daringly slipped two fingers in each hole instead and I nearly wept at the sensation, the added pressure, bucking against his hand and urging him to continue, to violate me thoroughly with hand and cock – but I held as still as I could, and the moment passed. I was a SEX sister. I could handle this. I could handle anything.

But when the class wound down, the boys went back to their seats, and I was allowed to scurry to the corner to reclaim my panties and pants, my ass and pussy throbbing, all I could think was: this was too much.

And yet I wanted more.


 Chapter Seven

Classes continued throughout the semester. Mr. Colt’s lectures became something like a dream for me, one where I was never quite sure what was coming next, or how long I’d been there. Between the disorientation of being violated repeatedly in a classroom in broad daylight, and the many classes where I had hardly a role at all, my time there felt increasingly surreal.

Guest lecturers joined us – many of whom, thankfully, were more engaging speakers than Mr. Colt. One of the gay professors did a lecture on homosexual relationships and safe sex; the nurse joined for a multi-class deep dive on STDs. We even had a marriage counselor come in from town and talk frankly about her work and key foundations for a strong relationship.

I should have known something was up when Professor Ketterly – a chemistry professor I’d never had – came in for her guest lecture. She wasn’t going to be speaking as a chemist, but rather as a mother, and one who was currently pregnant. Unlike the other guest speakers, she greeted Mr. Colt warmly, and I could have sworn I caught a glimpse of the Dean out in the hall when she entered the room.

But I wasn’t paying attention to her entrance, just pleased to have another class where I also got to learn something. And so when Professor Ketterly paused in her lecture to wink at Mr. Colt, I didn’t see it coming.

“…limited mobility, of course, but it’s perfectly safe…”

Mr. Colt was gesturing me up to the front of the room; I saw him, I went. While Professor Ketterly was still lecturing, he gestured for me to strip.

I could feel my face burning red once more. Here, now? With the guest lecturer a few feet away? But she gave me a big smile as she spoke, and it was then I realized: she knew exactly what this class was like.

Slowly, I disrobed, feeling more self-conscious than usual – if that was even possible. Once again, I was urged onto the big metal desk. Once again, I found myself atop it, waiting to be violated while the class watched.

Mr. Colt climbed up beside me and, with a few gestures and tugs, urged me onto all fours. And before I knew it, he was sliding his cock into me, penetrating me fully as I knelt before him, helpless on all fours.

“…doggy style is one of the easiest ways to continue having sex once your partner’s belly…”

The lecture swam by me now, words adrift in the air, lost in meaning. There was only this: my knees against the hard desk, the arousing humiliation of being used in this way, the cock inside me, lifting me, splitting me. As Mr. Colt began to thrust into me, holding my hips, I hung my head and hoped my hair was covering my blush. It shouldn’t have turned me on so much to be taken like this… and yet it did.

Again and again, we moved, Mr. Colt repositioning me based on the lecture I could no longer hear above the ringing in my ears. We demonstrated each position that made pregnancy sex easier. Each time, I lay there burning, afire with need, waiting desperately for him to penetrate me again. Each time, my pussy desperately welcomed him and I had to clench my hands to keep from clawing at his back, urging him on, demanding more.

At the end, I dimly heard Professor Ketterly asking if there were any questions or any part of the demonstration the class needed repeated. I didn’t have to see the boys’ faces to know what was coming next.

“Can we see the first position again?”

Torture. Pure, unadulterated. Each time they sweetly requested a revisit of a new position, Mr. Colt paused, moved me, and my body scrambled after the rising tide of pleasure that had been threatening to overtake me. Each time, it broke, scattering, leaving me tingling and on the verge of anxious thrill, never quite able to claw towards release. Again and again, Mr. Colt fucked me, slowly thrusting into me again and again, ostensibly for demonstration. Only I could feel how fast his heart beat, how his cock twitched inside me. But he wanted to do his job well more than he wanted me, or maybe he just liked tormenting me – I’d never know. It didn’t matter. I was on fire with need and a complete mess, almost begging for release, and he would only pause, adjust me, and slowly claim me, again and again, while the entire class watched my humiliation.

