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Book 1 of the
 FreeUse College
 Series



My lab partner, Stacey, dropped to her knees in front of me, staring at my hard, exposed cock. She parted her slutty pink lips and enveloped the head of my cock in her hot, wet mouth.

I tugged her blonde hair, encouraging her to deepthroat me. Her lipstick made a sexy pink ring at the base of my cock when she swallowed the full length of my thick cock with minimal gagging, the motions of an experienced cocksucker.

I groaned, willing myself not to cum too fast.

She had ignored me for months, not interested in the nerdy guy who did all her homework for her, but now she was willingly
 letting me fuck her mouth. All her tight holes were totally free for me to use at any time.

How did I get so lucky?

It all started earlier today…



“Bye, Stacey!” I said to my college lab partner as we left organic chemistry class. I sighed when she didn’t respond, too busy peering at the screen of an expensive phone in her manicured hands to even hear me.

The first time I saw her was during freshman orientation about three months ago. Her long wavy blonde hair and piercing green eyes made her stand out in a crowd, and she had a curvy body more suited to swimsuit modeling than hiding away in a university library. She made it hard for me to pay attention in class, especially when she deigned to sit next to me.

Today, her large breasts were spilling out of her silky red tank top, which was cropped to show off a trim waist. She was the ideal image of a woman, just as hot or hotter than the perfect blonde bimbos that dominated my porn-watching habits.

I had jerked off watching them, yet imagining Stacey performing their lewd acts, too many times to count.

I knew I didn’t have a chance with her. I was just a nerd. At 19, we were the same age, but she was popular with juniors and seniors, while I struggled to find a date my own age.

Recently, I’d discovered she’d started dating Mike, one of the senior basketball players at our university. He was a 23-year-old huge black guy with big muscles who probably threw her around in bed with one arm. I had a different class with him, but I doubted he knew my name.

I closed my notebook and started to put it in my backpack when I saw that I’d accidentally picked up a test, already scored by our professor, that didn’t belong to me. Instead of my name, Kevin, it said Stacey
 at the top in loopy handwriting.

Was she so stupid that she had forgotten to write her last name?

I couldn’t stop myself from looking at her score. Fucking hell, I thought. She had scored a D. A flush of shame washed over my face. I knew that she wasn’t the brightest student, but it was hard to face an obvious reminder that she was only using me to pass the class.

I was embarrassed that I had let this go on for months: I let her copy my homework answers, I took notes for her when she skipped class, and I pretty much completed all our labs alone, while she sat across the room without looking at me, always on her phone, probably texting her black boyfriend.

I knew all of that, but I still craved her attention. “Stacey!” I yelled down the hallway, where I could still see her pert, jean-clad ass walking away. The hallway was nearly empty, but I could tell she hadn’t heard me. I started to pump my legs and arms, running towards her.

“You forgot your test,” I started to say, close enough to tap her shoulder when I dropped the test paper and slipped on it like a complete klutz.

In slow motion, I vaguely saw her turning to look at me before I felt a sharp pain on the back of my head and everything went dark.

If I dreamed of anything, it was an intoxicating smell, the touch of gentle hands, and the feeling of soft lips on mine.

“Are you okay?”

My eyes blinked open. Stacey’s beautiful face was hovering sparse inches above my own.

“Are you okay?” She repeated, her enormously full, bee-stung lips pouting.

“Yeah! Yeah, I’m just peachy. It’s weird, my head doesn’t hurt at all, but I know I went down hard…”

“Yeah?” She said finally, after continuing to stare at me like she was expecting a command. “What are you waiting for?”

She kept looking intently at me, almost frightening in her intensity. Her eyes scanned the length of my body until pausing, miraculously, on my crotch. “Am I supposed to read your mind? Can I suck your cock or not?”

My eyes widened. “What the fuck are you talking about?”

She rolled her eyes as if talking to me was the most boring experience of her life. “I have to go to class, so if you want me to suck your cock, we have to get started now.”

She arched her back, her large breasts heaving over the cups of her bra, exposed by her shirt like a true slut. She brought her hands up to cup her tits over the silky fabric. “Maybe you want to use these girls instead?”

That got me to sit up in a hurry, if only to tug my shirt down over the erection I was developing as I watched her lewd, teasing display. “You’re talking about giving me a blowjob?”

“Duh.” Her hand was on the zip of my jeans before I could say another word. I felt my blood rushing in my head, and the most startled approximation of arousal surged through my body that I had ever felt. I was awestruck that my sexy lab partner had her hands on me, zipping my pants down, and now pulling my cock out through the flap of my boxers.

Fuck! I was fully hard now, and it felt like my entire mind was throbbing in her delicate hands. What kind of paranormal universe was I in?

“Is it, like, okay if I suck you?”

I nodded frantically. It was extremely unlikely that this was all a prank like I had first suspected.  I mean, Stacey was literally jerking me off now! I didn’t care that we were still in the hallway of the university chemistry building, because I doubted that I would I get a chance to have a hot bimbo asking to give me a blowjob ever again in my life. I knew I had to roll with whatever strange luck I had going for me right now. Whatever was happening, I wasn’t going to question it any further.

She didn’t even smile. Instead, as soon as I nodded, she licked her palm, sexy pink tongue darting out, and gripped the base of my cock as if she were reaching out for a pencil to use to take notes during class.

She was acting like it was totally normal to be jerking me off in this semi-public space.

As the blonde kept pumping me, I wondered selfishly if she had changed her mind and a handjob was all that I was going to get. Not that I was complaining, I mean, she had some really good techniques, I just wasn’t sure if she remembered that she had offered her oral talents, too.

I was afraid to say anything in case she changed her mind. Instead I forced myself to memorize the hot sensations I was experiencing, and the image of how her dexterous fingers, adorned with gaudy pink nail polish, looked wrapped around my cock.

Stacey didn’t seem super horny or anything, yet here she was offering me her body for my pleasure. Oddly, her casual attitude was starting to turn me on. She had a look of perfunctory concentration as she stroked me: mildly interested, but also mildly bored. It made me horny.

I imagined her putting on a salivating, bitch-in-heat act like the porn stars I usually favored, but I decided I preferred the normal, bored attitude she had right now. It made the whole experience seem more real. She might look like an adult actress with her bimbo body and face, but she hadn’t cared about me before now, so it would be stupid for her to suddenly beg for my cock like an overacting pornstar.

So maybe all I had to do was ask.  “Can you start sucking me?” The request came out of my mouth before I thought it through. Shit, did I ruin it? Is she mad? Is she going to blue-ball me?


My panic was unwarranted. Stacey murmured, “Of course,” and easily positioned herself between my legs after dragging my pants and underwear off.

I held my breath when I felt her settling in, her face so close to my cock I could feel her hot breath over my thighs.

When she licked me for the first time, I swore and had to clench my pelvic muscles to stop myself from getting too close to orgasm too quickly. Her tongue was velvet soft and the visual image of her perfect, pretty face turned me on more than anything. Her green eyes were focused downward, paying sole attention to my cock, and my ego had never felt more swollen, either.

My cock stood up hard and rigid; I didn’t have the body of a wrestler or athlete, but I knew I was more than average below the waist, and I loved how Stacey’s little tongue took a long time to lick me all the way from base to head.

Her tongue licked my balls, dangling full and heavy with cum. I hadn’t blown a load in a few days, saving up for a marathon jerk session, but this was impossibly better than doing it by myself.

Just when I was about to make a polite request for her to put her mouth around me in addition to her tongue, I felt her puckered lips suck the head of my cock, like she was anticipating my needs. I immediately felt precum leaking out of my cock and groaned when she licked it with the tip of her tongue before swallowing. She went down on me halfway before pausing to accommodate the available space in her mouth and pulling off.

She started to suck me with a slow rhythm, still only going down halfway, but I wasn’t complaining at all. Her pink, full lips looked like they were injected with collagen as she bruised them on the length of my big cock. Her mouth had the ideal amount of suction, and I thrust my hips up briefly, unable to help myself.

I had to see my whole cock in her throat, and she wasn’t going to get there without a little wordless encouragement.

She choked and blinked rapidly a few times, but didn’t pull away. I watched her take a deep breath in through her nose, and then she was forcing herself to keep taking cock in her throat.

I grinned and folded my arms behind my head. I had a great view this way, her cleavage on display, her tight ass squirming in her jeans. I wondered if she was wet, and what kind of panties she had on. I wondered if I had the power to make the experience even more pleasurable and decided to test my hypothesis.

“Would you mind taking your shirt off?”

Stacey pulled off my cock gasping, her tongue lolling out of her sexy mouth. “Oh yeah, sorry about not doing that sooner. I know guys like to see my big tits when I suck their dicks.”

She pulled her red tank top over her head, revealing the largest pair of breasts I’d ever seen in person. Her bra had to be a push-up. The way it lifted and separated her jiggling titflesh was nothing short of miraculous.

“Fuck yeah,” I said, and a mild look of appreciation passed over her face in response before she continued to suck me.

Her breasts were now nestled between my thighs, and I could feel them moving with the now-rapid movements of her head bobbing up and down like a spring. Swollen with blood flow, her lips felt like pillows around my cock.

I ached with anticipation. A girl had never let me cum in her mouth before, but I was pretty sure that Stacey was down for anything and everything.

The enthusiasm of her mouth, supplanted by her lithe hand, did seem at odds with the slightly bored expression she still wore. But it made me horny to think that she was so used to giving out blowjobs that it was a little boring for her.

What if she did this kind of thing every day, happy and more than willing to let me or whoever use her? I smirked and wondered if her strong, basketball player boyfriend knew about her extracurricular activities, if his dark cock could fuck her throat as well as mine was now.

She was almost all the way down on my cock when I gave another sharp thrust into the tight, constrictive wetness and moaned when I saw her lips meet my pelvis. She had my entire large, thick cock in her mouth and throat.

Her eyes watered with the pressure, and one hand came up to clutch at my thigh, her shiny cotton candy nails splayed out on my pale skin, grasping for me.

I wasn’t much of a dirty talker, but I couldn’t help myself from praising her. “Good girl, that feels fucking amazing.”

Stacey paused and pulled off. Her voice was hoarse when she spoke. “Thanks,” she said quizzically, confused why I was complimenting her. “I have a lot of practice.”

I chuckled. “It shows.” I felt like I had entered the world of a male fantasy science fiction novel, where all women gave fantastic blowjobs.

She went back to deepthroating me with single-minded devotion, her puffy lips smacking against my abdomen each time she took me all the way down, an endless fountain of pleasure.

Her expression was so vacant, like her brain had left her body and she was only a tool for pleasure, a hot mouth and wet tongue whose purpose was to serve me. I almost felt guilty for objectifying her in my head, but how could I not when she was sucking me with this insane fervor?

It felt like this was my reward for months of helping her cheat her way through passing organic chemistry while she ignored me.

Now she was blowing me and I barely had to ask for it from her; she was acting like the slut I’d always secretly hoped she was, her actions finally matching her bimbo appearance.

With that thought I felt my abs contracting with insistent pressure, my orgasm imminent. Her hungry mouth slurped me down when I warned her that I was about to cum, amazed that she kept up her quick rhythm, her mouth treating me to a world-class blowjob experience.

When her beautiful green eyes looked up at me and I felt my cockhead pressing against the back of her throat, I felt a surge of power as I starting cumming down her tight little throat.

She blinked and I felt her throat convulse with the first spurt of cum, struggling to swallow. She recovered nicely as I continued to thrust in her mouth, more cum spilling out of my big, hard cock, and I felt her swallow as much as I heard her gulp it down noisily.

I breathed heavily, winded by the strength of my orgasm.

I halfway expected myself to wake up from a wet dream with spoiled sheets, but here I was still lying here with this gorgeous girl cleaning my cock. Her tongue gently caressed the sides of my cock, laying even lighter touches to the head, making sure her mouth received every last trace of cum that I‘d produced.

I was sensitive, but the facts that I hadn’t cum in a few days and that my wildest fantasy was coming true right in front of my eyes meant that my cock remained rigid, not coming down from full mast.

Instead of feeling tired, Stacey’s perverse attention to my dick made me want more. I wanted to see how far this would go.

I put my hand on her head, her blonde locks soft between my fingers, and stroked her scalp. She gave me the same vaguely confused look as earlier when I’d told her she was a good girl, like she was confused why I was touching her, why I was paying any attention to her other than as a sex object.

Was I living in a backwards universe? This was the exact opposite of how our relationship, or lack thereof, had proceeded on all previous occasions. The confusion on her face made her look extremely dumb, as she blinked her eyes widely at me.

“You’re still hard,” she told me.

“That’s because of your sexy body,” I dared to tell her. She made no reaction. “Your tits are so hot, I wish I could feel them milking me.”

She yawned placidly, starting to speak before her mouth had closed. “Yeaaah, that’s why I asked you earlier. Well, I’ll get started then.” She huffed, but I saw her start to reach around her back, fumbling for the clasp of her bra.

My cock twitched with anticipation.

When she unclasped her bra, it was like unleashing a landslide. Her large, bountiful breasts spilled out, bouncing with natural jiggle. I gaped openly, my jaw dropping. Her tits were touching my legs, and I felt my body frizzle with sweet wonder, amazed that I could experience her heaving chest in the flesh.

Her hands came up to the sides of her chest, barely able to contain one breast in each hand, and in slow-motion, mindless with pleasure, I watched her position herself and start to push her boobs together, sandwiching my cock.

My erection, which had barely flagged, seemed to get even harder, more urgent and swollen.

“Can you spit on it?”

She nodded, the serene look of boredom back on her face, even as she released a thin trail of drool from her bee-stung lips, aimed perfectly for the head of my cock.

I watched with barely contained glee as the spit slid down my cock, the perfect lubricant when she started to move her bimbo breasts up and down.

I immediately knew that I would never forget how Stacey looked in that moment, her juicy breasts performing a intoxicating ritual on my cock, an inexorable rhythm that had me at the edge of torturous pleasure right from the beginning. I’d wanted to see her breasts for months, hoping to just get a glimpse, and now she was unconcernedly titfucking me for real.

I thrust up into her tits to see if she would have any reaction at all, but her bored demeanor didn’t change in the slightest.

It was hot how she barely looked my face, her attention drifting to the closed doors of classrooms, or the floor or ceiling, occasionally checking back to see how I was doing, but in contrast her breasts couldn’t get enough of my cock, enveloping it with enthusiasm with every motion.

The feeling of it was nothing to ignore, either. Her plump breasts had the creamiest feeling as I thrust into them, similar to a pussy. If I thought more about her pussy right now I was going to cum too soon, so I forced myself to focus on her sexy face with its vacant expression, or her huge titflesh working me methodically.

Not that it lessened my arousal to do those things, but since I had to be hurtling towards orgasm full-throttle, I knew I should focus on the sensations I was actually experiencing.

Her tongue darted out to lick the head of my cock on the next thrust up through her massive cleavage.

Fuck, it was a good thing I had just cum, or that would have put me over the edge fast.

She tilted her head down and started using her mouth whenever my cock plunged through the smooth valley of her big bimbo tits, applying the neatest suction to my swollen head, making me ache for her.

“Keep going,” I said. “You want me to cum again for you?”

She shrugged as much as she could, a small jerk of her shoulders that made her breasts bounce even higher on the next thrust, jiggling up towards her chin.

“If you want. Um, not to be rude, but do you think you can use someone else for a while after you cum again? I have homework to do.” She chewed her lip like she was debating something.

I laughed audaciously in her face, no longer afraid to talk to her. “I’ll do your homework for you. Don’t worry about it.”

Her face lit up. It was the most excited I’d seen her ever, her eyebrows arching and dimples showing up at the sides of her mouth.

“Wow! Seriously? Oh my god, I am so sorry if I was rude, I totally have all the time in the world now. So just tell me, do you want to fuck my pussy or my ass?” Her breasts continued to squeeze me, never faltering in rhythm.

“What a fucking reward,” I said, more to myself than to her.

If only I’d been getting this top shelf girl on my dick all along in exchange for doing her homework, if only all the girls I tutored and helped cheat had given me their pussies as payment, I would have been drowning in more sex than I could handle.

Whatever universe I had fallen into, I never wanted to leave. “Pussy. Definitely pussy.”

She pounded her breasts up and down a few more times, her face returning to its former placid expression, before she pulled away, tits glistening with her own spit and my precum.

“Missionary? Doggy? Cowgirl?” She perched on her knees, waiting for my command. “I’m free to use, so please take my willing body however you want.”

I felt my arousal kick into an even higher gear at her blatant, slutty proposal. Free to use whenever I wanted, and she was into it? Is that what this was? I approved wholeheartedly.

“Let’s go for standing doggy.”

“That’s one of my favorites,” she said calmly, as if she were telling me about her favorite flavor of ice cream or how the weather looked outside.

Sex was so casual to her; it was crazy. We stood up from the floor and she unzipped her tight jeans, peeling them off her body with rote movements, not at all staged or teasing, until they were an unfolded pile on the floor.

She was wearing red lace panties, covering up what I wanted to see the most. Those quickly joined her jeans. I drank in the sight of her toned, tan legs, leading up to the most incredible heart-shaped ass that stuck out marvelously when she leaned over and placed her hands on the wall. I remembered that our chemistry classroom was just down the hallway, but I didn’t care.

I stroked myself looking at her round ass, perfectly taut and curvy. I swallowed thickly. I had wished I could get even one solid grope of that ass, clothes on, for months, and now I was about to fuck her with nothing in between us.

I wanted to spank her and watch her flesh ripple and bounce back, absolutely made for a tough pounding.

Then I remembered: I could do whatever I wanted! I had never been an entitled person, so it was easy to forget that I seemed to have all the power now. But if I wanted to slap that ass, I should go ahead and do it.

So, I drew my hand back, my palm itching for contact, and threw her a nice, solid spank over her right ass cheek.

My cock jerked when I touched her, and her large ass did ripple and jiggle, plumper and hotter than I could have ever imagined. She made a staccato noise but no other response, seeming hardly affected.

Emboldened, I spanked her a few more times, graduating to use both hands.

Fuck, I needed to feel that ass on my dick. With difficulty, I stopped spanking her and stepped close enough that my dick was resting between her ass cheeks. I felt hard enough to cut diamonds.

I thrust a few times between her large creamy cheeks, groaning at how warm and soft she felt. I wondered how aroused she was, if any of this was getting her off, and decided I had to check.

I ran one of my hands over her flat abs, then dipped lower to finger her clit, pleased to find the little nub hard and perky, before I finally reached her pussy.

I grinned when I touched her hot, pink folds, finding my fingers getting wetter the more I explored her. I could almost smell her, a hot, female scent that intensified when I played with her clit with one hand and her pussy with the other.

“Mm, that feels good,” she said, her voice flat and betraying none of her little pussy’s arousal. “But you totally don’t have to do that, y’know. You can just put it in.”

It drove me crazy to hear her speak so casually. Maybe I could have put my cock inside her all the time since school started and she would have just spread her legs and taken it like a hot fuckdoll.

I stopped thrusting my shaft between her ass cheeks and gripped myself by the base, bending my legs to aim the head of my cock at the bright pink of her glistening pussy.

I couldn’t believe my life. I was about to fuck this girl, the hottest bimbo I’d ever seen in college, and she was going to love it.

Her hands were braced against the wall, providing good counterpoint when I parted her folds with my cock and pushed inside her. I went slowly, savoring each small moment as my cock dove into her warm, tight wetness.

She was squeezing me with her pussy as I went in, I could tell, trying to maximize my pleasure.

I could almost hear my heartbeat in my ears, all of my senses dialed up to one hundred, focused solely on this beautiful blonde bimbo as I penetrated her for the first time.

At last, my entire length was sheathed inside her. I gripped her hips with my hands roughly and gave an experimental thrust.

She said nothing, so I shoved in all the way again, and again, beginning a steady rhythm. Her pussy gripped me tighter than my hand had ever done it.

As for her reaction, from my perspective it was kind of like thrusting into a real-life fleshlight. She stared blankly at the wall, unconcerned with my movements. I slapped her ass again and felt her pussy instinctively clench down on me upon impact, a nice bonus sensation.

“Stacey?”

All my blood ran cold. I recognized the deep male voice that was coming from behind me. My hands and mouth froze, and I was unable to respond.

Yet, my hips kept thrusting into Stacey’s little pussy. I just couldn’t help it, my brain just wasn’t succeeding in transmitting the right signals to the rest of my body.

Now that my cock had finally experienced Stacey’s hot snatch, it wasn’t going to leave without a fight.

Not even when her boyfriend, the muscular basketball player, was standing right behind us.

I dared to turn my head over my shoulder and there he was. Mike’s dark, muscular body formed an imposing silhouette, blocking out the dying light from the windows as the sun slowly sank into the evening. He was wearing his basketball uniform, probably just getting off practice for the day.

I felt my entire body coiled tight like a spring, anticipating him punching me or knocking me out cold for daring to fuck his prized girlfriend.

What happened next utterly surprised me.

“Stacey, how’s it goin’?” He snapped his fingers after walking close enough to see her face. “Knew I recognized yo’ ass!” He cracked a laugh, and I started to breathe again.

Maybe everyone was different now, now just Stacey?

My mouth started blabbering before I could stop myself. My curiosity got the better of me, and I had to know. “You’re not mad?”

“Why would I be mad?” Mike said. He stepped closer, right next to me, his rugged features coming into focus. “You mean at Stace’ here? Man, I guess she’s late for our date, but I ain’t worried. She’s always getting stopped left and right wherever she goes, I mean look at her! What a hot piece of ass.”

Stacey tilted her head. “Oh, hiya Mike.”

“Who’s your friend?”

“He’s… Um… Uh…”

“I’m in your organic chemistry class,” I prompted her helpfully. My thrusts became a little more unleashed, and I clenched my fingers around her hips with more force. Did she really not know my name?

“Oh!” Stacey said, smiling proudly. “I remember. He’s my lab partner.”

Wow, she was either really stupid or had truly never given a shit about me. I clenched my jaw. It was probably a combination of both.

“Damn, he gotta be fucking you real good, girl. You only squeal like that when you’re into it.”

“His cock is big,” Stacey said in a flat voice, as if that explained everything about her current position.

It made me crazy horny to hear her talking about me to her boyfriend like I wasn’t even there while I fucked her from behind.

I kept pounding into the grip of her tight slit, eyes focused on her reddened entryway, when I suddenly heard Mike moving around. When I looked, I felt my pace stutter.

Mike had taken his dick out of his basketball shorts. His erection stood up proudly, a dark, thick line curving up from a thick mass of black hair, barely peeking out over the line of his elastic shorts.

Comparing size, I guessed that we were about the same, before I averted my eyes.

It didn’t matter. I was the one fucking her now, and he was watching with a hard dick as I fucked his bimbo girlfriend.

“Mouth?” Mike said.

“What, sorry?” I asked. He ignored me, and I felt myself blushing when I realized that he hadn’t been talking to me.

“Yeah, duhh,” said Stacey. She let go of the wall and turned towards Mike.

I was forced to accommodate her movements as she shifted, until she was bent at the waist at a ninety-degree angle, her face at a perfect height to taste Mike’s cock.

Her pert lips opened in a perfect O to swallow his dark meat, and Mike groaned, “Fuuuuck yeah, bitch.”

I just kept fucking her like our lives depended on it.

Her pussy gripped me even tighter, her walls clinging desperately to the length of my cock every time I tried to pull out, a dripping wet clench that made my balls tight and my head almost dizzy.

I put my hand on her back, smooth and sweat-slick, and marveled at how every thrust of my cock back into her made her sink down on Mike’s thick black cock. Her mouth made loud slurping noises.

I got over the shock of Mike’s participation and started to relish the idea that we were both using Stacey’s body like a fuckdoll.

She was free to use. That was all there was to it, and I was surprised at how easy it was for me to accept that.

No longer afraid that other guys might pass by and see us, I imagined them joining in, using her bimbo body to fulfill their most primal needs along with me and Mike. Her voluptuous curves suited a gangbang, I decided. Certainly, she was hot and experienced enough to take care of at least five dicks at once.

Mike moaned, “You’re gonna make me cum, you hot bitch,” and his hips rocked faster into her mouth.

I heard her gagging and choking and I grinned, realizing I was going to last longer in her pussy than Stacey’s black boyfriend was in her mouth. 

The basketball player pulled out of her sweet sucking mouth suddenly and his hand moved fast on his cock.

His cum splashed over her forehead, a few ropes before one thick line was overshooting and landing over her back. He grunted like a caveman while he was shooting his load, leaving his last drops of creamy whiteness on her tongue.

His dark, muscled hand stroked through Stacey’s blonde hair as he rode it out, his basketball jersey soaked in sweat.

Mike stepped away, drawing up his shorts again, and asked her if she was ready for their date.

“Yeah, like I think he’s close to being done. Right?” She tilted her head to look at me with a bored, blank expression on her face.

It contrasted nicely with the massive load of cum that Mike had deposited on her eyelashes, forehead, cheeks and lips. I nodded with glee, spanking her hot ass.

After a minute or so my balls drew up tighter, ready to release another load already. I felt her pussy clench down on me like a vice, maximizing the tightness I felt each and every time I thrust in and out of her.

She was going to make me cum so hard, unraveling my control. Stacey’s body was nothing but an object that Mike and I were using for our male pleasure, and her silly mind was good for nothing else.

Looking at the thick rope of Mike’s cum on her back sent me over the edge. This slut was so ripe and ready for my sperm, and with a final thrust, I forced the full length of my long cock inside her and started to cum deep in her hot little cunt.

Her pussy clenched around me and I wondered if she was cumming too, but I didn’t really give a shit. This was about my
 orgasm, this was about shooting my load so hard inside this slut that was free to use for any man.

I could barely believe she was the same stupid lab partner I’d lusted after for months who had never given me the time of day, and now I was using her as a literal cumdump.

I rode her hard until all my cum was milked out of my body, my second load of the day no less intense than my first.

After an eternity, I started to catch my breath. Her walls continued to spasm around me, but slower and slower until she stopped trembling entirely.

I was reluctant to withdraw, but with my cock softening I couldn’t stay inside her forever.

With a slurping noise, I withdrew my hips until her pussy released my cock, hot and covered in cum.

“Ohmygod! Let me clean that up for you,” Stacey squealed. She had turned to face me and knelt on the ground before I knew what was happening, grasping my sensitive cock in both her hands.

She used her mouth to clean my cock off, swallowing her own cunt juices and my drying cum. Her cheeks were red with the exertion she had just performed, getting spitroasted by two guys: Her black boyfriend and her nerdy lab partner.

I saw a stream of thick cum seeping out of her hole, dripping on the floor of the hallway.

I could almost smell it in the air. It was a naughty, dirty sight.

She finished cleaning me up quickly and Mike handed her her clothes. They started walking away like nothing had happened, and I was left alone, awestruck.

If I followed them, would they explain more of my questions? Were all girls like Stacey here, in this weird alternate universe? Or was Stacey the only one I could fuck?

As I started walking towards the pair, I had another unlucky moment. I slipped in the pool of my own cum and lost my balance, falling to the floor with my arms pinwheeling. Not again…


I woke up this time with all my clothes on.

This time, two college girls were bent over me, but both of them were fully dressed, and neither of them was Stacey. One was a short, stacked Asian girl I thought I recognized from my dorm, and the other was a sexy brunette with glasses.

“Are you okay?” One of them asked.

I said nothing, feeling disoriented. I pushed myself off the floor and stood up. My head ached, but I brushed the two girls off, seeing Stacey’s ass retreating down the hallways.

“Stacey!” I yelled, and I started running towards her, careful not to trip this time. “Stacey!” I ran faster, knowing I would make it this time.

She still didn’t hear me, but I had caught up to her at last. Using all the confidence I’d gained from freely fucking her tight little orifices, I tapped her shoulder.

“Yes?” She said.

I gulped. That was the same bored expression she’d worn whenever she looked at me, except now I’d just been trained to associate that sexy, vacant look with readily available sex from her hot mouth, huge tits, and tight little pussy whenever I wanted.

“I’m not going to help you cheat anymore. Also, you forgot your test results.”

She took them from me with two pink manicured fingers and walked away without saying anything.

Strangely empowered, I grinned. My legs felt like jelly, like I’d really just blown two loads in rapid succession. I just had to hope that I could find my way back to the free-use universe, someday, somehow.




Free To Use: Black Bimbo Booty


Book 2 of the
 FreeUse College
 Series



I couldn't stop daydreaming about my hot, sensual encounter with Stacey, my college lab partner.

Her stupid, vacant expression when she sucked me off. Her soft, huge bimbo tits and her tight pussy.

How her slutty pink lips had looked stretched around her black boyfriend's cock while I used her wet, willing cunt.

It had been a week since I had mysteriously been thrown into an alternate reality world where my dumb lab partner was willing and open to having sex with me in any and every position… 

Since then, I couldn't stop thinking about how amazingly erotic it felt to have her body bend to my every desire. I fantasized about it when I jacked off, gripping my hard cock until it was raw, in a poor approximation of a woman's warm cunt.

But it wasn't only Stacey that I had me jerking off every night in my dorm room, ridden with sweat. Instead, all kinds of beautiful, sexy college sluts drifted through my mind, their limpid eyes beckoning me closer, teasing their huge tits through their co-ed tops.

They bent over at the waist when I told them I wanted to fuck them, there to obey my every desire.

Fuck, there were so many girls I saw at my university every day that needed to get the full treatment of my cock.

In my head I had a name for the world that I'd magically dropped into that fateful day: the freeuse universe. The fantasy of this universe where all women happily served men was occupying my mind, invading my dreams at night and my thoughts during the day.

For instance, right now: I was in a huge lecture hall, and I was supposed to be learning about applied mathematics. I didn't need to pay attention, to be honest; I'd already taught myself most of the material for fun, like a true nerd.

Instead, I could zone out, making myself horny as hell thinking about at all the hot women that surrounded me. The warm temperature of the room had a strange, magnifying effect on my libido.

This was a class of three hundred people, so there was an abundance of gorgeous girls to look at.

Three, however, stood out to me. They were the girls I most wanted to see naked. Naturally, they all looked like bimbos, my favorite type of woman.

In the row in front of me, there was a pretty black girl with long hair down her back. That wasn't her best asset, though. I was sitting behind her for one reason only: to watch her large, thick ass when she stood up.

Whether she was wearing a skirt or tight jeans, no article of clothing could hide how amazing the fat bulge of her ass was, plump at the bottom and curving upwards, leading to a tight waist.

Even more miraculous was the fact that her ass was matched in volume by a pair of huge, natural bimbo breasts.

Professor Jones, standing at the front of the lecture hall, was actually pretty hot, too. Sure, in her thirties she might not have the same tight pussy to compete with the tight nineteen-year-olds in the classroom, but she had a great pair of tits bulging out of her white sweater.

If she wasn't a college professor, she easily could have starred as a MILF porn bimbo.

She was always dressed prim and proper, but the bright red lipstick she wore was an enticing tease.

Then there was the sexy brunette with glasses sitting next to me. In her cropped, tight pink shirt and cutoff jean shorts, she was a delicious number.

Her glasses, perched on the tip of her nose, made me wonder what her face would look like with cum on it.

I could nearly smell her florid perfume, and the lurid scent was turning me on. Her large, bimbo tits made her pink shirt stretch tight across her chest.

Like a tease, she never showed cleavage.

From her tight abs, I guessed she was possibly an intercollegiate athlete. But she wasn't paying any attention to me; instead, she kept exchanging flirty looks with the Latino athlete sitting next to her.

I'd perused the rows as much as I could in the months I'd sat bored in class, and I'd finally decided that these three, the black girl, the brunette with glasses, and the big titted professor were the most cock-stiffening pieces of ass in the room.

Naturally, they were the ones who most resembled seductive, porny bimbos.

I wanted to fuck the black girl and the brunette while they sat in their chairs and tried to study, hands failing to type any words on their laptops, and in the professor's case, I wanted to fuck her lecture out of her while she tried to teach the class. Thinking about bending her over the chalkboard while she used the wood pointer was starting to cause my cock to plump up.

I struggled to cover my burgeoning erection with my shirt. The brunette girl sitting next to me shifted in her chair, looking sideways at me. I froze, hoping that she didn't notice what I was doing.

But she didn't glare at me or anything, so it probably meant nothing.

It was so freaking hot in the classroom. This was one of the oldest buildings at the college, and modern air conditioning was not something that had been added into this one, which was a crying shame.

The black girl in front of me had taken out a folder and was using it to fan herself, her sexy dark hair blowing off her shoulders.

The hot air made me feel faint. I closed my eyes for a second, willing myself to stay awake.

That proved a difficult task, and I felt my head uncontrollably bob forward once, then twice. I wished that I could take a nap.

My overheated brain had the crazy thought that I should just get up and leave, go home and fuck my hand while thinking about the hot bimbos that surrounded me. It was an enticing thought, but I knew that I couldn't risk my promising academic career over a prospective orgasm.

I clenched my jaw and forced my eyes open again.

What I saw next was utterly astonishing.

My eyes went wide when I saw the condition of the lecture hall. It was a small change on some level, but huge in another way.

The black girl in front of me had her shirt off, and was sitting only in her bra and skirt. I craned my head forward, trying to see her cleavage, but the angle was wrong.

I didn't mind too much, guessing that she had to turn around at some point. Until then, I had a lot more to look at.

This was because a lot of my classmates were now partially undressed.

The brunette next to me unfortunately wasn't one of them. But the muscled Latino athlete on the other side of her was shirtless, showing off his well-built chest.

Other guys had their shirts off too, all types of bodies on display: Dumb jocks with barrel chests, hairy fraternity bros, lithe male swimmers, and pale nerds like me whose chests never saw the sun.

Of course, I was more interested in the girls.

Tits were out everywhere. Small to large, drooping to barely-there, round and flat chests.

They jiggled and moved enticingly, some encased in bras, others roaming free, as the girls typed at their laptops or hurriedly scribbled notes in their books, as if it was completely normal to be half-undressed.

It was like a paradise, and I wasn't the only one distracted. I saw a couple in the first row groping each other, the guy's hands all over his blonde girlfriend's small, perky tits.

I grinned. I wondered if this was the same alternate universe where I'd fucked Stacey, or if I had magically traveled to a different one.

