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 Chapter One

I’m a member of Sigma Epsilon Xi, one of the oldest FreeUse sororities in the country. We are a prominent and notorious sorority, with members that go on to do great things. The kind of people who go on to have their own endowments and Wikipedia pages.

Members that spend their four years of college offering their bodies under FreeUse arrangements, in exchange for opened doors and advancements throughout the rest of their lives.

I was one of the newest sisters, but already had something of a reputation. (This was mostly thanks to a scandalous assignation with the Dean and a number of notable professors on campus… one I still remembered with pleasure.) My Big Sister Rena, who was in charge of showing me the ropes and helping me grow, was thoroughly impressed by me, and I knew I’d caught the President’s eye as future leadership material as well.

But being new means you still have a lot to learn. And I was about to learn about a whole new type of assignation.

You see, one of the few rules of thumb I’d heard repeated multiple times by the sisters was that Sigma Epsilon Xi almost never hosted events. We didn’t have to; SEX sisters were notorious enough and in high enough demand that managing the guests and keeping would-be suitors to a reasonable amount for an evening was a headache nobody particularly cared to take on.

What I wasn’t privy to, though, was the SEX President Marissa’s understanding of the campus mood and student body needs. She’d seen that recent political news, economic hits – and yes, sports team losses – had depressed the mood on campus so severely that professors were having trouble getting enough attendance at classes to teach. Coeds were hunkering down for a long winter even though it was still a beautiful fall.

Something had to break.

Out of concern for her fellow students, Marissa concocted a bold plan, and went looking for help making it a reality.

She went, of course, to the Alpha Cocks.

Alpha Kappa Xi, or the Alpha Cocks as they’re usually known around campus, are sort of our unofficial counterpart. Like SEX sisters, Alpha Cocks are future titans of industry, members of Congress. The fraternity is also one of our oldest partnerships, and AKX parties are the main way any random person on campus would have access to a SEX sister for FreeUse.

But a traditional Alpha Cocks party, full of kegs and dancing, wasn’t exactly what Marissa had in mind. She had a whole scheme, designed to spark joy back in a subdued student body.

In short, she wanted to throw open the doors of Sigma Epsilon Xi for the rarest of things: a party hosted by us, with all sisters designated as FreeUse for approved guests. The Alpha Cocks would co-host and help with the guest list (and crowd control) – but the party and its theme was all Marissa.

The best way to remind everyone of the wonder in life, she decided, was to get the coeds and Greek members playing games again. Not just any games, though – beloved childhood games, sure to spark nostalgia as well as whimsy.

Of course, being the President of Sigma Epsilon Xi and having our reputation to uphold, these were all to be childhood games… with a twist.

Every SEX sister would sign up for one or more games. Every game would include a FreeUse component – a way for students to unwind in more ways than one.

When she revealed her grand plan to all of us during a weekly meeting, half the room was stunned by her audacity. The other half, including myself, stood up and cheered.

We knew what this meant to the student body. And what it meant for Marissa to throw open our doors.

This was what we were here for. Bringing people together, and helping them relax.

And now our campus needed us. All of us.

~

Though SEX rarely hosts parties, Marissa still had no shortage of willing hands and minds to set to the task of getting us ready for such an ambitious event. Alpha Cocks came by through the week to help as well, and if some of them also disappeared upstairs for a few minutes with a SEX sister, well, who was going to complain?

Marissa’s vision was simple: only games. No trophies, or prizes. A few of the games we ended up selecting technically would result in winners or losers, but we figured with the way we’d play them, nobody would be keeping score.

Along with classic school games like Spin the Bottle and 7 Minutes in Heaven, and childhood games like Wheelbarrow Racing, Red Rover, Pin the Tail on the Donkey, and Hopscotch, the party planning committee decided to add a few fan favorites that we thought would particularly benefit from a FreeUse angle: Golf, Sardines, and Blind Man’s Buff.

Once the games were selected, every sister was required to sign up to help support at least one. (Marissa also wisely restricted us from signing up for too many – she decided that three would be the maximum a sister could reasonably play without being completely overwhelmed.) It was a hard choice, but eventually I settled on my favorite three: Blind Man’s Buff, Wheelbarrow Race, and Sardines.

We worked on decorations, food and drinks, and adjusted rules for the games all week. The Alpha Cocks gave suggestions for the rules, but most of their attention was focused on helping curate our guest list fairly. Once word got out that Sigma Epsilon Xi was opening its doors, it seemed like the entire student body, even those who didn’t prefer sex with women, wanted to attend. I didn’t envy the Alpha Cocks their task of vetting each of the potential guests. In the end, they had so many applicants we opted to go with a lottery system once we had a pool of vetted guests.

It meant there would be a lot of new faces at the party. The older sisters in particular were awash in excitement about that.

I was still too new to the sorority to have new faces mean much to me – almost every face was new. But the more I heard about the preparations and reviewed the new game rules, the more I became enthralled. I was daydreaming about the party during class, and it was the last thing I thought of before I fell asleep, hand between my legs.

And out across campus, rumors and excitement were swirling. Marissa was already lifting campus spirits, giving students something to look forward to for what felt like the first time in a long time.

The party couldn’t come soon enough for any of us.


 Chapter Two

I was at a fever pitch of desire by the time the date of the party rolled around. Even a rendezvous earlier in the week with a perfectly lovely Alpha Cock hadn’t given me the satisfied release I was desperately waiting for.

As the hours crept past, I helped with final preparations: putting up the last decorations, setting out platters, identifying the perfect outfits for sisters. (My own outfit was somewhat easier; because of the games I’d chosen to support, I didn’t expect to be wearing clothing for most of the party!)

Finally, the clock chimed seven. We all took our places, and Marissa nodded to our first Alpha Cock bouncer for the evening.

The doors opened.

