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Chapter One

I thought I knew everything about being a FreeUse slut.

After all, I’d been a Sigma Epsilon Xi sister for over a year now. As part of my sorority’s FreeUse agreements, I’d been the entertainment for too many campus parties to count; I’d been a morale boost for the entire football team; I’d even had food served on me during a very exclusive dinner party at the Dean’s private residence.

Sigma Epsilon Xi is one of the oldest FreeUse sororities in the country, but SEX sisters aren’t available to just anyone. Every agreement or assignment comes with an ironclad legal document supporting our rights. But that didn’t mean our clients didn’t get a lot out of our services. (Trust me – they do.)

So over a year in, I was feeling pretty worldly and grown-up, like I knew everything there was to know about how this whole thing worked.

But something was about to happen that would change everything.

~

“…so they asked us, specifically, if we had anyone who would be a good fit.”

The SEX president, Marissa, was addressing all of us during the first weekly meeting of the fall semester. We’d all expected the usual start-of-year notices, appreciated hearing the timeline for rush activities, been excited to learn when the first Alpha Kappa Xi party was (we have a long relationship with the so-called Alpha Cocks, and it’s a good one)… but none of us had expected this.

“So… that means it would be a FreeUse internship?” one of my older sisters, Kayleigh, asked.

I could see from the heads turning around me that there was a sea of speculation about what exactly that could be like. Everybody had an opinion, it sounded like from the whispers.

Plenty of the sisters did internships, of course, but as far as I knew, none of them in recent memory had been FreeUse. Large multinational companies were usually much more willing to have FreeUse agreements and services; small local mom and pop type places rarely had the staff or legal team to bother.

“Yes,” Marissa confirmed. “Though that won’t be the only focus of the internship – the sister who takes this on will get lots of real-world experience as well and get to support a few of the firm’s projects during her time there.”

The consulting firm, Fox & Hounds LLC, was one of those large multinational companies, and they had just opened a nearby branch. A number of staff members had transferred to the city nearby and it was already up and running. And apparently looking for some help, both FreeUse and otherwise.

Marissa patiently answered questions as the sisters considered every angle. I listened quietly, letting my mind toss around the possibilities.

You see, our sorority is notable not only because it’s FreeUse. It’s also because Sigma Epsilon Xi is a stepping stone to something greater. Almost every SEX sister is guaranteed to go on to be a titan of industry, the head of a Fortune 500 company, the chief of medicine at a world-class hospital. Our time serving the campus here gets us connections and support most people could only dream of. (In fact, our agreement with the Alpha Cocks explicitly states that they must offer any SEX sister or alum career support, too.)

So none of us were likely to be hurting for connections or influence later in life. That said, the chance to get to network now, with a major player in the corporate consultancy space, could only help open doors. And internships often had a way of turning into jobs upon graduation. Even if it was an internship with double duties and no extra rewards on paper, who cared? A letter of recommendation and new contacts in any sister’s black book would go a long way.

When Marissa asked for a show of hands of who was interested in the opportunity, a good half the room raised theirs, mine included. We all already did the math when we joined SEX; we wanted to get ahead. This internship could help us do that.

Marissa nodded grimly as she clocked our interest. “I’ll come up with a system for you to formally submit your interest to me and some questions to narrow down the suitable candidates. I know any of you ladies would make me proud.”

She rapped her gavel. “Dismissed.”

~

I won, of course.

Not that it was a done deal as soon as I put my hat in the ring. I worked my butt off for it. But I’d kind of gotten a reputation, even among my sorority sisters, over the last year. People on campus who’d never been to a party with me knew my name. So you combine that with a strong application, and Marissa would have been a fool not to pick me.

That was what my Big Sister Rena said, anyway. I’d been nervous up until Marissa announced me, sure it would go to one of the older sisters more in need of a job soon. But the room clapped and cheered when my name was announced and I didn’t see one jealous face in the sea of them turned toward me. SEX sisters support each other. And we all knew this wouldn’t be easy.

“You’re going to learn so much,” Rena gushed in envy as she sat on my bed. I was packing a bag for my first day. Or trying to, anyway. I had no idea what to bring.

Neither of us had any idea just how much I was going to learn.


Chapter Two

The first thing I saw when I entered the director’s office was the fox.

It was hard to miss – a large pedestal with a small, artistic forest scene, and in the center of it, a large taxidermied fox.

I’d seen taxidermy before, of course, but it still took me blinking at the thing for a few seconds to really process it. You expect to see that kind of thing in a mountain cabin, maybe a rustic themed restaurant. A museum. Not in the middle of the penthouse office in a posh building downtown.

I was still trying to wrap my head around what I was seeing when I heard her behind me. “It’s a memento of my toughest and most rewarding assignment with Sigma Epsilon Xi.”

Shocked, I turned to face the director: Helen Wilden, in the flesh. “You were a SEX sister?”

She studied me. “I thought you knew.”

It wasn’t a surprise to run into a former SEX sister in the wild, especially not as the head of a prominent consulting firm. Our alums do go on to do great things, and I hoped one day to count myself among those multitudes of powerful women who’d come before me. But I would have expected Marissa to warn me about this.

I shook my head mutely as she moved behind the desk. The director took her seat like a queen settling into her throne: serene, straight back, eyes laser focused on what was ahead of her.

“I’ve heard good things about you. And I know how impressive sisters of Sigma Epsilon Xi can be.” She eyed me coolly. “Though I’ll be overseeing your workload, you’ll be helping out everyone in the office with whatever tasks they deem appropriate. But make no mistake, I intend to assess you myself. This internship can help you make connections with some of the most influential people in this area – if you’re up to the job.”

“I am,” I told her firmly. A thrill of fear ran through me, but I held her gaze. A SEX sister doesn’t back down from a challenge.

A small smile curved her perfectly lipsticked lips. “We’ll see.”

Whatever she was about to say next was interrupted by a knock, followed by a swift entrance. A young man came striding in briskly, carrying a sheaf of papers. “Boss, I’m sorry to interrupt, but you said you wanted these project reports as soon as possible.”

A smile curved the director’s lips. “Thank you, Schultz.”

Schultz gave me the barest of glances, dismissed me as beneath notice, and then hovered while his boss skimmed the top paper on the stack. She sighed in annoyance at one of the figures reported there and marked it with her pen.

“Anything else for now?” Schultz asked.

The director looked up, her gaze sharp. Her eyes fixed on me and I saw something dangerous in them. Against my will, I shivered.

“Have you met our new intern yet?” She was almost purring. “She’s going to be spending the fall semester with us. She’ll be helping me, getting used to the types of tasks we have on projects… and, of course, she’s FreeUse.”

Now Schultz looked at me. His eyes wandered speculatively down my figure, lingering on my breasts and ass. “Really,” was all he said.

“Really.” The director smiled again. “Care to try her out now? I’m sure it would be… educational for her.”