My head was reeling like I'd woken up from a dream. I couldn't believe this was happening again.

The professor struck the board with her pointer, causing all of us to jump.

"Pay attention!" She said. "I know it's hot in here, but if the heat is distracting you, please feel free to take off your shirts or other articles of clothing. We have a lot of material to get through today, so let's all try to concentrate."

My jaw dropped.

Her provocative speech reminded me how hot the room was, so I took off my shirt routinely. I let out a sigh of relief, feeling much better, my shirt no longer sticking to my chest.

I knew my body didn't measure up to some of the bigger jocks in the room, but with the societal acceptance of partial nudity I didn't feel as out of place as I'd thought I might.

I could definitely feel my cock starting to harden again, forming a sizeable bulge in the crotch of my jeans.

The couple near the front were still making out excitedly. I didn't think the girl was that hot, personally, but her enthusiasm for sticking her tongue down this guy's throat was hot.

I couldn't see where their hands were. If I wanted to grope myself here, I didn't know if that would be permissible, so I kept looking for a sign.

It was easy to imagine that they had their hands down each other's pants, but hard to see with how the table their laptops were on was positioned.

"Professor Jones!"

Someone raised his voice from one of the middle rows. I scanned the room, looking for him, but couldn't identify him in the midst of hundreds of co-eds. His voice was clear, and carried well, but his tone was definitely not insistent or rude.

"Professor, would you mind removing your sweater?"

Professor Jones looked up, her perfectly red lips parting in surprise. "Of course!" She said, as if she'd never heard of a better idea in her life. "Why, I'm surprised that no one asked me sooner."

She crossed her arms over her front and pulled her heavy sweater over her head, revealing large tits encased perilously in a leopard-print bra.

Her bimbo breasts swung pendulously as she leaned over to put her sweater on the speaker's podium. She unclipped the small mic from the sweater and put it on the strap of her bra.

"Can you still hear me?" She asked politely.

The lecture hall responded with murmurs of agreement, and with that, the lesson resumed.

Not that I was paying any small part of my attention to applied math.

My mind was lost to the world of erotic fantasy. My professor's big tits, the black girl in front of me who still hadn't turned around, the still-clothed brunette with glasses sitting next to me.

The three hottest women in the room, displaying the ultimate sexual availability.

Finally, my curiosity and rock-hard erection got the best of me.

"Hey, ‘scuse me," I called down to the black girl in the row below.

She turned obediently, her waist a beautiful, small curve when she twisted her arm around the back of the chair and did a half-turn to face me.

"Yes?"

I felt my breathing speed up like I'd just run a marathon.

Her dark breasts were absolutely massive.

They looked soft and womanly, curving into the cups of her lime green bra. The gorgeous, brown color of her perfect skin stood out against the pale straps of her bra.

I needed to have my cock between her breasts.

Suddenly, I saw the positions of the couple in the front row change. The girl moved out of her seat and I saw her kneel in front of her boyfriend.

No one in the lecture hall except me seemed shocked by this at all.

Even the professor had no reaction.

It was like a lightning bolt opening my mind, and I immediately felt powerful again, just like I had in the hallway a week ago, fucking Stacey's bee-stung lips.

So this really was a world where men could just fuck women when they pleased, and women were willing and happy to please them.

"Did you need something?" The black girl called up to me, blinking her big eyes stupidly, like she was confused about something.

Heady with anticipation, I decided to take a chance.

I quickly asked her name, so I would feel a little less weird. Give her some individuality in my mind, right?

"Alisha."

"Alisha, would you mind giving me a titfuck?"

Instantly, she uncrossed her long, toned legs and started to stand up. "Yeah, sounds cool. I thought our class was making an effort to concentrate more on the lesson and less on sex, since most of us are failing, but I'm totally happy to get a break. It's not like I understand what's going on, anyways."

She made her way towards my row efficiently, while other students pulled in their chairs to let her pass through.

She knelt in front of me with assurance, as if she felt completely natural in this position. The floor couldn't be that comfortable, but she had absolutely no complaints.

I couldn't wait for what was coming next.

Her hands went around her back to unclasp her bra. I saw the exact moment when the bra hooks separated from each other and the front started to fall to the floor.

Her bra dropped to the floor of the classroom, in front of hundreds of people. Her bountiful, plush breasts came spilling out, the mountains of titflesh jiggling like gelatin.

My cock got even stiffer, and I licked my lips.

Alisha unzipped my jeans with ease, taking my dick out of my boxers with no pretense. It sprung out, pointing towards my stomach. I was rock-hard, and a little bead of precum had formed at the slit of my cockhead.

My jeans were making it hard for her to get between my knees, so she worked them down my legs along with my boxers.

I was half-naked in class and no one was taking a second look at me except for this black bimbo. This was like my wildest fantasy coming true, again.

Alisha didn't bother to touch the precum and wedged herself between my spread knees. Her hands came up to her breasts, and she slipped them around my big cock.

Her tits stroked my dick enthusiastically, even though her face showed only concentration, perhaps little interest.

I didn't care, living only for the incredible feeling of her smooth breasts. It felt like my cock was pushing into a well-lubed pussy.

She drooled messily on the tip of my cock, using her own hot spit as lubrication. Her swollen lips, pale pink and shiny with gloss, still hadn't touched my cock.

I knew that if I wanted to, she would suck me, but for now I was just enjoying the pleasure of her tits alone.

I'd spent months dreaming about fucking this girl, and now she was willing and available for my cock anytime.

I wondered if there were any limits on the acts I could ask her to do.

Her soft tits were making me so horny, but I didn't want to blow my load just yet. I had a lot left to experience with this prime college slut, and I wasn't even close to done.

Her overflowing breasts stroked me with amazing technique, as if she had been born to do this. I thrust my cock hard into them, feeling every tendon of her neck when a particularly violent thrust overtook her breasts.

She gave me a polite smile and kept going, the bright green nail polish on her hands standing out against the pretty, beautiful color of her skin.

With the face and body she had on her, she could have made millions in the porn industry. But instead, she was studying at my university. It was enough to make me curious.

"What's your major?"

Alisha kept pumping me with her big, bimbo tits. "I haven't totally decided. Like, maybe marine biology?"

It was rare that I had normal conversations with any girl my age, let alone one this sexy.

But with my cock in between her breasts, I felt more confident.

"Cool," I said. "I'm Kevin, by the way."

She nodded, her gaze directed downwards, paying more attention to my thick cock than my face. I felt flattered.

"Hey, can you maybe go slower? You're doing a great job, just... Almost too
 good, if you know what I mean."

"Naturally." It seemed to pain her to say a four-syllable word, but she obeyed me.

The slow tease of her breasts was just as delicious. I thrust into the tight valley, all that dark, smooth flesh feeling hot and creamy and moist with her own spit.

I heard a squeal coming from the front of the classroom.

My attention had been so single-mindedly focused on Alisha that I hadn't looked up in ages. I did so now, and my dick throbbed between her tits with that I saw.

The couple in the first row were now bucking, the blond girl's tiny body barely moving with how hard the guy was gripping her, but she was begging for more.

They weren't the only ones.

Somehow, at least one-third of the people in the classroom were now involved in some kind of sexual act.

I could see people in other rows making out in various states of undress too. Random couples, guys getting blowjobs from multiple girls, it was all happening, right here, right now.

Most shocking of all, there was a senior guy, who wore the letters of a fraternity on his shirt, up at the front of the classroom. He was standing behind the professor while she continued to lecture to the class, and he was groping her naked tits.

The professor's voice stuttered every time the frat bro's large hands tweaked her nipples.

It was clear that he wasn't going to be satisfied just with some over and under the bra touching, and to the excitement of every guy in the lecture hall, within moments he had plunged his hands into the cups of her bra and taken out her tits.

Her large breasts swelled out, large and heavy, bursting out of her bra like they were meant to go free. They fell over the band of her bra. Now it was supporting nothing at the moment, just the wrapping on a lewd, dirty present.

I felt my body kick into overdrive, my face feeling hot.

It was almost like being part of a massive orgy, except that all the participants lacked any sense of perversion or abnormality about the sexual experience they were having.

For all of them, it was totally normal, everyday and routine that the guys could fuck the girls at any time.

What's more, a lot of the girls seemed bored, but others seemed to be really, really into getting fucked. The front row blonde was wailing with pleasure when her boyfriend drove in impossibly harder.

The strange thing in this scenario wasn't the girls being used for sex in the classroom; it was the girls who weren't.

More and more guys were joining in, feeling the overall libido of the room rising to match the horribly hot temperature. They stripped their female classmates, who willingly got on their knees and started to suck.

Or they bent over the desks or pragmatically just got on all fours on the ground, knowing what they were going to be used for after all of us college guys saw the appealing tightness of their co-ed pussies.

Which made it strange, almost unreasonable that the brunette girl in glasses sitting next to me had yet to be used.

Her glasses sat primly on her nose, and her straight brown hair tumbled down her back. Her face was very pretty, with a cute nose and an approachable, girl-next-door quality, if you ignored the large, mascara-darkened eyelashes.

To add to her perfect package, her body was basically out of this world. Her large tits added to her bimbo aesthetic, which made it all the more shameful that she still had all her clothes on. Pink, tight lacy top and jean shorts.

I was loving watching this hot black bimbo titfucking my dick like crazy, but with all of the commotion in the classroom, I convinced myself that I needed to reach even further for the stars.

Timidly, I tapped the brunette bimbo sitting next to me on the shoulder. I mimicked the anonymous guy who had made a request of the professor earlier, and asked my own question.

"Would you take your shirt off?" My voice squeaked embarrassingly at the end, but I tried not to care. It wasn't like she would want to refuse me, right?

She tilted her head and blinked widely.

"Only if you kiss me first," she said, and winked a large, blue eye.

My blood ran cold, and I almost forgot about the amazing pair of tits that I was fucking.

Almost, but not quite. Alisha had started using her tongue on me to supplement her tits, and it felt fucking terrific.

I forced myself to remain normal, whatever that meant in this odd, paranormal world.

So what if the brunette girl had made a joke to me instead of immediately doing what I asked with a side helping of blank, staring eyes and obedient smile?

Did that mean there were exceptions to this world?

The Latino athlete sitting two seats down let out a long, appraising whistle. My attention quickly turned to him.

"This bitch give you trouble?" He said, indicating the brunette sitting between us. I noticed that he had a petite Asian girl between his large thighs.

She was sucking him off like a vacuum cleaner. Her mouth was so small, it almost seemed like it was hard for the head of his dick to even breach her soft lips.

"No," the brunette said, with a quick, flirty smile.

She started to take off her pink shirt, revealing a sizeable pair of tits. She looked ready for sex with those big bimbo breasts spilling over the cups of her plain white bra, like water overflowing a creek.

"Are these real?" The Latino guy asked her conversationally.

"No," she said, grinning. A perfect display of pearly white teeth. "I wanted to satisfy men better, so I purchased breast implants."

The Latino guy seemed to accept that pretty well as truth, more interested in the Asian slut sucking him off, but I wasn't fooled. Not this time.

"Are you being sarcastic?" I asked her, groaning with pleasure when Alisha sucked particularly hard on my next thrust up through her cleavage.

Her mouth opened with surprise. "Why would you think that? As if I could lie to you, a man."

I gave her my best deadpan stare, as if I were one of the girls getting fucked in the classroom.

"Try again." I looked at her paper, searching for a name, something to call this brunette minx. But there was nothing that told her identity. "Do I know you from somewhere?"

Her manicured hand flipped her shiny hair over her shoulder. "I might have seen you around. Like in the hallway last week." She winked again.

My breath caught in my throat.

She was the brunette girl who had been leaning over me, checking if I was okay, after my encounter with Stacey!

But... how did she remember that, now that we were in the freeuse world?

All of these thoughts evaporated from my mind when Alisha leaned forward, her tits pumping my cock. Her posture let me see her large, dark ass, and the waistband of her jeans gaped so I could see the naughty little thong that she was wearing.

Even more of a distraction, I saw that the professor was now naked at the front of the classroom.

Needless to say, she was failing to lecture effectively. The frat guy had merely taken his cock out of his pants, and he was rutting into her with animalistic fervor, concentrated only on his own pleasure.

Not to say that Professor Jones wasn't achieving any gratification of her own, if her low and constant moans were anything to go by. She was bent forward, still facing us, and her mic was on the ground in front of her. Every startled noise of wicked pleasure that she made, it all carried through the sound system.

Her large, oversized tits swung back and forth, flopping in rhythm with the guy's thrusts.

My cock twitched within the confines of Alisha's breasts, practically disappearing into the wet mounds of titflesh, and I let out a moan of my own.

Ignoring the brunette next to me, I decided I absolutely needed to take advantage of this situation while I could. Just like last time with Stacey, it was up to me to move this sensual encounter to the next level.

I tapped Alisha on the shoulder and she looked up at me with large, blank eyes, zoned out from all of the commotion in the room.

Maybe it was pleasant to have no thoughts inside her head except how best to serve men. Either way, I had a sexy idea in my head, and I hoped that she'd be willing to go along with it.

"You have a fantastic ass," I said. "You know, I'd love to fuck it."

Alisha took her hands off her breasts, which jiggled on my cock and thighs. She wiped her mouth. "All right, no problem."

She crawled out from between my legs and started to strip methodically.

"Hold on," I said, and then told her how I wanted her to get undressed.

She nodded considerately and then turned around, her jean-clad ass facing me. Slowly, just as I'd asked, she bent over, performing in my own personal strip show.

Her jeans began to slide down her voluptuous thighs. Her ass began to come into view, a wondrous sight. The top was full and round, a lovely shape, and as she inched her jeans down torturously slowly, the bottom half came into view, rounding out into a perfect heart shape.

The only pesky thing was her lime green thong getting in the way.

But that, too, was luxuriously brought down her legs.

What it revealed was a pretty pink pussy, neatly revealed at the angle she was bending over, and framed by dark, smooth skin.

But what caught my attention the most was the tiny wink of her brown asshole, the cherry on the top of a magnificent, sexy package.

It was one of the most erotic things I'd ever seen in my life.

"Nice ass," the brunette girl next to me said. The Latino guy had moved his attentions onto her now, and he was groping her tits.

She was biting her lip, like she was enjoying her breasts being manhandled.

I ignored her and got up from my chair. Alisha was already positioning herself, bending over the small, cramped desk I'd been typing at my laptop on.

Her body was primed for the ultimate pounding.

I was ready for this. I had needed to satisfy my urges to claim bimbo women for ages. My hard cock was wet from precum and Alisha's own saliva.

Just as slowly as she'd stripped for me, I put the tip of my cock to her small asshole and pushed forward. I wasn't inconsiderate; I wanted to make it as enjoyable for her as possible.

Anal. It was something that I'd watched porn stars do many, many times, and I'd done some research of my own, preparing for the day when a girl would let me into her prized backdoor.

That day had finally come. At first it seemed like my cock wouldn't make it inside the tight hole. Her massive ass cheeks enveloped my cock, so I pulled them apart with hands to monitor my progress.

With those delicious, dark cheeks pulled apart, I could see that it was going in. I could feel
 it too, the almost painful squeeze on my cock as her ridged walls started to let me in.

It was an incredible tease.

I held my breath and put a tad more force into my thrust, giving it a push.

It turned out to be just the push that I needed. My cock slid in faster, her ass clenching and unclenching on me, and more and more of my cock disappeared between the fat cheeks of her ass.

Stacey had been the first taste, and Alisha was going to be my second addition to my trophy case of hot, porny women that I'd fucked.

Alisha let out a dumb giggle when I slid home. My thick cock was all sheathed inside her ass, finally.

I pulled out just a little, so I could see my pale cock coming out of her dark ass, and really started fucking her, grabbing her wide, toned hips for extra leverage.

I could smell sex in the air. The majority of male students in the room were fucking the girls now, all combinations of sexual depravity.

I saw a hot double blowjob happening a little to my left, some marching band members that I never would have guessed had that kind of sexual ferocity in them.

When I glanced at the teacher, checking on her progress, I saw that she was still taking the frat boy, but another guy, probably from the same frat judging by the letters on his baseball cap, had joined them for some double penetration action.

They were too far away to see whether they were one in her ass, one in her pussy, or if they were both in her slutty pussy.

It was a testament to how hot Alisha was that I found my full attention torn back to her thick ass on my next thrust.

Uncontrollably, my hand pushed on the small of her back, forcing the fat bubble of her ass to stick out even more.

She eagerly leaned into my touch, with little, breathy noises escaping her mouth.

"You like my big cock in your ass?" I said.

“Um, yeah," she said, clearly trying to keep control but failing. "You're bigger than a lot of the guys that take my ass every day, and it feels so good when you’re pounding me."

"Good slut," I said, grinning at her response. Formerly quiet, her unleashed, uninhibited personality was super horny.

And all it took was a good, hard anal fucking.

After a few minutes, her horny attitude kicked into overdrive.

"Please don't stop fucking me... Keep fucking my big ass! Thank you for choosing to use me! Ahh!"

She cried out when the palm of my hand slammed down on her ass. Her big, fat ass rippled pleasingly, and I felt my arousal growing even hotter, burning to the surface of my skin.

"Dirty bimbo," I said. "Your fat bimbo ass, teasing me... Teasing all us college guys for so long..."

I had no idea what I was saying, but telling her exactly what I thought of her slutty, bimbo body was making me feel even more turned on.

Alisha accepted everything that I threw at her, verbally and physically, as if it was all normal, everyday behavior. In fact, it seemed like guys used her multiple times a day, so of course it made sense that she was used to taking cock like a true professional.

I had something for her, too, to reward her for being such a good girl.

I reached under her body with an unpracticed hand and thumbed her clit.

Her reaction was instantaneous and gratifying. She squealed in a high-pitched tone that told me how good it felt when I did that.

Feeling like a sex god, I continued to pound her thick ass. Her anus was swallowing my cock like a hungry, sucking mouth, and I was fingering her clit at the same time.

I felt her body building to a crescendo, in tune with mine. The rest of the world was blacked out from my mind, nothing compared to the two of us in perfect sync. Her bimbo body was mine to use, her pleasure mine to control.

Her aroused moans grew to a fever point, and I used my control mercifully.

"Come," I told her, pressing down hard on her clit at the same time I gave a particularly vicious thrust into her ass.

Alisha screamed with ecstasy, her neck arching back and her whole body seizing up. She came hard, without grace, the hottest thing I'd ever seen.

Her tight anal passage tightened to a stranglehold around my cock, and I knew I was about to follow her over the edge of the cliff.

I thrust fully into her ass, grabbing the dark flesh of her ass as she started to come down from her orgasm, and started churning my sperm into her tight, lewd cavern.

It felt like I was cumming for an eternity in her slutty bimbo ass.

Her hot little ass tried to milk me; she was making short, aborted movements to maximize my pleasure, just like a good freeuse girl.

I was breathing like I'd just run a marathon when I finally withdrew from her ass, my cock emerging palely from the expanses and folds of her creamy, chocolate-colored skin.

Alisha seemed winded too, but she didn't get to rest for long. Another guy came up to her while she was still bent over, his cock dangling out of his pants, and without saying a word to either of us he had thrust inside her well-lubed passage again.

I moved out of the way accommodatingly, not caring what happened to Alisha now that I'd used her.

But while my feet tried to avoid stepping on anyone else's, I discovered that I'd accidentally elbowed someone.

"I'm sorry," the brunette girl with glasses said, because of course I'd bumped into her.

Her tone was either entirely sincere or utterly sarcastic. It was hard to tell which one it was, though.

Even more weirdly, she was getting fucked by the Latino guy, but it seemed like she lacked the exact obedience and receptiveness of all the other girls in the room.

She didn't seem like Stacey, or Alisha, who had blankly agreed to whatever sexual act I wanted from them. For them, female pleasure was an afterthought, while male pleasure was the essential, main event.

The brunette seemed to actively enjoy getting fucked, even though the guy doing it definitely wasn't trying to make it that great for her.

Her big, bimbo tits probably were fake, because they were barely moving while he fucked her, but that pretty much made her even hotter to me.

But fake tits didn't explain anything else about her strange behavior. So with my mind more sharp now that I'd already cum, I cleared my throat.

Before I could say anything, the brunette was already speaking.

"You've got questions?" She smiled, an innocent, angelic mask. "Once he finishes fucking me, I'll give you some answers..."
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I was panting from the hard orgasm I'd just unloaded into Alisha's round, black ass. Her tight passage was now lined with my hot cum.

But in my immediate post-orgasm clarity, I was distracted by something else: the strange way that the hot brunette bimbo right next to me had been acting.

Strange, that is, when compared to the other sexy co-ed girls in the classroom, who were all getting freely used by all the guys in our college classroom.

In fact, it was hard to believe that the brunette was capable of coherent thought at all, when right now her slutty, bimbo body was getting reamed by a strong, Latino athlete, another classmate of ours.

Maybe I had imagined the whole thing?

The brunette girl cried out with loud moans of pleasure as our classmate fucked her from behind. Her large, heavy tits swung back and forth in her bra.

"You like my tight pussy?" She asked him, clearly trying to coax his orgasm out of him. Her calculating expression was an odd look compared to the blank, willing expressions the other horny college girls wore.

The guy let out a huge groan and his harsh thrusts into her stuttered. Her strategy had worked! He was cumming deep inside her wet pussy.

I felt my cock twitch with interest, even though I had just cum moments earlier.

The brunette wiped drool off her mouth, a sign of how much she'd lost herself to pleasure while getting fucked.

She smiled sweetly at me, and I felt the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. I couldn't tell whether I was getting aroused, or only feeling a supernatural sense of foreboding.

"Want to come with me and learn more, Kevin?" She said. Her hair was messed up from the way the Latino guy had been pulling on it.

He was stepping away now, having sated himself on her voluptuous curves.

"Sure," I said. "Wait... I never told you my name."

She finished tucking her clothes back into place and smiled at me again.

"I'm Sarah. Now you know mine."

It was an oddly plain name for a girl who looked like a top-rate porn escort, with a college flavor.

Her pink top encased her huge, bimbo tits again, cropped to reveal a tight stomach. Her lips were painted a whorish pink, like they were ready for a brutal mouth-fucking.

I pulled my own clothes back into place, barely noticing that Alisha had already gone back to her seat only for another guy to slide into her tight backdoor hole, one that only a nineteen-year-old could possess.

The big titted professor had gone back to her lecture on applied math, but topless for good now.

As I followed Sarah out of the classroom, no one taking any notice of us, I contemplated the pleasurable, strange alternate world I'd found myself in.

It should have freaked me out how easily my mind had adapted to the freeuse universe, crawling around the idea and making myself a home there.

Don't get me wrong, I loved it, all of it. How men could just ask women for sex at any point in any time, and girls would eagerly bend over, all of their tight little holes available for use.

It seemed like all types of girls were getting used equally back in the classroom too: big tits, small tits, pretty, average, athletic... the list went on and on.

Personally, I just favored the bimbo type, and Sarah utterly fit the look.

We had left the building now and were entering one of the fancier dormitories, one that belonged mostly to upperclassmen. It was an old brick building, similar to most of our campus.

My heart thrummed with anticipation.

Sarah was humming a little tune to herself mindlessly. We'd gotten stopped once on the way over by a guy who wanted to cum on Sarah's slutty, gorgeous face, pushing her to her knees while she grinned.

She'd stuck out her tongue like a practiced whore to take the facial, moaning to add to the random guy's experience.

He didn't thank her afterwards, just zipped up his jeans and walked away.

So by the time we got to the dormitory, Sarah leading the way, I was half-hard again. Her cute ass swaying in her jeans had me raring to go again.

But not until I got some answers.

Sarah brought me up the stairs to a double room, which was decorated in garish shades of pink and blue.

"Welcome!" She said, lounging on one of the beds. "Make yourself at home. This is where my roommate and I live. We're both seniors."

She patted the seat next to her and I sat down without thinking.

I was busy staring at the walls in shock, because they were covered in pornographic images.

Blowjobs, anal, creampies, facials, BDSM, all the different categories you could think of, there were girls and guys doing all of it, blown up into extremely erotic photos on the wall. I recognized a couple porn actresses that were regulars in my own masturbatory fantasies.

There were girls of all different shapes and sizes, and I noticed there was a fair amount of sexy girl-on-girl action too.

"Hang on," I said. "Is that you?" I pointed at one image on the wall. It looked like Sarah and a hot Asian girl were making out around a guy's big, thick cock.

Sarah said gleefully, "Yeah, totally! My friend is a photographer, so he did that one for me as, like, a huge favor."

"So..." I willed my erection to subside, not wanting to be too distracted.

"I bet you're wondering how this super fantastic world happened to you."

I shrugged, but in my mind I was thinking Yeah, more than anything.


Sarah smiled at me, sticking her chest out. My eyes were mesmerized by the sexy curves of her breasts beneath her pink top. "Sorry, but I don't know."

"Huh?"

Sarah stood up, her tits almost brushing my face. "I think it's like I got a wish from a genie, except there was no genie, like, ever... Instead I just woke up one day and found out that all my fantasies had come true!

"I love being submissive during sex, and watching porn, and actually there's nothing I love more than watching other sexy girls getting fucked, too! I love girls! So one day I just got up in the morning and the whole world had lost its silly inhibitions..."

Sarah was taking my cock out of my pants now as she kept talking, masterfully stroking my big dick to full hardness. She continued speaking with a coquettish look.

"And guys were finally taking me like I wanted, using my hot little body to satisfy themselves. It's funny, that gets me off more than anything, you know. And yeah, I can go back and forth between worlds, like when I fall asleep and stuff, but I keep spending more and more time here.

"But then I wanted to try an experiment. What if I could bring a regular guy into this world too, and we could both enjoy the fruits of its pleasures? I spent days looking for the perfect one, who always longed to make sexy girls into his personal sluts."

She giggled, now stroking me with a vengeance, forcing pre-cum to the tip of my cock. It felt amazing, her soft hands with those fake, acrylic nails, a garish color.

"On the other hand, you know, what guy doesn't want that? So I just went for you in the end. I concentrated all my mind on you when I saw you fall that day near that big titted blonde bimbo. What a bitch! It was so sexy watching you fuck her."

"You were there?" I panted.

"Yeah, me and my roommate, Shelley. She's super into that kind of sexy stuff. But anyways, I was shocked that it worked! But I wanted to make sure you were okay, so we came by afterwards. Hey, I think she's coming up to the room now."

My cock was stiff as a pole in her hands, hot and aching in her grasp. I was speechless.

"You got started without me," said a high-pitched voice from the doorway.

I looked up and bit my lip, because the girl standing there was a prime specimen of bimbo with a particular flavor that I didn't see very often: the naughty Asian bimbo.

Her tits were big and pushed up in her short red mini-dress that looked more suited for a club than a college dorm room, and her dark black hair trailed down her back, straight as a board.

Her legs were thin and muscled, a gorgeous, unique color. And her deep brown eyes were framed by sexy, teased eyelashes, made up heavily, just like the rest of her bimbo face.

I couldn't decide who was hotter: Sarah or Shelley! But my cock liked the attention of two girls just fine, swelling in Sarah's grasp.

Sarah shifted on the floor, making room for Shelley to come sit next to her. They knelt together like they wanted nothing more than to be seated on the floor just like this, waiting for my cock to favor them.

Shelley's gorgeous almond eyes looked up at me, flirting wordlessly.

"Can I fuck your faces?" I asked.

Shelley bit her lip, looking entirely too innocent for the slutty position she was in right now, her big tits towering over the fabric of her dress. "You don't even need to ask," she said in a sultry tone.

I didn't need any more encouragement.

This whole exercise in the freeuse world had taught me nothing if not to seize each moment as it came, so with a clear, open mind I grabbed my throbbing cock by the base and plunged it between Shelley's hot, bee-stung lips.

I was thrilled by her reaction, my heart pumping fast in my chest.

She immediately gulped my cock down her mouth, opening the back of her throat like a practiced whore to take me deep, deep inside. It felt warm and tight like a nice pussy engulfing my cock.

It was an amazing sensation. The only thing that made it better was Sarah cheering her on, or, actually, grabbing the long black strands of Shelley's perfect, sexy hair and using it to push her down further on my cock.

Was it too much for her to handle?

Hardly. They seemed used to working as a duo. Sarah seemed to know exactly when to apply pressure to the back of Shelley's head and when to back off.

I felt heady and aroused out of my mind right now, just watching as these two beautiful bimbos worked together to make this blowjob as hot an experience as possible for me.

After a while, I wanted a change from the admittedly skilled deepthroating I was receiving, so I pulled myself out of her mouth fully.

Struck by a naughty, dirty idea, I held my hard dick and started to slap Shelley on the face with it.

With every slap of my cock on her face, there was a wet, nasty sound from the lubed spit that coated my cock.

It made my arousal kick into higher gear when I began to alternate between Shelley's slutty, Asian face and Sarah's, who had her tongue stuck out, just begging for it.

When I hit my cock on Sarah's pink tongue, then back to Shelley's plump, oversized pink lips, it was one of the most pleasurable things I'd ever felt in my life. I almost started to cum right then, but barely held myself back.

After I finished satisfying my inner dom with the cockslapping, they started to make out around the tip of my cock.

Their tongues were intertwining around my cock like a pair of hardcore porn stars.

And the noises they made were so overwhelmingly sexy. They moaned and grabbed at each other clothes, tits wobbling in their tight bimbo clothing, asses tilting up like they wanted to get spanked.

I could smell both of their perfumes combined in the air along with the scent of pure lust, which emanated from all of our bodies.

They licked me up and down, their eyes half-shut and begging for more.

With a sudden jolt, another particular spike in my arousal, I realized that they were each rubbing their pussies, too.

Shelley's tight red minidress had ridden up to show that she wasn't wearing any panties, just like a good free-to-use slut. Her hand made sexy, slick noises on her cunt.

I couldn't see it well from this angle, but I was betting that she was tight like a vice.

Sarah, too, had a hand down her jean shorts, her soft fingertips working herself frantically.

"Oh yeah, touch yourselves, you fucking bimbos," I said, gratified beyond belief when they both moaned and squealed at hearing my words. "Dirty sluts, keep working for my cum!"

My breath was almost squeezed out of my lungs when they both started to lick and suck at me with renewed fervor, their soft tongues and pretty faces and whorish attitudes all culminating in a world-class blowjob experience.

I knew I was going to cum soon, and I knew it was far from the last time I was going to cum for these two! After this, I was going to use all their sexy holes.

This was just to take the edge off.

And it did. With a strangled groan, I started cumming into the bimbo's mouth whose lips were currently fixed around the head of my cock, which happened to be Shelley. Sarah continued to work the base and shaft of my cock while I came, milking it all out of me.

Like a proper porny girl, Shelley opened her mouth when I was done, showing me and Sarah all the milky white cum she'd collected on her tongue and palate.

Sarah let out a high-pitched moan and her hand worked faster in her jean shorts. She grabbed Shelley and they started making out, swapping my cum between their mouths until it was all gone.

My cock barely faltered in its intensity; at least, after a couple minutes of watching their lesbian exhibitionism, I was ready to go again.

Sensing my needs, the girls got up on the bed and started to strip down, revealing their sexy bodies. They bent over on the bed, presenting their pretty little holes for my enjoyment.

Once naked, I couldn't help but compare the two slutty girls.

Sarah was more tanned, and she was taller, so her big tits seemed to spill forward on her frame. Her legs were long and toned like an athlete, but her ass was really what caught my attention.

For a skinny girl, it was massive!

The ultimate apple bottom shape: it was uplifted as if she was wearing layers of spandex or shapewear, except that she was clad in nothing.

In comparison, Shelley's huge bimbo breasts were the main attraction on her tight Asian body.

She had an ideal hourglass shape, rare on an Asian girl, and her tiny waist looked perfect to grab onto. Her face had a lot of makeup on it, solidifying her status as a hot, formerly untouchable bimbo.

Her long, silky black hair falling down her back also looked like a great addition to doggy style sex when it was pulled.

They were both cleanly shaven.

What's more, bent over I could clearly see both their pussies now. They were perfectly shaped and colored, Sarah a little more wet and dripping than Shelley was, but both of them were clearly primed and raring to go.

Acting on instinct again, I spanked Sarah's ass, watching it jiggle. It was like her ass was begging for me to come inside.

But I had other plans. I seized Shelley's perfect waist, watching her face twist into a happy mask of anticipation, and rammed my large cock all the way inside her.

She screamed out so loudly the whole college dormitory almost heard her.

It was a noise of pure pleasure, her face immediately joyful, like she was finally getting used the way she always wanted to, no, needed
 to get fucked.

I had never felt more alive, more powerful.

Her pussy was as tight as it looked; no, tighter. She squeezed me like an iron vice lined with velvet, an amazingly hot sensation on my hard, leaking dick.

I thrust into her dripping cunt like there was no other place in the world I wanted to be. Sarah urged us on with vulgar words, occasionally slapping her Asian roommate's nice, big ass as encouragement.

Shelley put her face on the bed so she could move her hands back to her ass, spreading her pussy.

"Fuck her little Asian pussy," Sarah told me with a wicked grin.

I heaved another breath and made my next thrust a hard one.

Shelley could barely formulate words. She was getting fucked stupid, although she kept making continual appreciative, kittenish noises.

Her roommate seemed to be getting a little impatient, rubbing her own slutty cunt with her hand, those hot pink nails of hers standing out like a bruise when she moved her fingers up and down, slipping them over her clit.

It was wet from her own pussy juices.

Sarah eventually leaned down of the bed to kiss her sexy roommate. The two girls made out, immediately making my blood runner hotter than it already was.

I couldn't believe how hot these two girls were!

They were just letting me do anything I wanted to their bodies, while begging for it.

They truly got off on being used like nothing more than my own fucktoys.

I wondered if they liked it just as much with another guy. Maybe men were interchangeable in their little minds.

Maybe anyone who gave them a good enough, big enough cock down their throat, or pussy, or ass seemed the same to them.

Strangely, that thought didn't bother me.

If anything, I was even more turned on by thinking about any random guy coming up to these two and fucking them. They would give the porn star treatment to any anonymous man who approached them.

