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 Chapter One

Ten years.

It had been ten years since I’d lived in the SEX house, serving as one of the campus’ freeuse darlings. Ten years since I’d gone out on an assignment, attended a lecture, taken an exam. It almost seemed like another world, another me. I missed her – that other me had been more carefree, eager to grab life with both hands and enjoy whatever she could – but I was also proud of who I’d become.

In the ten years since I’d graduated, I’d gone on to a series of increasingly impressive jobs. From my first post-graduate work (for a freeuse firm, actually, one I’d previously interned at) to my current role as Vice President of Marketing at a major multinational company, I was clearly in the ascendancy of my career.

My meteoric rise was due to talent, of course, and hard work, but also my connections. Joining Sigma Epsilon Xi my freshman year, and my four years serving the campus with my body, had given me a wealth of mentors, advisors, and friendly faces no matter where I went. That was the deal, of course, and it was why SEX sisters did so well for themselves after college. And I was one of them now, a SEX alum - no longer freeuse,  but still very much a part of the sisterhood that had gotten me here.

That was the main reason I’d decided to come back for my ten-year reunion. Sure, it would be nice to see some classmates I’d lost touch with, and sure, I was flattered that I’d been asked to guest lecture while I was in town. But it mostly had to do with Sigma Epsilon Xi and my time with SEX. I wanted to visit the old sorority, talk to the new recruits, help the seniors plan their next steps. Joining the freeuse sorority was the best decision I’d ever made, and I thought back on my years on campus very fondly.

I’d been anticipating the reunion trip for months. Now that it was finally here, I felt the first prickle of something other than excitement – anxiety? Or some deeper, more animal concern?

No matter. This was going to be a great visit, and goodness knows I could use a break from my high-stress job. The reunion would be fun. And I was determined to enjoy every last minute of it.

~

I got into town before my hotel room was ready and decided to leave my luggage there and go walk around campus. I didn’t have anywhere particular to be until an afternoon meeting with the Dean to discuss my lecture, so why not?

It was surreal being back on campus. In some ways, everything seemed exactly the same – I recognized the smell of fallen leaves and my feet remembered every desired path. But there’d been changes over the last ten years too, improvements. There were two new dorms. The athletics building had been renovated, and there were more ramps and safer stairs everywhere I looked.

Though I barely recognized the athletics building, the football field still looked the same. I sat on the bleachers for a while, letting the sun wash over me, idly watching the couple of students running sprints on the field. I remembered sitting on these bleachers all-too-well – sitting and something more.

A wave of football players, rushing at us from the field. We were caught on the bleachers. In their lust, the Gladiators moved to claim us any way they could, not even bothering to remove their gear. Before I could fully grasp the situation, I was being pulled into someone’s lap as he fumbled to free his cock. My panties were pushed aside – not even removed – and then I was impaled.

I couldn’t even tell who was holding me. I’d gotten to know the players fairly well over the last few days, but with the gear and helmet, it could have been anybody. I was being violated by a stranger all over again, in plain sight for everyone else to see. I could smell him, heavy with sweat and dirt from play, and his shoulder pads creaked as he forcibly lifted me up and slammed me back down on his cock, again and again.

Near the stadium, students sat on picnic blankets chatting and played frisbee. Staff headed off on errands, some of them in golf carts. It was a beautiful fall day and for a moment, it almost felt as though the last ten years had never happened, like I was going to see a group of my sisters waving me over, or round a corner and run into an old lover any moment.

The Alpha Kappa Xi – otherwise affectionately known as “Alpha Cocks” – house was still recognizable. It was a different color now, and had big wrought iron Greek letters over the door, but it still felt just like the place I’d known so well. I smiled as I walked by, remembering how nervous I was before my first Alpha Cock party, the party that had closed out my rush week and cemented my role as a brand-new SEX sister. I’d spent the first hour or two bent over the back of a couch in front of a roaring fire, being “sampled” by whoever wanted to claim me. It had been a good night.

I visited the library, where I’d once been the freeuse prize for an illicit game of hide and seek. The carpet had been replaced and the lights were brighter, but I could still easily pick out the corner where I’d once been speared at both ends by two deliciously eager Alpha Cocks. I walked by the senior dorms, where I’d been to plenty of parties and once spent hours in bed with a boy where we explored every inch of each others’ bodies – not a freeuse assignment at all, but someone I’d genuinely enjoyed getting to know.

The old art building was gone now, too, but I didn’t need its brick walls to remind me of the semester I’d spent as a muse for a senior-level art class. (After all, I had two student films and a massive painting of my vulva as a flower to remember those days.) It was hard not to reminisce anyway.

I was arranged artfully, a model for the entire class. And today they were going to use me to demonstrate viscosity, droplets – I didn’t know the technical term, only that the plan to achieve it involved four senior boys standing before me, cocks out, ready to cum on me.

Faster and faster the boys worked themselves, each no doubt thinking of ways to ravish me. The room was silent except for the scratching of Professor Whitman’s pencil and the faint fleshy sounds of the boys stroking their cocks.

I shook my head, trying to dispel the vivid memories that kept overwhelming me. I hadn’t expected my return to campus to be so… visceral.

My wanderings ended as they had to: outside the administrative building. I did have a meeting with the Dean, after all, so it was natural I’d save this place for last… but that wasn’t why I’d unconsciously circled away from it all afternoon.

My freshman year, I’d had a number of… encounters with the Dean. They had been intense, to say the least. And despite a brief hookup my senior year where we’d parted as something almost like equals, I was still nervous about facing him again. It was true I was a powerful, confident executive now. It was also true that I remembered being a young coed, completely new to freeuse life, and every terrible, nerve-wracking, incredible thing the Dean had done to me.

Even though my mind insisted I was fine, that things were different now, and I’d be safe, anticipation over the meeting had set my nerves to jangling and threatened my cool, professional facade. What do you say to a man who once used you as a serving platter for a cocktail party before offering you up to be violated by the very professors who were supposed to be teaching you? Thank you?

I stifled a giggle and told myself I was being ridiculous. I was here to go over final plans for my lecture, that was all. The Dean and I were both adults. He wouldn’t be expecting anything from me other than a pleasantly boring afternoon for his students.

So why didn’t my body agree?


 Chapter Two

It did nothing for my nerves that the Dean’s reception area hadn’t changed a bit from the last time I’d set foot in it. Same baroque wooden chairs, same green accents, same copper-hued light fixtures. Only the face behind the desk was different. Mrs. Harris must have retired; in her place was a polite young man who efficiently signed me in, alerted the Dean to my presence, and gestured for me to quietly wait.