In shock, I turned back to her, about to protest – then stopped. What could I say? It was why I was here. And she herself had told me in no uncertain terms that it was part of my education here.

But I’d hardly expected her to offer me so baldly to the first person I met. Much less expected her to do so in the middle of her office, while she sat not four feet away and watched.

Schultz had no such qualms. Either he was used to sex in the office, or he knew better than to question the director. Maybe both.

It didn’t matter which. He was behind me in a flash, his hands busily hiking up my skirt. The one I’d ironed so carefully, the one I’d agonized over, wondering if it looked professional enough. The one I was wearing as a kind of armor, a way to prove that I fit in here, that I was good enough for this opportunity.

And of course, I hadn’t worn panties today. To this day, I couldn’t tell you if I was honestly expecting to be used on the first day or not – I guess I’d at least expected more time with HR and paperwork before getting started – but I’d come prepared. Or so I thought, anyway.

All that meant was when Schultz finished hiking up my skirt and started fumbling with his zipper, my bare pussy was suddenly very on display in front of the cool and collected stare of my new boss. And when Schultz worked his knee between my legs, forcing my stance a little wider – no easy feat in heels – I found myself responding helplessly, caught between the very firm hands on my waist and the implacable eyes of the director.

It seemed like only seconds had passed since her offer. Yet I was spread, bare from the waist down, and about to be penetrated, casually in front of the most senior person in the building.

I could feel Schultz’s cock, still hardening, pressing insistently into my pussy. Unable to hold back, I moaned as Schultz pressed into me. Thankfully, I was already wet from the thrill of going commando, but the impalement was still sudden and I was caught off-guard by the demanding pressure of it. Schultz was taller than I was, even in heels, and he had to bend his knees slightly to get the angle right to fit inside me… but what that also meant was when he straightened, I was nearly off the ground, held up only by his strong arms and rapidly hardening cock.

With a yelp, I found myself on my tiptoes in those damnable heels, trying desperately to keep my balance as Schultz thrust into me again and again. My whole body shook with each motion, my pussy desperately aching for more abuse. The sensation itself wasn’t quite pleasure, not yet, but I knew it was coming, that terrible rise of twinned shame and need that came from being taken so publicly, forced in ways that made me blush and want to hide.

He was fucking me now in earnest, his cock fully erect. If Schultz felt any of his own shame or trepidation to know his boss watched his performance – our performance – I couldn’t tell from his manner or actions. It was all I could do to try and rise and fall with his thrusts, helping and trying desperately to exert some kind of control over the way I was being taken.

I was gasping now, panting with both the effort of staying on my toes and the rising need within me. Even knowing the director was watching, her cool eyes assessing everything – maybe because she was watching – I was becoming painfully aroused. I needed this humiliation, this torment. I wanted Schultz to bend me over the director’s desk and fuck me harder. I wanted to cum, crying out in lust as the orgasm tore through me.

Schultz’s hand was on my breast now, seizing it almost painfully hard. I could feel the buttons on my shirt straining, threatening to pop, and then it didn’t matter, he was pushing his way in there too, under both my shirt and bra, stealing his first feel of my breast, my nipple. I panted with desire as he pinched me, holding my nipple tightly in his fingers as he fucked me harder and faster, somehow on the verge of his final rhythm already.

Pleasure and shame were sharing space inside me, crashing through me, waves alternating and growing stronger and stronger. I was only held aloft now by Schultz’s arm at my waist, his hand on my breast, his cock deep inside me. As my body shuddered and threatened to give out, I could feel his mouth suddenly on my neck, sending a sharp shock of desire stabbing through me.

I cried out then, and at my cry, Schultz seemed to lose all control. I thought we might fall, he was fucking me so hard, and my legs shook with the force of his thrusts as he claimed me, the first one in Fox & Hounds to do so, but certainly not the last. As he forced himself deep inside me again and again, nearly lifting me off himself only to slam me back down on his cock, all I could see through the haze of pleasure was the director: her eyes assessing me, judging me, no flicker of desire hidden there, only pure calculation.

Somehow, that pushed me even closer to the brink.

As Schultz groaned and buried his cock deep inside me a final time, I met the director’s eyes and shuddered, captivated and unable to look away. The hand at my nipple pinched; she smiled slightly.

And I came, right there and then, in a riot of cries, passing or failing my first test – I couldn’t tell which.

But when I was able to look up once more, back on my feet, Schultz’s cock softening inside me, I saw… approval.

“Quite a display,” the director remarked drily. “Schultz, once you’re decent, please show our new intern around. She has a lot to learn.”


Chapter Three

It didn’t take long for me to realize how right the director was.

Schultz dutifully took me under his wing and took me on a tour of the building, introducing me to staff as we went. Still dripping with his cum – and trying desperately to keep it from running down my thigh during conversations! – it was hard to keep a casual and professional demeanor, especially when Schultz added “And she’s FreeUse” to each conversation with a knowing wink.

Some of the staff didn’t even wait to get to know me at all, opting not to waste time on pleasantries. I was shocked when one young man – a friend of Schultz’s – casually pulled me into his lap and fondled me while he carried on a conversation with his friend, just as if I wasn’t a person at all.

One consultant was perfectly polite and welcoming until Schultz uttered that fateful word. And then his hand went up my skirt and, feeling how swollen my bare pussy was, gave me the widest and most lustful grin.

Another nodded to Schultz, asked for two minutes, and proceeded to fuck me vigorously up against the wall, just to one side of the cubicle farm so everyone could hear and anyone passing could see.

Others didn’t touch me immediately, but made clear how they felt about the arrangement. One senior consultant, Rolf, asked if I had the time to sit in on a meeting the following day, smirking: “It’ll be educational.”

Only one department seemed oblivious to Schultz’s unsubtle hints and the shape of my body. Quality Assurance was made up of four senior staffers, all male, and not one of them expressed any interest in me – either professionally or carnally. Schultz didn’t seem surprised by this, but after all the other encounters I’d had in my short time at Fox & Hounds, I was… almost insulted.

Schultz shrugged when I asked him about it later. “They’re serious about their work and probably don’t see your value.”

I stewed on that, more hurt by it than I wanted to admit. It was already clear I was going to have my hands full – probably literally – while I worked here. So why did one department not taking advantage of my skills bother me so much?

~

It was a rare quiet night in the SEX house. I was sitting on the back veranda with Yana and Kayleigh, sharing a bottle of wine and tales of my internship experiences so far.

Kayleigh was alternately horrified and envious. Yana had a few of her own stories in the workplace – she was an upperclassman – but she’d never been FreeUse in the office and some of the things I was telling her she just couldn’t relate to.

When Marissa stopped by to wish us goodnight, I remembered one critical piece of information I hadn’t shared yet with the girls.

