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Chapter One

This is the story of how I became a legend – not just at school, but across town and beyond.

I’m a proud sister of Sigma Epsilon Xi, one of the country’s oldest FreeUse sororities. But unlike other sororities, we aren’t FreeUse for just anyone; our clients sign contracts with us that would hold up in any court, and most of them confer benefits to us long after the orgasmic bliss has faded. We’re usually assigned to different organizations – like our campus counterparts, the Alpha Cocks – but sometimes an individual does the requesting, and we handle that as discretely as they prefer. I myself have been requested by a fraternity, the football team, the Dean, and an art class, to name just a few.

Since my freshman year, I’d gained a reputation on campus, which is saying something. SEX sisters aren’t looked down on – far from it. In fact, we’re usually treated with a sort of awe by the other students. (It’s as if everyone did the math on our FreeUse tradeoff and recognized it was a good deal. And after all, it is. In exchange for our service while pledged to SEX, our alumni get a first-tier education and a network that is second to none. SEX sisters go on to be leaders of whatever industry they desire.)

So it wasn’t like the campus was snickering about me behind my back or calling me a slut. Far from it. But the thing is, when you’ve had several high-profile assignments that involve some… impressive activities, people are bound to talk. And as a result, I was one of the only SEX sisters that most of the campus knew by name, if not on sight.

As the sorority president Marissa was fond of telling me, “It’s because I expect great things from you.”

Like most sororities, Sigma Epsilon Xi is involved in a number of charitable organizations. We do toy drives around the holidays and can drives throughout the year. We volunteer at soup kitchens and pack boxes for the troops. We usually offer our time, but when possible, SEX donates heavily to our chosen causes as well, usually in partnership with the national Hellenic leadership.

That was how we normally did things, anyway. But Marissa had some unhappy news for us at our house meeting.

“Saint Vitalis’ might have to close.”

The announcement was greeted with shock and dismay. I’d say all of us had at one time or another volunteered directly with the St. Vitalis Second Home. It was a church-run facility that offered street kids a safe place to sleep and learn, but they also had a number of orphans who’d grown up within the security of their stone walls. We’d worked with St. Vitalis’ so long and so often that we’d actually counted more than a few former St. Vitalis alums among our sisterhood. For kids who wanted a second chance at life, our sorority’s support and connections were a critical lifeline, even for those who didn’t join directly.

Hearing that it might have to close was a huge blow. The St. Vitalis Second Home was a fixture in town as well as our charitable work. I hated to think of what would happen to the kids who currently relied on it, and I knew I wasn’t the only one.

Marissa explained through the dismayed uproar that the historical building the organization was using required a number of extremely costly repairs. The church had looked into leasing other property, but hadn’t yet located anything suitable within their price range. And time was running out.

“How much do they need?” one of my sisters, Marlee, asked.

Marissa quoted a number that made us all wince. No wonder they were having to consider closure.

“Can’t we do something?” I heard several voices, myself included, blurt out.

“I’ve been in touch with the national leadership, and they’re working several channels to get Saint Vitalis’ a cash infusion, but I’m afraid it’s not likely to come in time.” Marissa’s voice was grim. “The city inspector has given them a deadline to get the building fixed or it’ll be condemned. Even the repairs that are needed to keep it open a little longer mean a pretty big price tag.”

Stunned silence greeted her words.

Before I realized it, I was standing, my fists clenched at my sides. “No. We can do this ourselves.” I met Marissa’s eyes fiercely. “A SEX sister doesn’t back down from a challenge.”

A desperate hope kindled on our president’s face. “A SEX sister serves her community,” she quoted another line from our credo back to me.

Marissa took a deep breath and looked around the room. “All right. Ideas?”

~

In the end, we decided on the simplest approach: we’d raise money ourselves, at least enough for the smaller chunk of repairs that could keep them open until our national council could come through.

Calling the approach “simple,” though, is pretty misleading. It was anything but.

We split into teams to work this from a couple of different angles; some sisters went door-to-door, others started a phone bank. Donations were coming in, but it was hard to get in front of the right people at the right time, and it required a lot of manpower. Marissa approved several ideas, but she was conspicuously absent while we got them off the ground. Some of the girls muttered about that, but not me. I knew Marissa well enough by now to know she had something big up her sleeve.

And she did.

See, Sigma Epsilon Xi has a hard and fast rule about our FreeUse activities: we don’t accept money in exchange for our services, in any contract. Not even donations – it’s just too easy for someone to misconstrue it as money for sex, and we didn’t want folks to get the wrong impression.

But Marissa had an idea on how we could ply our FreeUse services and still collect donations – in a splashy enough way to get the word out and bring in the number of people we needed to make a real difference.

It was going to be a car wash, of all things. You know, classic money-raiser, something every kid in the country has done at least once for school or sports. But there was an added twist.

Marissa had gotten the mayor to agree to a contract with us in St. Vitalis’ name. For one day only, this deal effectively made everyone in town a potential client… as long as they visited our car wash.

The Alpha Cocks had agreed to volunteer their time as well (though I suspected a number of them were also going to be getting their vehicles washed, if you know what I mean). We’d have our counterparts on hand to help collect donations, keep traffic moving, and take care of any troublesome clients. A local bank, located on a busy crossroad, offered to let us use their parking lot for the day, since they were closed. And since we were able to borrow all the equipment we needed for the wash itself, that meant every cent we collected in donations could go straight to St. Vitalis’.