As long as he had a cock, it wouldn't matter if he was old or young, ugly or handsome, overweight or athletic or a scrawny nerd like me.

This was the college free-use world that Sarah had graciously brought me into by chance, and I was nothing if not grateful.

So grateful that I was going to fuck her next.

I used Shelley's good little cunt for another couple minutes before deciding I wanted a change of scenery.

I slapped her sexy, thick ass and withdrew from Shelley's Asian pussy.

Sarah must have thought that I was going to fuck her in doggy, just like her roommate, but I had other plans for her.

I got on the bed myself, fully stripping my shirt and other clothes off this time, and laid on my back with my hands behind my head. I felt cocky as any star college athlete or fraternity bro.

"I want you to sit on my cock and ride me with everything your slutty body's got, Sarah."

Sarah's pretty eyes lit up with a renewed fire. "Yes, Kevin!" She started to swing her leg over on me, facing me, but I stopped her with a wordless gesture.

"Turn around," I told her, speaking in a derisive tone as if she was stupid.

"Of course!" She gasped, blushing a hot pink in her embarrassment of her misstep.

I wasn't done with her yet.

Right when she was about to lower her shaved cunt down onto my big, hard cock, I stopped her yet again, landing a stinging spank on her ass cheek with my hand.

Shelley, who had positioned herself lying next to me with a great view of the action, laughed, her almond eyes blinking with mirth.

"Not that hole," I reprimanded Sarah again.

She looked at me with bright eyes, like she was finally satisfied with the rough treatment she was getting from me.

"My ass?" She gasped, pretending to be shocked.

"That's right, slut!"

With that instruction, Sarah obediently started to feed my cock into her sexy backdoor hole, holding the base of my cock as she balanced on her knees.

My cock started to slip inside her little by little, a beautiful tight clenching feeling as she lowered herself, knowing exactly what to do. Clearly, she was practiced in the mystical art of anal.

Her ass was marvelous.

Soft and jiggly, with a layer of fat over the clearly toned gluteal muscles, I watched as my dick seemed to disappear into the mountain of hot flesh.

Her waist in comparison was small and perfect for gripping when she started to ride me at last.

It felt like the smoothest suction I'd ever experienced when she started lifting herself, all of her own accord, and then lowering her sexy ass back down.

She leaned forward, bracing herself on her elbows, so I got the maximum visual pleasure out of her enticing ass.

Every time she lifted up, I got this fantastic, erotic view of her little, tiny hole that was somehow magically taking my huge cock all the way in, in and out, in and out.

I thrust my hips up, not that she wasn't doing a great job, but I wanted to take a more active role. I pumped upwards like I was trying to lift a weight off of my chest, my heart straining and pumping blood that all seemed to be collected in my rock hard erection.

Sarah made me so horny.

Her noises were pure arousal, high-pitched and moaning like a true porny bimbo, her mane of long brown hair floating down her back like a hot model.

I noticed that Shelley was frantically rubbing at her cunt now that she was fully undressed, her weight on the bed next to us a reminder of the hot voyeurism she was engaging in. Her Asian face was contorted with pleasure.

I hadn't forgotten about her, so I beckoned her closer and invited her in for a sweltering kiss.

Her pretty, bee-stung lips felt like pure satin against mine, puffy and warm, an acute reminder of how sexy her cunt had felt squeezing around my cock.

She was making out with me furiously, like she needed to keep her sexual arousal up to live.

Life had never been better.

I thought that I'd never want to leave this universe of total male sexual freedom. Gone were my repressed thoughts and days of jerking off silently in my dorm room, gone were the days where my fellow female classmates would never take a second look at me, let alone give me a chance to satisfy them in bed.

Now, I was the one in control, I was the one whose fantasies had all come true before me.

Miraculously, Sarah and Shelley were of the same mind as I was. They seemed to be loving our current engagement, eager to try to coax my big dick to cum as much as possible for their hot college bimbo bodies.

These hot, slutty bitches were satisfying my every wish, my deepest seated desires.

Whatever I wanted, I knew I could get from them, and they would be more than happy to provide their sexual services.

In fact, "overjoyed" would probably be a better way to describe their current attitudes.

Shelley's eyes were half-closed when I came up for air from our scorching makeout session, her pretty Asian face tilted back in bliss.

Meanwhile, Sarah was bouncing on my cock like a trampoline, enthusiastic and wanton. The dirty slap of skin on skin was an erotic musical drumbeat like no other.

It felt like the room was overheating in the best possible way, our three bodies working in counterpoint.

I hated to risk upsetting the balance in any way, but I wanted Sarah to see her hot Asian roommate's naughty behavior, so I told her to turn around and face me.

In a truly impressive maneuver, Sarah used her athletic body to turn around to face me without lifting off my cock. It felt amazing.

Now that she was facing me, I could also appreciate her big, buoyant tits. I reached out my hands to grab them, feeling their juicy weight in my hands.

They were a little hard to the touch, so I thought that she must have been telling the truth back in the classroom, and they really were partially implants.

That made her hotter to me, honestly. It was like she had wanted to use her slutty body to satisfy men so badly that she'd gotten plastic implanted into her tits to make herself even more of a female sexual paradise.

"Oh fuck, that's hot," Sarah moaned, when she saw Shelley lean over to kiss me again.

Shelley was practically begging for more attention at this point.

"Shelley, I want you to sit on my face so I can eat out your pretty Asian cunt," I told her, grinning when her face lit up like fireworks.

"Thank you!" She said, climbing to straddle my face.

Her scent was hot, womanly and cloying, and I never wanted it to leave my mind.

I started by licking delicately at her lips, pressing my lips to her inner thighs. Just teasing for now, inviting my brain to relax and fully appreciate all of the sexy, wonderful sensations of going down on a slutty Asian bimbo.

She was trembling just a tad, with anticipation and arousal. Her slutty little pussy was wet already for me, nice and lubed up from the earlier fucking she'd got and from watching me and Sarah.

I let Sarah keep doing her thing on my cock, her ass still tight, occasionally catching on the head of my big dick, while I focused in on pleasing Shelley.

I used the flat of my tongue on Shelley's inner lips.

She was completely shaven, bare, and her skin was the most gorgeous color.

Her lips were a hot, unique shade of pink, and I started to use my tongue faster on her, barely scraping the tip of my tongue over her clit, just once, a tease.

"Ooh, that feels soo good!" She exclaimed, drawing out the words with heated pleasure.

I spoke into her hot cunt, letting the vibrations wash over her. "You like that, you slut?"

She screamed, "Yes!!" when I plunged my tongue into her Asian cunt.

"That is so fucking sexy," I heard Sarah say, and her ass squeezed me just right.

I kept tongue-fucking Shelley, her cunt starting to drip with sharp arousal. She was cupping her own breasts in her hands, bouncing them up and down and thumbing at her nipples.

She was making me crazy to give her an orgasm. I loved being able to control her pleasure.

I knew if I asked, then she would dismount my face and go blow ten guys in the hallways, lucky college seniors who also got to use her nice Asian holes whenever they wanted.

Or I could tell that she'd be totally willing to engage in a gangbang, too, letting the whole male population of the dorm just take her over and over again until she was dripping in cum.

I felt her hot body starting to shake harder and harder.

"Yeah, Kevin! Eat her out," Sarah wailed, still bouncing on my cock like she had nothing else to live for.

Shelley moaned in a soft whisper, horny as hell, "Please, oh, that feels so good... Please keep going, use me like your little toy!"

Her cunt was dripping and hot, like a volcano about to erupt, but I wasn't even close to done with her.

I wet one of my fingers in her fruitful juices and slid it inside her tight hole. Her noises picked up in volume and rhythm, and I started to crook it inside her, searching for that spot that would make her see stars.

I decided to tease her a little, first.

"You like that, slut?"

She frantically said yes, her hips twitching down like she needed more inside her.

"Tell your bimbo roommate what you want." I smiled wickedly, denying her the second and third fingers that her naughty Asian body craved.

Shelley sounded like she'd been holding her breath when she finally spoke, her luscious cunt wet around my fingers, starting to drench my hand.

"Sarah, he's so good! I'm all his to use, whatever he wants to give me is what I'll take, I'm just his to serve. Just like you, mmm!"

Her voice pitched upwards into a squeal when I finally allowed more fingers to slide into her.

My tongue worked around her entrance, too, making her contract so fucking tight around my knuckles, buried deep inside her.

I thought it was about time that I wanted her to cum, Sarah's teasing moves on my cock making me feel close as well. But I didn't want to cum in Sarah's admittedly amazing ass; no, I had other plans for how I was going to enjoy my next orgasm with these bimbos.

My tongue sped up rapidly and focused more on her clit, as I continued to pump my fingers inside Shelley. I felt totally immersed in the hot, exotic scent of her, ready to tell her body what to do.

Her tight little shaved cunt was so sexy, it almost made me blow when she started to cum. She started to shake and moan and clench so, so hard on my fingers, and her breathing and heartbeat sped like a runaway freight train.

It was incredibly sexy, and I felt my cock twitch inside Sarah's bimbo asshole, almost tipping me over the edge.

But not quite. I waited for Shelley to come down from her magnificent orgasm, and then I told her to dismount and make out with Sarah again.

Now that Shelley wasn't straddling my face, I could concentrate fully on Sarah's equally, if not more arousing services.

Her big plastic bimbo tits were bouncing heavily, barely moving with their perfect spherical weight as she rode me like her life depended on it.

That expanse of her long, shiny brown hair was pushed back from her face, revealing an expression of pure female ecstasy.

I loved this world I was in. Sarah was probably one of the most sexually satisfied people alive, and so was I.

I didn't care anymore about how I'd gotten here, or Sarah's miraculous story. So she'd probably picked me at random out of a crowd, a random nerd who happened to have a moment of uncoordination at the right time-- as long as I was fucking these two bimbos now, whatever circumstances of fate that had led me here were more than fine in my book.

Maybe we could even bring more of our college classmates into this alternate freeuse universe.

I didn't have time to think about that much longer, because Sarah's hot, slutty asshole was gripping my cock so tightly, and she was working my cock just right.

Her nice smooth pussy was dripping on me, and I told her to finger herself in her cunt while she rode me.

She eagerly obeyed, utterly in tune with my every wish and desire as a man.

Sarah and Shelley kept making out, eroticizing their kissing for my benefit.

Their hot, lipsticked mouths twisted around each other, and their tongues intertwined with an exhibitionist slant.

They performed for me like I was the camera of a porn scene, their slutty, puffy lips all over each other, enthusiastic and lusty.

Suddenly, I knew I had to cum soon.

Sarah had already cum multiple times just riding my cock with her luscious ass, and I quickly grabbed her trim waist and pushed her off, forcing her smooth shoulders to the ground.

She knew immediately what I wanted, as did Shelley. But I figured it wouldn't hurt to give some more orders, just for the gratifying heck of it.

"Fuck, you bimbos need to suck my cock until I cum all over your hot faces!" I panted, breathless and incredibly horny.

They obliged with winks and giggles, their faces expectant and wanton.

Those gorgeous, bee-stung lips started to eagerly work my cock like professionals, slurping and groaning as they took turns throating my hard, large shaft.

Sarah took one side of my cock, and Shelley took the other, and they used their combined mouths almost like a vacuum, sucking up and down and licking in this insanely sexy visual picture.

They were such nasty bimbos, and I couldn't even believe they were bothering with college when porn was definitely a lucrative future for them, but I wasn't complaining!

My cock felt like it was hard as a rock, and my mind was entirely concentrated on how slutty and hot these whores looked, slurping on my shaft like I owned them.

Their mouths came together at the head of my cock, kissing each other and I knew that I had to cum.

"Ohh, stick out your tongues, you sexy bitches!"

I felt a rush of adrenaline when they happily obeyed. As soon as I saw their sexy pink tongues sticking out of those hot mouths, making their faces picture-perfect for a man's cum, I was ready to blow.

I held my cock, stroking just once, twice, three times and then I was cumming like a rocket, shooting my big load first at Sarah's naughty face, all over her glasses and forehead, and then switching to aim at Shelley, my cum landing on her cheeks and nose and chin, as her hot, Asian bimbo face looked up at me and begged for more.

I groaned and shot my last ropes of creamy white cum on Sarah's face.

Heart pounding, I looked at the hot mess that I'd made of their faces.

Back in the "normal" world, I knew that most college girls didn't like facials, but they'd always been something that turned me on beyond belief.

Sarah and Shelley were utterly different. They were already making out again, overjoyed to lick my cum from their covered faces, then swap it between their mouths until it was all gone.

Their faces weren't quite clear even after they slowed their frantic kissing, and I relished the thought of them going to the dining hall or their classrooms still wearing traces of my cum.

There was a harsh knock on the door, and my head whipped around to look as someone turned the knob and came in.

An unassuming Asian guy stepped forward, wearing a hoodie and jeans. "Hey, Shelley?" He said. "My roommate and I wanted to know if you were still down for some DP action tonight."

Shelley scrambled to her feet, completely naked. "Oh, totally, yeah! This guy here was using me, sorry I'm late."

"Don't worry about it," he said casually, leading her away by the hand and through the door, down the hallway for likely some more hot free-use action.

That left Sarah and me alone again.

My cock was still out, and her sexy bimbo body was naked, as well.

"So, uh," I said. "How do I get back? I mean, I've got studying to do sometime, or I'll fail out of this school before I fuck all the bimbos like you."

Sarah shrugged. Her nipples were stiff. "Just think about it, like, really hard, or lie down and go to sleep. Same for coming back."

I nodded. "Thanks. You're a pretty good fuck." I started to pull on my pants again, and reach for my shirt.

"You're welcome." Sarah beamed. "Is there anything else you'd like to do with me before you go? Use my tits this time, or another turn at my mouth or ass? Or my pussy?"

My cock was already stirring again.

I grinned and leaned back on the bed again.

"Why not? I'd like to explore all my options..."
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My blonde-haired, pale wife was leaning forward on her knees, gagging as she tried to take down my thick, black cock into her tiny, willing throat.

Her pink lips stretched widely around the huge, dark girth. She moaned with pleasure when I fisted my large, black hand in her hair and started pumping my hips into her face, trying to shoe as much of my cock into that wet hole as possible.

This was how she greeted me every day when I got home from work now. She had willingly become my own personal freeuse slut, available at all times to fulfill any and all of my heart’s - or instead, my cock’s - desires.

I groaned when my blonde wife applied intense suction to my cock, looking at the pretty picture she made. Her huge, bee-stung lips, those lust-filled blue eyes, and her bare, huge tits hanging out of her top while she sucked me down like my dark meat was the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted.

When I thought back on how I ended up in this miraculous position, it seemed almost impossible. It was like I’d ended up in the middle of some sci-fi harem, a strange, paranormal alternate universe where the women in my life were there for me to use. All of them, just freeuse babes now for me to pump full of my cum.

It really all started the day that I went to the bar. Good thing I hadn’t let my wife nag me out of going that day, or things might have ended up a whole lot different.



It was a Friday the day it all began, that much I remembered. I was only on my third drink at the bar closest to my house, a convenient local shithole that my blonde wife, Allison, hated.

So of course we’d had an argument ending with her staying at home and huffing pointedly at me while I tried to get her to talk to me, but finally I just left. We’d been married for a year now, but things had started unraveling at the seams, just a little bit.

Hence, the drinking. Allison called up her bitchy, high-maintenance friends and I knocked a few back at the bar that I’d walked to, dropping in a few coins for the raffle box whenever the busty waitress came around asking for donations.

Smart strategy, having the hottest bimbo serving the drinks and collecting the money.

My phone rang. It was Allison.

I heaved a sigh, setting my head into my dark hands. I’d head home after I finished this beer. Better that than talking on the phone. She knew I hated phone calls, I always got tongue-tied and never knew what to say.

I paid my tab and was starting to leave when I heard a scratchy, amplified voice coming through the bar.

“And the winner of the raffle is -”

Dramatic pause.

“Darnell J.! Darnell, if you’re here, come up to our lovely waitress and claim your prize!”

Huh. That was me.

There were a few scattered claps throughout the bar, but mostly nobody gave a shit.

I shrugged, my muscular shoulders barely moving. Maybe I’d get a gift certificate that I could use the next time Allison and I had a fight. I started back over to the waitress, and of course it was the slutty cleavage-baring one.

I tried not to stare at her, but what else could I do? Allison and I hadn’t had sex in weeks, and I was missing that white pussy.

The waitress smiled at me and held out a bowl of folded papers. “Pick your prize!” She said cheerily.

I stuck my hand in the bowl, my fingers looking huge and dark against the white papers. I pulled one out and unfolded it.

It was black.

“Y’all playin’?” I said, my accent slipping back for a second.

The waitress peered at the paper. “That’s the most exciting one of all,” she said. Was it my imagination or was she purposefully sticking her chest out at me?

She continued, “This one is exciting because it means you can choose your prize.”

Alright, I’d play. “So what’re my options?”

She shook her head like I was slow. “You can choose. If you could have one thing right now, what would you want?”

Maybe it was the beers, maybe it was the fact that I hadn’t gotten to fuck in months, maybe it was because I hadn’t gotten head since before I was married, or maybe it was this hot waitress bitch’s huge tits - but something possessed me to say:

“Guess I’d want to get more blowjobs at home. Whenever I wanted. Or whatever, I’m not picky.”

As soon as the words left my mouth, I regretted them. But I couldn’t deny they were true. “Uh-”

The waitress just nodded her head and smiled more. “Sure, you’re a lucky guy today.”

I just shuffled my feet for a second.

“Can I have the paper back?”

I had clenched it in my hand out of nervousness, but I unfolded it back and started to give it back to her. Then, I noticed that there were words on it, when there had been none previously.

Printed on the paper were two words, bold and in all caps:

FREE USE

I passed the waitress the paper, wondering if I was seeing things, and without another word she took the paper back from my hands and slipped away.

On the walk home I thought about whether I’d ruined my chances at a free beer or two, or what it meant: Free Use, that is.

The walk home made me sober again, so I couldn’t feel the alcohol at all by the time I reached my front door.

As I walked, I’d daydreamed about my stupid wish coming true, my blonde wife getting my black cock inside her, actually taking it all for once.

Any hole would do. I was starved of sex, and it felt like I was going crazy.

Sighing, I unlocked the door and trudged inside my house.

Something was different.

I noticed it immediately, but I wasn’t sure what it was.

“Honey!”

Allison ran up to me.

Maybe it was her tone of voice, or maybe it was the fact that she’d actually put on makeup for once, something she usually only did when she went out of the house.

I noticed that the bannister was clean, too.

“Hey, girl,” I said, willing to make an effort if she was, too. “You get up to something while I was out?”

Allison nodded.

Her tits heaved and bounced while she walked us to the kitchen. I suddenly realized that she was wearing a push up bra.

Damn, those pale tits looked awesome in the sweet little sundress she was wearing.

It was tight and patterned with small flowers, and so short I swore I could almost see her panties underneath.

And since when did Allison start shaving her legs every day again?

She pulled out my chair for me at the kitchen table like a 1950s housewife - I chuckled to myself. Well, a 50s housewife, if they had been married to larger black men.

Seating us both down at the table, Allison weaved her fingers together.

“Do you want to dinner now? Or would you like a blowjob first?”

My jaw dropped.

My prim, blonde little wife was sitting across from me at the table, blinking at me casually. This was the table we sat at to eat, and she had just casually asked me if she could go down on me.

“What?” I said. “You feelin’ alright, baby?”

Allison nodded, her eyes lighting up. “Or maybe I can serve you dinner and give you oral sex at the same time? Would you like that?”

Was I in some kind of parallel universe? Was she messing with me?

My cock was already hard as soon as she asked me if I wanted a blowjob. Fuck if I hadn’t gotten head since before we were married.

You know what they say about married women: They only give head until the wedding happens, and then the sex stops forever.

Couldn’t have been more true in our case. I felt like my strong, muscular black body was going to waste in front of my wife, when all I wanted to do daily was breed her, inseminate that tight little white pussy with my big black cock.

Allison had kept telling me she wasn’t ready though, and so we’d kept using condoms.

I couldn’t help it. She was dangling live bait in front of me, and I took it.

“Sure babe,” I said. “Gimme some food, and then you’ll blow me.”

Allison nodded. Her blue eyes looked serene as she got up and took something out of the oven.

Not a minute later, I had meat, potatoes, and carrots sitting on a plate in front of me.

“What about that blowjob?” I joked. “Seriously, you didn’t have to do this. Dinner looks hot, honey…”

I trailed off because Allison was already sinking to her knees.

My cock immediately was straining my pants seeing that blonde head of hair heading downstairs.

Allison said, “Of course, you can use my mouth however you want.”

My cock thudded out of my pants, hitting Allison right in the face, smearing her little pink lipstick.

Usually she would have glared at me and maybe I wouldn’t have gotten any sex at all, but today she just giggled like a silly little bimbo and ran her fingertips across my huge, throbbing black cock.

Her hands looked so small, and my dark cock was so large and overwhelming in front of her pretty, pale face.

I groaned, “Fuck.”

Allison licked my cock once with the tip of her pink tongue, looking small and delicate against the huge monstrosity of my cock.

“Shh,” she said, the vibration tickling my shaft. “Eat your dinner, honey. My mouth is free for you to use.” 

I couldn’t believe my luck. My petite blonde wife started sucking my cock into her mouth, barely able to fit the tip of my black cock into her little mouth.

Some people would have called my wife a bimbo, and I wouldn’t have disagreed with them, at least not in private.

Allison was the perfect picture of a bimbo slut, with flowing blonde hair, huge tits and a nice tight ass. She said dumb shit frequently, but her body just didn’t quit.

That was why she needed to keep sucking my cock like a good bimbo every day for the rest of our married life.

She was out of practice. That was what she deserved for leaving my cock starved of oral sex for the last year and a half.

Free to Use.

I had a flashback to the bar all of a sudden. That paper, it had said FREE USE.
 Was this all because of the raffle I had won?

It was too late to care. My wife certainly was hot for me right now, and I was going to take full advantage of her.

Her tits bobbed up and down in that tight sundress while she sucked my cock down into her throat.

Damn. I had forgotten that Allison used to be a magnificent cocksucker.

In college, guys used to talk about what a slutty tease she was. It was like a trophy prize that I’d won once I got her to date me, and I got to use that mouth all I wanted.

I stabbed the fork into the roast fingerling potatoes on the plate in front of me.

Clean table, hot dinner, wet blowjob.

Everything I could have wanted, all in one place: My own home.

My pretty blonde bimbo wife kept licking and sucking my dark meat down while I dug into the hot, delicious dinner she’d cooked me.

I kept chewing on potatoes at the dinner table like everything was normal, while Allison just sucked my shaft like a powerful vacuum, like she couldn’t get enough of that big, black cock.

I heard a gagging noise and switched my visual focus from the plate of meat to my wife’s head under the table.

My wife was trying to take all of my cock into her throat, something she’d never been able to do.

Maybe my cock was just too big for her, too huge and aggressive. But something about that thought turned me on, and I thought I had to push my luck further.

My large, dark hand fisted the back of her head, taking a huge handful of blonde, light hair into my fist.

She’d said she was willingly mine to use, and I was going to do it.

“This ok, babe?” I said.

Allison’s mouth was full, so she mumbled “Mmmph,” and nodded her head as much as she could.

Hearing that she desperately wanted to please me, she was willing to do anything for me, I slammed my cock into her mouth. My hand in her hair was leverage for taking as much of that tight little white throat as possible.

My cock bulged in her throat. I could see it from the outside, and something inside my chest started stirring, just looking at that nice bulge at the front of her throat, looming huge and dark.

She was just mine to use -- all mine.

I started slamming my black cock down that pale throat as fast as I could, dinner all but forgotten on the table in front of me.

I thrust my hips like a maniac, seeing my wife’s pale tits jumping and bouncing in that slutty little dress she’d found somewhere.

I was remembering how hot Allison used to get me, how well our bodies fit together. She was so small, blonde and pale, and my body was muscular, athletic and dark, the perfect alpha male companion to her little snowbunny bimbo body.

With a grunt I loosed my hand in her hair slightly, allowing her to come up for breath.

When she pulled back my cock was wet, almost like I’d already been inside her pussy, it was so drenched in her spit-lube.

Her mouth was drooling, one of the hottest things I’d ever seen. Her eyes were watering but proud to be serving me, her black master.

She kept licking my cock for a little while as I filled my belly with well-cooked food, glancing out the window sometimes to see my neighbor’s house.

The neighbors were a boring couple, but the wife was hot as fuck, a built, buxom woman with tits that overflowed her fancy blouses and an ass that didn’t quit.

I hoped that she and her husband could see my tight little blonde wife sucking my black cock like she was meant to do.

My pulse racing, my wife looking up at me with wanton, slutty gazes, I couldn't take it any longer.

I had to fuck my wife.

“You need it, don’t ya?” I panted.

Allison took my cock from her mouth with a huge, slurping pop.

“Yes, I’m here for you to use whenever you want.”

“Anytime, anywhere?” I groaned.

“Yes, master,” Allison moaned. “I’m your freeuse wife, so please feel free to use me whenever you want, wherever we are!”

I couldn’t have been harder in my life, my cock feeling like it was made of dark stone.

I pulled her out from under the table and quickly pushed her over, bending her into a 90 degree angle.

Her hands quickly slipped out to brace herself.

Still fully clothed, only my cock was out of my pants, and I was eager to fuck my bimbo freeuse wife as soon as possible.

It had been months since I felt that tight pussy around my big, black cock, and I was going to savor this moment.

I basically ripped her dress from her body, and Allison just moaned and asked how she could keep pleasing my cock.

“By taking it in that little white cunt!” I roared when I shoved my cock inside her, barely pushing her panties to the side.

It was like coming home again, to where I deserved to be.

No condoms. Never again.

My cock found the deepest point inside her cunt and rammed her as hard as I could, filling up my wife’s scorching cunt with my big, black cock.

Allison’s ass bounced against me in a hot little tease when I started moving, fucking into that tight, little cunt like I owned it.

There was an animalistic side of me that wanted to own, to possess, to use.

Good thing she was now just a free use woman for me to take any time I wanted.

Her cunt was wet and ready for me as I kept fucking her in a fast, punishing rhythm.

Had her tits always been this big? I didn’t know the answer, and her pussy was too hot and tight to care.

I spanked her ass hard, like I wanted it to bruise. Bruises would look so hot on that pale white skin.

That was what she deserved for teasing me.

She’d looked so pristine and untouched on her wedding day, but now she was a slutty mess, bent over and stuck on my huge, black cock. Just a little white cockwhore for her black husband.

I saw a flash of motion out of the corner of my eye, through the window.

Was someone watching me?

Was it my neighbor, the boring, white businessman? Did he like watching me fuck my hot wife’s tight pussy, better than he’d ever get in his life?

Or was it my neighbor’s wife, the hot MILF who like to use the pool and show herself off?

I fucked my blonde wife’s bimbo pussy even harder, hoping that I had an audience.

I needed to show exactly how a black man could fuck, hard and primal and with a thick massive cock pummeling my thin wife.

“Allison, you’re my little white slut, aren’t you?” I growled in her ear, grabbing a handful of my wife’s PAWG ass.

“Yes,” she said. “I’m wetter than ever for your black cock. I love it!”

She threw all of her hips back against my cock, showing me how bad she wanted it.

I penetrated her all the way, making her take my cock like there was no other purpose for her bimbo body in the world.

She was so hot and wet and bare, that white pussy rubbing and teasing and squeezing my cock.

I had been missing out for years, using condoms with my bitch wife, and I was never going to do that again.

She needed to be bred here and now, as hard and as often as I wanted, until it finally took.

Every time my dick emerged from that tight cunt, it was covered in her wet cunt juices.

She wanted it.

My wife kept grinding her hips against me, acting like the perfect woman, the one I always wished I was married to. This was my second marriage, both of them almost sexless from the day of the wedding onwards, and this moment felt like triumph.

The neighbors were missing out. My ex-wife was missing out on my black cock.

But I’d picked the right woman after all. Allison was lusty and hot for my cock like she needed to be, just how all women should be but so rarely actually were.

“Beg for my cock,” I ordered my bimbo wife.

Allison moaned, her blonde hair moving and catching the light perfectly, setting off the light color of her skin.

“I need your big black cock in my white pussy!” She moaned, saying words that I’d always wanted her to say in the deep depths of my subconscious brain.

Wanted to see my wife acting like a slutty, big-titted bimbo on my big, black cock.

“Ya like that, white girl?”

My wife wiggled her hips backwards, trying to get my black cock further into that tight white ass.

“It’s so good, sir! This white slut loves your black cock, I’ll do anything for you, whenever you want!”

I growled and doubled my speed, if that was even possible. I slammed my hips into that cunt, going at a bruisin pace.

Her ass jiggled back and forth. I’d always thought that she had the perfect ass for a black man to take, it was so round and full of definition and muscle.

The shape made her look like the perfect fuckdoll to be bred on my cock.

Her alabaster skin provided the ultimate contrast when I started to throw my true, heavy weight into my thrusts, my black cock and skin looking so dirty and perverted against hers.

It was the ideal home scenario that I’d always dreamed of. A slutty, white bimbo wife gagging for my cock, making me dinner at the end of the day, and letting me put all of my cum inside her.

“Y’like dat cock?” I said, slurring my words unconsciously. “Get it. Ya need some black babies, don’t ya?”

Allison, my hot bimbo wife, bent over the kitchen table like a true slut, just moaned and nodded her head, almost banging it on the table.

We ate dinner off this table, and now I was taking my wife over it, food be damned.

The noise was causing the table and chairs to shake, thumping relentlessly as I pounded out this white girl with my black cock like she deserved.

Her creamy skin started reddening with orgasmic flush, and from the spankings she was getting for being naughty.

Teasing me all the time - not letting me cum inside her - refusing to give me blowjobs.

Now she was willingly letting me do whatever I wanted to her, and it was magnificent.

Her slutty tits rubbed against the kitchen table. I could see her nipples were hard, stiff peaks at the ends of those bowling ball tits that she smuggled under her cleavage shirts every single fucking day.

I hoped desperately that the neighbors could see my wife getting fucked like she deserved, that they were watching those massive tits swinging back and forth.

Massive tits deserved a massive cock.

I kept up the punishing pace until my wife started begging for me to cream her insides with my cum, a request I’d made of her hundreds of times before and she’d always denied me.

Now, she was willingly offering up that pristine white cunt to me just like a bimbo fuckdoll needed to do.

My huge, black calves and thighs strained with the effort of thrusting into her, but I couldn’t stop.

It just felt so fucking amazing to finally be inside my little snowbunny wife, shoving my cock inside her.

She could usually barely take all of me inside, and protested whenever I tried to “go too fast,” but today she wasn’t complaining at all. Instead, the opposite: she was literally begging for more.

“Teach me my lesson,” My blonde wife begged me. “Plug me with your cum, make me pregnant with your seed!”

I heaved another huge sigh and pumped into her with all the strength that my muscles had inside me.

My cock was sheathed in my bimbo wife every time that I thrust, and she was so hot and tight and willing that I knew it wouldn’t be much longer.

I was going to seed her, I could almost feel the delicious anticipation.

THe windows were open and a slight breeze wafted in, cooling the sweat that had collected over my huge, muscular body and over my thin, bimbo wife’s back.

My cock looked almost scary, it was so huge every time I withdrew only to shove it back in, all the fucking way.

“Tell me you want it,” I said. “I’m gonna cum inside you, you slut!”

Allison just arched her back even more like a true freeuse bimbo, bent over our kitchen table and stuffed full of her husband’s black cock.

Just like she deserved. 

“Yes! Cum in me, please! I need all of that hot cum inside of me, breeding that fertile white pussy!” Her eyelashes fluttered, and she stuck out those bee-stung pink lips even more. “Please, daddy!
”

With that, I couldn’t hold on any longer, pushed over the edge with her slutty display and dirty words coming out of that bimbo mouth.

I grunted and started to unload my sperm inside her, one huge spurt, followed by another, just shooting into my bimbo freeuse wife as hard as I had the strength to do.

It felt glorious, like Allison was finally fulfilling her duty as my bimbo wife, getting bred by my cum spurting out of my huge, monster black cock cumming inside her petite, creamy pussy.

That pale white skin was flushed all over her ass from spanking and her own pleasure, and I saw nothing except a fertile piece of fuckmeat as I finished unloading an insanely huge load of cum inside my wife’s breeding cunt.

Slowly, I pumped my hips, feeling all of that cum dripping and drooling around inside her, making an incredible pathway for my cock as I carefully, incrementally withdrew from my wife’s slutty pussy.

I slumped down into the chair at the kitchen table where I’d been eating dinner, setting a hand to my forehead.

What had just happened? Was it all a dream?

But when I opened my eyes, I knew that it was still a reality, no matter how strange and paranormal the things happening were.

My wife stood, still bent over our kitchen table, the one we’d bought and furnished ourselves, and I saw my cum slowly dripping out of her and hitting our kitchen floor.

She had her fingers rubbing her pussy softly, all of that alabaster skin on perfect display, even as she was still filled with her black husband’s load of cum.

As I watched, she brought her slight little fingers to her mouth and sucked my cum off of them, using her pink tongue to give kittenish licks to all of the white fluid droplets that remained.

My mind was fucking blown.

Was this all from the bar raffle? Was this what my wife wanted all along?

I watched Allison slip me a small, naughty smile as she straightened up.

A drop of cum slid down that thin, pale thigh, but she didn’t say anything about that.

Instead, she asked me, “What should I do about dinner? Should I heat it back up in the oven?”

Dumbfounded I stared at her, but managed not to stammer. “Sure, honey. That’d be great.”

She’d never looked more like a slutty bimbo than she did now, naked and walking across the kitchen with my cum inside and on her, but I wasn’t complaining.

I suddenly saw a movement out of the corner of my eye again, and this time I knew that it was definitely, unquestionably my neighbor’s hot MILF wife.

Maybe she needed some of my big, black cock in her white pussy too…

She winked at me from the doorway of their house. My cock was still out, looking huge as it lay on my thigh, but I felt it start stirring and getting hard again just looking at my neighbor’s wife’s huge, slutty bimbo tits.

She’d always ignored me before, but it seemed like some things were different in the world now, and I needed to press my luck.