“Oh! And the director, Helen Wilden? She’s a SEX sister.”

Marissa paused at that, looking thoughtful. “I thought her name sounded familiar. Hm.” You could practically see the wheels turning as she digested that piece of information.

Yana and Kayleigh immediately began speculating aloud about the kind of assignments a former SEX sister had done – and would make me do. (Their silliest suggestion, that she’d make me handle her fanmail she still got from her days in the sorority, had me giggling for ten minutes. Or maybe it was the wine.)

Marissa headed up to bed after coming up with a few wicked suggestions of her own, but before she left, she promised me, “I’ll see what I can find out about her.”

I downed the rest of my glass. I didn’t know if learning more about the director would make things better… or worse.

~

I’d figured out within the first half hour of my internship that it was going to be different than I expected, and that I still had a lot to learn about what FreeUse policies could be like out in the real world. And that continued as I was assigned my desk, met my colleagues, and got to work on my first (non-carnal) task.

While I was in the middle of making copies for the director, for example, someone joined me in the copy room. I said hi, and was trying to remember if his name was Jerry or Gerald when he unceremoniously pushed my face down on the copier bed, yanked down my pants, and buried his cock in me. I gasped at the sudden intrusion and the heat of the copier.

Gerald fucked me without a word. The machine creaked and groaned under our combined weight, under the force of his thrusts. Damnably, my pussy was ready in moments, even with the suddenness of the assault. Something about it, being forced up against the machine, taken all of a sudden by a coworker, was turning me on. It felt both completely casual and terribly naughty.

Beneath me, the copier whirred as one of us accidentally hit a button. I was panting now, Gerald’s cock slamming into me again and again, and I wished for nothing more than to adjust my position, to take him in fully, but he wasn’t letting me up. All I could do was give in, pinned down by his strong arms while he violated me.

In just a few moments it was over – the hand holding me down released me, Gerald’s softening cock slipped from my desperate pussy, and then I was alone in the copier room, my pants still around my knees. I looked down to see a sheet of paper in the tray: a scan of my face, in tormented ecstasy, as Gerald fucked me.

And matters continued like that. I was taken in the cubicle farm. On my knees in the kitchen. It was only my second day and I was worried I wouldn’t be able to do any actual professional work here, with how eagerly and often I was being fucked. FreeUse at school had been nothing like this! There I’d had a set event I was FreeUse for, or a set number of hours where I could expect to mostly be on my back. Here, I was expected to take meeting notes, do research, and write up reports… while almost every single male colleague interrupted me to have his way with me.

Even though I was struggling a little to keep up with the demand, there were some moments I particularly enjoyed – some I still look back on fondly, in fact. One of my early favorites was that first meeting Rolf invited me to. I’d assumed my task would be some combination of taking notes and being fucked, but that wasn’t what Rolf had in mind.

He was already there, sitting with two other middle-aged male consultants that I thought might have been named Walter and Fred. I tried to project confidence as I stepped inside, politely greeted them, and closed the door. I had my notebook and pen ready to go, and moved to sit at the table.

“Not today,” Rolf told me with a small smile. “I don’t think we’ll be needing any notes for this meeting.”

“It’ll be a discussion,” Fred agreed, “but the only important result is the conclusion we come to. You understand.”

I didn’t, but nodded anyway.

Rolf pulled my chair back. Relieved, I moved to sit, but he shook his head, indicating I was wrong again. “Get under the table.”

I hesitated, my heart fluttering. “Sir?”

“Stimulation is the best way to get creative juices flowing,” Rolf told me soberly. (I had no idea how he could keep a straight face.) “We need stimulation to make sure this discussion is… productive.”

Uh-huh.

But there was nothing for it. In front of three senior consultants, people whose respect I wanted to earn and whose careers I wanted to emulate, I got down on my hands and knees and crawled under the table. It was humiliating.

Still, there was something… illicit about it. My heart was still pounding frantically, but my pussy was awake to the possibilities. As they began their discussion, carrying on as though I wasn’t here, as though they hadn’t just forced me under the table to service them, I could feel my body responding to the shame of it.

Rolf was undoing his belt now, unzipping his fly. I could hear at least one of the others behind me doing the same. But my gaze was fixed on Rolf as he pulled his member free, its pale length almost glowing in the dim light under the table. His cock wasn’t quite fully erect yet, but it was already dangerously long and I found myself wondering uneasily if I’d be able to take him all the way inside me without gagging.

And then, as my colleagues chatted about plans and paradigms, I found myself surrounded by three cocks, all ready and eager to be serviced, each on a different side of the table.

What was I going to do now?

There was only one thing to do: get busy and make this work.

Rolf’s cock was the closest, and it was to him I moved first, urgently taking him in my mouth. I could hear a hitch in his voice above me as he couldn’t help but react to the sensation of me tonguing him. I swallowed against his cock and felt it jump in my mouth – shuddering, desperate.

But there was no time to give Rolf the attention he craved. Two other cocks awaited me as well. If I scrambled, if I didn’t leave any of them too long, maybe I could get them all to culmination – ha – before the meeting was over.

I’d read the calendar invite. It wasn’t a long meeting. By now, I knew I had less than half an hour to complete my task: to pleasure all three men at once… somehow.


Chapter Four

It felt impossible.

With regret, I slowly withdrew from Rolf’s cock, letting my lips linger for a moment as I kissed him goodbye. And then I was off, whirling and awkwardly crawling in my professional suit to get to Walter, who was stroking himself lightly as he waited.

I was relieved to see it, honestly. It meant I might have a shot at getting this done.

When I licked his head, not wanting to interrupt the movement of his hand, Walter actually groaned aloud. I heard a faint chuckle and a teasing comment from Rolf, and then bent my head to suckle Walter’s cock in earnest.

He was thicker than Rolf, and already fully erect and throbbing. He tasted faintly of sweat and as I breathed in his musk, I found myself desperate to draw him as far into me as he could go, to bring him into my throat and choke around his fat cock as I struggled to take it all…

I had to pace myself. I counted strokes of Walter’s hand, licking and teasing his head, and then gave his fingers a quick kiss as I moved on.

Fred was already dripping for me. Though he made no move to touch himself and help, I could see before I even reached him that he was burning with red-hot need. His thighs under my hands were tense, tight, and I could feel his whole body shudder with the tension as I took him into my mouth and throat.

And then all too soon, I had to stop.

I didn’t know who this was harder on – me or the men. Why would they choose this torment? Unless they’d expected me to fail, to get to punish me… maybe. But I was a SEX sister. I knew how to excel in the face of a challenge. I was not going to fail.

My knees were already burning as I swiveled and raced back to Rolf. By the second round of the table, my wrists were aching too. I knew my jaw was next. But the minutes were ticking away.