I had a little time before my first game began, so I grabbed a soda and wandered the house as the party got underway. Some of the drop-in-drop-out games like Spin the Bottle were already going. I saw two sisters enthusiastically making out with each other in the middle of the circle, straddling the bottle, as I passed. Their companions cheered almost as enthusiastically.

In the next room, I found Rena and a few other sisters playing 7 Minutes in Heaven. As I watched, Rena’s turn came. I didn’t recognize the guy lifting her to her feet, all but carrying her to the closet. It wasn’t long before I heard the unmistakable sounds of them fucking against the closet door, Rena’s voice urging him to go harder, faster.

I couldn’t help but imagine them in there… the cramped closet, his fingers hooking in Rena’s waistband and dragging her panties down. Him half-lifting her as he pressed my Big against the door, making it shake with the force of his thrust as he buried himself in her pussy… wondering whether she was already wet or the suddenness of the assault took her by surprise. By the sound of her moans, I could tell she was enjoying herself.

I lingered for a few more minutes, hearing him finish, and then begin again. I imagined Rena’s breasts bouncing with each thrust, maybe his mouth bending to them and suckling as she panted underneath him…

He finished again, just before the timer beeped. As they emerged, thoroughly disheveled, Rena gave me a wink and a thumbs up. I waved back, hoping my cheeks weren’t too red from blushing. (As though she could read my thoughts and knew what I was thinking!)

A nearby game of Pin the Tail on the Donkey was more open to viewing as blindfolded players sought to be the first to find the “donkey” butt and “pin their tail” in the right spot. I was amused watching them fumble while my sister Chloe waited impatiently on all fours, nearly begging to be impaled on the hard cocks fumbling around her.

I forced myself to keep wandering, keeping an eye on my sisters and watching the smiles on the faces of our guests. Marissa was right about this; it was a good plan. Everyone seemed to be enjoying themselves – and not just the sex, but the games, too.

Now if I could just have my turn to play!

~

“Are you ready?”

The Alpha Cock supervising my game had a kind voice, but it was the lust in his eye that made me quiver. He had no idea how ready I was.

I was completely naked, in the center of one of the small function rooms. Most of the furniture had been cleared out or moved aside, but some of it remained in a strategic pattern, designed to make things difficult for me.

We were about to play Blind Man’s Buff. I was the one who originally suggested it and fought for it when most of the sisters didn’t recognize the game. In the end, I won. Marissa heard my brief explanation – it was like Marco Polo on land, with no words – and understood immediately what I was thinking.

I would be naked, blindfolded, and trying to catch the other players. She definitely approved of that part.

Aside from me being naked, Marissa added one more naughty rule to the game: unlike traditional Blind Man’s Buff, the players could touch me.

If I managed to tag a player, they were still out. But there was nothing preventing them from “accidentally” brushing against me or otherwise teasing or impeding me.

I couldn’t wait.

All this was going through my mind, along with my week of furious masturbation, but all I did was nod to the Alpha Cock. I raised my blindfold and tied it on.

Waiting there, completely vulnerable, was exquisite torture. I could hear the Alpha Cock murmuring something in the doorway, but couldn’t catch the words. I knew in just a moment I would be surrounded by unknown men – possibly strangers, maybe even people I knew – and each of them would be fantasizing about fucking me. Some of them might even try.

The players filtered inside as I waited, quivering.

I knew there would be six players, but that was all I knew. The Alpha Cock remained just outside the door, both to keep unexpected intrusions away and to be ready in case we needed anything.

I was alone and at the mercy of the players.

Aloud, I counted down from ten, giving them a chance to arrange themselves in the room or come up with a plan. Some of the remaining furniture was strategically placed to create pathways and funnels that would help the players escape me.

Some of the remaining items weren’t furniture at all. Marissa and Rena had seen to that, with wicked looks in their eyes when I protested weakly.

I reached one, finishing my countdown. There was silence all around me.

Trying to control my pounding heart, I took a deep breath and listened. Nothing. No, wait – a rustle of fabric to my left.

I spun, reaching. I grabbed only air, but felt a breeze as someone moved. Good. I’d been close.

A hand caressed my buttocks. I jumped and spun, reaching. I missed.

I felt my way around the room. They were staying out of my path so far, but I knew sooner or later the desire to tease me would make them careless. I tried to focus.

But it was so hard. They grew bolder – a brush on my breast, a finger on my lips – and I was getting too distracted to hunt effectively.

The first player I caught risked too much to taste me. I felt air moving and knew he was close, but he surprised me as he bent. My first grasp at his head missed as he bent and took my breast in his warm mouth, gently teasing at my nipple with his tongue.

I gasped and froze. For a few long, agonizing seconds, I waited, letting him explore me. My body was already on fire with need and I wanted –

But no. My game wouldn’t be that easy.

I tagged him, and he responded by flicking my nipple lightly between his teeth, slowly withdrawing.

The next player was smarter in his violation. Knowing I would react to any touch, he had the idea of taking up one of the items in the room – I was never sure what, maybe a silken cord – and using it to tease me, drawing my “fire.” It stroked my waist, trailing up my belly and breasts, and I kept reaching, whiffing, only capturing air. And each time, varying the pattern, he followed with a real touch: my breasts, my belly. Slipping a finger between my folds.

I nearly fell at the sudden parting of my lips. I was already off-balance, but I knew both of us could feel how slick I was with need.

An appreciative sound. I reached out –

I just missed him, hitting rope, or so I thought. Then I heard another voice speak up, “Party foul. You’re tagged, go.”

A rustle and some murmured comments, but I heard the door open and close again.

Four left.

I caught the next one wholly by accident as we tripped past a cluster of chairs. The one after that, I actually caught as the game intended: by listening and slowly cornering him. He captured my wrist just as I touched him and slid my hand lower, bringing me to his bulge. I willingly stroked his cock through his pants for a brief moment before he, too, left the room.