When the hour was finally up, I lay there exhausted, sweaty, panting on the desk, barely able to think. I was numb to the chatter of the students leaving, didn’t care that Professor Ketterly murmured “Nice work” to me as she left. Mr. Colt cleared his throat impatiently, waiting for me to get up off his desk and get dressed, as though he hadn’t been teasing himself for the last hour as badly as he’d been teasing me.

With a groan, I finally sat up. There was no question about it now: the Dean had definitely chosen this role specifically for me. And Mr. Colt was in on it, and I guess Professor Ketterly too. The semester was two-thirds of the way over, but that meant a lot of classes still to go.

The only problem is, I couldn’t see anything I could do about it.

~

In the last few weeks of class, I got a reprieve of sorts: my sisters were finally joining me. The Dean had only requested their support for the very tail end of class, and though I didn’t know exactly what he was envisioning, I could guess. Mr. Colt confirmed it that day as my sisters stood next to me in front of the classroom, all twelve boys staring at us.

“Your final exam is coming up fast. It’ll be in two parts: written, and practical. You all have your study packets ready. And the sisters of Sigma Epsilon Xi have agreed to help prepare you for your practical exam.

“In your packets, you’ll find a list of potential activities you may be asked to…”

So, yeah. Exactly as I’d thought. Each of the horndogs in class, who was trying to learn to be a more respectful and chivalrous person, was also getting a couple weeks of freeuse sex out of the deal. It didn’t seem exactly fair, but I had to admit later when I was flipping through one of their study packets, there were a lot of activities they could be asked about on the practical exam that were basically impossible to practice without a willing female partner.

Well. SEX sisters serve their community. And if this class worked out, it would be some of the most important community service we’d ever done.

Each sister was assigned to a boy. I collected reports from them throughout the week, bringing them dutifully to Mr. Colt during our frustratingly chaste pre-class office hours. It was clear some of the boys at least were thoroughly enjoying the situation, even if they were also studying – one in particular had insisted on Mary demonstrating doggy style for him a grand total of 17 times in one week. But a surprising amount of them were actually working through all of the activities in their study packets, even the less sexy ones like condom application.

Truthfully, I envied my sisters a little bit; they were at least getting thoroughly used! In contrast, I felt like this semester had been an extended exercise in edging, a game I did not particularly enjoy. (Which, of course, the Dean knew, damn him.)

But it was the job. I’d agreed to be here, to help out, and now that we were looking at the end of the semester, I had to admit to myself that maybe all of this had been a good idea. We wouldn’t know until afterwards if it had any real impact on behavior, but I’d been impressed again and again with the boys. I was actually pretty hopeful this was helping.

And that was were matters stood, leading into the last weeks of the semester, and their final exam.


 Chapter Eight

All twelve boys passed their written exam. I’d just finished grading the multiple choice sections and was skimming Mr. Colt’s review of the essay questions. The boys got a range of scores, but I was impressed by more than one of the essay responses; they were surprisingly thoughtful about presenting ideas we’d discussed in class, and debating positions on women’s issues that I doubted any of them had held at the beginning of the semester.

I was so tickled reading their responses and feeling so good about having made a difference that I nearly forgot the practical exam.

Mr. Colt, of course, hadn’t. He’d reserved basically my entire day – enough for prep time, padding between each student’s exam, lunch, and of course, twelve half-hour practical tests.

If I hadn’t already more or less guessed my role during the practical exam, it would have quickly become apparent. Mr. Colt had asked me to bring a robe for the day; I didn’t normally bother, with how short the lessons were, but I remembered well enough from serving as a model during long art seminars that it was annoying to have to keep getting dressed and undressed, but very chilly to stay naked even indoors all day.

Today, each of the twelve boys who’d been watching me so hungrily all semester would be getting the chance to demonstrate what they’d learned… on me.

When the first student entered for his time slot – I thought he might be called Davaughn, but I still didn’t know everyone’s name – Mr. Colt locked the door, drew a piece of paper from a small bowl in front of him, and read off the act he expected to see demonstrated.

“Locate and define each part of the female genitals.”

Once again, I was on the big metal desk. Once again, I lay back, letting my legs fall open, pulling the robe away from my middle. Davaughn stood between my legs, waiting for me to position myself, to open for him.