Rolf was going to be the tough one, I could tell. Walter must have wanted me to succeed – or must not have been fully onboard with the game. Fred seemed almost ready to burst even without my help. But Rolf… when I returned to him for a third time, he had softened slightly since my last visit, his cock no longer a shuddering tower of need.

Urgently, I took him back in my mouth, feeling a gratifying leap of desire. But it wasn’t enough. Daring, I slid a hand into his boxers, reaching for his balls. As I stroked and suckled his cock, I caressed them, feeling his thighs clench. Once more, his cock was firm and hard. Once more, he was ready for more. And I had to move on…

I couldn’t yet.

With one finger, I gently teased that smooth place behind his balls, coaxing more pleasure forth as I drew Rolf deep inside me, into my throat as far as I could without gagging. Finally, as I struggled to swallow around him, I could taste it: the first few drops of precum.

I raced to get back to him. Walter was still doing well, maintaining his own pace. I teased my tongue between his fingers before I left, hitting the sensitive place where they met and being rewarded with a faint groan.

Fred was struggling not to cum. I could tell that before I even got to him; the tension of his need was almost palpable now. When I took him into my mouth, I didn’t even get a chance to begin to stroke him before his hand was on my head, forcing me down, hard. I gagged against the sudden intrusion, the full length of his cock filling my throat.

I thrashed under the table, trying to release my head, but Fred was insistent. Surely we were making enough noise that the other men would notice, interrupt? But no – they were arguing now, the sounds dim in my ears, my vision starting to sparkle as I struggled to breathe. Fred was thrusting his hips ever so slightly against my face now, his cock sliding forward and back just enough, fucking me as I was held captive –

And then he came, his cum shooting from him with such force I gagged again, violently, as it filled my throat and mouth and threatened my nose. He didn’t let me up for what felt like an eternity as I swallowed all of it, trying desperately to clear my nose and throat enough to breathe. I’d never been taken like that, violated like that. I was trembling in the aftermath, but as he finally released me, sliding past my lips, slick and soft, I realized to my horror that my pussy was dripping. I’d been turned on by his rough abuse.

There was nothing to do with that bombshell realization but go back to Rolf, praying that Fred’s longer turn hadn’t ruined the progress I’d made.

Thankfully, Rolf hadn’t gone soft yet, but the hard, demanding tension I’d felt in him when I left was gone once more. I stroked him again, coaxing him back toward heated desire, but it felt like too soon to leave. I paused, risking a glance at Walter. What time was it? How much time did I have left?

There was one other thing I could try. If Walter was as close as I thought, then maybe…

I kissed Rolf’s head, excusing myself for the moment, and scrambled back over to Walter. My knees creaked with the strain and I wanted more than almost anything to get up, to crawl out from under the table, but I still had two men to please and I wasn’t about to give up. I was a SEX sister. That meant something.

Walter was already close, though he was being patient, sure. I had to send him over the edge. Covering his hand with mine, I urged him to increase the pace of his strokes, feeding his cock into my mouth with each one. And then I pulled the same move I had on Rolf, reaching into his pants and cupping him there, moving him ever so gently in time with the movements on his cock.

I could tell at once it was too much for him. Without my urging, he hurried, stroking himself harder and harder, trying to fuck my mouth as best he could. I suckled at him desperately, my pussy clenching at the idea of his thick cock filling my mouth, wishing it was between my legs instead. When he came with a grunt, his cum spilled forth with less force than Fred’s, and I was able to swallow it neatly and back away on hands and knees, dripping myself, and watch him continue to stroke his cock gently.

Fred’s cock was still out, limp and red, dangling between his legs. I didn’t stop as I rounded the table once more and headed back to Rolf to make the most of my plan.

I didn’t know if this would work. But I knew I had to be almost out of time, and from the smug tones I heard above me, at least one of them didn’t think I could do this.

Well, there was more than one way to get a guy to cum.

Two down, one to go. And the best way I knew to get a guy to cum was…

It was a horribly awkward position. My knees screamed and I knew they’d be raw from the rug for a day or two. I had to take my pants completely off one leg to manage the position. And now there was nothing to do but find out if Rolf would take the bait.

Slowly, awkwardly, I backed into him, my ass high in the air. My buttocks were just about the level of his thighs, and it was all I could do to keep my pussy as close to level with his cock as possible. But there was no way I’d be able to get him inside me while in this position. That was up to him… whether he’d prefer to win his little game, or bury himself in hot young pussy.

Rolf actually stopped mid-sentence when he felt my flesh against him, like he didn’t understand – or couldn’t believe – what was happening. But when I backed into him further and he could feel the dampness of my pussy, he made his choice.

With his hand carefully guiding his cock, he ever so slowly slid into my wet and desperate pussy.

As our colleagues continued thinking about my mouth, assuming Rolf was getting the same treatment, Rolf took my pussy right there under the conference table, carefully working me back and forth on his cock. He couldn’t pull back too far or he’d slip free, but it didn’t matter to either of us anymore. We were lost in something that bound us, the singular sensation of his shaft finding a home inside my slick warmth.

As much as I could, I rocked on my hands and knees, trying to force myself harder back against Rolf with each thrust. I could feel his cock, now hard and shuddering, and all I wanted was for him to throw me down and fuck me with a truly animal violence – but that wasn’t the game we were playing. And I still wanted to win.

I shifted my weight to one arm – the elbow protesting – and reached my hand back. I could only barely touch his cock as it entered me, but I stroked myself in time with his thrusts, every so often grazing his shaft. Rolf’s other hand was on my back now, steadying me, and I could feel him shaking with the effort of taking me this way.

Together, we found a rhythm that worked. Together, we shifted and rocked, working his cock as deeply into me as we could. My breath was coming faster now as I stroked myself in time with the thrusts, my body quivering in suppressed pleasure. I looked up to see Walter stroking himself harder and faster now as well, Fred’s cock starting to stir too. They wanted more of me. I moaned quietly at the thought.

But it was Rolf who was taking me now.

Even with the awkward position, I could feel both of our bodies tense, growing closer and closer to the precipice. My lower half was in the air, bare, exposed, taken by Rolf as he tried to keep a level voice and conclude the meeting. I could hear them all wrapping up, starting to shuffle papers, pretending I wasn’t still under here, pretending –

I slammed my ass back against Rolf as hard as I could, forcing him to spear me more deeply than he had before. Caught off guard, he gave a guttural groan as my pussy clenched around him.

My fingers stroked my swollen lips desperately –

Rolf’s hand, still wrapped around the base of his cock, was nearly between my cheeks now –

He let go, and I arched –

He slid all the way into my depths –

My one arm, holding me up desperately, was shaking with exhaustion and the coming tidal wave of desire –

And Rolf came, the pulsing of his cock warning me only a second before I felt myself filled, completely, my hand now slick with both our juices as he pulled free, spilling over me –

I hit the peak –

And came too, collapsing beneath the table in an ignominious heap, chin and thighs stained with cum and desire.