I could wait quietly, fine, but I definitely wasn’t able to wait calmly. It was impossible to keep my mind from thinking back on the first time I’d been in this office, knowing the Dean had requested me for an assignment, not knowing what to expect…

“Get under the desk,” the Dean ordered, his voice flinty. “And you’ll need to be quiet. I don’t think you want to be discovered with a mouth full of my cock.”

I shivered at the threat in his voice.

“And if you’re very good,” he continued in a purr, “I won’t make you leave this office with cum all over your pretty little face.”

Before my mind could further unravel this fantasy – memory – whatever, sending my body into paroxysms of stress and anticipated pleasure, the inner door opened. There stood the Dean, neat in a fresh-pressed dark suit. He looked almost exactly as I remembered; oh, there was a little more salt and pepper in his hair, and the wrinkles at the corners of his eyes were deeper. But I would have known him anywhere.

His dark eyes pierced me and for a moment I could swear they saw right through me and knew exactly what I’d been thinking – daydreaming – fantasizing about. I thought I saw a glint, but as always, he was perfectly pleasant and professional in front of an audience. He greeted me warmly, gave his secretary instructions for the end of his workday, and gestured me into the office. I suppressed the urge to jump at the familiar sound of the door shutting behind me, and the soft click of the lock being turned.

Trying to gather my wits and calm, I looked around the room. It, too, looked the same as I remembered, right down to the massive mahogany desk in the middle of the room. I knew that desk very well. I’d felt every inch of it underneath me when…

The Dean settled himself behind the desk, still wearing his pleasant mask, and I realized belatedly he’d asked me a question. I was so distracted I hadn’t even heard him.

“What?”

His smile grew wider and colder. I recognized the look in his eyes all too well, and despite my best efforts, I couldn’t contain a shiver of arousal – and fear.

“I asked how you were finding the campus and what you thought of the changes.”

Normal small talk, safe and boring. Or so I thought, anyway.

“I’m impressed by the improvements,” I told him honestly, “but it’s also reassuring to find some things haven’t changed.”

If anything, his smile grew. There was a calculating edge to it that made me nervous. “Indeed.

“I was reviewing Sigma Epsilon Xi’s charter recently and noticed a few other things that haven’t changed.” He pushed a thin folder toward me. “You may find this interesting as well.”

I didn’t doubt for one second that whatever it was he wanted me to see, I would find it interesting – and probably horrible. Why would he be bringing up SEX’s founding documents to me of all people? True, I’d been president once, but only for a year, and that was a decade ago.

He’d been prepared to have this conversation and make this reveal, though. So whatever it was, I definitely needed to know, and I needed to do my best not to give him the satisfaction of knowing he’d gotten to me.

Slowly, I opened the folder and began skimming the first document, feeling his cold gaze on me as I read. And then I saw why he’d drawn my attention to charter.

Any member of Sigma Epsilon Xi is to be considered freeuse at all times, with no exceptions.

Any member, it said. Not any member enrolled at the university, during their four years of education. Any member at all. That meant all SEX alums, leadership, across the country, were still technically freeuse – by the terms of my chapter’s charter, at least.

I closed the folder and shoved it back toward him. “This is blackmail.”

The Dean’s expression was of pure innocence – or would have been, if his eyes hadn’t been glittering with cruel excitement. “Not at all. I am merely drawing your attention to the wording in a legally-binding document that you’ve signed. It seems worthy of note. Maybe even something you would wish to discuss when you visit your old sorority.”

“But – “

I stopped. Shut up. Forced myself to think through the panic. I wasn’t a scared little coed anymore. I’d dealt with bullies before, even if this one did have a particular hold over me. This was a fight I could win as long as I didn’t let my emotions get the best of me.

I wasn’t the only SEX sister to ever come back to campus for a reunion; far from it. And I wasn’t even the only SEX sister this year; three of my sisters – Kayleigh, Preeti, and Chloe – were also attending the reunion. In fact, Kayleigh was even part of my lecture, the lecture the Dean had supposedly wanted to discuss, and she wasn’t here. So that meant that either there was a conspiracy of the highest order, and every other SEX sister had known about this but never told anyone – highly unlikely – or I was the first one the Dean had ever pointed it out to. And that meant he wanted something from me, specifically.

My traitor pussy pulsed at that thought, hoping very much that what the Dean wanted from me was something physical, not cerebral.

Dammit, I could not afford to let my mind go down that path again, not while the Dean was staring at me, enjoying my discomfort. I needed to respond to him. I needed to regain control of this situation.

But an increasingly big part of me didn’t want to regain control…

I took a deep breath. “I appreciate you bringing this to my attention. I assure you, I’ll be discussing it with Sigma Epsilon Xi at the earliest convenience. As for what it implies about my likely behavior while visiting campus…”

My heart was pounding, my pussy dripping, but I forced myself to meet his cold gaze and continue as calmly as I could. “… I can assure you I have no intention to disrupt student activities or resume service in a freeuse capacity.”

I couldn’t read his expression. Were those thunderclouds gathering behind his eyes? Was he impressed or annoyed by my response? My nerves were still jangling. I felt eighteen again, terrified and aroused, and utterly unsure of what was going to befall me.

But I wasn’t eighteen anymore. And I had to be honest with myself that there was something else I wanted here.

The Dean drew in a breath – ready to rebuke or praise me, I’ll never know – and I cut him off. “However…”

He waited, a coiled snake ready to strike.

“I don’t see anything wrong with companionship between consenting adults.”

And for once, I’d caught the Dean – domineering, exacting, borderline cruel – off his guard. He’d been ready for a fight, and now… now I was getting up, willingly coming toward him, sitting on the edge of that mahogany desk and spreading my legs ever so slightly.

This time, when he met my gaze, there was nothing in his eyes but lust. An animal desire rose up in me in response, and I surrendered to both – completely.


 Chapter Three

It was finally time to check into my hotel, and frankly, I needed to shower before I took on a visit to the SEX house.

I was still wobbly in the knees from my afternoon meeting with the Dean, and more than a little shocked at myself. It had been a long time since I’d done something like that – bold, risky, pleasure for pleasure’s sake. And surely I shouldn’t have encouraged the Dean after his attempt at blackmail. But my sated pussy and the lingering glow of pleasure that echoed through my body said otherwise; it was a release I’d desperately wanted.

When I arrived back at the hotel, I was happy to run into Kayleigh, also checking in. She tactfully didn’t say anything about my appearance, just raised an eyebrow. We headed upstairs together, chatting like no time had passed. It almost felt like it hadn’t. Kayleigh was older and wiser, of course, but she still had the same sweet, bubbly personality she’d had in college, and it was no trouble at all to admit to her the shocking thing I’d just done with the Dean.

