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 The Arrangement

It was the thirtieth rental viewing in as many days, and I was running out of both options and optimism. As I trudged out of the dingy basement flat in Queens, I checked my bank account on my phone. The numbers hadn't magically increased since my last check ten minutes earlier.
"I'm sorry, but the deposit alone would clean me out," I'd told the landlord, who merely shrugged with the indifference of someone who knew his property would be snatched up by tomorrow, regardless.
That was the reality of New York's rental market for a recent graduate with an entry-level marketing position. My starting salary had seemed decent when I accepted the job offer back in Boston, but now, faced with New York's astronomical living costs, it felt like pocket change.
My name is Emma Knox, I'm 23, and I was beginning to regret my life choices as I collapsed onto a bench in a nearby park. The afternoon sun beat down, making me regret wearing a blazer for the viewing. I slipped it off, revealing the simple white blouse underneath that clung slightly to my skin in the humidity.
I scrolled through my phone to check if any new rental listings had appeared in the last hour. Nothing affordable. Nothing liveable. Nothing that wouldn't require me to survive on instant noodles for the next year.
My phone buzzed with a text from Sophia, my friend from university who'd moved to New York six months earlier.
"Any luck with the flat hunt?"
I sighed and typed back: "Another bust. Either beautiful and unaffordable or affordable and uninhabitable."
Three dots appeared immediately, followed by: "Have you considered alternative arrangements? Call me when you can talk privately."
Alternative arrangements? My mind conjured images of illegal sublets or sleeping on someone's sofa. Still, beggars couldn't be choosers. I found a quiet corner of the park and called her.
"Hey, Soph."
"Emma! So rental hunting still sucks, huh?" Her voice was bright, almost conspiratorial.
"Completely. What did you mean by 'alternative arrangements'?"
There was a slight pause. "Okay, so this isn't for everyone, but have you heard of free use flatshares?"
"Free use?" The term sounded vaguely familiar, but I couldn't place it.
"It's become quite popular in expensive cities. Basically, you pay significantly reduced rent in exchange for... certain accommodations with your flatmates."
Something in her tone made me sit up straighter. "What kind of accommodations?"
"Sexual ones," she said bluntly. "Female tenants are available to male housemates whenever they want."
I nearly dropped my phone. "You're joking."
"Not at all. My colleague lives in one. She pays a fraction of what she would normally, lives in a gorgeous flat in Brooklyn, and says it's the best decision she ever made."
"That sounds like... I don't even know what to call it."
"It's all consensual," Sophia rushed to add. "There are contracts, house rules... It's becoming more mainstream than you'd think. My colleague said there are waiting lists for the good ones."
I felt a flush creeping up my neck that wasn't entirely from shock or the summer heat. "And your colleague, she enjoys this arrangement?"
"Says she's never been more sexually satisfied in her life. Plus, she's saving enough to actually build savings - in New York." Sophia paused. "Look, I'm not saying you should do it. I just thought you should know all your options."
"I appreciate that," I said, though I wasn't sure I did. "It's certainly... different."
After we hung up, I sat frozen on the bench, my mind racing. The practical part of me was calculating how much I could save with 80% off my rent. The sensible part was horrified at the very concept.
But there was another part of me, a part I rarely acknowledged, that felt a flutter of something else entirely.
That night in my temporary sublet, I found myself searching online. "Free use flatshare New York" brought up more results than I expected, including several articles in mainstream publications discussing the trend's growth in expensive urban centres.
I clicked on a forum where women discussed their experiences. Most were surprisingly positive:
"Best decision I ever made. I'm saving a fortune, having the best sex of my life, and don't have to deal with dating apps."
"I was skeptical at first but it's honestly liberating. I love the feeling of being desired and taken whenever. It fulfils something in me I didn't know I needed."
"The guys in my flatshare are all professionals and respectful of the boundaries. It's like having three amazing friends with benefits, except I also get cheap rent in Manhattan."
I found myself reading story after story, testimonial after testimonial. And with each one, I became increasingly aware of a growing dampness between my legs. The thought of being available, of being wanted and taken without preamble, was awakening something in me I'd never fully confronted.
I'd had three boyfriends before, all decent lovers in conventional relationships. But I'd always harboured fantasies I never shared – fantasies of being used, of serving, of being wanted so intensely that someone would simply take me.
I closed my laptop abruptly, shocked at my own reaction. But the next morning, I found myself looking at listings for verified free use flatshares. One in particular caught my eye – a spacious five-bedroom in Brooklyn with modern amenities. The female tenant rate was listed at $300 per month, compared to the market rate of well over $1,000.
Before I could talk myself out of it, I sent an inquiry.
That afternoon, I received a response from someone named James Bennett. The message was surprisingly professional, outlining the basic arrangement and inviting me for an interview that evening if I was available. No pressure, no crude language – just a straightforward business proposition.
I spent an hour deciding what to wear. Too provocative would send the wrong message about my motivations; too conservative might suggest I wasn't comfortable with the arrangement's nature. I settled on a knee-length navy skirt, a cream blouse that hinted at my figure without being tight, and low heels.
The building was in a tree-lined street in Brooklyn, far nicer than anywhere I'd viewed within my budget. A well-maintained brownstone with a small front garden. I double-checked the address, certain there must be some mistake.
James opened the door before I could knock. He was tall – very tall – with the kind of athletic build that spoke of regular gym sessions rather than obsessive bodybuilding. His dark hair was neatly trimmed, his blue eyes striking against his lightly tanned skin. He looked like he belonged in a luxury watch advertisement.
"Emma?" His smile was warm but professional. "I'm James. Please come in."
The flat was even more impressive inside – open-plan kitchen and living area with high ceilings, hardwood floors, and large windows. Modern but comfortable furniture, tasteful artwork. This place would easily command the 5 times the $300 per month he'd listed, if not more.
"Would you like some water, tea, or coffee?" he offered, gesturing toward the kitchen.
"Water would be great, thank you." My mouth had gone inexplicably dry.
He poured two glasses and led me to a comfortable seating area. "So, Emma, have you been in a free use arrangement before?"
"No," I admitted. "I only learned about the concept yesterday."
James nodded. "That's perfectly fine. Most women who apply haven't. What made you consider it?"
"Honestly? The New York rental market is impossible on my salary. But..." I hesitated, then decided honesty might be best. "I've been reading about these arrangements, and the concept is intriguing beyond just the financial benefits."
Something flickered in his eyes – approval, perhaps. "I appreciate your candour. These arrangements work best when there's genuine interest, not just financial motivation. Though that's certainly valid too."
He set his glass down and leaned forward slightly. "Let me explain how our household operates. We have five bedrooms – currently occupied by myself, two other men, and one woman. All professionals in our twenties and early thirties. We're looking for a second female tenant to replace someone who's just moved to be with her partner."
My heart was racing. This was real. This was happening.
"Female tenants pay a lot less rent," he continued, his tone businesslike. "In exchange, they're sexually available to male housemates when wearing the identifying bracelet, which is whenever they're home except during specific exceptions."
"What exceptions?" I asked, trying to match his professional demeanour.
"Work calls or meetings, illness, and what we call 'pause days' – twice monthly where you can opt out for personal reasons. Those are the basics. We also have house rules about respect, hygiene, and discretion."
"And the... availability. What does that entail exactly?"
James met my gaze directly. "It means when you're wearing the bracelet, any male flatmate can initiate sexual contact without asking permission first. Once you've put it on, consent is assumed until you take it off or invoke an exception."
A warm flutter spread through my abdomen. "And what's expected of me during these encounters?"
"To be receptive and participatory. You don't have to feign enthusiasm beyond your genuine reactions. If you don’t find yourself regularly wanting it, the arrangement probably isn't right for you."
I nodded, trying to ignore the growing dampness between my legs. "That makes sense."
"Any activities that leave marks require explicit consent the first time. Otherwise, standard sexual activities – oral, vaginal, and anal – are all included in the arrangement."
The matter-of-fact way he described these acts made them somehow more arousing. My mind flashed with images of being bent over the kitchen counter or pulled into someone's room as I passed.
"You mentioned other flatmates?"
"Yes. We believe chemistry with all the housemates is important. I've arranged for the guys to be home for dinner this evening if you'd like to meet them. No expectations or activity tonight – just conversation."
"I'd like that," I heard myself say.
Dinner was surprisingly normal. Michael, the software developer, was quieter than the others but had an observant intelligence that made his occasional comments particularly insightful. Daniel exuded confidence and intensity that made me both intimidated and intrigued. Lily, the current female tenant, wasn't able to join us for dinner, but James assured me she was warm and would be a reassuring presence when I moved in.
"Lily wanted me to tell you that the first week is an adjustment," James mentioned as he refilled my wine glass. "But she says she's never felt more sexually satisfied or financially secure."
"She doesn't find it... objectifying?" I asked in a low voice when the other men were engaged in their own conversation.
James smiled. "She says it's objectifying in the best possible way. There's something incredibly liberating about being desired so straightforwardly. No games, no pretence. Just pure want. Those were her exact words."
Throughout dinner, I became increasingly aware of how my body was responding to the situation. Each time I imagined one of these men approaching me, taking me without preamble, I felt a pulse of arousal. By the time dessert was served, I was uncomfortably wet.
After dinner, James showed me the available bedroom – spacious, with its own bathroom and a large window overlooking a small garden. Better than any flat I'd viewed, even without the substantial discount.
"Do you have any other questions?" he asked as we returned to the living room.
A dozen, but one seemed most important. "How soon would you need a decision?"
"We have other interviews scheduled, but we're more concerned with finding the right fit than filling the room quickly. Take 48 hours to think it over."
Back in my sublet, I lay awake for hours. The practical benefits were undeniable. The flat was beautiful, the location perfect, the savings substantial. The flatmates seemed respectful and attractive.
But it was the other aspect – the arrangement itself – that kept me tossing and turning. The thought of being available, of being taken without warning, of serving these attractive men's needs whenever they desired... it was making me ache with arousal.
I slipped my hand between my legs, finding myself embarrassingly wet. As I circled my clit, I imagined James bending me over the kitchen counter, or Daniel pulling me into his room as I passed. I came with surprising intensity, my body shuddering with release.
The next morning, I called James. I didn't need 48 hours.
"I'd like to accept the arrangement," I said, my voice steadier than I felt.
"Excellent," he replied, sounding genuinely pleased. "I'll prepare the contract. Can you come by this evening to sign and discuss move-in details?"
The contract was comprehensive – detailing all the arrangements James had outlined, plus clauses about privacy, discretion, conflict resolution, and termination procedures. I read it carefully, each clause making this surreal situation more concrete.
"Once you sign," James said, "you're agreeing to the full arrangement. Take your time."
I signed my name on the final page, a strange mixture of nervousness and excitement flooding through me.
"Welcome to the flatshare, Emma," James said, his smile warming. "You can move in this weekend if that works for you."
I nodded, unable to find words. I'd just agreed to make myself sexually available to three men I barely knew. The thought should have terrified me.
Instead, I was counting the hours until I could move in.
As I left the flat that evening, I caught myself imagining what would happen once I crossed that threshold. I told myself it was about the financial benefits, about practical considerations.
But the dampness between my thighs told a different story.