A voice from somewhere above me noted, “Good meeting.”

~

“So how was your first week?”

I couldn’t quite meet the director’s eyes. Honestly, I didn’t know how to answer her truthfully. It was fine? Confusing? I both loved and hated it with every fiber of my being?

“It wasn’t exactly what I was expecting, but I think I’ll get up to speed fast,” I finally told her.

One of her rare smiles curved her lips. “I’m glad to hear that. Your president spoke very highly of your skills and determination; it’s good to see her faith in you was justified.

“I’ve also heard glowing reports from my staff so far. You’re making yourself quite indispensable to everyone.”

“Almost everyone,” I muttered without thinking. I was still rankled by the QA Department’s refusal to speak to or use me.

The director studied me thoughtfully, but it was the former SEX sister, who commented: “Not everyone will go out of their way to take advantage of you. If you want to make personal connections while you’re here, it’s up to you to make it happen.”

I thought about those words long and hard, all along my trip back to campus. And by the time I went to sleep that night, I had devised a plan.


Chapter Five

The next week, I set about making myself useful.

I grilled all my sisters who’d had business experience. I spoke with Schultz and a few of the other, friendlier staff to learn more about the QA Department – what exactly they did, who they did it for, what their pain points were. And then, once I was sure I knew what I could handle, I quietly asked them to pass along any requests QA had made of the office.

I fact checked a report for Doug and found another source for one of his arguments. His expression was priceless when I pointed it out to him, and his cock was delicious inside me. I stayed up all night reviewing project statements and making projections about future work for Marvin, and I took him in my mouth while he double checked my findings. Luke and Rand got a perfectly polished PowerPoint presentation, all ready for them to drop their key findings into, and they thanked me by taking me both at the same time. As I swayed between Luke and Rand, all I could think was: this was what I’d expected, what I’d wanted. The QA department valued hard work and now they knew there was value in my other services, too. I could really be a part of the team here, someone to help keep things going strongly. I had a use here and it wasn’t only my body I had to offer.

Now assured of my quality, the QA department even requested me for one of their late-night strategy meetings.

The department had apparently been facing an increasing backlog of projects. They needed to brainstorm not only how to tackle their collective and looming to-do list, but also to determine whether this was a temporary state or likely to continue, and if they needed to bring on more help.

There were coffee and donuts to keep them going after work, plus juice and seltzer.

And me.

After Rand asked me to prepare for the meeting, I set up the spread and then made sure I was ready for anything they might need. Every seat around the front half of the table had a notepad, a pen and pencil, highlighters. There were whiteboards cleaned and ready to go. Even an easel with large, sticky, tear-away paper.

With all that done, I settled myself on the table. The back half of the large table, I’d reserved for myself. Now fully nude, I lay back across the width of the table, my head at one edge, my hips at the other, my legs dangling. I made sure that when the QA staff entered the room, they’d see first my preparations, and then me.

They were very, very appreciative.

As Rand, Doug, and Luke debated potential paths forward and mapped them out on one of the white boards, Marvin took me. Positioning himself between my bare legs, already spread and offering my eager pussy, he stroked his cock a few times and then leaned his weight forward, ever so slowly entering me. I moaned with the sensation of being filled, enjoying the delicious anticipation of it as he pressed into me more and more.

When he was finally fully inside me, buried to the hilt, he held there for a few long seconds, letting me feel his cock pulse with need. It send quivers of pleasure echoing through my belly, and when I shivered against the table, it wasn’t because of the cold.

As he began to move, I was dimly aware of the conversation happening off to the side of us. It was surreal to be hearing arguments about spreadsheets and growth curves while I was being penetrated. But I didn’t care. My world was rapidly narrowing to just the cock inside me, the hands on my hips, the way my pussy felt when he thrust all the way inside me.

With the controlled passion of an older man, Marvin was taking me with languid strokes, making sure we felt every inch of each other. It was unintentionally teasing and by the second minute of it, I was panting and practically begging for more. Only knowing I was here to be fucked and shouldn’t interrupt the discussion kept me from being completely shameless; as it was, I bit my lip to keep from screaming that I needed more.

Gradually building the force and speed of his thrusts, Marvin pounded into me. The table shook slightly at the final apex of each thrust, mirroring the quivering need inside me. My nipples were hard now, nothing to do with the temperature and everything to do with the sensations coursing through me as my colleague fucked me in front of his team.

Panting, writhing, I urged Marvin on, my hands reaching uselessly for his. But he held firm, building our pleasure at his own tempo, coaxing me along with him. With every thrust I could feel his full length inside of me, rubbing against that rough place on my inner wall and making me buck and whimper.

That was finally what did it. As my whimpers became louder, more desperate, Marvin began to fuck me in earnest. To the sounds of our colleagues arguing, he took me harder and harder, slamming my hips back into the table, making our half of it shake with the force of our combined passion. I was writhing more now, clawing, reaching for the height of desire, almost ready to cum after that torment, but Marvin wasn’t satisfied yet.

More. Yes. He drove into me again and again, piercing me, sending me skyward in arcing desire. As he fucked me harder and harder, I could feel the pressure building, cresting, and then we hung together for an infinite moment at that peak, holding, quivering –

Then crashing down together, him cumming with a groan, my own orgasm shaking me nearly as much as his fierce thrusts had.

I stared dreamily up at the ceiling, enjoying the lingering moments of pleasure, registering only snatches of conversation as Marvin withdrew.

“But the hiring process takes months…”

“…just need more discipline about what order we take these on…”

This voice was moving toward me. Doug, I thought, though I wasn’t positive. “It doesn’t matter. Is anyone really suggesting that this doesn’t require a change?”

A chorus of reluctant “no”s followed his question, and then he was inside me.


Chapter Six

My pussy was slick with my desire and Marvin’s seed, so Doug had no trouble burying himself all the way inside me in his first stroke. I gasped to be filled again, my pussy still hungry for more, and then we were off.

Doug was older too, but he had less discipline than Marvin – or maybe he was just planning to have a second round later. Either way, he wasted no time in fucking me to his utmost, rocking both of our bodies in time with his need. His hands held my breasts as he took me, clutching them almost painfully as he worked me up and down his shaft.

I loved it. I urged him on the best I could, echoes of my last orgasm still shuddering through my body as the second man fucked me. I was completely his to do whatever he wanted with, and luckily I wanted the same thing.

More.

Harder and harder Doug fucked me, and I was biting my lip nearly to bleeding to keep my mouth shut. The conversations were still going on around us, but I could hear a change in their tone, as though the remaining men were too distracted to really consider the options now. Instead, they were thinking about me. Thinking about fucking me.

My nipples ached from Doug’s assault as he took his pleasure from my body. Every part of me was on fire with sensation now, from the almost painful pressure in my breasts to the sweet thrill of desire at being fucked so hard in front of other eager men.

