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 Posed and Exposed

 A FreeUse Exhibitionist MFMM Adventure

Molly Warden


 Chapter One

I had never been so excited for school to start in my life.

I was about to begin my second semester of college, and I couldn’t wait. Was it because of my school spirit? Well, no, not exactly. Because I’d get to see good friends? That was definitely part of it. Because I had a desperate thirst for knowledge?

Well, I had a desperate thirst for something. Knowledge wasn’t exactly it.

Don’t get me wrong; I generally like learning. My sorority sisters told me when I joined that they expected great things from me, and I knew what that meant. If I applied myself and took advantage of the opportunities the sorority afforded me, someday I would be in the top of my field.

But to say I was excited for spring semester because of learning for learning’s sake… no.

I was excited because for the second semester in a row, I would be a part of campus life as a Sigma Epsilon Xi sister.

My sorority is one of the oldest FreeUse sororities in the country, but with a twist. Unlike most other FreeUse sororities, my sisters and I aren’t available for just anyone. Our clients have to sign thorough, legal contracts that cover how they are allowed to use us, and what we’re expected to get out of the arrangement. It’s a pretty sweet deal, and it means that sorority alums will have doors open to them for the rest of their lives.

That meant a lot to me, but on a more personal level, it was simple: I absolutely loved being used.

Oh, I’m sure I might have minded if my sorority didn’t have so many restrictions. SEX sisters can safely assume they’ll be available to at least one entire fraternity house (the brothers of Alpha Kappa Xi, or the Alpha Cocks as we called them around campus, had a standing arrangement with us). Sisters are also loaned out during parties and events, and most of us get around. Last semester, I was even assigned to the entire football team for a week!

But our contracts meant I always knew I’d be treated well and allowed to speak up if something wasn’t right. I had no complaints about any of my FreeUse sessions, and by now I was looking forward to them with a single-minded hunger. They helped me relax; being used felt so freeing. For an hour or a night, I didn’t have to be myself, worried about academics and personal drama and whether I’d done enough laundry. During my sessions, I got to completely let go, to lose myself in pleasure and sensation and mindless enjoyment of the physical.

It was addictive.

And this semester, I’d have guaranteed sessions at least once a week – sort of.

When I’d selected my spring activities, one of the additions to my schedule had made SEX president Marissa squint at me and send for some of the sisters studying law. After a lot of back and forth with one of the professors, I’d gotten my desired schedule back, with a twist.

I’d originally signed up to work as a model for one of the senior level art classes, just a few hours a week. True, it offered a small stipend, but mostly I thought it would be fun. (And besides, I didn’t have very many artsy activities in my schedule and I thought it would make me look more well-rounded). But Marissa, sensing trouble with having a SEX sister paid to appear naked on campus, worked out a new arrangement with the professor.

My contract with the senior art class no longer included payment; SEX sisters were never fucked for money. Instead, I’d get an art credit when the semester was over. And although the professor had only explicitly requested a model willing to be nude, Marissa made sure the contract included other duties… just in case.

I wasn’t about to deliberately disturb Professor Whitman’s senior seminar instruction plans, but if the opportunity presented, I was definitely going to make sure both my contract and I were thoroughly used over the next semester.

~

Professor Whitman’s seminar was made up of seniors working towards the artwork that would determine their final grades. I learned later that all of their work would be displayed at a formal exhibition the Art School held at the end of the year, but the first day I showed up I had no inkling of how the class would unfold.

Professor Whitman herself was on the older side, all disheveled and manic artist. She gave off the impression that she’d have been a flower child if she’d been born in the right era; as it was, she was usually draped in many-colored fabrics with lots of glass beads and bells dangling from her hair, jewelry, and shawls. Her glasses were very thick and made her look perpetually surprised.

The students all seemed to adore her, or at least hold her in high regard. There were six of them; Florence, one of the girls, was particularly fond of the professor and often lingered after class to talk with her about various ideas.

There was one other girl in class, Maeve. The rest were boys: Clifton, Marc, Percy, and Evan. I knew Clifton already since he was an Alpha Cock, though I hadn’t known he was an artist. The other three I couldn’t place, though I was sure I’d seen them around campus. If they’d been at a party I’d been assigned to, I hadn’t come across them sexually, although Clifton had stolen a kiss once.

The first class was a disappointment. I spent most of it huddled on a stool in the back of the room while Professor Whitman walked the group through her expectations for the semester and they discussed the requirements for their final projects. It wasn’t until the end that she gestured me forward impatiently and had me introduce myself.

I told them my name and that I was a freshman, and then daringly clarified, “And I’m also a member of Sigma Epsilon Xi.”

Clifton had already known this, of course, but it was welcome news to the other three boys. I could see them exchange grins and knowing winks. Maeve also looked a little interested at the news.

But Professor Whitman didn’t let us get any further in exploring how I would be helping them. She clapped her hands for silence, told me to bring a robe next week, and dismissed us all.


 Chapter Two

I enjoyed the second class for about the first hour.

Don’t get me wrong; when Professor Whitman waved me into the middle of the room and directed me to strip, my heart started pounding. I’d been asked to take off my clothes in front of people for other FreeUse sessions before – most notably when I rushed SEX and later for Coach Trainer – but I never got used to it. It always gave me a little flutter of fear and desire to be so exposed, so vulnerable in front of others.

I had no illusions that the boys at least were enjoying the show, but they were first and foremost artists. And we were all in a supremely unsexy classroom environment. Though it was kept a little warmer than usual in deference to my nudity, it was still an art room and full of easels, paint splatters, and the faint smell of turpentine.

As they watched me undress and began to note how my body moved, what my curves and hips looked like, the weight of my breasts, Professor Whitman droned on, reminding them to practice the interplay of shadow and form or something along those lines. I tuned her out once I caught the gist: each week, they’d be practicing different forms using me as a muse, and eventually the work they were doing with the human body would lead into them choosing their senior thesis works on the same topic.

Florence was already sketching with charcoal, her gaze very clinical as it roamed my body. She never met my eyes and I figured she was unlikely to have much use for me beyond my modeling. I still couldn’t get a good read on Maeve, who met my eyes with curiosity and something almost like a challenge.

I knew exactly what the boys wanted.

When Professor Whitman was facing in their direction, they looked like the picture of studiousness: heads bent to their easels, fingers deftly smudging the charcoal here and there to blur lines, careful consideration of each of my limbs. But when she turned away, their gazes speared me, hot and full of desire. I could feel my pussy clench with need as I met Marc’s burning gaze.

I had been naked before in front of large groups, yet something about this felt more intimate. I wasn’t only being eyeballed with the knowledge of future sex; every part of me was on display, being explored by eyes trained to find beauty in the human form. I felt both exhilarated and horribly exposed. Within five minutes, I was practically dripping with desire – but no one approached me.

It was hard, so hard to stand there, feeling the ache between my legs, feeling the heat of so many eyes on me, knowing that I was completely vulnerable, completely exposed… and yet nothing was going to happen.

In the end, even I couldn’t sustain desire after an hour of standing there, untouched, with only flickers of lust coming from the boys once they settled down to work. I sighed to myself and tried to keep from moving too much. My disappointment lay thick on me. At least I would get an art credit out of this, I tried to console myself.

But as I watched my would-be ravishers focus on art instead of me, I had difficulty staying positive.

~

As weeks passed, I had begun to despair of anything interesting ever happening during art class. Slowly, though, things were changing. Each of the boys had a habit now of at least once per class, coming to me and rearranging my pose slightly, using it as an excuse to feel me.

The first time it happened, I nearly jumped out of my skin. I was in a reclined pose, my arm draped artfully (I hoped) behind my head, my legs bent and displayed. I had nearly dozed off, which should tell you how much I’d given up on the whole thing, when I heard someone approaching me.

Before my sleepy mind could process that, I felt a gentle but calloused touch on my thigh. Percy was supposedly adjusting my pose, moving my legs to a better angle, but only he and I knew that he also slipped a hand up my thigh, high enough to find where my legs joined, and deftly grazed my hungry pussy. I shuddered, now completely awake, desperate for more – but he was already going back to his seat, no sign he’d done anything untoward.

At least they weren’t working with charcoal anymore. I bit back a hysterical giggle at the idea of Percy trying to be sly but leaving a gigantic black hand-print on my mound.

After that, it was like a dam breaking. Clifton would brush my hair away from my breast, letting his fingers linger. Marc ran a hand over my buttocks as he curved my hips differently. Evan pressed his erection against me while he put me on display.

Once, Florence even came to me. Her touch was worst of all: instead of teasing me, she pressed my knees apart in a businesslike way and left me there, on display for all to see how eager my pussy was for abuse.

And so we continued, week after week. If Professor Whitman noticed the boys being inappropriate, she didn’t comment or care. Classes became first a delicious torture for me, and then a miserable one when they never resolved into anything more.

We were more than a month deep into the semester before something finally broke.

~

“This week, we’ll be practicing liquids. I’ve provided our model with water she can use to add drips and pools to her form.

“Most drips will be short-lived, of course, so I expect your work today will primarily consist of a series of sketches.”

Most of the class settled down and obediently began sketching. As I tried to come up with something clever to do with the water other than pour a little on my belly, Evan’s voice called out, “Professor, wouldn’t it be better to use a more viscous material that will hold its shape longer?”

Professor Whitman blinked at him. “Do you have a suggestion you’d like to share, Mr. Rawlins?”

“Well…” Evan acted like he was looking around considering options, though I didn’t believe it for a second. “I don’t see any non-toxic paint here, so we should probably avoid that to keep our model safe. If we wet clay enough, it would make a much bigger mess than any isolated drips we might want.”

By now everyone, myself included, was waiting with bated breath to see what he’d suggest. I could tell that the other boys at least had a similar suspicion as I did. Something was up; something was about to change.

“How about semen?” Evan’s voice was bland and disinterested. “It’s naturally viscous, drips slowly, and could be applied in any location without harming our model.”

Maeve and Florence were exchanging muttered words as Professor Whitman stared at Evan. To his credit, he didn’t flinch from her gaze. I, on the other hand, was bright red – I’d never been able to cure myself of violently blushing no matter how often I was violated.

Finally, astonishingly, Professor Whitman nodded. “Fine. That will be an acceptable substitute. If you gentlemen are willing to provide?” Her tone was faintly sarcastic at that last.

“Anything for the class, Professor.” Clifton’s eager grin belied his calm tone; he wasn’t as good an actor as Evan.

Disbelieving, I watched Professor Whitman go back to her desk and begin shuffling through her files like always, as though nothing out of the ordinary was to occur. And yet four of her students were about to expose themselves, masturbate, and cum all over me.

Florence looked bored by the news, while Maeve had a smirk. Nobody seemed as shocked by this as I did… and I had been the one hoping for some action!

Evan and Clifton were already approaching me, unzipping. Marc and Percy weren’t far behind.

Believe it or not, I froze, my mind working frantically as they pulled their cocks free. Me! Veteran of a thousand shafts! (Okay, maybe not a thousand.) But the shift was so bewildering, and my gaze kept returning to Professor Whitman sitting in the corner like nothing was happening.

I’d been used by and in front of professors and college staff before. The Dean and Coach Trainer had both taken me quite thoroughly during private sessions, and the Dean once hosted a dinner party where I was the dessert for a select group of colleagues. But this felt completely different. Then, every professor or staff member had been an active and eager participant, taking their pleasure from my body. Was Professor Whitman really just going to sit in the corner of the room and ignore what was happening?

And what was I supposed to do? I’d looked over the contract Marissa had finalized, of course, and I was certainly allowed to participate in any sex acts, but this didn’t seem like what she’d had in mind. There hadn’t even been any discussion of the boys touching me, let alone me moving to embrace them.

In fact, if the goal was to cover my body in dripping cum, that suggested… I couldn’t move.

I was completely at their mercy.


 Chapter Three

Four cocks were out, pointed at me. Four hands grasped them, stroking them, with little time needed to coax those not already hard to full erection. In front of their female classmates and older teacher, the senior boys were preparing to cover me in cum.

Florence was already sketching away with the same bored look in her eyes as usual, but Maeve seemed to be enjoying the show. Her eyes sparkled as she watched the scene, her hand too relaxed to be capturing any of it. I had a brief mental image of her catcalling them like a construction worker and had to restrain a giggle.

But Maeve couldn’t hold my attention long, not when there were four boys standing around me, thinking about ways to violate me.

They’d arranged themselves around me in an ominous tableau: Percy and Evan on either side of me, clearly aiming for my breasts; Clifton by my face; Marc between my legs, or as close to as he could manage with the pedestal I was on. Clifton and Evan’s cocks were already dark red and dripping precum.

I was split, caught between desire and degradation. Part of me wanted nothing more than to thoroughly interrupt the seminar, grab a shaft or four and start stroking. But the other part was screaming inside me about Professor Whitman, sitting in the back of the room, studiously ignoring the violation occurring in front of her.

I’ve been fucked by too many guys at once to count; I’ve been naked on a table and used as a serving dish during a party. But something about this felt even more horribly, terribly humiliating – that I was going to be covered in cum in front of someone who couldn’t care less.

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 saw Percy’s face contort as his breath came faster, faster, and then he was releasing, spilling himself all over my left breast. The sudden warmth made me gasp and I blushed again, violently, not daring to look in the direction of my female spectators.