Moving In

Saturday morning arrived with a mix of anxiety and anticipation churning in my stomach. After signing the contract with James, I'd spent the last few days in a state of perpetual arousal, my mind constantly replaying imagined scenarios of what life in the flatshare would entail.
I didn't have much to move – just two suitcases and a few boxes of possessions I'd accumulated during university. As I loaded the last box into the Uber, I felt a fluttering sensation that wasn't entirely due to nerves.
James had sent a message the night before: "We're looking forward to welcoming you tomorrow. Bring your essentials and the bracelet will be waiting."
The bracelet. The physical symbol of my consent to be used whenever and however my male flatmates desired. Just thinking about it sent a pulse of heat between my thighs.
The Uber pulled up to the brownstone, and I found James waiting on the front steps. His welcoming smile made my heart skip as he bounded down to help with my luggage.
"Welcome home, Emma," he said, lifting my heaviest suitcase with ease. His t-shirt stretched across his broad chest as he carried it up the stairs, and I couldn't help but admire the play of muscles beneath the fabric.
The flat looked even better in daylight, with sunlight streaming through the large windows. James led me to my bedroom – spacious and beautifully furnished with a queen-sized bed, dresser, desk, and en-suite bathroom.
"This is lovely," I said, glancing around the room that would be mine for at least the next six months.
"We want everyone to be comfortable here," James replied, setting down my suitcase. "The others are looking forward to meeting you properly. Lily, in particular, is excited to have another woman in the house."
As if on cue, there was a light knock on the door frame. A petite woman with long black hair and an elegant tattoo of cherry blossoms across her shoulder stood there, smiling warmly.
"Great to see you Emma," she said, approaching with outstretched arms to give me an enthusiastic hug. She smelled like vanilla and something floral, and her soft curves pressed pleasantly against me. "I'm so happy you're joining us."
James excused himself to let us get acquainted, and Lily immediately sat cross-legged on my bed.
"So, first time in a free use arrangement?" she asked directly, her dark eyes studying me with interest.
I nodded, feeling a blush creep up my neck. "Is it that obvious?"
She laughed, the sound musical and reassuring. "We all start somewhere. I've been here for about eighteen months now, and it's been amazing. The best decision I ever made."
"Anything I should know?" I asked, sitting beside her on the bed.
She reached into her pocket and pulled out a delicate silver chain bracelet with a small charm. "This is your consent token. When you're wearing it, you're available. Simple as that." She placed it in my palm. "You'll be surprised how quickly you'll want to put it on."
The bracelet felt cool against my skin, but somehow weighty with significance.
"The guys are all great," Lily continued. "James is the most considerate – he likes to make sure you're enjoying yourself. Michael's quiet, but don't let that fool you. He's insatiable once he gets going. And Daniel..." she paused, a flush colouring her cheeks. "Daniel is intense. In the best possible way."
I listened intently as she outlined the house dynamics, daily routines, and unspoken rules. No one would disturb me during work calls or meetings. Everyone respects "pause days." Hygiene was non-negotiable, and discretion around outsiders was expected.
"The most important thing," Lily said, leaning forward conspiratorially, "is to be honest with yourself about what you want. The arrangement works best when everyone's enjoying it."
After Lily left to prepare lunch, I began unpacking. I carefully arranged my clothes in the dresser and closet, set up my laptop on the desk, and placed a few framed photos on the bedside table. The bathroom was stocked with fresh towels and basic toiletries, which was a thoughtful touch.
I picked up the silver bracelet from where I'd placed it on the dresser. After a moment's hesitation, I clasped it around my wrist. The metal warmed quickly against my skin, and I felt a strange sense of liberation wash over me. I was making a choice – consciously deciding to be available.
A knock at the door drew my attention. James stood in the doorway, his eyes immediately dropping to the bracelet on my wrist. Something shifted in his expression – his professional demeanor melting into something more primal.
"Need help unpacking?" he asked, his voice slightly deeper than before.
I nodded, suddenly very aware of the space between us. "That would be great."
He stepped into the room, closing the door behind him. We worked in silence for a few minutes, unpacking books and arranging them on the shelves. The air seemed to thicken with each passing moment, charged with unspoken intentions.
I was bent over a box of books when I felt him move behind me. His hands settled on my hips, firm and confident. He didn't ask permission – he didn't need to. The bracelet around my wrist had already granted it.
"I've been thinking about this since our interview," James murmured, his breath warm against my ear.
His hands slid under my t-shirt, tracing up my sides until they reached my bra. With practiced ease, he unhooked it and cupped my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my already hardening nipples. I gasped at the contact, my body responding instantly.
"Keep unpacking," he instructed, his voice gentle but commanding.
I tried to focus on the books in front of me, but it was nearly impossible as his hands explored my body. He pulled my leggings and underwear down in one smooth motion, leaving them pooled around my ankles. The cool air against my exposed skin made me shiver, though my body was burning with anticipation.
"You're already wet," James observed, his fingers sliding between my legs. "Eager to begin the new arrangement?"
I could only nod, words failing me as he stroked my most sensitive areas with skillful precision. My hands gripped the edge of the box as he continued his exploration, finding spots that made my knees weak.
The sound of his zipper being lowered made my heart race. There was something deeply arousing about being bent over a box of my own belongings, about to be taken by a man I barely knew, in a room I'd only occupied for an hour.
I felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance. He was large – larger than I'd anticipated – and I drew in a sharp breath as he began to push inside. There was no preamble, no extended foreplay. Just the delicious stretch as he filled me completely.
"God, you feel good," he groaned, his hands gripping my hips tighter as he began to move.
Each thrust pushed me forward slightly, making the box slide across the hardwood floor. I abandoned any pretense of unpacking, focusing instead on the incredible sensations radiating through my body. James set a steady rhythm, his cock reaching places inside me that made stars burst behind my eyelids.
"This is what you signed up for," he said, punctuating his words with particularly deep thrusts. "To be taken whenever, however we want you."
His words sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. I'd never been spoken to like this during sex, never been treated as an object of pure desire, and the reality was far more arousing than any fantasy I'd harboured.
James reached around to rub my clit as his pace increased, and the dual stimulation quickly pushed me toward the edge. I came with a cry that surprised even me, my inner walls clenching around him as pleasure crashed through my body in waves.
He continued fucking me through my orgasm, his rhythm becoming more erratic as he approached his own climax. With a guttural groan, he pushed deep inside me and held still, the warmth of his release filling me.
James stayed inside me for a moment, both of us catching our breath. When he finally withdrew, I felt a trickle of his cum down my inner thigh. It should have felt strange or awkward, but instead, I found it oddly satisfying – physical evidence of this new normal.
"Welcome home, Emma," James said again, his voice warm with genuine welcome as he pulled up his trousers. He kissed my shoulder before stepping back. "Lunch will be ready in about thirty minutes if you want to get cleaned up."
And just like that, we transitioned from intense sexual encounter back to normal housemate interaction. I straightened my clothes on shaky legs, marvelling at how natural it had felt. There was no awkwardness, no need for post-coital conversation or reassurance. Just shared pleasure and a return to routine.
After a quick shower, I joined the others for lunch in the kitchen. Michael was setting the table – a lean man with stylish black hair and an undercut, his movements precise and efficient. He smiled shyly when I entered, his eyes briefly noting the bracelet still on my wrist before returning to his task.
Daniel was the last to join us, striding into the kitchen with an air of confidence that commanded attention. Muscular with short blonde hair and intense grey eyes, he exuded a raw masculinity that made my pulse quicken. His gaze lingered on me, a small smile playing at his lips as he took the seat across from mine.
"So, Emma," Daniel said as we began eating, "how's the move-in going?"
"Smoothly," I replied, feeling a blush rise in my cheeks. "James has been very... helpful."
James chuckled, and Lily shot me a knowing smile. Michael seemed focused on his food, but I caught a slight grin flash across his face.
The conversation flowed easily throughout lunch. I learned that Michael was developing an app that helped people find local events, Daniel worked long hours at an investment bank, and Lily was currently designing branding for a new line of sustainable clothing. They asked about my marketing job and seemed genuinely interested in my work with small businesses.
It was surprisingly normal – just four professionals sharing a meal and getting to know each other. If not for the occasional heated glance at my bracelet or the faint soreness between my legs, I might have forgotten the unconventional nature of our living arrangement.
After lunch, everyone dispersed to their own activities. I returned to my unpacking, making significant progress over the next few hours. By early evening, my room looked properly lived-in, with personal touches that made it feel like mine.
I was relaxing on the sofa in the living room, scrolling through Netflix, when Daniel appeared in the doorway. His eyes immediately went to the bracelet on my wrist, and a hungry smile spread across his face.
Without a word, he crossed the room and stood in front of me. I looked up at him, my heart beginning to race as he unbuckled his belt and lowered his zipper. His cock sprang free – thick and already hard – and my mouth went dry at the sight of it.
"Open."
I parted my lips, and he slid his cock into my mouth. His hand tangled in my hair, guiding my movements as he began to thrust.
"That's it," he murmured, his voice deep with pleasure. "Take it all."
I struggled to accommodate his size, but his approving groans encouraged me to try harder. Unlike James, who had been more measured, Daniel was demanding and intense. He used my mouth with focused determination, caring primarily for his own pleasure.
And yet, I found myself growing wet at his treatment, at the way he simply took what he wanted from me. This was what the contract meant – that I was available for their pleasure, without the need for seduction or romance.
Daniel's thrusts became more insistent, his grip on my hair tightening as he approached his climax. When he came, he pushed deep into my throat, holding me in place as he pulsed against my tongue. I swallowed reflexively, taking everything he gave me.
"Good girl," he said, tucking himself away and zipping up. "I think you're going to work out well here."
With that, he turned and left, leaving me breathless and aroused on the sofa. I pressed my thighs together, feeling the slickness that had gathered there during our encounter.
That night, as I lay in my new bed, I replayed the day's events in my mind. I'd been taken twice by two different men, both treating me as if it was their right – which, by the terms of our agreement, it was. The thought sent a shiver of excitement through me.
I slipped my hand between my legs, just the thoughts turning me on. My fingers circled my clit as I imagined what tomorrow might bring, what it would be like to be available to these attractive men whenever they wanted me.
As I brought myself to a quiet orgasm, I knew I'd made the right decision. The arrangement offered financial relief, yes, but it was clearly going to satisfy needs I'd barely acknowledged to myself.
I fell asleep sore but satisfied, the bracelet still encircling my wrist, silently signalling my consent to whatever the next day might bring.




First Impressions

I woke to sunlight streaming through the curtains I'd forgotten to close the night before. For a moment, I was disoriented, the unfamiliar room confusing my sleep-addled brain. Then the events of yesterday crashed back into my consciousness – moving in, meeting my flatmates properly, and the encounters with James and Daniel.
My hand went instinctively to my wrist, where I'd fallen asleep still wearing the silver bracelet. It caught the morning light, glinting as if to remind me of what I'd signed up for. I stretched languidly, feeling pleasant soreness in muscles that hadn't been properly used in months.
The flat was quiet as I slipped out of bed and padded to my en-suite. The shower was blissfully powerful, and I took my time, letting the hot water soothe my body as I mentally prepared for my first full day in the flatshare. Today was Monday, and while I'd arranged to work from home to settle in, I still had meetings and deadlines to manage.
After my shower, I stood in front of my wardrobe deliberating. What does one wear when working from home but also potentially being bent over the nearest piece of furniture at any moment? I opted for a simple wrap dress in navy blue – professional enough for video calls, but easy to hike up if necessary.
I traced the bracelet on my wrist. I could leave it off while working, take a day to settle in properly without interruptions. It would be the sensible choice.
Instead, I left it be, the cool metal a promise of what the day might bring.
The kitchen was empty when I went downstairs, but a pot of coffee was still warm. I helped myself to a cup and some toast, noting a whiteboard on the fridge with everyone's schedules for the week. James would be at his office today, but Michael and Daniel apparently worked from home on Mondays. Lily's schedule showed she'd be out at client meetings until the afternoon.
I was spreading butter on my toast when a presence behind me made me freeze. A pair of hands settled on my hips, firm and confident.
"Good morning," Daniel's deep voice rumbled close to my ear, sending a shiver down my spine.
I hadn't heard him enter the kitchen. "Morning," I managed to reply, my voice higher than normal.
His hands slid around to my stomach, then upward to cup my breasts through my dress. His touch was possessive, almost impersonal in its directness, as if he was simply claiming what was his by right. Which, according to our arrangement, he was.
"First day at home," he murmured, his breath hot against my neck. "Nervous?"
"A little," I admitted, gasping as he nipped at the sensitive spot where my neck met my shoulder.
"No need to be," Daniel said, his hands now moving down to the hem of my dress, gathering the material as they went. "We're all professionals here."
The irony of his statement wasn't lost on me as he hiked my dress up around my waist, revealing that I hadn't bothered with underwear. His approving growl sent heat pooling between my thighs.
"Look at you," he said, one hand moving between my legs to find me already slick with anticipation. "Already wet and ready for use."
His fingers explored me with confident precision, finding my clit and circling it with just the right pressure. My toast forgotten, I gripped the edge of the counter and leaned forward slightly, unconsciously presenting myself to him.
The sound of his belt buckle and zipper made my heart race. There was something wildly thrilling about being taken in the kitchen, where anyone could walk in, where I'd soon be having my morning coffee every day.
Daniel wasted no time. I felt the thick head of his cock nudge against my entrance, and then he was pushing inside me with a single, powerful thrust. I gasped at the sudden fullness, my body stretching to accommodate his considerable girth.
"Fuck, you're tight," he groaned, his hands gripping my hips with bruising intensity.
He set a punishing pace, each thrust driving me against the counter. The marble edge dug into my palms as I braced myself, the slight discomfort only heightening the pleasure radiating from where our bodies joined.
"This is what you're here for," Daniel grunted between thrusts, one hand moving to tangle in my hair, pulling my head back. "To be our cocksleeve whenever we want."
His crude words should have offended me, but instead they sent a fresh wave of arousal flooding through me. I'd never been spoken to like this during sex, never been treated as simply a vessel for someone else's pleasure, and the reality of it was far more arousing than I could have imagined.
Daniel's thrusts became more erratic, his breathing harsh in my ear. With a guttural groan, he pushed deep inside me and held still, the pulsing of his cock as he filled me with his cum triggering my own unexpected orgasm. I cried out, trembling as pleasure crashed through me.
For a moment, we stayed frozen in position, both catching our breath. Then Daniel withdrew, leaving me feeling strangely empty. I heard him adjusting his clothing behind me.
"Make sure you clean up before sitting on any of the furniture," he said matter-of-factly, his voice already returning to its normal professional tone. "House rules."
By the time I turned around, straightening my dress with trembling hands, he was pouring himself a cup of coffee as if nothing had happened. The normality of it was almost as shocking as the intensity of what we'd just done.
"Have a good day at work," I said, not knowing what else to say.
Daniel smirked, taking a sip of his coffee. "You too, Emma. Welcome to day one."
After he left, I cleaned myself up as instructed, noticing with a mixture of embarrassment and arousal how much of his cum had leaked down my thighs. The evidence of what had just occurred made it impossible to dismiss as a dream or fantasy. This was my reality now.
I set up my laptop at the kitchen table, determined to get some actual work done. My first meeting wasn't until 10:30, which gave me time to check emails and prepare my weekly report. I was just hitting my stride when I remembered a detail from my conversation with Lily – Michael also worked from home on Mondays.
As if summoned by my thoughts, Michael appeared in the doorway. He was dressed in a simple t-shirt and jogging bottoms, his black hair slightly messy as if he'd just run his hands through it. His eyes immediately went to the bracelet on my wrist, then quickly away.
"Morning," he said, his voice softer than the others'. "Hope I'm not disturbing you."
"Not at all," I replied, smiling reassuringly. "Just catching up on emails."
He nodded, moving to the coffee pot. His movements were precise and economical as he poured himself a cup. Unlike Daniel's commanding presence or James's easy confidence, Michael had a quieter energy. His lean frame moved with a grace that suggested hidden strength.
"Let me know if you need anything," he said, offering a shy smile before disappearing back toward what I assumed was his home office.
I returned to my work, my day filled with meetings. By 10:30, I was engaged in a video call with my team, discussing upcoming projects and deadlines. After all the talking and presenting through the day I was glad to be off camera while my colleague presented a new campaign.
Halfway through, I felt a presence behind me. Careful to keep my expression neutral, I continued discussing social media metrics while Michael's hands settled lightly on my shoulders. His touch was different from Daniel's – less demanding, but no less intentional.
His fingers traced down my arms as my colleague began showing analytics that I was supposed to be paying attention to. I tried to focus, but Michael's hands were now sliding up my thighs, pushing my dress up inch by inch. I shifted slightly to allow him better access, simultaneously checking to make sure I didn’t accidentally turn my camera on.
Unlike Daniel's rough efficiency, Michael's approach was exploratory. His fingers danced along the sensitive skin of my inner thighs, deliberately avoiding where I was already growing wet. It was maddening – trying to maintain professional composure while being slowly, methodically teased.
When his fingers finally brushed against my core, I had to bite my lip to stifle a gasp. I managed to chime in with a “yep” at something my manager said, though I had no idea what it was. Michael's touch was light but precise, finding my clit and circling it with maddening gentleness.
"Emma, your thoughts on the B2B approach?" my manager's voice cut through my distraction.
"I think we should focus on value proposition rather than features," I replied, impressed by my own steadiness given the circumstances. "Their purchasing decisions are driven by ROI, not bells and whistles."
Michael's fingers slipped inside me as I finished speaking, curling to find the spot that made me have to disguise a moan as a cough. "Sorry," I murmured to my team. "Bit of a dry throat."
The meeting continued, with me making contributions that somehow made sense despite the fact that Michael was now expertly fingering me under the table. His other hand was unzipping his joggers, I realized, when I felt him shift behind me.
Then, to my shock, he sank to his knees beside my chair, disappearing beneath the table. I gripped the edge of the table as I felt him position himself between my spread legs, his breath hot against my thighs.
The first stroke of his tongue nearly undid my composure entirely. While his fingers had been gentle, his mouth was anything but. He licked and sucked with unexpected intensity, his tongue exploring every fold before focusing on my clit with devastating precision.
"...so if we could get those numbers by Thursday, Emma?" My manager's voice jolted me back to the meeting.
"Yes, absolutely," I managed, my voice only slightly strained. "I'll email them over."
Michael's oral skills were nothing short of extraordinary. His tongue alternated between broad strokes and pinpoint precision, while his fingers pumped in and out of me in a steady rhythm. I was rapidly approaching the edge, the danger of coming during a work call only adding to the intensity.
"Excellent presentation, Kevin," I said, desperate to deflect attention away from my obviously strained voice. "Those graphics really help clarify the concept."
Under the table, Michael added a third finger, stretching me deliciously while his tongue continued its relentless assault on my clit. The dual stimulation was too much. I felt my orgasm building, unstoppable as an avalanche.
"Any other business before we wrap up?" my manager asked, and the timing couldn't have been worse.
"Nothing from me," I said quickly, as the first wave hit. I bit down on my lip and held my hand to my mouth as pleasure crashed through me, my thighs trembling against Michael's ears, my inner walls clenching around his fingers. It took every ounce of self-control not to cry out.
The meeting ended, and I closed my laptop with shaking hands. Michael emerged from under the table, his face glistening with evidence of my arousal, a satisfied smile playing at his lips.
"You did well," he said, his voice deeper than before. "Very professional."
Without the call to get in the way he pulled me from the chair and bent me over the table. My laptop was pushed aside as he positioned himself behind me. Unlike Daniel's immediate entry, Michael took his time, the head of his cock teasing my entrance, gathering my wetness before slowly pushing inside.
"God, you feel amazing," he breathed, his hands caressing my back as he seated himself fully. "So responsive."
His thrusts were measured and deliberate, each one hitting exactly the right spot. After the intense orgasm he'd already given me, I was hypersensitive, every movement sending shockwaves of pleasure through my system.
"Touch yourself," he instructed, his voice surprisingly commanding for someone so quiet.
I reached between my legs, finding my clit and circling it as Michael continued his steady rhythm. The combined stimulation quickly built toward another climax, and this time, without the constraint of the meeting, I didn't hold back. I came with a loud cry, my body convulsing around him.
My orgasm triggered his, and Michael's hips jerked erratically as he spilled inside me with a low groan. For a moment, we stayed connected, both catching our breath. Then he slowly withdrew, his cum immediately beginning to leak from me.
"Sorry about interrupting your meeting," he said, though his smile suggested he wasn't sorry at all. "But when I saw you sitting there so composed and professional while wearing the bracelet... I couldn't resist."
I laughed, still bent over the table. "I'm not complaining."
Michael helped me straighten up, his touch gentler now. "I should get back to work," he said, almost shyly. "Got a deadline at noon."
And just like that, he returned to being the quiet, reserved flatmate, leaving me to clean up and collect myself once again.
The rest of the afternoon passed without interruption. I managed to be productive despite the lingering pleasant ache between my legs and the two loads of cum that had been deposited inside me before lunch. By the time Lily returned home around four, I had almost forgotten the bracelet around my wrist and what it signified.
"Productive day?" she asked, dropping her portfolio on the kitchen counter and eyeing me with a knowing smile.
"You could say that," I replied, feeling a blush creep up my neck.
Lily laughed, pouring herself a glass of water. "Let me guess – Daniel this morning, Michael during your work day?"
My eyes widened. "How did you know?"
"Daniel always takes what he wants before leaving for work, and Michael has a thing for interrupting video calls," she explained, sitting across from me. "Their patterns are pretty predictable once you've been here a while."
We talked for a while about the day, about how I was settling in. Lily was easy to talk to, offering advice about managing the dynamics of the house without making me feel like a novice.
"The most important thing," she said, leaning forward conspiratorially, "is to remember that you have power too. The bracelet gives them permission, but your enjoyment is what makes this arrangement work. If something doesn't feel good, or if you need a break, that's perfectly acceptable."
Later that evening, we all gathered for dinner. James had picked up Thai food on his way home, and we ate around the dining table, discussing our days. The conversation was normal, friendly – colleagues sharing a meal after work. There were no lewd comments or suggestive looks, despite what had transpired earlier.
It was this juxtaposition that I found most fascinating – how we could transition so seamlessly from using each other's bodies to discussing current events or work challenges. There was no awkwardness, no need to address what had happened. The bracelet created a clean separation between our sexual interactions and our day-to-day lives.
After dinner, I excused myself to finish some work emails. In my room, I caught my reflection in the mirror and was startled by what I saw. I looked different somehow – more relaxed, more confident. My cheeks had a healthy flush, and my eyes seemed brighter.
I touched the bracelet on my wrist, considering whether to remove it for the night. I had every right to some privacy, some time to process everything that had happened. But as I fingered the clasp, I realized I didn't want to take it off. The thought of being available, of potentially being woken in the night or surprised in the morning, sent a thrill through me that I couldn't deny.
I finished my emails and prepared for bed, opting for a simple tank top and shorts rather than my usual oversized t-shirt. As I slipped between the sheets, I found myself hoping that one of them might visit me during the night. The thought should have alarmed me – this was only my first full day here, after all. Instead, it made me press my thighs together, already growing wet at the possibility.
My fingers drifted between my legs, finding the slickness that seemed to be my constant state now. As I touched myself, I replayed the day's encounters in my mind – Daniel taking me roughly against the counter, Michael's skilled mouth bringing me to orgasm during a work call. Two completely different experiences, but both intensely satisfying.
I brought myself to climax, muffling my moans in my pillow. As I drifted toward sleep, I realized with startling clarity that this arrangement was fulfilling needs I'd barely acknowledged to myself. Yes, the financial benefits were there, but there was something deeper, more primal being satisfied. The freedom of being desired so openly, of being used for pleasure without pretense or games, was intoxicating.
Tomorrow would bring new meetings, new work challenges, and undoubtedly new sexual encounters. The thought made me smile as sleep claimed me, the silver bracelet still circling my wrist, marking me as available for whatever – and whoever – the next day might bring.