“Allison?” I said.

My dumb, bimbo wife blinked her eyes at me, her bare, pale tits jiggling as she turned. “Yes?”

I grinned at her.

“Would you call up the neighbors? We’re having ‘em over for dinner tomorrow. Oh, and don’t forget to cook up something good for them, too. We gotta show ‘em what our ‘special’ hospitality looks like…”
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My thick, black cock was currently receiving star treatment, with my neighbor’s wife sucking it down into her pretty, bee-stung lips.

Her hair flowed down her shoulders and her back, almost begging me to put my dark fist into it and shove her down further - so I did.

She moaned with pleasure, taking my cock willingly as far down her throat as she could. It was a vision I’d always wanted to see, ever since I moved into this neighborhood.

She acted like such a tease all the time, and I knew that most of my male neighbors all wanted to fuck her too; but now, her bimbo body was all mine, and I was going ot make full use of it.

All thanks to the freeuse home that I now lived in.

I knew that her white husband was probably still sitting at the dining room table, making conversation with my pretty blonde wife, but part of me hoped that he could hear the naughty, incredibly loud noises of cocksucking that his wife was currently making while taking down my black meat into her tight, MILF throat.

He needed to know that his condescending attitude wasn’t appreciated. Just because my wife and I were younger than him and his slut wife, didn't mean that we were worth anything less.

Clearly, he hadn’t been fucking his wife to her satisfaction at home, because she was on her knees taking all of my cock into her pale white throat now, absolutely loving the huge, thick black meat lodged against her tonsils.

I let out a huge breath and thrust my hips forward, the contrast of our skin almost sickeningly enjoyable.

I’d been having a wild week, and to get to this point, it had taken a lot of luck. When I thought back on how everything had started, it seemed like an eternity of freeuse cocksucking and bimbo wives, but really, it had only been a week…



A week ago, I’d walked into a bar, sexually frustrated after an argument with my blonde wife, and won a lottery that granted me the prize of “Free Use Home.”

I hadn’t known what it meant until I got home later that evening and my usually frigid blonde wife decided she was going to willingly suck my black cock like a porn star for the first time since we’d gotten married and moved into our home.

I’d had her on her willing knees every morning and night since then, taking my black cock into her throat and pussy.

It was a strange thing, one day to be sexually starved of all female contact, and the next day to be pumping cum into my blonde wife without condoms every day, as many times as I wanted.

My wife, Allison, was looking sexier and sexier day by day, I noticed, too. Maybe it was just the intense amount of cum that I was pumping into her with my black body, but it seemed like her tits were swelling up to be an even heavier, sluttier bimboish size.

Her ass was incredible too, maybe from the workout of pleasing her black husband every day like a good, submissive wife.

Iehter way, I wasn’t paying as much attention to her body changes as to the amount of sex I was able to get on a daily basis, but I noticed occasionally that she’d been looking more and more like a breedable bimbo fuckdoll, and I couldn’t help but enjoy it.

She was becoming more and more of the perfect woman every day, happy to obey me inside the house that we called home.

It was only a week later that we had the neighbors over for dinner, something I’d been dying to do ever since I noticed that one of them had become a voyeur.

My wife and I loved the attention, and I wanted to see what, if anything, would come of having them over for a simple dinner.

Allison sure could cook a mean steak, and I knew that that fact, at least, would be fun to show off.

Especially when my neighbor, Logan, kept trying to rub his wealth in our faces all the time.

He was a typical middle-aged white dude, but damn if he wasn’t an insufferable prick. I had no idea how he’d landed his hot wife, whose name I always forgot.

It was something that sounded uncomfortably like a female porno name, but it slipped my mind.

What didn’t ever escape me, though, were her huge, amazing fucking tits. No doubt surgically enhanced after all these years - she had at least a decade on my wife, Allison, who was still in her twenties.

That didn’t mean that the neighbor’s wife wasn’t still sexy as fuck.

When they arrived at the door, I was pondering whether the neighbor’s wife had ever let a black cock into her tight cunt before.

I smiled with pride when my gorgeous, bimbo wife welcomed them in. Logan and his wife stepped inside.

Allison had cleaned the house and cooked an amazing dinner for all of us.

“I see your bathroom’s in the same place, but it’s a little smaller than ours,” Logan said with a haughty sniff.

His wife sighed and rolled her eyes a little. “It’s a nice place you got here.”

Allison beamed. Her tits looked hot too, bulging out of a push-up bra she’d bought especially for this occasion.

But she had nothing on the neighbor’s wife, who gave me a wink when she caught me staring at those huge tits pushed up in a light purple dress - lavender, as Allison called it when she squealed and cooed over how trendy it was, or whatever.

Logan said, “Holly, would you show them the gift that we brought?”

Right! Her name was Holly. That was appropriately slutty sounding.

Holly smiled, all of her white teeth glimmering in her large mouth, framed by some of the most cocksucking lips I’d ever seen.

From behind her back she brought out a tray of brownies.

“Oh!” Allison exclaimed. “I love brownies. Chocolate is my favorite flavor.”

Holly said, “Do you? I’m a chocolate lover myself.”

I immediately got an uncontrollable image of her on all fours, her tits swaying back and forth like pale pendulums while I pumped my black cock into her tight cnt.

Logan coughed and said, “Dinner’s ready, then?”

Allison nodded and we all sat down at the dining table as she brought out the food.

It was delicious, predictably, although Logan still found a few snide comments to insert here and there.

Luckily, Allison didn’t seem to notice, her happy, bimbo face lighting up at how well she had served me.

I couldn’t stop staring at Holly. Her top was tight and her breasts strained against her shirt. Meanwhile, she was wearing a business style skirt, tight and black, but it was way too short for any place of employment.

She had her reputation around the neighborhood as a “look but don't touch” kind of woman, and I was seeing it up close, here.

I felt annoyed at her white husband - he was just a boring, critical guy who didn’t deserve to be fucking this dimepiece of a hot MILF wife.

“Excuse me,” Holly said. “Where is your restroom, if I may ask?”

Logan said, “Are you stupid? We saw it when we came in.”

Holly’s supercilious expression didn’t waver. “Darnell, would you be so kind as to show me?”

I just nodded, confident that Allison would be able to handle our stuck-up male neighbor for the time being.

It was just a short walk to the bathroom, not too far from the dining room at all. It was a full bathroom, with a tub and shower, toilet and sink and everything. Cupboard for towels, all that good shit. Allison, of course, had designed it.

Holly walked in and said, “Thank you,” her gorgeous, cocky face glimmering with confidence.

I was about to leave when she interrupted me.

“Darnell? I still need help with something.”

Quickly, I turned back, wondering what kind of teasing game this bimbo was playing with me now.

Holly stood, bent over the bathroom counter in my own home. Her ass, clad only in that tight black skirt, showed no outline, just pure, thick booty, ripe for plundering.

She said, “My skirt zipper is stuck. Would you be a dear and help me unzip it?”

I swallowed thickly, my hands suddenly looking dark and clumsy and huge. “No problem, ma’am.”

I reached for the zipper with one large hand, the contrast against her skin looking almost perverted.

Slowly, carefully I touched the zipper, grabbed it. I began to pull it down slowly, feeling where it caught on the hem of her skirt.

I succeeded it getting it unstuck and pulled it down, down, revealing the crack of her white ass. Further, and I felt myself starting to get hard in my jeans, my black cock swelling to rub against my own zipper.

Her skirt was almost off, and I didn’t see any panties waistband yet.

“Good boy,” came her pleased, smug voice. “If you would like your reward, please take it.”

With that she stepped out of her skirt, letting it fall entirely to the floor in a dramatic gesture.

I was so mesmerized by the sight in front of me that I almost couldn’t process what she said.

She wasn’t wearing any panties.

I found myself looking right at this MILF bimbo’s pussy, eye to eye.

It was pink and wet like she’d been playing with herself.

I couldn’t believe she’d been hiding that under her skirt all through dinner, like a little fucking teasing bimbo.

Was this what her husband got to see every day? It wasn't possible. Her husband was nowhere near man enough to satisfy this cougar of a woman, her white, slutty MILF body only good for black men to pound out and use.

I swallowed again. “My reward?”

She turned her head around to face me, her face expertly made up to show off her long eyelashes, sucking lips and high cheekbones.

“Do you like what you see? Then, please feel free to use it. I’m here for you to use.”

My mind went blank with only one thought: I had to be in that free use pussy.

Was this a reflection of the raffle I’d won, again? I had no mind for that, only composed of my most primal, animal thoughts to claim the cunt in front of me before it was too late.

So in a horny gesture, I said, “Ya fucking know it, I’mma use that pussy so good, you not gonna know what hit ya.”

My body moved on animalistic instinct, my cock suddenly hard as a rod and sticking out of my jeans like a weapon.

I caged the MILF in, my hands on either side of the sink.

I couldn’t believe we were in the bathroom of my own house, so close to where my wife and this cougar’s husband were just idly chatting away.

In one movement I sheathed my cock fully in her, in one violent motion making her the property of me: the black man next door.

She cried out quietly, and I wished it had been louder.

With my wife’s new permissive attitude towards sex, I wondered if she’d even care that I was fucking another woman in the bathroom of the home we’d bought together a year earlier.

It didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except the feeling of this tight white MILF pussy hugging my black cock like a velvet glove.

It was immediately clear, much to my horny delight, that this older woman had a few tricks up her sleeve that my wife knew nothing about.

That white pussy was milking me like it needed me inside, her fat ass swaying up and down from side to side and in ways I couldn’t describe but could only feel.

The tight wetness was like nothing I’d experienced before, the motions overwhelming nasty and sensual at the same time.

Holly’s tight neighbor pussy was even hotter because it was forbidden, because it was dirty and married and slutty.

From the way she moaned I knew that her husband had never fucked her as good as I was right now, but I needed to hear it.

“Y’like that thick black cock? Yeah, you like it, ya milf slut?”

Holly moaned, and the sound echoed all around the large bathroom.

The noise traveled in here, echoing off the mirrors and the tiled shower walls, and I hoped that her pathetic white husband could hear it in the dining room.

“Yes, I love it! This white MILF needs black cock in her little pussy!”

I growled and pummeled her harder with my thick, dark cock.

“Better’n your husband’s, right bitch? Bet he can’t fuck you like this!”

SHe cried out again, bracing her hands on the sink as she continued her naughty, perverted movements on my black cock.

“He can’t even get it up anymore!” She said. “Logan’s not a man anymore, he can’t fuck his wife! That’s why I need your young, big, black cock in my white cunt!”

I gasped and felt my chest heave against her back, and my cock felt like it was bulging inside her even more, hard like steel.

“Fuck yeah,” I groaned. “Come over anytime, white girl, you can get it. Ya can get dis big black cock.”

It turned me on so fucking much that I was taking this blonde bitch while her husband sat close by, maybe with no idea what was going on, maybe with barely controlled rage that some other man, his black, younger neighbor, was fucking his wife because he couldn’t do it anymore.

I always knew deep inside that Logan was just a spineless coward, too impotent to even fuck his wife, and this confirmed my greatest desire for revenge.

No more were the neighbors unattainable or better than me, a black man, and my younger, blonde wife who lived next door.

Now, I was this woman’s place of worship.

This white MILF’s tits were heaving, bouncing up and down like crazy while I fucked into her from behind.

Like an animal, I ripped her shirt off of her body, hearing a button or two scattering, flung against the wall with little, sharp noises.

I unclasped her bra and threw that away too, letting her moving bosom go free.

Huge. Monstrous. There was no other word to describe them, but my body kept trying.

I groped her tits. Humongous. Bimbo. Tits. I’d never seen anything like them.

Those MILF tits were heavy and pale in my hands, and I squeezed them hard as fuck while I pounded away at that pussy.

She let out these hot, little high-pitched yelps when I rolled those nipples between my fingers.

I felt her nipples huge in my hands, like round pink rubbery gumdrops.

“Fuck,” I said. “Just like that, you fucking white bitch! You need dat black cock in ya pussy like nothin’ else, whore.”

Holly moaned in agreement with me.

I could see her bimbo face in the mirror, flushed and pink but still pale and wanton. Her lips were pursed like she needed to suck on something, those bee-stung lips parted as she moaned.

Her long eyelashes almost scratched the mirror, I was pounding her so close into it.

I saw her long fingernails clinging to the sink, desperately hanging on while I punished her tight, white pussy with my big, black cock.

I spanked her ass a few more times before changing positions on her, moving that fuckdoll body around like an inanimate object that I owned.

Because that was what she was - just like my wife. The words “FREE USE” danced through my head again.

I laid down on my back on the ground, needing to get that hot ass back onto my cock.

I absolutely had to get a better look, and I motioned the hot MILF bimbo to turn around and sit on my cock, reverse cowgirl style.

Now her ass was in perfect view for me.

The contrast between her white, milky skin, her ass jiggling up and down, showing the muscle she’d doubtlessly trained at the gym with her personal trainer, and my big, muscular black body was so sinful and hot.

She definitely knew exactly how to ride, too. That slutty ass was just squeezing my cock exactly right, taking me closer and closer to cumming inside that tight pussy.

I spanked her, leaving red handprints on her white ass with my large, black palms.

I felt my cock harden to the toughest black steel when I thought about how long we’d been gone. Surely her husband would know what was happening.

After all, his white MILF wife was in my
 house now, and I was going to fuck her better than her husband or any white man ever could.

Holly bounced her ass up and down, that thick MILF body looking fucking amazing reflected in all the tiles and mirrors of my recently redone bathroom.

Never had I thought I’d be fucking another woman in here, but Holly was just too much to resist.

She was constantly teasing from her yard, pushing out those massive, creamy white tits.

She looked like the perfect bait for a strong, alpha black male like I was now.

Holly’s hair fell across her back in a lustrous, brunette display, shaking and quivering along with her slutty, white body.

This neighborhood MILF was the envy of every male in the neighborhood, and now she was mine; all mine.

My black cock treated her like a living fleshlight, just a tool for me to get off with.

Her husband had to know that his wife was nothing but fuckmeat for a black man. I spanked Holly even harder, loving the crack!
 that sounded out all through the bathroom, and hopefully echoed through the hallways as well.

“Moan for me, bitch,” I said. “Tell your husband how much you love my black cock.”

I grinned when Holly started to shake and moan even more, clearly loving being a white whore for black cock.

“Logan, I love our neighbor’s big, black cock! My white cunt can’t get enough of his dark meat, better than my white husband’s pathetic, soft cock!”

She looked like the definition of a hot MILF snowbunny, those huge, fat tits heaving up and down on her mature body, her nice, thick ass bouncing up and down on my cock.

White girls needed to have a fat ass to get attention from black guys, but once they did, there was no going back.

I felt my chest heave with effort as I tried to fuck her even faster as a reward for that little speech.

I had never been more turned on in my entire life. I reached my hands out, dark as night on her pale white skin, and squeezed those big tits like a lifeline.

I was holding onto her while she did her thing, acting like a typical, college slut, not like the usually composed MILF attitude that she tried to project.

I heard a knock on the door and my heart started racing, my pulse moving through my veins.

“Honey?”

That was my wife’s voice.

“Yes, Allison?” I managed to say.

I almost wanted Holly to stop moving on my cock, but I just couldn’t say no to the feeling that she was giving me, like my own personal dick massager.

The white bimbo MILF variety, if that existed.

Allison continued, her high-pitched voice sounding relaxed. “How’s it going in there? Everything ok? Logan and I were just wondering if you were alright.”

I strained my voice, trying to not show signs that I was getting some of the best sex that I’d ever had in my life from blacking this hot MILF neighbor we had next door.

While I was in the house that my wife and I had bought together.

“Yeah, s’all fine baby.” I said. “Holly’s doing some work on me, I’ve gotten really hard and she’s helping me take care of it.”

Fuck! I had slipped up while talking.

My mind was blown when Allison just said, “That’s fine honey, I was just checking in. I’m glad that Holly’s doing some nice work on your cock, you deserve it.”

My cock started punishing Holly even harder, pushing into her MILF white pussy like I needed to cum there, as fast as possible.

My wife truly was just a freeuse bimbo now.

Just like Holly.

Cum receptacles. It seemed like as soon as they stepped into my house, in my presence, all that these two wives could do was get on their knees and suck and fuck my black cock with their teasing, white snowbunny bodies.

“Thanks Allison, we’ll finish up here soon.”

Allison said, “Of course, I just don’t want dinner to get cold! But take as much time as you need with her, and make sure that Holly does a good job as your free use woman.”

There was that phrase again, tightening my groin and making my blood boil even hotter, forcing my cock to swell even more in Holly’s hot neighbor pussy.

I needed to cum soon, and Holly was exactly the person to do it.

My wife’s footsteps echoed down the hallway, and I could tell she was going back to the dining room.

Fuck, I hoped as hard as I could that she would tell Logan what she’d overheard.

That I was fucking Logan’s wife like that boring older white man never could, I was getting all of that sweet white MILF pussy all to myself, just like I deserved.

My black hands held onto Holly’s curvy hips, pushing my cock into her inner depths as far as it would go.

I knew that I needed to breed her.

There was a part of me that I usually kept hidden away, a part of me that just wanted to fuck my wife, and Holly, and any other woman that came into my masculine, black space, and turn them out into little cock whores, desperate to leave their husbands and come and fuck me instead.

That part of me was telling me that I absolutely needed to seed Holly’s MILF pussy.

That she was fertile already, shown by the wideness of her experienced hips, the way that those tits bounced up and down and had been full of milk several times in the past.

I almost wished they were full of milk now, so I could suck that sweet cream out of those massive white tits, but it wasn’t the time.

Maybe if I truly seeded that pussy, my wish could come true someday.

So I kept fucking and pounding that tight white bimbo pussy, watching her hot, slutty face contort with pleasure as I started thrusting upwards with my true strength.

My black body was huge and powerful as I pressed my hips up into her.

I even started holding onto that curvy, white waist and pulling her down onto me, using all of my body’s strength and power, from my hips and legs to my cut abs and my shoulders and arms.

All of them dark as night against this MILF bimbo’s white body.

Finally I couldn’t take it any longer, looking at those alabaster white tits and those slutty, pursed bee-stung pink lips and her huge ass and hips, and I shoved her down with my black arms and pressed my huge black cock into her, and at last, I started to cum.

It was a relief that I’d never felt before in my life, knowing that I was seeding that pussy, deep inside that curvy, heart-shaped white MILF ass.

Her cunt took all of my cum and swallowed and wanted more. I was spurting and cumming so fucking hard into her that I almost thought I’d pass out, right there on the bathroom floor with my wife and Holly’s husband nearby.

Her white pussy clenched around me, accepting its breeding by a big, black cock.

“Yes,” Holly said. “Breed that white pussy with your black dick, I love it-”

Her voice was soft and womanly, showing her true character as a cockslut for a black man.

I finally managed to deposit the last of my seed in her, wincing with an overload of pleasure.

I was going to send her back to her husband with a load of my own cum.

Maybe Holly would tell him to eat her out later, since his cock was so pathetic and weak that all he could do was take it.

Or maybe he’d never find out that there was a strong, black bull breeding his white bimbo wife full of cum like she deserved.

Because I knew it wouldn’t be the last time - far from it.

In fact, I thought that it would be a great idea for my wife and I to start having a weekly neighbor dinner.

Holly needed to come over more often. Next time, I’d tell her to skip the bra, too, in addition to skipping those naughty panties like she had today.

Her ass squeezed me again and I lost my train of thought.

There was something that had happened to me, or to my house that was helping this whole free use effect.

My wife and Holly were acting and looking like total bimbos for my black cock, and it was the hottest fucking thing in my life.

I didn't know that this was only the tip of the iceberg that I’d touched - that in the days and weeks to come, there would be many more women who passed through the doors of my house and begging for my black cock and much more.

There was an Asian bimbo slut that I’d fuck in the next month, someone who I thought I’d never taste or touch or fuck again, and she was going to let me do things to her that she never had in the past.

And coming up even sooner, there was a hot, Latina bitch that had always been off-limits to me - and soon, she was going to be acting like a typical bimbo whore, ripe and ready for the taking.

I still didn’t understand it, but I was about to find out more, very soon…

CONTINUED NEXT IN BOOK 3



Free To Use Harem At Home:

Taking the Bimbo Maid


Part 3 of the
 FreeUse Home
 Series


Leith Freeman


Copyright 2019 Leith Freeman

All Rights Reserved


This is a work of fiction.
 All persons, places, events, and locations are products of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


All characters that appear are 20 years or older. All acts of a sexual nature are completely consensual. For adult readers only.


“Would you like to see more, sir?”

My bimbo maid housekeeper stood in front of me, stripped naked of her white cleaner’s shirt. Her humongous Hispanic tits bulged out of her lacy white bra, bigger than I could have ever imagined from watching her work for me for the past year.

My big, black cock was making a huge, intimidating tent in my pants. I needed to have her - she was a willing, freeuse bimbo for me now, and it was worth suffering through her mediocre services.

She’d never been any good at cleaning, but now she was about to clean my cock expertly, getting on her knees like a good Latina bimbo for black cock.

I had to see more. Her lips were pursed, bee-stung and pouting like a little slut.

“Take it all off, Camilla,” I growled. My fists clenched at my side, and my blood ran hot in my veins.

“Of course,” the sexy housekeeper said, and without a second of waiting she unhooked her bra expertly and tossed it to the ground.

My jaw dropped. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

I swallowed when I heard footsteps behind me, but it was just my blonde wife, Allison.

“Honey, tell the maid to make sure she cleans behind the couch this time,” my wife said, casually.

She didn’t make any comment on the fact that our Latina housekeeper was standing in front of both of us with huge, caramel tits showing off for my own personal consumption.

I swallowed and said, “Of course, I’ll have her clean the couches while I ream her out from behind with my black cock.”

Allison nodded nonchalantly and said, “Thanks, dear.” Then she left the room without further comment, probably going to the kitchen to whip up something for dinner later.

My cock got even harder at how easily Allison accepted this as simply a fact of her life, that women, no, bimbos just wanted to suck and fuck her husband’s big, black cock all the time at our house.

It was normal that the Latina housekeeper we employed was becoming a bimbo just like Allison was, and that she wanted me to use all of her willing holes in her place of work.

Camilla’s eyes were lusty and eager to please, but it paled in comparison to those massive Hispanic knockers.

Had her tits always been that big?

I wasn’t sure. My blonde wife Allison’s body had been changing, sure, probably to please me, her tits and ass swelling up over time, but…

But it didn’t matter. I was going to take the Hispanic maid housekeeper with my large, dark cock, showing her exactly what her bimbo tits and ass deserved.

Her willing, Latina body was mine now.

It never stopped surprising me. This was my reality now. Not unlike something out of a strange, science fiction setting, I had a freeuse home.

Allison, my wife, had been my bimbo for a few weeks now, not to mention my slutty MILF neighbor, Holly, but taking the Latina housekeeper was something new.

It all started when Camilla, the housekeeper, showed up for work a few hours earlier…



I answered the door when I heard the knock, knowing who it would be:

Camilla, the Latina housekeeper.

I rolled my eyes. Allison, my wife, had insisted that we spend our hard-earned money on hiring someone to clean this house every month ever since we bought the house a year ago.

Instead of getting someone actually useful, we got this pretty, but lazy Latina maid. She took forever to clean the house, and it was always still dusty in some places when she finished.

I think that Allison felt sorry for her or something, and as for me, I wasn’t about to complain about having a sexy, young thing on her knees and scrubbing the floors once a month…

Even if I wished that it cost less. It was still less than going to the strip club.

But when I pulled the door open, I was met with something unexpected.

Camilla stepped into the house, and something about her appearance seemed to change, or shift.

Maybe it was her hair, which sometimes looked dowdy or sometimes was unruly. Today, it was perfectly voluminous, big and sexy and sitting past her shoulders like she was preparing for a photoshoot.

Or maybe it was her face - had she always worn that much makeup?

Her eyes were lined with black liner, and her cheeks were caked with makeup to highlight all of the curves of her face.

Her lips were a bright, bubblegum pink.

I had to admit she looked hot, if unusual. I hadn’t seen too many sexy Latina women who went for the porn star look, closer to a bimbo than a housekeeper, but I couldn’t help but palm my cock discreetly.

Especially when I saw her tits.

Usually, Camilla wore an outfit that was practical but still fucking teasing and sexy. She usually had on tight, black yoga pants and a boring T-shirt that still managed to cling to the sensual, Hispanic curves that her body possessed.

Today, she had on a tight, black and white uniform that was closer to a cosplay or lingerie model’s outfit.

Her cleavage was almost bouncing out of the slutty top that she had on, and the back of her shirt dress was partially backless and lacy.

She pushed her tits out at me, and I could’ve sworn that they grew a little, bulging even further out of her top.

“Good morning,” she said, holding a broom in one hand and her bucket of cleaning supplies in the other.

I detected a slight accent in her voice, maybe more pronounced than usual, but it was pretty hot.

She flounced away, the material of her tight skirt clinging to a thick, well-muscled ass when she walked upstairs to the bedrooms.

I sighed and signed onto my work laptop. My boss had been on my case recently, and it fucking sucked working on the weekends, but what else could I do?

I worked for a solid half hour before being interrupted. I groaned when my wife let out an exclamation as she walked over to me. 

My wife came into the room, a scoff adorning her pretty, bimbo face.

Her lips had been swelling in her face over time, become more and more suited to dick-sucking. She was starting to look like she was always ready to give a blowjob.

“Honey,” She pouted, looked hot as hell in her skimpy shirt. “The maid is missing spots while she cleans the bedroom. Will you go and talk to her?”

I snapped my laptop closed. “What will I get for it?” I asked her, half-joking, half-not.

Allison stuck her chest out at me. “Maybe you can use these later?” She said.

That was good enough for me. Her tits had been growing too, always big but becoming even more massive in recent times.

Hell, I wasn’t complaining.

I nodded. “Of course.” And headed upstairs, where I assumed that the maid was cleaning the bedrooms.

*

When I got upstairs, I felt my blood heat up inside my veins, heading straight to my groin.

The maid, Camilla, was bending over the bed, straightening the covers.

More to the point, her skirt flipped up as she bent over at a perfect ninety degree angle, showing off a huge, sexy Latina ass. And a black thong, which exposed that fat ass like it needed to be put on display.

I felt my cock start to harden in my pants, watching this slutty display from the woman I employed.

It was in my own bedroom of my house, where I slept with my wife, but I couldn’t care less.

I lunged over the bed, immediately caging in Camilla’s body with mine.

“My wife says that you haven’t been cleaning to your best ability,” I said in a low, gravelly voice in her ear.

Camilla’s eyes fluttered.

“Master,” she said, and oh fuck
 that made my cock harden even more, but she continued, “What would you like me to do?”

I felt her body throbbing against mine, pure fuckmeat that I needed to take as soon as possible.

With a heaving sigh, I forced myself to pull off of her, knowing that she needed to keep cleaning.

Hang on… But there was no reason that I couldn’t have some fun while she did that.

So not even five minutes later, I had Camilla topless, her large, bimbo breasts hanging out of her top, while she got on her knees to wash the hardwood floors of the bedroom.

Had her tits always been that fucking big?

I wasn’t sure… But at the same time, I didn’t care whatsoever.

It was enough for me that I could see her huge, dangling breasts moving back and forth while she scrubbed the floor with the correct cleaning solution this time.

“You missed a spot,” I said. I pointed to a spot under the bed where my wife and I slept.

Obediently, Camilla moved towards the spot with ease.

This was all a change in attitude for her - not only in the freeuse sex department, where I absolutely knew this was heading, but in her care for her job, as well.

Usually, she would never have reached under the bed to clear out all the cobwebs and shine the floor, but today she pushed her tits, bare and fucking humongous, into the floor as she reached so far to get that precious spot I’d pointed out to her.

Her ass tilted up in the air while she pressed that sexy, top-heavy upper body into it, was fucking perfect to look at.

My big, black cock was dying to be touched.

“Camilla,” I said, undoing my trousers.

My huge, dark cock looked like a massive, erect rod, sticking out of my pants like a skyscraper.

Camilla looked back at me as much as she could.

“Yes, sir?” she said.

I started stroking my cock lightly, just playing with myself enough to keep control.

Camilla had no reaction to seeing my huge cock, she just acknowledged it and kept cleaning, like that was her main focus for once.

“I have something else that needs cleaning,” I said, grinning a little to myself as I found an occasion to insert a porno line.

Camilla started to stand up to come over to me, but I motioned her to stay down.

“Crawl to me,” I said, using all of the authority in my muscular, black body to show her that I meant business.

“Camilla, are you willing to clean my cock?” I said, once she reached me. “It’s up to you, but it definitely needs some maid working on it. Whether that’s you or someone else… That’s up to you.”

Camilla’s face looked surprised, but not shocked. “Of course, sir. I want to please you. Let me clean your cock,” she said.

It was fantastic how casually she said it, like she’d just agreed to clean the toilet more thoroughly or something.

With a deep sigh of relief, I awaited my prizes, as the master of my own freeuse home.

With a small hand, Camilla reached over to my cock, slowly putting her mouth over the huge, black head.

I loved watching those lips stretching around my cock as she tried to get my girthy head into that Latina maid mouth.

Her costume added to the intrigue, her tits flopping out over the top of that sexy black and white maid costume, her legs looking sexy and toned where they stuck out from her skirt.

Watching those sexy, Latina tits dangling from her top as she kept working over my cock was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen.

Her tits moved back and forth with the motion of her head.

Even with their size though, they didn’t sag at all, instead standing up big and perky.

I reached down, overcome with horniness, and started squeezing those fat Latina maid tits, hearing her moan around my thick black cock as I did so.

Not about to forget about the main attraction, I allowed myself a few, hot moments to play with those tits before making sure that her cleaning job was working for me.

I felt all of the blood in my body collecting in my big, dark cock, like I was trying to fuck her face.

I started thrusting my hips, wondering if this formerly plain woman could take it.

“Mmmmmph!” Camilla yelled, muffled by my cock.

She’d never sounded better. It turned out that she was perfectly able to take it.

Camilla’s new DSL’s had never looked better, she continued moving up and down, sucking as hard as she could. She was determined to keep going until she got a rise out of my big, black cock.

Bringing her head up again, she licked her palm and moved it over the head of my dark cock again, slipping her slutty lips over my cock as she truly started to give it her all, bobbing up and down.

Her lips pushed apart, they looked so cockhungry and swollen.

They were starting to look more and more like Allison’s, my wife’s, if I thought about it… Not to mention the sexy MILF neighbor that I’d added to my harem recently.

But I didn’t have time to think about any of the body transformations that might or might have not been happening.

Instead, I was fully focused on making sure that this maid was working hard at pleasing me, cleaning my cock better than she’d ever cleaned any floor of my household.

The look in her eyes was purely motivated to please me, and it turned me on like nothing else.

Every now and then she would narrow her eyes or close them in concentration, her entire world being my big, black cock stuck in her bimbo, Latina throat.

Her face started to look hotter and hotter to me, her eyes taking on a new, sexy character.

And was that mascara on her eyelashes, overcoated and slutty, had that always been there or was it new?

I pushed my cock to the side in her mouth, starting to fuck my maid’s cheek.

The feeling of that soft cheek lining taking my big, black cock into it, poking out of the Latina maid’s cheek, was so fucking hot, I almost couldnt stand it.

There was a knock at the door.

“Honey?”

Even though I knew better by now, and I was learning, I still flinched when I heard my wife’s voice.

I knew that she wouldn’t care that I was fucking some other slutty bimbo besides her, but my former reflexes were still in effect.

Sure enough, Allison, my blonde bimbo wife, didn’t care at all that I was currently using the maid’s mouth.

“Darnell, once she’s done in the bedroom, take her downstairs to the living room. She missed the spots behind the couch.”

Except as it pertained to cleaning, of course.

My voice huffed out in short breaths as the slutty maid in question worked my cock closer and closer to an orgasm.

“Yes, Allison, I’ll make sure that the maid slut does everything she’s hired to do.”

Allison came over to me, standing next to me.

Her eyes watched Camilla’s Latina mouth, sucking down my black cock.

Nonchalantly, Allison said, “You can probably force more of your big cock down her mouth. It looks like she can take more.”

I groaned, the casual talk making my monstrous, black cock hard as diamonds in the maid’s mouth, as my wife spoke to us.

Allison placed her hand on my shoulder and leaned on me for a second, and I almost lost it.

With her other hand, Allison nudged the maid closer and closer to taking my cock down her throat.

Seeing my wife’s small, white hand nestled in the big hair of this Latina slutty maid almost made me start cumming, but I knew that I wasn’t going to cum yet.

I couldn’t. I was afraid for a second that I’d already tipped over the edge, but after getting my cock lodged even further into Camilla’s throat, Allison left the room and it was easier to pull Camilla off my cock entirely.

“Get downstairs,” I growled. “You’re cleaning the living room next, just like my wife said.”

*

Not ten minutes later, I watched as Camilla, Latina tits hanging out of her shirt, bent over the couch, her knees on the couch cushions as she tried her best to find the spots on the window that she’d missed.

It was barely cleaned at all, because obviously this slutty maid was meant for other duties in life besides doing a shitty job washing windows.

I watched her ass moving back and forth, her black thong panties barely covering anything.

I stroked my thick, black cock while I watched her work. I couldn’t wait to defile her even further.

When she finally turned her head to look at me with those limpid, big eyes and pouty, sensual dick-sucking lips, I couldn’t resist any longer.

I walked up to her as she sprayed the window with cleaning solution, and I grabbed the waistband of her thong in my big, black hand.

My hand looked menacing and tough against the soft, thin material of her underwear.

My hand tightened around the fabric. I couldn’t believe this maid was such a slut, wearing these skimpy thongs around me.

Had she always been this brazen? Had she been coming to our house like this for months, just begging for someone to pull them down and take it?

Or had something changed inside her, with the new freeuse home that I’d acquired…

I couldn't think about that for too long. Instead I slowly, carefully started moving the thong down her legs.

The material slipped down that smooth, caramel Latina skin so softly, it was like it had never been there in the first place.

Her legs parted ever so slightly while I kept moving her thong down those thick thighs, finally hitting her knees.

Then I had to pause, my cock raging hard outside of my pants.