The Dean’s hands on me, fingers in both my pussy and ass, forcing me still, completely at his mercy. Helplessly I opened for him, letting him plunder my mouth, feeling my pussy clench desperately around his fingers as he violated me. I found myself shamelessly pressing my breasts against him, felt myself panting, the blood thundering in my ears. I was no longer in my thirties, a cool and confident businesswoman. I was eighteen again, being captured by an older man who had untold power over me, who knew how to coax desires from me I’d never suspected I had, who knew exactly what my body needed before I did.

The words hung in the air after I’d finished speaking; I didn’t want to face them, not yet, but Kayleigh was busy congratulating me.

“Lucky,” she moaned. Of course, Kayleigh also knew exactly what the Dean was like; in fact, the first time I’d ever spoken to the man, he’d been balls deep inside Kayleigh and ordered me to stay and watch.

“Yeah, lucky,” I muttered, but she quirked her eyebrow at me again and I couldn’t keep from smiling. Maybe I was lucky.

We separated briefly to shower and unpack, and then met up again for a quick drink in the hotel bar before we headed over to the SEX house. Kayleigh told me what she was planning for our lecture – we’d emailed about it a few times already, of course, but she had things mostly finalized now – and I gave her a brief summary of my intended speech.

The lecture was on freeuse; how it worked, what it meant on campus, how it translated to the real world. We were being introduced by the current SEX president, a junior named Davinia, and offering a Q&A after the lecture. I’d gone back through all my time on campus, as well as the two years I’d served as a freeuse junior employee at Fox & Hounds, and done a good amount of research on the state of the industry. I thought I was prepared for just about any question the students could have.

And then Kayleigh casually threw me a curveball: she was still freeuse, by choice. Her current role was something like a morale officer for a Fortune 500 company – no high-powered executive position for her.

“And you’re happy?” I asked too bluntly before my brain could catch up to my mouth.

Kayleigh laughed. “Completely. I know you were always meant for great things, and I’m so glad you’re achieving them… but that was never me. I like the sex. I like serving my community. I spent three years doing the corporate grind, working my way up the ladder, and I was just stressed and miserable all the time. I never felt like I was putting anything good into the world, only making myself sick. You know, I don’t think I relaxed once that entire time.”

I took a sip of my drink to give myself a minute. Much as I hated to admit it, Kayleigh’s words rang true for me: I did make myself sick sometimes, trying to keep up with expectations – both mine and otherwise. This was my first “vacation” in years, if I could call it that. And while I got a lot of personal satisfaction out of doing my job well, I’d be the first to admit that marketing isn’t exactly a “put good into the world” sort of job.

“Well,” I said finally, trying to hide how badly her words had affected me, “that will definitely help with the lecture. I think you’re going to get a lot of great questions.”

Kayleigh beamed.

I leaned over and gave her a brief hug. “I’m glad you’re here,” I told her sincerely.

She hugged me back. “Ready to get back to SEX?”

I laughed. “Am I ever.”


 Chapter Four

Preeti and Chloe were already at the house. We met each other with a lot of jumping, squealing, and hugging, just like we were all coeds again. None of us wanted to let go of the hug; it had been such a long time, and we were all so happy to see each other.

Davinia had already impressed me; she met us at the door, introduced herself, showed us to a private room to catch up, and brought us refreshments herself. She was clearly prepared and on top of things, and I caught her listening unobtrusively to our idle chatter as she brought us our waters. Her beaded braids clacked softly against each other as she entered and exited the room, a perfect counterpoint to her quiet self-assured attitude. I found myself wondering how she was finding the role of president, if it was everything she’d expected. I’d had years to learn from Marissa; I hoped Davinia had had a good mentor, too. I made a mental note to bring up the charter conversation I’d had with the Dean; I was confident Davinia would handle things on her end.

We were all caught up by the time Davinia returned to beckon us towards the foyer. Next to the largest living room, it was the only space big enough to hold an entire house of girls at once. I could see Davinia scanning the crowd, mentally counting, and reaching a conclusion she didn’t like with a frown.

“I’m sorry,” she told us. “We can’t start quite yet – two of the new pledges are missing.”

The noise in the room was growing as sisters got settled, chattering to each other. A few of them shyly greeted us, but Davinia cowed them back to their seats with an admonition that they’d have plenty of time to ask us questions later. With a sigh, she scanned the room again, waiting for more entrances, but no one came.

Davinia’s eyes lighted on mine. “Would you mind grabbing them? I need to get started with some housekeeping items before I can introduce you four anyway. They’re probably in Suki’s room, third door on the right.”

I headed upstairs, feeling déjà vu with every step. I’d mounted these stairs hundreds of times, hundreds of nights. Some of the pictures that decorated the climb were different now, but some I recognized; the first freeuse class back in the day. An Alpha Cock mixer from the ’90s. My own class of pledges, earnest and bright, in the first flush of our early days being chosen by SEX.

Suki’s door was decorated with her name and a cascade of tissue paper flowers. I knocked, heard a sound that might have been a response, and tried to the doorknob. It opened easily under my hand, and I walked in to a shocking – but dangerously familiar – scene.

The Dean was standing in the middle of the room, completely nude. His cock, which had been buried in me yet again not so long ago, was fully erect and being serviced by not one, but two coeds on their knees: Suki and Zia, no doubt. Zia’s blush was apparent even on her dark face, but her eyes were closed as she tongued the Dean’s shaft, her mouth occasionally colliding with Suki’s. Suki, however, saw me immediately, and gasped.

The Dean, of course, also saw me. And smiled that cold, cruel smile of his, utterly unconcerned that I’d found him here like this, with two young coeds kneeling before him, under his control. He knew I knew why he was there: the Dean liked to try out every single new SEX sister. That was what his contract with the house was, after all. He’d been with every sister at least once, an open secret among the girls. I was one of the few he’d claimed multiple times, using me in deviant ways for several weeks before moving on.

I’d once walked in on him with Kayleigh, in a very similar situation. I didn’t doubt that he remembered it. I certainly did. (Clearly, I hadn’t learned my lesson.)

“I didn’t tell you to stop,” the Dean told Suki in a flinty voice. She gasped again and shut her eyes tight, returning her attention to his shuddering red shaft.

“They’re wanted downstairs for a house meeting,” I told him, annoyed into speaking up instead of just closing the door and walking away.

The Dean crooked an eyebrow at me. Both girls flinched, but kept laving his cock, the sounds of their humiliation hanging in the air, wet and constant.

I stared back at him, accepting the challenge, though even I couldn’t have said why.