Learning the Ropes

A week had passed since I'd moved into the flatshare, and I was beginning to settle into a routine. Each morning, I'd wake to the possibility of an encounter – sometimes finding James in my shower, other times being woken by Daniel's hands exploring my body. The bracelet rarely left my wrist except during work calls or when I needed to focus on a deadline.
Today was Saturday, and I'd slept in, enjoying the luxury of a morning with nowhere to be. I stretched languidly, feeling pleasant soreness in muscles that were getting quite the workout lately. The past week had been a sexual awakening unlike anything I'd experienced before. Each of my flatmates had their own distinct style of using me, and I was learning to anticipate and enjoy their differences.
A soft knock on my door interrupted my thoughts. Lily peeked in, already dressed in yoga pants and a fitted tank top that accentuated her curves.
"Morning, sleepyhead," she said, slipping into my room and perching on the edge of my bed. "I was thinking we could have some girl time today. You know, if you're up for it."
I sat up, pulling the sheets around me. "Girl time?"
Lily's smile turned mischievous. "I thought I could give you some... training. Tips and techniques. The guys have been singing your praises, but there's always room for improvement, right?"
My cheeks flushed with heat. "That sounds... educational."
"Trust me," she said, her fingers lightly tracing patterns on my bare arm, "it will be. Meet me in my room in fifteen minutes? Shower first."
After she left, I hurried to the bathroom, my mind racing with possibilities. Lily had been nothing but supportive since I'd moved in, offering advice and encouragement. But there had been moments – fleeting touches, lingering glances – that suggested she might be interested in more than just friendship.
Freshly showered and wearing just a robe, I made my way to Lily's room. Her door was slightly ajar, and I knocked gently before pushing it open.
Her room was a reflection of her artistic personality – colorful tapestries on the walls, plants on every surface, and a large, comfortable-looking bed covered in plush pillows. Lily sat cross-legged in the center, wearing only a silk kimono that had fallen open to reveal glimpses of her naked body beneath.
"Come in," she said, patting the space beside her. "And lose the robe. We're going to be very familiar with each other's bodies by the end of this session."
I hesitated only briefly before letting my robe fall to the floor. Despite the encounters I'd had over the past week, there was something different about being naked in front of another woman – especially one as beautiful as Lily.
"Beautiful," she murmured, her eyes traveling appreciatively over my body. "No wonder the guys can't keep their hands off you."
I joined her on the bed, suddenly very aware of my nakedness. "So, what kind of training did you have in mind?"
"First," she said, shifting to face me, "I want to talk about techniques. Each of the guys has different preferences, and learning to cater to them makes the experience better for everyone."
What followed was the most explicit and educational conversation I'd ever had. Lily detailed each flatmate's preferences with remarkable candor – how James liked slow, teasing oral with eye contact, how Michael responded to light scratching down his back, how Daniel enjoyed when a woman took initiative despite his dominant nature.
"The key," Lily explained, "is to be responsive but also proactive. Yes, they can use you whenever they want, but that doesn't mean you have to be passive."
As she spoke, her hands began to wander, demonstrating techniques on my increasingly responsive body. Her touch was different from the men's – lighter, more intuitive, as if she could sense exactly how much pressure to apply.
"Another important skill," she continued, her fingers now tracing circles around my nipples, "is managing multiple encounters. Some days, you might be taken three or four times. You need to know how to stay comfortable and ready."
Her hand slid between my legs, finding me already wet. "Good," she murmured. "Responsive. That's essential."
I gasped as her fingers explored me with expert precision, finding spots that made my hips buck involuntarily.
"Kegel exercises," she said, sliding a finger inside me while continuing her lecture as if she wasn't currently bringing me to the edge of orgasm. "They're not just for after childbirth. They make everything more intense – for you and for them."
She demonstrated by curling her finger to hit my g-spot while instructing me to tighten around her. The sensation was incredible, and I couldn't hold back a moan.
"That's it," Lily encouraged, adding a second finger. "Now, another skill is learning to come quickly when needed, but also to delay your orgasm when the situation calls for it."
Her thumb found my clit, circling it with maddening precision while her fingers continued their internal massage. "For example, right now, I want you to come for me. Show me how responsive you are."
The combination of her skilled touch and commanding tone pushed me over the edge. I came with a cry, my body clenching around her fingers as waves of pleasure washed over me.
"Beautiful," Lily said, slowly withdrawing her fingers. "Now for the next lesson – multiple orgasms."
Before I could recover, her head was between my thighs, her tongue replacing her fingers. The sensation of her warm mouth on my sensitive flesh was almost too much, but she knew exactly how to build me back up without overwhelming me.
I tangled my hands in her silky black hair, marvelling at how different this felt from being with the men. Lily was attentive in a way that spoke of intimate knowledge of the female body. She knew precisely when to increase pressure, when to back off, when to focus on my clit and when to explore other sensitive areas.
Under her skilled ministrations, I found myself approaching another climax embarrassingly quickly. This one hit me even harder than the first, making me arch off the bed with a strangled cry.
"Good girl," Lily murmured against my thigh, placing soft kisses there as I trembled through the aftershocks. "Now, let's see if we can make it three."
She moved up my body, her kimono now completely open to reveal her perfect breasts and the elegant curve of her waist. She straddled one of my thighs, her own wetness evident against my skin.
"Lesson three," she said, her voice huskier now, "is about giving pleasure while receiving it. The ability to stay focused on your partner even when you're being driven out of your mind."
She demonstrated by grinding against my thigh while her hand returned between my legs, her thumb circling my oversensitive clit. The sensation of her touching me while using my body for her own pleasure was unexpectedly arousing.
"Touch me," she instructed, guiding my hand to her breast.
I cupped the soft weight, marveling at how different it felt from my own. Her nipple hardened against my palm, and I experimentally rolled it between my fingers, rewarded by her sharp intake of breath.
"Yes, like that," she encouraged. "Now, use your other hand between my legs. Mirror what I'm doing to you."
I complied, sliding my fingers through her slick folds, finding her clit and circling it the way she was doing to mine. The position was awkward at first, but I quickly found a rhythm that had her moaning softly.
"Perfect," she gasped. "You're a natural."
We continued like this, touching and being touched, our bodies moving together in an increasingly urgent dance. I was building toward my third orgasm when the door opened.
James stood in the doorway, his eyes darkening at the sight before him. "Well, this is a lovely surprise," he said, his voice deep with arousal.
Lily didn't miss a beat. "I'm giving Emma some training," she explained, her fingers never stopping their movement between my legs. "Care to join the lesson?"
James didn't need to be asked twice. He closed the door behind him and began undressing, his eyes never leaving our entwined bodies. By the time he joined us on the bed, he was fully erect, his cock standing proud against his stomach.
"What are you teaching her?" he asked, his hand replacing mine between Lily's legs.
"Multiple orgasms," Lily replied, moaning as his fingers found her sweet spot. "And how to please multiple partners simultaneously."
"Excellent curriculum," James approved, positioning himself behind Lily. "Let's see how she handles a practical exam."
He entered Lily with one smooth thrust, causing her to gasp and momentarily lose her rhythm on my clit. But she quickly recovered, redoubling her efforts as James began to move inside her.
The sight of them – James's powerful body driving into Lily while she continued to pleasure me – was the most erotic thing I'd ever witnessed. I found myself reaching up to caress her breasts as they swayed with each of James's thrusts.
"That's it," James encouraged, his eyes meeting mine over Lily's shoulder. "Touch her. Make her come while I fuck her."
His crude words sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. I circled Lily's clit more firmly, watching her face contort with pleasure as she was stimulated from both sides.
"Oh god," she moaned, her movements becoming erratic. "I'm going to—"
She came with a sharp cry, her body shuddering between us. The sight of her pleasure triggered my own third orgasm, less intense than the previous two but somehow deeper, spreading through my body like warm honey.
James continued thrusting into Lily, his pace increasing as he approached his own climax. With a guttural groan, he pulled out and stroked himself, coming across Lily's lower back in thick white ropes.
For a moment, we all remained frozen in our positions, catching our breath. Then Lily collapsed beside me, laughing softly.
"And that," she said, "is how you handle an unexpected addition to your sexual encounter."
James chuckled, reaching for tissues from Lily's nightstand to clean up. "Was I an effective teaching aid?"
"Very," Lily assured him, stretching like a satisfied cat. "I think Emma's getting the hang of things quite nicely."
After James left, Lily and I lay side by side, our bodies cooling in the afternoon air. She turned to face me, her expression more serious than before.
"There's something else you should know about living here," she said, tracing patterns on my stomach. "The unspoken dynamics."
I propped myself up on one elbow. "What do you mean?"
"The arrangement works because we all respect the boundaries," she explained. "The bracelet system, the exceptions, all of that. But there's an emotional component too. It's easy to develop feelings when you're being intimate with someone regularly."
I thought of Daniel, of the way my heart raced whenever he entered a room. "Has that happened to you?"
Lily nodded. "About six months in, I started to have feelings for James. It complicated things for a while."
"What did you do?"
"I talked to him about it," she said simply. "We agreed to be more mindful of our interactions, to make sure we were both clear on what this arrangement is and isn't. It helped."
"And now?"
"Now I enjoy what we have without expecting more." She smiled, but there was a hint of something wistful in her eyes. "That's the key to making this work long-term. Enjoy the physical connection, the freedom of it, without trying to turn it into something else."
I nodded, absorbing her wisdom. "Thank you for telling me this."
"That's what friends are for," she said, leaning over to kiss me softly on the lips. "Now, want to grab some lunch? I'm starving after all that exercise."
Later that evening, I found Michael in the kitchen, preparing a cup of tea. He looked up when I entered, his eyes immediately going to the bracelet on my wrist.
"I heard you had quite the educational session with Lily today," he said, a small smile playing on his lips.
News traveled fast in the flatshare. "Word gets around," I replied, feeling a blush creep up my neck.
"Lily's an excellent teacher," Michael said, setting down his mug and moving toward me. "I'm curious to see what you learned."
I thought of Lily's advice about each flatmate's preferences, about being proactive rather than passive. With newfound confidence, I closed the distance between us, pressing my body against his and reaching up to tangle my fingers in his hair.
"Why don't I show you?" I whispered against his lips before kissing him deeply.
Michael responded immediately, his hands gripping my waist as he backed me against the counter. I broke the kiss to trail my lips down his neck, remembering Lily's tip about light scratching. I dragged my nails gently down his back, gratified when he shivered in response.
"Someone's been paying attention," he murmured, his hands now working at the button of my jeans.
I helped him remove my clothes, then his, until we were both naked in the kitchen. Taking the initiative, I dropped to my knees before him, looking up to maintain eye contact as I took him into my mouth.
The techniques Lily had described worked beautifully. Michael's breathing became ragged as I alternated between teasing licks and taking him deeper, my hands working in concert with my mouth.
"Fuck, Emma," he groaned, his fingers tangling in my hair. "That's incredible."
After a few minutes, he pulled me to my feet and lifted me onto the counter. "My turn," he said, spreading my legs and dropping to his knees.
His mouth on me was exquisite, but now I knew how to enhance the experience. I tightened my internal muscles as he slid his fingers inside me, hearing his appreciative moan against my flesh.
When he finally stood and positioned himself at my entrance, I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him closer. "Take me," I whispered, using the commanding tone Lily had suggested might appeal to his hidden dominant side.
Michael's eyes darkened, and he thrust into me with unexpected force, driving the breath from my lungs. "Like this?" he asked, his voice deeper than I'd ever heard it.
"Yes," I gasped, digging my nails into his shoulders. "Harder."
He complied, setting a punishing pace that had me clinging to the edge of the counter for support. The shy, reserved Michael was gone, replaced by a man confidently claiming what was his.
I came first, crying out his name as pleasure crashed through me. He followed shortly after, burying himself deep inside me with a guttural groan.
As we caught our breath, foreheads pressed together, Michael smiled – a genuine, warm expression that reached his eyes. "I think Lily's training was very effective," he said, helping me down from the counter.
I laughed, feeling a new confidence in my role within the flatshare. "I'm a quick study."
That night, I realized how much I'd learned – not just about sexual techniques, but about myself. I was discovering aspects of my sexuality I'd never explored, finding pleasure in situations I'd never imagined.
The bracelet on my wrist caught the moonlight streaming through my window. I touched it gently, appreciating what it represented – not just my availability to others, but my own choice to embrace this unconventional lifestyle.