When Doug came, leaving me still shuddering and shaking and desperate for more so I could reach my own climax, he was barely out of me for a moment before Luke was pushing his way in. He hauled me forward, pulling my legs up over his shoulders, and speared me with his thick cock.

This time I couldn’t suppress a wail. But it didn’t matter. The room was nearly quiet – even the bits of conversation still happening were quiet enough that I could hear the slapping sound our two bodies made as they came together, as Luke plunged himself so deeply inside me that he hit my cervix.

It was almost too much. I tried desperately to keep up with him, arcing my back and hips to meet his thrusts, but it was overwhelming. His vicelike grip kept me from moving my legs, and the angle was a torment each time he slammed into me. Being penetrated like this not only bruised my cervix but every other stroke the head of his cock hit me at just the right angle to rub against my most sensitive spot, sending waves of pleasure careening and crashing through me, out of control.

Harder and harder he took me, until I couldn’t think, I could barely breathe. All I wanted to do was scream with lust. It was too much, I wanted to tell him, only I couldn’t, all I could think was when would the next thrust come, how deeply would Luke go. He fucked me so violently I knew my cervix would be sore tomorrow, and I didn’t care.

I opened my mouth to moan again, helpless, and Rand captured my head, tilted it back, and forced himself into my mouth. The angle was wrong and it made me gag, having my head tipped off the table like that, but there was nothing I could do about it. My whole body was trapped, shaking with Luke’s assault. I clutched desperately at Rand’s hips and tried to hold him as he buried himself deep in my throat, shaking me in a violently different rhythm than Luke as he helped himself to my mouth and throat.

They took me, completely. There on the table, I was lost, adrift. My whole world had narrowed to the cocks inside me, spearing me, penetrating me from both ends and forcing me to move to their disparate rhythms. They were taking everything they wanted from me and my body was responding, craving every bit of it, awash in sensation and still aching, reaching for that sweet release.

It was all I could do to swallow against Rand’s cock, to not gag as he violated my mouth, but it didn’t matter. He and Luke were fucking me harder now, shaking my whole body with the force of their thrusts as they worked their way towards their inevitable conclusion. Each thrust coaxed me higher, pressing me along the sea of need that coursed through me, urging me on.

It was intoxicating.

It was everything.

As Luke groaned and clutched my thighs more tightly, moving into his final rhythm, fucking me harder and faster, I tried desperately to take Rand with the same beat, urging him on. We were all together, our needs intertwined, rocketing towards our blissful conclusion, and I felt Rand stiffen in my throat – felt Luke force himself deeper than he had before – felt my own desire crest and break –

And we came, together, deliciously ongoing, a terribly wonderful orgasm that ripped through my body and made me whole once more as it departed.

As I lay there, slowly emptied of first one cock, then the other, the conversation began to resume. Arguments resumed as well. I came back to myself gradually, listening, understanding more and more as my mind slowly recovered. Finally, I licked my lips and dared to speak.

“Why not ask the director for more of my time? I’m already hired, so there’s no wait time. You can test out having an extra set of hands and see if it mitigates the problem. I’ll need to learn how to be most useful, but so would anyone else you hired.”

Silence greeted my words, and as the seconds ticked by, I began to worry that I’d misread the room, that I had overestimated the value of my interactions with the QA team thus far.

And then I heard a disbelieving chuckle from Doug, and a corresponding laugh from Marvin. “Well. That certainly sounds like the most productive path forward.”

“Guess we won’t be needing the second hour of this meeting,” Rand laughed.

Someone slid a hand up my thigh, spreading my legs once more. “Oh, I think we can find another use for the time…”


Chapter Seven

“I hear you’ve made quite an impression on the QA Department.” The director’s voice was dry.

I couldn’t hold back a smile. “Yes, boss.”

She looked me over thoughtfully. Though I was used to our meetings by now – or as used to them as I could be when I always vaguely felt like I was a bird waiting for a cat to pounce – I never knew what to expect from her. Sometimes she gave me a tidbit of advice that I knew would ring in my head for years to come. Sometimes she just wanted me to make copies.

This time, it was neither. Whatever she saw as she looked me over made her come to some kind of conclusion. She handed me a cream-colored envelope.

“You have now have plans Friday night. I’ll expect you in my office half an hour before the event so we can discuss your duties… and your attire.”

I swallowed. “Yes, boss.”

She was already back to work, having given me all the time and thought she had budgeted for the day. She waved me out and out I went, clutching the envelope, wondering what I’d gotten myself into.

Once I was safely in the hall, I opened the envelope at once. A card made of thick black cardstock, laser cut to reveal a woodland pattern, was inside. Inside the card were a few simple lines announcing Fox & Hounds’ annual fall gala.

It was a party.

~

I got the details from Schultz and made it back to the sorority house before I panicked.

Look, I’ve been doing this for a while. I love being a FreeUse slut. But one thing I’ve never quite managed to get over is the nerves I get before a big event – especially one where I don’t know what’s going to happen. And this party promised to have a lot of unknowns.

According to Schultz, the fall gala was a combination of thanking clients and drumming up new business. He gave me a rundown of some of the bigger names that would be there, and I got the picture. The gala would allow staff members to network, give clients some face time with the people managing their projects, and generally celebrate the work over the last year. The gala’s theme this year was “Country Woods,” which explained the card.

It did not, however, explain what the director had planned for me.

Of course, I could assume my body would be part of the entertainment, at least in some capacity. But I’ve been fucked at almost more parties than I can count, and they’ve all been different. At one memorable event freshman year, we played nostalgic childhood games with a grown-up, filthy twist. When I was entertainment for the Dean’s party, I started the night with fruit being served off my naked body. Knowing I’d be used really didn’t narrow down the options.

My Big Sister Rena was used to my nerves by now – she’d helped me get ready for plenty of parties and knew the drill. She brushed my hair for me, talked me up, and reminded me of all the good times I’d had at other parties. But for the first time, Marissa joined my getting-ready preparations, and that threw me into another tizzy.

“I looked more into Helen Wilden after you told me she was Sigma Epsilon Xi,” Marissa said quietly without preamble. “I couldn’t find specifics about any of her old assignments, of course, but I think I’ve found the one she mentioned, the one that was her most challenging and also most rewarding. It launched her career, anyway.”

Marissa opened an old yearbook I hadn’t noticed her carrying and showed me the picture she had marked. It was a younger Helen Wilden, standing in a small pavilion, surrounded by men in fancy clothes, some of them wearing riding outfits that looked more expensive than my entire tuition. The caption read, “Helen Wows at Lodge Retreat.”

“The lodge that was taken at is still known as being a playground for movers and shakers,” Marissa told us. “SEX networks weren’t as established then as they are now; I can’t imagine how she managed to get that opportunity or what she had to do to take advantage of it, but I can tell you it worked out very, very well for her.”