Completely nonchalant, Percy zipped himself up and headed back to his seat. I could hear from the ferocity of Clifton’s breathing that he was close, too; Evan and Marc couldn’t be far behind. My pussy tingled with shameful desire that as horrible as I found this, some part of me wanted it, wanted more.

Marc came on me next, staining my other breast and belly. I felt the cum slowly drip down my side, first warm, then gradually cooling in the air. I was remembering so many times I’d been covered before, always as part of being thoroughly fucked. Only this time, I would be alone, on display, covered in cum and unable to satisfy myself at all.

I bit back a moan of desire and despair as Clifton came, blowing his load across my face deliberately. Even forewarned by his panting, I barely had time to close my eyes before his seed covered me, sealing them closed with sticky warmth. One drip headed for my mouth and I bit back another helpless moan, knowing the taste of cum would further torment my already dripping pussy.

It was then, while I was blinded, that I heard Florence speak up – I’d almost forgotten her – and coolly ask Evan to cum on my mound.

“With pleasure,” Evan gasped.

Was there a small smile in Florence’s voice? “Spread your legs.”

Helplessly, I did. As Evan pressed closer to me, his hand stroking himself to his final rhythm, I showed the whole class – and Professor Whitman – how swollen with desire my pussy was, how badly I yearned for more abuse even as I blushed in shame.

Evan came on me then, spending himself across my exposed pussy. I couldn’t hold back a whimper this time, knowing they’d all finished, and I’d now be here frozen, their cum dripping off me, splayed like a slut and desperate for more.

The next two hours were pure torture. I felt the cum drip, then slowly begin to dry. As it trickled along my folds, the slight itch and pull of it made me even more desperate to move, to touch myself, to finish what they had started. But I held still.

At the end of class, as they rose chattering and slowly exited the room, I finally began to clean myself up, taking special care of my swollen lips. And then I blushed again, horrified, to realize Professor Whitman was still in the room, no doubt having seen everything… everything.

When I made it back to Sigma Epsilon Xi, half-cleaned, thoroughly horny, and near tears, I didn’t even have the energy to shower and go find a partner for the night. Again and again I touched myself, seeking release, imagining a thousand versions of the scenario where I’d been free to move, where they’d been free to fuck me.

But as I fell asleep, hand still between my legs, I was still unsatisfied.

~

If I expected the next class to top the excitement of the “droplets exercise,” I was disappointed. But I did start paying more attention to Professor Whitman’s lectures, and I learned a few things.

We were only going to be meeting together as a group for another couple of weeks. After that, the students would be switching their focus to their thesis projects. Most of the remaining class time would be spent with Professor Whitman meeting with students individually to review their progress and provide assistance. In fact, I wouldn’t have to attend the weekly classes anymore at that point.

Instead, I was being loaned out to the seniors for one-on-one work in support of their theses.

I was confused when I first learned this, but it made sense. I’d learned enough by now to figure out that each of them specialized in different art forms, and their senior projects were likely to be quite different from each other and require some specialized equipment or planning. Since they were all doing projects based on the female form, they were essentially dividing up the remaining hours I would have spent attending class among them. Each would get two sessions with me if they desired.

Well, I knew the boys would say yes. But to my surprise, every single one of the six scheduled at least one session with me, supposedly to help with their art.

Yeah, art. Looking at Clifton’s smirk, I had no doubt that not everyone would be using me for artistic purposes.

Based on the way Professor Whitman spoke to each of the students and snatches of personal conversation I’d caught while modeling, I’d gathered that each of the six had fairly different artistic styles. Evan and Florence were both primarily painters, though Florence seemed to prefer realistic, nature-focused work and Evan was more of a Jackson Pollock sort of guy. Marc liked working with clays and polymers; Clifton favored photography and drawing. I’d heard Maeve was into mixed media, although I had very little idea what that meant. And Percy loved cartoons and animation, both hand-drawn and rendered on the computer.

It surprised me that two of the four boys only signed up for one session each. (Maeve also only requested one solo session with me, but that was less of a surprise since I wasn’t expecting her to take advantage of my FreeUse status.) After the cum scene, I was pretty sure neither Marc nor Evan were particularly shy, so I was curious to find out why they didn’t want to meet more than once.

But I would find out soon enough what they all had in mind.

~

My first session was with Percy. To my surprise (and dismay), he never touched me and was a complete gentleman… if that’s something that could be said about a boy who tells you to pleasure yourself in front of him for an entire afternoon using increasingly improbable props. It wasn’t until my first bathroom and water break that I was able to glance at his sketch pad and understand what his project was about. My blush when I realized lasted me through the entire break.

Percy’s senior thesis was what I could only describe as hentai, delightfully perverted Japanese comic art. The pose I’d just completed (masturbating with my hand) had become something else in translation… my expression of desire and delight seemed right, but my hand had been replaced by a starfish in one sketch, a small squid in another.

Next he mounted a dildo to the headboard of his bed and told me to pleasure myself – while draped in leafy party garlands. As I moaned and bucked against the rubber phallus, trying desperately to be filled as deeply as I needed, Percy drew me being violated by a monstrous tree, a branch buried inside my dripping pussy.

Towards the end of that session, I’d cum six times with support from a toy sword, two exercise balls, and a video game controller. Covered in sweat, I lay across the bed in a pile of discarded props. I’d seen Percy stroking himself while he worked multiple times now, but he still only approached me to set up new scenes.

Ah, well. It had been a good, if weird, afternoon.

But Percy wasn’t quite done with me yet. He disappeared into a closet to retrieve one last prop: the largest fake cock I’d ever seen in my life.

As he mounted it to its base, I couldn’t help but compare it to a nearby chair leg (much thicker) or the bedpost (way closer in size than I would have thought physically possible to take). But his intent was clear: I was supposed to lower myself onto this monster cock and take as much of it as I could deep inside me, while somehow remaining standing.

My pussy was already well-used by this point, thanks to the hours of pleasure, but staring at that rubber shaft terrified me.

“I can’t,” I whispered.

Percy gave me a pointed look. “I thought a SEX sister accepts every challenge.”

Fuck.

With a mental note to kill whichever of my sisters had shared that particular saying with him, I took a deep breath and positioned myself above the shaft.

Percy waited, one hand on his pencil, the other stroking himself through his pants.

I slowly lowered myself. I could feel it pressing against me now, insistently. It was so big, much thicker than any cock I’d ever taken, and I didn’t know how I could possibly fit this monster inside me.

But Percy and his sketchbook were waiting.

Slowly, agonizingly slowly, I began to squat, lowering myself fully onto the gigantic shaft. It pressed against my walls, thicker than I could have ever dreamed, demanding all my concentration to keep from screaming in desire and fear. Deeper and deeper I took the monster cock, until I could feel it, firm and unyielding, against my cervix. Only rarely had anyone been so deep inside me, and never so large. And there was still so much of the rubber phallus free.

It was impossible. It was too much.

As Percy sketched me, impaled by who knew what, I began to work myself up and down on the shaft. At first, every movement just felt like pressure – too much, too much, and even when I tried stroking myself in time, no pleasure came. But slowly, slowly, as I moved up and down, as my pussy adjusted to the gargantuan cock inside me, desire began to unfurl once more.

My movements, slow at first due to the size, became deliciously purposeful. I wanted to feel every inch of the monster cock inside me, pressing against me, feel how thoroughly it violated me. I was gasping now, sinking myself down on the shaft and then rising until only the tip – thick and unyielding – grazed my entrance. Down, and up, down, and up, I took in as much as I could, a little further each time. A little deeper.

I moaned as the pleasure began to build within me once more. It turned me on to have Percy watching me, sketching me as I impaled myself again and again for his amusement, panting like a slut and trying to take more of the mammoth phallus he’d given me. I had never felt so filled before, and it was getting hard to stand, my thighs burning with effort, legs shaking, as pleasure coursed through me again and again and I fucked myself as best I could, slamming down and rising once more as I ached, reaching for the height of pleasure as sensation coursed through me and threatened to make me fall.

When I finally came, screaming, the monster cock buried deeply within my belly, Percy had stopped sketching. He watched me ride out my orgasm, impaled on his toy, and his gaze was hot with desire and promise.

Our next session, I thought dreamily, he was not going to be able to resist taking me himself.


 Chapter Four

I’d noted before that each of the seniors had different art styles. I hadn’t realized how different that, along with their personalities, would make each of my sessions.

Marc’s first and only session involved him using clay to capture different aspects of my body: lips, breast, ear, buttock, hand. There was something undeniably erotic about him moving the clay on me, smoothing it, or inspecting me closely as he compared and adjusted the shape of his pieces. When he took my thighs in his clay-stained hands, parted my legs, and tasted me until I wept, he did it out of lust, but also to more fully capture the sight of my pussy, swollen with desire, as he shaped his vision in clay.

I found Florence’s sessions the hardest. I cursed them at the time, but in many ways, they were the ones I remembered most fondly. Not her attitude – still clinical, detached, and disinterested – but the oddly touching attention she gave my body, the genuine way she replicated it in her art, and the arousal of displaying myself for her, hour after hour.

You see, Florence’s true love in art was nature, and she’d chosen a way to incorporate that into her senior thesis, despite the requirement that she capture the human body. (Specifically, my human body.) Florence was painting flowers – of a sort.

Each flower was stylized, beginning from not petals, but the folds of my pussy.

I spent hours before her, legs spread, while she painted me, sometimes coming close enough to examine me that I could feel the warmth of her breath on me. She knew it aroused me – how could she not? – but clearly had no interest in me. All she cared about was her art. I was her inconvenient muse, and if I was horny, that was my problem.

As the weeks went on, I tried to throw myself into other activities. My professors had started assigning more work, and I was still juggling a few other odd FreeUse assignments most weeks. Best of all, I’d started dating a cute Alpha Cock. It wasn’t like I wasn’t getting any satisfaction.

But, dammit, I wanted more out of this too.

By the time spring break arrived, I was at a fever pitch. My normal FreeUse sessions were going well enough, but I’d been tormented and teased by the art seniors for months now. I was going crazy with how little satisfaction I got from our meetings. I looked forward to spring break as a way to be happily used and have a nice reset on the semester. (And I did, but that’s another story!)

When I came back to campus, clear-headed and newly single, I was determined to enjoy the art classes for what they were, and not whine because they weren’t what I was expecting.

Of course, that’s when the real fun began.

~

Evan’s first and only session was scheduled for the week I returned from break. Like Marc and Florence, he’d asked me to meet him in one of the art studios. When I entered, it was clear why: almost the entire floor was taken up with massive sheets of paper. Only a small corner near the door was covered in something else, which looked like a drop cloth.

What followed was one of the more interesting sexual experiences of my life.

For the next hour, I stood naked in the corner on the drop cloth. Evan covered my body in painted designs, swirls and constellations of color. There was something undeniably erotic about being painted, the soft tickle of the brush across my nipples, the intensity of his concentration as he marked every inch of me. I couldn’t see enough of myself to appreciate the full design, but I could see in his face when he finished and stood back to behold me that it was something spectacular. I was something spectacular.

But Evan wasn’t done yet.

He gestured me over to the middle of the room. I walked carefully across the sheets of paper, trying not to crease or mark them – the soles of my feet had thankfully escaped painting – and then hesitated, unsure what I should do next.

When I turned back to Evan, the question died on my lips. He was naked himself now, his pale body almost glowing in the dimness of the room. His cock was at half-mast but already beginning to stiffen, spearing from his thatch of dark hair like a promise.

Evan strode toward me with purpose. He was bare, unpainted, but his hands were still streaked in a riot of color, and I knew as he gripped my arms and bore me down onto the paper that we were about to make a crazy kaleidoscope as our bodies learned each other.

His mouth claimed mine as he pressed his weight into me, pressing my painted back against the paper. It rustled as we moved, crinkling and coming askew, but we were past caring. My blood thrummed in my belly and I could feel him leaking precum against my thigh.

Evan still held my arms, but now he moved to my wrists, bringing my hands above my head and pressing them back. I was at his mercy now, the imprint of my violation clear for all to see as Evan pressed my legs apart and knelt between them.

I was already panting for him, my pussy dripping from an hour of his gentle attention. The remembered sensations of brush on skin and the closer ones of his heat, the few places the paint was crackling and threatening to dry… it was all overwhelming. I kissed him fiercely as he pressed down on me, his cock seeking entrance.

He speared me then, thrusting into me in one sure stroke. I cried out at the sensation of being penetrated, filled. My breath was coming faster now, desperate, as Evan held me down and began to use me.

I didn’t know how much of the story the paint and paper could capture, and I didn’t care. I thrashed under Evan, desperate to move, to grab him, to pull him closer, but he held me firm. When I bucked and rose my hips to meet his thrusts, he groaned, gratefully burying himself deeper and deeper inside me, the pace quickening.

He fucked me there on the floor, his creation, his muse, and I loved every moment of it. He was a senior I barely knew, someone who’d occasionally touched my breast and once cum on me, and now he was holding me down and having his way with me and that thought alone brought me close to climax. Pleasure was crashing through me with each thrust, rising higher and higher, and I gasped and panted as he fucked me: yes, more, now.

As Evan moved into his final rhythm, I was already there, reaching, cresting, my body shuddering and crinkling paper and smearing paint everywhere in my heated desire. I moaned against Evan’s mouth and then he suddenly stopped, pulled free from the shuddering aftershocks of my need, cumming all over my pussy and belly, his seed mixing with the paint in creamy whorls.