His touch was surprisingly gentle as he touched me here and there, reciting confidently. He didn’t even try to grope or tease me; I couldn’t decide if I was proud or devastated by that. In the end, it didn’t matter. His fingers on me sent electric shocks through me, awakening my body, unfurling my lust. When he reached my clitoris, he let his finger linger for long seconds as he recited what he’d learned, and I had to clench my thighs to keep from closing them on his hand and pressing it to me harder.

After Davaughn came Will, and then a boy whose name I didn’t know. Will checked my breasts for lumps, his eyes burning holes in me as he carefully massaged. If, when Mr. Colt looked away to mark notes, he pinched my nipple once or twice, I wasn’t going to say anything. The boy who followed him was the first to get lucky: “Demonstrate doggy style, and describe the benefits and drawbacks of this position.”

And so I found myself being lifted, positioned on all fours, and then the nameless boy was up on the desk with me, his cock in hand, and I was about to be penetrated by someone whose name I couldn’t even remember, as part of a graduate exam, and the absurdity of it struck me so hard I had to choke back a laugh. The sound turned into a groan as he pressed himself inside me – no warming me up, he’d get marked down for that, but fortunately my pussy was already eager after Davaughn and Will – and then he was fucking me, taking no time to ease into things, but I was matching him, swaying underneath him, bucking myself back against his pelvis with each thrust as I urged him on: yes, deeper, more.

It didn’t take him the full time to cum or to recite what he knew. When he left – I thought he would probably get a passing grade, if not a stellar one – Mr. Colt and I were alone again, waiting for the next student. I hadn’t cum myself, and I was burning with need, but thought to myself that there were nine more students, nine more chances. I could wait.

Although… I eyed the clock, did quick math, and made a decision. And when I got off the desk and onto my knees in front of Mr. Colt, he didn’t protest, only unzipped his pants for me and leaned back. It didn't take long before I was swallowing down his seed, and we'd collected ourselves before the next student arrived.

For Mike’s turn, he had to demonstrate how to put on a condom – poor boy – but Wes, who followed him, claimed me in missionary style. He was considerate about his weight, made sure I was aroused first, and when he slid his cock between my legs and entered me, our bodies moved together seamlessly. Top marks, I thought to myself before I was lost in the sensation of him moving on me, in me, the oddly sweet feeling of him controlling each thrust just so, urging us both to pleasure and beyond. He coaxed me higher and higher, at one point bending his head to my breast and suckling me as he thrust, and when I finally came with a soft wail, he held for a long moment, his cock throbbing inside me, before he gave in and came too, our bodies riding out their languorous pleasure as one.

Steven claimed me next, and if he noticed I was already swollen with arousal, he made no comment, instead carefully stroking me and coaxing me along as though I hadn’t just been used by five of his classmates. His gaze when it met mine though was anything but kind – I would have called it triumphant, and when he bent me over the desk and began to fuck me I knew he was living out months of repressed fantasy, his fingers biting into my hips as he forced his length into me again and again, deeper, harder, utterly demanding in his passions. He came before I did but kept going – I didn’t even think Mr. Colt noticed, and I wasn’t about to share – and by the time he was deep in the throes of his second round I was flowing towards my own orgasm, completely lost in the delicious sensation of finally being thoroughly fucked against the desk where I’d spent so many hours on fire with need.

I was thankfully sated for the moment – Steven had made sure I’d come before he had his own second release – because the next two boys barely got to touch me either. I ate my lunch sullenly, but when Mr. Colt rose up before me again, I hastily finished my sandwich. We spent the rest of the break in flagrante delicto, him demonstrating a number of positions he hadn’t had the boys learn, and me desperate to please him and be pleased in return.

Maybe it was because of how we spent our break, maybe it was just luck, but the last four boys each received full license to abuse me – and they did.

Joshua demonstrated each of the positions most suitable for sex with advanced pregnancy, and completed his exam by cumming in me as we spooned, his hand on my mound coaxing me to new heights of passion. After being positioned, I rode Ganesh to completion, demonstrating cowgirl with my heaving breasts the center of attention for both the boy underneath me and Mr. Colt, seated in front of us.