Suddenly, the SEX president gave me a hug. I returned it, feeling tears prick my eyes. Having the love and care of my sisters made anything feel possible.

“Be careful,” Marissa warned before she left.

I was. But it didn’t matter.


Chapter Eight

When I let myself into the director’s office precisely on time, I found the room dark and vacant. A small box was on her desk with a bright white placard on top with my name on it.

Taking a deep breath, I opened the box. Two small objects lay within it on a bed of cloth, and I stared stupidly at them.

They were a fox tail and a headband with fox ears. And the fox tail wasn’t just decorative… it was part of a butt plug. Not only would I be wearing it, it would be impaling me through the entire party.

The blood rushed through my head, pounding at my ears. Trying not to think too hard about the accessories, I lifted them from the box and examined the cloth underneath.

It turned out to be some sort of cloak or cape, mottled in greens and browns. The effect was less Army and more leaves on a tree, but it definitely seemed intended for camouflage. I didn’t understand that, either.

Below the cloak was a note, written in the director’s professional calligraphy.

Prepare for the hunt. And remember – a clever fox can turn even a chase to her advantage.

I looked up. The taxidermy fox was before me, glass eyes glittering in the dim light.

“I understand,” I told it. “I can do this.”

I took a deep breath and began to prepare.

~

Despite my bold words to the fox, it took everything I had to step into the event space.

I felt exposed, in every sense of the word. The attire the director had left me didn’t allow me to hide behind the false sense of security a professional outfit or a cocktail dress would have given me. Instead, I was almost naked, protected from prying eyes only by holding the cloak tightly around myself – and even worse, anyone who caught a glimpse of me from behind would know very quickly about the buttplug.

I pushed open the great doors leading into the space before I could think more about what I was doing.

The sound of music and conversation were audible through the doors, and I  had some sense of what to expect in terms of the size of the event. But nothing could have prepared me for the decorations sprawling across the event itself.

The Fox & Hounds event hall had been transformed.

It looked like nothing more than a pastoral wood scene. There were a number of utterly huge fake trees – I had no idea how they’d fit through the doors – and clusters of foliage intermixed with pillows and throws and soft twinkle lights gave an undeniably outdoors feel to the space. Even the standard tables and chairs, for both dining and cocktail chats, were decorated to match: light green tablecloths adorned with sprigs and blooms as much as food and drink.

I understood the camouflage cloak now; with the hall looking like a forest, it would actually afford me some protection from the casual glance, even if it was blatantly obvious as a costume rather than professional clothing. So I might have a chance to negotiate this “hunt” on my own terms – to choose to be caught, and when, and by whom.

My adrenaline racing, I slipped into the room, letting the doors close quietly behind me. I thought no one had noticed my entrance… yet. I hurried for one of the darker corners of the clustered “woods,” nervous to scope the scene before I made my move.

From my new vantage point, I could see several of the heavy hitters Schultz had mentioned; I recognized them from news articles and advertisements, from billboards and flyers. I marked them to myself, noting what they were wearing, how they were eating.

I wondered which of them would have their cock inside me before the night was over.

As I watched a cluster of staff and clients, I moved too far in the open and caught their attention. A hand raised, pointed at me. Cursing, I fled back into the comparative safety of the “woods”.

I stopped behind one of the fake trees, my heart racing. Even though I knew the so-called “hunt” wasn’t real – if I got caught, I was only going to be debauched, which I rather enjoyed – it still made my breath come fast, my nerves jangle. Every move from partygoers made me sure I was seen, made me want to run.

The cloak the director had so thoughtfully provided gave me some protection against the casual viewer; underneath it, I certainly blended in with the décor. But the bright orange fox ears and tail were eye-catching and I knew whenever I moved a good amount of my skin was also on display.

I didn’t even hear the first man approach before he was on me.

The “hunter” wrapped his arms around me and bore me down, forcing me to my hands and knees on the pillowy green rug blanketing the area around my tree. With one swift move, he whipped aside the cloak, leaving my pert ass bare and uncovered – except, of course, for where the fox tail dangled scandalously from between my cheeks.

With a grunt, my captor was inside me.

I was already dripping from the excitement and shame of the evening, but it was still a shock to be suddenly penetrated – and I could feel myself stretch, desperate to accommodate the shaft of the fox tail and cock both.

With no niceties, no conversation, my first hunter fucked me there on the floor, in full view of any guest who happened to walk this way. I was an animal to him, just something to be taken and used, and he made sure I knew it.

I felt tight, filled. The pressure of both shafts inside me was almost too much, and each time my hunter thrust into me it was all I could do not to buck and squeal and try to throw him off. But I knew more noise would attract more pursuit… and I knew this was it for me, my experience that was both a challenge and an opportunity.

As my hunter took his pleasure from me, I knelt, swaying under him, considering my options as my body began to respond to his assault. I wanted to make sure that the most prominent clients recognized me before the night was out. To do that, I might need to become a hunter myself.

It was a disorienting thought. I was so used to being used, to being taken like I was now, without thought or word, just a pussy for the fucking… and I had always wanted that. I still did.

But the thought of choosing who to lure out, who to tease into taking me…

Before I knew it, I had a hand between my legs, working myself furiously in time with the hunter’s rutting thrusts as I arched my back in pleasure, planning my next move.

In just a moment he’d left me there, half-satisfied and dripping, and I was able to stand in a minute more. When one of the heavy hitters, a lawyer named Bill Altmann, moved toward the edge of the forest to examine one of the trees, I let him see me.

I let him chase me.

And I let him catch me.

What followed was exhilarating, terrifying. I was hunted and hunted myself in turn. I was taken on the ground and up against trees and in piles of pillows. Once I was caught by a staffer and a client at the same time and they eagerly filled my other two holes, all while my fox tail shaft pierced me. Another time I was surprised by an enterprising stranger sitting up suddenly between my legs, emerging from a pile of pillows I’d thought was innocent. He held me there for long moments, tasting me as I trembled, not letting me go until he’d gotten the sweet rush of my release against his tongue.

At one point, I even found myself under the banquet table. Most guests weren’t sitting down to eat, but there was a place to nonetheless, heaped high with foods that attendees could choose to load up plates with and walk around, or sit and enjoy. As I hid, waiting to catch my breath, I thought suddenly of Rolf’s meeting, and couldn’t restrain a laugh.

Here, too, there were many men needing servicing. But there was no time limit, and no expectation.

The wicked sense of symmetry was impossible to resist. As I rested from the hunt, I went on a prowl of my own… stroking a thigh here, nuzzling a crotch there, letting the men know I was available if they wanted me. And as cocks came out, one after another, I worked my way around the table at a more leisurely pace than I’d been able to use for Rolf and his friends, enjoying working my skill on so many eager shafts.