And then Evan pulled one wrist, rolling me over, imprinting my cum-stained belly and my painted breasts on paper, marking his conquest for all to see. In another moment my ass was up in the air, and I could feel him between my legs stroking himself back to readiness, eager for the next way to violate me.

Now free, I lost no time in slipping a hand between my legs and stroking myself in time with him. My pussy was still gasping in pleasure, giving little shocks of desire as my muscles slowly unclenched and came down from the peak, but my body was always ready for more. It was the work of only a moment to coax myself back toward the rising crests of pleasure, awaiting Evan’s next move.

He pressed his cum-slick cock between my cheeks, seeking my most forbidden opening. I gasped and bucked under him, but he was relentless, daring me to tell him no.

I didn’t want to tell him no.

As Evan claimed my ass, I pleasured myself like a slut beneath him, already panting and shaking in my quest for more. I could feel my painted breasts moving against the paper as Evan thrust into me, and I tried desperately to keep himself mostly still, to keep from skewing the unsteady ground under us as he took what he wanted from me.

Writhing, moaning, begging, I shook under Evan’s assault, trying to keep my own climb to pleasure steady. He had the powerful erection of a college boy – even though he’d just cum, his cock was already hardening further inside me, demanding more and more from my ass as he reached for his own orgasm.

My face was pressed into the paper; I could barely see through the tangle of hair and paint. But what would I have seen? My own debauchery, my complete surrender to this session and everything Evan wanted to do to me. A slut, furiously pleasuring herself as a stranger violated her. The imprint of my face, full of pleasure.

We covered the entire paper floor in our session that day. Evan on top, beside, or behind me. His hands guiding me, forcing me, displaying me. He covered me with his cum. He claimed my ass again.

And as we reached the top of the hour, I lay under him once more, drenched in sweat, paint, and cum, as he hiked my legs over my shoulders and fucked my ass harder, faster, pounding as deeply as he could, his own cum and mine lubricating the violation. I wailed under him, pleasure crashing through me as I panted and begged for more, more, harder –

And he responded with a groan, forcing my legs higher and thrusting his hips against me, taking me –

I screamed in desire as he ravished me, my heart beating wildly, reaching for the crescendo, the final climb to completion –

And came, waves of sensation filling me, spilling over, making my body clench and shudder and shake, pulling Evan deeper inside me until he, too, groaned and gave in, his cock pulsing as he came, filling my ass with his need.

We hung there for a long moment, then two, our bodies slowly coming back down from the height of pleasure. I could feel the cum dripping out of me, off me, and I knew: our painting was going to be art like I’d never seen it before.


 Chapter Five

I’d expected Clifton to completely ignore art during his sessions and just enjoy me. (In fact, I was counting on it!) But I’d underestimated him. While he did plan for us to spend most of our time intertwined, he also aimed to use the sessions in support of his thesis project.

Whatever his end project was going to be, it involved taking a lot of photos. Mostly of my face. Mostly while he was deep inside me.

I spent almost the entire session with Clifton naked, impaled. He slung me around his room with ease, positioning me before this and that camera, set up ahead of time to capture my face from different angles.

As he took me from behind – a photo.

As he forced my head down on his cock – a photo.

As he fingered me while pressing himself into my ass – a photo.

I let him move and use me as he liked, luxuriating in being taken so thoroughly. He never bothered to explain what it was he wanted to capture, and I was fine with that. Clifton was comfortable and willing to adjust my body as needed, and I was comfortable and willing to be a mindless fuckdoll, completely satisfied for once.

My second session with Percy was also much more delicious. He broke out different props once more, but this time I only made it to my second orgasm before he was pushing aside his pad and pulling my ass up in the air, forcing his already hard cock inside me without a word and fucking me, hard and fast from behind, right there on the floor.

He came quickly and went back to sketching, leaving me with his cum dripping from my splayed pussy. But it wasn’t long before he interrupted another marathon masturbation session to plunge himself into me once again. And later a third time, my legs around his shoulders, him buried deeply in my pussy as he imagined whatever fantastical scenario he was currently drawing, or maybe he just thought about fucking me.

Either way, it was very, very nice.

I was on the last few sessions now, with us only weeks away from the end of semester and the seniors’ final exhibition. Most of my sessions were staggered throughout the week, but one Saturday I had Florence and Maeve back-to-back.

My second session with Florence was just as frustrating as the first had been. I was hot and bothered by the end of it, and taking little care to avoid letting her know that. She ignored my sighs and the only words she spoke to me until the end were to command me to keep still and spread my lips for her. This was even more torturous than before, my fingers on my lips and still unable to seek any sort of pleasure. I was cursing her to myself when she finally stood.

“Our time is complete.” She eyed me. “And I think you will find Maeve’s session more to your liking. Come.”

Giving me no chance to dress, she gestured imperiously for me to walk with her. Burning with curiosity and desire, I followed.

~

Florence led me to another studio, one at the far end of a hall. The art building was usually quiet at the time of day the sessions were scheduled, but there were always a few students here and there, working on projects or just chatting. This hall, though, was completely empty, the lights not even on.

When Florence opened the door for me and I stepped inside, full of jangling nerves, I understood the need to be so far removed from the rest of the building.

The perimeter of the room was strewn with video cameras, at all kinds of angles, on all kinds of supports. I couldn’t begin to imagine what Maeve would need so many for, or why she would want them from so many different points of view.

Maeve herself was sitting in a corner of the room, perched on a tiny stool. She lit up when she saw us enter, which was very gratifying even if I was growing increasingly nervous about what she had planned.

“Come in, come in!” she waved. “You can hang your robe over there.”

I hadn’t bothered to get fully dressed after Florence’s session. It seemed that was the right call.

“Florrie, are you staying?” Maeve was asking.

Now that sparked another tremor of excitement – and fear. What on earth could Maeve have in mind that Florence would care to see?

Florence gave one of her tight little smiles that suggested aloof superiority more than amusement. “I would like that, if you don’t mind. Our model didn’t find my sessions to her taste; I would be interested to see her tackle something more her speed.”

I flushed at the rebuke, but didn’t have time to come up with a reply before I got my next clue as to what Maeve was planning.

From the back of the room, in a darker corner I hadn’t noticed, came Clifton’s voice: “I think she’ll find this to her liking, don’t worry.”

Clifton wasn’t alone. All four of the boys were sitting in a row in the back of the room, all of them in only their underwear and looking very, very eager.

Oh.

I swallowed, feeling the twin flickers of desire and fear in my belly grow stronger. “Is there anything you particularly want me to do?”

Maeve looked surprised by the question. “I think the boys have it covered.”

Of course they did.

With a shiver, I stepped into the bright light at the center of the room. All the cameras were pointed at me. Nervously, I turned to face the boys.

Behind me, I heard Florence and Maeve settling in, chatting idly about their day, as though there wasn’t about to be a gangbang in front of them.

I saw the red recording lights of the cameras begin to flicker on, one by one. And then the boys reached me, and there was no more time to think.


 Chapter Six

Marc was the first to reach me. He’d barely touched me during his art session, but the look in his eyes and the straining of his cock against his briefs told me that was about to change. I eagerly ran my hands down his hard stomach, captured the waistband of his briefs, and tugged them down.

Even as I was undressing him, Marc was pushing me to my knees, hand on my head. I opened my mouth willingly for the cock, already hard and swollen, now in front of my face.

I didn’t need the encouragement of Marc’s hand on the back of my head. I had been waiting for this moment all semester. As I took his shaft inside me, I gave a little prayer of thanks to Maeve for this moment.

Marc groaned at the feel of my mouth on him, my lips parting around his shaft and my tongue gently caressing the underside of his shuddering cock. Dimly, I was aware that the other boys had reached us, but my mouth and mind were full of desire now that I had Marc, and I was caught in a rush of excitement so strong I nearly forgot he was not the only one here to use me.

In a moment, I was surrounded. In the next, I was captured – in more ways than one.

As Marc thrust himself into my eager mouth again and again, I felt strong hands on my hips, lifting me out of my kneel and dangling me helplessly for a moment before settling me back on my knees. I spread my legs and then there was a cock between them, I was still wet from being on display for Florence, and it slipped easily into my depths.

I was impaled at both ends now, caught between Marc and one of the others. I didn’t even know who was fucking me from behind, but I didn’t care.

As they both began to take me, thrusting fiercely into me from both sides, I swayed desperately between them. All around me I heard whirring and tiny mechanical noises as the cameras adjusted to better capture my abuse.

I would have begged for more if my mouth had been free. My thighs were slick with desire as I took them on, rocking with the force of each thrust.

The sensation of finally being filled was exquisite. Two cocks inside me, two boys taking what they needed. I loved being used, and my body responded to it, pleasure coursing through me as I was penetrated and abused, worked for their need with no thought to my own.

But my own was just as fierce as theirs.

Whoever was behind me was fucking me harder now, his cock so deep inside me it pressed on my cervix at the deepest point of each thrust. They were working me in different rhythms, almost but not quite aligned, and my whole body was shaking violently with the need to obey their demands. I moaned against the cock in my mouth, the heat in me rising.

Finally, they coalesced to the same rhythm, and I was lost in the pounding force of their thrusts at both ends. Shivering and shaking under the assault, I felt pleasure coursing through my body. Their cocks speared me, bringing me to new heights, and just as I felt Marc’s cock shudder and spill seed into my mouth, I crashed over the edge, falling into a well of sensation racing through me.

There was no lingering pulse inside me. I had barely a moment to gasp out my pleasure before Marc’s cock withdrew and I was hoisted up and vigorously worked up and down on someone’s – Clifton’s – shaft. Evan and Percy had their cocks in their hands, then Evan had his mouth on my breast. Dimly, I heard Florence say, “Well, that was quite a good start,” and then I was lost once again in the ravishment.

My breasts were bouncing with the force of Clifton’s motion as he raised and impaled me again and again on his cock. Evan and Percy were trying to capture them and mostly failing; I could see Marc’s cock, soft but already starting to stiffen once more in his hand.

A shudder and pulse as Clifton came. Arms around me again, lifting, capturing. I was laid on the floor, completely spread, and then Percy was inside me, plunging into my well-lubricated pussy.

I closed my eyes and surrendered to them, completely adrift in a sea of pleasure. A mouth was on my left breast, suckling at my nipple. I didn’t know whose mouth, and I didn’t care. After a moment there was another mouth on me, on the other nipple, and a hand sliding towards my ass, being pressed into the floor as Percy rode me. I was surrounded, lost in sensation as it felt like my entire body was taken, claimed, used.

The sighs, groans, and slick sounds of our passion were punctuated now and then by the click-whirrs of Maeve moving the cameras. Even as I gave myself over to the boys, I kept being wracked by delicious shivers of shame: I was being used by near-strangers, on a dirty classroom floor, and the whole thing was being videotaped. Maeve and Florence sat only a few feet away, watching, judging, and I still couldn’t tell if they were aroused too, or just amused, or some unfathomable third option, but I loved knowing they were watching, that they could see me being fucked like a slut and how much I needed it.

Someone was straddling my head now, another cock pressing into me, forcing its way down my throat as I gagged. Percy was fucking me harder now, my whole body shaking, and I felt a sudden surge of wetness and warmth on my belly as someone came on me. Frantically, I tried to suck the cock in my mouth, pull it deeper inside me, but I had no control in this situation, and I knew it. Every one of the boys was here to take what he wanted from me. Every one of them was going to have their fill, and all I could do was be used, on display for Florence, Maeve, and the cameras as it happened.

The first time I came for them, I felt myself blushing furiously, knowing my desire was so exposed. Dimly I thought I heard Maeve make an appreciative sound, but I could just imagine Florence’s face – another one of her tight, superior little smiles, no doubt, check out the slut – and then the pleasure crashed through me again and I lost all thought except my need for more, a dreadful hunger that even two cocks splitting me, forcing me, couldn’t quite satisfy.

At some point they lifted me again, working me. The slick, swollen head of a cock was between my legs, sliding among my folds and making me gasp and shake as it sought my opening. I groaned in pleasure as it found my willing hole and slipped inside, filling me once more.

A cock was pressing into my ass, working in tandem with the one in my pussy to stretch and fill me in all the ways I so desperately needed. I could feel them, almost rubbing together inside me, separated by only the thinnest wall of flesh. A mouth was on mine, another on my neck. Someone captured one of my hands and was using it to stroke his softened cock, urgently working himself on me to prepare for another turn inside my abused body.

I moaned, lost in pleasure and desire. It was too much; it was not enough. I needed everything they were doing to me.

As the cameras recorded my every willing violation, the four senior boys used me, again and again. I lost track of how many times they came. By the time I was building toward my second powerful crescendo, I was awash with sweat and cum. I had been filled in every way, more than once, sometimes by two boys at the same time. One of my nipples was tender where someone had bitten it a little too hard; my thighs ached from holding myself up in awkward positions… and none of it, not a little bit, mattered at that moment. All I knew was the delicious and dirty feeling of being seen as I panted, bucking and shuddering, under four bodies, striving for release.

But I was being pulled this way and that, and it was a struggle to reach for the pinnacle I needed. My hands were both captured now, servicing two softened cocks, but an arm was around my shoulders, pulling me close. A mouth at my neck, making me shudder and sending pleasure spearing through me, all too brief. The heat of someone closing in behind me.

As I opened my eyes in alarm at the cock pressing between my cheeks, forcing its way into my ass, I saw something else.