We were ready.


Chapter Two

Because it was Marissa organizing the event, she had one more surprise in store for us.

On the day of the car wash, Marissa gathered all the volunteers together to give us a pep talk before we headed over. And she revealed something else interesting as well.

“I know this isn’t what we’re used to. And I’m not sure exactly how it’ll work out yet. But I know you ladies, and I know you can handle anything.

“And speaking of handling anything… I think we can make this event a little more exciting.”

Marissa grinned at us and revealed a very large whiteboard she’d hidden behind the table. It had all of our names on it, along with a number scale across the top.

“A contest! As we go through today, some of our Alpha Cock chaperones have agreed to serve as judges. They’ll be rating our volunteers on the quality, quantity, and a certain je ne sais quois of your service today. Our top performer will get a special prize.”

As she said those last words, a shiver ran through me. Marissa was looking at me pointedly, and I knew she was expecting me to win.

But with Marissa, you never knew what exactly she had planned, even for a winner…

The other girls were excited and cheered. We all loved Marissa and would have followed her anywhere. The fact that she’d managed to pull this event off in a way that made us feel like we actually had a shot of helping those kids was amazing. A contest was just the icing on the cake.

I lifted my head and cheered with the other girls. Fine. I could take on one more challenge. Why not?

~

I had butterflies before we even arrived at the bank.

Once there, I was distracted for a little while by the setup, but it didn’t last. As soon as we started prepping the area, I could see interest from the locals. The Alpha Cocks weren’t letting anyone queue yet, but multiple people tried to while we lugged buckets of water and suds across the parking lot. And no one was even in a bathing suit yet.

Before long, it was time to actually allow a line, and the Alpha Cocks had their hands full managing it. They were checking IDs for each person – not just for age, but for home address, too, since this was a town-only contract – and confirming the order and approach. Meanwhile, the six of us volunteering directly for wash duty took turns slipping away to get changed.

I didn’t know if the other sisters were aware, but Marissa also had a second shift of washers on call. In case we didn’t make our quota by the time the event was supposed to be over, I guessed, but maybe it was just for contingencies. Marissa was nothing if not thorough.

Until Marissa deemed it time, though, we were on our own. It was me, my Big Sister Rena, Marlee, Yana, Kayleigh, and Chloe. We stood there, almost completely exposed in our skimpy bikinis, watching the queue grow longer and longer. At first, the girls whispered among themselves, but as the time to start ticked closer, I at least subsided into a quiet bundle of nerves.

Rena squeezed my hand encouragingly. “This will be fun, Little. And it’s for a good cause.”

“The best,” I agreed.

“You’ll be fine,” she assured me.

“I know.” And I did. No matter what the assignment, I was always fine. But that didn’t mean I didn’t get anxious beforehand. It was like I was about to perform on stage, or give a speech… once I started, I was good. But until then, the not knowing what to expect made me a jittery mess.

Chloe gathered us all in a big group hug. Six pairs of breasts, scarcely contained, smushed together. Yana nearly lost her top in the fray and we all dissolved into giggles thinking about starting the show early.

And then it was time.

~

The first six cars drove to our stations. Six hands grabbed soapy sponges; six big smiles greeted our first guests.

When I got to my first car, arms dripping with suds, I was surprised – relieved? – to find my first customer was a frail, grandfatherly looking man. I gave him a big smile, proud that even parts of the community who weren’t eager for a show had come out to support St. Vitalis’, and began to wash. I didn’t think anything else of it until I glanced back through the window a minute later.

The sweet-looking old man was touching himself.

I mean, full on, wizened cock out, liver spotted hand on it touching himself.

You have to understand my shock here. Yes, I’d been a FreeUse slut for a while now, but almost all of my clients have been, well, college-age boys. There’d been a few exceptions of course, like some of the faculty and some delicious vacationers while I was on spring break, but yeah, basically everyone I’d had sex with was a muscley youth in the prime of life. I hadn’t ever seen an old man’s cock before, much less considered that just because my client was older didn’t mean he wasn’t still horny.

I bit my lip and tried to focus on the car. (It did need to be cleaned, after all!) But I couldn’t keep the thought of what he was doing out of my head! It felt weirdly violating having him sitting there inside the car, stroking himself, while I cleaned… even though I’d known this was how the day would go. He was old enough to be my grandfather, and he was imagining doing who knew what while watching me in my teeny bikini and getting himself off.

I soaped up the car. He was rubbing himself harder now, his thin lips parted as he panted.

I ducked to wash the wheel wells, taking as long as I could, hoping he’d be done before I got up. But no – he was still going, his gaze fixed firmly on my nubile young body as I moved around his car.

I had never felt so exposed in my life. It was as though I could feel him undressing me with his eyes, sense him imagining his soft, wrinkled hands all over my body.

Shuddering at the mental images I couldn’t keep from my mind, I desperately tried to focus on the task at hand. But my thoroughness was my undoing.

When I leaned across the windshield to get a particularly dirty spot near where the wipers met, I thought his eyes were going to pop out of his head – but instead, I popped out of my bikini top.