There was a long, pregnant moment between us. My mind was racing, taking in every aspect of the scene: the Dean’s well-muscled torso, his hard eyes. The undeniably erotic sight of the girls tasting him. A pulse in my pussy as I remembered having that cock in my own mouth, inside me. A thrill of fear and illicit desire, not knowing what he was thinking, not knowing what was coming next. A soft whimper from Suki. Zia moving lower, mouthing his balls, Suki’s tongue and lips meeting her cheek as well as the shuddering cock between them.

I could see they were caught the same way I had been: terrified arousal, drawn in by the Dean and his power, drawn in by the shameful desire to be dominated, to give yourself over to someone and their pleasures, and be pleasured by them in return. I envied them for a moment, and then had the confusing thought that I didn’t need to – God knows my own recent encounter with the Dean had proven he could still affect me the same way.

Finally, the Dean broke the tension by waving a hand dismissively. “Enough, girls. I’ll have to come back for you another time.”

Zia flushed dangerously red at that promise – threat? – but both girls got up hurriedly and scampered out of the room, flashing me worried glances as they went.

The Dean didn’t move as the door closed behind me. And before I even consciously decided what I wanted to do, I found myself walking towards him, sinking to my knees, echoing the position the girls had just been in, and hungrily taking him into my own mouth. I drank him in, the taste of his cock, the salt from his precum, a hint of strawberry lip balm one of the girls had left. I knew him, knew his shaft, knew where he was sensitive and how he liked to be touched, and it was the work of too few, too precious moments to bring him, shuddering and hard, to the brink of climax within me.

Then his hand was in my hair, yanking me back, tearing himself free of my throat as I whimpered in protest – then he was over the edge, sending ropes of cum across my face, landing in my open mouth, on my cheeks, painting my eyelids white. Before I could even muster a whimper of protest, he dropped me there on the carpet, releasing me with a satisfied shake. He was dressed and out of the door in a moment, and I was left, trembling, covered in his seed, desperately aching for more.


 Chapter Five

There were a number of activities scheduled throughout the weekend, including some related to a home football game, but the reunion itself was fairly casual – a cocktail dress sort of event in the gym. The gym had been decorated, of course, but at the end of the day, it was still a gathering of adults in a gym, so we all looked a little out of place in our smart jackets and dresses, sipping champagne and wine while we tried to remember each others’ names.

I was a little nervous about running into my ex-boyfriend Darren. Not a lot, mind you, it wasn’t a very serious relationship, but it had ended awkwardly and for all I knew, maybe he’d learned in the years since that I’d also had sex with his father… a lot.

All of us in the hot tub: Darren, his mother, his father. His father, who was using the bubbles to hide what he was doing to me.

In front of his family, my boyfriend’s father violated me, forcing first one, then two fingers deep inside me. He thrust them in and out, camouflaging his movements with a change in position, refilling his drink, pointing out across the waves. It was agonizing, delicious torment.

It took everything I had not to visibly shiver and shake as I clawed for the heights of pleasure, wanting nothing more than to orgasm. Forget that Darren was sitting in front of me with his mother. Forget that it was his father with fingers deep in my pussy. I was dangling on the precipice of orgasm, aching to slip over and ride out my pleasure like a slut right in the middle of that hot tub.

So, yeah. Not looking forward to small talk with my prudish ex, particularly if he now knew I’d hooked up with his dad. Preeti had run into him earlier in the day, so I knew he was on campus somewhere, but I figured it’d be best if we could just casually nod at each other from across a room and not actually have to adhere to the social niceties of pretending we gave each other a second thought in the last ten years.

Other than those minor concerns, though, it was pretty easy to go with the flow. The lecture wasn’t until tomorrow afternoon; Kayleigh and I had already gone over it again and we felt like we were in good shape. I’d been in weirder places in fancier dress – heck, I’d been in weirder places in no dress, like that one Fox & Hounds party – so the gym mostly made for good conversation starter with people I vaguely remembered. After making a few laps around the room and saying hello to the folks I wanted to, I mostly chit-chatted with my sisters.

Chloe came back to the table after a dance break, dragging someone who looked familiar behind her. It took me a minute to place him, and then it hit me: Sean, one of her college exes.

I greeted him with a hug and a kiss, and Preeti did the same, their kiss lingering for just a moment. I guessed she’d hooked up with Sean at some point; Chloe already knew that I had, since she’d been involved in round two. When relationships formed between SEX sisters and Alpha Cocks, both parties generally expected a certain level of “openness” in sexual favors. (My ex-boyfriend Darren was a very rare exception.)

It turned out Sean was married now – wife and kids, the whole picket fence deal. We ooh’d and aah’d appropriately over their pictures, talked shop about our jobs (ours were more impressive than his, but since he’d been an Alpha Cock, his was nothing to sneeze at). I confess to feeling a little disappointment that Sean was married, since he would have been perfect for taking back to my hotel room and…

Lord, what was I thinking. I hadn’t come to this weekend really expecting any kind of sex, and I’d already propositioned the Dean – okay, yeah, he blackmailed me first, but still – and I was thinking about jumping Sean, not to mention all the fantasizing I’d been doing. What was next? Going to offer to be a buffet table again for some professors?

Kayleigh had gotten into my head was all, I told myself. That plus being back on campus, where I’d had so many good memories – and many of them related to sex – it was no wonder I was feeling a bit… excited.

In the end, I did end up taking someone back to my hotel room, an old friend of Preeti’s I’d either never met or didn’t remember at all. But after we’d finished and he’d left, I found myself lying in bed, staring at the ceiling, not feeling sated at all… but hungry, full of longing for something I’d only just realized how badly I missed.


 Chapter Six

The lecture went… differently than expected.

The audience was packed full, for starters. Which, okay, a lecture on freeuse might definitely have sparked some interest, but I certainly wasn’t expecting a full house, especially the day before a big football game.

Secondly, Kayleigh still being freeuse wasn’t the only surprise when it came to my lecture plans. The Dean had a surprise for me, too. Two of the new SEX pledges were waiting for us when Kayleigh and I arrived to set up.

“Anya? Effie? What are you doing here?”

Anya pinkened. “The Dean sent us. He said you’d want some… demonstrations.”

The hell.

Kayleigh thought it was a great idea. She immediately took the two coeds under her wing, discussing with them the best time for them to help out. I threw up my hands and went to check the computer and projector.

Truthfully, it wasn’t a bad idea. I was mostly just annoyed the Dean had chosen this course without telling me… or was that really it? I wrestled with myself as I continued setup. Was I mad about my presentation being shanghaied, or was I jealous of the two eighteen-year-olds?

And Kayleigh, for that matter. Spending the last day and a half with Kayleigh had me facing a lot of questions about my life and career that I wasn’t sure I wanted to examine just yet. But the way bubbly, happy Kayleigh had maintained her calm and innocence, even after a decade in the corporate world, was frankly miraculous to me. I liked my work, I liked the power it gave me, but also… I was burnt out a lot. I was more jaded. Hell, I was just so tired, all the time. And while I was sure Kayleigh had some sleepless nights, I rather expected they were for more fun reasons, deliciously tiring reasons, rather than stress dreams and tight deadlines.