Maeve, approaching.

Maeve, a fire in her eyes lighting a corresponding spark of desire inside me, urging me once more toward the heights I was so desperately trying to reach.

As her mouth met mine, cool and minty after the heat and salt of so many cocks, I was fully impaled by the shaft behind me. The cock in my ass pressed to my deepest depths, making me moan and shake against Maeve, my hands squeezing the other shafts without meaning to.

Then her hand was between my legs, her fingers stroking me expertly, and I nearly came right then and there as she took me, too, bringing me higher, guiding me without hesitation towards the peak I so desperately needed. As I was violated from behind, Maeve circled my clit, slipped her fingers between my lips, and worked me with skill, faster and faster. I moaned into her mouth as Florence watched us, all of us, as the cameras captured everything, as I was undone by it all –

One hand, now wet and sticky once more with cum, grabbing Maeve’s waist and pulling her closer –

A mouth on my neck again, just barely grazing me with sharp teeth, demanding –

The cock in my ass, thrusting again and again, inexorably working toward its final rhythm –

A click-whirr from the cameras, watching us –

And then Maeve pressed a finger inside me and curled –

And I came, wailing against her, shuddering under the assault from all sides, the cock inside me harder, faster now, too much, and I was crashing, shaking, breaking, losing myself in the roiling pleasure that forced its way through me again and again, devastating me, refusing to let me go as I shuddered and collapsed, held aloft by Maeve’s hand and the cock in my ass, taking me again and again until I came a third time, just a second before the boy inside me pulsed, releasing his seed –

Adrift in pleasure –

And finally, finally satisfied.


 Chapter Seven

The last few weeks before the exhibition were a blur.

Of course, it was near the end of the semester, and those last few weeks are always a blur. I was cramming for tests; I was writing papers until late in the evening. I was trying to squeeze in FreeUse sessions here and there, including my last photo shoot with Clifton.

But the blur this time was also partly due to my excitement.

My presence had been requested at the senior art exhibition. I was utterly confused about what role I was supposed to play there, but that didn’t stop a thrill of excitement from going through me every time it came up. Most of my sorority promised to turn up in solidarity. Knowing word had probably gotten around about what this exhibition might contain, I guessed it would be the most-attended senior art exhibition ever.

I wasn’t far off.

~

Whether Professor Whitman had come to the same conclusion or not, she’d reserved not one but three of the largest event rooms available in the art school. The three rooms, along with the corridor between them, were littered with examples of the seniors’ artwork over the years. But the main focus was, of course, their senior projects, the work they’d done based on me.

Percy’s obscene cartoon drawings were displayed in clusters in every room. I supposed they were grouped by some sort of theme, but it didn’t make much more sense to me now that I was looking at them than it had when I’d been violating myself for his inspiration. Still, I had to admit he’d done a wonderful job capturing the joy on my face when I rode his toys, so I hoped he’d get a good grade.

Clifton’s photo series also snaked through the entire exhibition hall. He’d labeled the series “Evocative / Provocative” and they were surprisingly more artistic than I’d expected. Of course, I hadn’t been paying much attention to the camera at the time, just enjoying his cock inside me!

Marc’s kiln-fired clay pieces, capturing various body parts, were carefully arranged in one corner, around a mannequin. Several of my sisters really liked that one, called “The Making of a Woman,” but I didn’t see the layers of meaning in it they did.

The evidence of my one-on-one session with Evan, called “Impressions,” nearly took up an entire room. Knowing as I did what the paint streaks and shapes meant, I found myself blushing as I examined it, but it probably wasn’t as obvious to the average person how exactly he’d made the art. (My Big Sister Rena, however, definitely knew, since I’d told her, and wouldn’t stop teasing me about it.)

Though I hated to admit it, I liked Florence’s work best. I admit, I never think of my pussy as beautiful, but the way she captured me on canvas, I was hard-pressed to think anything else. She truly had an eye for flowers, and had somehow made me seem like one, too. I spent a long time lingering before her work, staring in awe; when she grouchily told me I could keep whichever one I wanted, I couldn’t help but hug her.

But it was Maeve’s mixed media presentation that stole the show and nearly started a riot.

Like Evan, Maeve’s senior project took up most of a room. She had created several large – almost person-sized – paper mache heads and arranged them in a semi-circle around a small pedestal. The heads were completely paper, except for the eyes, which were empty… or would have been, had they not each had small screens behind them, endlessly looping video.

Three guesses what the videos were of.

The pedestal was lit by a spotlight, and if you stepped up onto it, there was a small mirror you could look into. But the way she’d arranged the whole thing, it was impossible to see yourself without also catching a reflection of the videos behind you, endlessly showing my debauchery.

If you’d think this is where most of the visitors spent their time, you’d be right.

She called it, “You Are Your Own Voyeur.” It was all anyone could talk about. And once the guests stepped close enough to really look at the videos, they began to take second looks at me.

I guess it was easy enough for those who didn’t know to just think of me as the art class muse, without supposing I’d actually done the things captured in the artwork. Maybe Percy had a wild imagination; surely Marc had only looked at me, not touched me. Even Clifton’s photo series could be taken as artistic license.

But it was impossible to deny that Maeve’s presentation involved me being thoroughly fucked by four boys, and loving it.

Before long, my sisters were on crowd control duty – there was no other word for it – and I wasn’t the only one who’d been surreptitiously groped, caressed, or even kissed by a visitor a little too excited about the exhibition. At one point, when the throng grew thick enough for anonymity, someone had actually slipped a hand down my pants, cupping my mound, before the sea of bodies shifted and pulled us apart. I’d felt a lot of erections pressing against me in the mass. Things were getting out of hand.

I shivered under the lustful eyes of the crowd, my pussy awake and eager…

Only to find Marissa, the SEX president, at my elbow, looking torn between grimness and laughter.

“My contract doesn’t cover this, does it?” I tried not to sound hopeful.

She shook her head, dashing my hopes immediately. But after a moment, she paused, her face thoughtful. “No. But if we were to hold an intimate follow-up exhibition at the house… I think there’d be a lot of interest. Don’t you?”

It was a rhetorical question.

~

Sigma Epsilon Xi ended up hosting not one, but two follow-up exhibitions. Both were at full capacity, and we had Alpha Cocks helping out, turning people away at the door.

But they were a hit.

We helped the seniors sell some of the artwork; they agreed to split the proceeds with a charity of our choosing. During the first exhibition, Evan offered to paint a few volunteers – much more quickly than the intricate work he’d done with me – and let them explore each other on a massive paper sprawled across the lawn. Percy set up what I can only describe as a hentai caricature booth, which was very popular.

Clifton helped me hang up my favorite of Florence’s paintings in my room, and then had his way with me beneath it. He knew by now exactly how to make me beg and scream, and was happy to do it. And when we came downstairs, disheveled and sweaty, I was grateful when he passed me into the hands of a group eager to recreate Maeve’s movie.

I lost track of how many people used me that night. A sequel, an homage, it didn’t matter how you thought of it – it was Maeve’s movie 2.0, and I was exhausted and covered in cum by the time it was over, having been thoroughly fucked in every possible way.

The second exhibition started the same way – Maeve 3.0? – but I actually managed to escape upstairs for a shower before the night got too late. I spent an hour on the lap of an Alpha Cock, watching Maeve’s movie; I recreated a few of the Clifton photos with eager volunteers. And when Evan and Marc beckoned me over to the couch, I went.

After the second exhibition wound to a close, I found myself sprawled on the couch, tangled with Marc, Evan, Maeve – and Florence. (When had she joined us? I didn’t even know.) Chatter went on around us as folks finished their sales or couplings, starting to head out into the night.

I closed my eyes and lay back, pillowed on Maeve’s breasts. Letting it all wash over me was wonderful. And yet thinking back to the classes, I couldn’t help but chuckle.

“Something funny?” Marc looked up from his current position on Florence’s thighs as he lightly stroked her.

A smile curved my lips. “It’s just been a very, very good semester.”


 Dirty Business

 My FreeUse College Internship

Molly Warden


 Chapter One

I thought I knew everything about being a FreeUse slut.

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

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

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

But something was about to happen that would change everything.

~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She rapped her gavel. “Dismissed.”

~

I won, of course.

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

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

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

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


 Chapter Two

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

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

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

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

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

She studied me. “I thought you knew.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Anything else for now?” Schultz asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Somehow, that pushed me even closer to the brink.

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

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

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

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


 Chapter Three

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I didn’t, but nodded anyway.

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

I hesitated, my heart fluttering. “Sir?”

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

Uh-huh.

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

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

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

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

What was I going to do now?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then all too soon, I had to stop.

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

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

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

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

I couldn’t yet.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But it was Rolf who was taking me now.

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

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

My fingers stroked my swollen lips desperately –

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

He let go, and I arched –

He slid all the way into my depths –

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

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

I hit the peak –

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

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

~

“So how was your first week?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And me.

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

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

They were very, very appreciative.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But the hiring process takes months…”

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

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

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


 Chapter Six

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

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

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

More.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was intoxicating.

It was everything.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


 Chapter Seven

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

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

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

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

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

I swallowed. “Yes, boss.”

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

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

It was a party.

~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Be careful,” Marissa warned before she left.

I was. But it didn’t matter.


 Chapter Eight

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I took a deep breath and began to prepare.

~

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

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

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

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

The Fox & Hounds event hall had been transformed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

With a grunt, my captor was inside me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I let him chase me.

And I let him catch me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

It happened sooner than I expected.

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

It was over. I was trapped.

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

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

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

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

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


 Chapter Nine

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And I didn’t want to.

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

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

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

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

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

And so would I.

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

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

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

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

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

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

~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Saint Vitalis’ might have to close.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Stunned silence greeted her words.

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

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

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

~

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

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

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

And she did.

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

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

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

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

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

We were ready.


 Chapter Two

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

~

I had butterflies before we even arrived at the bank.

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

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

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

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

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

“The best,” I agreed.

“You’ll be fine,” she assured me.

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

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

And then it was time.

~

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

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

The sweet-looking old man was touching himself.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


 Chapter Three

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

There was a hand caressing my ass.

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

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

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

Smack!

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

Smack!

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

Smack!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But no release was coming for me.

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

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

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

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


 Chapter Four

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

~

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

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

What the hell, I decided. Embrace it.

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

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

So be it, then.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fine, then. Two could play this game.


 Chapter Five

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

~

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

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

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

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

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

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


 Chapter Six

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

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

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

“Rena,” I called my Big Sister quietly.

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

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

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

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

I squeezed her arm. “Thanks.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


 Chapter Seven

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Yes, this. More. This.

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

There –

There –

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

~

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

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

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

Beaming, Marissa gestured me to stand.

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

Cheers and whistles.

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

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

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

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

SEX President.

Me.

It was still hard to wrap my head around, even after six months. Marissa, our last president, had graduated in May. And before she left, Sigma Epsilon Xi had held a vote and voted for – me.

It was early fall now. I’d greeted old friends, prepared for new ones. Rush was in full swing and we’d identified a number of very promising new recruits who would be joining us soon. Everything was going well.

But it was still surreal to be running such a prestigious organization. Sigma Epsilon Xi has chapters all over the country and is a major player on the national Pan-Hellenic Council. We’re one of the oldest freeuse sororities in the country, though we aren’t exactly like the other ones.

The main difference between SEX and the other freeuse sororities is that we aren’t freeuse for just anyone. When SEX adopted the policy a few decades ago, the decision was made that the sex alone didn’t give our members enough advantages in exchange for the trade-off. And so a set of rules were drawn up, ones we still abide by today.

All of our freeuse is done by legally-binding contract. Our contracts are usually with organizations, though we do work with some special individuals. (Like the Dean, as I learned my first year at SEX!) When we are contracted by an organization, like the Alpha Kappa Xis – our most prominent partner fraternity – there are lots of rules and clauses baked in. We may be free to fuck, but we’re treated well. And after college…

Well, there was a reason no one judged us for what we did. Every year, the student body thought it over and clearly came to the conclusion that we’d made a great deal. You see, SEX sisters are basically set for life after this. We are probably the best connected women in the country. Sure, our sisters already tend to be well-educated, connected, prepared… but we’ve taken in pledges that came from nothing and had them emerge as titans of industry. This is a special place, and the connections and support we get from our contracts last long after we’ve left campus and gone out into the real world.

Running an organization that was so critical to so many girls was… a lot. I was so proud of my sisters, every day. All I wanted was to do right by them, like Marissa did.

I had no idea what kinds of challenges I was about to face.

~

I had a meeting with the Dean first thing that afternoon. This meeting was one of the things Marissa had prepared me for – drilled me, even. I knew intimately how the Dean liked to try out all the new SEX recruits after rush, as he’d contracted me for a memorable couple of assignations during my first year in the sorority. But even though I felt prepared, I was still nervous, faint butterflies taking over my stomach. I’d rarely been in the same room with the Dean since our… experiences together a couple years ago. I wasn’t sure how to react.

The Dean greeted me with absolute professional courtesy, welcoming me into his office. Neither of those things reassured me, since I remembered all-too-well that this was exactly how my first assignment with the Dean had started. He’d been a perfect gentleman until the door closed, and then…

I stared at the massive desk in the center of the room, overwhelmed for the moment by flashes of memory: me on my knees, working the Dean’s cock while he held meeting after meeting, keeping me captive in the shadows beneath his desk.