The House Party

Two weeks after moving in, I was fully immersed in the flatshare lifestyle. The bracelet had become a natural extension of my wrist, removed only during work calls or the occasional evening when deadlines loomed. My body had adapted to the frequent use, developing a near-constant state of readiness that both surprised and delighted me.
Friday morning, I was making coffee when James appeared in the kitchen doorway, his hair still damp from the shower.
"Morning," he said, reaching past me for a mug. "Just wanted to remind you about tomorrow night."
I looked at him quizzically. "Tomorrow night?"
"The house party. Didn't Lily mention it? We host one every couple of months – just friends who understand the arrangement."
My stomach fluttered with a mixture of nervousness and excitement. "She might have mentioned it, but I forgot. How many people usually come?"
"Around fifteen to twenty," James replied, pouring himself coffee. "Mostly my friends and Daniel's, a few of Lily's. It's very relaxed – drinks, music, good food. And of course, the usual benefits of the flatshare extend to our guests."
I nearly choked on my coffee. "You mean..."
"Only if you're wearing the bracelet," he clarified quickly. "You can take it off anytime. But yes, if you choose to wear it, the same rules apply with our guests as with us."
The thought of being available to strangers sent a surprising jolt of arousal through me. "And these friends, they understand the rules? The boundaries?"
"Absolutely. They've all been to these parties before. They know consent is tied to the bracelet, and they respect that completely." He studied my face. "If you're uncomfortable, you can always just enjoy it as a regular party."
I considered this for a moment. The past two weeks had awakened something in me – a hunger for new experiences, a desire to push my boundaries further. "No, I think I'd like to participate fully," I heard myself say.
James's smile was warm with approval. "I think you'll enjoy it. Our friends are good people – attractive, respectful, and very appreciative of the arrangement."
Throughout the day, I found myself distracted by thoughts of the upcoming party. How many men would use me? Would I be passed around like a party favor? The idea should have horrified me, but instead, it made me press my thighs together against the growing wetness between them.
That evening, Lily helped me choose an outfit – a simple black dress that was easy to remove but still looked elegant. "The key," she explained, "is accessibility without looking like you're trying too hard."
"Have you participated in these parties before?" I asked as she sorted through my jewelry.
"Every time," she replied with a grin. "It's exhilarating – being desired by so many people, being used in different ways throughout the night. By the end, you'll be exhausted but incredibly satisfied."
Saturday evening arrived, and I found myself growing increasingly nervous as I prepared. I showered thoroughly, applied light makeup, and slipped into the black dress Lily had helped me select. The silver bracelet gleamed against my wrist, a beacon signaling my availability.
By nine o'clock, the flat was filled with people – attractive professionals in their late twenties and early thirties, all mingling with drinks in hand. James introduced me to several of his friends, all of whom greeted me warmly while their eyes lingered on my bracelet.
"So you're the new flatmate," said a tall man named Alex, his gaze appreciative as it traveled over my body. "James mentioned you were beautiful, but he undersold it."
I blushed, unused to such direct compliments. "Thank you. Have you been to many of these parties?"
"Most of them," he replied, sipping his drink. "They're always memorable."
As the night progressed, I relaxed into the atmosphere. The party felt surprisingly normal – good music, flowing conversation, laughter. But there was an undercurrent of anticipation, a charged energy that made my skin tingle.
I was refilling my wine glass in the kitchen when I felt a presence behind me. Warm hands settled on my hips, and I turned to find Daniel's friend Mark – a broad-shouldered man with a neatly trimmed beard who'd been introduced to me earlier.
"I've been watching you all night," he said, his voice low. "James said you're fully participating?"
I nodded, my heart rate accelerating. "Yes, I am."
Without another word, he turned me to face the counter, his hands sliding up my thighs and under my dress. He made an appreciative sound when he discovered I wasn't wearing underwear.
"Convenient," he murmured, his fingers exploring my already wet folds.
I gripped the edge of the counter as he unzipped his pants behind me. The kitchen wasn't private – people were coming and going, some pausing to watch with interest as Mark positioned himself at my entrance.
The idea of an audience sent a thrill through me that I hadn't anticipated. Being taken in front of others, being watched as I was used – it awakened something primal within me.
Mark pushed inside me with one firm thrust, filling me completely. I gasped, adjusting to his size as he began to move. His pace was steady and confident, each thrust pushing me against the counter.
"She feels amazing," he said to someone I couldn't see. "You weren't exaggerating."
I realized he was talking to one of my flatmates – discussing me as if I were a particularly enjoyable amenity of the house. The objectification, far from offending me, intensified my arousal.
Mark's hands gripped my hips tightly as his pace increased. I was vaguely aware of people watching, of conversations continuing around us even as I was being fucked in the middle of the kitchen. It was surreal and intoxicating.
When Mark finished, pulling out to come across my lower back, another man immediately took his place. I didn't even see who it was at first – just felt new hands on my hips, a different cock pushing inside me. This one was thicker, stretching me deliciously as he established his own rhythm.
"I'm Jason," he said, leaning forward to speak directly into my ear. "And you feel fucking incredible."
The party continued around us, the kitchen traffic uninterrupted by the sexual activity taking place. Some guests paused to watch, others simply worked around us to access drinks or food. The normalization of it all – sex as just another social activity – was strangely liberating.
After Jason finished, I was given a brief respite. Lily appeared with a damp cloth, helping me clean up before leading me back to the living room. "Having fun?" she asked with a knowing smile.
"It's... intense," I admitted, still flushed from the encounters. "But yes, definitely fun."
"The night's just getting started," she promised, handing me a fresh glass of wine.
She wasn't wrong. Over the next few hours, I was taken in various locations throughout the flat – bent over the arm of the sofa, pressed against a wall in the hallway, straddling a man in an armchair. Each encounter blended into the next, a blur of hands, mouths, and cocks using my body for their pleasure.
What surprised me most was how much I enjoyed being the center of attention – the object of desire for so many attractive men. There was power in it, despite my ostensibly submissive role. These men wanted me, needed me, couldn't keep their hands off me.
Around midnight, I found myself in a more organized scenario. Daniel had gathered several friends in his bedroom, where they sat on the edge of his king-sized bed.
"Emma," he said, his eyes dark with desire, "I thought you might enjoy something a bit more... structured."
I looked at the three men seated on the bed – Alex from earlier, plus two others I'd been introduced to but hadn't yet been with. All were watching me with hungry expressions.
"What did you have in mind?" I asked, my voice huskier than usual from the evening's activities.
"A proper showcase," Daniel replied. "All three at once."
My pulse quickened. I'd never been with multiple men simultaneously before. The logistics seemed challenging, but the idea was undeniably arousing.
"Yes," I said simply.
Daniel smiled, pleased by my eagerness. "Undress for us first. Slowly."
Aware of all eyes on me, I began to remove my dress, which had been pulled up and down countless times throughout the evening but never fully removed. I took my time, enjoying the power of their attention as I revealed my body inch by inch.
When I stood naked before them, Daniel directed me to the center of the room. "On your knees," he instructed.
I complied, the plush carpet soft against my skin. Alex approached first, his cock already hard as he presented it to my lips. I took him into my mouth, using the techniques Lily had taught me – maintaining eye contact, varying pressure and speed.
Behind me, I felt someone positioning themselves at my entrance. Hands gripped my hips as a thick cock pushed inside me, stretching me deliciously. From the size and the confident thrust, I guessed it was Daniel.
The third man, introduced earlier as Chris, moved to my side, his cock level with my free hand. I reached for him, stroking in rhythm with my mouth's movements on Alex.
Being filled from both ends while using my hand on a third cock was overwhelming in the best possible way. I felt completely used, completely objectified, and completely aroused by it. The men established a rhythm, Daniel's thrusts pushing me forward onto Alex's cock, then back again.
"Look at her taking all three of us," Daniel said, his voice thick with arousal. "Born for this, weren't you, Emma?"
I moaned around Alex's cock in agreement, the vibration making him groan in pleasure. The sensations, combined with the knowledge that I was being watched by others who had gathered at the doorway, pushed me toward an intense orgasm.
Daniel seemed to sense my approaching climax. His fingers found my clit, circling it expertly as he continued to thrust. "Come for us," he commanded. "Show everyone how much you love being used."
His words triggered my release. I came hard, my body convulsing around Daniel's cock, my mouth still working on Alex, my hand still stroking Chris. The intensity of it made stars burst behind my eyelids.
My orgasm seemed to trigger a chain reaction. Alex came first, flooding my mouth with his release. I swallowed reflexively, barely recovering before Daniel pulled out and flipped me onto my back.
"Your turn," he said to Chris, who quickly positioned himself between my legs.
Chris entered me with a groan of appreciation, setting a fast pace that had me gasping. Daniel knelt beside my head, feeding his cock into my mouth, the taste of my own arousal still on him.
The night continued in this fashion – positions changing, men rotating, my body constantly filled and used. At some point, we moved to the living room, where more guests joined in what had evolved into a full-blown gangbang.
I lost count of how many men took me, how many times I came, how many loads of cum filled me or decorated my body. Time became meaningless, measured only in orgasms and brief moments of recovery.
The party began to wind down in the early hours of the morning. I found myself on the living room floor, surrounded by satisfied men in various states of dress. My body was deliciously sore, my skin marked with light bruises from enthusiastic hands, my thighs sticky with the evidence of multiple encounters.
James appeared with a glass of water, helping me sit up to drink it. "You were the highlight of the party," he said, genuine appreciation in his voice. "Everyone's impressed by your stamina."
I smiled tiredly, taking the water gratefully. "I didn't know I had it in me."
"I think you're discovering a lot about yourself," he replied, brushing a strand of hair from my face with unexpected tenderness.
Lily joined us, wrapping a soft blanket around my shoulders. "How are you feeling?" she asked, her eyes checking me for signs of distress.
"Exhausted. Sore. Incredibly satisfied," I replied honestly. "I've never experienced anything like that before."
"You were amazing," she said, kissing my cheek. "The star of the show."
As the last guests departed, my flatmates helped me to the bathroom, where Lily ran a hot bath. She helped me into the water, the heat soothing my well-used muscles.
"I'll leave you to soak," she said, turning to go.
"Lily," I called, making her pause at the door. "Thank you. For everything."
She smiled warmly. "That's what friends are for. Rest up – you've earned it."
Alone in the bath, I reflected on the night's events. Two weeks ago, the idea of being passed around at a party, of being used by multiple men in succession, would have seemed degrading, perhaps even horrifying. Now, it felt like the most natural thing in the world – a perfect expression of my newfound sexuality.
The water lapped at my skin as I sank deeper, letting the heat penetrate my sore muscles. Between my legs, I could still feel the pleasant ache of being thoroughly used, the slight swelling from hours of attention.
I thought about how I'd changed since moving in. The shy, reserved Emma who'd signed the contract out of financial necessity had been replaced by someone who craved being used, who found genuine pleasure in serving others' desires. The transformation should have frightened me, but instead, it felt like coming home to myself – discovering the person I was always meant to be.
As I drifted toward sleep in the warm water, I realized I was already looking forward to the next party, to being the center of attention again, to feeling the unique power that came from being desired by so many.
I touched my bracelet gently, appreciating how this small silver chain had unlocked something within me that I never knew existed.
Tomorrow, I would wake up sore and marked, my body bearing the evidence of the night's activities. And I would wear those marks proudly, like badges of honor, reminders of the pleasure I'd both received and given.
For now, though, I allowed myself to succumb to exhaustion, slipping into dreams filled with hands, mouths, and bodies using mine – dreams that, in this strange new reality I'd chosen, would likely become reality again soon enough.