As I was frantically trying to stuff myself back in, foiled by soapy hands, I saw out of the corner of my eye his hand moving faster, faster – and then he came all over his pants, spilling his ancient seed at the thought of violating my young body. I could feel him staring at my breasts, now completely covered in soap (who knew the last time he’d seen breasts, let alone ones from someone my age?).

And that was my first customer, and my first old man. I sprayed off his car, using the car to keep a safe distance, and found myself thanking my lucky stars that he wasn’t going to have the ability of most college-age boys to get back up and try again so soon.


Chapter Three

Each of the girls had her own approach to car washing. While I’d opted to start with a fairly straightforward, non-flirty wash – lulled into a false sense of security by my elderly first customer – that was… not the route everyone else had taken.

As I looked around, waiting for my next car to pull in, I could see my sisters hard at work. Rena was currently topless, leaning over an open window just enough so her client could grope her while she pretended to wash his roof. Kayleigh and Chloe were currently sharing work on a large van and playfully spraying each other with the hose. Marlee was completely naked and strategically bent over while she washed the wheel wells; her client was behind her, cock in hand, and I doubted she’d be washing for much longer. And Yana’s tiny frame was sprawled across the backseat of a car while she was being energetically plowed, her legs shaking with the force of her client’s thrusts.

My next car was much more what I’d expected. The outside of the car itself was fairly clean, but as I was giving it a cursory wash, my client – a middle-aged man – rolled down his window and sighed about the inside of his car being just so very dirty. I promised to check it out, opened his door, and leaned way over to inspect his center console for grime while he pulled himself free from his pants and began to rub himself on my soapy breasts.

I was up on my tiptoes, trying to balance well enough to give him access to my chest without completely falling into his lap. But it didn’t matter. He was already working himself furiously, rubbing the head of his cock along my nipple, exploring my cleavage. I gasped as his hand and cock moved against me – it was a tease, and I felt so very naughty lying across his lap like this, letting him take advantage of me!

He violated my breasts while I struggled to remain upright, trying to give him what he needed. But I was losing my balance, and soon it was all I could do not to completely collapse on him. His cock was slick now with more than just suds, and as I tried to push myself up, he grabbed the back of my head instead and forced me down onto his shaft.

I gagged at the sudden intrusion – thankfully less soapy than I’d imagined, and tasting mostly of precum. And then he began to thrust into me as he forced my head down harder against his crotch, nearly smothering me with his jeans. I tried again and again to regain control and help him satisfy himself, but he had his own plans for how to get himself off and no intention of letting me help.

As I wiggled and whimpered against him, I suddenly felt something else.

There was a hand caressing my ass.

I was wearing a string bikini, and my cheeks were on full display. And now someone had come up behind me while I was held in this compromising position, and was touching me, exploring my rear.

I would have jumped if I could have. As it was, muffled sounds of my protest were lost as the driver fucked my face, taking his pleasure however he desired.

The hand cupped my ass as I choked on cock. It moved over my smooth curves, stroking me gently, and then disappeared for a moment.

Smack!

I was unprepared for the first blow. It set my whole body racing with adrenaline and a sudden, terrified spark of desire.

Smack!

My desperation to get free, to regain control, was rising, but the driver was still holding me in a vicelike grip as he forced his cock deeper into my throat. I was caught, impaled, and helpless.

Smack!

My ass was tingling now, and so was my pussy. I didn’t know how I could be aroused by this, but I was… and I wanted more. It was impossible to urge the driver on with my mouth but I tried anyway, pressing my lips harder against his cock as he fucked my face.

Whoever was behind me gave me another firm slap on the buttock, and then gently rubbed the spot. It felt good to be soothed like that after the hard slaps. It felt…

And then the hand moved again, fingers drifting, pulling aside my g-string… exposing me completely to the stranger behind me.

I moaned, my mouth full of cock, but all I could do was struggle to stay on my tiptoes, keep my balance, and pray.

For a long moment, I thought that was it – all the stranger wanted to do was admire my ass and pussy. I even began to relax a little, to enjoy the lingering sensations of being spanked while trying to swallow against the cock forcing its way into my throat.

And then I felt a finger probe my entrance… and then a second.

Two fingers slid inside my unprepared pussy. I would have yelped and jumped if I could have. As it was, my sounds of protest were lost against the driver’s lap as the stranger behind me began to explore my dry pussy.

It hurt, but in a good way. His fingers were thick, but even two of them didn’t rival the size of a full cock. My body began to respond slowly, picking up on the leftover tingling sensations from the assault on my ass and my interest in the cock in my mouth. Where he had been pressing himself into my unprepared hole, slowly he began to find moisture. I could feel the moment when his fingers became slick and started sliding more deliciously in and out of me.

As my legs began to shake, the driver fucking my face began to force my head down harder, faster, reaching for his desperate climax. I was being speared from behind by my stranger, his fingers alternately thrusting and then curling inside me, sending pleasure coursing through my abused body as I struggled to stay up.

The driver groaned and forced my head still, so far into his lap I could barely breathe. His cock inside my throat shuddered and then spilled forth its seed, nearly gagging me as I swallowed desperately, hungry for every drop. As he rode out his pleasure on my face, the fingers inside me pressed insistently deeper, curling in a beckoning motion against the rough spot at the front of my inner wall.