But this time, the cool professionalism held even after the door closed. The only hint that the Dean was thinking anything untoward came from an eyebrow quirk – he’d noticed my pause, my hesitation in taking a seat, and he was amused. Struggling to remain calm and not blush, I tried to adopt Marissa’s collected tones and congratulated him warmly on the successful start to a new semester.

We chatted pleasantly for a few minutes, dancing around the topic I was sure he wanted to discuss. Finally, frustrated, I brought it up myself – Marissa might have waited, forced him to say it, but I’d never had her patience.

“And this year’s new sisters look promising,” I told him earnestly. And they did. I was particularly impressed by Kelsey, who was both very enthusiastic and easily flustered – a combination I knew all-too-well would make her very popular.

“Mm.” The Dean accepted this without any question, steepling his fingers. “I’ll have to visit and see for myself at some later date.”

I nodded, prepared to start negotiating specifics as Marissa had instructed, but here the conversation took a turn.

“But your new recruits are not my primary concern.”

“And they’re very – what?” I fumbled my prepared speech, thrown by his statement. What else could he want? I was very sure that Sigma Epsilon Xi hadn’t run afoul of any campus rules – both the leadership team and our internal “lawyers” were very careful of that – and I knew none of the sisters were close to academic probation or anything else that could possibly come to the Dean’s attention. So what else could he want?

He took his time answering, probably enjoying my flusterment. “There has been a certain trend at the university over the last few years. This year it has been particularly prominent. I have discussed the matter with the university board and a few specialists, and come to the conclusion that action needs to be taken.”

I sat, my mind racing, trying to figure out what he could possibly mean.

The Dean sighed at my expression, looking impatient. “Sexually transmitted diseases. Sexual harassment. Unplanned pregnancies. In short, Madame President, your peers seem to increasingly lack even a basic understanding of how to be sexually active adults in a responsible fashion.”

Automatically, I opened my mouth to protest, to come to the defense of the student body, but after a moment, I closed it. Thinking back to my freshman year, things did seem different now. We heard more about incidents at parties – not ours, or any parties SEX sisters would attend, of course, but we heard things. There had been more students coming and going from campus… transfers, maybe, or maybe girls were going home for a year for some privacy and support. And I’d had a firm talk with my sisters not two weeks prior about how to respond to increasing incidents where random members of the student body tried to push our girls into servicing them without a contract.

Frowning, I nodded. I hadn’t seen it before, but the Dean was right. There was a pattern there, and it didn’t bode well for my new freshman if this trend continued throughout their years at the university.

“There are a number of ways I will be tackling this issue over the course of the year,” the Dean continued. “And one of those ways requires your… delicate touch.”

Unsure why, I blushed. Was he thinking about his dinner party I’d attended years ago? I certainly was, now.

“How can Sigma Epsilon Xi help the university?” I asked carefully.

The Dean’s smile broadened, and I restrained a shiver. It wasn’t exactly a kind and warm smile. “Sigma Epsilon Xi… and you, Madame President, specifically. If I recall, you have a specific set of skills that I think will come in very, very handy here.”

Heart racing, I held his gaze for another moment, and then nodded. Keeping my voice as cool as I could, I said, “Very well. Let’s talk about your needs, and then my lawyers will draw up a contract for review.”

If anything, his smile was wider now – and more ominous. “Perfect.”


 Chapter Two

What the Dean wanted from SEX was simple – sort of. As I explained to my girls during our next house meeting, one of the tactics he was taking to tackle the rising issues on campus was to run mandatory sex ed classes. The initial test would be one class, filled with particular offenders who’d come to either a professor’s or the nurse’s attention – students who hadn’t yet crossed a line to require discipline, but were walking a dangerous path. This first class would be held second semester, and SEX would be serving in a support capacity.

The Dean had specifically requested that I be the sister providing primary support. I didn’t know how to feel about that, but I had agreed. I wouldn’t ask my sisters do to anything I wouldn’t do myself.

Besides, as president, I was unlikely to have many solo assignments anymore; running the sorority was simply too big of a job. Marissa had helped out in planning big events, and had served in a freeuse capacity at some of those or larger parties, but she’d been more a figurehead than down in the trenches with the rest of us. Having done her job for only a few months now, I could see why.

The other sisters I’d selected for the assignment wouldn’t be joining me until nearly the end of the semester, per the Dean’s request (and contract). I wasn’t sure what to make of that yet. But I put on a bright smile, talked them through the likely logistics, and promised updates throughout the semester.

After all, I thought to myself, watching the girls file out of the meeting room, how bad could one class be?

~

It was easy for me to think that way with the assignment far in the future, the Dean’s threats not yet crystallized in my mind. But as the spring semester approached, I found myself getting more and more anxious about this unknown class. I really didn’t know what to expect, after all. And I’d learned from the last time I’d been contracted out to a class… whatever happened was likely to be intense.

The first class did very little to allay my concerns. I was the sole female in the room; it was me, the instructor Mr. Colt, and twelve boys. That shouldn’t have surprised me, based on the Dean’s description of the student criteria for this first class, but I hadn’t actually thought there wouldn’t be any girls. (After all, I knew intimately well as the head of a sorority that girls could just as easily cross lines and push boundaries!)

But nothing actually happened. Mr. Colt made introductions – the fact that I was Sigma Epsilon Xi caused quite a stir, as was his description of me as his “teaching assistant” – and then walked through the syllabus along with some basic information. Truthfully, it would have been a snoozefest if I hadn’t been so keyed up; Mr. Colt wasn’t a very gifted speaker and it was almost impossible to make a syllabus sound exciting.

Still, sitting in my corner at the front of the room, it was impossible to ignore how often the boys’ eyes drifted to me, how they lingered at my breasts and ass and thighs, how they exchanged whispers when Mr. Colt looked the other way. They certainly had no doubts about my role here, even if I did. And my pussy was in agreement – I was dripping by the end of that first, uneventful class.

The second class felt like the beginning of a pattern; I settled myself in my chair in the corner of the room, letting Mr. Colt’s dry lecture wash over me. The boys undressed me with their eyes. I was tense, then finally relaxed, letting my mind drift to things like the upcoming Alpha Kappa Xi mixer we were supporting and my senior thesis.

“…take off your shirt, please.”

I blinked, realizing the whole room was staring at me, and not surreptitiously this time.

“What?”

“Your shirt.” Mr. Colt’s voice was firm. “Remove your shirt and bra for the demonstration.”

I felt a flush extending up from my neck. Damn this, I should have been paying attention. But it was too late to argue.

Mr. Colt’s eyes pierced me, impatient. Slowly, I began to unbutton my shirt; he continued his lecture as if nothing had transpired.

“…important to check for lumps on a regular basis…”

Only my bra standing between me and twelve very interested male students. I winced internally, but it was why I was here, wasn’t it? To help them learn and understand. And the Dean had been very insistent that I was the woman for the job… well, I knew why now, and even if I didn’t necessarily like it, I understood why he’d asked me. Damn him.

But: a SEX sister accepts every challenge. I unhooked my bra and let my breasts fall free, baring myself before the classroom.

The tension spiked. There were no calls or comments, though I could see from pursed lips and barely-hidden grins that more than one of the boys was tempted. Mr. Colt kept speaking, as though through sheer force of will he could keep their minds on cancer detection instead of all the possible uses they could find for my breasts.

With an internal sigh, I began to go through the movements I’d normally make when checking for lumps myself. It had been years since I’d learned to do this and I was pretty sure my routine wasn’t exactly what I’d been taught anymore, but it worked fine, and the main point was to show the boys how to be thorough – and anyway, I was pretty sure they weren’t going to take away from this lesson what Mr. Colt was intending.

After checking the first breast, I put my left arm down and began to raise my right, expecting to repeat the actions on the other side, when Mr. Colt’s words penetrated my detached internal focus.

“Who will be first?”

Every hand in the room shot up.

Oh, no.

I wondered why we were even covering this with a class full of guys. Maybe the content of the course was the same regardless of the gender of the students? I guess there was an off chance it may someday help one of their partners. I tried to have an open mind.

Still, it was hard to keep still, hard to keep a straight face as one after another, each boy came to the front of the class and took his time cupping and caressing my breasts. One or two of them made some effort to mimic the movements I’d shown, but most of them were just happy to grope me in broad daylight, in front of the teacher, and get away with it.

My face was burning before they even started. That damnable blush. But I couldn’t help it. It felt so wrong, like I was doing something naughty, letting them touch me like this. Which was crazy, of course; I was here under contract, and goodness knows I’d been in much more compromising scenarios over my tenure at school. And yet…

I was being explored by complete strangers, who thought of me only as an object, in front of peers and a professor. And my role wasn’t to get aroused, or encourage them, or even enjoy myself… it was to sit here and let them, to let them take advantage of me in the name of learning.

And to make matters worse, after the fourth or fifth student to shamelessly caress me without actually trying to identify any potential lumps, Mr. Colt paused his lecture to come over and demonstrate on one breast, directing the boy to follow his motions exactly. I closed my eyes against the humiliation, feeling both the professor’s rougher, larger hand massaging me expertly and the boy’s softer fingers pressing into the area around my nipple.

Damnably, I was getting turned on. How could I be getting turned on by this?

When the last boy went back to his seat, I heaved a big sigh of relief and hastily dressed. Unfortunately, Mr. Colt wasn’t done with using me as a model quite yet.

“Next, we’ll cover condom usage. Our lovely assistant will be helping. Do we have any volunteers?”

Not quite every hand this time, but almost. Mr. Colt selected a boy, addressing him as “Rick,” and called him up to the front of the classroom to perch on the desk beside me. As he monologued, Mr. Colt handed me a condom.

“…prevents transmission disease as well as pregnancy…”

Rick was fairly vibrating with excitement, and I could see that his pants were already tight around his crotch. I was pretty sure I knew where this was going.

“…demonstrate how to put on a condom, after which…”

I bit my lip against a protest. Rick was already undoing his pants, pulling his shaft free from his fly with far more enthusiasm than I felt the situation warranted. Didn’t he feel awkward, exposing himself in front of the other boys? But he was already rock hard and a throbbing, clearly having enjoyed exploring my breasts earlier. And now…

Obediently, I ripped the condom open and held it up as Mr. Colt talked about making sure to put it on the right way. I positioned it over the tip of Rick’s eager cock.

And then a hush fell over the room as I slowly unrolled the condom with both hands, trying to touch Rick as little as possible, but knowing all the while he was aching for me. I could see the shine of precum at his tip, feel him jump as I rolled the condom down, down, down, to where I could just barely see a thatch of dark hair.

“…and don’t worry about size. The condoms themselves stretch, but if the ring feels too tight, you can always…”

I finished and pulled my hands back to my lap. Rick’s eyes were glazed and he was breathing heavily, looking like he wanted nothing more than to push me back on the desk and plunge himself inside me.

Mr. Colt passed out condoms as he spoke, and then: “And let our lovely assistant know if you need help.”

Damn.

I spent the next ten minutes walking around the room from one raised hand to another. Somehow none of the boys seemed to know how to use a condom; they were making all manner of ridiculous “mistakes” and Mr. Colt was merely supervising it all with a hint of a smile, making no attempt to intervene. So it was up to me, then, to go to each of them, to place the condoms on their tips, to cup their hands in mine and slowly stroke their shafts as the condom gradually unrolled. More than one of them was leaking precum before I left; one enterprising boy even grabbed my wrist with his other hand and forced a second, a third stroke out of me before I could gently disentangle myself and retreat back to the front of the classroom.

Great. So now every boy had felt my breasts, and I’d had my hands on their cocks. As Mr. Colt directed the boys to clean up and began to wrap up the lesson, I went back to my stool in the corner of the room, biting my lip again. The twin flames of humiliation and desire were still raging in me, and all I could think of was the Dean’s face when he’d told me he specifically wanted me to experience this. 

But I was a SEX sister. More than that – I was president now. A few of my sisters would be joining me towards the end of the semester; I couldn’t ask them to do anything I wouldn’t do myself. And I’d never backed down from a challenge before.

Besides, I thought to myself, I could see where this class was going, and it was something I could handle.

…Or so I thought.


 Chapter Three

The classes quickly became both my most dreaded and most anticipated time of the week. On the one hand, they were boring and terribly teasing when they weren’t boring. On the other hand, the illicit thrills I got from the stares, the things I was asked to do… it was exquisite.

But it was hard, so hard.

Don’t get me wrong; I was used to being on display. As used to it as anyone could be, anyway. I’d once spent an entire semester as a model and muse for a senior-level art class, which had involved a lot of freeuse sex but much, much more posing and keeping still in various positions while dimly interested eyes explored every inch of my body and tried to render it on paper or clay.

But it was hard to adjust to this class. Partly because of Mr. Colt’s lectures; they bored me to tears most of the time, so then I’d let my mind drift, and then wham! While I wasn’t paying attention, he’d build up to something he needed me for, and all of a sudden I was naked, splayed on his desk, holding my labia apart so the class could take a close look at my pussy. (I’d had to do something similar for one of the art students, in fact, and it was not an experience I was eager to repeat.)