So there we were: Kayleigh and the pledges giggling, me struggling with a computer and my own feelings, and the audience began to fill. And fill. And fill.

I began the lecture right on time, announcing the topic – which everyone already knew – as it was blazoned on the massive screen behind me: “Freeuse in the Workplace.” I talked about the inception of freeuse across the country, giving a little shoutout to my sorority, and how in the decades since it had become commonplace, it had been proven to have a number of benefits: freeuse teaches you to be an adaptable, empathetic, part of the community. Freeuse connects you. I drew on my own experiences at Fox & Hounds, rattled off some statistics I’d researched, and then passed things off to Kayleigh for her brief introduction ahead of the Q&A section.

I could feel myself growing increasingly tense as Kayleigh went through her spiel. I’d noticed the audience was predominantly male, and that plus the fact that the Dean had sent us the pledges was making me very concerned about the type of presentation they had been led to expect. But the first couple of questions were surprisingly thoughtful, even nuanced. I was just starting to relax when another student – an Alpha Cock, based on his hat – raised his hand to ask: “Do you regret your time at Sigma Epsilon Xi? Like, would you recommend new students join?”

“Of course not!” Kayleigh and I blurted out almost as one, shocked by the question. I could feel Effie and Anya focusing intently on us. I took a deep breath.

“No, never. SEX gave me so much, I could spend a lifetime trying to pay it back, and I don’t even need to. I had a lot of unique experiences because I chose to be a SEX sister. I’m so thankful I joined and so happy I knew – know – so many wonderful women because of it.”

Kayleigh added, “I missed being on campus as a SEX sister so much that I tried to find a job that reminded me of it!”

That got a laugh, and I could see Effie and Anya relax.

The next question was just for Kayleigh, following up on her freeuse work experience: “How many people use you in a day?”

“On average, four. Sometimes, like events, it’s more.” Kayleigh laughed. “I usually don’t have as many as I did back in college, though. Heck, my co-presenter once took on the entire football team!”

I could feel one of my damnable blushes starting. Praying it wasn’t too noticeable with my distance from the audience, I opted to just smile awkwardly. Not that I wasn’t proud of that achievement, but this didn’t seem like the right place to discuss it. The vibe was… odd.

One of the boys objected, “That doesn’t seem realistic. I get bragging rights, but come on.”

I raised my hand to forestall other comments. “No, she’s right. It was over the course of a week, though. And I’ll never know exactly if I managed to get the entire team, but I’m positive I got most of them.”

There was a murmur of discussion at that, and I heard the SEX pledges behind me whispering. Effie asked in a hushed voice, “What was it like?”

The Gladiators were here to take me. From my vantage point on the floor, I could see that already most if not all of the cocks surrounding me were at half-mast or better. These were young, virile, football players. They weren’t about to wait for foreplay; they could take what they wanted whenever they were ready.

And they were very, very ready.

“Sticky,” I said wryly, to a wave of laughter. “But seriously. It was…” How to describe it? It had been one of the most exhausting, delightful, frustrating, amazing weeks of my life. While the other girls, including Preeti, had been taking on the Gladiators one at a time, Coach Trainer had assigned me to the locker room, which basically meant that anyone who didn’t currently have a time block with one of the other girls could use me at their leisure. I’d spent hours every day tangled in sweaty bodies, used in every way, claimed again and again. And then after clean up, Coach Trainer had claimed me himself, violating me until he was sated.

“It was incredible,” I said finally. “There’s nothing like being so completely desired, or being a part of something so big. It makes all this – everything else, your day-to-day problems – feel insignificant. There’s only freeuse. And…” My voice trailed off as I reached the end of that thought, shakily recognized its truth, and forced myself to say aloud, “And it feels like freedom.”

The Alpha Cock raised his hand again. I called on him, though I felt a thrill of concern at the look in his eye.

“I’m not really sure I understand how freeuse makes you learn to be adaptable. Can we explore that a little more?”

I shrugged; it seemed like a harmless enough question despite my misgivings. “For instance, I’m expecting to give a lecture today, but it turns out that my client actually expects a… massage. You have to get used to not knowing exactly how things will go, and learn to accept and roll with it.”

Kayleigh added that while of course there were guard rails – we’d had them in our contracts when working for SEX, and she now had hers in both company policy and her own employment contract – but that still left open a great many possibilities on a day-to-day basis. Before I could stop her, she noted with a grin that Anya and Effie had been contracted to support this lecture, but we hadn’t planned on their presence, so they didn’t know what to expect.

I knew that was a mistake as soon as Kayleigh said it. But when I glanced at her expression after the audience started a frenzied hum of discussion, she didn’t look like she’d just committed a blunder and realized too late. She looked… well, on any other face, I’d have called the expression a smirk. That was so out of character for the Kayleigh I knew that I thought I had to be wrong.

I was not wrong.

Another boy raised his hand, but when I called on him, hoping to diffuse the situation, he hemmed and hawed and finally said, “I’m too shy to ask out loud. Can Effie come down here so I can whisper it in her ear?”

Effie was already heading down into the audience before I could come up with an excuse to stop her. I watched, heart pounding, feeling like this whole situation was about to spiral out of control, unsure how to stop it.

Or why I should stop it, a sly little voice inside me added.

I firmly squashed that voice down right alongside the confusing feelings I’d been having about Kayleigh’s work, and forced myself to focus.

It was all a ruse, of course. The boy did whisper to Effie, but when she leaned over to hear him, I saw hands – multiple hands, from more than one of his seatmates – grope her, supposedly helping her up, but in actuality copping a feel, slipping up her skirt, pinching her nipple. Effie’s face was twinned pleasure and fear; I remembered that sensation all too well from my early freeuse days. I’d always loved being taken, but there was still that visceral fear sometimes that comes with not knowing – what was about to happen, where was it coming from, how long was it going to continue – and that had never failed to get my heart racing.

Still reeling, I cudgeled my brain for the magic words that would turn this lecture back to a place of safety. Despite years of public speaking, my vaunted ability to think on my feet during board meetings, I could find no words as eager hands began to undo the buttons on Effie’s shirt, exposing her young breasts to the entire audience. My pussy began to stir.

“Great idea!” Kayleigh sang out. “Let’s break into discussion groups. Effie has the left side, I see. Anya, why don’t you take the right, and I’ll help out in the center.”

Her eyes alighted on mine, sparkling with camaraderie and mischief. “Your group can meet up here, sis.”