I was moaning now in the driver’s lap, unable to fully trust my legs and stand. He kept my head there, my mouth still around his softening cock. The driver stroked my hair, tender with me now that his animalistic desires had been sated. And as the stranger behind me coaxed cry after cry from me, I made them piteously against his member, begging for something, for release.

But no release was coming for me.

When the stranger first withdrew, I expected a new assault – maybe even his cock. But as seconds stretched to minutes, I began to panic. I’d been achingly reaching for the peak of my own desire, and now bereft, I was still weak in the knees, my body pulsing with unanswered lust.

“Thanks, darlin’,” the driver told me, regretfully letting me up.

As I steadied myself awkwardly against his door, my legs still shaking, I looked around. There was no way to tell who the stranger behind me had been.

I took a deep breath and adjusted my bikini back into place. I reclaimed my sponge. I thanked the driver for his cum, and gestured forward the next car, my body tormented by unfulfilled desire.


Chapter Four

The morning went on, a whirlwind of suds, sucking, and sex.

I took another man on my knees in front of his truck while he pretended to show me how to clean the grill. Kayleigh and Marlee spent some time on their backs in the bed of a low pickup truck, being fucked simultaneously by the two farmers who drove it in. Yana made suds angels on the hood of a massive SUV, laughingly supported by many hands. Rena was held up by a particularly strong driver and bounced up and down energetically on his cock as she leaned back against the window of his truck. And Chloe was involved in an intensely teasing dance routine last I saw her, leaning on her gymnastics background to get into some very creative positions while washing her current car.

I’d already lost track of how many cars I’d washed and how many cocks I’d seen, and the event wasn’t half over. Somehow I hadn’t managed to get off once myself, and to say I was getting desperate would have been an understatement. When the next car that pulled into my station was full of teenage boys – at least eighteen of course, though they also could have been students at another university – I thought my luck had finally turned.

But when I greeted them and started to flirt, I found they had something else in mind.

“Say, your car is pretty clean. Maybe there’s something else I can rub down instead?”

The driver, clearly the leader of the pack, grinned at me. “Oh, no. It’s about to be very dirty. Let me show you.”

They swarmed me, hands all over me, more than one groping instead of really holding me. The boys lifted me, spread me, and leaned me back over the hood of the car. In the chaotic cluster of hands, someone had untied my top, and someone else had untied my bottom. I was completely naked, spreadeagle on the hood of their car for all to see.

Well, I thought to myself, this is more like it.

Before I knew it, I was surrounded by a sea of cocks. But to my dismay, not a single one of them entered me.

Instead, I – and the car – was to become a canvas. Each of the boys, shaft in hand, stroked himself while joking with his friends, commenting on my hips, my breasts. I was completely on display and completely ignored at the same time. As I shivered in the warm morning air, they took turns examining me, calling out findings to each other, their breaths coming faster and faster as their cocks began to redden and shudder.

It was impossible to look away. They were everywhere, all around me, and even as I lifted my eyes and tried to look beyond them, I could see that my vulnerable state had gotten some attention from Yana’s current vehicle; the passenger was watching with undisguised lust in his eyes. No matter where I turned, there were cocks staring at me, being fondled – but not touching me.

I couldn’t help it; I whimpered in frustration. But that only made matters worse.

The boys noticed, and started in on teasing me. A free hand tweaked my nipple; another slid up the inside of my thigh. And all the while, each boy energetically worked his shaft, preparing to paint my body as though I were back posing for the art class, suddenly exposed to the whole room and waiting for the male students to cover me in cum.

By the end of it, I was writhing at their touches, trying desperately to coax them into touching me for real, to plunge into me, to give me some deep satisfaction. But they were resolute, and as one by one they came across me and the hood of the car, I found myself whimpering in defeat.

“See,” the leader of the pack told me amiably as the last boy finished, “I told you the car was dirty.”

It was, now. And so was I. I was fairly covered in cum, even across my hungry pussy, and I didn’t know if it was worse to leave my bathing suit off and continue like this, so exposed, or to try and put it on over the sticky mess.

As I slowly slid off the hood of the car and picked up my sponge once more, I felt the boys circling me, admiring their handiwork from behind. I leaned over the hood and began to scrub. This was going to be a frustratingly long day.

~

In the end, the boys weren’t all completely restrained; more than once, their teasing crossed the line and delivered real pleasure, but never enough to grant me the release I so desperately craved. Still, I had to admit I was sad to see them go when they finally pulled out of my line.

But now I was still covered in cum and naked, hours to go in my shift, and the next car was already pulling up.

What the hell, I decided. Embrace it.

I left my bathing suit off. I wore the cum proudly. And as I met the gaze of my next customer, the arousal I found there told me I’d made the right choice.

It wasn’t like my sisters weren’t all getting naked at some point or other. I wasn’t even the only SEX sister with cum clearly visible on her (Chloe’s dancing had solicited more than just cheering from her customers). But the sheer confidence and pride with which I wore my “battle scars” and the casual way I showed myself off seemed to be having a marked effect on the clients. More than once, I looked up to see an Alpha Cock arguing with the driver at the front of the queue and pointing him vigorously to another line as he tried to protest and point to me.

So be it, then.

My next client added to the artwork adorning my body as I cleaned his tires, my ass energetically swaying with each scrub. He came across it almost immediately and spent the time I worked on the next three tires frantically trying to reach a second happy ending.