New Dynamics

One month into the arrangement, life in the flatshare had settled into a rhythm that felt surprisingly natural. My body had adapted to the frequent use, developing a near-constant state of readiness that both surprised and delighted me. The bracelet had become such a natural extension of my wrist that I sometimes forgot I was wearing it until someone's hands were on my body.
Each of my flatmates had developed their own routines with me, their distinct preferences becoming as familiar as their morning coffee habits.
James had claimed the morning shower as his territory. Most days, I'd wake to the sound of my bathroom door opening, followed by the shower curtain being pulled back. He'd step in behind me, his large hands immediately finding my waist, turning me to face the wall before entering me from behind. The hot water cascading over us, the steam filling the small space, the way his powerful body pressed mine against the cool tiles – it had become my favorite way to start the day.
"Good morning," he'd murmur against my ear, his voice still rough with sleep even as his cock pushed inside me with practiced ease. He'd taught me new positions in that small space – lifting one of my legs to change the angle, or having me bend forward with my hands braced against the wall, or sometimes lifting me entirely, my back against the tiles as he held me up with pure strength.
Michael, despite his quiet demeanor, had developed a habit of interrupting my work. I'd be focused on my laptop at the dining table, deep in concentration, when I'd feel his hands on my shoulders, gently massaging before sliding lower. He never spoke during these encounters, just silently guided me to whatever position he wanted – sometimes pulling me to the floor for oral, other times bending me over the table, my laptop pushed carefully aside.
The contrast between his shy personality and his sexual confidence still fascinated me. In social settings, he was reserved, almost awkward at times. But when it came to sex, he transformed – confident, commanding, thoroughly in control. I'd learned to recognize the shift in his eyes, the subtle change in his posture that signaled his intentions.
Daniel remained the most intense of the three. He preferred to take me in semi-public areas of the flat – the hallway, the living room, the kitchen counter – often when there was a chance of others walking in. The risk of being watched seemed to excite him, and I'd discovered it excited me too. His approach was always rough, always demanding, treating me like his personal sex toy rather than a partner. He'd pull my hair, spank me, pin me down – treating my body as something to be used rather than cherished. And to my continued surprise, I loved every second of it.
Lily and I had developed our own routine as well – regular "girl time" that helped me explore my curiosity. She'd introduced me to toys I'd never experienced before, teaching me how to use them on myself and on her. Our sessions were different from my encounters with the men – more equal, more exploratory, focused on mutual pleasure rather than one-sided use.
This morning, I was making breakfast when James entered the kitchen, his expression more serious than usual.
"House meeting tonight," he announced, pouring himself coffee. "Michael has some news."
"Is everything okay?" I asked, sliding a plate of eggs toward him.
"He can explain himself, but yes, everything's fine. Just a change coming up." James smiled reassuringly, then glanced at my bracelet. "You look particularly good this morning."
Before I could respond, he'd set down his coffee and was guiding me toward the counter. Breakfast would have to wait.
Later that day, I was working in my room when Lily knocked on my door. She entered with a bounce in her step, clearly excited about something.
"Have you heard?" she asked, flopping onto my bed.
"About Michael's news? James mentioned a house meeting tonight."
She nodded. "He's moving abroad for work. Some big tech opportunity in Singapore that he can't pass up."
I felt a pang of disappointment. Despite the arrangement's casual nature, I'd grown fond of Michael – his quiet intensity, his surprising dominance in bed, the way he'd look at me with genuine appreciation afterward.
"When is he leaving?"
"End of the month," Lily replied. "Which means we'll need a new flatmate. James already has someone in mind – a personal trainer named Ryan. He's coming for an interview tomorrow."
"Interview?" I raised an eyebrow.
Lily grinned. "Well, more of a compatibility test. For both living arrangements and... other arrangements." She winked. "James wants you to participate."
"Me? How?"
"You'll help assess if he's a good fit. Sexually, I mean." She studied my face. "Are you comfortable with that? It's okay if you're not."
I considered this. The idea of being part of the selection process, of testing a potential flatmate's sexual compatibility, was strangely appealing. "Actually, I think I'd like that."
"I thought you might," Lily said with a knowing smile.
That evening, we gathered in the living room for the house meeting. Michael confirmed what Lily had told me – he'd been offered a position he couldn't refuse, leading a development team for a major tech company in Singapore.
"I'll miss this place," he said, his eyes lingering on each of us. "It's been the best living situation I've ever had."
"We'll miss you too," James replied. "But we're happy for you. It's an amazing opportunity."
Daniel, typically blunt, added, "We should give him a proper send-off before he goes."
The conversation turned to the logistics of finding a replacement. James explained that he had a friend, Ryan, who was looking for a new place and understood the arrangement.
"He's coming tomorrow evening for an interview," James said, then turned to me. "Emma, I was hoping you'd help with the compatibility assessment. Only if you're comfortable, of course."
"I'd be happy to," I replied, feeling a flutter of anticipation.
"Excellent," James smiled. "He'll be here at seven."
The next evening, I prepared with unusual care – showering thoroughly, selecting a simple but flattering dress, applying light makeup. I wasn't sure why I felt nervous; after all, I'd been with multiple men at the house party without a second thought. But somehow, being part of the interview process felt more significant.
Ryan arrived precisely at seven. From the moment he walked in, his presence filled the room. All-American boy blonde and blue eyes, he moved with the fluid confidence of someone completely at ease in his body. Several tasteful tattoos peeked out from under the sleeves of his fitted t-shirt, hinting at more artwork hidden beneath.
James handled the initial introductions and explained the house rules while we all sat in the living room. Ryan listened attentively, asking thoughtful questions about boundaries, expectations, and logistics. His eyes occasionally drifted to my bracelet, but his gaze was appreciative rather than leering.
After covering the practical aspects of the arrangement, James turned to me. "Emma, perhaps you could show Ryan around the flat? Get to know each other a bit."
The implication was clear. This was the beginning of the compatibility test.
"I'd like that," I said, standing and gesturing for Ryan to follow.
I showed him the kitchen, the shared bathroom, and finally, Michael's soon-to-be-vacant bedroom. As we entered the room, Ryan closed the door behind us.
"So," he said, his voice deep and pleasant, "James explained your role in the flatshare."
I nodded, suddenly feeling a flutter of nerves despite my month of experiences. "Yes. I pay reduced rent in exchange for being available to the male flatmates."
Ryan stepped closer, his eyes holding mine. "And you enjoy this arrangement?"
"Very much," I replied honestly. "It's been... liberating."
He smiled, reaching out to touch my cheek gently. "May I?"
The fact that he asked, when he didn't need to given the bracelet on my wrist, was oddly touching. "Yes," I whispered.
His kiss was confident but not demanding, his lips exploring mine with measured pressure. His hands settled on my waist, drawing me closer without forcing the contact. There was a control to his movements that spoke of someone who understood his own strength and how to use it.
When we broke apart, he studied my face. "I believe in making this mutually enjoyable," he said. "Even in an arrangement like this."
"I'd like to see how you define enjoyable," I replied, feeling bolder.
Ryan's smile widened. "I'd be happy to demonstrate."
He guided me to the bed, sitting on the edge and drawing me to stand between his legs. His hands slid up my thighs, under my dress, finding me already wet with anticipation.
"Hmm," he murmured approvingly.
Unlike the urgent, almost desperate way some men had taken me at the party, Ryan took his time. His fingers explored me thoroughly, learning what made me gasp, what made me press against his hand seeking more. When he finally removed my dress, he did so with deliberate slowness, appreciating each inch of skin as it was revealed.
"Beautiful," he said, his eyes traveling over my naked body. "Turn around for me."
I complied, turning slowly. I felt his hands on my hips, guiding me to straddle him as he sat on the edge of the bed. He was still fully clothed, the fabric of his jeans rough against my sensitive skin.
"I want to see your face," he explained, his hands supporting my back. "I want to watch you as you take me."
He freed himself from his jeans, long and hard. He positioned me over him, letting me set the pace as I lowered myself onto him. The stretch was delicious, my body accommodating his size with a pleasure that bordered on pain.
"That's it," he encouraged as I began to move. "Find your rhythm."
His hands guided but didn't control, supporting my movements without dictating them. It was different from my experiences with the others – less about being used, more about shared pleasure. Yet there was still something primal in the way his eyes darkened as he watched me ride him, something possessive in how his fingers dug into my hips.
As my pace increased, driven by building pleasure, Ryan's control began to slip. His hips thrust upward to meet mine, his hands gripping tighter. When he sensed I was close to climax, he shifted one hand to where our bodies joined, his thumb finding my clit with unerring precision.
"Come for me," he said, his voice deeper with arousal. "Show me how much you're enjoying this."
The dual stimulation pushed me over the edge. I came with a cry, my body clenching around him as waves of pleasure crashed through me. He followed shortly after, his release triggering a second, unexpected orgasm that left me trembling in his arms.
As we caught our breath, Ryan held me against his chest, his hand stroking my back in soothing circles. "I think we might be compatible," he said with a smile in his voice.
I laughed softly. "I think you might be right."
After cleaning up, we rejoined the others in the living room. From their knowing smiles, it was clear they'd heard at least some of our "interview."
"So," James asked, looking between us, "how did it go?"
Ryan glanced at me, a small smile playing at his lips. "I think Emma should answer that."
All eyes turned to me. "I believe Ryan would be an excellent addition to the flatshare," I said, feeling a blush rise in my cheeks. "Very... compatible with the arrangement."
"Excellent," James nodded. "Ryan, we'll be in touch about the final details, but consider yourself approved."
As the evening progressed, I found myself increasingly aware of Daniel's gaze following me. There was something different in his eyes – a possessiveness I hadn't noticed before. When Ryan left, promising to return in a few days to sign the paperwork, Daniel cornered me in the hallway.
"You seemed to enjoy your interview duties," he said, his voice low and tight.
"I did," I admitted. "Ryan will be a good fit here."
Daniel stepped closer, backing me against the wall. "You came twice. I could hear you."
I wasn't sure how to respond. Was he jealous? The thought was both thrilling and concerning. Lily had warned me about developing feelings, about the complications that could arise.
"The arrangement is working as intended," I said carefully. "Isn't that a good thing?"
His eyes narrowed slightly, then he seemed to catch himself. "Of course," he said, his tone lightening. "I'm glad you enjoyed yourself."
But as he walked away, I couldn't shake the feeling that something had shifted between us. I thought back to Lily's warning about developing feelings, wondering if perhaps it wasn't just the female tenants who were at risk of emotional complications.
That night, as I lay in bed reflecting on the day's events, I couldn’t help thinking of Daniel. There was something about his intensity, his demanding nature, that called to something deep within me. The thought of him being jealous, of him wanting me exclusively, sent a thrill through me that I couldn't entirely dismiss.
But I also couldn't deny my excitement about Ryan joining the household. His different approach – controlled, attentive, focused on mutual pleasure – would add a new dynamic to the arrangement. And Michael's impending departure reminded me that nothing was permanent, that I should enjoy each experience for what it was rather than what it might become.
I touched the bracelet. In just one month, this arrangement had transformed me – not just sexually, but emotionally as well. I was more confident, more in tune with my desires, more willing to embrace pleasure without shame.
As I drifted toward sleep, I found myself looking forward to the changes ahead – to Ryan's arrival, to Michael's farewell, to whatever new dynamics might emerge in our unconventional household. The bracelet was more than just a symbol of consent; it had become a key to self-discovery, unlocking aspects of myself I never knew existed.
And I had no intention of taking it off anytime soon.