“Kayleigh…” I started, still shell-shocked.

She leaned in and gave me a quick kiss, hard and fast, her tongue probing my mouth like lightning. I felt the stirring inside me grow. My thighs dampened.

And then my sister grabbed Anya’s hand, tugging her down the stairs, and both of them were swallowed up by the eager audience. I could see some people leaving, others leaning back to watch, but most – many, too many – were moving in, lifting Effie’s legs, splaying her across two rows of seats… capturing Anya before she made it past the first row… lifting Kayleigh’s skirt as she laughed and joyfully threw herself into the cluster of clutching hands.

Was this really happening? And what did I want to do about it? There were boys coming up the stairs now, approaching me with lust in their eyes. My throat went dry and my traitor pussy began to beg.

Kayleigh had orchestrated this whole thing, I no longer had any doubt. With or without the Dean, I didn’t know, but I’d been completely blind to her plan, and now it was too late. She’d heard my wistful comments about the old days, walked campus with me, heard my breakfast banter about just one hookup not being satisfying, and now she was forcing the issue. I didn’t know if I wanted to kiss her or kill her.

I could leave. Back away from the boys, go out the stage door. I doubted they’d follow me, and it would be clear then that I wasn’t interested in resuming my freeuse duties just because I was on campus, no matter what Kayleigh and the Dean thought.

And yet I hesitated.

I did miss it. I could admit that to myself finally. What I’d said to the audience before this whole thing had gone off the rails was completely true: freeuse was a special kind of freedom, a mindless enjoyment of lust, a celebration of life. Even when I’d been uncomfortable or nervous, I’d appreciated being used, my body being taken in myriad ways, teasing pleasure rocketing through my core. I had no regrets about my time on campus as a SEX sister, or even my freeuse position with Fox & Hounds after graduation.

How was it different, truly, than taking Preeti’s friend back to my hotel? There were no lies here; the boys weren’t coming to claim me because they wanted to exploit me or date me. They thought I was attractive; they were aroused; they wanted to feel our bodies fitting together. No one had any expectations beyond the animalistic. All any of us wanted was just to be.

And so when the first boy reached me, I let out the breath I hadn’t realized I was holding – and gave in.


 Chapter Seven

Whether it was purposeful or not, the questions about the football team had been prescient. I wasn’t so much claimed as I was engulfed by a tide of bodies, all eager to explore me, to violate me. I didn’t know how many boys made the trek up the stairs to get me; all I knew was the heat of the lights, spotlighting me for the audience, as they undressed me. All I knew was the dusty cool of the wooden stage pressed against my back as they bore down on me, claiming my hands, groping my breasts. One of them sat on my face, urging me to suck whatever parts of him I could reach. Meanwhile, my legs were being forcibly spread, my hips lifted, and then someone plunged inside me, and I was lost in a tide of desire.

This was what I’d been missing. What I’d been awake last night dreaming of, after Preeti’s friend had left and I’d found I wasn’t satisfied. This – emptiness, floating free, adrift in a sea of desire, existing only to be used. I took everything they wanted to give me and wordlessly begged for more. And they delivered.

Soon my hands were sticky with cum. Even one of my feet had been claimed, pressed vigorously against someone’s lap as he rubbed himself on me. The first boy between my legs had finished abruptly, jerking free and spending himself on my belly, and almost immediately his place was taken by another, then another. I was lifted and moved at least twice, trying desperately to keep up with the hands on me, the cocks surrounding me, the sheer scale of need that pressed on me from all directions. I found myself held aloft briefly, penetrated from both ends. Later someone stroked himself between my breasts, slick with others’ cum, while another boy pressed into my ass. It was impossible to fully process, impossible to follow what they did to me, how I reacted. It was flashes only. Meanwhile, my entire body was rocked with sensation, locking me in a desperate climb towards release, ribboning moments of yes, there and more and please.

At one point, I found myself on my stomach on the stage, my ass propped up in the air as I was being filled, and all I could see was Effie. She’d been completely undone now, her clothes askew, revealing her pert young breasts, her skirt torn, her legs being held apart by laughing boys as two others pressed fingers into her, stretching her pussy and ass. She had tears on her cheeks, but she was smiling, gamely trying to kiss the boy holding her head as another pinched her nipple and a fifth claimed her other breast with his mouth. Completely vulnerable, at the mercy of dozens of boys, there was still something peaceful, exquisite about her. I knew without asking that she’d felt it, too – that sweet surrender that comes from giving yourself over to uncertainty, to pleasure, to being a vessel for desire.

I was lifted then, moved bodily like a rag doll. For a few precarious moments I found myself sandwiched between two enterprising boys, one in my ass, one in my pussy, as the Alpha Cock in front – the one who’d asked the very first question – plundered my mouth and the two of them tormented me, moving not quite together, both trying to take their pleasure while I was riven in twain. And then just as my body had accepted them both, given in to the pressure and ache of the stretching, they gave it up, pulling free as I whimpered in protest, and then I was moved again, stomach over the lecture stool, and I was penetrated once more, ass and throat, sucking desperately as I was claimed again and again.

Another brief respite, and I could see the audience once more. Kayleigh was in front of the stage on all fours, swaying submissively between two boys. She was enthusiastically suckling the boy at her head as the boy behind her pounded into her violently, shuddering her whole body with the force of his rapid thrusts, her breasts bouncing as the other boys waiting to claim her cheered. And then the view was gone, my head pressed forcefully into another crotch, a dark shaft rising from a darker tangle of hair, and It was all I could do to take him into my mouth, let alone into my throat, and I had a hysterical moment wondering amidst the desire if this should have been part of the lecture, how to take a massive cock with skill, but then that thought was gone too, and I was swept away, rocked with the force of an orgasm that seemed to go on and on endlessly as I was moved, claimed, fucked again and again.

Was it moments later, or hours? It could have been either. Anya was almost unrecognizable. She’d been stripped and splayed on a spare table near the back of the room, probably a leftover usher or sound tech location. Whichever it had been, what it was now was a pedestal for pleasure, a place for Anya to be displayed as she was violated in countless ways, her body a mosaic of cum. One of the Alpha Cocks was between her legs right now, his cap on backwards, his face buried in her thighs as he made her arch and squeal. As I watched, another rope of cum jetted across her belly and breasts, immediately lost in the drips already marking her.