He was followed by two more older men, with equally gleeful grins. I bit my lip against protest and did a really good, thorough job on the windows, stretching myself across the car energetically and pressing myself against the glass at every opportunity. I thought they were ready to have heart attacks when I finished, but based on the thumbs up I got from the Alpha Cock currently paying bouncer in my aisle, they were well enough to make massive donations on their way out.

And following them came a middle-aged man and what looked like his son, sharing a fun experience I guessed, and I took first Junior then Daddy in my mouth, barely doing any cleaning at all.

Through it all, my pussy was on fire. Of all the things I’d expected from this day, being tormented by the need for more was hardly one of them. But by whatever quirk of fate, none of my customers had really thoroughly enjoyed me yet. Don’t get me wrong, they were all having a good time, but there were a few certain acts I’d have really been panting for by midday, and they’d been conspicuously absent.

Ah, well. A SEX sister accepts every challenge, even if she doesn’t get off.

My next customer, though, was so good-looking that all my plans for virtuous suffering went out the window. He couldn’t have been too much older than I was, but he was clearly a businessman out in the world instead of a college stud. (The car, the shoes, the work bag… all much too nice for someone who didn’t have a healthy salary at the end of the day.) Not only was he clean and well put together, his long fingers, soft looking lips, and cocky smile had me desperate for the release I’d been denied all day.

Like many of the others I’d seen that day, his car was just not very dirty. I made a big show of cleaning it anyway, as confidently as I could, still covered in suds and cum and stark naked beneath the midday sun. But all he did was watch, a small smile never leaving his lips.

Fine, then. Two could play this game.


Chapter Five

Problem was, my hot customer didn’t respond to my flirty looks. He didn’t even respond to me pressing my breasts against his window as I “cleaned” the roof of his car. But when I finally hit on strategically holding the pole of the longer brush between my legs and ever so casually rubbing myself on it while I worked…

It was too much for him. (Truth be told, it was almost too much for me – I’d been very deprived that morning!) As I pretended to clean his car, pretended the pole between my legs was just a coincidence and oh, wouldn’t you know it, it happened to be sliding casually between my lips, brushing against my most sensitive parts – he opened his door. He came from the car in a rush, in one movement capturing my naked, slippery body in one arm and forcing me up against the car.

I’d never been so happy to be shoved in my life. He was pressed up against me now, his mouth on my neck, delicious shivers going down my spine as he fumbled frantically at his belt. I wiggled my hips in supplication, desperate for his shaft, but he was forcing me too roughly against the side of his car for me to help. And in a moment, he had it – I could feel his sigh of relief, the sudden warmth of his cock against my ass, and then he was inside me, forcing me against the side of the car, buried within my folds, and I was finally, spectacularly filled, there in my wash line for the whole world to see.

I couldn’t move for his weight bearing me down, and I didn’t care. Pinned there, between his athletic body and the sun-drenched warmth of his car, all I wanted to do in the world was be fucked. And he was finally, finally happy to oblige.

His mouth captured my neck again, sending thrilling shivers down my spine. His lips were as soft as they looked, but he was using his teeth as well, ever so gently pressing into me, letting me know he was firmly in control. And all the while I could barely move, only wiggle and whimper underneath him as he pressed me down and forced himself deeper and deeper inside of me.

When he hit my cervix he held there for a long moment, letting both of us catch our breath. (Or try – mine was coming too fast now to be calmed.) And then he began to take me.

The suds and cum that covered me liberally meant I had no trouble moving with his thrusts, sliding up and down against the car even with his firm grip, taking more and more of him with each motion. It was smooth, steady, but I could feel the undercurrent of desperation from us both. My hot customer might seem all calm and collected, but he had a fire in him to match mine, and he was ready to prove it right here, fucking me against the side of his car for the whole town to see.

I could barely move. I couldn’t think. All there was was him: his hands on me, forcing me down; his mouth at my neck, holding me; his cock inside me, perfect, impaling me more and more violently with each thrust. I was gasping, panting, ready to beg for more, but I didn’t have to – he was already picking up speed, his thrusts becoming more and more demanding, violent, as we both began to shudder with terrible pleasure.

I was already cresting towards my first orgasm of the day when he moved against me, sliding his arm lower until his fingers could access my mound. And then I began whimpering and begging in earnest as he slipped a finger between my folds, stroking me in time with his thrusts, making me buck and squirm against him, desperate for him to never stop, to wait, to go faster, to, to…

I came in a riot of cries, lost in the larger sounds of water spraying, laughing, cheering. My customer didn’t let me go – he continued stroking me, fucking me, urging the flood of sensation coursing through my body to linger, to continue, and then it was almost too much but he didn’t stop, and I couldn’t take it, I needed, I needed –

And he was fucking me hard now, shaking the entire car with the force of his thrusts as he buried himself to the hilt inside me, claiming me –

His teeth were at my neck now, hard and demanding –

I could feel every inch of him pressed against me, violating me –

And still he stroked me, his thumb pressing against my clit, and I reached, I reached desperately, I broke –

And he was ready for me this time, his cock shuddering violently as he came – we came –

I was lost, floating in a sea of desire, endless waves of pleasure crashing through me, filling me just as his cum did.