I was feeling sweaty and very, very satisfied with the day, when one of the last two boys entered – another one whose name I wasn’t sure of – and Mr. Colt announced with the barest hint of a smile, “Anal.”

Thankfully, I was already well-lubricated from my earlier use, but I still felt a thrill of fear. This was a test indeed, to see if the student could be as gentle as needed, and understood what to do. Like the others, he cleared his throat and began to recite what he’d learned as he stripped and then bent me over the desk in an echo of how my ass had been claimed by Mr. Colt weeks before.

He seemed a little unsure, his voice wavering at times, but he stroked his cock between my lips slowly, letting my juices cover him. And when he began to press into my ass, my whole body tense in a way I knew I shouldn’t be, he actually held for a moment until I relaxed, and then slowly began his assault once more.

Mr. Colt stood in front of us the entire time, watching my face. I tried to look stoic, but I knew he could see my blush, see every wince and half smile as I forced myself to breathe, relax, and let the pleasure come. And when I was fully impaled, I dared to look up and meet his gaze. For the first time, I saw unbridled lust there, even though we’d already pleasured each other multiple times. Good, I thought dumbly, and then it was too late to think anything more.

The boy claiming my ass began to move, slowly at first, thrusting into me gradually, stretching me, making me ache and squirm until slowly, slowly, it began to feel good. And then all I wanted was more. I whimpered and quivered underneath him, wanting to beg, unsure what I was begging for, just this, more, no, yes, please.

Again and again he thrust into me, plunging himself into my most intimate place, driving himself in up to the hilt. I could feel his balls against my vulva, the heat of him against my buttocks as he violated me. It was almost too much. It was delicious.

When his voice was cracked and dry from recitation, he hadn’t yet cum, but he pulled free. He left without a backwards glance, and I didn’t know what time it was, and I didn’t care. I lifted my head and shamelessly begged, “Please!”

And Mr. Colt was on me then, his cock out in a flash, forcing his way into me, penetrating me more deeply than the boy had, and then he was fucking me, claiming my ass again, making me squeal and beg and thrash underneath him as we clawed desperately toward pleasure once more.

When the final student entered, I couldn’t even raise my head. I had no idea what he must be thinking, what I must look like, what the room must smell like, but my eyes were closed and I was still panting, overcome with the force of my last orgasm and then lingering echoes of desire pounding through my body. And when I heard Mr. Colt’s voice repeat with dry irony, “Anal,” I no longer knew myself. Only the desk beneath me, the cock inside me, the last of many cocks, all the ways I’d been used and abused today, and I was already back at the brink, whimpering and bucking under my new assailant, shuddering my way toward terrible, beautiful release.

~

It was two days before my last day of university. With the sex ed class over, I was ready to discharge my last duty of the contract: reporting to the Dean.

Sitting in the outer part of his office while waiting, listening to his secretary Mrs. Harris type, I felt a strange sense of déjà vu. It seemed like only yesterday I’d been here for the first time, my freshman year, just after joining SEX and learning that the Dean liked to “examine” all new recruits up close and personal…

And now I was about to graduate, and waiting to speak to the Dean once more, knowing all the while what his cock felt like inside me, how very deliciously cruel he could be.

It made me a little sad, thinking that this might be the last time I was under a freeuse contract. It had been a wild ride, and I was completely ready to be out on my own, and yet… I would miss it. All of it.

As I waited, I lost myself in recollection, remembering a hundred ways I’d been taken, a hundred times I’d cried out in pleasure, writhed under or on top of someone. I’d fucked the entire football team; I’d been on my knees for more than one teacher. I’d done freeuse charity work and served dozens of parties. Every moment of that was special to me, even the ones that had felt like too much at the time. I looked back on all of it, and smiled to myself.

When the Dean finally called me into his office, I was still smiling. And when he closed the door behind me, quietly locking it, I slowly began to unbutton my shirt.

“I’m ready to give my report now…”

~
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Or you can JOIN MY NEWSLETTER for my exclusive FREE STORY The Breeding Test, get notified about Special Deals, and learn All My Darkest Secrets.