I could see her pussy now, with that pesky thong removed.

It looked juicy and sweet, a little wet juice glistening in her folds.

Her pussy looked perfect, like it hadn’t been used by a large, black man, ever before in her life.

That was all about to change.

I didn’t bother with removing her panties any further. They could stay trapped around her knees, a nice bow wrapping on the picture that was her slutty, Latina bimbo fuckdoll body.

It helped, I thought, that the panties also caged her in, providing a hot sight for me as I prepared to enter her sweet, tight Latina cunt.

Kneeling behind her on the couch, I started to push my big, fat black cockhead into that tight warmth.

It was so fucking hot how Camilla just kept trying to clean the window with her washcloth and her spray bottle, rubbing away as her body lay on display, free to use by her muscular, black employer.

My cock kept pushing into her.

In the window reflection, now that it was sparkling a little cleaner, I saw Camilla’s slutty face make a sharp “O” face when my cock reached the halfway point.

It turned me on like nothing else in my life, to be taking this maid up against the window. I hoped that the neighbor’s MILF wife was watching us do this, just like my wife had earlier.

It was like having a fantasy harem, all to myself.

Whatever ghostly force had created the freeuse house that I lived in, or the raffle that I’d won, the thought that I could freely take my wife, my neighbor’s wife, or our Latina bimbo maid, anytime that I wanted, was one of the most powerful thoughts of my life.

So I continued forcing my cock into the maid’s willing bimbo body, her pussy stretching and clenching to accomodate my thick black meat.

Finally, I was all the way in, balls-deep inside this Latina maid that I employed.

I started fucking her with a vengeance that I didn’t know I had inside me.

In and out, in and out, in a fucking punishing rhythm.

That was what she deserved for having such a curvy, sexy Latina body, and what she deserved for the sloppy work that she’d put in for months as me and my wife’s maid.

Now, her body was of more use to me than ever before. I plunged my cock into her like a sword, skewering her fat, Latina ass on my big, black cock.

It was the most erotic sight, to see that ass bouncing off of me.

Camilla, meanwhile, could barely keep up with her cleaning job, but she was doing her best.

It made it even hotter that even through the brutal onslaught of my thick, black cock, she was still trying to wash windows and clean the couch.

I was in the living room of my own home, so it was no surprise when my blonde wife, Allison, walked by again.

Allison made herself busy in a different part of the room, but I felt my chest tighten with a powerful feeling, knowing that she was just as free to use as the maid.

“Allison?” I said.

I knew that I was going to cum quickly, after that nice suckjob I’d gotten in the bedroom from the maid, and with the tightness of this fat ass combined with the debauchery of taking her in the living room with my wife watching.

“Come over here,” I said, once I had my wife’s attention.

Allison walked over to me calmly.

I kept thrusting my thick, black dick into the maid that we employed, loving how tight she got, how her focus was still entirely on the window she was washing.

I felt myself start to get close to cumming, and I redoubled my efforts on this maid’s fat ass.

I started spanking that fat all, slapping it with all of my strength. It left red patterns on her thick Latina ass, erotic and sexy to view.

Pumping my cock into this slut bimbo maid with all I had, I knew that I was about to cum.

Allison sat next to us on the couch, commenting, “Much better job on the window, Camilla.”

It was that casual sentence that sent me over the edge, my wife’s total acceptance of me fucking the Latina maid, like it was just the natural duty of women to serve.

I pulled my cock out from the maid and roared, “Get on your knees - both of you, on your knees - Do it now!”

Obediently, they moved into position in front of the couch, kneeling on the newly cleaned floor, and I gave my cock only one stroke along the full, thick length of my black cock before I started to cum all over the two bimbo’s faces.

Cum sprayed from my cock in a white arc, and I first aimed right at Camilla, the Latina maid, spraying down that slutty bimbo face.

Her lips were pursed and open, and it felt so fucking amazing when I sprayed a few shots into that slutty DSL-mouth.

Next I moved to Allison, who deserved a few spurts as well.

My blonde, bimbo wife was very used to taking the facials from my black cock by now, ever since she became a freeuse whore, and she looked so fucking sexy with my cum over her cheeks, her forehead and her own pair of fuckdoll lips.

I wiped my cock on Camilla’s face to finish, basking in the pleasure of having taken the freeuse maid in the living room of my house.

She was looking more and more attractive as the day went on, and her cleaning skills had improved, marginally but a little, too.

Camilla sucked on the head of my black cock like a good maid, cleaning me just like I’d ordered her to earlier in the bedroom.

I let out a huge breath that I’d been holding in for what felt like forever, just enjoying the sight of these two whores of my harem caked in my white cum.

“Clean each other up, now,” I ordered them, getting a sudden idea.

With a grin, I watched as they started to lick the cum off each other’s faces.

Clearly, they’d been well trained, but could use a little more encouragement.

I knew just the way to motivate them…

Bzzzt…. Bzzzt…

I was distracted from the two freeuse nymphos in front of me for a second, hearing my phone ringing.

Who could be calling me at this hour?

I had no idea yet, but it was a sexy soon-to-be harem member calling me in what turned out to be one of the most important phone calls of my life…

TO BE CONTINUED
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My wife and our Latina housekeeper were still sucking on my thick, black cock, milking the rest of the cum out, when the phone rang.

My wife got up to pick it up, and I heard her voice quickly change into one of enthusiasm, as I finished up with the housekeeper, suddenly a little annoyed.

From my wife’s tone of voice, I knew that she was talking to her best friend, Gretchen. After sending the maid away, to come back to my freeuse home the next weekend for me to take use of her willing holes again, I sat down in my office chair again and sighed. I knew that Gretchen would probably be coming over soon, and I didn’t relish the thought.

Gretchen was, to put it in one word, ditzy. She was one of those women who just brought down the average intelligence of her entire groups of friends when she was around. I couldn’t stand the way that my wife, Allison, just became obsessed with makeup, celebrities, and buying shit that our home didn’t need, whenever Gretchen came around.

That said, Gretchen wasn’t bad to look at. She had long brown hair and was thin as a stick. I’d often wondered what she’d look like blonde, or with bigger tits and ass, but then I guess she’d look exactly like my wife already did.

There was something about Gretchen that just made me want to fuck her, and I couldn’t put my finger on what it was. Naturally, I’d never tell my wife about this…

Or could I? Now that our home had become transformed into a freeuse environment, perhaps there would be changes in not only my wife, my neighbor’s wife, and our Latina housekeeper, but in other people as well.

My big, black cock seemed to be irresistible so far - women of all kinds seemed to flock to it, eagerly accepting whatever I wanted to do with their fertile, bimboified bodies.

Allison came over to me. I looked at her pretty, bimbo face with pleasure, noticing how my cum was still streaked over her pale cheek.

“Honey, Gretchen’s going to come over in the morning!” Allison said excitedly, her eyes lighting up.

I shrugged, my large black shoulders lifting up and down. I had nothing to say about that for the moment.

Allison took that well, and started yammering away with renewed spirit as she walked away.

I slept well that night, using Allison’s mouth freely before we tucked in for the night. Allison’s blowjobs were continuing to improve immensely.

Of course it helped that her lips were continuing to swell in infinitesimal leaps of time. They looked to pillowy and plush, it made me want her to give me a blowjob every fucking hour of the day.

Naturally, when we woke up, I had her blow me again, which she did while painting her nails.

Now that was a true skill, using her freeuse throat while she expertly applied pink nail polish to her acrylic fingernails, looking more and more like a good bimbo every day.

Allison’s phone rang again, a high-pitched pop song screaming in the bedroom.

“OH!” She said, popping my thick, black cock out of her pale throat. “That must be Gretchen. My nails still need to dry, can you get the door, sweetie?”

I was a little miffed about my cock not getting the proper finishing treatment, but it was alright with me because I knew  I could shove it back into that pale white throat whenever I pleased.

I rose from my place, Allison still fanning her nails in the air like she was trying to make them dry faster.

*

When I opened the front door, I was struck by a strange, cold feeling of disbelief by the woman who stepped inside the foyer.

The person who stood in front of me was almost like a living, breathing pornstar, optimized for men’s pleasure.

Her tits were big and pushed up, probably fake. Her slutty dress was pink and tight, showing off a tight, flat stomach and nice and curvy breeding hips.

And the face… That was Gretchen’s face alright, but the hair and makeup made her look totally different.

Her hair was blonde and long, falling around her shoulders.

Her lips were plumped up. Even more than my wife’s thick DSLs, Gretchen’s truly put my wife’s to shame.

And her feet were clad in strappy high heels, gold and gaudy.

The perfect complement to her long, long legs, accentuated by the shortness of the whorish dress she had on.

“Whoa…” was all I could say.

I was suddenly aware of my large presence, my muscular, dark toned body in just my tank top and boxer shorts.

Gretchen, meanwhile, looked like the perfect white bimbo, a purse hanging off one of her elbows, posture sticking out her chest as far as possible.

“Hey, Darnell,” she said, her voice silky and smooth. “What’s going on with you?”

Shrugging and shaking my head, I just said, “Nuttin’ much, babe.”

“Where’s Allison?”

I said, “She’s just waitin’ for those nails to dry, tryna look her best. Ya know how it is.”

My voice was sleepy, and my brain felt almost foggy from waking up recently and not cumming.

Gretchen laughed, an annoying high-pitched tinkle. “That explains your current ‘state…’ Would you like to use me while we wait for her?”

I suddenly noticed, when Gretched pointed at my crotch, that my cock was hanging out of my boxers.

Like a dark, hard rod of erotic pleasure, my cock was thrust out of the flap at almost a ninety degree angle.

It looked obscene and hot.

My cock had been out in front of my wife’s stupid, now bimboified best friend, and she was offering to help me out with it?

Fuuuuuck. Yes.

I said, “Yeah, get on those knees. Suck my cock, then give me a hot titfuck, babe.”

Gretchen smiled, her teeth looking pearly white against the sharp, pink color of her lipstick.

“Wonderful, sir.”


Sir.
 I felt my cock twitch again, and it noticeably moved, as well.


I took a seat on the carpeted stairs that led up to the bedroom, picking a place of comfort.

I felt my cock throbbing in anticipation.

Gretchen’s annoying mouth suddenly sealed around my cock in one smooth motion. She flung her purse to the side and knelt on those skinny, slutty knees.

I looked down at her with satisfaction.

Finally I’d found a way to shut the bitch up!

Now I could let out my true frustrations on her willing body, as she knelt in front of me of her own desire to be my personal, freeuse whore.

The freeuse whore of her best friend's black husband, no less.

That thought alone kept my throbbing in her mouth as she started to unleash her slutty, pink tongue all over my black meat.

I used the opportunity to bask in the sight of her, and observe.

Her hair was definitely blonde now - platinum blonde. Lighter than my wife’s hair, I noticed with only a twinge of guilt.

Her eyelashes were long and black, a perfect contrast to the pale color of her smooth, sexy skin.

Gretchen was definitely a few years older than my wife, Allison, who was in her twenties, while Gretchen might have been early thirties, but damn if she didn’t look not a day over twenty-five.

It was so fucking hot watching Gretchen’s new bimbo lips start slobbering all over my shaft.

Back and forth, back and forth. Those lips moved like a vacuum, trying to suck on every inch of my dark, thick cock with her slutty mouth.

“Gretchen!” I heard my wife say from the top of the stairs.

My blood ran cold for a second.

Clearly, just a remnant from before the days of my freeuse home harem. I recovered quickly.

Nothing could shake my composure as I continued to feed my cock into my wife’s friend’s mouth.

I barely moved my head to turn it to the side as my blonde wife kept coming down the stairs, her manicured feet making barely any noise as she took her steps.

I pushed my cock into Gretchen’s mouth, basking in the knowledge that my wife was standing right behind me.

My wife said, “Gretchen, it’s been forever! SO glad you could come over today, ohmygod it’s been too long.”

I chuckled. Had it been a long time? It seemed like only a few weeks.

To me, at least. And I had to admit that I wasn’t paying a whole lot of attention to my wife’s social schedule.

I did remember, as I continued to pump my big, thick black cock into Gretchen’s mouth while my wife watched us, that the last time I’d seen Gretchen, she’d looked different.

Her hair had been brunette, still long but with less shine, and her tits had not been nearly this big and bimbo-like.

I loved the new Gretchen - her hair platinum blonde and long, her tits popping out of her slutty top, and her legs stemming down to some skyscraper, slutty high heels.

My wife sat on the steps behind us, barely paying any attention to the fact that I was getting my black cock sucked by her blonde, bimbo best friend.

Gretchen briefly pulled her mouth off from my cock with a loud, slutty pop.

“Allison,” she said in a sweet voice, as if she wasn’t doing anything out of the ordinary by sucking my cock.

She continued, “It totally has been too long, I’m sooo glad I came over, I got this new bag that I’ve been like dying to show you.”

She kept trying to talk, but I nudged her back to my cock with my large, black hand at the back of her head, fisted in the platinum blonde hair.

My wife’s best friend obediently opened those dick-sucking lips and started sucking me down again.

Allison let out an excited exclamation.

Rather than being excited by the fact that her best friend was doing a better job sucking my cock than my wife ever had, she was apparently exclaiming about the purported bag.

As Gretchen sucked my thick, black cock, she used her free hand, the one that wasn’t pumping her best friend’s husband’s dark shaft, to hold up the bag that she’d brought with her.

It didn’t warrant any second glances from me, but I guess that my wife was happy to see it.


Allison talked about the bag for way too long, going on for minutes about how much she
 loved
 and
 adored
 it.


The jealousy was barely shadowed in her voice.

Normally I would have excused myself from the conversation and headed out to the neighborhood bar, but I was preoccupied by trying to get as much of my big, black cock down my wife’s best friend’s pale throat as possible.

Gretchen was doing a pretty good job, clearly more experienced and confident than my wife had been.

Her bimbo, pink lips were plush as fuck on my dark cock, the contrast such an incredible turn-on as I watched her.

She was sucking my dick on the stairs of my own house, while my wife just watched us and prattled on about some designer handbag.

I kept looking at Gretchen’s big, slutty tits, until she finally got the message.

Well, of course I had to pull them out of that top before she understood what I wanted.

I didn’t mind at all though. Those big, milky tits were practically begging to be let free of her top.

She must have known that she was out to seduce her friend’s husband - or at least to let him willingly take all of her slutty holes!

As my wife’s best friend pulled her tits out of her slut top, I felt my body tense in anticipation.

Every muscle felt tense and excited. My cock was throbbing, as I watched those huge, fat bimbo tits finally being revealed to me.

They quickly spilled out of her top.

Overflowing, teeming with lewd pleasure, her bimbo, pale white tits were all mine for the taking.

My wife’s best friend was willing and open for me to use in any way, and I fucking needed those tits.

“Get it,” I said with a huff, my deep voice coming out of my gut with instinct.

Gretchen flashed me a sexy smile, sending a hot chill down my spine.

Her tits quickly sealed around my thick, black cock, sandwiching it between her slutty, white fake boobs.

I fucking started to thrust between those soft, white tits, loving how the feeling of her flesh felt on my cock.

It was so fucking sexy, watching those tits jiggle up and down and all of that massive expanse of titflesh.

I loved the difference in tone, her white tits moving in such a slutty way on my thick, black cock.

The perfect mixture of black and white.

Her tits kept moving, and Gretchen’s face looked perfectly composed and hot.

Her pink lips started licking my big, black cockhead every time it bounded up into her bimbo face.

Meanwhile, my wife kept talking to Gretchen in the most casual way imaginable, making my blood stay hot and keeping my mind engaged with the eroticism of having a freeuse house.

“Gretchen, I love those earrings!” My wife pittered, leaning up against my back a little bit.

It was still hard for me to believe that all of this was happening on the staircase of my own house, but I just grunted and kept enjoying the titfuck from my wife’s hot best friend.

With her mouth a little less occupied as her tits did most of the work, Gretchen was now able to respond.

“Thanks, Allison,” she said, neither of them acknowledging the important, erotic work that her tits were currently doing on my cock.

While my own wife watched, nonetheless.

Allison asked Gretchen where she got the earrings, and then they chattered on nonchalantly for a while.

I kind of tuned them out, my entire attention focused on the creamy feeling of my wife’s best friend’s tits on my thick, black cock.

Gretchen sometimes gave a little gasp when I pushed my cock vigorously into her face through those tits.

I suddenly interrupted their mindless conversation.

“Spit on it,” I told Gretchen. “Get all that white bimbo spit on my big, black cock.”

As I wished her to, Gretchen cut herself off mid-sentence and started to work up spit in her mouth.

It was so hot watching those pink bimbo lips pursing and clenching.

When she was ready, she finally opened that slutty mouth and let her saliva coat my black cock and her own, huge fake tits, feeling all of that hot wetness dripping down.

It was one of the best feelings I’d ever experienced.

Not to mention one of the hottest things I’d ever seen. The look of my wet, black cock sliding between my wife’s friend’s tits was unbelievable.

Gretchen’s hands expertly moved her fat slutty tits up and down, up and down, the rhythm lulling me into a state of extreme arousal.

I needed to fucking own this bitch.

She was always talking nonsense, trying to get my wife into her silly materialistic endeavors.

I needed to show her what I had inside of me. Now that her appearance matched her interior, this bimbo was totally ready for my big, black cock.

I allowed myself to bask in the feeling of her magnificent titfuck for a few minutes longer, continuing to tune out their discussion of makeup.

And then, I knew what I had to do.

“Get on your hands and knees, Gretchen. Now.”

I was thrilled with the hot enthusiasm that she displayed.

Gretchen just said, “Yes, sir.”

And then she adjusted her position on the stairs, her face ending up in my wife’s lap, and her curvy ass pointing up in the air.

On all fours like she belonged.

I felt my cock so hard, sticking out into the air like a black, powerful rod.

I didn’t even bother to remove that slutty dress she was wearing.

All I needed was to be inside that cunt as soon as possible.

My wife asked Gretchen how she’d been doing her hair recently, when I was pushing my black, thick cock into that tight cunt.

Gretchen let out a small yelp, likely pleasure, when I started to thrust my cock inside her.

It was pretty tight. I wondered if it had anything to do with the fact that until today, or at least until I’d seen her today, she’d been a pretty thin, tight woman.

Now, she was my perfect bimbo slut, the ideal addition to my harem at home.

Whatever happened inside my home seemed to be in an alternate universe; Gretchen, at least, seemed to enjoy it when she felt my black cock sliding in and out of her.

I knew this because her cunt started to flood with wetness.

I pushed up the dress, so it was barely on her body anymore.

My wife’s best friend had her tits out and rubbing on the soft carpet of the stairs, and her ass was totally exposed to her friend’s husband.

I was pleased with the position of Gretchen’s head, perfectly placed in my wife’s lap.

Allison just stroked her hair while I fucked her best friend, the bitchy loudmouth.

It was so fucking hot how Allison didn’t give a fuck what I did with Gretchen at all. Her best friend was getting fucked by her husband right in front of her and she was just continuing to make conversation like they were having a casual female hangout.

And that cunt was more than I ever expected.

Feeling her ass, grabbing it like I was the world’s biggest consensual pervert, was a powerful feeling.

It only added to the hottest sensation of having that wet cunt squeezed around my fat, black cock.

Her white pussy was the perfect fit for me, taking it all in without any real comments.

Gretchen was almost like a better version of my wife.

Now that was a guilty thought. I almost felt a little bad about it, how now that I had liberties to freely fuck other willing women besides Allison, I now didn’t need to get sex from only my wife anymore.

The comparison was unfair; Gretchen probably had more money than my wife, she didn’t work as hard, but her new look was keeping her in the ideal shape.

Blonde, bimbo, freeuse.

That mouth pursed while she talked, those dick-sucking lips blown up to amazing sluttiness.

I shoved my cock into her harder, punishing her for being hotter, more bitchy but with bigger tits than my wife.

“You gotta nice body, slut,” I said to Gretchen.

That same rough thrill ran through my body, a naughty feeling as I looked at Gretchen’s curvy ass and big, wobbling tits.

Gretchen said, “Thanks,” mumbling a little with her face in my wife’s lap as they talked.

That gave me a sudden idea, and I couldn’t wait to implement it.

I pushed my cock into her as hard as I could and formulated my next freeuse directive.

“Gretchen, lick Allison’s cunt. Get some good white lesbo action going.”

I was filled with triumph as Gretchen, stuttering with the pace of my thrusts into that white cunt, started to remove my wife’s clothes.

Until at last my blonde wife was sitting on the stairs with her cunt out, basically shoved in the face of her best friend.

I plunged my cock into Gretchen’s slutty body, barely caring about how this was all happening, just aroused that it was.

I told Gretchen to lick Allison until she could come.

That was right; Gretchen was now the impromptu master of my wife, her best friend, at least for this one hot moment.

I kept fucking my black cock into Gretchen, loving how her ass just kept taking me like a good bimbo slut.

I had too many visuals to keep track of at once.

My cock plunging into that tight, slutty ass.

Those big, bimbo tits of my wife’s best friend that I was fucking, swinging back and forth.

The fact that I was on the stairs of my own house, fucking my cock into my wife’s best friend.

And last but not at all least, watching Gretchen’s slutty, bimbo mouth and lips licking out my wife’s wet cunt while she shuddered with pleasure.

I fucked Gretchen as hard as I could, my hips making the hottest sounds as they slammed into her. It was fucking sexy as hell.

Gretchen moaned out a little bit, her pink tongue looking so fucking hot as she licked out my wife’s cunt, tracing it with wanton motions.

I wondered if she had any experience in the department.

Allison, my wife who was currently getting eaten out, had never discloved any lesbian action to me, but now I knew it was something that I needed to experience again and again.

Making my wife into a bimbo lesbian, and fucking her best friend while it all happened, was something that I never thought I’d experience, but here I was.

My cock was raging hard as fuck in Gretchen’s white cunt.

It was so big and hard, and Gretchen could barely take it, but she was doing a stellar job.

Her cunt squeezed my cock like a vice, and I knew that her bimbo body was loving the experience.

Her body was meant for this, of course.

And I was going to keep pressing my luck.

With a tensing of my hips, I stopped pumping into her cunt for a second.

Only to exchange one hole for another.

I pressed the tip of my black cock, with its substantial cockhead girth, against my wife’s best friend’s ass.

Gretchen’s ass was just too fucking sexy to pass up. It was big and white and round, and curvy yet toned at the same time.

The ideal bimbo look, naturally.

My cock tensed at her ass, and I noticed that Gretchen was distracted momentarily from licking my wife’s cunt, before she redoubled her efforts.

“Good slut,” I muttered against her pale back.

My cock was like an iron black rod trying to insert itself into a small, white opened.

Her ass, after what felt like barely a minute or so, started to yield, and I pressed in, in, in.

Hot,

Tight.

Fuck. There was nothing else that I could think about as my cock started to move into Gretchen’s ass.

Gretchen was letting out a high-pitched breath, and I saw her blonde hair moving as she kept licking all over my wife’s slutty cunt.

My cock started to bury into that white bimbo ass.

It was one of the most powerful things I’d ever seen and felt.

Her ass opened up to her black master, and I started to truly claim this white bitch in her last remaining hole.

Her ass started to move back and forth, fucking itself onto my cock in miniscule motions.

Well, that was about to change. Fast.

I pushed my cock fully into her ass in one smooth, tough motion.

It was hot and tight and everything that a man could want in a woman.

Particularly a hot best friend of my wife, reformed from bitchy to bimbo.

I plunged my cock into her, whispering to her to pick up the pace with her cunnilingus.

She obeyed easily and willingly.

I saw my wife’s body start to shake, her best friend’s work clearly doing its job on her pussy.

My wife made the hottest expression when she finally started to cum.

Her mouth opened - and she had a hot set of bimbo lips swelling on her face too - and she just laid back and took it, her orgasm shaking her slutty body.

Her head dropped back and the telltale signs of her orgasm started.

Gretchen kept licking like a maniac, so committed to the orders that I’d given her.

Her ass squeezed me, and with the forbidden tightness of her anal hole, and as I watched my wife cum, I knew that it would be my turn too.

But my cum wasn’t going to find its home on Gretchen’s ass, or inside it.

Nor did I want to put it into her cunt, although a creampie was surely in her future.

No, I had other plans for these bimbos.

Allison’s orgasm finished, and my cock was splitting Gretchen’s ass open.

I knew that I was going to cum a huge load from my big, black cock.

I yelled, “Gretchen, on your knees! Now!”

And I seized my cock at the base and pulled it from her tight ass, which barely let me go.

Gretchen, my wife’s slutty bimbo best friend, spun around on the stairs and thrust her chest out at me, her mouth wide open like she knew exactly what she was there for.

To be my fuckdoll and cumdoll.

My cock seized in my hand, and I found my target in front of me.

Two targets.

Those milky white boobs, standing up proudly in front of me, teasing me, begging me for my cum.

I let out a primal roar, unable to stop myself from making noise as my cock suddenly erupted all over Gretchen’s creamy white tits and face.

Those bimbo tits deserved it - after that hot titfuck I’d had, it was everything I needed.

Her tits were sprayed down like a hose by my fat, black cock, getting covered in white fluid.

It looked so fucking sexy sprayed all over her body. She was my wife’s best friend, and I had just fucked her in all three fuckdoll holes, and cum all over her bimbo tits.

Her mouth was covered in some cum as well, those pink slutty lips wide open.

As I started to recover from the enormous load I’d just let out all over Gretchen, I saw Gretchen’s tongue lash out over her lips and start to lick up the cum.

What a good freeuse harem fuckdoll.

I saw Allison moving on the stairs, leaning over to wipe her cunt on the panties she’d discarded.

What surprised me even more was that they immediately struck up their conversation again.

Makeup, shoes, hair, et cetera, et cetera…

It shouldn’t have surprised me, but I was still getting used to the strange scifi freeuse universe.

My cock was almost spent, but I knew that it would be far from the last time that I had a threesome with my wife and her best friend, Gretchen.

Sitting on the stairs with most of the naked, bimbo bodies exposed, it was the most interesting that I’d ever found one of my awkward third wheel hangouts with them.

I couldn’t stop even if I wanted to.

All of this freeuse power was making my life one of the most erotic things I’d ever experienced, moment to moment.

Every day was a new adventure with my harem.

I knew that more things were to come, but I had no idea that the most surprising person of all was about to join my harem in the upcoming days.

An old figure from my life, someone who I thought I’d never want to see again…

There was a new figure about to show up in my life.

It was going to be tough to get over my grudge against her to take her new, bimbo fuckdoll body, but I’d certainly try my best…

TO BE CONTINUED
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I bent the realtor over the sink, her big tits hitting the cold, metallic surface. She let out a groan when pulled out my big, black cock and rubbed it on her slutty ass.

That was one way to make a sale, I thought with a grin.

At the same time, my blonde wife was opening all the cabinets in the kitchen where we stood. She was checking out their build, how everything looked, while her husband was about to fuck another woman - right in front of her!

Even better, she was totally okay with it.

This was my life now - Living with a freeuse harem wasn’t always easy, but I was exactly the right man for the job.

My black cock was rigid against the sexy MILF realtor’s ass, and I knew that I’d have to take it pretty soon, too.

This wasn’t even my home - not yet.

But first, I needed to be inside that cunt…

*

It started when Catherine, the realtor who’d sold us the house, called us on a Monday morning, way too bright and early in the morning.

My blonde bimbo wife, Allison, was giving me head when Catherine called.

My big, black cock was down my wife’s sexy throat when I picked up the phone.

“Hello?” I said, not without a little irritation.

I knew Catherine as a sexy, red-headed MILF type - she was good at getting her way, and she’d whittled the price down on my current house with no problem.

Catherine’s voice sounded smooth, yet I could detect a trace of excitement.

“I have a deal for you. Are you in or out?”

With my black cock pressing down my wife’s slim, pale throat, I could barely think.

“Uh, yeah. What?”

That was my almost incoherent response. All I could think about was my wife’s pink lips, slurping on my thick black meat.

Catherine’s voice came in smooth as honey.

“That’s great. I’ll see you at five today.”

She hung up, always to the point.

I didn’t think twice about it, pumping my black cock down my wife’s throat, until later that day.

When I received an email from Catherine giving us details - to a house showing, of all things!

I groaned, sitting at my work laptop. It wasn’t exactly my cup of tea to sacrifice my after-work time to seeing a house that I definitely couldn’t afford and didn’t need.

Not when I had a harem of hot, freeuse bimbos waiting for me at my own house!

On the other hand, Catherine’s tits had looked pretty fantastic the last time we’d seen her.

Big and perky, practically oozing out of her slutty, golden top.

On second thought, this would be the perfect time to see if I could press my luck.

With a little serendipity, Catherine was on track to potentially become the hottest new member of my home harem…

*

I wasn’t disappointed when Allison and I showed up to the house later that day, holding hands.

Catherine seemed almost offended that I’d brought my wife along, looking at our entwined hands, mine so dark and my wife’s so pale, with a slight, barely noticeable grimace.

I went inside, stunned by the immediate beauty of what I saw.

Open ceilings. Beautiful kitchen island. A ton of room for me to spread out.

Spread out and fuck, more like it.

I knew with one glance that it was somewhere I’d like to live.

I also knew I couldn’t afford it - who could, nowadays. But Allison, she kind of traipsed inside and looked around, starting to explore immediately.

Catherine’s tits were bulging out of that same top I’d last seen her in: a sexy, gold top, almost mesh, barely opaque.

It made her look so fucking sexy, like the MILF in the neighborhood that everyone wanted to fuck.

She must have been rich as fuck from selling houses to people as well.

Catherine cleared her throat, and I hoped that she hadn’t noticed me staring at her tits, my entire muscular, black body oriented in her direction.

We were both ignoring Allison as she walked into the living room and started examining the model couches.

I rolled my eyes. “Ya know we’re not buying the furniture, right?”

Allison just squealed. “I think this is the same one that Gretchen has!”

The thought of Gretchen made my blood boil and my cock stand up.

As the newest member of the harem, Gretchen was annoying but super fucking hot. One of the top bimbos I’d ever seen in my life.

Catherine looked on with mild enthusiasm.

“So what do you think?” She said.

I knew that her goal was to get the sale.

She plopped herself down on one of the bar stools sitting at the kitchen island.

Her skirt folded around her ass as she sat down, curving pleasingly around her round, slutty ass.

When she crossed her legs, she did it so slowly, moving each leg inch by inch, barely revealing anything, that it seemed like the ultimate tease.

I fucking needed to see more, but I had to think about how to get it.

Maybe nothing would come of it, but I wasn’t any ordinary person - I had some kind of instinct that led women to become freeuse bimbos around me.

Just look at Allison. Her hips had expanded a little, even over the past month, and her lips were swollen so pink and sexy that I noticed guys turning their heads on the street to look at her all the time.

I needed to see what my realtor, Catherine, needed, too.

Her perfect, MILF face was symmetrical and worldly, with a certain cleverness or sharpness about her.

Her lips were pouty and ready for black cock, I thought.

Turning back to Catherine, I said, “I’m not sure about the house. I could use some more demonstrations…”

I let my gaze shift suggestively to her slutty lap, where her skirt was stretched incredibly tight.

Catherine’s eyes gleamed, the color seeming to intensify for a second.

Without another second, the realtor stood up from the chair, picking her skirt back down her legs where it had ridden up.

All that did, of course, was call attention to her hot, bimbo body.

Her waist was the perfect proportion to her big, milky tits, and accentuated her nice, toned ass.

Catherine just said, “Come and look over here,” and she tilted her head over to the kitchen.

I grinned when she got on her knees and started opening the wooden cabinets.

“There’s so much space in here,” she murmured sexily while on her hands and knees.

The realtor wiggled her ass deliberately, all of her sensual actions on purpose meant to turn me on as much as possible.

It wasn’t long before I had her bent over the kitchen sink, my cock rubbing up against her ass.

Her slutty skirt was pulled up to her waist, her bare ass rubbing my big, black cock.

Her ass looked so creamy, especially compared to the dark, hot color of my rigid black dick.

I needed to be inside her. Her slutty teasing show was too much to take without being inside this realtor whore.

Without any trepidation, I stroked myself hard, spitting on my hand to rub my hard cock.

That was what this realtor slut deserved - the opportunity to become just as much of a freeuse whore as my own wife!

Speaking of Allison, she was still puttering away in the room adjacent to us.

Except, wait, when I looked over, she was gone. Probably exploring another part of the two-story house.

I shrugged, not caring at all.

Allison was totally willing and indifferent to the idea of me fucking other women, even in front of her. I was still getting used to the idea, but that was it.

Catherine moaned and rubbed her slutty MILF ass against my black cock enthusiastically.

“Please, put it inside me,” she said.

I played it cool.

“Put what inside ya, slut?”

Catherine’s big, slutty tits were pushed against the cold metal of the sink, rubbing against it enticingly.

“Your cock!” She said. “Your big, black cock!”

I grinned and groped those milky tits.

“And where does this white slut need it? Tell me, ya slut.”

“In my white pussy!” My realtor cried. “Put it in my white pussy. I need that big, black cock in my white cunt.”

I smiled with triumph.

Without making her wait any longer, I slicked my cock with my spit again and shoved it into her.

I knew that  MILF realtor like her could take it all, and I was completely right.

She took it like a champ.

Her ass bounced against my stomach when I was balls-deep. I did allow her a second to adjust.

Catherine didn’t disappoint me. I wondered if she did this with all her clients or just me, because she loved my big, black cock so much, but she was truly a pro.

Her face immediately became a sexy, bimbo-like expression of pleasure.

Her pussy was so fucking tight and hot inside.

It was like a vice, gripping me like velvet and clinging on as I tried to pull out and thrust again.

She also immediately started to get incredibly wet, her pussy starting to glisten with her own, slutty juices.

I knew that having a realtor would be worth it some day.

All of the fucking hassle of buying our house came out in my harsh thrusts into that cunt when I really started to get going.

She was a fucking sexy bitch realtor, and her MILF pussy was going to get all the inches of my black cock that she deserved.

I couldn’t believe the debauchery of the situation I was in:

My realtor getting fucked by behind.

My black cock speared in her alabaster, white cunt.

Her sexy, full ass bouncing against me while I fucked her out as hard as I could.