Complications

Six weeks into the arrangement, I found myself in uncharted emotional territory. Michael had departed for Singapore after a memorable farewell party that had left me pleasantly sore for days. Ryan had moved in, bringing a fresh energy to the flatshare with his athletic routines and creative approach to our arrangement. He'd taken to interrupting my morning yoga, positioning me in variations of poses that showcased his strength and flexibility while providing intense pleasure for us both.
But it was my feelings for Daniel that were causing the complication. Despite enjoying all my flatmates, I'd developed a particular attachment to him that went beyond physical pleasure. His demanding approach, the way he treated me like his personal property during our encounters, had awakened something in me that craved his specific attention.
I hadn't admitted these feelings to anyone, not even Lily. I remembered her warning about emotional entanglements, about the importance of maintaining boundaries. The arrangement worked because we all understood what it was and wasn't. Developing deeper feelings threatened that balance.
I was curled up on the sofa with a book when Daniel came home, earlier than usual for a Friday. He wasn't alone. A woman followed him in – tall, elegant, with the kind of effortless beauty that spoke of good genes and expensive skincare. She laughed at something he said, her hand resting casually on his arm in a way that made my stomach tighten.
"Emma," Daniel nodded in my direction. "This is Vanessa. Vanessa, my flatmate Emma."
Flatmate. Just flatmate. Not "the woman I bend over every available surface whenever I want." I forced a smile, extending my hand. "Nice to meet you."
Vanessa's handshake was firm, her smile genuine. "You too! Daniel's told me about his amazing flatshare arrangement. The place is gorgeous."
I glanced at Daniel, wondering exactly what he'd told her. From his carefully neutral expression, I guessed it wasn't the full truth.
"We're heading out for dinner," he said, "but Vanessa wanted to see the place first."
"It's even better than you described," she said, looking around appreciatively. "And such a great location."
I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. The bracelet felt suddenly heavy on my wrist, a reminder of my role in this household – a role that apparently didn't exist when Daniel brought dates home. I slid it off as slowly as I could, trying not to draw attention.
"We'll be off then," Daniel said, his hand settling on the small of Vanessa's back in a gesture that seemed unnecessarily intimate. "Don't wait up." His eyes flashing to my bare wrist as he turned to go.
As they left, I sat frozen, a strange hollowness expanding in my chest. This was ridiculous. I had no claim on Daniel. The arrangement was clear – sex without strings, pleasure without commitment. He was free to date whoever he wanted outside the flatshare.
Yet the thought of him touching Vanessa the way he touched me, of him speaking to her in that commanding tone that made me instantly wet, of him taking her home tonight and doing to her all the things he did to me – it made me physically ill.
I went to my room, placing the bracelet on my nightstand, staring at it as if it might offer some explanation for the turmoil inside me.
A soft knock at my door interrupted my thoughts. Lily entered without waiting for a response, her expression sympathetic.
"I saw them leave," she said, sitting beside me on the bed. "You okay?"
"I'm fine," I replied automatically. "Why wouldn't I be?"
Lily's eyes dropped to my bare wrist, then back to my face. "You're using a pause day."
"I just need some space tonight."
She nodded, understanding immediately. "You've developed feelings for him."
It wasn't a question, but I answered anyway. "Yes. Stupid, I know."
"Not stupid," she said gently. "Human. It happens to most of us at some point."
I looked at her, remembering her confession about James. "How did you get past it?"
"Time. Perspective. Reminding myself what I really wanted from this arrangement." She took my hand. "The question is, what do you want, Emma? Has that changed?"
I considered this. Did I want a conventional relationship with Daniel? To be his girlfriend, to claim exclusivity, to dismantle the arrangement that had brought me so much pleasure and freedom?
"No," I said finally. "I still want this. All of it. I just... I didn't expect to feel jealous."
"Jealousy is natural," Lily assured me. "The key is not letting it control you or change what works."
We talked for a while more, Lily sharing more of her own experiences, helping me untangle my emotions from my desires. By the time she left, I felt more centered, though the hollow feeling hadn't entirely dissipated.
I slept fitfully, waking at every sound, wondering if it was Daniel returning – alone or with Vanessa. When morning came, I was exhausted but clearer-headed. I showered, dressed, and deliberately put the bracelet back on before heading to the kitchen.
Daniel was there, alone, making coffee. He looked up when I entered, his eyes immediately going to the bracelet on my wrist.
"Morning," he said, his voice neutral. "Coffee?"
"Please." I accepted the mug he offered, our fingers brushing in a way that sent electricity through me despite my emotional confusion. "How was your date?"
"Fine," he replied, leaning against the counter. "Vanessa's an old friend from university. We catch up every few months."
I nodded, sipping my coffee to hide my relief that he hadn't brought her home. "She seems nice."
"She is." He studied me over the rim of his mug. "You took the bracelet off last night."
"I needed a pause."
His eyes narrowed slightly. "Because of Vanessa?"
I considered lying, but what was the point? "Yes."
Daniel set his mug down with deliberate care. "I didn't realize that would bother you."
"Neither did I," I admitted. "But it did."
A tense silence stretched between us. I wasn't sure what I expected – perhaps an apology, or reassurance, or even a dismissal of my feelings. What I didn't expect was for him to cross the kitchen in two strides, take the mug from my hands, and set it aside before lifting me onto the counter.
"Daniel—"
"You were jealous," he said, his voice low and intense as he pushed my knees apart and stepped between them. "You didn't like seeing me with another woman."
I swallowed hard. "No, I didn't."
His hands slid up my thighs, pushing my dress up around my waist. "Good."
Before I could process that response, he'd dropped to his knees, his mouth finding me with an urgency that took my breath away. There was something different about this encounter – a possessiveness, a claiming quality that hadn't been present before. His tongue worked against me with devastating precision, his hands gripping my thighs with bruising intensity.
I tangled my fingers in his hair, holding him against me as pleasure built with alarming speed. When I came, it was with a cry that echoed through the kitchen, my body shuddering under his relentless attention.
He didn't give me time to recover. Standing, he freed himself from his pants and thrust into me with a force that drove the breath from my lungs. His pace was punishing, each thrust deeper and harder than anything I'd experienced from him before.
"Mine," he growled against my ear, one hand gripping my hair to pull my head back, exposing my throat to his teeth. "You're mine."
The possessiveness in his voice, the claiming nature of his touch – it should have alarmed me given my recent emotional confusion. Instead, it sent me hurtling toward another orgasm, my body responding to his dominance with a surrender that was as much emotional as physical.
"Say it," he demanded, his rhythm never faltering. "Say you're mine."
"I'm yours," I gasped, the words torn from me as pleasure built to an unbearable peak. "Yours, Daniel."
My submission triggered his release. He came with a guttural groan, burying himself deep inside me, his body pressed against mine as if trying to merge us together. For long moments, we stayed like that, breathing hard, neither willing to break the connection.
Finally, he pulled back enough to look at me, his expression more vulnerable than I'd ever seen it. "I didn't sleep with her," he said quietly. "I couldn't."
"Why not?" I whispered.
"Because she wasn't you." His admission hung between us, weighted with implications neither of us was ready to fully address.
He helped me down from the counter, both of us adjusting our clothing in silence. The moment had shifted something between us, but I wasn't sure what it meant for the arrangement, for the household, for us.
"We should talk about this," I said finally.
Daniel nodded, but before he could respond, Ryan entered the kitchen, his post-workout glow highlighting his athletic frame. He paused, looking between us with a knowing smile.
"Morning," he said, heading for the refrigerator. "Don't mind me."
The moment broken, Daniel stepped back. "Later," he murmured to me, then left the kitchen without another word.
I spent the day in a state of distraction, replaying the morning's encounter and Daniel's confession. What did it mean that he couldn't sleep with Vanessa because she wasn't me? Was he developing feelings too, or was it simply that he'd grown accustomed to my body, my responses?
That evening, I sought out Lily, needing her perspective. We sat in her room, cross-legged on her bed as I recounted the morning's events.
"He said you're his?" Lily raised an eyebrow. "That's... significant."
"But what does it mean for the arrangement?" I asked. "For all of us?"
She considered this. "The arrangement is flexible. Different people find different balances within it. Some keep it purely physical, others develop preferences or even exclusive pairings within the household."
"Have you seen that work?"
"Sometimes," she admitted. "It requires clear communication and boundaries. But Emma, you need to be honest with yourself about what you want."
I thought about it, trying to untangle my desires from my emotions. "I enjoy the arrangement. I like being with all of you. But with Daniel, it's... different. More intense."
"Then tell him that," Lily suggested. "See where he stands. But remember, this lifestyle works because we're honest about our needs and limits."
As she spoke, her hand found mine, her thumb tracing circles on my palm in a gesture that was both comforting and subtly arousing. I looked at her, recognizing the invitation in her eyes.
"Would it help to clear your head?" she asked softly.
I nodded, grateful for her understanding. Lily had a way of making sex both meaningful and uncomplicated – a physical connection that offered comfort without demands.
She leaned forward, her lips meeting mine in a kiss that was gentle but insistent. Her hands cupped my face, then slid down to my shoulders, guiding me to lie back on the bed. Unlike the rough urgency of Daniel's claiming, Lily's touch was patient, exploratory, as if we had all the time in the world.
She undressed me slowly, her mouth following her hands, leaving trails of warmth across my skin. When I was naked, she removed her own clothes with the same unhurried grace, revealing her petite but curvy form.
"Let me help you forget for a while," she murmured, settling between my legs.
Her mouth on me was glorious – soft, intuitive, guided by her own knowledge of female pleasure. She knew exactly how much pressure to apply, when to use her tongue flat and when to focus its tip, how to build sensation without overwhelming.
I lost myself in the pleasure she offered, my hands tangled in her silky hair, my body responding to her skilled attention. When she slid two fingers inside me while continuing to work with her tongue, I came with a shuddering intensity that momentarily wiped all thoughts of Daniel and complications from my mind.
As I recovered, Lily moved up my body, positioning herself so that we could pleasure each other simultaneously. I eagerly reciprocated, wanting to give her the same release she'd given me. The taste of her, the sounds she made as my tongue explored her most intimate places, the way her body trembled against mine – it was a different kind of connection, equally powerful in its own way.
We brought each other to climax again, our cries mingling in the quiet room. Afterward, we lay entwined, our bodies cooling in the evening air.
"Better?" Lily asked, stroking my hair.
"Much," I admitted. "You always know what I need."
She smiled. "That's what friends are for. But Emma, you still need to talk to Daniel. Clear the air."
I nodded, knowing she was right. The conversation couldn't be avoided if I wanted to maintain the balance of the household.
I found Daniel in his room later that night, sitting on his bed reviewing documents from work. He looked up when I knocked on his open door, his expression unreadable.
"Can we talk?" I asked.
He set aside his laptop, gesturing for me to enter. "About this morning."
"Yes." I closed the door behind me, leaning against it. "What did you mean when you said I was yours?"
Daniel was silent for a moment, considering his words carefully. "I meant that in that moment, I felt... possessive. Territorial."
"Because of Vanessa?"
"Partly," he admitted. "Seeing your reaction to her made me realize you might feel something beyond the arrangement. And that made me confront my own feelings."
My heart raced. "Which are?"
"Complicated." He ran a hand through his hair, a rare gesture of uncertainty from someone usually so controlled. "I enjoy the arrangement. I like having access to you, to Lily. But with you, it's become more than just physical satisfaction."
"For me too," I confessed. "But I don't want to disrupt what we have here. What works for everyone."
Daniel nodded, understanding. "I'm not suggesting we change the arrangement. Just that we acknowledge there's something different between us within it."
"What would that look like?"
He considered this. "The same as now, but with the understanding that what we share is... deeper. More significant."
"And the others?"
"Nothing changes with them," he said firmly. "You still wear the bracelet, you're still available to everyone. But between us, we know there's more."
It wasn't a conventional solution, but then, nothing about our living situation was conventional. The idea of maintaining the arrangement while acknowledging the deeper connection with Daniel felt right – a balance that honored both my newfound sexual freedom and the unexpected emotional bond.
"I think I can work with that," I said finally.
Daniel's smile was slow and satisfied. "Good. Now come here."
I crossed the room, allowing him to pull me onto the bed beside him. His kiss was possessive but tender, a claiming that acknowledged rather than demanded.
"There's one more thing," he said, his voice deepening. "I want to watch you with the others sometimes. Knowing you're mine even when they're using you... it appeals to me."
The thought sent a shiver of arousal through me. "I think that could be arranged."
His eyes darkened. "Starting now. I texted James and Ryan earlier. They'll be joining us shortly."
As if on cue, there was a knock at the door. James entered first, followed by Ryan, both already showing signs of arousal at the prospect of what was to come.
"Daniel says you need a reminder of what this arrangement is really about," James said, his voice warm with amusement. "Something about getting too caught up in feelings."
I glanced at Daniel, who was settling back against the headboard, clearly intending to watch rather than participate initially. His eyes were dark with anticipation, a possessive hunger evident in the way he positioned himself—close enough to see everything, yet deliberately removed from the action.
"I could use a reminder," I agreed, my voice already breathless with anticipation. The thought of being used by James and Ryan while Daniel watched sent a rush of heat through my body, dampness gathering between my thighs.
James approached first, his fingers tracing the curve of my jaw before sliding into my hair. "Let's start by reminding you how much you enjoy serving all of us," he said, tightening his grip and guiding me down to my knees before him.
I went willingly, my hands already reaching for his belt, unfastening it with practiced ease. The sound of his zipper lowering seemed unnaturally loud in the quiet room. When I freed him from his boxers, he was already fully hard, the tip glistening with pre-cum.
From the corner of my eye, I saw Ryan undressing, his athletic body coming into view as he discarded each piece of clothing. My mouth watered at the sight of him—at both of them—knowing what was coming.
"Look at how eager she is," Ryan commented, moving behind me. His hands slid under my shirt, cupping my breasts and pinching my nipples until I gasped. "Already so responsive."
James guided himself to my lips, and I opened for him automatically, taking him deep into my mouth. The familiar weight of him on my tongue, the musky scent that was uniquely his, sent a thrill through me. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking with deliberate pressure as his hands guided my rhythm.
Behind me, Ryan was removing my clothes with efficient movements, leaving me naked and exposed between them. His hands explored my body—squeezing my breasts, trailing down my stomach, dipping between my legs to find me embarrassingly wet.
"She's soaked," he announced, his fingers sliding easily through my folds. "Being reminded of her place turns her on."
I moaned around James's cock, the vibration making him groan in response. Ryan's fingers found my entrance, two pushing inside me without preamble, making me arch my back and push against his hand.
"That's it," Daniel's voice came from the bed, deep and commanding. "Show her what she's been missing by getting too caught up in her feelings for me."
The reminder of Daniel's presence, of him watching as his flatmates used me, intensified everything. Ryan's fingers curled inside me, finding that spot that made my thighs tremble, while James controlled my movements on his cock, sometimes pushing deep enough to make my eyes water.
"On the bed," James directed after several minutes, withdrawing from my mouth with a wet pop. "I want to feel how wet she is."
They positioned me on all fours, facing the headboard where Daniel sat watching, his own hand lazily stroking himself through his pants. James moved behind me, the blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance before pushing in with one smooth thrust that made me cry out.
"God, she's tight," he groaned, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave marks. "Even after all this time."
Ryan positioned himself in front of me, his cock level with my face. Without being told, I opened my mouth, taking him in as James began to establish a rhythm behind me. The dual sensation—being filled from both ends, used for their pleasure while Daniel watched—was overwhelming.
James's thrusts were measured and deep, each one pushing me forward onto Ryan's cock. They found a rhythm together, using my body between them like a well-orchestrated instrument. The sounds filled the room—skin against skin, my muffled moans, their grunts of pleasure.
"Switch," Daniel commanded after several minutes. "I want to see her in a different position."
They withdrew from me, leaving me empty and aching, my body trembling with unfulfilled need. Ryan lay back on the bed, his cock standing proudly against his stomach.
"Ride him," Daniel instructed me. "Face me so I can see your expression."
I straddled Ryan, lowering myself onto him with a gasp as he filled me completely. The position allowed me to face Daniel, whose eyes were fixed on mine with an intensity that made my heart race. Behind me, I felt James's hands on my ass, his fingers slick with lubricant as he prepared me for what was coming next.
"Remember," Daniel said, his voice carrying over the sounds of our heavy breathing, "you belong to all of us. That's the beauty of this arrangement."
As he spoke, James began to push into my other entrance, the initial burn giving way to a fullness that bordered on overwhelming. I was completely filled, stretched around both of them, my body no longer my own but a vessel for their pleasure—and through it, mine.
"Look at her," Ryan said from beneath me, his hands on my breasts, pinching and rolling my nipples. "She loves this. Being completely used."
And I did. The physical sensations were incredible—the dual penetration, the different rhythms as they moved within me, the occasional brush of their bodies against my most sensitive spots. But it was more than that. It was the knowledge that I was fulfilling my role in the household, that my body was bringing them pleasure, that Daniel was watching it all with that possessive gleam in his eyes.
They established a rhythm that had me gasping and moaning, my body caught between them as they thrust in counterpoint. James's hands gripped my shoulders, pulling me back onto him as Ryan thrust upward. The pressure built inside me, a coiling tension that threatened to snap.
"She's close," Ryan observed, one hand sliding between us to circle my clit. "I can feel her tightening."
"Not yet," Daniel commanded from his position. "Not until all three of you come together."
The order sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. The idea of them all finishing simultaneously, filling me completely, marking me as theirs—it was exactly what I needed.
James's rhythm faltered first, his thrusts becoming more erratic. "I'm close," he groaned, his fingers digging into my hips.
"Me too," Ryan added, his movements becoming more urgent beneath me.
"Now," Daniel ordered. "All of you."
The permission was all I needed. The orgasm crashed through me with stunning intensity, my body clenching around both men inside me as they reached their own climaxes. I felt them pulsing, filling me from both ends as waves of pleasure washed over me, leaving me trembling and incoherent between them.
They withdrew carefully, leaving me empty and quivering on the bed, their release dripping from me in the most visible reminder of what had just occurred. I lay there catching my breath, my body humming with satisfaction, marked and used exactly as the arrangement intended.
Only then did Daniel finally rise from his position, shedding his clothes as he approached the bed. James and Ryan moved aside, giving him space as he positioned himself between my legs.
"My turn," he said simply, his cock hard and ready against my entrance.
Despite my recent orgasm, my body responded immediately to his touch, a fresh surge of arousal coursing through me. He entered me slowly, deliberately, his eyes never leaving mine as he filled me completely.
"Feel that?" he asked, his voice low and intimate. "How your body still responds to me, even after they've had you?"
I nodded, unable to form words as he began to move within me. His thrusts were measured and deep, each one deliberate, each one claiming me in a way that felt different from what had come before.
"This is what makes our arrangement perfect," he continued, his pace increasing slightly. "You're available to all of us, bringing pleasure to the household. But this—" he thrust particularly deep, making me gasp, "—this connection between us is something special within that."
His movements became more urgent, more demanding, his hands pinning mine above my head as he claimed me. I wrapped my legs around his waist, drawing him deeper, meeting each thrust with an arch of my hips.
"Mine," he whispered as he approached his climax, his eyes boring into mine. "Mine to share, mine to watch, mine to enjoy."
"Yours," I gasped in agreement as my own pleasure built again, impossibly soon after the last.
We came together, his release joining that of the others inside me, his groan of satisfaction mingling with my cry of pleasure. As the waves subsided, he collapsed beside me, pulling me against his chest.
"Mine," he whispered again as he came, but this time I understood the nuance. His, yes – but also theirs. His to give, his to share, his to enjoy as he chooses. The perfect balance within our unconventional arrangement.
Later, as we all lay sprawled across Daniel's king-sized bed, I felt a sense of resolution settle over me. The jealousy that had gripped me at the sight of Vanessa seemed distant now, replaced by a clearer understanding of what I truly wanted.
I wanted this – the freedom to explore my sexuality without constraints, the pleasure of being desired by multiple partners, the comfort of knowing I was valued for exactly what I offered. And if, within that framework, I shared something deeper with Daniel, that was simply another layer to the arrangement, not a contradiction of it.
As I drifted toward sleep, surrounded by the men who had just thoroughly claimed my body, I felt more certain than ever that I had found exactly where I belonged. The complications that had seemed so overwhelming earlier had resolved into a new understanding – one that honored both the arrangement and the unexpected emotions that had developed within it. Before closing my eyes I saw the bracelet shimmer on my wrist.