But as the night wore on, the hunt grew in intensity. Something about it began to feel more and more real, and I was forced to abandon my own hunting just to keep one step ahead of the mob of staff and clients determined to claim me.

My heart was racing again now, my whole body torn between arousal and flight. As I ducked and dodged through the forest, taking a moment here and there to hide, only to be flushed once more, I knew it was only a matter of time before I was caught.

It happened sooner than I expected.

I stepped on what I thought was another pillow, and it moved – a sudden brief pain against my ankle, something tightening – and I was disoriented, shaking, suddenly realizing I was upside down, held aloft by a silk rope. I’d been caught in a snare like an animal.

It was over. I was trapped.

I had a moment to grimly appreciate the director’s realism before a shout went up, announcing to the room that I’d been caught. There was nothing I could do to keep from being seen now: it seemed all the room was converging, eager to see the results of this fantastical woodland party and its mysterious game.

When they came upon me, I must have looked a sight. I was dangling by one leg, head inches above the floor, fox tail tickling my back while my ears lay askew against my scalp, threatening to fall off entirely. The cloak had somehow gotten spun around my shoulders and was now covering my face and puddling on the floor around my head.

But if I’d expected laughter, there was none coming. Instead, all I heard was murmurs of appreciation and some expectant chatter.

“I believe the hunt has concluded.” Helen Wilden’s cool tones rang out over the room. “Now, my brave hunters: who will be the first?”

I was still blind, my face covered by the camouflage cloak, but I could hear the surge of bodies moving towards me – and then they were on me.


Chapter Nine

Hands grabbed for me, groped me. I was violated ten times in the span of a few seconds, the urgency of the hunter’s movements sending me careening wildly through space, spinning sickeningly until someone caught hold of my legs, arresting the motion.

Someone held my hips, hoisting my free leg up and flush with their suit-covered chest. And then a cock was pressing into my swollen pussy. I cried out in surprise and delight as I was filled again, the twin pressure of the plug in my ass urging me toward further lust.

As I was steadied by the hands on my hips and the cock inside me, more hands were able to find purchase. My belly and thighs were stroked, caressed. There were fingers at my nipple, a rough hand cupping my breast. Some enterprising hunter tugged at the tip of the fox tail, causing its shaft to twitch inside me and making me yelp, to the laughter of the crowd.

The cloak was finally drawn away from my eyes and unclipped from around my neck. Blinking into the dappled “woodland” light, I finally saw my situation: caught, surrounded by the most powerful men in the area, each with a lustful and anticipatory look on his face. I recognized no few of my marks in the audience, clients Schultz had noted with especial importance.

I intended to give them all a night they would never forget.

One of the men nearest my head was the CEO of Rubena, a prominent import business. I focused on him, the eagerness in his face. And then, taking advantage of the thrusting at my other end, I swung my front half up, wrapping an arm around his waist and busying my other hand at his zipper.

Shouts and laughter again, this time in admiration. My blood buzzed in my ears as I pulled Rubena’s cock free. He wasn’t quite hard yet, but I didn’t care. I went to work on him immediately, trying to time the strokes of my tongue with the shuddering thrusts that were threatening to swing my whole body around.

As I hung there, supported by only my caught leg and many, many hands, I urged the hunters to take me. I was pierced at both ends, my ass filled with the fox tail plug, and soon I needed no help keeping myself aloft.

Despite how startled Rubena must have been by the sudden turnabout of me capturing him, his cock hardened with no trouble and it was only the work of a moment before he was spending himself in my throat. As soon as he was done another took his place, a stranger I didn’t recognize, and then I was lost in the woods, the many hands like branches pulling at me, grasping me, moving me however they wished. The hunter forcing himself into me again and again as I dangled, helpless, was nearing his climax, and I could feel the thundering response in my own body.

There was a cock against my breast now, and I could feel a smear of sticky precum staining my nipple and ribs. Some other enterprising person had captured one of my hands and was using it to stroke himself. Even if I twisted and writhed, trying to get a better angle, trying to see who was touching me, it made no difference. There was nothing I could do against such a thick tangle of bodies, no way I could escape.

And I didn’t want to.

I wanted them all. I wanted every cock, every touch. When someone began to fondle my mound as I was pounded, I ached for more. I was shuddering, impaled, filled in too many holes and unable to move, and it was overwhelming. Terrible and wonderful all at once.

As the first stranger between my legs came, another took his place, then another. I lost track of how many men filled me with their seed while I dangled there, helpless. But I welcomed them all, my hungry pussy begging for every drop.

I was whimpering against the latest cock in my mouth now, trying desperately to swing myself between my captors in a new rhythm, one harder, faster, more demanding. It was the man between my legs who caught on first and began to fuck me harder, sending the fox tail bouncing violently against my back as more and more cocks clustered around me.

There was cum on my belly now, and on my breasts. One hand was covered. Somewhere along the way, my free foot had been grabbed and was being pressed into service, rubbing against someone’s as-yet clothing covered shaft. I was crashing through the woods, my body still running desperately, only this time I wasn’t hiding from the hunt, I was leading it. I was on fire with need, coaxing them all along with me, arching my hips and back and begging against the cock in my mouth.

As I climbed toward that highest peak of pleasure, surrounded by a thicket of cocks ready to impale me, my body became weightless. All my world narrowed to only this: suspended, captured, taken… hunting. Claiming. They would remember this forever.

And so would I.

As the man between my legs buried his cock into me one final time, holding, panting, his cock pulsating as he released himself inside me, I reached – crested –

And came, screaming against the cock in my mouth, the sound drowned out by a roar of approval from many throats around me .

Even as I came, I knew this wasn’t the end.

But I was lost anyway, my whole body shuddering in desperate stolen pleasure, a wind rushing through the forest leaves, shaking through me in unending echoes.

The man inside me finished and slipped away. My pussy emptied, bereft. I reached out as best I could with my free leg, moving aside the man pleasuring himself on my foot.

And when I wrapped my free leg around another body, drawing him near, there was another raucous cheer from the men around me that fairly brought down the house.

~

They let me hang there for what felt like hours as they used me, availing themselves of my nubile young form. I was streaked in cum and sweat, having lost my fox ears long ago, my cloak taken. Only the damnable plug attached to the fox tail remained, taunting me with each brush of faux fur against my buttocks and back.

But I didn’t have to seek out another partner the entire night. They all came for me; they all wanted every piece of me, and I wanted them in return.

When I was finally let down, drowsy and delirious with the effects of the night, I was dimly aware I’d been wrapped in something warm and soft. The director must have called a cab, and Schultz himself took me back to the SEX house, treating me as politely as any gentleman could.

I nearly fell asleep in the bathtub. (My strained legs couldn’t handle keeping me upright for a shower.) But I made it through, and when I collapsed gratefully into my soft bed, my last thought before drifting off to sleep was that I’d won the hunt after all.

~

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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