I think I might have blacked out for a moment there, enjoying my sweet release. When I finally opened my eyes, he’d already withdrawn and seated himself back in his truck, the small smile back on his face. My customer winked and offered me a business card – I took it in my soapy hand, dumbly – and he suggested I give him a call sometime before leaving me there, alone in my aisle, thoroughly fucked and still shaking from pleasure.

~

Thankfully, there was a pause in the line just then. We’d get a short break to snatch food, get more supplies, and (in my case at least) get cleaned up.

I was definitely the dirtiest of my sisters, but Yana and Chloe were also very sudsy and looked a little ragged. When I beamed at all of them as we trooped our way into the bank bathroom – they’d offered us that additional courtesy, too – I got smiles back, albeit tired ones. We were doing this for a good cause. We were SEX sisters. We could do anything.

There was one small shower for employees who liked to bike to work or hit the gym first or whatever it was people in the working world did that required showering at work. Whatever the reason, none of us were complaining. It was a squeeze to fit more than one person in there, but we managed, taking turns. Rena and I went last, and she helped wash away every hint of cum, solicitously scrubbing me a bit more thoroughly than she needed to. (I wasn’t about to complain – I knew firsthand how good Rena was with her hands and mouth.) As she finished cleaning me, she gave me a deep kiss and snaked a finger between my folds, teasingly pressing against my entrance. I was still wet, and with her slightest touch, I was ready to go again.

“Good girl,” Rena told me, her eyes sparkling as she pulled back. I bit back a protest and gave her a hug instead. I needed to focus on what was up ahead, and we both knew I was ready for more.

Freshly clean, some of us in our second bikinis of the day, we had another group hug before we went back into the fray. “I’m so proud of you,” I told them all, lump in my throat.

And I was. Whatever else came from today, we’d know we’d tried our best for St. Vitalis’. And that was what mattered, no matter what was waiting for us when we got back outside.


Chapter Six

When I returned, my station was full once more. But this time, it wasn’t a car – it was full of motorcycles.

I hadn’t known there were any local biker gangs, but it was impossible to deny the evidence. There were ten of them, some parked, some idling, and each of the riders had the same confident, lustful smile on his face.

My heart thudded wildly in my ears. My pussy clenched in sudden anticipation.

“Rena,” I called my Big Sister quietly.

She somehow heard me over the chaos of the car wash, now even louder thanks to the motorcycles. As she came up next to me for a quiet word, I gestured to my station.

“Ah.” Rena studied the group with a grin. “Lucky you.”

“I might need some help keeping things moving,” I admitted.

“You?” Rena laughed goodnaturedly. “I doubt it. But I’ll come if you need it.”

I squeezed her arm. “Thanks.”

Looking around, it wasn’t immediately clear who the leader was – or even if there was one. I didn’t know anything about bikers. Finally, I screwed up my courage and just went over to the first biker I could see who wasn’t in the middle of a conversation.

“I’m here to wash your bike.” I smiled and gestured politely with my sponge. Even though I was back in a bikini and freshly cleaned, I still felt completely on display – moreso now as his face turned toward me, his eyes covered by inscrutable dark glasses.

He didn’t back away from his bike, tell me to go ahead, or any of the things I expected him to do. Instead, he reached right for his fly. “Here’s my bike.”

Obediently, I went to my knees, thanking my stars that the water from the hoses kept the asphalt cool enough to touch comfortably. Not that the position was actually comfortable by any stretch of the imagination – I was still on my bare knees in a parking lot – but it could have been worse.

And then his cock was free, and I wasn’t thinking about my knees anymore.

I took him greedily into my mouth, drawing him in as far as I could before slowly releasing him, letting my lips and tongue stroke his shaft with each motion. He groaned in pleasure as I tongued him, teasing his tip and tasting the faintest bit of precum.

I knew my way around a cock, and I was almost deliriously happy to have something I could do that was so straightforward, so pure and easy. But of course, I was forgetting about the other nine bikers.

As I suckled the first biker, coaxing him to penetrate deeper and deeper into my mouth and throat, one of my hands was drawn loose from his waist. Before I could see what was happening, it had been claimed – a big, leather-clad hand was on top of mine, forcing my fist to close around another cock, this one already dangerously hard.

I tried to stroke this new shaft in time with the one pressing into my throat, but the biker who’d captured my hand had other ideas. He was already working me furiously, the warmth of his hand in the leather making a sweaty mess of our grasp, and with the speed of his strokes I knew he wouldn’t last long. My other hand was collected then, too, and both my arms were now pulled almost behind me as the bikers forced themselves into my hands and used me for their pleasure.

They violated me, all three of them. In different ways, in different rhythms, they took what they wanted from me and forced me to kneel there between them, desperately trying to keep up as one after another they came – in one hand, in my throat, in the other hand. And when I was finally allowed to stand, swaying unsteadily, pockmarks of road gravel still stubbling my knees, I knew: this was only the beginning.

While I was on my knees, the bikers had surged toward me like a sea. Everywhere I looked they were around me: big men, clad in black leather, ready to use me. One lifted me to my feet with such strength my toes left the ground; the others laughed, and I was passed around as though I weighed nothing more than a doll to them.

Before I knew it, I was forced forwards and pressed downwards. I found myself bent over one of the largest motorcycles, my belly pressed firmly into the still-warm seat. My breasts hung over the other side, barely supported by my bikini top.