Two players remaining.

At the next touch, I whirled, expecting to grab the player easily. But I had misjudged the remaining two. What was touching me wasn’t a hand at all. Instead, something else was probing at me.

You see, some of the objects Marissa and Rena had left in the room were meant to be used against me. Specifically, one corner of the room had a table of sex toys.

As I spun, I missed the player, but now the rubbery shaft was pressing between my ass cheeks instead of between my legs. I yelped and began to whirl again, but then I felt it.

A second shaft, pressing against me. Before and behind, they were trying to capture me in a vice between them.

Almost unthinking, I spread my legs ever so slightly, widening my stance.

The fake cock in front of me was already slick with the juices from my traitor pussy. It found my opening easily, sliding into my eager depths as I shuddered and tried to remain standing.

The rubbery shaft behind me, less lubricated, simply pressed, demanding to gain entrance to my nether opening.

For a long moment I held there, panting, my heart thundering in my ears. One player was before me and one behind – on their knees or to the side, I wasn’t sure – and they were taking full advantage of the game to violate me. No one had ever taken my ass in a FreeUse setting before, and I wavered, unsure if I could keep on my feet if the assault continued.

Of course, I didn’t have to let it continue… I reached, missed. “Oh no,” I murmured. “Where could they be?”

Silently, the players pressed their advantage, pressing the two fake cocks deeper and deeper into my body. I struggled to accommodate them both, feeling stretched, nearly split. My legs were growing weak and I knew soon I wouldn’t be able to remain standing.

But it was so delicious being this filled, especially after the week I’d had. I made another half-hearted grab at the space where one of the players could have been, and then paused, panting, letting myself enjoy the sensation for a long, delicious moment.

The one in front had buried almost the full length of the rubber phallus inside me; I could feel his knuckles brushing against me. One rubbed against my mound and I squealed, jumping. As I shifted, both players took advantage of the moment to force their toys deeper inside me.

I moaned, striving mightily to keep to my feet. I had given up all pretense of trying to catch them, and they knew it.

As I stood blindfolded, the players violated me again and again with their toys. I shuddered and begged at the twin assault, feeling desperate for the end, for more. I was too full. It was too much. I needed everything.

Faster and faster they worked me, until I couldn’t take it anymore. As I inched toward orgasm, my legs finally gave way, collapsing me and taking them with me, dildoes and all.

In a tangle of limbs, we lay on the floor together. One of the phalluses was still partially inside me. Were they both out at once? Was the game over? Unable to control myself, I began to giggle.

And that’s how the Alpha Cock found us when he opened the door to check on the loud noise: a pile of giggling students, strewn with fluid-covered dildoes, and a blindfold completely askew.

“Good game,” I told my last two players when I could finally speak. They smiled at me, their faces flushed with desire. “Maybe we can play again sometime.”


 Chapter Three

After a brief cleanup, I chose to just don a robe. My next game was going to be a naked one as well, and I was already dripping for it after the unintended interruption of pleasure during Blind Man’s Buff.

I sat by the back patio, sipping a water and waiting for my next assignment. Several of the sisters were playing Hopscotch with players – with a twist, of course.

As in regular Hopscotch, each space had rules you had to follow. But these rules were… unconventional, to say the least.

The players and spectators were clearly enjoying watching the busty coeds jump between squares, but it was the players getting the best part of the deal. One square saw SEX sisters drop to their knees and energetically suck a waiting player. Another had the sisters end in a hapless straddle, stuck being tormented by mouth, hand, or cock until their next turn.

Without thinking, my fingers lightly traced my mound through my robe. It seemed like everyone was getting to complete their desire except me.

I knew my later assignations would almost certainly grant me release. But every time I passed one of the other games, I found myself wishing Marissa hadn’t forbidden us from joining more than three. I wanted to be under every thrusting guest, slipping my tongue into every Alpha Cock’s mouth.

Someone settled beside me, but I hardly noticed. My gaze was locked on the Hopscotch game as my sister Renee enthusiastically drew a player deep into her throat. She had her arms wrapped around his waist like a starving woman, urging him on with hand and head to violate her mouth more thoroughly. Every now and then she drew back completely enough that I could see his shuddering red cock, the shine of saliva on his shaft, a hint of precum at his tip before she engulfed him once more.

My hand pressed against my mound with more urgency. How much longer until my next game?

“May I?”

Startled, I turned to the person sitting next to me. Another guest I didn’t recognize, this one was no frat brother, but maybe an art student – tall and lanky with impossibly long lashes and an outfit that was undeniably not preppy.

“I’m sorry?” I had no idea what he was asking.

He nodded to my hand in my lap. Caught, I blushed.

“May I?” he repeated.

I still wasn’t quite sure what he meant, but the leap of desire sparking through me allowed for only one answer: yes.

He needed no more approval than my stunned nod. In a flash, the stranger was between my legs, pushing them open and darting his head under my robe.

His mouth captured my pussy. I quivered under the touch – first light, then slowly becoming more assured and demanding. An experienced tongue parted my folds with ease and began devouring me in long, slow strokes.

I put a hand on his head automatically to guide him, but he needed no such guidance. As I moaned quietly to myself, he was exploring me in bold, assured strokes, finding each sensitive place and noting how I jumped. My pussy was still on fire from the brief violation it had tasted during Blind Man’s Buff and was desperate for this touch.

As I watched my sisters being taken on the Hopscotch field, the stranger between my legs laved me with his tongue, teasing me and bringing me waves of heightened pleasure with each stroke. The warmth of his breath on my mound and his mouth on my folds made me shiver deliciously in the cool night air. I could feel an orgasm building under his tender ministrations, urged on by the soft cries of my sisters as they were used in front of me.