These displays and demonstrations were practically torture. I generally try to be a go-with-the-flow sort of person, especially since I joined Sigma Epsilon Xi. There’s a lot you can’t always predict or strictly control within assignments, and I keep the three SEX golden rules to heart. But I’ve got both a healthy libido and a lingering shyness of exhibition, despite everything, and so every time I found myself on that damn metal desk, I’d be both blushing and dripping with anticipation. And most if not all of the class knew it, which was even worse. (I was positive Mr. Colt knew it as well, though he didn’t smirk at me or fuck me with his eyes the same way other professors had in similar situations.)

It was a massive tease and a strain, and I couldn’t even complain to the Dean if I’d wanted to, because the damnable thing was, the class was working. The boys were still horndogs – they were college-aged after all– but they were taking notes, remembering lectures, and asking good questions. I didn’t doubt for a second that any one of them would have been happy to bend me over their desk at any point during class, but so far they were mostly following Mr. Colt’s lead and actually learning.

And so weeks went by. During two memorable classes, back to back, Mr. Colt had me demonstrate female masturbation, and the female orgasm. I found myself laying across his desk yet again, my hand between my legs, stroking myself for a room full of degenerate boys. It was impossible to think of anything else, to keep my mind away from what I was doing as I normally would have tried. Instead, as my fingers slipped between my folds, came up to circle my clit, and resumed stroking, all I could think was how much they must want to fuck me, how they could easily just get up in the middle of class and form and line and take me, one after another, on the cold metal desk, slamming into me again and again…

When I came, bright-eyed and imagination full of ready cocks, I lay back, panting quietly. But Mr. Colt wasn’t done with me yet. He handed me a vibrator and said, “Again.”

Again.

I came three times that class, violating myself in countless ways for the entertainment – sorry, the “education” – of the boys, showing them how my body moved when I was aroused, where I liked to be touched, how I varied the speed, fast and slow. How my breath came fast and sharp as the orgasm approached; how my back arched when it overtook me; how I whimpered or cried out when I came.

And the next class, Mr. Colt once more told me, “Again,” only this time what he handed me was a massive dildo. This particular model was designed to suction to a surface, and therefore I found myself sweating, frantic, working myself up and down over a chair, impaling myself again and again on the rubber cock as the boys watched me hungrily.

My thighs began to ache from the exertion, but the rising tide of pleasure within me couldn’t be denied. I pushed myself to move faster, harder. More than once, I rocked against the chair with so much force that the back legs lifted briefly. I was dimly aware of the boys whispering, but it meant nothing to me over the thunder in my ears, the desperate hunger in my pussy. Again and again I violated myself, pressing down so hard that the rubber cock penetrated my very depths, pressing against my cervix and making me moan unwillingly.

I was cresting, reaching. Aching – my calves were on fire now, too – and yet I was close, so close –

I withdrew until just the barest tip of the cock was between my lips, teasing –

I held there, meeting the twelve gazes in turn, feeling the heat of their desire –

And I threw myself back down, impaling myself, slamming the shaft into my cervix –

The rising tide crested, broke –

I shook helplessly, caught in every possible way, on display and unable to move –

And I rode out my orgasm right there, drenched with the sweat of exertion and desire, pleasure tearing through me as the boys watched, hungrily, wishing the cock inside me was theirs.

~

And that was how the Dean found me: sweaty, shaking, trying to compose myself. He was in front of me before I’d realized he was in the hall and his hard gaze and cruel smile did nothing to slow my racing heart.

“And how are you finding our little experiment?” he asked pleasantly, as if we’d already been in the middle of a conversation, as if he couldn’t see that I could barely stand.

“Fine,” I said shortly, not wanting to give him the satisfaction of seeing me frazzled, but we both knew I was lying. The Dean knew all-too-well what I looked like after I’d been violated, and how long it took for my pussy to stop begging for more.

“Mr. Colt says you’ve been an inspiration to the students.”

Damn him.

Thinking longingly of collapsing into my bed and taking a nap, I instead took a deep breath and finally slowed my walk, looking the Dean in the eye. “Well,” I said sweetly, “you know what we say. A SEX sister serves her community.”

To someone who didn’t know him, I daresay his expression would have looked solemn. But I could read the heat in his eyes, and I knew there was a cruel smirk in the corner of his mouth, just barely showing. “Oh yes,” he agreed immediately. “I am always quite impressed by your… service.”

I couldn’t contain my blush again, not in my frazzled state.

Mercifully, he let me go. “I’m sure your sisters will find their service equally rewarding. Do plan to report to me after the final class; I’m looking forward to hearing every little detail.”

I mumbled something and scurried off, glad no one was around to see how the Dean had thrown me, I was supposed to be president now! I had a whole house to take care of! I was a confident, take-no-shit kind of woman!

And yet the Dean, with his intimate knowledge of exactly how best to use me, could unravel all of that with just a few words. He’d gotten into my head when he’d first claimed me, and even now, when I was lying on the metal desk in the sex education room, stared at by twelve hungry boys, it was impossible not to remember that he’d deliberately chosen me for this. That he wanted whatever was going to happen.


 Chapter Four

If the classes had devolved into some sort of pattern, I might have been okay. But it was impossible to predict. Sometimes I’d be an actual teaching assistant for multiple classes in a row – passing out papers, correcting quizzes, tracking attendance. And then as soon as I let my guard down, started to drift, bam! Another demonstration, humiliating in horribly arousing new ways. I couldn’t get used to it.

This class started off with me in teaching assistant mode; I handled a pop quiz and then worked on marking homework while Mr. Colt began his lecture. But only a few minutes into the class, I was called up to the front of the room and directed to strip.

And then I was naked before the class again. Even after several weeks, I hadn’t gotten used to it. I could feel a blush starting and tried desperately to look cool and collected, a senior in charge of her destiny. But my heart was beating fast now and I could feel the heat of twelve pairs of eyes on me, all over me, boring into me, wanting me.

Mr. Colt gestured for me to lay on my back across the big metal desk, and I slowly complied. It was cool even in the relative warmth of the room, but I welcomed it this time, enjoying the counter to the rushing warmth of my blush. As he continued lecturing, I felt his hand on my legs, urging me closer to the edge of the desk. I scooted down and spread my legs a little more, unsure where this lecture was going.

Surely not where my pussy, now awake and eager, was thinking.

“Now, classically, this takes place with both parties in a reclined position, on a bed, but for demonstration purposes…”

I lay back and tried to control my blush, my breathing.

And then I felt the tip of Mr. Colt’s cock against my thigh, and my control all went right out the window.

I hadn’t been imagining things; it wasn’t just my horny pussy being hopeful. I was really about to be penetrated on this desk, in front of the entire class, by the professor.

He was talking about arousal now, and fluids, but I couldn’t focus. Mr. Colt’s cock continued to press against my thigh, but it was his fingers that touched me first, sliding between my lips without warning and beginning to stroke me. I quivered under his calloused hands, staring desperately up at the ceiling, tormented by the twin thrills of being so exposed and being caressed.

It was hardly necessary, of course. Damnably, my pussy was usually eager, and being freeuse for the last four years had only increased my readiness for sex almost any time, anywhere. It was important for the lecture, I didn’t doubt, but my ability to think critically was rapidly disappearing.

It was wrong how good this felt, wrong to be so turned on while lying on display in front of the class, offering myself up to be violated. And yet each time Mr. Colt’s fingers moved, I had to bite back a whimper. I was dripping for him now, dripping as I imagined the violation that was coming. I wanted it, wanted to be writhing underneath him as he claimed me in front of the whole class.

His fingers gave me a final parting caress, and then he moved – stroking his cock with my juices – his voice still droning. I couldn’t focus on the words. My whole world had narrowed to the cock between my legs, threatening to impale me.

And then he did.

Everything about the moment felt surreal: the cracked ceiling tiles staring back at me; the hush that came over the room; the cool feeling of metal against my buttocks; the droning lecture that continued without pause as the teacher pressed himself into my traitor pussy, violating me in front of a room full of students. I couldn’t even make the words make sense in my head. I was being fucked by Mr. Colt. I was being fucked by a teacher while everyone watched. And nobody argued, or interrupted – why would they? They all wanted to fuck me, too.

He moved, sliding in and out of me easily, all the while continuing his lecture without the faintest hitch to his voice. I could feel his cock throbbing inside me but he gave no other sign of his arousal, no other sign that being buried hilt deep in coed pussy was as desperate a turn-on for him as it was for me. He moved my legs as he spoke; obediently I bent my knees, letting him lean into me more deeply, then raised my legs entirely. As they went up over his shoulders, he thrust into me once more and I couldn’t bite back a cry at being so deeply penetrated, his cock just barely teasing that rough place inside me that made me quiver.

I could feel the pleasure rising in me, a swelling pressure, undeniable as it was humiliating. I didn’t want him to stop. I wanted him to keep going, to make me beg, to force me to ride out my passion in front of the class as I had with the vibrator, with the dildo, but this time on him, letting the whole room know how debased I was, how badly I needed to be fucked.

When he stopped, pulling free from me abruptly, I almost did beg. But he wasn’t done with me yet.

He was on the desk now with me, urging me to my elbows as I struggled to support his weight. His hand was between me and the desk now, probing my lips again, and I gasped in shameful desire as he worked me with his fingers again, his cock slick between my thighs, then pressing back into me. Dimly I was aware that he was extolling the virtues of this position, but I didn’t care, I didn’t want to hear, I only wanted him to move more, yes, there, to caress my clit in time with his strokes, to humiliate me thoroughly in front of the class –

And again he stopped.

Again he repositioned me, and the torment began anew.

I lost track of how many positions he had me demonstrate, how many ways he violated me. Each time, my pussy gasped in need as he slid back into me. Each time, his strokes were careful, measured, sending me into fits of terrible desire until he pulled back again, interrupting, keeping me from reaching my pleasure.

I was a complete mess by the end, not even able to hide it. As Mr. Colt conducted a final Q&A, still inside me, holding damnably still, I heard the door open and close.

No word from the newcomer, and I might have forgotten all about it in my distress as Mr. Colt finally pulled free of me and dismissed the class, except –

When I was finally able to look up, thinking dumbly about reclaiming my clothes, I saw him.

The Dean.


 Chapter Five

As the last of the students trickled from the room, closing the door behind them with a final ominous click, the Dean was sitting in my chair, smiling at me with cold calculation.

“I trust lessons are going well, George?” he greeted Mr. Colt with a warmth that did not reach his eyes.

“Better than expected,” Mr. Colt said calmly as he finished getting dressed himself. He sat back in his chair as though he conducted this kind of conversation every day with the Dean, in the presence of a nude, quivering coed. “The boys are actually thinking about the content, which… is surprising, considering the circumstances.”

“And how is our teacher’s assistant working out?” The Dean’s voice held an edge to it that I was very, very familiar with. I shivered again.

“Not bad,” Mr. Colt replied, casual as if he hadn’t just spent the last hour balls deep inside the assistant in question. “Very eager to do a good job.”

“Is she.” The Dean smiled. “I’ll be the judge of that.”

He crooked a finger at me imperiously, and I went. I could have given dozens of reasons why, but none of them occurred to me in that moment. All I could think was how painfully horny I was, how the Dean had orchestrated this whole thing, how I desperately wanted to undo his fly and see if the bulge I imagined between his legs was real.

He spread his legs as I approached, and I didn’t stop myself from reaching out and touching him. The bulge was real, hot; he wanted me. In just a moment, I’d pulled his shaft free, completely forgetting about Mr. Colt. All I could think was how badly I wanted the Dean’s cock inside me, forcing me, making me scream and cum.

Turning me with surprising gentleness, the Dean pulled me down into his lap. I sank onto his cock with a sigh of relief, luxuriating in the feeling of being filled once more as my tormented pussy clenched with desire. I began to work myself on him, just like I had with the rubber cock not so long ago, but better, infinitely better, because I could feel his fingers bruising my hips, the heat of his breath on my neck, the shudder of his cock as I forced him deeper and deeper inside me.

They were still talking, somehow; I couldn’t listen, couldn’t focus. I was panting, desperate, overwhelmed by need, and I pleasured myself shamelessly on the Dean’s cock like a whore, whimpering each time I raised and each time he pulled me back down, hard, forcing his length inside me, but otherwise letting me do as I wanted, as I so painfully needed. The pleasure was rising in me again, terrible and hot, and I could see Mr. Colt watching us, stroking himself idly, his cock still glistening with my juices as I impaled myself again and again on the Dean.

“Have you tried her mouth yet?” the Dean asked conversationally, as though I wasn’t desperately trying to cum on his cock. “I highly recommend it.”

With a smile, Mr. Colt rose. “I can’t say I have.”

I was caught then, bent forward, my mouth forced down on Mr. Colt’s throbbing cock. I could taste myself on him and suckled desperately, terrified of losing my rhythm, of losing the cresting pleasure within me once more. But the Dean was merciful for once, and he kept fucking me, forcing me down on him again and again even as I struggled to maintain my balance and comfort in the awkward position, bent almost double between these two powerful men just so I could service them – no, just so they could use me, I wasn’t in control anymore, they were claiming me, fucking me, taking their own pleasure from my holes, and I gave in, gave myself over to them completely, letting them both thrust into me and fuck me and shatter my body with their need, only please, I begged internally, please let me cum too –

Mr. Colt was fucking my face now with abandon, all his control gone. It was hard to breathe around his enthusiastic thrusts, but I tried desperately to tongue him all the same, to urge him on, faster, in time with the Dean as he claimed me, adjusting my hips so with each thrust he pressed against that rough place inside me until I was wailing against the cock in my mouth, muffled, animalistic –

The pleasure rising, inexorable –

My whole body shaking, shuddering, with unwilling desire and the force of the thrusts ravaging me –

So close –

There –

Yes –

There!