 

My wife, elsewhere in the house, meddling around in a bedroom or some shit, totally unaware and willing to have me fucking another woman.

Doing it in a house that I didn’t own, that the realtor was trying to sell to me with her slutty, perverted body and unethical sale tactics.

All of it was more than okay with me. I couldn’t have wanted anything more!

Just feeling that tight pussy, watching her tight cunt slide down again and again on my black cock while I fucked her, was like paradise.

“Yes! Fuck me with that big black cock, I’m yours to use as you want!” The realtor said.

I groaned and pumped my hips even harder into this breeding bitch in front of me.

“Yeah?” I said, fucking her with a punishingly brutal pace.

“You want dis big, black dick? Y’like that?” I said, my voice and tone deteriorating into more of a primal, aggressive state.

I pulled her ass to me with all my strength.

“Yes, I need it! I don’t even care about the sale as long as you keep. Fucking. Me.”

Catherine’s response only spurred me on harder, and I shoved my cock into her with all of my strength.

“Darnell -” A voice said from behind me.

I couldn’t help my automatic response of my body freezing, my cock stuttering in its pounding.

That was my wife’s voice.

It took less time than the last time this happened, back when I’d fucked Gretchen, for my automatic responses to calm down.

I just reminded myself that Allison didn't care. She was perfectly content for me to fuck any and all bimbos that crossed my path, as long as they were free and willing for the taking.

Allison did indeed stand behind me when I turned my head, at the same time regaining the pace of fucking that I’d gotten used to.

Allison’s face looked a little disconnected, and I soon found out why.

 

“What do you think of the structure of the house?”

She asked me that, and my jaw almost dropped.

It made me feel so fucking horny and powerful that my wife was just asking me normal, homeowner questions while I fucking pounded my cock into another woman right in front of her.

Unlike my wife, Gretchen’s hair was darker, more vibrant than the typical bottle blonde exemplified by Allison.

Without another glance at my wife, I turned back to the MILF realtor bimbo in front of me and grabbed her by that luscious long hair.

Her hair felt silky, but strong in my dark hand.

I gathered it into a ponytail at the back of her head and used it as leverage to keep fucking, and fucking and fucking.

“I think this house-- is-- fucking-- awesome.”

That was what I said to Allison, my blonde, bimbo wife, without sparing her another glace.

My words were punctuated by my thrusts into our mutual realtor’s slutty, tight cunt.

Damn, this cunt was squeezing me so fucking good, I thought I knew exactly where I was going to cum later.

Right in this bitch realtor’s cunt.

Always trying to manipulate us into spending more money on her, barely cutting us a deal on the house that we currently lived on--

This was what she deserved.

She was such a fucking freeuse whore for me now, bent over at a perfect angle for black cock.

The ultimate snowbunny, getting dicked down by a black man, just like her white MILF body needed.

Allison hummed a little and I heard her footsteps coming closer on the immaculately tiled floor.

My breath quickened, when Allison got closer.

An inevitable reaction to my wife watching me fuck another woman, but I enjoyed it now. It added even more excitement.

And Catherine was just loving it, putting her moans and screeches into it, showing exactly how much she wanted my big, black dick pounding her little, white cunt.

Allison came over to us and stood right beside us.

“Do you think this island is stable?” She said, indicating the kitchen island that was only a couple feet away.

She prattled on about it for a little while before I cut her off, knowing that I had the power to silence her and make her do whatever I wanted.

“Allison, get on the island. Climb up, you’ll get it alright.”

I said with a smile as my wife obediently started to hoist herself up to the table.

She didn’t weigh much, so it wasn’t very difficult.

My brilliant idea was about to succeed.

Using the leverage from grabbing Catherine’s hair, I spun the realtor around and planted her face right in my wife’s ripe and fertile cunt.

Allison took off her panties without me even needing to say a word, like a good freeuse bimbo.

My cock was plunged balls deep into Catherine’s cunt.

She must have been deeper and yet tighter than any woman I’d fucked before.

It was familiar at the same time, the mark of a practiced, experienced MILF.

Catherine’s freeuse cunt easily accepted my cock while I instructed her on exactly what I needed her to do next to get the house sale.

“Lick my wife’s cunt,” I told her with confidence. “Lick it, and lick dat clit, until she cums all over your bimbo face.”

Catherine immediately got to work, as if there was nothing in the world for her to do besides this.

Present her body for sales, that is.

Her freeuse realtor cunt was so fucking trim and tight and sexy, it was practically trying to milk my orgasm out of me prematurely.

Luckily I knew how to hang on by now. I didn’t fuck and claim my wife, our neighbor, the maid, and my wife’s best friend, all for nothing.

Not without some gains onto my already impressive stamina along the way.

So I kept fucking and fucking, watching my realtor’s pretty, slutty MILF face embedded in my wife’s naked cunt.

My wife just lay on the kitchen counter with open, thin white legs, the perfect picture of an obedient housewife.

This was something I could get used to.

It wasn’t long before I saw my wife’s legs clench around Catherine’s neck with pleasure, shaking and starting to gush all over our realtor’s face.

Allison’s sexy bimbo face was scrunched up with pleasure, her slutty dick-sucking lips pursed out like she was trying to take a load onto her face while she came.

Understandably so, because of course I was coating her face every day. At least on the days where the maid didn’t come to clean the house, or my MILF-y neighbor didn’t stop by for “coffee.”

Catherine was then able to steal all of my attention with her slut moans and her nice, round ass.

Her tits were bouncing uncontrollably, like a fat-titted cow. I reached my hands around her, letting go of her hair, and squeezed them like dough.

Catherine cried out with pleasure.

Those tits in my black palms, totally filling them with her slutty white breast meat, were the hottest thing I’d ever touched in that moment.

Without further motion, I knew that I was getting close, close to cumming in this bitch’s cunt.

There would be another day to spray her face.

I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t tempted to just shove her down to her knees and spray her down while she held her mouth and tongue open, catching all of my semen sprayed from my black cock, but I held myself in check for now.

I knew my prize.

I was going to take it.

Catherine’s tight realtor ass kept working for my cum, swiveling around and bouncing up and down, her PAWG ass totally begging for it.

I gave it to her.

I pulled her ass to me, giving her a final spank, and I started to cum what felt like gallons.

Endless pleasure at pumping a fucking sexy MILF whore full of my cum.

That was the only thing that my mind and body was composed of.

My seed spilled from my big, thick, black monster cock deep, deep into her tight, white cunt.

Catherine moaned, “Fill me up!”

I almost saw red, like a bull drawn to her slutty MILF body, and another jolt passed through me as I let out my final spurt of cum into her begging body.

Fuck. I had needed that release so badly.

Catherine’s movements slowed to a crawl, and she let her small hip movements do the rest of the work.

My cock twitched, spent inside her tight, white realtor cunt.

I felt my chest release the tension I’d been carrying from my day at work.

It felt fucking amazing to have fucked the realtor bitch who’d been in me and my wife’s lives for a couple years, always teasing me and trying to pull one over on us.

Now, she’d given both of us the orgasms that we deserved for all of her meddling, greedy trouble.

Catherine finally stopped moving, at the perfect moment when my cock was about to be overstimulated, but not yet.

When I started to pull my cock out, I almost started to get hard again because of what I saw.

My cum was smeared on my cock and starting to drip from her pussy, a pale, white trail dripping from her pink cunt and continuing down my thick, dark cock.

It was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen, and I knew that I’d need to take her again.

Now that I knew that my freeuse home applied to multiple homes - including ones that I didn’t own - I was going to take full use of not only my bimbo freeuse realtor, but any new prospective homes that she tried to sell to me!

It had been a fucking great day.

On another note, Allison’s movements on the kitchen island truly proved it was stable, and I said something to that effect.

Both of the women nodded seriously, like I’d said something about the veneer of the house rather than alluding to the incredible MFF threesome that had just taken place.

That was exactly how I liked it.

We left the house, Catherine locking up with a smile at having performed good work.

When I got home, I found a note shoved in the mailbox, clearly hand delivered.

My blood boiled when I saw who it was from.

With anger, and also with lust.

I hadn’t heard from her in years, and she dared to send me a fucking letter after all of that?

My ex is such a bitch…

TO BE CONTINUED
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I had my ex-wife on top of me, her blonde-haired, busty bimbo body riding my thick, black cock with wild abandon.

Her legs straddled me as she rode my dark cock that I fucked up into her with all of my strength.

This was what I’d been waiting for. The chance to use my bitchy ex-wife in my new house, while my current wife walked around the house as another member of my freeuse harem.

My ex-wife’s pussy was dripping down my cock and on my balls like a waterfall, so fucking hot.

I needed more. I needed her to show me exactly what I meant to her now, as her new master that she willingly served as my freeuse whore.

My black cock dug into my ex-wife’s slutty white pussy like I was trying to bury it inside her.

She moaned sexily, her big, bimbo tits bouncing up and down.

I grinned to myself as I enjoyed all of the pleasure she was finally giving to me, nothing like during our marriage…

Now, it was time to take my true revenge.

*

My ex-wife and I had married too young and gotten divorced not long after. I’d been devastated at first, before realizing that she’d acted like a raging bitch to me.

Thanks to my friends, I was able to look back on the relationship and realize just how mean and condescending Claire, the ex-wife in question, had been.

Her voice would nag me to do whatever she wanted, barely caring at all what I wanted to do, or what my interests were.

It was all about her.

She’d suckered me in with wild, crazy sex at the beginning of our relationship, and then once we got married it had all died down.

No more did she suck my black cock into her skinny, pale lips in the morning.

No more did she ride my cock like a sexy cowgirl.

And, well, she never, ever let me put it in her ass, the one thing that I wanted.

Compared to her, my current wife, Allison, looked like a saint.

It helped, of course, that Allison was way better looking than Claire - especially now that Allison’s body had been bimbofied.

I stumbled downstairs in the morning, wondering why I was thinking about my ex-wife all of a sudden.

Maybe she’d been in my dream that night - I always found it hard to remember.

But when I saw my slutty wife, Allison, with pancakes already prepared for my breakfast on this Sunday morning, all of my residual anxiety about Claire melted away.

Allison was perfect. The perfect bimbo freeuse housewife.

Her hair was long and golden, her skin was white and pale, the perfect contrast to my black skin.

Her tits were pushed up and huge in her nightgown, which was so flimsy that I could see the outline of her hard nipples through it.

I could see, when she turned around, a great view of her curvy ass through the fabric, as well.

I was starting to think that I needed to get Allison sucking down on my cock, feeding her before I fed myself my pancakes, when I heard someone knocking on the door.

Or really more like…

Bang. Bang. Bang.

It was a loud, throbbing noise that announced itself.

I headed over, my cock starting to get half-hard in my boxers from my wife’s slutty display.

When I opened the door to greet the person standing there, I almost didn’t recognize her.

The woman standing there looked like a bimbo goddess.

Her legs were long and tanned, stemming down into a pair of high, high heels.

Her ass, when she twirled back and forth a little to show it off, I could see was round and perky.

Her waist was thin and proportionate to her ass and tits. Which, fuck. Those tits were a story all of their own.

The tits on this hot slut were otherworldly. Big and sexy and brimming out of the low-cut, cleavage-baring dress she was wearing.

And yet, somehow the face of this slutty goddess was the most astonishing thing yet.

When my eyes finally reached the woman’s face, I could barely take in hot sexy her lips and blue eyes were, because I realized that I was looking at my ex-wife.

Claire.

She was back.

At the same time, she wasn’t.

Claire had always been hot, but in a skinny, hipster kind of way. Now, her body was voluptuous and openly slutty, like the wife I’d always wished that I could have.

For the first time recently, I found myself shocked and in awe.

I almost stuttered, but managed to keep my composure, seeming confident and unflappable.

“What do you want?”

I kept my body stiff, aware that I was in just my boxers and a T-Shirt.

Claire’s face lit up, looking hot and displaying obvious interest in me.

“Darnell,” she said, her blue, formerly innocent eyes looking over my tough, black frame. “I wanted to come by and say some things to you. Can I come inside?”


Could she?
 That was a good question that I didn’t know how to answer.

I knew that Allison, as my current wife, hated this bitch. Even though my house was now the site of a freeuse harem for all willing bimbos, I had a funny feeling that Allison wouldn’t approve.

At the same time, I’d been dreaming of Claire for years. Wondering occasionally what she was up to.

And sometimes wanting, frankly, to just punish her like the cheating, slutty whore that she was.

I wanted the power of my freeuse home to work on my ex, too.

With a sigh, as if I couldn’t care less, I invited my ex-wife Claire into my home.

*

Almost at once she was on top of me.

My breath was almost knocked out of me when I felt her rub her tits on my chest, her slutty dress basically just covering her nipples with two thin strips of fabric.

“What the fuck?” I said.

I felt a hand at my crotch, and my cock reacted before my brain. I started to stiffen up in my ex-wife’s hand, feeling those bimbo tits rubbing against my chest.

“Claire, what the fuck…” I repeated.

Claire’s new, bimbo body was all over me.

“I know that I acted naughty in our relationship…” Claire said, her bimbo lips pursing like she wanted to blow me or some shit.

“I wanted to make it up to you somehow.” She cooed, releasing my now raging hard cock.

She put her hands on her wide, breeding hips and gave me a fake-innocent voice.

“I want you to use me whenever you want, for whatever you want! I want to be your good little white freeuse slut, and worship your big, black cock!”

My cock was almost springing out of my boxers with how hard her slutty, dirty words made me.

I knew too soon, even before she’d finished speaking that I was going to rail her like never before.

“You gonna take this big dick in your little cunt?” I said, my voice roughening up.

Claire’s face turned into a slutty mask, like hearing that made her want to orgasm.

“Yes sir, I want you to fuck me like the dirty little slut that I am!”

*

Not even ten minutes later, I was fucking my bitch of an ex-wife in the spare guest bedroom.

Claire, just like I’d told her too, mounted herself on top of me. Her long, long legs straddled either side of my body and she started to ride my cock like a slutty whore.

My cock felt like it was stretching her little white pussy so fucking hard. Her lips tightened and released me while I pumped in and out.

It was a delicious, carnal pleasure, all the better because of how forbidden it was.

Not only was I using her body freely and willingly, she was my fucking ex-wife. I was giving this bitch exactly what she deserved for years.

And my wife had no idea.

Allison must have been cleaning another part of the house while I shoved my black cock in, dug it into my ex-wife.

Claire was still fucking dripping down my cock, her white cunt looking pristine and innocent in comparison to my dark, dark cock.

Her innocence was all an illusion, of course. Claire was quickly becoming the dirtiest bitch of my harem - because of course, naturally she was going to become a member.

She made my cock so fucking erect it was almost painful to be inside her fucking slutty tight pussy.

Knowing that it was my ex that I was fucking, perfectly bimbofied now, only made everything hotter.

The stakes were raised so high that I didn’t know if I’d make it out of here with my cock intact, her wet pussy dribbling up and down like she wanted nothing more in the world.

I didn’t care that her personality was totally different than the frigid hipster bitch that I’d used to be married to.

That woman could never have taken my big, hard black cock like the snowbunny bimbo riding me now.

A voice came from behind me, making me suddenly feel a worrying pain in my spine.

It was my current wife, Allison.

Allison was now a full-fledged bimbo herself. Her big, white tits were sticking out of her almost transparent, tight shirt.

The look on her face, far from being upset or angry or jealous, was instead something more strange.

It wasn’t an expression I saw her wear often.

Then again, it wasn’t often that I was fucking my ex-wife in the marriage bed that I shared with Allison each night.

Allison’s eyes glittered, and she said, “Fuck that bitch, Darnell.”

The strain in my spine subsided, and I felt the power rising again in my muscles.

I started skewering my cock upwards into the arrogant ex-wife straddled above me, forcing her to take it deeper.

Deeper and deeper into her pretty white pussy went my big, black cock.

Allison wanted it.

I understood the expression on her face now - it was Triumph.


She loved it. “Bitch, you think you can fuck my black husband with your pathetic white pussy? You think you can do it better than me?”

My blood raged in my body, my dark hands and arms coming up to grab my ex-wife’s ass.

My dark hands dug into her tanned, white girl ass.

My wife was on a roll. Allison continued:

“You love that black cock in your slutty pussy, huh?”

Claire’s bimbo lips parted in an O, and she nodded with enthusiasm.

Allison smiled, and it was not a nice smile.

Allison said, “Don’t get too used to it, bitch. That black cock is all mine, whenever I want it. And my body belongs to my husband, whenever he wants me.”

Claire groaned and kept bouncing on my cock.

“Yes, I love this black cock working my tight bimbo pussy! I wish I hadn’t been such a bitch!”

Allison positively crooned at that, her voice sounding like melted butter it was so smooth.

“You can take it, can’t you? But you’re not doing a very good job if he hasn’t cum yet… Do you think you can do better?”

Claire kept bouncing on my cock, her big, slutty tits heaving in my face.

I was so fucking turned on hearing my wife taunt my ex-wife, tell her exactly what a bitch she was and how hard her white body needed to take my huge, black cock.

“I’ll ram it in you,” I muttered, the primal side of my brain totally taking over any rational thought.

Suddenly, I knew what my bitch of an ex-wife needed.

“Get on your hands and knees!” I roared.

Obediently, just like a good, freeuse whore in my harem would do, Claire rose off of me and on my marital bed, got on her hands and knees.

She presented that tight, tanned bimbo ass to me.

What an ass.

It was round and glorious, perfectly shaped.

It looked like she could take barely one cock in her tight pussy, and her ass cheeks wobbled sexily while she moved into the position.

The ideal position to take my big, black cock.

She needed it. She’d been wanting it for years, or at least she thought she had.

My black cock was so fucking hard, it was pointing out from my body like a cocked gun.

My wife’s pale tits in her nightgown combined with the vision of my nasty ex-wife getting into doggy style just for me turned me on like nothing else in my life ever had.

My wife leaned over the bed, coming closer.

With her hand, Allison started to jerk off my cock, slicked with my ex-wife’s juices.

“Yeah, fuck that whore like she deserves,” I heard Allison muttering.

“She’s such a bitch - Tell her the only thing she’s good for!” My wife cried out, her hand like a velvet glove jerking off my big, black cock.

I held my breath as I watched my wife’s pale hand jerking me off, but that was far from the end.

She had more in mind for us now.

Slowly, I watched and my cock twitched uncontrollably as my wife tenderly guided my big, monstrous black cock into my ex-wife’s needy, slutty pussy.

My wife’s tactile approval was such a fucking turn-on.

I could barely hold myself back once I felt my cock fully sheathed in my ex-wife’s bimbo body.

I was using her like I’d never used any other freeuse member of the harem.

It was my motivation that made all the difference.

She was a fucking horrible bitch to me during and after our marriage, and now she was paying the rightful price as my new freeuse whore.

My black cock pumped in and out of that pussy like I was ramming her with a steel pole.

Her tits swayed back and forth in time with my thrusts, huge and slutty and teasing.

My wife had her hand in it, too--

Or really, her hand on herself. Through my wife’s transparent nightgown I could see her pale white hand furiously frigging her clit and pussy.

Her hand was totally wet.

My cock was raging hard inside my ex-wife’s white pussy. It looked like a black rod stabbing in and out of a tight, white vice. 

“Stretch that whore’s pussy out,” Allison said. “She’s not good for any man now… no one’s as big or black as your cock!”

Claire moaned in agreement.

My cock was fucking her like a machine.

“Cum in my tight, white pussy,” Claire moaned. “Give me a load, breed me with that black cock.”

But that wasn’t at all what I had in mind for her.

I furiously yanked Claire’s head back, grabbing her long, blonde bimbo hair with one dark hand.

“Ya think ya can tell me what to do? Do ya, slut?”

Claire knew there was only one way to answer and repent.

“No, I’m sorry, sir!”

I glared at her bitchy face, wanting to slap that expression off of it.

“Fuck you, whore,” Allison inserted, glad for any excuse to torment her former rival.

I kept pumping my black cock in and out of Claire for a moment to build her anticipation.

Then I withdrew it entirely.

Claire cried out, “Please, I need that black cock sir!”

I looked at her pussy.

It was stretched out and so fucking ready for more black cock. Claire looked like she would beg for it if and when I asked her.

But again, I knew that there was a different way I needed to punish this raging bitch.

I held my thick, black cock in my large hand, holding it at the base.

I aimed slowly and carefully.

My target: My ex-wife’s forbidden backdoor hole.

That’s right, I was about to take my bitchy ex-wife in her ass.

When my wife, Allison, realized what I was going to do, she clapped her hands with glee and jumped up and down.

Enticingly, her tits bounced up and down with her.

But I was preoccupied, having other things to worry about.

My black cock prodded Claire’s asshole, and my ex-wife let out a sharp gasp.

I didn’t pause, knowing that her body was essentially just a freeuse toy for me to use for my own, black male pleasure.

I continued forcing my cock inside my ex-wife’s naughty anal hole.

Her legs I kept pushed apart, making sure that I had ample room to keep shoving my black cock into her tiny asshole.

My stamina stayed strong and I stayed in balls-deep, finally getting my black cock all the way into my ex-wife’s asshole.

My cock was rock hard.

Allison applauded and cooed with joy, watching my black cock lodged in my ex-wife’s slutty bimbo ass.

Now it was time to give her the real treatment.

When I started pounding my massive black cock into my ex-wife’s white ass, I immediately felt her it clench down on me.

Her ass flexed and bounced with the effort she was putting in to please me.

I watched her ass moving on my cock as I pounded in, knowing that she was having difficulty taking my whole cock into that anal hole.

Rejoicing in the fact that she was totally willing to accept any sexual treatment that I chose to give her as her ex.

“You like being a black cock whore now?” My wife taunted my ex-wife.

Claire said, “Yes, I love being a black cock whore for your husband…”

And I loved reaming her ass out just as much.

The way my black cock disappeared into her white asshole time and time again as I started rapidly skewering her on the full, thick length of my massive dark cock, was amazing.

It was indescribable.

This bitchy ex-wife was taking it from me, her black ex-husband, while my white wife egged me on.

“You shoulda let me do this when we were married,” I scolded her in a deep, dark voice.

“Cockwhore that you are now, slutty bimbo body just begging for a black cock in ya.” I continued fucking her with sharp expletives, my entire body focused on how absolutely horny I felt.

My cock was going to explode sooner or later, I knew that for sure.

I could tell that Claire was getting so turned on by taking it up the ass.

Not only was Claire aroused, but my wife, Allison was aroused out of her mind, too.

Allison planted herself on the bed, raising her see-thru nightgown to show her shaved, exposed pussy.

The pussy that she was currently parking right in front of Claire’s face.

The look on Claire’s face was almost something like shame as she obediently did what she knew she was being asked, no, ordered to do.

My ex-wife was the slave to my new wife now.

And I was master to them both.

Claire’s pink tongue stuck out of her falsely innocent face and started to lick my wife’s dripping cunt.

Allison was close to cumming, I knew that she loved watching me now fucking my ex-wife’s slutty ass in a way that I’d never fuck my current wife.

Claire kept licking and licking while I pounded that fat white ass out like the good little bimbo she was.

And in due time, Allison started to shake and moan and cum all over my ex-wife’s face.

Claire’s face was positively drenched in Allison’s wet cunt juices.

Her ass had never looked better than wrapped around my black cock.

Recovering, Allison started to give encouragement anew.

“Take that fucking cock,” she whispered to Claire from her new vantage point, looking at her pussy fluids smeared all over my ex-wife’s face. “Take that fucking black cock in your pussy and ass, you fucking dirty whore.”

I joined in. “Yeah, you doin’ a good job working on my black cock. You want all that cum in your slut ass?”

Claire seemed to struggle with the answer for a second, and then her bimbo training won out.

Her shoulders relaxed and went down.

“Yes, master. Cum in whatever hole your black cock desires. I’m your white cunt and ass slave.”

Her big, bimbo tits bounced just like her slutty ass while I fucked that anal hole.

It was so fucking tight and slutty to hear her beg for me that I started to cum the next time that Claire clenched that naughty asshole around my big, black cock.

Deep in that white ass.

That was where my cum spurted out.

I felt it shooting deep, deep inside my bitchy ex-wife.

It felt like I’d won something I hadn't even known I was competing for. Allison cheered and clapped, her post-coital face giving me new encouragement.

I shoved my cock into my ex-wife one last time and squirted all of my thick white cum into her, shooting out from my monstrous, thick black cock.

At last, my ex-wife had gotten exactly what she deserved, both from me, and unexpectedly, from my new wife.

The newest addition to my freeuse whore harem was my ex-wife.

A tanned, blonde bimbo who was willing to offer all of her slutty holes up to her black ex-husband and his wife.

I had loads of ideas for what to do with the whole harem next…

The MILF neighbor… the sexy maid… my wife’s best friend… our hot, teasing realtor… my bimbo wife… and now, my whore ex-wife.

I knew there were things we could do to enjoy ourselves altogether, just me and my freeuse home harem.
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My hot blonde secretary was on her knees in front of me, sucking down my thick, black cock like a pro.

Her big, plastic tits spilled out of her white blouse, cut low to expose the maximum amount of cleavage. Her black skirt was cut high on her thigh, almost exposing her panties when she knelt in this position, but not quite.

That is, if she was wearing any panties at all.

I groaned when she slurped around my dark meat with enthusiasm, fisting my hand in her shining golden hair.

The door was open, and anyone passing by could see what we were doing.

Until recently, her behavior would have been completely inappropriate in the office. As her boss, mine would have been, as well.

But with our new hiring policy in place, It was not only completely appropriate for the office, but encouraged.

I couldn't believe my own luck sometimes, having this free, willing bimbo on her pale knees for me in my own personal office.

Now, how did I get here?




If I had to start from the beginning, it began when an outside consulting company did an audit of our business.

For confidentiality reasons, my workplace will remain nameless. It was not a particularly unique place to work until the audit happened, but it paid alright, and I had a pretty good retirement plan going for myself after several years of working here.

But that was not the important part.

What mattered was that the consulting company presented comprehensive evidence that our male employees were spending a collectively significant amount of the workday watching porn.

I was guilty of this, too.

Sometimes, I was so horny that in order to continue to be productive, I had to quickly jack off my big, hard black dick in my office.

Blinds closed, door closed, catch my cum in a tissue. That was it.

It wasn't a daily activity for me, but I knew that my search history on my computer would turn up quite a few recent searches for "interracial gangbang" or "black on blonde mfm."

What could I say?

I knew what I liked, and that was watching hot chicks getting pounded by muscular black men like me.

At the all staff meeting, I expected to be called out, or publicly shamed, or perhaps fired.

My worst fears were weighing on my chest during the presentation, and I only had to look around the room to see that the majority of men in the room felt the same way.

Meanwhile, the female employees looked anywhere from surprised to disgusted.

“Men in the office,” the consultants said, “Show a significant drop in productivity in the hour or two before they watch porn.”

It was both easier and harder to pay attention to the consultants when the female ones all looked ripe and ready for sex.

Immaculate hair, bright red whorish lipstick, and short skirts.

On the other hand, they had caught my attention.

They continued explaining: In fact, anywhere from 60 to 120 minutes before starting to watch porn, men were showing signs of getting distracted.

More errors. Less multi-tasking. More unanswered phone calls. The results went on and on, statistically significant if the consultants were to be taken at their word.

Not to mention the total and utter lack
 of productivity during the amount of time spent watching porn.

Altogether, our business appeared to be paying a monstrous amount to our hundreds of employees at the office, just for the hours the men were watching porn.

Gasps were heard in the room. Now I was sure that there was going to be a mass firing.

My apprehension soon turned to anticipation, when the consultants offered the company a very unique solution to our problem.

Rather than men turning to porn to relieve their urges, and wasting hours of time being horny, there was an easy way out of this dilemma.

All women who were hired into the office, from now on, would have an additional responsibility in their job duties:

Sexually service any man who approached them, in any way that he pleased.

There was an uproar among the crowd, mostly female voices speaking up.

That was when the CEO, Sofia Gonzalez, spoke.

She had a cold expression as she looked over the chaos forming in the room.

Her dark, silky hair was combed up neatly in a tight bun. Her teeth were white, standing out against her tanned, Latina complexion.

"I've already looked at the data of this proposition. Other businesses who have adopted this model, though it's extremely confidential and not widespread, have increased their productivity by astronomical proportions."

My heart started to race, now with excitement.

The CEO was known for being a stone-cold bitch who cared only about the numbers and the bottom line. If she was coming out in support of it, we all knew that she was going to get her way.

"I quit," said a female voice. Others murmured their agreement.

But Sofia wasn't finished yet.

Clearing her throat, she said authoritatively, "Naturally, currently employed females will receive a salary raise of two percent, in appreciation of the... additional duties
 you will now be expected to perform. And these changes will not go into effect for three weeks, allowing those who wish to sever ties," Her voice dripped with condescension. "...The chance to leave the company sooner rather than later."

The trickle of women leaving the room with a flounce slowed. That wasn't surprising.

Men in the room were licking their lips, some of them glancing around lasciviously, like they were imagining all the female workers with their clothes off.

As if we hadn't already done that hundreds of times.

Sofia continued, "This will be known as the Free-Use regulation of the office."

Surprisingly, a number of women stayed in the room. Whether it was the promise of a two percent raise or perhaps a kinky, attractive benefit for them, I had no clue.

Now, I started to allow myself to realize I wasn't dreaming.

This was real. The group of consultants beamed and finished their presentation.

The end of the meeting was boring, but my mind was so distracted that I barely minded this time.

My whole life was about to change.



My secretary, Amanda, was one of the women to stay.

I had lusted after her for years, ever since she had worked for me.

Her golden blonde hair, those big, bountiful breasts, and her large juicy ass made her a treat to look at.

I had tried to hit on her discreetly before, but was afraid of our Human Resources department cracking down on me for sexual harassment or something like that.

"Dwayne, I have a boyfriend," she had squealed, while looking at me with limpid, flirtatious eyes. At the mere suggestion that we get a drink after work. I would have offered the same to a male secretary, as well.

She was a tease.

Until now, I had only been able to look.

She had been assigned to me after my last promotion, which was two years ago. I was a mid-level manager now, in an enviable position.

Amanda was average at her job and of middling competence, sometimes causing me inconvenience.

I rarely gave her complex tasks.

Other men in the office had repeatedly told me how lucky I was to have such a fucking hot secretary.

"I wish I had a sweet blonde bimbo working for me! I'd have her do more than file my papers, if you know what I mean..."

I always just sighed and rolled my eyes, knowing that they were full of bravado, too scared to make a move on their own lowly college interns with their tight young bodies.

But now, all our deepest desires were about to come true.

In the wake of the fateful meeting where the Free-Use regulation was announced, I treated Amanda normally.

After all, the regulation wouldn't go into effect for three weeks, just like the CEO had said.

She came in, did her average, lacking work, and I behaved just as usual towards her, but in my mind, I was imagining exactly how I would use her curvaceous body.

But I was left with a trace of doubt. What if she didn't want this?

I only wanted to use her, if she wanted me to use her, too. It killed my boner if a chick didn’t want it.

The day before the regulation went into effect, I asked her, curiously, "Amanda, why did you decide to stay? I won't be offended if you need to leave before tomorrow."

I hid my primal urges behind the mask of a white-collar businessman.

Amanda looked at me with her bright blue eyes, a vacant expression on her face.

"Um, like, I guess that it just makes the most sense for me, for my career, you know, sir? I love working here, and sex isn't a big deal to me, and I just don't wanna deal with getting a new job. I think that, like, it will be good for me? Challenge my character, or something."

She twirled a strand of hair around her finger as she talked in her high-pitched voice, despite being in her mid-twenties, age-wise. Her breasts were pouring over the top of her red shirt like a slut.

I put on my best professional voice and smiled affably. "I understand. Have a good night, and I will see you bright and early tomorrow."

I slept fitfully that night, but woke up feeling strangely rested.

I put on my crisp suit and drove to the office with a pleasant thrumming feeling of anticipation in my veins.

When I entered the office, the evidence of the new era immediately jumped out at me. I took the elevator to my floor and stepped out onto the landing.

Sylvia, the brunette receptionist for my floor, was bent over the front desk, naked from the waist down.

I had never given her a second look, but she was infinitely more appealing with her naked ass sticking out and getting pounded by one of the executives who worked down the hall from me.

I thought that perhaps she would have an orgasmic expression, or alternatively a pained expression, but instead her face looked completely neutral.

"Good morning, Mr. Jackson," she said.

Her demeanor and tone were nothing if not professional, but it was a shock watching her greet me while getting fucked hard from behind.

"Morning," I said, my deep voice almost cracking.

"Would you like to use one of my other holes?" She lifted one hand, with difficulty, from the front desk and pointed at her mouth. "I would be happy to service you."

Stunned, I let my feet keep moving me to my own office, far out of the way. My voice, however, was calm and professional when I spoke to her.

"No, thank you."

Sylvia nodded and the guy kept fucking her. I heard a few slaps and Sylvia letting out the smallest little moans.

My cock was rock hard.

I flew down the hallway, needing relief. I burst through the door to my office, only to be confronted by another source of arousal.

Amanda was at her desk as usual, probably frittering away the time before I came in.

Her breasts looked amazing in the white blouse she’d chosen to adorn herself with today. Big and plump, possibly part silicone at how perfectly spherical the line of her cleavage was.

Her lips were bright pink, an inappropriate color for such a traditional office environment, but I didn’t give a shit at this moment.

“Amanda?” I said, feeling hot with anticipation.

I didn’t bother closing the door behind me. If Sylvia could put on that slutty display in the front area, then I knew I was free to do whatever I liked back here, in my own personal office.

Amanda stood up to greet me. “Yes, sir?”

She didn’t usually do that, did she?

Then again, her skirts weren’t usually this short either… Were they?

Her skirt came a little over the tops of her toned thighs. It was tight, molded to the shape of her hips.

Something that a club slut bimbo would wear when she was going out to the bars, not something that my secretary should be dressed in.

Again, I didn’t care at all in that moment. All I could think about was getting one of her tight holes around my throbbing cock, and it didn’t even matter which one.

Mouth, pussy, ass. I knew I’d be using all three of them in good time.

But why not start at the top?