One of the Hopscotch players had changed the rules for the final square, and now sitting on his cock was the last obstacle. I watched as sister after sister bounced down on him, moaning in delight as she took him once, sometimes daringly twice, before grudgingly standing. He was shuddering at the brief delights and his cock was a violent red, but he gamely tormented himself with SEX sister pussy again and again.

The tongue between my legs moved lower… wonderfully lower. The tip of it probed my opening, slipping inside me and making me moan.

I was caught up in my own lust, drowning in desire as the stranger between my legs pressed his tongue deeper and deeper inside me. I wanted more – I wanted his cock – but it was such a delicious sensation I couldn’t bear to have him stop. He teased and tormented me, stroking me one moment, suckling my clit the next, before plunging his tongue as deep inside me as it would go once again.

As the player on the final Hopscotch square gave in and pulled my sister Sarah down onto him again and again, groaning in need, the stranger between my legs began to draw me tighter and higher into the deepest realms of pleasure. I cried out under his assault as I watched Sarah get taken, wishing the cock was inside me, wishing the tongue between my legs would never stop as shuddering need crashed over and through me. I was coaxed, drawn to desperate climax, and I came, shuddering, just as the player spilled his seed into Sarah.

I lay back, panting, eyes closed. After a moment I felt the cool press of a glass against my face and eagerly sipped my water. “Thank you.”

His dark eyes were hooded with desire. “You can repay me by being my partner during the Wheelbarrow Race.”

A thrill of desire. “I don’t know if I can hold myself up after that,” I confessed. “You might lose.”

His hand squeezed mine around the glass. “Oh, I think I’ll win either way.”

At the hot promise in his voice, I felt a thrill of awakened desire, before the echoes of my orgasm had fully left me.

“Let’s find out.”


 Chapter Four

My partner – whose name was Dion, I learned after he’d already introduced himself most thoroughly to my pussy – waited for the instructions before the Wheelbarrow Race began. I’d already heard them and knew they weren’t very complicated, so I was busy stretching and thinking about Dion’s cock.

It was a simple enough task: race to the finish line. As in regular Wheelbarrow Races, teams of two were competing as units. It was a ridiculous and compromising position, kept innocent generally only by the age of the usual participants.

Unlike regular Wheelbarrow Races, the teams would be naked. And the positions were meant to be compromising.

My arms and legs were still a lot shakier than I would like after my last two encounters. I hadn’t been lying when I’d told Dion I didn’t know if I could hold myself up. The race course wasn’t long, but I had already done the tension-release-tension-release of desire several times that night, and to not only hold myself up but “walk” while my legs were wrapped around Dion’s waist seemed… well, if not impossible, certainly unlikely in my current state.

Remembering the look in Dion’s eye when he’d asked to be my partner, I felt a delicious shiver. He was right; it didn’t matter how well we did on the race. What mattered was further exploring the terrible desire that lay between us.

We were competing against three other pairs, led by my sisters Yana, Kayleigh, and Preeti. I couldn’t tell how much Kayleigh and Preeti had already played games, but Yana had definitely been involved in a few encounters so far; her gorgeous hair was matted in a few places and I could see traces of cum on her collarbone and breast as she disrobed.

As the Alpha Cock running the Wheelbarrow Race finished the rules, the four of us sisters got on our hands and knees on the ground in front of our partners. Four pert naked asses, begging to be plucked. Four cocks already at half-mast or better behind us, straining for our depths.

The visual wasn’t lost on the spectators, either. Whoops and calls had already started.

“Are you ready?” Dion asked me.

I took a deep breath. “I’ll have to be.”

We weren’t allowed to get into position before the race started; that was one of the biggest rule changes. It was meant to give the audience something else to enjoy, or maybe to penalize the less active sisters, I didn’t know.

Either way, as the whistle blew, I did my best to oblige, kicking my legs up behind me in a sort of donkey kick. The first time I tried it, the unexpected flailing caught Dion by surprise and he missed one leg.

Preeti and her partner had successfully mounted and were just beginning to go, but Kayleigh was having real trouble. As Yana did the same, I readied myself to try again.

This time, Dion caught me with no trouble. He clasped my legs and drew me up and back toward him. On my hands, I struggled to walk backwards a bit, to steady myself before –

But it was too late. Dion sheathed himself in me and I nearly fell, collapsing to one elbow before I could fight through the shaking desire ripping through me and get back up.

I could see we were in last place now as Dion held me, waiting for me to steady myself. I didn’t care about the race. My world had narrowed to the thick cock inside me, pulsing with desire.

With a light slap on my buttock, Dion reminded me to go.

Groaning to myself, I headed after Kayleigh – the closest – feeling with every “step” the cock inside me thrusting in and out. It was delicious torment, to be so filled but not be able to thrust back against Dion, to have a cock inside me but focus drawn to the burning in my arms and thighs as I struggled to hold myself up and move instead of collapsing and letting him bury himself to the hilt in my swollen pussy.

I made it a few “steps” past Kayleigh before I collapsed again. I bit my lip to keep from mewling in desire and frustration. I was a SEX sister. A SEX sister accepts every challenge without complaint. It was one of our golden rules.

As I struggled back to my hands, I was dimly aware that Preeti had finished the race already and was being energetically fucked by her partner just past the finish line. Kayleigh behind me was struggling, her movements only seeming to excite and frustrate her partner. Yana was still trying gamely to make it forward, but I could see that her partner wasn’t minded to let her finish before he did.

“We can still make second place,” I offered Dion finally.

A laugh in his voice. “Do it.”

And so, desperate with shaking desire, I forced myself to move forward, step by struggling step. With every move, Dion’s hips rocked against me, sending shockwaves of torment through my aching body.

We reached Yana, her face a paroxysm of agonized delight as she was violated by her partner. He had lost all pretense of trying to hold her in the wheelbarrow position and was simply gripping her thighs and forcing her back and forth on the length of his cock as she alternately dangled and struggled to hold herself upright.