I screamed, the sound lost in the cock fucking my throat, and gagged against Mr. Colt as I came violently, shaking, my pussy clenching around the Dean’s cock as the pleasure ripped through me, echoing, the almost painful culmination of an hour of desire, of waiting, and it was too much, it was everything, it was all I needed.

I was completely destroyed, limp and exhausted, by the time the pleasure coursing through my body slowly wound to a close. Mr. Colt had cum on my face somewhere in there; I couldn’t have told you when. I sagged back against the Dean’s lap, his shaft still spearing me.

“Not bad,” the Dean agreed thoughtfully. His cock pulsed inside me as he slowly began to move once more. “Not bad at all.”

~

The semester was insanely busy, between my senior-level classes, my thesis, and serving as president of SEX. I barely had time to complain about the workload or my frequent lack of satisfaction in the sex ed classroom, much less do anything about it on nights I got home still vibrating with unreleased pleasure. But it was a good busy, the kind where I was working towards something, and that made a big difference.

I still did my best to go out regularly, despite my workload. As SEX president, I wanted to be accessible to my sisters, and I couldn’t help but feel the need to attend events, even ones hosted by the Alpha Cocks, who were always great and careful with our safety.

Once I even ran into one of “my” students while I was out – though I didn’t let him see me right away. Mike was in the middle of a conversation with some Alpha Cocks, and I hovered nearby, trying surreptitiously to listen.

To my surprise, it wasn’t a “bro talk” or even Mike bragging about the sex ed class. He was actually talking earnestly about a girl in his bio seminar that he was trying to get to know. She’d turned him down once their freshman year, but they were becoming friends and he shyly admitted that the sex ed class was helping him think before he acted.

Frat boys or no, the Alpha Cocks were our partner organization for a reason. They didn’t make a big deal of his confession – instead, one of them volunteered a story about one of his female friends, a SEX sister I knew quite well named Kimberly, and how being comfortable with her had made him more confident on dates.

I left them to their discussion, feeling warm and fuzzy inside. The class was definitely helping, then. So no matter how it was for me, alternating between bored and frantic, it was worth it. I smiled to myself. SEX was doing something that mattered after all.


 Chapter Six

Another day, another class.

My mind wandered while Mr. Colt lectured, as always. It was all good information he shared with the class, and I didn’t doubt that most of them needed to know it, but well, as a SEX sister I was already very familiar with everything he said. As part of our initial training, all SEX sisters got a thorough rundown of just about anything possibly related to sex. Any one of my girls could have probably taught this class themselves, though I doubted the students would have paid very much attention.

After it had become clear that Mr. Colt planned to use me for demonstrations – of any kind, at any point in the class – I’d been on edge, trying to anticipate the direction each lesson would take. But it had been a few classes now since he’d needed much of a demonstration, and I had foolishly begun to relax.

“…a condom of course, even more critical with anal sex because…”

I’d cautiously begun to think the Dean’s idea was a good one. Other plans of his seemed to have already gone into effect, some even last semester. There were more blue lights on campus; posters with health and safety information had increased. The nurse, teamed up with the anatomy professor, was running monthly seminars on different topics about the body with extensive opportunities for Q&A. And as for the class itself…

My train of thought broke off as I realized the room was quiet and staring at me. I’d missed something.

“What?” I asked stupidly, to titters from the class.

Mr. Colt gestured to his desk, its metal surface now clear of papers and books. “I said, on the desk, please.”

Heart pounding, I obeyed, laying on my back sprawled across the expanse of the desk. It was as cold as I remembered, and I couldn’t help but shiver – first from the temperature, and then from anxious desire as Mr. Colt began to undo my pants.

“Of course, the sensation is different for both parties. And don’t forget the preparations we discussed earlier; they make matters much more pleasant for everyone involved. But most importantly?”

“Wear a condom,” the class responded dutifully, their voices bored to varying degrees.

Cursing myself for not listening, I lay back and helplessly waited for Mr. Colt to pull off my pants. He pulled down my panties as well, discarding both to the side casually. I was bare from the waist down, my thighs dimpling with gooseflesh, my bare pussy facing Mr. Colt.

But my pussy wasn’t what he was interested in today.

As he lowered his own pants, pulling his erect cock free from his boxers and casually rolling on a condom, Mr. Colt continued lecturing. The entire class was silent now, holding their breath, waiting to see – well, me. Waiting for me to be violated by Mr. Colt, in front of all of them, in whatever way his lesson required.

He retrieved a small pump bottle of lube from his desk and casually worked it along his condom-covered shaft as he spoke. My ears ringing, I could barely focus on his words, but I heard enough. I knew what was coming.

A SEX sister accepts every challenge, I told myself fiercely, even though inside me somewhere deep I was wailing, panicked, wanting to get up and run. Though I’d been freeuse for years, my ass hadn’t been claimed as much as you might expect – and it had almost always come when I was already several orgasms deep, in the midst of pleasure, after already being thoroughly used by several guys and lost in lust and distraction. Knowing I was about to be violated in the cold light of day, in front of twelve lustful boys, without even the courtesy of warming my body up first… I began to shake.

And then there was no more time to think. Mr. Colt’s shaft probed at my rear entrance, found it, and began to inexorably press its way into me.

First came the blush – that damnable blush that had made me so popular when I first started as a SEX sister. And then, as Mr. Colt pressed deeper and deeper, I began to whimper and mewl, nearly panicked, knowing with shame that every quiver I made was being examined, was arousing the boys who watched with hooded eyes, waiting for me to beg. There was no escape: only the cock, penetrating me, filling my ass inch by inch with its length until Mr. Colt was buried hilt deep inside me, his cock stretching me and making me ache.

Dimly I was aware that he invited the boys to come up to the front a couple at a time, to better see. There were faces then, close to me, and one or two daring boys put a hand on my knee or thigh, spreading me more widely, ostensibly for a closer look.

And then Mr. Colt began to move.

It was all I could do not to wail. The lubrication helped, but I’d been so unprepared for this that even my pussy, usually awake and eager, hadn’t yet awoken to the possibilities. But there was no stopping Mr. Colt, no shielding myself from the curious and desiring eyes that watched me from every angle. As the teacher claimed my ass, the whole room looked on… seeing my every move, hearing my every whimper… and watching as slowly, slowly, my body began to accept the cock deep in my ass and began to give in to pleasure, began to shake with more than fear and shame, and the arch of my back and hips as I began to lose myself in animal lust, urging Mr. Colt on.

He plunged into me again and again, talking all the while. I tuned him out – I didn’t want to hear him going on about sphincters and relaxation – and tried to focus only on sensation. The pressure, turning to pleasure, within me. The sharp cold of the metal desk, warming with our exertions. The hands on me, some gentle, some… not.

My pussy was awake now and begging for attention even as I writhed below Mr. Colt, wanting more, wanting – something. He was moving smoothly in and out of me now, having thoroughly stretched my ass, and now my body was ready for him to claim me in every possible way. And I wanted him to, wanted this terrible, shameful pleasure that rose in me, that threatened to drown me, and I was ready to cast myself away on the tide of it, to lose myself completely in this terrible, delicious moment, when suddenly, he withdrew, and I was bereft.

I wanted to protest. I know I whimpered. There were titters again, but Mr. Colt’s voice was still calm (though with a rough edge now) as he continued to speak. The boys around me clustered closer, and I slowly came back down again enough to realize that he was directing them off to go wash their hands, then to come back and –

Oh.

A finger slid into my quivering pussy, wet with frustrated desire. Before I could react, another pressed into my recently-abused rear hole. I could feel both fingers moving within me, a horribly teasing tandem of pressure and pleasure.

“…note the difference in sensation…”

After a moment, that hand withdrew. Another took its place. One after another, the boys of the sex ed class plunged their fingers inside me, feeling and comparing my pussy and ass. And each time, the torment rose within me. It wasn’t quite rhythmic, and most of them didn’t press their advantage, only followed Mr. Colt’s instructions to the letter, in and out, each movement a torment for my awakened body, my hungry cunt. One boy daringly slipped two fingers in each hole instead and I nearly wept at the sensation, the added pressure, bucking against his hand and urging him to continue, to violate me thoroughly with hand and cock – but I held as still as I could, and the moment passed. I was a SEX sister. I could handle this. I could handle anything.

But when the class wound down, the boys went back to their seats, and I was allowed to scurry to the corner to reclaim my panties and pants, my ass and pussy throbbing, all I could think was: this was too much.

And yet I wanted more.


 Chapter Seven

Classes continued throughout the semester. Mr. Colt’s lectures became something like a dream for me, one where I was never quite sure what was coming next, or how long I’d been there. Between the disorientation of being violated repeatedly in a classroom in broad daylight, and the many classes where I had hardly a role at all, my time there felt increasingly surreal.

Guest lecturers joined us – many of whom, thankfully, were more engaging speakers than Mr. Colt. One of the gay professors did a lecture on homosexual relationships and safe sex; the nurse joined for a multi-class deep dive on STDs. We even had a marriage counselor come in from town and talk frankly about her work and key foundations for a strong relationship.

I should have known something was up when Professor Ketterly – a chemistry professor I’d never had – came in for her guest lecture. She wasn’t going to be speaking as a chemist, but rather as a mother, and one who was currently pregnant. Unlike the other guest speakers, she greeted Mr. Colt warmly, and I could have sworn I caught a glimpse of the Dean out in the hall when she entered the room.

But I wasn’t paying attention to her entrance, just pleased to have another class where I also got to learn something. And so when Professor Ketterly paused in her lecture to wink at Mr. Colt, I didn’t see it coming.

“…limited mobility, of course, but it’s perfectly safe…”

Mr. Colt was gesturing me up to the front of the room; I saw him, I went. While Professor Ketterly was still lecturing, he gestured for me to strip.

I could feel my face burning red once more. Here, now? With the guest lecturer a few feet away? But she gave me a big smile as she spoke, and it was then I realized: she knew exactly what this class was like.

Slowly, I disrobed, feeling more self-conscious than usual – if that was even possible. Once again, I was urged onto the big metal desk. Once again, I found myself atop it, waiting to be violated while the class watched.

Mr. Colt climbed up beside me and, with a few gestures and tugs, urged me onto all fours. And before I knew it, he was sliding his cock into me, penetrating me fully as I knelt before him, helpless on all fours.

“…doggy style is one of the easiest ways to continue having sex once your partner’s belly…”

The lecture swam by me now, words adrift in the air, lost in meaning. There was only this: my knees against the hard desk, the arousing humiliation of being used in this way, the cock inside me, lifting me, splitting me. As Mr. Colt began to thrust into me, holding my hips, I hung my head and hoped my hair was covering my blush. It shouldn’t have turned me on so much to be taken like this… and yet it did.

Again and again, we moved, Mr. Colt repositioning me based on the lecture I could no longer hear above the ringing in my ears. We demonstrated each position that made pregnancy sex easier. Each time, I lay there burning, afire with need, waiting desperately for him to penetrate me again. Each time, my pussy desperately welcomed him and I had to clench my hands to keep from clawing at his back, urging him on, demanding more.

At the end, I dimly heard Professor Ketterly asking if there were any questions or any part of the demonstration the class needed repeated. I didn’t have to see the boys’ faces to know what was coming next.

“Can we see the first position again?”

Torture. Pure, unadulterated. Each time they sweetly requested a revisit of a new position, Mr. Colt paused, moved me, and my body scrambled after the rising tide of pleasure that had been threatening to overtake me. Each time, it broke, scattering, leaving me tingling and on the verge of anxious thrill, never quite able to claw towards release. Again and again, Mr. Colt fucked me, slowly thrusting into me again and again, ostensibly for demonstration. Only I could feel how fast his heart beat, how his cock twitched inside me. But he wanted to do his job well more than he wanted me, or maybe he just liked tormenting me – I’d never know. It didn’t matter. I was on fire with need and a complete mess, almost begging for release, and he would only pause, adjust me, and slowly claim me, again and again, while the entire class watched my humiliation.

When the hour was finally up, I lay there exhausted, sweaty, panting on the desk, barely able to think. I was numb to the chatter of the students leaving, didn’t care that Professor Ketterly murmured “Nice work” to me as she left. Mr. Colt cleared his throat impatiently, waiting for me to get up off his desk and get dressed, as though he hadn’t been teasing himself for the last hour as badly as he’d been teasing me.

With a groan, I finally sat up. There was no question about it now: the Dean had definitely chosen this role specifically for me. And Mr. Colt was in on it, and I guess Professor Ketterly too. The semester was two-thirds of the way over, but that meant a lot of classes still to go.

The only problem is, I couldn’t see anything I could do about it.

~

In the last few weeks of class, I got a reprieve of sorts: my sisters were finally joining me. The Dean had only requested their support for the very tail end of class, and though I didn’t know exactly what he was envisioning, I could guess. Mr. Colt confirmed it that day as my sisters stood next to me in front of the classroom, all twelve boys staring at us.

“Your final exam is coming up fast. It’ll be in two parts: written, and practical. You all have your study packets ready. And the sisters of Sigma Epsilon Xi have agreed to help prepare you for your practical exam.