The Breeding Test - InsemN8: The FreeUse Fertility App – Free for my newsletter subscribers

I caught a lot of shit as the only female tech major at my small college. My classmates joked that I belonged at home, barefoot and pregnant. It drove me crazy, but not for the reason you'd think. Little did they know, they were touching upon a secret I was too ashamed to admit. Until now.

For as long as I could remember, my biggest fantasy has always been to be bred. I'm not talking about starting a family all lovey-dovey like. I mean *bred*. Used solely for my ripe little body. Fucked hard and filled, until my belly swells, and then fucked some more.

For the longest time, I didn't know how to square that filthy side of me with the top-of-my-class good girl I pretended to be. I wanted a career. Respect. But I *needed* to be used.

So I built an app that might just make me rich *and* pregnant. Virile men submit their applications, you swipe on the ones you like, and then all you have to do is wait. When the app detects you've reached the most fertile part of your cycle, it sends out your location to everyone on your list. Then it's a freeuse free-for-all, the only rule is that they have to finish deep inside... well, you know.

Now, it's all ready to launch and the only thing left to do is test it myself. For science...

GET IT NOW

 Other Books By Molly Warden

Pledge Week At The FreeUse Sorority - Sigma Epsilon Xi is the hottest sorority on campus. Their alums go on to be some of the most successful women in the world, but around here they're known for something else - they're the FreeUse Sorority. And I'm going to pledge.

Three trials will determine if I've got what it takes. Luckily, there's a whole frat full of guys eager to help me prove that I can take what they've got. My obedience will be tested. My abilities will be judged. And all sense of shame will be left in the dust, as the week culminates in a steamy party where the new FreeUse pledges provide the entertainment. Nothing is off limits and I only hope I can take them all - classmates, strangers, one after another or all at once - I'll do anything or anyone to earn my place.

Mile High FreeUse Club - One little rule shouldn’t be so hard to follow. It was simple really, coworkers were off-limits. Outside the office, Kara could be as filthy as her little heart and body desired. She was free to be stuffed and filled to the limit, while her fiancé loved every hot sloppy second of it. But you don’t risk your career for momentary pleasures, no matter how lustful your fantasies.

Someone should have told Jefferey that. Her smug colleague with an iron rod in his pants just booked them a flight on FreeUse First Class. Now she’s a mile high and desperately wanting to submit to powerful older men, take huge athletes all at once, and steal a taste of one sloppy college coed.

But if she gives in to temptation and Jefferey learns her secret, her colleague would never let it go – Kara would go from respected professional to the office’s freeuse plaything.

Shared With Her Husband’s Best Friend - When I caught my best friend's curvy wife on her knees for our dominant boss, I thought it would be a disaster for their marriage. So imagine my surprise when his response to that bombshell was to ask "Was he as huge as she said?

I always thought we were so alike, but I'd never considered sharing my wife with other men. I hadn't even heard the term HotWife before. But now, discovering his wife's secret wild side has led my wife to reveal a filthy past that I never suspected.

The worst part is, I love hearing about every dirty thing she's ever done. I can't stop thinking about all the men who came before me, using and abusing my sweet, loving wife. Sometime two at a time, leaving her aching and messy. She's even reenacted some of her dirtiest HotPast moments with me. But if we want to recreate her hottest stories, we're going to need a little help from my best friend.

Did she really used to be that kind of girl?

...and could she be again?

FreeUse Fertile and Filled - The only thing I want as much as a baby is the fun of making it - it's too bad my husband can't join in.

When fancy fertility treatments are too expensive, my husband and I decide to do it the old fashioned way. Just not with him. At the FreeUse fertility clinic, they pair you up with as many virile men as you can handle, and my husband gets to watch as they fill me up. But there's a slim window when I'm at my most fertile, so the best way to be sure is to let them use me all at once.

Or Check Out All Of My Books Here

 About the Author

I suppose this is the part where I’m supposed to say I’m a mild-mannered housewife by day and you’d never expect… HAHAHAHAHA. Sorry, I just can’t do it. Got to let that freak flag fly, baby! I’m a proud perv, writing exactly the kind of steamy stories I love to read - FreeUse. It’s those forbidden delights that get my heart racing, and that sweet delicious, “Oh no, we shouldn’t… but ohhhhhhhmygod,” that does it for me every single time. So lets pick up a book and have some fun ;)
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