A few steps more. Almost there.

Preeti was ahead of me, now on her back with her legs up around her partner’s shoulders instead of his waist. He was just finishing, pulling free and spending himself all over her beautiful dark belly.

Another step. Two.

On the finish line, I collapsed for the final time. My ass up in the air, my legs still half around Dion, he rutted me, taking me with all the pent-up desire and aching need of such a ridiculous game. I welcomed every thrust, his balls slapping against me. Every step we had taken had been a torment, not being able to draw him into me. Now I forced myself back along the length of him, pressing him ever deeper into me until his head nudged my cervix with each stroke. I cried out against the dirt, trying to stroke my pussy as Dion took me in front of the cheering spectators.

With a guttural groan, Dion came, pulling free as he did. He spilled his seed all over my buttocks as I desperately tried to reach another cresting of pleasure with my hand, alone in the dirt, newly bereft.

All around me I heard the soft sounds of sex, the moans and cries of my sisters and their partners, the cheering crowd. My hand at my pussy wasn’t enough. With a groan, I sat up. Preeti met my gaze, her smile slick and satisfied.

“You okay?” she murmured.

I nodded, not trusting my voice. Was I okay? Not really. Even after all my experiences this night, I was still on fire with a need that I was afraid wouldn’t slake until my final game.

“I have two more,” Preeti told me, starting to gather herself up. “Gotta go get washed up.”

I joined her, my heart beginning to pound as I thought about what awaited me. “I have one left. I’m – looking forward to it.”

With a laugh, Preeti gave me a quick kiss, teasingly darting her tongue into my mouth and sending a jolt of desire through me. “I’m sure you are! Have fun.”

I watched her go, her beautiful body streaked with dirt and cum. Just like mine.

Have fun.

Aloud, I said, “Oh, I intend to.”


 Chapter Five

My last game of the night was Sardines – freeuse style, of course. I’d gathered from the explanation that Sardines was essentially the opposite of Hide and Seek; instead of everyone hiding and one person seeking, one person hid and everyone sought them together. The hider was required to pick a spot big enough for all the players, and the last one to find the hider lost.

I was going to be hiding, of course. And like my other two games, I opted to play this one naked.

I was ready to have fun.

The Alpha Cock running the game gave me a generous minute to pick a hiding spot before he released my six players. Finding a hiding spot for that many people would be challenging and I had very specific plans for my spot that meant I really needed to pick something good.

I hurried through the party as the timer counted down. Spin the Bottle seemed to be over, but 7 Minutes in Heaven was still going strong, though some of the sisters were different and many, many more of them looked like they’d already done a round or two in the closet.

I also passed the Golf game, which seemed to focus a lot more on cocks going into holes rather than anything to do with balls. Despite my intent, that game made me linger for a few long seconds to drink it in.

I hadn’t helped with the rules for FreeUse Golf and they weren’t immediately clear to me on watching, but it still made for an impressive sight. Each of eighteen holes was comprised of a SEX sister, with a hole of her own presented – mouth, pussy, ass. At each hole, the players were enjoying themselves. Lost in the sight of Marissa being stretched to her limit by an enterprising football player, her body shaking with the force of his thrusts, I couldn’t help but wonder if they were given a set number of strokes, or…

“Focus!” I told myself, hurrying on.

At last, I found the perfect spot I was looking for. It was an accessible shower on the first floor. Roomy enough for a wheelchair, it included a small bench, a detachable shower head, and a curtain to hide behind if anyone opened the actual door.

Light on or off? I debated, hovering for too many of my precious remaining seconds. Off would be more stealthy of me. Lights on, though, would mean I could pretend to be showering, and that meant…

That decided it for me. Grinning, I lifted the detachable shower head free and turned on the water.

After all, I was going to have a while to wait…

~

The first player found me just as things were getting good.

It wasn’t a fancy shower head by any means; there were only two spray modes and I couldn’t manage to quite get comfortable on the bench as I targeted myself. But after a little trial and error – I was ready to be very persistent by this point in the evening – I was back on my feet and I could feel my body awakening once more, beginning the slow climb to orgasm.

As I was leaning back and beginning to pant, the curtain drew back. I blinked and looked up to see a scruffy Alpha Cock. I thought he might have been in my Spanish class.

“Don’t let me interrupt,” Spanish smiled as he closed the curtain once more.

I needed no further encouragement to spread my legs once more and redirect the water to play between my folds.

Dimly, I heard the rustle of cloth as he disrobed as well. Then he engulfed me, his arms dry and cool against the heat of the water cascading across me. With both hands he took advantage of my distraction, cupping and caressing my breasts as his cock began to press insistently between my cheeks.

I was already spread. I was already waiting.

I had been ready for hours.

Spanish slipped inside me with no trouble, his cock finding my entrance already lubed and eager for more. As I pleasured myself with the spray, he held my breasts tightly and thrust up and back, again and again, deliciously drawing out the sensation of being filled again and again.

Having a cock inside me again was hurtling me towards the orgasm I’d been needing. I gave myself up to his rough ministrations, letting him grope and grasp me and nearly hold me up as my legs shook with the exertion of reaching, reaching for the next wave of pleasure.

The warm water on my pussy pulsed again and again. I directed the shower head toward my clit, between my folds, to the place where my body joined with his. Already near the crescendo, I didn’t want to wait.

Spanish wasn’t as experienced as some of my other lovers, but he caught on quickly. He heard my moans and felt me shake – felt my need – and he gallantly tried to bring me there, pressing himself harder into me, pinching my nipples as I gasped and cried out, the water pulsing against me, my body shaking –

As I came on the first player’s cock, with him half-holding me up, we heard: “A shower, huh? We’ll give you something to clean off.”