Embracing the Lifestyle

Three months had passed since I'd moved into the flatshare, and the transformation in my life was profound. What had begun as a financial necessity had evolved into something essential to my identity – a lifestyle that fulfilled needs I'd barely acknowledged to myself before.
The silver bracelet that had once felt foreign on my wrist was now as much a part of me as my heartbeat. I removed it only for work calls and the occasional deadline, finding that I missed its weight, its promise, during those brief absences.
My body had changed too – not just physically, though I was more toned from the constant activity, but in its responsiveness. I existed in a near-constant state of readiness, my skin sensitive to the slightest touch, my core quickening at a certain look or tone of voice. I'd become attuned to the specific desires of each flatmate, anticipating their needs sometimes before they expressed them.
Ryan had fully integrated into our household, bringing his athletic energy and creative approach to our arrangement. True to his profession as a personal trainer, he'd taken particular interest in incorporating physical fitness into our encounters.
This morning, I was in the middle of my yoga routine in the living room when I felt his presence behind me. I was in downward dog, my body forming an inverted V, when his hands settled on my hips.
"Perfect form," he murmured, his thumbs tracing circles at the base of my spine. "But I think we can make this more interesting."
I remained in position, a smile playing at my lips as I felt him push my yoga pants down my legs. The cool air against my exposed skin sent a shiver through me, but I maintained the pose, arms straight, head down, hips raised.
"The key to yoga," Ryan said, his voice taking on the instructional tone he used with clients, "is the connection between breath and movement." His fingers traced up my inner thighs, finding me already wet with anticipation. "Breathe in..."
I inhaled deeply as his fingers explored me, teasing but not entering.
"And breathe out..."
I exhaled slowly as he withdrew his touch, leaving me aching for more.
"Good," he approved. "Now, we're going to modify this pose."
His hands guided my legs wider apart, adjusting my position slightly. I heard the rustle of clothing as he freed himself from his workout shorts, then felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance.
"Maintain your form," he instructed as he began to push inside me. "Back straight, arms strong."
The challenge of holding the pose while he filled me completely added an unexpected dimension to the pleasure. Ryan's hands gripped my hips firmly as he established a rhythm, each thrust careful not to disrupt my position.
"Now, transition to three-legged dog," he said, lifting one of my legs and guiding it upward. The change in angle sent him deeper, hitting spots that made stars burst behind my eyelids.
"Breathe through it," he reminded me as I gasped at the intensity. "Control is everything."
What followed was the most physically demanding sexual encounter I'd experienced yet. Ryan guided me through a series of modified yoga poses – from three-legged dog to a supported warrior, then to a variation of bridge pose where he knelt between my raised hips. Each position showcased his strength and control while testing my endurance and flexibility.
Throughout it all, he maintained his instructional tone, praising my form, correcting my alignment, reminding me to breathe. The combination of physical exertion and sexual pleasure created a unique high, my body responding to both the workout and his skilled touch.
When he finally allowed me release, it was in a modified lotus position, my back against his chest, his arms supporting me as I rode him. The orgasm that crashed through me was as much about the triumph of physical accomplishment as it was about sexual satisfaction.
"Excellent session," Ryan murmured as we caught our breath, his lips against my neck. "Your stamina has improved significantly."
I laughed, leaning back against him. "I have a good teacher."
After a shared shower – which inevitably led to a second round against the tile wall – I headed to the kitchen to find James and Lily already there, preparing breakfast.
"Morning workout?" James asked with a knowing smile, sliding a cup of coffee toward me.
"Ryan's very dedicated to fitness," I replied, accepting the coffee gratefully.
Lily bumped her hip against mine playfully. "We heard. Those yoga blocks toppling over made quite a racket."
I felt a blush rise to my cheeks, though not from embarrassment. After three months in the flatshare, I'd long since moved past shame or self-consciousness. The blush was more about the pleasant memory, the lingering sensation of Ryan's hands guiding my body into positions I hadn't known I could maintain.
"Speaking of noise," James said, his tone shifting to something more business-like, "we have a potential new flatmate coming to interview today."
I looked up in surprise. "Someone's leaving?"
"No, but we've been considering expanding. The basement has that separate entrance and bathroom – it would make a perfect sixth bedroom with some minor renovations. We've had it on our list for a while, and now seems like a good time."
"Another woman," Lily added, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "James found her through the same network where he found you."
The thought of another female tenant joining our arrangement sent a flutter of anticipation through me. "What's she like?"
"Her name's Olivia, 24, works in publishing," James replied. "Seems bright, financially stable but looking to save more, curious about the lifestyle."
"We thought you might help with the interview," Lily suggested. "Since you were in her position not that long ago."
I nodded, surprised by how much I liked the idea. "I'd be happy to."
"Excellent," James smiled. "She'll be here at seven. Daniel's handling the initial screening, but we'd like you to join for the second part."
The day passed quickly, filled with work deadlines and a brief but intense encounter with Daniel in his home office during my lunch break. By evening, I found myself looking forward to meeting Olivia with unexpected enthusiasm.
She arrived precisely at seven – petite with curly auburn hair and bright, intelligent eyes that took in everything with keen interest. Daniel handled the introductions and initial explanation of the arrangement while we all sat in the living room. I watched Olivia's reactions carefully, recognizing the same mix of nervousness and intrigue that I'd felt during my own interview.
When Daniel had covered the practical aspects, he turned to me. "Emma joined us just three months ago. She might be able to answer questions from the perspective of someone new to the arrangement."
Olivia looked at me with open curiosity. "How did you adjust? Was it... overwhelming at first?"
I considered my answer carefully. "It was intense, certainly. But in the best possible way. The arrangement fulfilled desires I'd barely acknowledged to myself."
"And the bracelet system," she gestured to the silver chain on my wrist, "it really works? No awkwardness or confusion?"
"It's surprisingly effective," I replied. "Clear boundaries, clear consent. The bracelet means yes, removing it means no. Simple."
She nodded, absorbing this. "And you never felt... I don't know, objectified in a bad way?"
I smiled, understanding her concern. "I felt objectified in the best possible way. There's something incredibly liberating about being desired so straightforwardly, about serving a purpose that brings pleasure to everyone involved."
As we continued talking, Ryan entered the room, fresh from the gym, his t-shirt clinging to his muscular frame. Olivia's eyes widened slightly, her gaze lingering on his physique.
"Sorry to interrupt," he said, nodding politely to Olivia. "Just grabbing water."
"This is Ryan," Daniel introduced. "Our newest male flatmate."
Ryan extended his hand, which Olivia shook with a slight blush. "Nice to meet you," she said, her voice a touch higher than before.
After Ryan left, the interview continued, covering house rules, financial arrangements, and expectations. Throughout the conversation, I noticed Olivia becoming increasingly engaged, her initial nervousness giving way to genuine interest.
"Would you like a tour?" I offered when the formal questions had been addressed.
"I'd love that," she replied, standing to follow me.
I showed her the common areas first, then the bedrooms, explaining how the arrangement worked in daily practice. As we reached the basement space that would potentially be hers, I decided to be completely transparent.
"The best way to understand this lifestyle is to see it in action," I said, meeting her eyes directly. "Would you like a demonstration?"
Her breath caught, but she nodded. "Yes, I think that would be... informative."
I smiled, sending a quick text to Ryan, who I knew would still be nearby. "The key to making this arrangement work is honesty – with yourself and with others. You need to genuinely enjoy being available, being used for others' pleasure."
Ryan appeared in the doorway, his expression shifting from casual to intent when he saw my text. He looked between Olivia and me, understanding immediately.
"Olivia is considering joining us," I explained. "I thought a demonstration might help her decision."
Ryan nodded, his eyes darkening with interest. "Happy to help with the interview process."
I turned to Olivia. "You can just observe, or you can participate if you feel comfortable. No pressure either way."
She hesitated only briefly. "I'll observe for now, if that's okay."
"Of course," I assured her, then turned my attention to Ryan. "How would you like me?"
His smile was slow and confident. "On the sofa. Hands on the armrest, bent over."
I complied, positioning myself as instructed, aware of Olivia watching from a nearby chair. Ryan moved behind me, his hands sliding up my thighs under my dress, finding me already wet with anticipation.
"She's always ready," he explained to Olivia, his voice deepening with arousal. "That's one of the benefits of this arrangement. Constant availability, constant readiness."
I heard the sound of his zipper, then felt him positioning himself at my entrance. He entered me with one smooth thrust, drawing a gasp from my lips and an audible intake of breath from Olivia.
Ryan set a steady pace, his hands gripping my hips firmly as he took me from behind. I glanced at Olivia, seeing her eyes wide, her cheeks flushed, her thighs pressed together in unconscious response to the scene before her.
"The arrangement works because everyone benefits," Ryan continued, his voice remarkably steady despite his vigorous movements. "Emma gets reduced rent and sexual satisfaction. We get access to her whenever we want."
He reached around to circle my clit, knowing exactly how to touch me after our months together. "And as you can see, she thoroughly enjoys her role."
I couldn't deny it – the pleasure of being taken while being watched, of serving as both a sexual partner and a demonstration, was intensely arousing. I came with a cry that echoed in the basement room, my body clenching around Ryan as waves of pleasure crashed through me.
He followed shortly after, his rhythm faltering as he reached his own climax. When he withdrew, I straightened my clothing and turned to face Olivia, not bothering to hide the flush of satisfaction on my face.
"That's the reality of living here," I said simply. "Multiple times a day, with different partners, in different ways. It's intense, demanding, and incredibly fulfilling."
Olivia's eyes were still wide, her breathing slightly accelerated. "And you never get... tired of it?"
I laughed softly. "Sore sometimes, yes. Tired of it? Never. If anything, I've become insatiable. The more I'm used, the more I want to be used."
Ryan excused himself, leaving us alone to continue the conversation. Olivia had many questions – practical, emotional, sexual – and I answered each one honestly, sharing my journey from financially-motivated tenant to enthusiastic participant.
"The most surprising thing," I told her, "has been discovering aspects of myself I never knew existed. I've always been ambitious in my career, independent in my thinking. I never imagined I'd find such satisfaction in being sexually available to others, in being treated as an object of pleasure."
"Yet you seem so... empowered by it," Olivia observed.
"That's exactly it," I nodded. "There's power in this surrender, in choosing to be used. The bracelet isn't a symbol of submission – it's a declaration of my desires, my agency in this unconventional arrangement."
By the time we rejoined the others in the living room, I could tell Olivia was seriously considering the offer. Her initial nervousness had been replaced by genuine curiosity and interest.
"We'll need a few days to make our decision," James explained as she prepared to leave. "And of course, you should take time to consider if this is truly what you want."
"I appreciate that," Olivia replied, her eyes lingering on my bracelet. "But I think I already know my answer."
After she left, the flatmates gathered in the kitchen to discuss our impressions.
"I like her," Lily declared. "She's thoughtful, asks good questions, seems genuinely interested rather than just financially motivated."
"Emma?" James turned to me. "What's your assessment?"
I considered my interaction with Olivia, the way she'd watched Ryan take me, the flush on her cheeks, the unconscious press of her thighs. "I think she's perfect. Curious, intelligent, and definitely aroused by what she saw. She'll adapt quickly."
"Then it's settled," James nodded. "I'll call the contractor tomorrow about converting the basement, and we'll offer Olivia the room once it's ready."
Later that evening, we gathered for a special dinner to celebrate my three-month anniversary in the flatshare and my recent promotion at work. James had cooked his specialty pasta, Daniel had brought home expensive wine, and Lily had decorated the dining room with candles.
"To Emma," James raised his glass in a toast. "Who has exceeded all expectations and made this house a more pleasurable place for everyone."
"To Emma," the others echoed, their glasses clinking against mine.
The warmth of their approval, their genuine appreciation for what I brought to the household, filled me with a satisfaction that went beyond the physical pleasure we shared. In just three months, I'd found not just affordable housing but a lifestyle that fulfilled me completely.
After dinner, as we moved to the living room with our wine, Daniel caught my eye with a look I'd come to recognize – possessive, hungry, demanding. Since our conversation about feelings, we'd settled into a unique dynamic within the larger arrangement. I was still available to everyone, still enthusiastically participated with all my flatmates, but Daniel and I shared something deeper – an emotional connection that made the physical parts that little bit more meaningful.
"I think it's time for the real celebration to begin," he said, his voice carrying that commanding tone that never failed to send heat pooling between my thighs.
James smiled, setting down his wine glass. "I was thinking the same thing."
Ryan, who had been quiet during dinner, moved to sit beside me on the sofa. "A proper celebration requires proper attention," he agreed, his hand settling on my knee.
Lily's eyes sparkled with mischief. "And we've all been planning something special."
What followed was unlike anything I'd experienced before – a celebration that transcended ordinary pleasure. James dimmed the lights while Lily lit more candles, casting the room in a warm, flickering glow. Daniel approached me first, his eyes dark with intent.
"Stand up," he commanded, his voice sending an immediate shiver down my spine.
I obeyed without hesitation, my body already responding to his tone. He circled me slowly, appraising me like a prized possession before reaching for the buttons of my blouse.
"Tonight," he said, methodically undoing each button, "we're going to show you exactly what you mean to this household."