Somewhere distantly I heard a bell ring. Automatically, I counted the chimes: the campus chapel was marking five o’clock, the end of the lecture and the beginning of dinner hour. And I wasn’t the only one; I could hear rustling, doors, an exodus from the lecture-turned-orgy as coeds left behind their lustful, animal personas and became hungry college students. I was back on the stool at that point, being speared by two boys at once, both fucking me hard as they desperately tried to reach their final rhythms, shuddering my body with the force of their opposing desires. I was still feeling the aftershocks of my last orgasm, drifting as they pleasured themselves on and in me. It was almost too much, the feeling of them taking me, splitting me, but it was exquisite. I wanted every moment of it. And when first one, then the other finally came, pulling free and leaving me there, I remained for long moments, dangling over the stool, putting off for as long as I could the moment when I had to sit up and be myself once more.


 Chapter Eight

I was sitting in the Alpha Kappa Xi house, feeling déjà vu again. It was surreal to be here, enjoying a relatively quiet night, sampling cheese hors d’oeuvres, considering how the last few days had gone. I still didn’t know how to feel about my encounters with the Dean. I couldn’t decide if I was angry with Kayleigh. There was an ache in my belly and pussy that had nothing to do with how thoroughly I’d been used at the lecture, and everything to do with what my body was now insisting it needed almost constantly.

One of the Alpha Cocks I’d seen at the lecture sat beside me, offering me a water. I took it thankfully. I couldn’t remember if he’d been one of the ones on the stage with me – I didn’t think so, but I would be the first to admit I hadn’t seen the face of every boy who’d fucked me at the lecture.

“I was really impressed by your presentation,” the boy told me earnestly.

I blushed and laughed, and he laughed too at my expression. “Not what I meant – although that too, definitely,” he added in a husky voice, his hand now on my knee. “I meant the actual lecture. It was very insightful and well-researched.”

I studied his face and decided he was sincere. “I appreciate that,” I told him finally.

“And I was impressed by other things, too.” His thumb was tracing circles on my knee now, sending shivers through me. I noticed what he was doing, and decided I didn’t care. There was something pleasant about being so desired by a college stud – someone in his prime, young and athletic, still this interested in me even though I was middle-aged now, definitely not eighteen anymore.

“Like?” I could feel my pussy awakening, pulsing softly, and I was determined not to let him know he was affecting me that easily.

This time he actually blushed a little, which made me smile. Intimidating older woman? Well, I’d take it.

“You and the football team. I’ve never heard of anything like that.” There was no mistaking the lust in his voice now. I wondered if he’d touched himself to the thought of it, lying in his dorm, desperately trying to slake his desire, wanting to see me claimed again and again…

“That was a long time ago.”

His thumb paused, pressing into my flesh now. “It doesn’t have to be.”

An almost painful flash of desire rose in me at his words.

Was he serious? Was I seriously considering this? His pledge class alone had to be at least ten boys; I didn’t know how many were currently in the whole Alpha Kappa Xi house, but I didn’t doubt that it was more than even I could handle in one night.

My pussy pulsed again. I thought about yesterday, the sensation of the wooden stage against my knees, thighs, my buttocks high in the air. Of giving myself up to be claimed by whoever wanted me. Oh, yes, Kayleigh had known what she was doing… and in doing so, she’d awoken something in me I’d thought was gone forever.

I looked around the room. I’d been in this room before, many times. Many parties, many late nights with friends and lovers. The pictures were different now, but the room was undeniably familiar, comforting. Almost everyone I’d talked to tonight was campus “family” – young Alpha Cocks and SEX sisters, alums from both houses back visiting their old stomping grounds. I saw an ex-partner, Charles, in the corner chatting up Davinia. Earlier I’d seen Kayleigh on the lap of not one, but two young Alpha Cocks, while they vied to feed her grapes. Chloe and Sean were having a heart-to-heart by the fireplace. Preeti had disappeared upstairs with one of the Alpha Cock alums twenty minutes ago. It felt good to be here. It felt – like home.

In fact, I was sitting on the very same couch I’d been bent over at my very first Alpha Cock party all those years ago. Though it was looking a little more worn now, it was still surprisingly comfortable, and I found myself wondering idly if I should let this young Alpha Cock know just how familiar I was with it. He’d probably blush again, I found myself thinking, and then maybe…

I found myself smiling at him, so broadly he looked confused before he understood and his face relaxed into an expression of innocent joy.

“Yeah,” I told him, “I think I’d like that.”

So it turned out I wasn’t mad at Kayleigh at all. Or even at myself, when it came down to it, no matter how unsure I felt about how things had gone with the Dean. Because just then, looking into this earnest boy’s eyes, I had a stirring of desire deep inside me and knew it for what it was: a certainty that this was what I wanted, that this was where I wanted to be.

I told him after all about the couch. And though his eyes lit up and I could clearly see the bulge in his pants, then he did something unexpected.

“Can I taste you first?”

Automatically, I started to reassure him that my pussy was already ready, was almost always ready, but I took a breath. Took a moment. He was offering me a gift. I should accept it.

He drew me down before the fireplace, onto the spot on the floor generally covered by sheepskin as well as whatever pillows and blankets migrated there by the end of the night. He lay me back gently, with the care you’d give to a precious sculpture. And then, neither of us caring about the other people in the room, he gently tugged my panties down, pressed my knees up, let my skirt fall back around my hips, and took me in his warm mouth.

He lavished me then with skill and gentleness, slipping his tongue deep between my folds and stroking up, down, again and again. I moaned under his gentle assault, not caring that the sounds of my pleasure briefly interrupted conversation around us, only caring about his hands on my thighs, urging them farther apart, his tongue on me, delicately flicking my clitoris. I buried my hands in his curly hair, trying not to press him into me, to let him work, but oh I wanted him to – to everything. Instead, he delicately teased me again and again, coaxing me to the brink and beyond, and as I gasped and panted under his skillful tongue I could hear conversation die once more into murmurs of appreciation and sounds of desire playing out around us.

And when he drew me up, half-supporting me through shaking legs to the back of the couch, I willingly bent myself over it again as I had so many years ago, and offered myself up for the Alpha Cocks to claim me.


 Chapter Nine

A cock pressed into my slick pussy almost at once, finding no resistance. I didn’t know if it belonged to “my” Alpha Cock or not; I didn’t care. As the cock fully impaled me, filling me, all I felt was content. I belonged here, offering myself up, being taken by whoever wanted me. It was intoxicating. It felt right.

A second claimed me afterwards, choosing to finish on my buttocks and skirt. A third was inside me and pumping. The room had mostly cleared now aside from those also engaged in play, or those waiting for a turn with me. Davinia was riding on a boy’s lap in the corner of the room, but his eyes were on me, hot and lustful, as he pinched her breasts and made her squeal. I moaned and bucked against the cock inside me, thinking of the many ways I’d been filled at the lecture.