Breathing measured, I addressed my bimbo secretary for the first time knowing she was a free-use woman.

“Please get on your knees and suck my cock.”

Amanda’s crystal clear blue eyes went wide, but she smirked like she was expecting it.

“Of course, sir!” She said, sounding happier to do her job than ever.

My mouth went dry as she headed over from behind her desk and walked up to me.

I was a handsome man, and I didn’t have any trouble getting laid when I went out, but it had been a while since I bedded a girl as hot as Amanda. My cock was still half-hard, and I felt my mind twitching with anticipation.

Amanda had donned her usual high heels, black, a sensible color for the office, but sky-high. It made her gait careful and slow.

She was the most sensual, cheeky thing I’d seen in years as she slowly knelt on the ground in front of me.

The bare, round tops of her breasts jiggled with her movements, juicy in her white top.

She had never looked more like a porn whore than at this moment. Her pink, bee-stung lips were wide and inviting.

She unzipped my loose pants and seemed to almost jump in shock from what she saw, her hot mouth gaping.

I grinned. I knew my cock was a considerable size, so it formed a fairly large bulge inside my underwear.

Girls usually had trouble swallowing it down. I wasn’t going to lie, it fed my ego to see my teasing secretary finally on her knees where she belonged.

“What are you waitin’ for?”

I gave her no luxury of pet names or girlfriend treatment. She was just there to be used, willingly, exactly the way she’d signed up for when she decided to stay at her well-paying, easy office job.

“I’m sorry,” she said, a little quietly.

Her small hand traced the outline of my cock, bulging out, and then with a careful, practiced motion she pulled down my underwear so my cock sprang out, throbbing and dark and huge.

Now Amanda did make a noise out loud, her reaction clearly audible to anyone who might be walking down the hallway of the office.

But my back was to the door, and I wasn’t going to waste a spare second of my attention to see if there was anyone watching. All the better for us if they were.

Amanda stuck a cute little pink tongue out of her mouth and started to give me these tiny licks, kittenish and soft.

Still a tease, then.

It did feel good, but I wasn’t going to let her get away with that treatment. This was going to have to be one area where she couldn’t take it easy at work.

“Put your mouth around me,” I ordered her.

The business certainly paid enough to compensate, I figured.

She instantly complied with my eager instructions, and I felt a rush of pride and power fill my chest at seeing her good attempts at obedience.

Her soft, slutty lips immediately started to suck on my shaft, my black cock looking huge and intimidating against the paleness of her cheeks and the brightness of her lipstick.

I laid a hand at the back of her head and started to encourage her wordlessly to suck on the head of my cock.

It seemed hard for her to do this, and she made a wet noise that sounded like a moan when her lips finally sealed around my head and she started desperately trying to take more of me into her mouth.

She absolutely needed this, I thought. Her tight little body was made for sex.

It was difficult for her to even fit the head of my cock in her mouth, but she made a valiant effort. It was probably more the girth that was the issue, although I was also a much larger than average length.

I could see her lips stretching wide, the puffiness sealing around my cock just like a perfect toy, mine to take and control and fuck.

I increased the pressure of my hand at the back of her head slowly, hearing her breathing through her nose. That was good. I had no desire to hurt her in any way, and I knew she had the fortitude to speak up if she needed to take a minute.

Instead she seemed hungry to take more of me down her throat.

My cock felt amazing as it started to disappear into her tiny little mouth. It seemed like it wasn’t going to fit.

I grinned to myself and wondered if her so-called boyfriend knew about his bitch’s new job duties.

Did she tell him she was going to be a cock whore for black dick at work now?

If she had, I wondered if he had broken up with her. I’d seen pictures of the dude framed on her desk, and he was nothing special.

Or maybe, she had told him, and they were still together. That possibility was intriguing, thinking about an average white hunk knowing his bimbo girlfriend was getting her lips stretched out on a black cock far bigger than his own.

If I left her pussy gaping, would her boyfriend still fuck her afterwards? When she was leaking with my cum?

Because we all knew that the new rules stated condoms were optional at the office.

I forced myself to concentrate fully on the moment. Just for right now, that hot little mouth was wrapped around my dark cock and sucking delightfully.

Her pale cheeks had reddened a little, and I didn’t know if that was from embarrassment or excitement.

I decided to find out.

“You love that big dick don’t you babe? You like that black cock?”

My cock popped out of her mouth with a slurp. She looked up at me with big eyes, like she did not even understand what I was asking of her.

“It’s my job to give you good head whenever you want,” she said simply. “I’m paid for this function now.”

I grinned and grabbed a handful of her blonde hair, shoving my cock back into that warm, wet mouth.

“But you want to be here, don’t you, you dirty slut?” I asked her.

After all, many women at our office had quit. But she had literally chosen to stay, likely knowing she was going to become a slut for her black boss.

“Mmrph,” she mumbled, at a loss for audible words with my big cock pumping in and out of her red lips.

I had a sudden impulse. “Touch yourself,” I said.

Immediately her manicured hand went between her legs. Her sucking mouth kept working on my dark cock, but it was the power that I held over her that started to push me closer to the edge.

I felt my breath getting faster, thinking about how I was defiling this whorish little secretary of mine. Her work had been worthless, so her body was proving to me of more use to me when free than her paid work had ever been.

Fuck. I couldn’t believe I was thinking about her like that. I had always felt like the world would be a better place with women submissive and on their knees, but I never thought it would happen.

Amanda was still pumping away at my cock, her eyes closed in concentration. With one hand she stroked my cock into her mouth and with the other hand down her skirt she frigged herself faster.

My big, thick cock was lodged in the back of her throat each time she went down on me.

When my blonde assistant began to moan from the pleasure she felt from her hand on her clit and her mouth on my dick, I knew that I was about to cum.

“Take it all,” I huffed out and I started to shoot straight down her warm, willing freeuse throat.

I felt my jizz pouring into her gulping pink lips, her throat so tight, wet and warm that I felt like I’d died and gone to porn heaven.

“Good girl,” I said.

Then I watched as Amanda’s pale throat, still working around my thick black cock, started to swallow all of my creamy load down her throat.

After what seemed like eons, she finally released my cock from her slutty mouth and started gasping for air.

I looked down at my cock, covered in this white girl’s saliva, and then I looked at her.

She was about to have her own pleasure sated, by the erotic expression on her face. Her lips were scrunched up and her brows were drawn together, her pink mouth open like a bimbo as she touched herself.

I couldn’t allow that.

“Get up, slut,” I said.

She gave me an aching look, a strange, new expression I had never seen her make before, but then did what I said.

“Bend over the desk,” I directed her. Again, she did what I said, her blonde hair swinging like a curtain when she bent over at a ninety degree angle.

I laughed at her. “Do you practice that position for your boyfriend a lot?”

She spoke plainly, wetting her pink lips before she opened her mouth. “Yes.”

“Does he cum quick when he sees that slutty ass of yours bent over for him?”

She nodded, her chin hitting my desk like a stupid bimbo.

I chuckled. I knew what she wanted.

I slowly slid my hands up her pale, creamy legs. First over her smooth calves, then to her toned, milky thighs. My hands looked huge and dark on her skin.

Then I got to her panties. They were fire engine red.

Exactly what I had always imagined she wore every day in the office that she came in, looking like she was asking for it.

She jumped when I put my hands into the waistband of her panties, kneading the soft flesh of her nice, white girl ass.

I peeled her panties down her legs, leaving them at her ankles. She had no reaction to this, as she was willing to let me do whatever I wanted to her as my freeuse assistant.

When I looked up that tight skirt, my cock went rigid again.

Her pussy was wet and drenched with her own natural lubrication.

I knew she wanted it all along.

Why else would she have agreed to be my freeuse slut?

Even though I had just cum, my cock started throbbing just looking at her.

All in one motion, I pushed her pale shoulders firmly down on the desk, and aimed my black cock right into that sweet center of her pussy.

Bliss. That was all I felt. Her pussy was tighter than her mouth and twice as hot. I barely heard her cry of pleasure come out of her swollen pink lips.

I took a deep breath, fully immersed in the feeling of finally taking my hot bitch of a secretary.

My cock was enveloped in her slutty pussy. I looked down at my long cock fully lodged inside her and felt my cock twitch. Her saliva and natural juices coated my cock.

Even more overwhelming was the difference between my big, black cock and her small, white pussy.

I slammed that fat dick inside her, feeling the thin fabric of her teasing black skirt pushing up against my stomach, I was so deep inside.

“You like that?” I growled.

Amanda moaned in pleasure, loud like a porn star. I hoped that everyone in the office could hear my secretary taking my cock.

“Take that dick,” I said. I didn’t know what came over me, but I quickly added, “You like taking that big black cock? How does it compare to your little boyfriend’s dick?”

The blond girl squirming on my cock didn’t say anything, but suddenly spoke, like she was possessed.

“I love it! You’re so much better than my boyfriend. He never takes me like this, like a wild animal.”

I grinned to myself and pulled her hips towards me roughly, shoving my cock in and out of her like she was my personal fucktoy.

Which she was, I just kept forgetting that she now belonged to me.

Or more accurately, she belonged to any male employee at our workplace.

Amanda’s teeth were clenched tightly, but her face was a picture of enjoyment. Her pink, bee-stung lips were pursed, like she needed another cock to suck on.

I slapped her ass. Getting an idea, I withdrew from her hot pussy all of a sudden and walked to my desk chair, sitting down with my business slacks unzipped.

My cock stood up, rigid and huge.

“Amanda.” I ordered her to pay attention to me, her boss.

Her blonde hair swayed around her face as she unsteadily stood up, leaving the doggy style position that she had done so well at.

“Yes?” Her voice wavered, like she was unused to getting such hot and horny treatment from the men around her.

Well, she would soon get used to it.

“Get over here, girl. Ride my cock.”

I couldn’t believe my own voice. I sounded dominant and animalistic, a contrast from the cool, calm and collected businessman I usually portrayed at work.

This new freeuse rule was bringing out my most primal side, one that I never allowed myself to indulge in before.

Too afraid of being labeled unfairly aggressive, I had never shown this side of myself to anyone.

With Amanda now riding my cock like the perfect blonde bimbo I’d always dreamed of, I knew that I had to change myself in order to take full advantage of the new stipulations at work.

I tore her white blouse off of her, watching her big, creamy white tits bouncing up and down in her matching red bra before I could no longer resist that either and I stripped her of that, too.

Amanda grimaced and moaned, overwhelmed when I started to suck on her tits. My mouth devoured her, licking her pink nipples as my dark hands manhandled those breasts that I’d spent every day at work dreaming about.

She hadn’t even taken off her underwear as she kept bouncing up and down on my cock, my pleasure rising and cresting with the warm, tight wetness of her little pussy.

I forced her to tell me how much she liked being my freeuse office bimbo, how much her boyfriend couldn’t compare to my big black cock.

I started to feel myself getting closer again, the visuals of her orgasmic, pretty face and those big white tits heaving in my face almost too much for me to control.

I began to slam my cock upwards, my hips thrusting like a madman. I had to have her. I needed to show her boyfriend who she really belonged to, at work and everywhere.

I was going to cum inside her. Breed that tight pink pussy full of my cum, put a black baby inside of her.

With that thought I grabbed her round, sexy ass hard and pulled her down harshly, forcing her to bottom out on my huge black cock.

Her blonde hair fell into my face and I tilted my neck, biting the creamy expanse of her neck as I started shooting my huge load into my bitch of an office assistant.

My cum spurted out of me, stronger and faster than before, even though it was my second time cumming today. I felt my sperm seeding the inside of that white girl pussy, hoping with my entire body that it was going to take on the first time.

And if it didn’t, I could try again tomorrow.

Even if it did take the first time, I’d still try again tomorrow.

I was going to send my blonde secretary home to her little boyfriend with a cunt full of her black boss’s cum every single day.

This was what women were for now.

Breathing heavily, I started to loosen my grip on Amanda’s ass. My dark hands had surely left their mark on her, but I was far from done.

Amanda breathed out heavily, probably getting used to the feeling of having a massive load of cum in her fertile pussy.

I heard a knock on the door and craned my neck to see who it was.

My jaw dropped when I saw Sofia Gonzalez, the CEO herself, standing in the doorway. My cock twitched just looking at her sexy Hispanic features and I almost forgot all about the sexy blonde girl starting to wiggle off my cock.

But the CEO wasn’t alone. She’d brought female company with her, and I couldn’t wait to see what they had in store for me, or really, what I had in store for them next.
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I groaned in pleasure, feeling two hot, wet tongues competing for my thick black cock’s attention. The two sexy co-eds currently laving my dick in their spit exchanged a competitive glance between themselves before doubling their enthusiasm.

I watched the two blonde heads bobbing up and down, their pale faces a stark contrast to my strong black thighs, only visible with my business trousers pulled down to my knees.

That’s right. I was in my own office, sitting at my desk while these two busty girls licked my black cock like a lollipop. Other office workers passed by the glass windows of my office without saying anything, on their way to their cubicles, where more sexy girls were enthusiastically and willingly working on my male coworkers’ cocks.

It was like living in an alternate sci-fi, paranormal universe, except for the fact that this was just a normal day in the freeuse office…



Just yesterday, I was just an office drone, clocking in and clocking out mindlessly and waiting for each day to be done. If I was working at the office late enough, I’d masturbate to some quality interracial porn, having a real weakness for bimbo blondes, just like every other normal guy.

But my primal instincts stayed hidden inside myself, despite my strong black frame, standing at over 6 feet tall.

Everything changed when our bitch of a CEO, Sofia Gonzalez, finally made a great decision for once in her cold-hearted life and brought in a consulting firm.

Their conclusion? Our office needed to become a freeuse office.

Women were too distracting in an office of 75 percent men, and the only way to fix it was to only employ women who were willing to offer up all their slut holes whenever any man asked for it.

Surprisingly, a large amount of women stayed, my blonde secretary Amanda included.

I had Amanda on her knees sucking my black cock, and I was going to tell her to do it every day. She was learning to properly worship it with her thick pink lips.

In fact, that was exactly what she was doing when the CEO herself, Sofia Gonzalez, knocked on my door, just a formality before barging in like the bitch she was.

Amanda, to her credit, didn’t even pause in her sweet sucking noises.

Sofia was, at first glance, a formidable woman. Her hair was always immaculate, her lips always coated in perfect red lipstick.

But maybe with my new freeuse outlook on the office, she was less intimidating.

I looked at Sofia now and saw my boss, sure, but also a pair of pouty red lips that would be better suited sucking my dark meat like Amanda was, instead of giving stupid orders to the whole company.

But even more interesting was what, or rather, who Sofia had brought with her. Standing behind her, looking a little meek, were two of the hottest women I had ever seen.

They were both blonde, one with perfect straight sandy hair hanging halfway down her back, and the other with wavy, loose hair.

They had big tits popping out of their shirts like sluts; one of them was wearing a T-Shirt that said “COLLEGE” across the front, and the other girl had on a low-cut shirt, loose and just barely appropriate for a public setting.

They looked like they belonged in a dirty porno, sucking black cocks in a massive gangbang.

My cock twitched inside my secretary’s warm mouth, and she sucked harder.

“This is Abigail,” Sofia said. “And this is Heather. They’re both sophomores in college, applying for an internship here, and you were recommended to interview them. If they get the job, you’ll be the boss. They’ve had their resumes reviewed, and they are both twenty years old.” 

Abigail waved her hand shyly; she was the one with straight hair. Heather was the wavy-haired girl.

Not that it mattered. I broke out into a wide grin, shoving my bimbo secretary’s mouth all the way down my hard black cock as I stood up to shake their hands.

Sofia moistened her lips with her tongue; or was she really licking her lips? Her eyes flickered down to my crotch. “I’ll leave you to it.”

My large, black hand looked huge while I shook Abigail’s small, pale white hand, then Heather’s. Heather was a little more tanned, but the contrast was still pretty huge.

I pulled my secretary’s head off of my cock, letting her gasp for air. “Good girl,” I said, patting her blonde head. “Now go into HR and run all of these nice young women’s paperwork for me.”

Amanda nodded, wiping her spit slicked mouth.

“And don’t forget to let any man use you on your way!” I called after her as she left the room, leaving me all alone with these sexy girls.

I saw Abigail and Heather’s eyes wandering down my body.

I knew what they were seeing. An athletic, well-built black man in a crisp business shirt and slacks, proper shoes, and excellent posture.

Their eyes finally found their destination tracing down my body, finding my pants already unzipped and my massive black cock hanging out, glistening with white girl spit.

Their jaws dropped, their pink lips parting on their pale white faces.

I grinned.

“You know this is a freeuse office, right?” I wanted to make sure they knew what they were getting into.

“Yes!” Abigail said. Her big tits bounced up and down while she talked, and I didn’t really hear what she was saying. “I’m excited about the business opportunities that this corporation offers, the freeuse model is… um… like, really exciting! So I thought it would be a good idea to come here myself and experience it firsthand-”

Heather cut in, interrupting her with an insouciant lack of care. “I want to work for you, Dwayne. I’ve researched your impressive educational background and would love to get to work as soon as possible.”

She flipped her blonde hair over her shoulder and stuck her tits out.

Amateurs.

I sighed. “Girls, girls. Didn’t you hear Ms. Gonzalez? There is only one internship available.” All this talking was annoying me. I really needed to put them to work.

“So,” I continued. “I’d like each of you to get down on those knees of yours and start showing me exactly how much you want this job. After all, because this is a freeuse office, one of your main duties will be to service not only my cock, but all men in this workplace.”

I saw Abigail swallow, but her eyes were bright. “Of course, sir.”

My cock twitched when she said sir in that petite, high voice.

Not to be outdone, Heather immediately took off her shirt. I almost started drooling looking at her huge tits in that sexy black bra.

The dark color looked good against her barely tanned skin.

They both knelt and just stared at my thick black cock for a second.

“It’s like, bigger than my face,” Abigail mumbled. “I’ve never been with a black guy before.”

Heather stuck her tongue out and licked my cock in a huge, wet stripe. “Why don’t you give up then, Abby, and just let me have this nice black cock all to myself?”

Abigail glared, finally showing some initiative, and gripped my cock at the base. “As if! I need this for college credit.”

Lucky for both of them, my cock was more than huge enough for both of their little pink mouths to work on it at the same time.

I felt a huge rush of arousal just watching these two sluts in training go down on me in the middle of my office.

People walked past my office and didn’t even pause at the fact that I was “interviewing” two college bimbos with my big black dick.

They were both totally willing so far, the perfect freeuse office bimbos.

But I had to know more. How would they react if I showed both of their heads down onto my cock even further?

I had to find out, so I grabbed fistfuls of their blonde, silky hair and pushed them down.

Abigail started to suck on my black balls like the good girl she was, while Heather, who seemed a little more experienced, started gagging herself on my cock.

It made slutty, wet noises whenever their mouths came into contact.

The picture that their two pretty faces made was so fucking arousing that I wanted to snap a pic and masturbate to it whenever I wanted.

I groaned. “Yeah, suck it, good girls.”

I could barely talk from the pleasure. My mind was reverting to a primal state, just like it had when I first found out the office would be a freeuse haven. I didn’t know how far I was about to go.

Their tongues started touching, licking all over my cock. I felt like I was going crazy, my cock about to burst everywhere.

But I knew I had to hold myself back. I was going to cum all over and inside them, I needed to do it, so I kept control of my animal instincts. Just barely.

My cock throbbed in their hot mouths, their blonde hair so light and easy to pull in my hands. My hands looked so huge and dark against the light color of their hair.

Suddenly I dropped their hair from my hands, knowing what I needed from both of them at that exact moment.

“Abby, get up and undress. Heather, deepthroat my cock. Now. Treat it like a contest.”

Like the good job applicants they were, they knew how to obey orders. Heather immediately went to work on my cock.

She got the tip down between her pink lips without difficulty, but as soon as she got a quarter of the way down she started to have trouble.

I watched her eyes start tearing up, that pretty black mascara she’d used to look like a perfect whore about to smear.

My cock started to hit the back of her throat when it was only halfway in her mouth, her hand working like crazy on the base to keep giving me pleasure.

Her lips looked bloated and huge, stretched out around the absolutely huge girth of my big black dick. She was totally working for it, her pale face straining with effort.

It felt amazing to have her slutty mouth down on my cock. I gently nudged her further down, putting my big hand on the back of her head. Then I did it forcefully.

I needed results.

With Heather working on that, I couldn’t let Abigail’s efforts go to waste.

She stripped like a little slut, swaying her hips back and forth. Her innocent little face with those big eyes and parted lips, was really just a hot little tease.

Her body motions were a slight bit awkward, but it got the desired effect. Clad in only a bra and panties, matching white, she was one of the sexiest things I’d ever seen, and I fucked Heather’s face harder while I watched Abigail.

Again, despite that innocent face, she had some of the biggest pair of tits ever, bouncing out of that pure white bra.

She turned around to show me her tight little ass in those white panties too, bending over.

I could see the outline of that white girl pussy perfectly. It helped, of course, that she was practically soaking through the fabric.

White girls all love black cock, said a traitorous part of my mind that I usually tried to ignore.

But how could I ignore it now? First my blonde secretary, now these two college sluts were volunteering to work at my office, even in my personal office, free for me to use whenever I wanted.

“Should I take off my underwear?” Abigail said in that timid voice, biting her lip like an innocent fucking whore.

“Take it all off,” I growled, pushing Heather down my cock until she gagged.

Abigail did as she was asked, flashing her big tits to me. They were so big they might have been fake, but they bounced like they were real.

It didn’t matter, because I almost forgot about her tits when I first saw her pussy.

Tight like a little pink coin slot, wet and so small it looked like nothing could possibly fit in there.

I moaned again and fucked Heather’s face while staring at Abigail’s pussy.

Heather got three-quarters of the way down my cock before it was apparent she couldn’t get any further, but that was still fucking impressive, for a twenty-year-old to boot.

I needed to try some more college throat. Maybe they could put me in charge of all female intern hiring.

I felt my knees almost buckle from her masterful sucking and pulled her head off my cock, walking to my desk chair and sitting down so I could enjoy the experience more fully.

“Abigail, you suck now. See if you can take more than Heather. Heather, strip down like the little slut you are.”

Heather had a twinkle in her mascara’d eye when she responded. “Yes, master.”

Damn if that didn’t make my cock throb.

Abigail crawled over to me - I gave her mental points in my head for the sexy display on all fours - and looked up at me between my legs with her pale face and straight blonde hair, looking so innocent between my dark thighs.

She stuck out her pink tongue, so small and wet and ready, and started licking my cock that was already sticky and wet with all of Heather’s spit.

It made her cocksucking even more depraved, that she was licking up all of the other blonde college bimbo’s saliva.

Meanwhile, Heather tried to catch my attention blatantly, standing right next to my chair and pushing her tits into my face as she took off her black bra.

Her big slutty tits pushed into my face, huge and white and full, and I eagerly started to lick them and grope them until she stepped away to fully undress.

I held my hand at the back of Abigail’s head this time and started to encourage her to take my black cock into her mouth, accepting a truly thick, dark cock for the first time in her life.

Abigail started to gag almost immediately, and I loved the sound.

Her mouth was already splitting, stretching to its breaking point around my big, black cock, and she was barely a third of the way down my cock.

Her face was just like a fleshlight for me to use.

Heather knelt down next to Abigail. “Had enough, slut? Want to give up and go home yet?”

Now fully nude, Heather was interactive and imaginative. I made a mental note to jot that down on her resume when I actually reviewed them later.

Heather started egging Abigail on as she tried desperately to throat my cock. “Come on, you can take that big cock, can’t you? Can’t you do it, bitch?”

I hated to admit it, but it was doing a lot for me that Heather was just bossing around the other white girl.

Abigail’s eyes were watering even more than Heather’s had, her innocent blue eyes looking up at me with desperation as she tried so hard to push my cock further down her throat.

I fucking loved it. My cock looked massive and forceful as it started slowly, inch by inch, sliding down into this white bimbo’s throat.

I reached down and fondled her fat tits, loving the way it caused her to moan, her throat vibrating all around my cock and making me feel like the king of the world.

These freeuse sluts were going to be hard to choose between.

On the one hand there was Abigail, the proverbial innocent blonde girl with the fat, inviting tits and tight little ass, eager to play exactly by the rules and offer herself willingly like a good freeuse office bimbo.

On the other hand, Heather was a little more tanned and experienced, though no less blonde. As she verbally berated Abigail with some of the dirtiest words I’d heard, I knew it would be hard to overlook that kind of enthusiasm when it came to making my final choice.

Luckily, I had a lot of time and fucking left to do before I needed to choose.

My cock had almost reached Abigail’s throat’s breaking point.

Her eyes were watering, and her pale small hands were clenched closely on my thighs, but Heather was still pressing her head down further.

Both of them were shaking their asses slightly, the perfect tease that all blonde sluts knew how to do.

I was giving into my animalistic side again, thinking of these two white bitches as nothing more than my personal office fuckdolls. Good for nothing except taking men’s cocks and cum.

“Fuck, Abby, you little whore,” I groaned in a deep, gutteral voice. “Fucking keep taking that cock. You’re almost there, oh fuck yeah, keep going!”

Abigail’s face was lit up with elation now, because she was at the same deepthroat level as Heather, just a little more and she would surpass her record.

Heather wasn’t happy about this, calling Abigail a secret slut for black men, but I couldn’t be more surprised and aroused.

Finally, Abigail had almost all of my cock her in mouth, possibly more than any woman had ever gone before. Her dexterous tongue was moving too, licking all over the surface of my cock.

I felt myself almost about to cum and hastily pulled Abigail’s throat off of my big black cock.

She gasped for air, drool and saliva sticking to the edges of her pink lips, looking like a wrecked little white college slut.

I squeezed the base of my cock. I knew what I had to do next.

“Go over to the window that faces the other offices and cubicles and put your hands up against it. Now.” I ordered them, giving them a slap on their pert asses as additional motivation.

They moved quickly, stark naked and the perfect pictures of blonde bimbos as they stuck their hands onto the window, immediately fogging the glass around it.

I walked up behind them, discarding my work trousers on the ground, and shoved them further against the window.

Their hands and tits slid against the window. I could only imagine what it looked like from the other side.

Two blonde college girls, both with huge tits and long, perfect hair, aroused and offering up their pretty little pink pussies to the huge black man behind them.

I was about to show them what they’d truly come here for.

I licked the palm of my hand and reached down to make sure they were ready for it.

Fuck!

They were basically dripping wet, giving their consent by the slutty wetness of their pussies.

I pinched Abigail’s clit with one large, black hand and rubbed Heather’s horny cunt with the other hand. I couldn’t help but get even harder.

They moaned with their shrill young voices, likely letting the whole office know they were about to get fucked hard.

Not that anyone in the office would care.

I could see, if I squinted, a pair of legs clad in slutty red heels, poking out of a cubicle. Now that female stress relief was constantly available to all of us men, what was to stop everyone from going for it all the time?

It made me think this was how the world was supposed to be.

There were two fertile pussies gyrating in front of me while I rubbed them heavy and wet, and I’d never been more horny in my life.

I wanted, no, I needed to have them now.

Acting totally on instinct, I held my huge cock with one hand and made my choice for who was going to have the privilege of getting my black cock first.

Abigail.

She let out the most horny scream when I suddenly plunged my cock deep inside that tight young pussy.

Bliss. It was perfect. Her pussy was meant to hold my cock inside it forever. She was the tightest girl I’d ever felt. I’d been missing out on my share of blonde bimbos in the world, and now I was getting my due.

“Take it, slut,” I grunted, acting on my primal gut feelings. My black cock started sliding in and out of her tight cunt like I was possessed.

It looked like a giant black snake was slithering in and out of her, punishing her white pussy for being such a slutty tease all the time.

I bet that all the guys at her college wanted to have her, but instead she was here with me, a black businessman, bending over like a little freeuse whore just to get an unpaid internship.

Heather was doing her thing too, wiggling her ass and begging for cock like the slut that she was. Her ass was bigger than Abigail’s, and it fit the aesthetic of her slightly wavy hair.

I grabbed Abigail by the throat, hearing her groan in willing pleasure, and pressed her harder up against the glass.

She was totally enclosed by my muscular black body, moaning and writhing with pleasure at being able to satisfy her potential future boss.

My cock was stabbing her so deep inside I thought I could get lost in there. I needed to keep breeding her. I knew she wanted it without a condom; both of these sluts did.

“Fucking whore,” I said. “Coming in here like a little innocent tease, you getting what you wanted? Huh? You like that big black dick in your white girl cunt?”

Abigail moaned loudly. “Yes, sir! I love it!”

I gripped her by the throat harder. “Say it.”

Abigail looked back at me with wide eyes, somehow managing to keep that innocent, teasing, maddening air about her even as she was pounded by thick, black dick.

“Yes!” She screamed. “I love your black cock in my white girl pussy! Please let me service you!”

“Good girl,” I growled. “Now work that cunt on my black cock like you need it.”

Abigail nodded, gasping when I let go of her throat and immediately starting to work those pale hips back and forth.

My cock slid in and out of her tight, dripping snatch in perfect rhythm. Her ass bounced off of the base of my dick.

Heather, apparently somewhat of an attention whore, was reaching under herself and touching her clit and pussy, moaning about how much she needed my cock.

I would get to her in a second. For now, I had no idea how my whole cock was fitting inside Abigail.

It was so huge in comparison to the skinny little pussy that I’d just been introduced to.

I let Abigail ride that cunt on my cock, pleasuring me for my own benefit, her hands pressed up against the glass, while I reached over to spank and fondle Heather’s ass.

I slid a finger into Heather’s fertile cunt as well. Fuck. That was tight.

My finger felt squeezed, I couldn’t imagine what it felt like to actually fuck her too.

I was about to find out. I abruptly pulled out of Abigail and switched my focus to Heather, batting her hand away from her cunt.

“That’s only for me to play with,” I growled deeply in her ear.

I held my cock and slowly, slowly pushed it inside this other blonde girl’s cunt.

That was fucking incredible. Her big white girl ass was pushing itself down on my cock, working that tight wetness all the way down to my base while she squealed.

“Abigail, lick her cunt,” I ordered.

Obediently, looking dazed but still moving quickly and of her own volition, Abigail got on her knees on the floor, in between Heather and the window, and stuck out her little pink tongue for a little lesbian action.

I felt my body entirely concentrated, like the hard, black rod of pleasure between my legs was the only thing left.

I couldn’t help it. Heather was pushing her PAWG ass down on my cock while Abigail’s hot tongue lapped over that fertile cunt and my cock.

These two blonde bimbos were totally willing to do anything I fucking wanted.

I knew it wouldn’t be much longer before I was going to cum, not after fucking both their mouths to desperation and being inside both of those tight cunts with my big black dick.

I grabbed Heather’s tits, kneading them between my hands. They were soft and pillowy, the perfect handles as I started to fuck faster and faster.

My dark cock was like a blur as it pounded into Heather’s freeuse office cunt, Abigail’s mouth playing along and licking like a little slut as I went deeper and deeper inside that pussy.

I felt my cum start to collect in my heavy, black balls, almost ready to give it to these two white co-eds.

I was going to cum harder than ever, right here in my own office while random coworkers walked by and said nothing.

I moaned, “Fuck yeah, I’m going to cum! Get ready for it, interns!”

They started moaning with pleasure and begging for it.

“Yes master, please cum all over me!”

“Give it to me in my cunt! Give it to me in my fertile white girl cunt!”

That did it. I started cumming like a faucet, feeling Heather’s little pussy accepting my cum, letting a black man pump his huge dick inside her and finish with a hot creampie.

Abigail moaned for it too, and I could see the cum dripping out a little onto her face.

I wasn’t done yet. I wasn’t going to deprive her from cum either, and with my cum still blasting out of my cock like faucet, I pulled my cock from Heather’s cunt and aimed it right at Abigail’s innocent fucking face.

It sprayed Abigail down like a hose, catching her on the forehead, on the lips and cheeks, and in her eye.

It was the best moment of my life, cumming inside and on these two blonde bimbos.

Abigail moaned and Heather knelt to the ground, eager to please me and do everything I wanted. The two blondes started licking each other’s faces, practically begging for the cum that had slowed from my cock.

They passed my cock back and forth, each of them taking a turn to lick all of the cum and cunt juices off of it.

I felt powerful and primal, marking these two women with my cum like they were my fuckmeat property.

Their pink tongues lashed out of their mouths, licking all of the cum off my cock and their faces like it was the most delicious meal of their lives.

I couldn’t wait to do it again.

“Girls?” I said, breathing heavily. The two blonde bimbos turned to me expectantly. “I have some good news. It looks like another internship has opened up. You both have the job!”

They squealed in happiness and high-fived each other, the cum making a sticky sound when their palms reached contact.

They were both a part of my freeuse office harem now.

Just before I was about to turn around and grab some tissues from my office desk, I saw the CEO, that Latina bitch Sofia Gonzalez, pass by.

Her huge tits were brimming out of her low cut top.

Too pumped full of adrenaline to care about her reaction, I simply gave her a thumbs up, getting only a cold eyebrow stare in return, before heading into my office to start the paperwork.

After all, I had two new hires to bring onboard. Not bad for a day’s work!

I didn’t know it yet, but I’d be seeing a lot more of the sexy Sofia in a week or two…
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A pair of bright red lips wrapped themselves lewdly around my thick black cock, enveloping my dick in sultry wetness.

I groaned and laid back in my office chair, watching as the CEO of my company sucked down as much of my dark meat as she could fit inside that bitchy mouth. It was glorious to finally shut up the severe and cold Sofia Gonzalez, the famously mean Latina boss that I’d reported to for years.

Now, that mouth was stuffed full of black cock, and I fisted my hand in her silky dark hair, ready to push her down even further, make her truly realize what her free use purpose was.

After all, she was here willingly, wasn’t she?

Her sexy exotic eyes looked up at me, daring me to force her head down even further. The bimbo was begging for it, a huge contrast to the horrible bitchy attitude she usually displayed to me and all my coworkers.

So why was this bimbo Latina CEO on her knees in front of me? It seemed like a reality that belonged in a science fiction story, like something out of the ordinary had happened to allow my bitch boss to be here, choosing of her own free will to suck down my cock like a lollipop.