The second player had found me. The third was just a step behind, the absolute lust in his eyes sending me careening into another shudder of pleasure.

I watched them undress as I came down slowly from my orgasm… not all the way down, of course. Spanish was still inside me, and he wasn’t about to let me rest.

The second player was stocky, with the build of an athlete. The third pushed him as he undressed, pretending to jostle for position like they were on a field, and when the second retaliated, yelped, “Wen!”

The cock inside me was twitching now as Spanish tried to focus. He was still mostly holding me up as he worked me. The shower head dangled from my hand, all but forgotten.

Wen and his Athlete friend were approaching us now, already hard. As Spanish pumped into me again and again, his breath coming hot and fast in my ear, my body sluggishly began to respond again, recognizing that there was more pleasure to be had…

My current tormentor pulled free, spilling his seed over my buttocks and thighs, as the second and third players reached us. Before I could say a word, Wen had taken the shower head from my hand, and his companion was already grabbing my hips and pressing me to him.

Obediently, I spread for Athlete. His shaft was already impaling me, finding me slick from my recent abuse. Wen had his cock in his hand and was stroking himself as he watched his friend take me, laughing as his friend cursed. “Fuck, she’s good.”

I was hoisted up then by a strong pair of arms and before I knew it, I was being worked while being held up in the air as if I weighed nothing at all. Wen and Spanish clustered around us – Spanish’s cock already in his hand as he prepared for round two – and as I was violated by the third player, I felt not only the heat of their regard, but of the water… of their hands…

While his friend plunged into me again and again, working me furiously on his member, Wen was laughing, trying to capture my bouncing breast in his mouth between heaves. Giving it up for a lost cause, he teased me with the water, spraying first my mound and then my nipples with a shock of hot water.

I let myself go, lost in the sensation of being lifted, split, penetrated so thoroughly. Athlete’s arms around me were like a delicious vice, holding me captive as he plundered my depths. In some distant part of my mind I was impressed by his strength and stamina, but it was an interesting factoid to be filed away for later. The rest of my world was narrowed to this: being filled, being tormented. Two cocks at the ready being worked just for me.

Slowly, the pleasure within me was beginning to build once more. I’d already cum from Dion’s tongue and the Spanish’s thick cock, but my body wasn’t finished. If anything, it felt like it was just awakening to the possibilities presented by so much cock.

Athlete was fucking me harder now, uncaring of my pleasure or need. I was his to be used.

I was here for all of them to use.

As I leaned back in a paroxysm of pleasure, Wen came on my tits and belly, marking me with his seed. Spanish was half holding me up in my awkward position, but his hand was busy too, and he was already ready for round two – and showed it, cumming across my face and mouth.

I groaned in desire, my back aching even as my body demanded more, Athlete’s arms holding me fast as he moved, inexorably, toward his own pleasure. I was only a vessel for his cock now, and he was going to take every inch of me.

Naked, dripping, covered in cum, I quivered from the assault, desperately reaching for release myself as Athlete’s hips pounded against me in their final rhythm.

Just as my back threatened to revolt, I felt more hands on me. Joining Athlete’s hands at my waist came Wen’s hands, one on my back supporting me, one caressing a breast. And then after a moment, Spanish grabbed me too, capturing the other breast and gently holding my head.

In any other time and place it would have been awkward, uncomfortable. But there, in the steamy shower, all I could see was my players surrounding me, holding me up as Athlete fucked me harder and harder. I completely surrendered to their strong embrace, feeling them explore my body even as they kept me aloft and safe.

There was no denying the fiery need roaring through me. The cock inside me was shuddering, reaching the peak, and I ached to join. My body was awash with pleasure – with need –

And then a hand moved lower –

Wen’s hand cupped my mound, his fingers teasing at what of me he could reach while his friend violated me. At the end of every thrust, a light touch – a finger between my lips – a stroke to my clit –

Gasping, I came just a second before the stranger inside me groaned and froze. I completely collapsed in the many arms as pleasure took me over. The cock inside me pulsed again and again, and I was filled once more with cum as my body quivered in the aftershocks of my latest orgasm.

Somewhere in the confusion of limbs, I was carried to the small bench and gently deposited there. I leaned back against the wall, my eyes closed, trying to catch my breath. There were soft murmurs around me and then I felt deliciously warm water on my hair, running down the back of my neck.

And then something else warm at my neck: a mouth. Teeth lightly grazed my skin and I shivered, unwilling to open my eyes.

Wen’s husky voice in my ear said, “Rest while you can. We’re not done with you yet.”

A stab of desire went through me. I definitely needed a moment to rest… but I wanted him to make good on his promise.

Or was it a threat?

I was about to find out.


 Chapter Six

Rest, I’d been directed, as though I truly could. I sat on the bench naked, surrounded by strangers and their waiting cocks. My heart rate was finally slowing, but my body could still feel the evening’s abuse and I knew I would be sore tomorrow.

Not that I cared.

As I kept my eyes closed, enjoying the cascading water one of the players plied me with, I felt a hand gently part my legs.

Obediently, I spread my thighs. Gentle fingers probed my swollen pussy, parting my folds and stroking me slowly. Echoes of my last sweet release moved leisurely through me. I was happy to give myself over to the touch and simply enjoy for a long, beautiful moment before the roar of desire fully engulfed me once more.

Whoever was touching me was skilled with his hand. (I later cracked an eye to confirm it was Wen.) He seemed to know exactly what I needed when I needed it, anticipating every sensitive spot and knowing just the speed to make me ache with bittersweet longing. Every now and then at the height of his stroke, he’d slip a finger inside me.

I didn’t resist as I felt hands gather me up, though I whimpered a little as Wen’s hand left my mound. I was briefly lifted – I thought maybe by Athlete again – and then felt the heat of someone close to my back as I was lowered once more. Only this time, it wasn’t the bench that was underneath me.