I’d forgotten what fucking a college boy was like. The power, the enthusiasm! Sure, they were mostly less experienced, less able to control their lust, but it was all real, honest. Even in college, I’d tended toward older lovers: I’d been claimed by the Dean and multiple staff members; I’d fucked Darren’s father; I’d taken on most of the Fox & Hounds staff during my internship. Even my stint as art class model had been with older students – not significantly, of course, but I had much more experience with being the younger person in the coupling than the older. There was something intoxicating about it now; a rush, a fierce joy, their youthful lust in claiming me. With the vigor and stamina of youth, most of them finished quickly, but they either continued and became erect again almost immediately, or simply got back in line for a second round minutes later. I would have been impressed if I hadn’t been so distracted. As it was, I was happy to let them violate me again and again, taking me with all their youthful desire.

At one point, I looked up through my tangle of hair to see a familiar face. Darren, my ex-boyfriend, was staring at me from the doorway, having just walked into the room. I could just imagine what he saw: his ex-girlfriend, who he’d left because of her sexual appetites, bent over the back of the couch getting railed by the entire freshman class of his old fraternity. And I hadn’t exactly been holding in my moans of pleasure, either; I had no doubt he’d heard me before he’d entered the room and actually seen me. Maybe he’d been aroused, thinking he’d get a fun scene to watch while he sipped his beer. Instead, he was shocked, shaken. With a grin, I waved to him. Dumbly, he waved back. I laughed to myself as he slowly turned and headed out of the room without a word.

Two Alpha Cocks and one orgasm later, I was enjoying being taken from behind while others in the room teased me, both verbally and physically. Charles was sitting on the couch now, coaxing me into normal small talk with a mischievous grin, completely ignoring that I wasn’t sitting beside him but rather mewling in pleasure bent over the back of the couch. A couple of the SEX sisters, at Alpha Cock urging, were darting in now and again to give me a quick kiss or try and caress my breasts. All in all, it was very enjoyable, and very frustrating. But mostly enjoyable.

This was the real party room now, I guessed from the increased noise level. Unlike Darren, the other guests didn’t have a problem with being in a room filled with freeuse sex – and most of them were either waiting for a turn or engaging in their own play anyway.

It was then that Effie persuaded the Alpha Cocks to bring out one of their newest acquisitions: a toy Davinia lovingly called the “cockertotter.” I was utterly mystified until it was set up, and then I began to understand. It looked remarkably like a children’s seesaw, though sized for adults – except for one critical detail. Protruding from both “seats” were dildoes, carefully strapped down for easy pleasure and removal. Chloe laughed until she was bent over double, calling it a “monstrosity,” but I saw her eyeing it with speculative lust and I didn’t doubt she’d be testing it out before the night was over, even if she hadn’t thus far been willing to explore her sexual freedoms like the rest of us.

I lost track of how many used me, teased me. I rode out my pleasure again and again on the back of that couch, lost in the sensation of being claimed, filled, stretched, lost in memories of all I’d taken and done that first Alpha Cock party so long ago. Eventually, I had to plead for a break; I hadn’t fucked the whole house, probably not even the entire freshman class of pledges, but I definitely needed water and my pussy, though still willing, would need a pause before I regretted it tomorrow. I spent a wonderful hour talking with Sean and the Alpha Cock president, laughing at girls (and some enterprising boys) trying out the cockertotter, just enjoying being with people who understood me, who felt like I did.

Later that night, I found myself in the closet with Preeti and her alum. They must have come downstairs after finishing and been convinced it was time for a round two; Preeti confirmed between kisses that they’d enjoyed watching me take on the freshman class. In the warm dark, sandwiched between shoes and coats, groping around, I felt like we were back in college after all, the three of us playacting at being young and dumb and full of lust, and when we finally stopped exploring different geometric shapes and found each other, it was the most pleasant thing in the world to lean back against the alum – I still couldn’t remember his name – while he thrust gently into me, Preeti suckling my breasts and stroking my mound as I filled his lap, and he filled me, and it was all so sweet that I drifted there for what felt like hours, removed from the world, a vessel only for pleasure, completely free.

~

The dim light of morning found the four of us lying in front of the big fire, now reduced to coals, sprawled contentedly on the pillows and blankets that always seemed to make their way here. Kayleigh was nude; Chloe was dozing, her head pillowed on Kayleigh’s generous chest. I couldn’t remember falling asleep, but I’d probably dozed off during or just after my time in the closet with Preeti and her alum – she was still wearing only his shirt, and her hand was draped over my thigh. It wasn’t the first time I’d fallen asleep or awoken in front of the fireplace, and even though my body ached a lot more from doing it now than it had when I was twenty, I still found it oddly comforting.

“Mmph,” Chloe greeted me, seeing I was awake. I gave her a lazy wave and a smile.

“Good night?”

Chloe smiled. “Not as good as yours. Though I did enjoy the Alpha Cocks’ new toy.”

I did have fuzzy memories of her and Kayleigh on the cockertotter, now that I thought of it. It had looked like fun, but I’d been otherwise occupied…

Preeti was moving against me now, stretching and yawning. “Morning, girls.”

Lying there sprawled with the three of them, I thought my heart was going to burst from happiness. I hadn’t expected anything like this weekend, and it had turned out to be one of the best of my life. And I’d gotten to share it with my sisters.

“Kayleigh was right,” I said aloud. “I needed this more than I knew.”

Chloe squeezed my hand. “I’m glad you got it, then.”

Preeti kissed my shoulder. “Me too. For more selfish reasons, of course.”

I smiled.

From under Chloe, Kayleigh mumbled, “I’m always right. Now somebody needs to get me pancakes and a mimosa or I’m going back to sleep.”

Preeti threw a pillow at her and Chloe yelped when she got hit instead, setting off a good-natured squabble as we – four professional adults, grown women – tried gamely to hit each other with anything and everything in hand before collapsing into a pile of giggles.

“Pancakes,” I agreed as we caught our breath. “I want to enjoy every minute before we go.”

I caught Kayleigh’s eye. She was gazing at me speculatively, a knowing light in her eyes. I nodded; she’d understood me better than I thought. “And when I get back home… well, I’ll have a lot to think about.”

Like a change in careers. Like changes to my life. Like acknowledging and honoring the truth I’d re-learned while I was here: that I missed serving my community. That what I truly wanted was freeuse, and freedom.

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

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

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

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

Sharing The Fertile Bride - Both of us were desperate to start our family as soon as possible, but I was still shocked by my husband's proposal. What if instead of just him, we let everyone have a chance at knocking me up? All his friends were already here at the resort for our destination wedding, why not up our chances by letting them fill me up too?

Friends, guests, and even resort staff, all taking me one after another until I'm a filthy mess. It's not quite the honeymoon I always dreamed about... but this is way hotter.

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

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

Or Check Out All Of My Books Here

 About the Author

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