To explain how I got here, I’ll have to turn back time a few months.



CEO Sofia Gonzalez, the queen bitch herself, had brought in an outside consulting company that revealed that men in our office were, to put it simply, using company time for outside purposes.

To put it even more plainly, we were all watching the shit out of some hot, taboo porn.

In order to remedy the situation, Sofia adopted the consulting company’s recommendations: All women could choose to stay at the company and become freeuse women if they wanted to. Freeuse meaning they would be free and willing for all men of the company to use whenever they wanted to.

Many women, of all ranks and races, decided to stay. My secretary, Amanda, was one of them.

I’d been making full use of her holes ever since then. She was a hot little number, a sexy blonde bimbo with huge tits and a nice fat ass and a boyfriend who didn’t mind that I fucked his girlfriend every single work day.

It had been a few months, and since then I’d been having incredible, perverted sex with all the women in the office that I’d dreamed of.

My hot blonde secretary.

The Asian receptionist with the innocent-looking eyes. 

Two college girls, both nubile and blonde and with some of the tighest pussies ever. It was their first time fucking a black man, and I thoroughly enjoyed defiling their willing bodies in my own personal office as I interviewed them for their internships.

My friendly black coworker with the huge ass. That was a long story, but it made me hard just thinking about all the ways I’d taken her in her cubicle while everyone around us could hear.

And that was just the start of it.

I’d seen nearly every female at my workplace getting fucked, hard, in all of their tight little freeuse holes.

Except for one: The CEO herself. Sofia was notorious for micromanaging her staff, and she’d certainly seen all of us fucking our way through the work days.

She had on her cold grimacing stare and steely-eyed gaze, but she must have approved, because I had heard that we were all going to get raises for our improved productivity ever since the freeuse rule was implemented.

I couldn’t lie, just hearing her heels clacking on the floor made it easier to keep unloading my cum in all of the office bitches.

Sofia was someone who had previously been out of my league, but now she had to watch me fuck women on a daily basis.

My testosterone levels were off the charts from all the fucking I’d been doing. I got my daily workout from just having sex, taking breaks as frequently as I could to fuck any attractive woman around.

It had been a few months since the freeuse recommendation had been instituted, and I had taken it upon myself to start my days with a good, sensual blowjob from Amanda, the blonde bimbo secretary.

Amanda licked my cock like a porn actress, showing off her huge big white tits while she sucked on me.

“Fuck yes,” I groaned in my deep voice. “Fucking suck me, you little whore.”

Now that I had office women ready for me to use them at any time, I was taking full advantage of it.

Through my office window I could see evidence that other male coworkers were doing the same.

There were a long pair of sexy female legs poking out of one cubicle, leading up to a tight ass that was getting positively slammed.

Across from her, another woman, an older MILF-type, was getting her big tits fucked, my coworker’s dick sliding in and out of her slutty display of cleavage.

There was a double penetration happening when I looked out my door down the hall. One of the newer managers, a brunette girl with red glasses, was begging for more, getting spitroasted between two of her employees.

It was fucking delightful. My cock was hard almost all the time at work, and all the women around me were servicing me.

Amanda kept sucking and sucking like a good freeuse whore for me. Her blonde hair was up in a ponytail today, and I used it like a helpful handle to keep her mouth pumping away.

I knew that this freeuse environment had brought out my more animalistic side. Until now, I’d hidden my primal instincts, only thinking about it while I masturbated.

But now that I could do anything I wanted with women at work, it seemed like the sky was the limit.

I saw Sofia walk into the hallway, talking with one of the senior executives. His cock was hanging out of his pants, but he appeared to be spent, since he was making no attempt to use the CEO.

Sofia looked fucking hot today. I felt my cock twitch in Amanda’s pink lips while I looked at my boss, the head bitch of the office.

She always looked more like a bimbo to me, though.

The boss’s huge Latina tits were positively falling out of her white blouse and blazer. Her business skirt was barely appropriate for the workplace and clung to that nice, fat Hispanic ass perfectly.

Her face was gorgeous. Her lips, as usual, were the most bright shade of crimson red imaginable.

I was imagining those lips around my dark cock while I pumped my blonde bimbo secretary’s head down onto my cock.

Amanda’s mouth was great, sure, and she was now practiced at taking all of my thick, dark meat into her throat, but I wanted more.

How good would Sofia’s mouth feel on my big, black cock, those huge, slutty tits bouncing up and down…

I couldn’t take it any longer.

I saw that Sofia’s conversation had ended and she was about to walk away.

Abruptly, I pulled Amanda by the ponytail off of my cock and strode into the hallway.

Without words, I gripped Sofia by the arm.

I saw her eyes flare with emotion. “What do you want?”

I smiled broadly, my teeth white. My hand looked so dark against her smooth Latina skin. Still without speaking, I put both of my hands on her shoulders and started to push her to the ground.

Her jaw dropped open.

But her body was moving of its own accord, and she was slowly sinking to her knees. Willingly.

I’d have it no other way.

My cock was already out of my pants, hard and dark like a black rod.

All I had to say was: “Suck it.”

Sofia’s eyes darkened even further with anticipation.

In a bitchy voice, she said, “Whatever you want. But make it quick, I have a meeting in fifteen minutes.”

I raised my eyebrows. “We’ll see about that, girl.”

Sofia’s red mouth opened up.

I was almost shaking with anticipation, but I kept my cool.

Her pink, wet tongue lashed out, licking the head of my cock all around, like a delicious, black popsicle.

Damn.

That felt so fucking good on my huge dick. I had no doubt that a loudmouthed bitch like her was able to take it all.

Her bimbo mouth was like a powerful vacuum, clearly experienced.

I wondered if this was how she’d gotten the job in the first place, on her knees for some black executive businessman.

Or maybe it had been a gangbang. Those tits, ass and face were all begging to be used at the same time.

It was everything that I’d dreamed of for years, seeing this nasty Latina CEO on her knees with her dark hair down her back, sucking my huge cock.

I felt my cock harder that it had ever been before, wanting even more stimulation. I knew that I wasn’t about to waste more time out of that bitch’s Hispanic pussy than in it, but Sofia needed some preparation.

I shouted into my office.

“Amanda, come and help this bitch service a black man like he deserves.”

Like a good trained freeuse whore, Amanda obediently bounced out of the office and got on the ground next to the Latina CEO.

They made quite a pair next to each other, one of them blonde, slutty, and stupid, and the other Latina, sensual, and smart.

“Amanda, you gotta help her out. Get behind her and lick that Latina pussy.”

Eagerly, she got behind her. “Wow, nice panties!” Amanda pulled down Sofia’s panties under her skirt and showed them to me.

Dangling off of Amanda’s white hand, linked over her little pinky finger, was a slutty, red silk thong.

My cock swelled in Sofia’s bimbo mouth, and she choked trying to force more of it into her mouth when I thrust my black hips forward.

“You are a fucking” - Thrust - “Slut” -Thrust “CEO!” I pushed as much of my cock into her red-lipped mouth as she could take, basking in the feeling when I saw her eyes widen at the true size of my black cock.

She was meant to be a freeuse whore all along.

Why else was she wearing such whorish underwear at work? She knew that us guys were going to see it every day.

Amanda was getting busy beneath Sofia’s skirt. I saw her head disappear under the short material, moving back and forth with horny intent.

Sofia’s reaction was priceless.

She started to moan on my cock, getting her Latina pussy licked out by a dumb white secretary.

“That’s right,” I said. “You’re no better than Amanda, just a piece of cunt ready for all of us to use. Aren’t you?!”

Sofia did her best to bob her chin affirmatively with more than half of my monstrous black cock stuffed down her throat.

I had had enough of that. “Hope you lovin’ that lesbo action, cause you about to get some big dick in you for real now.”

I couldn’t believe the words coming out of my mouth, like some primal, dumb instinct was taking over my black body.

Nonetheless I felt my blood heat up higher inside my body, my cock rigid as I pushed Sofia away from my cock.

The moans she let out from Amanda’s handiwork on her pussy were fucking hot.

“Turn around and show me dat ass,” I ordered the CEO.

She swallowed her last moan and turned around, presenting that fat, Hispanic ass to me.

I took a deep breath through my mouth, hissing out when I saw her on all fours.

Helpfully, Amanda took the liberty of helping Sofia pull her skirt off, revealing all of that smooth skin to me in person.

That Latina pussy looked fucking nice.


She was dripping wet. Her folds were slick with her own fluids and from getting eaten out by a blonde bimbo.

No more was she a strict, cold, CEO.

Now she was nothing but a piece of bimbo fuckmeat degraded to her natural state. And I was going to continue that progression, taking her even further down the pathway to a freeuse fuckhole.

I desperately needed to be inside her ass.

I spanked her ass, watching it jiggle and move back and forth. With my other huge hand, I stroked my big dick, preparing my large cock to enter her.

Amanda took her rightful place, shoving her clean-shaven cunt into Sofia’s face. I watched Sofia start pressing those bimbo red lips against my blonde secretary’s pussy and moaned.

With my cock hard as a rock, I nudged just the head of it against Sofia’s tight Latina pussy.

I thought I wouldn’t be able to enter her at first; it was that tight.

My cockhead looked large and dark against Sofia’s smooth Hispanic skin. I was swollen, dripping precum with how much I needed to fuck.

I pushed forward little by little, inch by inch, until I had sheathed myself inside her as much as I could.

Sofia groaned, the vibrations tracking Amanda’s little pussy.

“Fuck yes,” I growled. “You like that, boss? Who’s your daddy now?”

Sofia mumbled something that I couldn’t hear.

“Speak up, bitch! Give me one of your famous speeches.”

Sofia parted those slutty red cocksucking lips.

“You are!” The CEO said, degraded to be nothing but my freeuse whore.

It was a wonder that I’d never seen anyone else in the office using her. Her pussy was so tight, it was unimaginable that I’d ever let her go without my cock inside her again.

Now my office boss, the bitchy, teasing whore, was finally stuffed to the brim with my black cock.

Her Latina bimbo body was doing a good job taking it all as her exotic, shapely eyes looked up at me obediently.

She had brought this on herself; she had instituted the freeuse rules of the office.

So of course she had to be enjoying it.

“Bet ya needed to be plugged full of cock all the time,” I told her conversationally. “You didn’t wanna be a fucking bitch CEO anymore. You wanted to be a bitch who gets fucked full of her employees’ cum!”

I guffawed. “Isn’t that right?”

Sofia’s mouth splayed open, her tongue tracing the folds of Amanda’s white pussy.

It was hard for her to answer, but finally she managed to look up. Her tits heaved, so massive I thought they might be fake.

Not that I cared if they were or not. It just added to her slutty Latina bimbo image, nothing but feminine sensual curves ripe for men to use whenever they wanted.

Finally Sofia managed to say, “You’re right, Dwayne. Women are here to serve men. True progress and productivity will only come when --”

She was cut off suddenly when I thrust my entire cock inside her, fucking the breath out of her.

I laughed maliciously. “That’s enough of that, fuck! Do you ever listen to yourself talk? Ya need to shut up sometimes.”

Sofia’s eyes narrowed, but Amanda chose to take the time to sit her pussy right down on Sofia’s thick-lipped mouth, forcing her to lick faster.

I fucked my cock into her a few more times, loving the warmth and tightness on my big black cock, shoved into that nice little Latina cunt.

It was fucking amazing, making me horny as hell that I was doing this right in our workplace hallways.

There was one of our coworkers coming down the hallway. I couldn’t even remember his name and here I was, fucking our boss right in front of him.

He approached, on a conversation on his cellphone. His eyes barely registered that the woman on the ground licking pussy like a slutty Amazon in heat was Sofia Gonzalez, CEO.

All he did was spank her ass as he passed by like she meant nothing to him.

I could hear sounds of other sex happening nearby, our coitus potentially being the inspiration for their sudden fervor.

Sofia was panting like a bimbo bitch, and I loved it.

I was about to do even more to her.

Without any warning, I took her other willing, freeuse hole.

I pulled my cock from that tight pussy, only to immediate force my cock into her tight ass.

“Mmmmmphh!” Sofia said, her voice muffled by Amanda’s tight white snatch.

Fuck. Tight. Hot. Need.

I could barely think, my primal desire to fuck this Latina bitch on all fours taking over any rational thoughts that once occupied my mind.

“Take it, bitch,” I groaned, my voice deep and animal-like.

This hot slut was nothing but a fuckdoll to me. I could always fuck the CEO or any woman of the company whenever I wanted, and that thought was as arousing to me as the feeling of her tight backdoor hole wrapped around my cock like I belonged there.

Sofia only moaned even more, apparently loving the feeling of my big, black cock.

“Keep lickin’ dat pussy,” I said. “Such a horny little bitch, getting exactly what you want.”

Her ass was so fat and round, it bounced like crazy while I pounded that asshole like I owned it.

Although I wasn’t the only owner, I knew that she’d find it hard to resist any black cock from now on.

Her bimbo ass gripped and milked my cock like my own personal toy, her red Latina lips clamped on Amanda’s dripping pussy providing the perfect visual to glance up at whenever my eyes wandered from her fat ass.

Her face was a mask of arousal, her eyes almost rolling back into her head with how much she loved it.

She was submitting to me willingly as my own free use whore, and I couldn’t have loved it more.

Amanda’s hips were jerking, and I knew from experience that she was about to cum all over Sofia’s face.

“Come, girl,” I said to Amanda. “Do it for your boss.”

The moment had come for Amanda, my bimbo blonde secretary. Her wails amped up in pitch and in volume, and her hips kept moving up and down in Sofia’s pretty bitch face.

Sofia looked like she was overcome with feelings, both from my cock in her ass and the pussy in her face.

Amanda did as she was told and started to cum, her fluid making the CEO’s face wet. She screeched and put on a great show. I saw some of the men peeking over their cubicles just to watch her.

Amanda had become known around the office as one of the best freeuse bimbo bitches to use. I knew that some other guy was going to pull her away in a second to take her.

But Sofia was another story. The Hispanic CEO’s red lips were even glossier now with Amanda’s cunt fluid, a slutty, perverted picture as she turned her head to look back at me.

I fisted my hair in Sofia’s hair and pulled. “Keep taking that cock in your ass, bimbo!”

Immediately Sofia moaned out a long sigh, like she loved it.

A coworker popped his head out from a nearby cubicle. “You done with her?”

He was pointing at the blonde, big titted bimbo who had just cum with the Latina CEO’s tongue licking her pussy.

I guffawed. “Be my guest, Amanda’s all ready for ya, man.”

He nodded and pulled my blonde secretary to her feet, unzipping his pants and moving to a nearby seat.

“Won’t take long,” he muttered. “You teasing bitch, come and get that mouth on my cock.”

“As you wish, sir!” Amanda piped up, always happen to please.

She was truly one of the best freeuse whores of the office, everyone loved how she embraced her role.

But back to Sofia, who was currently draining all of my attention, keeping all of my focus on her curvy, enthralling Latina bimbo body.

I pushed her torso even further down, face down ass up like she deserved. I had the power to do anything to her, and it was intoxicating to see her acting this submissive to me.

Sofia’s tits were spanking against the floor, those big, heavy Latina breasts getting what they deserved. Her nipples were hard, and I was pumping my hips into that tight, round booty like nothing else existed in the world.

“Tell me you like dis black cock,” I said. I spanked her, as hard as I could, and the flesh jiggled.

“Ay, yes!” She said. “Yes, give me that fat cock!”

My pulse quickened even further. I heard a slight accent for the first time, and that sexy Ay
 that she had yelled out made her sound like a common slut, not a high-powered businesswoman or much less, CEO.

“Ya like dat fat, black cock? You like being a little Latina slut for me?”

Sofia screamed in pleasure, her pussy twitching all around my cock, squeezing it like she needed to take all of my cum from me.

“Say it, slut!” I yelled at her.

Sofia bit her red lip like she was overwhelmed, but when her lips finally parted, she said, “Ay, papi!”

My cock got even harder and I knew that she was going to force me to the edge with that kind of slutty, accented talk.

“Yeah? A black man’s your papi
 now, CEO?”

“Si! Yours!”


She was nothing but a freeuse bimbo for me, just a pair of tits and a tight cunt and a sexy, fat ass.

I felt my cum bubbling up in my balls, filling my whole body with need and lust and revenge for all the times that she’d acted like a bitch for no reason to me.

All that I needed was to cum in this freeuse Latina whore, now and many times in the future.

“Papi,
” Sofia said. “Fuck me!”

I threw all of my weight into my thrusts now, slamming her into the ground. There was sex all around me in this freeuse office, but all of my focus was on giving my black dick to this CEO bitch.

“Tell me to cum for you,” I gritted through my teeth.

“Yes! Cum for me, papi!”

Her ass wiggled tantalizingly on my cock and she gripped my dick with her pussy, daring me to cum inside that Latina slut ass.

I shoved my black cock, balls deep into that tight anal passage and shot my first spurt of cum into her, feeling like the release of years of stress.

I kept cumming in her, feeling like the load I had saved up would never stop. Her red lips were open and panting through her breath, her breasts heaving against the floor.

Still cumming, I pulled out of her and managed to speak, “Get on your knees, slut! Take it!”

Obeying me like the freeuse whore she was, the Latina CEO scrambled to get on her knees and put her face down to the floor like she was meant to.

Seeing that sexy Latina face inspired me to keep cumming, now depositing ropes and ropes of white, thick cum all over her face.

I’d claimed all of her willing holes and set my mark over her teasing, bodacious ass and all over her slutty, bitchy face.

Sofia looked cum-drunk. She was positively covered in it, looking like a perfect image of a Latina bimbo.

“That should be your new uniform,” I told her. “At least, whenever ya come past my office again.”

Dazed, Sofia said nothing, but she just nodded her head. Her tits were right out there in the open, and a male coworker passing by walked up to her and squeezed them before going on this way to his next meeting.

The consulting company was right; we were all more productive. And the women were put to better use.

It was all thanks to Sofia Gonzalez, CEO and willing slut, that this happened in the first place.

Maybe she’d always wanted to be a freeuse bimbo whore, and now she’d gotten it.

Looking over her full, curvy body just lying on the dull carpet of our office, her breathing still recovering while she licked my cum off her face, I felt my cock start to stir again.

Sofia eyed my cock with interest, showing total sexual availability to me.

My bimbo secretary Amanda was sucking my coworker’s cock nearby, but her cunt and asshole were still open.

And the two slutty blonde college interns I’d hired were around here somewhere, I knew - what were their names again? Heather and something… oh yeah, Abby!

There were so many choices all around me. There were many more women still to discover at the office, too.

Grinning, I gripped my big, black dick and started stroking.

Who would I choose to be my next freeuse woman?
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After the consulting company came to my workplace, everything changed. All thanks to the freeuse rule.

Women at the office were free and willing for all of us guys to take and use as we wanted. And when I say use, I mean we were free to take and use every single hole they have.

Only a week after the freeuse rule was first implemented, I had taken my teasing coworker, bending her over in the cubicle right next to me like a little slut.

Her teasing, sucking mouth finally found its rightful place slurping around my cock.

But that was only just the beginning.

Not that I wasn’t enjoying the frequent mouth and pussy action, but there was a new woman in the office who had recently started, and she was a fucking hot piece of ass.

Her breasts were round and perky, and her ass was just top-notch as well, perky and round.

She had recently graduated from college, and it was patently obvious how ready and fertile she was.

What other kind of woman would willingly take a job in a freeuse office?

Her name was Valerie, and her face boasted a certain naivete that was both charming and enraging.

She needed to learn how things worked around our office and quickly.

Luckily, I was just the man for the job.

*

I called her into my cubicle around lunchtime, after she’d been through all of the HR bullshit onboarding.

Her white blazer was draped around her shoulders, barely hiding any of her magnificent, pushed-up cleavage.

She looked so nubile and ready for it, I almost couldn’t get through all of my obligatory speeches about welcoming her to the company.

“What kind of experience do you have with these systems?” I asked her, after finishing a half-hour orientation to the core area of my work.

“Um,” She said, blinking her large, blue eyes up at me.

Damn, she was so fucking pretty. I wondered what those eyes would look like blinking up at me while she sucked my cock.

Well, I knew I could find that out soon, and it was the only thought that kept my mind on task- for the time being.

Valerie said, “Not that much, but I’m a fast learner, sir.”

Fuck. My cock started to firm up in my business trousers.

I smiled at her benignly.

“You don’t have to call me that, Valerie. Just my name is fine.”

She smiled at me, but didn’t say anything.

A shy one then, I thought. Which belied the cleavage bulging out of her white top, and the tightness of her skirt, and the sheer, dotted tights that she was wearing.

Not to mention the black high heels.

She looked the part of a freeuse office bimbo, though.

Most of the women in the office had taken to dressing either much more slutty, or much more casual, or both.

Just looking around that morning, there were some women on their knees already, sucking off different male coworkers.

Some wearing high heels, others in their bare feet.

Another woman was bending over her subordinate’s desk. She hadn’t even bothered to wear panties that day apparently, preferring to just be open for business all day long.

A lot of women were preferring that approach lately; comfortable skirts, no panties, and easily removable bras.

I’d have to see if Valerie, the new assistant, was able to do that.

On the other hand, others were already in their slutwear from 9 to 5, like clockwork.

The front desk lady wore a visible lacy garter belt each day, doing all that she could to improve the productivity of the men who walked through the front door each day.

One of the new HR assistants had taken to not even wearing a bra, and she’d subsequently become very popular among men.

And received a raise, to boot! She had contributed immensely to our overall productivity, and as we all knew, productivity was profit.

The company was all about the bottom line, and it had so far made me incredibly motivated to come into work each day.

Win-win, as far as I was concerned.

As for my new assistant, I showed her the ropes pretty quickly.

*

Even as I went through the customary introductions with Valerie, she started to get more used to the freeuse regulations of the office.

When I walked her through the kitchen, men came up behind her and groped her ass.

“Nice to meet you,” they said.

“Looking forward to using you later,” one man leered as he cupped her tight ass in his hand.

I refrained for now, having some modicum of self-control for once in my life.

I knew the real prize was soon to come.

Valerie looked increasingly pleased as she was groped, as if she were happy to be of service.

“It’s nice to meet you too,” She simpered with her big, blue eyes looking up at every man that she met.

What a little cock slut.

She looked so ready for cock, her big tits jutting out of her white slutty shirt, her skirt so fucking tight on her ass.

Valerie was the perfect assistant for me, and I hadn’t even gotten to know her true skill set yet.

As we continued our tour of the office, I saw through the glass doors of certain rooms that there were women being fucked in various positions.

Some were even being double penetrated.

Valerie’s mouth opened into a wide O, like she was ready to take some cock in there herself.

It was almost funny, how quickly her face changed from unfazed to a little shocked.

Her tits lifted in her shirt as she fixed them up to sit higher, but she looked almost a little intimidated by watching the men in the room, one of the larger conference rooms, fucking just one intern.

The intern’s face was casual, like she was taking a work call.

Barely revealing the fact that she was getting speared from either end!

Valerie gulped, her big, blue eyes looking more innocent by the second.

“You alright there?” I asked her, with false concern.

“Yeah, I’m just, like, that looks like a lot!” She said, giggling nervously.

It was a fake laugh that she emitted, her hands crossing behind her back as she peered further into the room, watching the sexy blonde getting pounded.

“Moving on now,” I said. “You’ll find the supply room over here…”

*

Valerie was proving to be an obedient assistant, if not the most bright.

Which was exactly how I liked them to be.

I knew that her real use had yet to be proven to me or to any man in the office.

It seemed from her slutty yet innocent exterior that she would be a pro at pleasing me:

Sucking my cock. Titfucking me. Giving up her anal hole, whenever I wanted.

But that wouldn’t really stretch her to her full potential at this job, would it?

She’d barely had a chance to get used all day, and yet this was partially because I’d been manipulating things behind the scenes.

Talking to each guy who had passed us and cupped her ass or tits, or made comments about her perfect slutty blowjob lips.

Damn, I needed to get some relief soon on my cock.

It had been a long day, and I was used to having had at least two freeuse women sitting on my cock at the office by now!

Which brought me to my plan for Valerie…

Each male coworker that we’d passed, I’d let them know where the afternoon meeting was going to be held.

In our biggest board room on this floor.

*

Valerie looked almost shocked when I brought her into the board room and she saw the large number of guys who were gathered there.

“Valerie,” I said to her with some kindness, “Your first assignment as my freeuse assistant is to take care of all of these men here.”

Her mouth dropped open just a little, those pouty blowjob lips and eyes looking up at me.

“You need to make sure that you can please many clients in this job, and this will be a good task for you on your first day. Any questions?”

Now my voice was stern, because I meant business.

After all, productivity meant profit.

And we needed my slutty assistant to give up her holes as soon as possible on her first day, otherwise we’d all be distracted as men for weeks.

Valerie blinked a few times, her large, pretty blue eyes looked up at all of the men around her.

“I’ll do my best,” She said in a high voice, but still managing to look as confident as she could, dressed up in her slutty, naughty outfit.

“Good girl,” I grinned at her. “You can start with me.”

*

Only ten minutes later, Valerie was on her knees, putting those nice pink dicksucking lips around my thick, white cock.

Her face looked up at me, almost a mask of false innocence as she started to suck me down as enthusiastically as she could.

I was sitting in one of the conference room chairs, though not at the table, and Valerie was on her knees on the office carpet.

Her slutty face looked up at me with a combination of disinterest and enthusiasm, much like an office worker would look at her desk.

Except that in this case, she didn’t have a desk yet, since her rightful place in our freeuse office was on the floor.

I looked at her as just another ladder-climbing bimbo who needed to earn her spot as my assistant.

Her mouth sucked me down so wetly and with such good suction that I felt my cock harden all the way as she started to take me down her throat.

Meanwhile, the other men in the room were getting a little sexually frustrated.

I barely saw it, but out of the corner of my eye most of them had unzipped their business trousers and were slowly stroking their cocks.

It was fucking amazing to be participating in this in the office.

Valerie’s eyes widened for a second, and I enjoyed seeing the look of surprise on her face as she realized that her cheap blazer was being pulled off of her shoulders by an eager businessman.

She kept sucking me down with enthusiasm as men surrounded her and began groping her with their own interests in her body clear.

“Let’s see this slut’s tits, huh?” One man said, his black hands on Valerie’s body looking like such a stark contrast against the white color of her creamy skin.

Her creamy, big tits were finally pulled free of the slutty push-up bra that she’d been wearing.

Her bra was unhooked and her milky tits tumbled out, improving the visuals of the blowjob by 1000%.

Her slutty face looked up at me with a few moments of pleasure displaying on her face as the man, Darren, I think his name was, played with her big, white tits.

I started to fuck my cock into her face when I saw another man start unzipping her skirt in the back, revealing the tops of her pale, toned thighs atop her sheer stockings.

She was wearing a naughty matching black thong that perfectly exposed almost her entire ass.

My cock fucked my office assistant’s mouth relentlessly as a group of horny men surrounded her.

They were all eager to have their taste, too.

*

I marveled at the situation I was in.

Valerie was sucking my cock down like it was a delicious lollipop, while my male coworkers groped her freeuse body.

It was all free territory for us men to use.

This little fucking whore was going to get what she deserved. Her role as my assistant was going to consist of doing a lot of hard labor on our rigid cocks.

Valerie choked on my fat, thick long cock, her throat seizing up around me.

It felt fucking amazing on my cock, all of that wetness coating my thick shaft.

The men in the room were getting restless now, and it was time to move on to a different activity.

“Mmmmph,” came the noise from Valerie’s hot, bimbo lips when I pulled my cock out of them, complete with a lewd pop.

“Lie on the table,” I ordered her in a rough voice.

She immediately obeyed, spreading herself out across the table so that her legs and ass dangled off one side and her face off the other.

“Perfect,” I praised her, and I saw her face looking mildly pleased at the praise.

“You,” I pointed at another guy, one of the senior managers.

Now it was me giving him orders - because this was my
 freeuse assistant, after all.

“Take a turn on her mouth, right?” I suggested to him.

He spun around and walked over to the side of the table where Valerie’s mouth was hanging off, upside-down.

He didn’t wait a second before shoving his cock in.

*

Now, it was time for the moment I had been waiting for:

Taking my new assistant’s tight, fertile pussy.

I wasn’t going to use a condom, naturally. All women in the office were expected to go bare, skin on skin, in order to make the sex the most pleasurable for the men.

What they did about that afterwards was their business, but I certainly hoped that Valerie wasn’t on any kind of birth control.

As I stared at her pussy for a moment, that desire became even clearer inside me: the need to absolutely breed her pussy.

I felt like a caged animal, finally getting free.

Her pussy looked tight and wet and fertile, so ready for me to be inside her.

She looked clean and pure, yet wet and ready for it at the same time. The perfect paradox of an innocent, yet whorish freeuse office slut.

My cock was coated in her own saliva, and I knew it would go in so easily when I pressed just the tip of my big cock at the entrance of her pussy.

“Mmm!” Valerie moaned, and not just because my cock was starting to go into her, spreading her fertile walls.

The manager had his cock in her mouth now, and he was vigorously facefucking her.

The thought that I was now spitroasting my office assistant with a senior manager turned me on even more.

My cock slid all the way into her tight, wet pussy with a small, wet noise.

I was in fucking heaven now.

Her little pussy was clenching around my cock like a vice, and I absolutely had to move.

I joined the manager in thrusting as hard as I could into this bimbo fuckslut.

Her body shook back and forth as we used her above the meeting room table.

I almost groaned - we could have been on a conference call at the same time, broadcasting my new office assistant slut to the whole building!

But that would happen at another time.

Valerie’s moans and groans sped up, her cute noises sounding amazing when she was mostly muffled by another big cock in her mouth.

I pushed my cock back and forth inside her pussy, spearing her on my fat cock.

She looked totally willing and open for using.

Of course, what happened next was no surprise.

*

Three men got up on the table and surrounded Valerie, each of them taking a different spot around her hot, fertile bimbo body.

Two of them stuck their cocks into her hands, one of them halfway hard, but he soon got all the way in her perfectly manicured hands.

She started to jerk them off with a practiced motion, not enthusiastic so much as perfunctory.

It was so fucking hot to watch her doing her required job duties.

That this little whore had willingly signed herself up to be a gangbang toy was fucking incredible.

Just like the tight, clenching little pussy that I was currently fucking.

That wasn’t all that she was doing, though. The third guy sitting on the table straddled Valerie’s big, white jugs, putting his cock right in between her boobs.

His black cock made a surprising contrast again the milky skin that Valerie probably put in so much effort to keep looking pristine.

Not for long.

He used his black cock to fuck her tits, spitting on her for extra lube.

My cock twitched as I saw Valerie getting spat on, like she was good for nothing more than getting fucked full of many hard, thick cocks right in the office where she worked.

The guy fucking her mouth came first.

With satisfaction, I noted that I had lasted longer than the manager in charge.

“Fuck! You little slut, take all of my cum, you bitch!”

He groaned as he started to cum for my bimbo assistant.

He spewed his load all over Valerie’s mouth and on her waiting tongue. From my viewpoint, I could see all of it leaking over her big, puffy lips.

Valerie’s innocent eyes looked up at the next man, who took that manager’s place faster than anything.

A new cock was shoved into Valerie’s face, fucking her face with even more vigorous enthusiasm.

It made me hard as diamonds to be part of the gangbang of my naughty assistant.

Next up, some of the men getting handjobs came. They positioned themselves over her face and tits respectively, their loads coating her forehead and cheeks.

The other load coated her tight, flat stomach and big, overflowing breasts in white sticky cum.

I groaned, Valerie’s tight pussy proving to be the most irresistible thing of all.

This bimbo slut was taking loads all over her body - but my load was going to be the first one to claim her in the most important place:

Her fertile cunt!

*

At least ten guys had cum over Valerie’s body, and we’d changed positions a few times so there was now cum on her ass, as well.

My cock was still rigid, and I knew that I was getting so fucking close to breeding Valerie.

The office assistant was doing a valiant job at keeping up with all of the demand.

Her body was the ultimate freeuse supply.

I was honestly impressed at how far she’d come already. Her innocent face proved to be a wonderful cocksucker, and her pussy was the tightest that I’d ever experienced.

“You like being a freeuse office slut, don’t you?” I said to her.

She paused in her cocksucking for a moment. “Yes, I do. This job pays well and I like the benefits.”

I growled, ready to fuck her words right out of her. “You gonna take all my cum for me? Going to let me breed you on my big cock?”

Valerie’s eyes blinked up at me, the picture of innocence as she was gangfucked by all of our coworkers.

“Yes, go ahead and breed me however you like with that cock,” She said, almost calm in the middle of everything.

It was that nonchalant attitude - that she’d just let me do whatever I wanted to her slutty bimbo body, whenever I wanted under the freeuse office rule - that finally made me start to blow my load.

I felt like days of unspent cum began pumping inside Valerie’s body, pushing the white, thick ropes of semen as far inside that cunt as possible.

I knew that I had bred her as full as possible on my big, thick cock. I groaned and felt my cock spurting, finally getting its relief that I deserved at work.

My cock finally finished shooting ropes of cum into Valerie, and I relaxed for a moment.

I had first privilege as Valerie’s manager, since she was my office assistant, so I was going to let my cock plug all of that cum up into her breeding cunt for a few minutes before I let the next guy have a try.

It didn’t matter, anyways. She was my assistant, so I was going to continue to breed her every day until it took.

That was my privilege under the freeuse office rule, and I’d never been happier with my life.

Sighing, I pulled my cock out of Valerie with a squelch, feeling all of the cum still coating the insides of her tight, fertile cunt as fully as possible.

I wiped my brow.

Several men were still using her tits and mouth, but the gangbang was dying down now.

Speaking of which -

I needed to be getting back to work soon - I already knew that my productivity had skyrocketed.

Just like the freeuse rule proclaimed to help, now I was full of great ideas, and it was all thanks to my new bimbo office assistant.

She had taken care of all of my frustration, not to mention that of my coworkers.

I knew that the other men in the office felt the same way!

It was far from the end of the naughty, freeuse fun that I’d experience. In fact, more freeuse women were lying in wait just around the corner…

I’d do my best to fulfill my work duties, just like I’d been encouraged to by the freeuse rule all along.
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