A cock was waiting, hard and ready. It parted my ass cheeks and, guided by a slick hand, pressed against my backdoor.

Wen. He’d lubricated his cock with my desire, and now he was going to take my ass.

I moaned a little in fear and desire. I still felt raw from the toy earlier this evening and I didn’t know how much of this I could take.

But Wen’s cock could not be denied. It was well-lubricated , mercifully on the smaller side, and before I could muster too much fear, it was too late. He was completely inside me, buried to the hilt in my inexperienced ass.

He held there for a long moment, allowing my body to adjust to his presence. Even though he wasn’t very large, I still felt stretched around him, and it took every breath he gave me to relax enough to where it began to feel… right, having him inside me this way.

I took another deep breath, and opened my eyes.

Spanish was the one spraying me with water now, staring as it coursed down my breasts and belly and puddled where I was joined with Wen. His cock, already twice satisfied, was mostly soft but showing signs of stirring to life once more at the sight of Wen inside me. Next to him, Athlete was already stroking his cock in one hand, giving me a wide grin as he caught me staring.

Wen’s mouth was at my neck again, sucking gently. A stab of desire went right through me, ending with terrible promise at the place he was buried inside me.

And then he began to move.

Slowly, slowly, he thrust underneath me. His hands came to my waist and urged me just a little higher each time. I whimpered as his cock plundered my ass, but I let him lead. His motions were skilled, assured, and I let him show me how he wanted me used.

With each thrust the sensations inside me built. I still felt stretched, nervous, but Wen knew what he was doing. He moved slowly, coaxing pleasure out of me, letting it fully unfurl each time before pressing himself even deeper inside me.

It began to feel terribly, terribly good.

Athlete’s cock was fully erect again now, his strokes growing a bit faster as he watched his friend take my ass. I could see from the gleam in his eye he was already contemplating how he would next use my body when we were interrupted once more.

Another player opened the curtain. This one, I knew quite well – an Alpha Cock named Charles. Even with how new I was on campus, I’d already come across him a few times in FreeUse situations. Charles was short and loud and very, very confident.

He also had the largest cock I’d ever seen.

As he took in the situation – me on Wen’s lap, my ass being taken; Spanish and Athlete beside us, cocks out, Athlete’s cock at the ready – he was already unzipping his pants. Unlike the others, Charles didn’t bother to fully undress.

In less than two of Wen’s thrusts, he was in front of me, pulling his massive member free. It was already darkened with desire, and I thought I caught a glimpse of precum glistening at the tip before Charles grabbed the back of my sopping wet head and began forcing me down to his waiting cock.

“Hey,” Athlete joked, “That was my parking spot.”

“You snooze, you lose.”

The angle was awkward, between my seat in Wen’s lap and my new tormentor’s height, but Charles wasn’t about to take no for an answer. Wide-eyed, I opened my mouth desperately as his cock plunged into my mouth.

Wen stilled his thrusts for a moment – to help me, I thought gratefully. But there was no true way to adjust to this situation. Charles was already pressing deeper into my throat, completely filling me. It was all I could do to wend my arms around his waist and try to find a position where I could take him completely inside me without suffocating.

As Wen began to move inside me once more, I slowly stroked Charles with my lips and tongue. The pleasure inside me was building again, ever so slowly, as Wen coaxed my ass into accepting his skillful thrusts.

I was just getting into a careful rhythm, splayed between Charles and Wen, where I could pleasure both without being overwhelmed. And that was the point Athlete decided his hand wasn’t good enough anymore.

Pulling one of my arms free from around Charles’ waist, he took my hand in his and began to work his shaft. I had no choice but to stroke him, my hand caught in the cycle of his pleasure.

But losing that hand very nearly made me lose my balance – and the rhythm Athlete was setting was jarring me as I desperately tried to keep my place on Charles’ cock. Bobbing my head up and down was getting harder and harder, and more and more of him kept pressing into my throat. I felt myself beginning to gag on his massive member.

Wen was working me harder now, steadily moving toward new heights. Each player was beginning to follow his own rhythm, each cock demanding I keep to its pace. I was speared at both ends, one of my hands caught, and I was beginning to panic when I heard the damnable shower curtain slide open once more.

“Now this is a party.” It took me a minute to place the voice, and then I had it: Sean, Chloe’s boyfriend.

“Just like when we were kids,” Spanish laughed.

I moaned in protest against Charles’ cock as I heard another zipper, and then felt Sean rip my last arm support free. My right arm was pulled to the side, and then I felt the soft skin and hard shaft of my SEX sister’s boyfriend.

With no way of holding myself up anymore aside from each of the cocks – Wen in my ass, Charles in my mouth, Athlete and Sean in my hands – I had no choice but to accept whatever they wanted to do to me.

Charles had a hand on the back of my head now, helping guide me back and forth in his own terrible cadence. I coughed and choked at the massive cock in my throat, trying desperately to take him in fully each time, but he wasn’t giving me the chance to recover before plunging back inside me once more. Meanwhile, Wen’s thrusts had grown harder, more urgent, and my inexperienced ass was caught between pleasure and pain with each motion.

My arms were each moving independently, with Athlete forcing my hand up and down inside his faster and faster. He’d already cum once inside me but I could tell by the intensity of his movements that he was already reaching for his second climax. Meanwhile, Sean had only just begun abusing my other hand.

I was completely lost now, awash in the sensations pounding into me from each angle. The deliciously dark ache in my buttocks… the beautifully large cock in my mouth… the slick feeling of precum on one hand, and the illicit thrill knowing the cock in my other belonged to someone close to me…

Somehow in the chaos of everything, Spanish had found a better way to utilize the shower head. The warm water was spraying underneath me now – not consistently, but more often than not it was playing over my breasts, sometimes catching me closer to where my legs were spread against Wen’s thighs.