His fingers brushed against my skin as he pushed the fabric from my shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. The others watched, their gazes heavy with anticipation as Daniel unhooked my bra, exposing my breasts to the warm air and appreciative eyes.
"Perfect," James murmured from across the room, sipping his wine as he observed.
Daniel's hands moved to my skirt next, unzipping it with deliberate slowness before letting it pool at my feet. He hooked his fingers into my panties, dragging them down my thighs until I stood completely naked before my fully-clothed flatmates, my skin flushing with arousal rather than embarrassment.
"Look at how wet she already is," Lily observed, moving closer to trail her fingers along my inner thigh, collecting the evidence of my excitement. She brought her fingers to her lips, tasting me with a satisfied smile. "So responsive."
Ryan approached next, positioning himself behind me. His hands slid around to cup my breasts, thumbs circling my hardened nipples as Daniel dropped to his knees before me. Without a word, he spread my thighs and buried his face between them, his tongue finding my center with practiced precision.
I gasped, my knees weakening as pleasure shot through me. Ryan held me upright, his grip firm as he continued teasing my nipples, occasionally pinching them just hard enough to send jolts of exquisite sensation straight to where Daniel's tongue was working.
"She tastes even better than usual tonight," Daniel murmured against me, the vibration of his words adding to the sensation. "Like she's been waiting for this all day."
James approached, now standing directly in front of me. He took my face in his hands, tilting it up to meet his gaze. "We're going to use every part of you tonight, Emma. Every hole, every curve, every inch of your beautiful body. Are you ready for that?"
"Yes," I breathed, my voice already strained with need. "Please."
He smiled, leaning down to capture my lips in a deep kiss as Daniel's tongue delved deeper inside me, then flicked up to circle my clit with maddening precision. Ryan's hands continued their assault on my breasts, and the combined sensation of being touched in so many places at once was overwhelming.
My first orgasm hit unexpectedly fast, crashing over me in waves as Daniel's tongue worked relentlessly against my clit. I cried out into James's mouth, my body trembling between the three men as Lily watched, her own hand disappearing beneath her skirt.
"That's just the beginning," James promised as he broke the kiss, his eyes dark with desire.
They guided me onto the large sofa, positioning me on my hands and knees. Ryan was the first to undress, revealing his athletic body and impressive erection. He positioned himself in front of me, guiding his cock to my lips.
"Show us how much you appreciate your home," he said, his voice gentle but firm.
I opened eagerly, taking him into my mouth as James knelt behind me. I heard the sound of his zipper, then felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance, already slick from Daniel's attention and my own arousal.
"So wet," James groaned as he pushed inside me with one smooth thrust. "Always so ready for us."
The feeling of being filled at both ends sent sparks of pleasure racing through me. James established a steady rhythm, each thrust pushing me further onto Ryan's cock. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking eagerly as Ryan's hands tangled in my hair, guiding my movements.
Daniel and Lily watched for a moment before Lily began undressing, revealing her lithe body. She positioned herself beneath me, sliding under until her face was directly below mine, her mouth aligned with my breasts. As James continued thrusting into me from behind and Ryan filled my mouth, Lily began sucking and licking at my nipples, adding another layer to the overwhelming pleasure.
Daniel, still fully clothed, moved to sit beside Ryan. "Look at her," he said appreciatively. "Taking all of us so beautifully."
James's pace increased, his thrusts becoming more forceful. Each one drove me forward, pushing Ryan's cock deeper into my throat. I relaxed my muscles, taking him as deeply as I could, reveling in the feeling of being used so thoroughly.
"I'm close," Ryan warned, his grip on my hair tightening.
James reached around to find my clit, circling it with his thumb as he continued pounding into me. "Come with him, Emma," he ordered. "Show us how much you love this."
The combined stimulation was too much. As Ryan tensed and began spilling down my throat, my second orgasm ripped through me, more intense than the first. I moaned around Ryan's cock, swallowing everything he gave me as my body convulsed with pleasure.
James followed moments later, driving deep one final time before pulling out to finish across my lower back, marking me as his. As they withdrew, I collapsed onto Lily, who immediately wrapped her arms around me, her mouth finding mine in a deep kiss that tasted of Ryan and myself.
"My turn," Daniel announced, now naked and fully erect. He pulled me off Lily, positioning me on my back at the edge of the sofa. "I want to see your face when I take you."
He entered me with one powerful thrust, filling me completely. The sensation of being penetrated again so soon after my last orgasm made me cry out, my oversensitive nerves firing with renewed pleasure.
"Look at me," Daniel demanded, and I forced my eyes open to meet his intense gaze. "You're ours, Emma. All of ours, but especially mine."
"Yes," I gasped as he established a punishing rhythm, each thrust hitting perfectly inside me. "Yours. All of yours."
Lily positioned herself beside my head, her thighs on either side of my face. "Show me what that clever tongue can do," she instructed, lowering herself onto my mouth.
I eagerly complied, licking and sucking at her center as Daniel continued his relentless pace. James and Ryan, recovering from their own releases, began touching and caressing every available inch of my skin – my breasts, my stomach, my thighs.
The room filled with the sounds of pleasure – skin against skin, moans and gasps, whispered words of praise and possession. I lost track of time, lost in the sensation of being used so completely, of giving pleasure while receiving it tenfold.
Lily came first, her thighs trembling against my face as she ground herself against my mouth. She moved away, replaced immediately by Ryan who had recovered and wanted my mouth again, this time from a different angle that let him push even deeper.
Daniel's thrusts became more erratic, his fingers digging into my hips hard enough to leave marks. "Come for me again," he growled. "One more time."
James reached between us, finding my clit and rubbing it in tight circles. The combined stimulation pushed me over the edge into a third orgasm that seemed to go on forever, my body clenching around Daniel as waves of pleasure crashed through me.
Daniel responded immediately, driving deep and holding himself there as I spasmed around his cock, his expression one of intense satisfaction and possession.
"I'm not done with you yet," Daniel said, his voice husky as he withdrew from me. His eyes darkened with renewed desire despite having just finished. "I want all of you tonight."
He flipped me onto my stomach and pulled my hips up, positioning me on my hands and knees. I felt his fingers, slick with lubricant that James had handed him, circling my rear entrance.
"I'm going to take you here," Daniel said, his voice dropping to a possessive growl that sent shivers down my spine. "I'm going to claim every part of you."
I moaned in anticipation as he slowly pressed one finger inside, then another, stretching me carefully despite his obvious impatience. The others gathered around, watching intently as Daniel prepared me.
"She loves this," Lily observed, reaching beneath me to cup my breasts, pinching my nipples between her fingers. "Look how wet she's getting again."
Ryan knelt in front of me, lifting my chin so I was looking directly at his recovering erection. "Keep your mouth open for me," he instructed, guiding himself between my lips as Daniel continued working his fingers in my ass.
James slipped his hand beneath me, sliding under until he could reach up and stroke my clit with expert precision. "We're going to make you come harder than you ever have," he promised, his fingers making tight circles that had me moaning around Ryan's cock.
When Daniel finally removed his fingers, I felt momentarily empty before the blunt head of his cock pressed against my prepared entrance. He entered me with agonizing slowness, allowing me to adjust to the unfamiliar fullness inch by inch.
"So tight," he groaned, his hands gripping my hips firmly. "So perfect."
The sensation was overwhelming – the stretch and burn giving way to a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Ryan's cock filled my mouth, muffling my cries as Daniel began to move, establishing a slow, deliberate rhythm that gradually increased in speed and force.
Lily shuffled her shoulders beneath me, her mouth finding my breasts, sucking and licking at my nipples while James continued his relentless attention to my clit. The four of them worked in perfect harmony, using my body as their instrument of pleasure.
"Touch her everywhere," Daniel commanded, and there were hands all over me – Ryan's in my hair, James's between my legs, Lily's hands squeezing my breasts as she sucked them, and Daniel's gripping my hips as he drove deeper into my ass.
The sensation of being completely surrounded, filled in every hole, and touched by all four of them simultaneously was indescribable. Every nerve ending in my body seemed to fire at once, pleasure building to heights I hadn't known were possible.
"She's close," James observed, his fingers speeding up. "I can feel her trembling."
Daniel leaned over my back, his chest pressing against me as he whispered in my ear, "You're going to come with my cock in your ass and their hands all over you. Show us how much you love being used like this."
His words, combined with the overwhelming physical stimulation, pushed me over the edge into an orgasm so powerful that my vision blurred at the edges. I screamed around Ryan's cock, my entire body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed through me one after another.
Ryan pulled out of my mouth just in time to finish across my face and neck, marking me as thoroughly as Daniel was about to. James and Lily continued their ministrations, prolonging my orgasm until I was shaking uncontrollably, tears of pure pleasure streaming down my cheeks.
Daniel's rhythm became erratic, his grip on my hips tightening to the point of bruising. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself completely inside me and came, filling me with hot pulses that triggered yet another aftershock of pleasure through my oversensitive body.
For several moments, we remained frozen in that position, all of us breathing heavily, my body still trembling with the aftereffects of the most intense orgasm I'd ever experienced. When Daniel finally withdrew, I collapsed onto the floor, utterly spent yet somehow still humming with residual pleasure.
But they weren't finished with me yet. As soon as I caught my breath, James took his turn again, this time turning me onto my side and lifting one of my legs over his shoulder to penetrate me vaginally from a new angle that hit spots inside me I didn't know existed.
Ryan moved behind me, his recovered erection pressing against my recently used rear entrance. "Still nice and ready for me," he murmured in my ear as he slowly pushed inside, the earlier preparation making his entry smoother but no less intense.
Completely filled in two holes, I could only moan incoherently as they established a rhythm, one pushing in as the other withdrew. Lily knelt beside me, her fingers finding my clit as Daniel moved to my mouth, his cock already hardening again at the sight of me being so thoroughly used.
The sensation of being filled in every possible way, of being the center of all their attention and desire, pushed me beyond anything I'd experienced before. My next orgasm built slowly, gathering force like a tidal wave before crashing over me with such intensity that fresh tears sprang to my eyes.
They continued using me in various configurations throughout the evening – Daniel taking me roughly from behind while I pleasured Lily, James and Ryan sharing me between them, all four of them positioning me in ways that allowed maximum access to my body.
By the time they finally finished, I had lost count of my orgasms. My body was marked with evidence of their possession – light bruises from Daniel's grip, the sheen of multiple releases on my thighs and stomach and back, my throat sore from use. I lay in the center of the living room floor, utterly spent yet somehow still humming with residual pleasure, my body having transcended ordinary satisfaction to reach a state of complete fulfillment.
Daniel knelt beside me, brushing hair from my face with unexpected tenderness. "Happy three months," he murmured, his eyes conveying what he rarely said aloud.
James appeared with water, helping me sit up to drink it. "You've transformed since you moved in," he observed. "Remember how nervous you were that first day?"
I laughed softly, wincing slightly at the pleasant soreness between my legs. "I was terrified. And trying desperately to hide how aroused I was by the whole concept."
"Not hiding it anymore," Ryan grinned, his eyes appreciating my thoroughly used state.
"Definitely not," I agreed. "Why would I? This is exactly where I'm meant to be."
Lily joined us, wrapping a soft blanket around my shoulders. "You've embraced this lifestyle more completely than anyone I've seen," she said. "It suits you."
As I lay in bed that night, still revelling in the warmth and scent of my flatmates, I reflected on the journey that had brought me here.
The bracelet on my wrist caught the moonlight streaming through the window. I touched it gently, appreciating its significance. It wasn't just a symbol of consent or availability; it was a declaration of who I truly was – a woman who had discovered her deepest desires and embraced them without shame.
In this strange, wonderful household, I had found more than affordable housing. I had found sexual fulfillment beyond my wildest fantasies. I had found the freedom to explore aspects of myself I'd never acknowledged. I had found a place where my body's purpose – to give and receive pleasure – was celebrated rather than hidden.
Most importantly, I had found the real Emma, who craved being used, who thrived on being desired, who had become insatiable in her appetite for the constant attention this arrangement provided.
As sleep claimed me, my body pleasantly exhausted from hours of use, I knew with absolute certainty that I would never return to conventional living. The free use flatshare wasn't just an arrangement; it was my home, my lifestyle, my truth.
And I wouldn't have it any other way.
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Books By This Author

Free Use Swingers Spa
 
Frustrated with dating, Alice craves deeper connections. When her friend suggests "The Free Use Swingers Spa," Alice discovers a world where inhibitions vanish and desire rules. Plunged into intense sensuality, will she embrace this uninhibited pleasure? Follow Alice's journey of self-discovery in a place where conventional boundaries no longer exist.
Free Use Hotel
 
I needed a job, and the Seraphina Hotel offered good money - but I soon discover this island resort operates on a different kind of service where staff are expected to be... available. Can I handle the constant attention, or will I tap out before my initiation is complete?

Free Use Tribe
 
I came seeking something primal. In this prehistoric tribe, there are no gentle courtships—only need and free use. My body serves the warriors, awakening a dark desire within me. I embrace this ancient custom of sharing, finding pleasure in submission. This is my journey into raw, primal desire, where surrender becomes strength.
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