And then a hand was on my ass, pulling down my thong bottoms. I heard hoots and calls of pleasure from the surrounding men as they caught sight of my young pussy, on display for them and the whole parking lot to see.

I felt the first cock then, pressing insistently between my cheeks. As I dangled helplessly over the motorcycle, trying to keep my balance, afraid of it tipping, the biker impaled me.

I moaned at the sudden intrusion, my pussy clenching eagerly around the shaft inside me. I was still dripping from before, from Rena’s touch in the shower, from servicing the other three bikers, and my assailant had no trouble as he slid out of me and thrust into me again, moving torturously slowly.

It was impossible to keep little whimpers from escaping my lips, and I didn’t try. My whole world narrowed to just this: the cock inside me, the leather under my belly, the shine of the chrome getting in my eyes as I was taken from behind. Delicious waves of pleasure rocked through me each time he moved; each one cresting as he filled me completely, pausing for just a moment to enjoy the feeling of being fully sheathed in my eager pussy.

As I whimpered and mewled under his touch, the sun went dark, the shine on the chrome fading under the shadows of the men around me. I was being surrounded once more.

My head was lifted by my hair – almost gently, for all I was being manhandled – and I found myself face to face with another cock, this one a monster. It was pointed straight at me from its home in black leather, thick, veiny, and pulsing with need.

I opened my mouth just in time. He was already at my lips before I’d finished parting them, and the shuddering in my body as I was violated from behind made it difficult to capture him as cleanly as I would have liked. But it didn’t seem to matter. He hissed in pleasure and relief as my tongue stroked him, as I struggled to accommodate more and more of his massive member.

He was patient with me, letting me work out how to suck him right, but I felt a fire inside me that had nothing to do with him. I was taking on this challenge, dammit. I was going to make this the best FreeUse experience any of them had ever had, and I was going to make darn sure word of mouth spread about their visit here so we got more visitors, more donations, and more fucking for me.

As his companion thrust into me again and again, I suckled the fat cock in my mouth, drawing it further and further into me, as deep into my throat as I dared in my current precarious position. I was still afraid of the motorcycle tipping, but less and less as my arousal and distraction grew. Soon I was once again lost; there was only the sensation of warm leather on my belly, the shaft spearing my pussy, the massive member against my tongue.

I closed my eyes, happy to lose myself in being taken from both ends, being so filled. When one of my hands was claimed once more by a third biker, I didn’t argue. What did it matter? I was here to be used, to let them take whatever they wanted from me.

The biker behind me was fucking me harder now, grunting with the effort. I could almost sense him reaching for his climax – I was too far from my own – and he groaned, burying himself once more in my pussy before he suddenly yanked back, spilling his seed all over my ass. Someone commented, maybe about him getting the motorcycle dirty, but I didn’t care, I couldn’t focus, there was still a cock inside my mouth and maybe –

Yes, a new man behind me. A new cock being rubbed between my cheeks, smearing the cum that had just stained me liberally across my backside. And then I knew why, as he began to enter me. He was using the other man’s cum as lubricant, to press himself deep into my most private place, to claim my ass in front of a parking lot full of strangers.

I wailed in protest against the cock in my mouth, but no one could hear me – or if they did, they didn’t care. The three shafts were too busy with me, the other bikers too close, too focused on the way my body moved and how they could joke about it with each other as they awaited their turn. And so I was speared again, impaled from both sides, now being violated more thoroughly than before as my traitor pussy continued to beg for more.

Every thrust into my ass felt like it took an eternity; every movement my body made, forced by the cocks at my mouth and ass, magnified my predicament that much more. I was thoroughly caught, at their mercy, and all I could do was be used by them.

As the biker behind me pressed inexorably into me, thoroughly violating my ass, the man at my mouth finished, his cum filling my mouth and throat as I swallowed desperately. His place was taken by two bikers, their cocks both out and poking at me insistently. I tried to move my mouth between them, licking and kissing what I could reach, but it wasn’t enough for them, it was never enough, and I knew very soon I was going to be moved, taken, violated in some other, nameless way. There were simply too many of them, too many hands and cocks and mouths demanding me, and they wouldn’t be satisfied until every last one of them had had their fill.

But I tried. I never backed down from a challenge before, and I didn’t plan to now. As the biker behind me began to thrust more vigorously, claiming my ass, I teased and suckled whatever I could reach. The man using my hand was done now, my hand covered in cum, but he hadn’t let go of me, still using me to stroke his now-softening shaft as his compatriots took whatever else they wanted from me.

It felt like hours that I hung there, impaled from behind. I knew it could only have been minutes, but time slowed impossibly, and all there was was the terrible pressure of the cock in my ass, the rising, irresistible need for more. Even this violation, my traitor body wanted. As always, I wanted to be used, wanted to be taken and fucked and claimed. And however they wanted to take me, I would let them.


Chapter Seven

Dimly I was aware when the man claiming my ass finished, quivering, his cum filling my nether hole and dripping out of me. Dimly I was aware of one of the cocks in front of me shuddering and covering my face with cum. Then I was being lifted again, many hands all over me, touching me and exploring me in every possible way. It’s hard to explain just how disorienting being fucked by so many men can be, if you haven’t been there. I knew they were waiting for more, and I knew my body wanted more. I knew there were hands, mouths, cocks all around me. Hungry for me. And that was all I could really care about for the moment – not St. Vitalis’, not my sorority sisters, not even the watchful eyes of the Alpha Cocks and the curious public. Just them, and my pussy, hungry for more.