“In your packets, you’ll find a list of potential activities you may be asked to…”

So, yeah. Exactly as I’d thought. Each of the horndogs in class, who was trying to learn to be a more respectful and chivalrous person, was also getting a couple weeks of freeuse sex out of the deal. It didn’t seem exactly fair, but I had to admit later when I was flipping through one of their study packets, there were a lot of activities they could be asked about on the practical exam that were basically impossible to practice without a willing female partner.

Well. SEX sisters serve their community. And if this class worked out, it would be some of the most important community service we’d ever done.

Each sister was assigned to a boy. I collected reports from them throughout the week, bringing them dutifully to Mr. Colt during our frustratingly chaste pre-class office hours. It was clear some of the boys at least were thoroughly enjoying the situation, even if they were also studying – one in particular had insisted on Mary demonstrating doggy style for him a grand total of 17 times in one week. But a surprising amount of them were actually working through all of the activities in their study packets, even the less sexy ones like condom application.

Truthfully, I envied my sisters a little bit; they were at least getting thoroughly used! In contrast, I felt like this semester had been an extended exercise in edging, a game I did not particularly enjoy. (Which, of course, the Dean knew, damn him.)

But it was the job. I’d agreed to be here, to help out, and now that we were looking at the end of the semester, I had to admit to myself that maybe all of this had been a good idea. We wouldn’t know until afterwards if it had any real impact on behavior, but I’d been impressed again and again with the boys. I was actually pretty hopeful this was helping.

And that was were matters stood, leading into the last weeks of the semester, and their final exam.


 Chapter Eight

All twelve boys passed their written exam. I’d just finished grading the multiple choice sections and was skimming Mr. Colt’s review of the essay questions. The boys got a range of scores, but I was impressed by more than one of the essay responses; they were surprisingly thoughtful about presenting ideas we’d discussed in class, and debating positions on women’s issues that I doubted any of them had held at the beginning of the semester.

I was so tickled reading their responses and feeling so good about having made a difference that I nearly forgot the practical exam.

Mr. Colt, of course, hadn’t. He’d reserved basically my entire day – enough for prep time, padding between each student’s exam, lunch, and of course, twelve half-hour practical tests.

If I hadn’t already more or less guessed my role during the practical exam, it would have quickly become apparent. Mr. Colt had asked me to bring a robe for the day; I didn’t normally bother, with how short the lessons were, but I remembered well enough from serving as a model during long art seminars that it was annoying to have to keep getting dressed and undressed, but very chilly to stay naked even indoors all day.

Today, each of the twelve boys who’d been watching me so hungrily all semester would be getting the chance to demonstrate what they’d learned… on me.

When the first student entered for his time slot – I thought he might be called Davaughn, but I still didn’t know everyone’s name – Mr. Colt locked the door, drew a piece of paper from a small bowl in front of him, and read off the act he expected to see demonstrated.

“Locate and define each part of the female genitals.”

Once again, I was on the big metal desk. Once again, I lay back, letting my legs fall open, pulling the robe away from my middle. Davaughn stood between my legs, waiting for me to position myself, to open for him.

His touch was surprisingly gentle as he touched me here and there, reciting confidently. He didn’t even try to grope or tease me; I couldn’t decide if I was proud or devastated by that. In the end, it didn’t matter. His fingers on me sent electric shocks through me, awakening my body, unfurling my lust. When he reached my clitoris, he let his finger linger for long seconds as he recited what he’d learned, and I had to clench my thighs to keep from closing them on his hand and pressing it to me harder.

After Davaughn came Will, and then a boy whose name I didn’t know. Will checked my breasts for lumps, his eyes burning holes in me as he carefully massaged. If, when Mr. Colt looked away to mark notes, he pinched my nipple once or twice, I wasn’t going to say anything. The boy who followed him was the first to get lucky: “Demonstrate doggy style, and describe the benefits and drawbacks of this position.”

And so I found myself being lifted, positioned on all fours, and then the nameless boy was up on the desk with me, his cock in hand, and I was about to be penetrated by someone whose name I couldn’t even remember, as part of a graduate exam, and the absurdity of it struck me so hard I had to choke back a laugh. The sound turned into a groan as he pressed himself inside me – no warming me up, he’d get marked down for that, but fortunately my pussy was already eager after Davaughn and Will – and then he was fucking me, taking no time to ease into things, but I was matching him, swaying underneath him, bucking myself back against his pelvis with each thrust as I urged him on: yes, deeper, more.

It didn’t take him the full time to cum or to recite what he knew. When he left – I thought he would probably get a passing grade, if not a stellar one – Mr. Colt and I were alone again, waiting for the next student. I hadn’t cum myself, and I was burning with need, but thought to myself that there were nine more students, nine more chances. I could wait.

Although… I eyed the clock, did quick math, and made a decision. And when I got off the desk and onto my knees in front of Mr. Colt, he didn’t protest, only unzipped his pants for me and leaned back. It didn't take long before I was swallowing down his seed, and we'd collected ourselves before the next student arrived.

For Mike’s turn, he had to demonstrate how to put on a condom – poor boy – but Wes, who followed him, claimed me in missionary style. He was considerate about his weight, made sure I was aroused first, and when he slid his cock between my legs and entered me, our bodies moved together seamlessly. Top marks, I thought to myself before I was lost in the sensation of him moving on me, in me, the oddly sweet feeling of him controlling each thrust just so, urging us both to pleasure and beyond. He coaxed me higher and higher, at one point bending his head to my breast and suckling me as he thrust, and when I finally came with a soft wail, he held for a long moment, his cock throbbing inside me, before he gave in and came too, our bodies riding out their languorous pleasure as one.

Steven claimed me next, and if he noticed I was already swollen with arousal, he made no comment, instead carefully stroking me and coaxing me along as though I hadn’t just been used by five of his classmates. His gaze when it met mine though was anything but kind – I would have called it triumphant, and when he bent me over the desk and began to fuck me I knew he was living out months of repressed fantasy, his fingers biting into my hips as he forced his length into me again and again, deeper, harder, utterly demanding in his passions. He came before I did but kept going – I didn’t even think Mr. Colt noticed, and I wasn’t about to share – and by the time he was deep in the throes of his second round I was flowing towards my own orgasm, completely lost in the delicious sensation of finally being thoroughly fucked against the desk where I’d spent so many hours on fire with need.

I was thankfully sated for the moment – Steven had made sure I’d come before he had his own second release – because the next two boys barely got to touch me either. I ate my lunch sullenly, but when Mr. Colt rose up before me again, I hastily finished my sandwich. We spent the rest of the break in flagrante delicto, him demonstrating a number of positions he hadn’t had the boys learn, and me desperate to please him and be pleased in return.

Maybe it was because of how we spent our break, maybe it was just luck, but the last four boys each received full license to abuse me – and they did.

Joshua demonstrated each of the positions most suitable for sex with advanced pregnancy, and completed his exam by cumming in me as we spooned, his hand on my mound coaxing me to new heights of passion. After being positioned, I rode Ganesh to completion, demonstrating cowgirl with my heaving breasts the center of attention for both the boy underneath me and Mr. Colt, seated in front of us.

I was feeling sweaty and very, very satisfied with the day, when one of the last two boys entered – another one whose name I wasn’t sure of – and Mr. Colt announced with the barest hint of a smile, “Anal.”

Thankfully, I was already well-lubricated from my earlier use, but I still felt a thrill of fear. This was a test indeed, to see if the student could be as gentle as needed, and understood what to do. Like the others, he cleared his throat and began to recite what he’d learned as he stripped and then bent me over the desk in an echo of how my ass had been claimed by Mr. Colt weeks before.

He seemed a little unsure, his voice wavering at times, but he stroked his cock between my lips slowly, letting my juices cover him. And when he began to press into my ass, my whole body tense in a way I knew I shouldn’t be, he actually held for a moment until I relaxed, and then slowly began his assault once more.

Mr. Colt stood in front of us the entire time, watching my face. I tried to look stoic, but I knew he could see my blush, see every wince and half smile as I forced myself to breathe, relax, and let the pleasure come. And when I was fully impaled, I dared to look up and meet his gaze. For the first time, I saw unbridled lust there, even though we’d already pleasured each other multiple times. Good, I thought dumbly, and then it was too late to think anything more.

The boy claiming my ass began to move, slowly at first, thrusting into me gradually, stretching me, making me ache and squirm until slowly, slowly, it began to feel good. And then all I wanted was more. I whimpered and quivered underneath him, wanting to beg, unsure what I was begging for, just this, more, no, yes, please.

Again and again he thrust into me, plunging himself into my most intimate place, driving himself in up to the hilt. I could feel his balls against my vulva, the heat of him against my buttocks as he violated me. It was almost too much. It was delicious.

When his voice was cracked and dry from recitation, he hadn’t yet cum, but he pulled free. He left without a backwards glance, and I didn’t know what time it was, and I didn’t care. I lifted my head and shamelessly begged, “Please!”

And Mr. Colt was on me then, his cock out in a flash, forcing his way into me, penetrating me more deeply than the boy had, and then he was fucking me, claiming my ass again, making me squeal and beg and thrash underneath him as we clawed desperately toward pleasure once more.

When the final student entered, I couldn’t even raise my head. I had no idea what he must be thinking, what I must look like, what the room must smell like, but my eyes were closed and I was still panting, overcome with the force of my last orgasm and then lingering echoes of desire pounding through my body. And when I heard Mr. Colt’s voice repeat with dry irony, “Anal,” I no longer knew myself. Only the desk beneath me, the cock inside me, the last of many cocks, all the ways I’d been used and abused today, and I was already back at the brink, whimpering and bucking under my new assailant, shuddering my way toward terrible, beautiful release.

~

It was two days before my last day of university. With the sex ed class over, I was ready to discharge my last duty of the contract: reporting to the Dean.

Sitting in the outer part of his office while waiting, listening to his secretary Mrs. Harris type, I felt a strange sense of déjà vu. It seemed like only yesterday I’d been here for the first time, my freshman year, just after joining SEX and learning that the Dean liked to “examine” all new recruits up close and personal…

And now I was about to graduate, and waiting to speak to the Dean once more, knowing all the while what his cock felt like inside me, how very deliciously cruel he could be.

It made me a little sad, thinking that this might be the last time I was under a freeuse contract. It had been a wild ride, and I was completely ready to be out on my own, and yet… I would miss it. All of it.

As I waited, I lost myself in recollection, remembering a hundred ways I’d been taken, a hundred times I’d cried out in pleasure, writhed under or on top of someone. I’d fucked the entire football team; I’d been on my knees for more than one teacher. I’d done freeuse charity work and served dozens of parties. Every moment of that was special to me, even the ones that had felt like too much at the time. I looked back on all of it, and smiled to myself.

When the Dean finally called me into his office, I was still smiling. And when he closed the door behind me, quietly locking it, I slowly began to unbutton my shirt.

“I’m ready to give my report now…”
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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.

~

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

Or you can JOIN MY NEWSLETTER for my exclusive FREE STORY The Breeding Test, get notified about Special Deals, and learn All My Darkest Secrets.

The Breeding Test – Free for my newsletter subscribers

I caught a lot of shit as the only female tech major at my small college. My classmates joked that I belonged at home, barefoot and pregnant. It drove me crazy, but not for the reason you'd think. Little did they know, they were touching upon a secret I was too ashamed to admit. Until now.

For as long as I could remember, my biggest fantasy has always been to be bred. I'm not talking about starting a family all lovey-dovey like. I mean bred. Used solely for my ripe little body. Fucked hard and filled, until my belly swells, and then fucked some more.

For the longest time, I didn't know how to square that filthy side of me with the top-of-my-class good girl I pretended to be. I wanted a career. Respect. But I needed to be used.

So I built an app that might just make me rich and pregnant. Virile men submit their applications, you swipe on the ones you like, and then all you have to do is wait. When the app detects you've reached the most fertile part of your cycle, it sends out your location to everyone on your list. Then it's a freeuse free-for-all, the only rule is that they have to finish deep inside... well, you know.

Now, it's all ready to launch and the only thing left to do is test it myself. For science...

GET IT NOW

 Other Books By Molly Warden

The FreeUse Sorority Five Book College Collection Volume 1 - What happens when you join the FreeUse Sorority? Come follow me and find out all about the wildest, steamiest semester of my life - used and shared by hot older professors, a dominant Dean, classmates, and even the football team. There's fun and games, agonizing pleasure, and more men than I can count. Sometimes five or more, all at once.

Becoming The FreeUse Office Slut - From respected professional to FreeUse slut...

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.

But all of that changed when her work nemesis booked her a FreeUse flight for their business trip, setting her on a path that will turn her from respected professional to the office's FreeUse slut. Her journey includes graphic MFMM+ scenes, DP, interracial BBC, lesbian sex, dirty talk, and is filled with loads of fun.

FreeUse Weekend At The Lake House - My husband Jack and his two best friends had been having their annual lake house weekends for years before I was even in the picture, but now that we’re married he’s insisting I tag along. I’m worried about killing their vibe, but Jack assures me they’ll treat me just like one of the guys.

But when one of them spills the beans about my husband's long-held secret fantasy, the weekend takes an unexpected turn. You see, his deepest desire is to watch me with other men. To have them talk dirty to me and make me their freeuse slut, until I'm filled, covered, and begging for more.

And what kind of wife would I be if I didn't do everything I could to make his filthy dreams come true? And if that meant letting his two best friends do absolutely anything they wanted to me, well, wasn't that what being a good wife was all about?

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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