The added sensation of spray hitting my sensitive nipples was too much. Without meaning to, I tried to cry out against Charles’ cock, and nearly gagged. I felt him shudder at the sensation of my throat clamping around him and he began to fuck my face harder, pressing my head down, down on his cock. I could barely breathe but I was desperate for him too, desperate for all of them.

Now I tried to take control in the only way I could, working Athlete and Sean in time with the surges of pleasure wracking my abused body. Athlete was already rock-hard with desire and aching to cum, but he let me go slow, matching my strokes with Sean, and I worked both of them in time with Wen’s thrusts.

Wen was building to a crescendo now, his skillful cock plying every last ounce of pleasure as he violated my ass. I could feel his warmth – the warmth of the water on my breasts and pussy – the heat of the men surrounding me as they used every part of my body.

I surrendered to a sea of hands – on me everywhere, demanding, taking, forcing. With Wen leading the way, I surged towards pleasure, bringing Athlete and Sean with me as Charles continued to shudder out his own terrible rhythm, fucking my mouth.

A gasp and a groan as Athlete spilled over my hand, unable to contain himself any longer. As he dropped my hand, I brought my cum-splattered fingers to my swollen pussy, stroking myself desperately with each of Wen’s thrusts. My body was rent, torn apart, and I was drowning, cocks all around, and I needed – I needed –

I gagged against Charles once more and this time, he didn’t let me up. His cock grew thicker and stiffer in my mouth and his seed spilled into my throat, filling me with a river of cum as I choked and gasped. I drank him down, milking every last drop as I refused to let his cock go, drawing my pleasure now from teasing him.

Sean’s shaft was harder in my hand now. He was urging me to new heights and I let him press my hand faster, further.

As I suckled the softening cock in my mouth, my fingers between my folds, Wen speared me again and again with his shaft. My ass was eager for him now, awaiting each delicious thrust. Wave after wave of terrible desire crashed through me, setting me adrift in a sea of need. My nipples were tingling from the spray, and every movement I made between my legs was an electric shock to my system, a sweet counterpoint to the violation of Wen’s cock.

I slipped a finger inside myself, the rest of my hand brushing against Wen’s balls as he moved in me. He let out a guttural groan and forced himself deeper inside my ass.

As Sean pleasured himself with my hand and I tormented Charles with my mouth, I began to finger fuck myself in time with Wen’s thrusts. I was panting, whimpering around Charles, who was starting to get hard again already.

Harder. More. Yes. There.

Wen gasped as I brushed against his balls again and again in my desperation to work myself with his every move. My finger curled against that rough spot inside me, making me shake with delight. In front of me, Charles was moaning now, his cock coaxed back to life inside my hungry mouth.

I felt another cock brushing against my cheek and I blindly turned my head. The two players in front of me – Charles and who? – were holding me up, letting me taste one, then the other, their nearly-erect cocks pressing against my face with increasing urgency.

And through it all, Wen made my desire steadily mount, his cock an ever-present backdrop to my aching, demanding desire. He was moving faster now inside me, echoing the speed of my hand as I pleasured myself. Harder and harder he worked me as I bucked and shook under the assault, my hand barely able to stay on my pussy as all of them held me up, barely keeping me steady so they could take what they wanted from me.

And they did.

Somewhere in there Sean came on my hand, but he didn’t let me go, forcing me to continue stroking his cock with my cum-slick hand. My mouth was opened wider again, first one cock, then another, begging to be let inside and pulling me this way and that. As I buried my finger deep inside myself, I could feel the height of pleasure cresting, reaching – I cried out, my mouth and throat suddenly full of thrusting shaft –

Wen’s thrusts rocking my aching body –

Surrounded by men using me –

And I came, violently, bucking and wailing in a riot of cries.

Only then did Wen bury himself in my ass one last time, his shaft piercing me through and through. Only then did he shudder and let himself go, letting cum fill my ass for the first time as my orgasm overtook me.

Dazed, awash in pleasure, I went limp, letting my hand fall. In just a moment it was reclaimed – I didn’t care by whom – and slowly, languorously, I rode out the waves of my pleasure there, suspended lovingly by five strangers as they pleasured themselves with my ass, hands, and mouth.

It wasn’t until I heard a throat clearing that I realized the shower curtain had opened one last time.

“Aw, I lost the game, didn’t I?”

The final player had found me.

~

Sometime later, in the wee hours of the morning, I found myself blissfully warm and clean, in a pile of pillows and bodies sprawled on the living room floor. Most of the guests had left some time ago, and those sisters who weren’t claimed for the night had already showered, pajama-fied, and come back together.

The party was a huge success. We didn’t have to wait for tomorrow to know it was true. Every time a sister joined us, she brought new stories of delight and laughter from the guests. Marissa’s plan had worked.

My head was in her lap as she absently played with my hair. I smiled up at her. “Congratulations. You did it.”

“We all did it,” Marissa said simply. “SEX sisters put their community first.”

I knew she was right. The third golden rule meant just as much today as it had when we were founded, even though it had meant something else then.

Being surrounded by happy, exhausted people that I loved was wonderful. Rena and her boyfriend were curled up in a corner chair, still half-entangled with Yana, who had joined them for at least part of the evening. Sean was on the couch, too; he’d wanted to get to explore me properly after the shower and we’d put on quite a show for his girlfriend Chloe as well as an excited room of guests. Preeti was still awake, too, chatting quietly with two other sisters and sipping her wine with a very satisfied look on her face.

“This was a wonderful night,” Yana piped up.

I nodded emphatically against Marissa’s thighs. “It was a great idea, Marissa. I can’t wait to see what you ask me to do next!”

At that, the SEX President gave a long throaty chuckle. “Oh, newbie… you have no idea.”

~
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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.
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