When the bikers lay me back down, it took me a long moment to realize they’d coopted one of the tables where our extra cleaning supplies had been. It was empty now, save for me. Thankfully, it was a sturdy, iron affair – I had no doubts it could hold my weight and then some. Which was good, because a moment after I was laid back on it, naked and spread wide open, one of the bikers climbed up after me.

He knelt over me, blocking out the sun. And then all I could see was his undercarriage – he’d lost his pants somewhere in the fray – and his balls dropped to my mouth as he gathered up my breasts with both hands and began to play with them, all the while urging me to suckle whatever part of him I could reach.

I did, manipulating him as best I could, suckling and teasing against the hair in my mouth, my difficulty breathing. Meanwhile his hands were busy; he was pulling my heavy breasts up, gathering them close, and I could feel the very tip of his cock against them as he tried to have me both ways at once.

As he struggled to find the balance between my mouth and breasts, there were more hands on me: someone had claimed the spot between my legs and was lifting me, hands on my buttocks, my legs pressed against his leather-clad chest, and then I was swiftly impaled once more. Both my hands were claimed again, wrapped around throbbing cocks, and the bikers began to work me, using whatever part of me they could reach. The man above me mostly gave up on my mouth and began to stroke himself between my breasts, though I kept trying gamely to lick his balls when they came close enough.

I was being thoroughly fucked now, from all sides. There were four cocks on or in me, but I kept feeling others – by my feet, my sides, all waiting for a turn. After the biker claiming my pussy finished, another took his place, and another. All happy to plunge themselves into my cum-slick pussy. I was sticky with sweat and semen, panting under the weight of the man violating my breasts, desperate for something, anything.

And then the biker who was currently inside me put a hand on my mound, pressing his thumb to my clit in time with his thrusts, and the confused crashing of pleasure, disparate and disperse, all through my body, began to coalesce. Suddenly I was there with him, urging him to continue, raising my hips to meet each thrust. One of my hands had been claimed by someone new now; the biker between my breasts was close, I could feel the warmth of his precum spreading across my chest.

Yes, this. More. This.

Harder and harder the biker between my legs fucked me, making the entire table, sturdy as it was, shudder with the force of his thrusts. I didn’t care. I was unmoored, lost in the rising pleasure within me as he circled my clit, slipped a finger between my folds, and tormented me in time with his thrusts. My mouth was open to wail – then filled with balls – then free as I broke, panting, pleasure washing through me in waves. I was lying splayed in the sun, I was flying, infinite, I was reaching, reaching –

There –

There –

And I came, bucking and thrashing under the hands of ten bikers, their cum and sweat all over me as I writhed, and as they finished themselves, one after another, I lay there gasping, still and triumphant, my challenge conquered… my body, finally, at peace.

~

If you’re wondering whether we made enough for the urgent repairs at St. Vitalis’… well, we did.

By a lot. Donations from the town were so excessive we actually put quite a dent in the price tag for the overall repairs, too. Marissa was over the moon and the rest of us no less; she’d done it, she’d led us to victory once more, and we were all so proud to be SEX sisters and serving our community.

We’d all forgotten about the contest, of course, but Marissa hadn’t. As she waved down the cheers, she called out, “And of course, we have a winner from the festivities.”

Beaming, Marissa gestured me to stand.

“Though there were quite a few exciting events throughout the day – the Alpha Cocks made a list, if anyone wants to take a look later and personally congratulate their sisters – it was hard for anyone to surpass taking on ten bikers at once.”

Cheers and whistles.

“Even the mayor was impressed.” Marissa laughed. “He was over at Rena’s station and couldn’t take his eyes off you.”

You might have expected Rena to be annoyed about that, but she was laughing, too. Later I learned that she and the mayor had been in the middle of a delightful little hookup when they’d both gotten so distracted watching me be railed by bikers that they ended up masturbating each other while watching.

I was content to sit back, exhausted and delighted, and let the chatter of the room go on around me. But as always, Marissa had one more surprise up her sleeve, just for me.

“And what has our fearless heroine won, you might ask? Well, let’s just say she’s volunteered herself for a very special assignment…”

~

More coming soon! Follow me on Amazon to be notified when it’s released!

Or you can JOIN MY NEWSLETTER for my exclusive FREE STORY All-In: The FreeUse Wife, get notified about Special Deals, and learn All My Darkest Secrets.

All-In: The FreeUse Wife – Free for my newsletter subscribers

Tessa and her husband Geoff live for the naughty games they play with each other, but tonight she has a feeling he's going to take things to the next level.

It's poker night at the Roark house, and all of her husband's friends are over for a night of cards... or so they think. But Geoff is betting they'll want to play a different game. For years, his friends have heard Geoff brag about Tessa's hot body and her talented mouth. Now it's time for Geoff to give them a chance to win the thing they all want more than anything - a night with Tessa as their very own FreeUse slut. Theirs for the taking - all at once and no holes barred.

Let the games begin!

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.

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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