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Chapter One

FreeUse mania was sweeping the nation.

I was only dimly aware of it at first – a couple of blog posts, an article here and there, all with the vibe of “haha isn’t this a weird trend”. But then the couple of blog posts became several websites advocating for the practice, and it wasn’t just being treated as a novelty anymore. And that’s when my editor Brock called me into his office and told me it was time for our magazine to do a FreeUse feature.

I’m not exactly a prude, but I was still feeling like the whole thing was a flash-in-the-pan, forgotten-by-next-year fad.

“Do I have to?” The words were out of my mouth before I realized I meant to say them. I definitely didn’t mean to say them to my boss. “I mean,” I hastily tried to cover the slip, “I’m pretty overloaded right now. Maybe Fitts could take it.”

He flicked his fingers dismissively. “No woman is going to talk to Fitts about sex.”

Harsh, but probably accurate. My coworker Fitts was a great writer, but he was also curt and dismissive and prickly. His bullheadedness made him a great researcher when it came to running down research leads, but not the best choice for one-on-one discussions about sensitive topics.

And there weren’t many other options. Our office was small. Aside from me and Fitts, there was Dan (already swamped with assignments), Geoff (on vacation for the next few days), and Carlin (who was useless when he wasn’t analyzing fashion).

“But…” I was struggling to think of another excuse, and my boss knew it.

“Just go write the thing, Kels. And make sure to get a range of venues – it sounds like there’s more than one industry that has really started adopting this thing.”

With a sigh, I went back to my desk to start the preliminary research.

~

After a couple of hours of, I was forced to admit that this probably was a good story for us to tackle. In fact, it might even be worth calling out on the cover of the magazine… something like “the secret lives of FreeUse women,” yeah, that would sell. I made a mental note to pitch it to my editor. If I was going to have to write the damn thing, I may as well get some exposure for doing it.

If only I’d known how prophetic those words were.

In the end, I selected three places to actually go and see in person: an early-adopter workplace that had gone FreeUse about a month ago, a resort offering FreeUse vacations, and a bar/club that held amateur FreeUse nights. Brock liked the choices and my pitch about a big teaser on the cover of the magazine, although of course he wasn’t going to promise me anything until he read the article.

By the time I was ready to head out for the first bit of in-person research, I was actually starting to get excited about this article. My research so far had convinced me that we as a country were in the middle of a fascinating revolution of social mores, and I was more than a little impressed by the women pioneering this “trend.” To be available for constant use and abuse by strangers or acquaintances seemed like it should be terrifying. And yet, women all over the country were making the choice to participate every day. Clearly, I was still missing something.

But hey, that’s what research was for, I told myself. It was time to put my preconceived notions aside and learn what I could.

~

My first stop was the FreeUse workplace.

It was a small sales office, focusing mainly on paper and office products. I was pretty surprised to learn that there were only ten employees; sure, I hadn’t expected a major national chain to adopt such a controversial new policy, but something about such a small office making the choice seemed strange to me. It guaranteed that everyone would know everything that happened, and that the people using and being used would always be folks who sat close together in the office and had to work together on a daily basis. I wondered if that made it harder or easier for them to participate.

If I’d had to guess what kind of place it was, I suppose I would have expected something like a “we’re all a big family, we love each other” ra-ra sort of company vibe. But as I waited for my appointment with the manager, sitting in the small reception area, everything I could see and hear seemed completely normal. Polite responses to questions, sharing supplies when needed. No lingering glances. No wild orgies on the floor (maybe those were scheduled for later in the day?) – I suppressed a nervous giggle.

I did notice that there seemed to be only two women working there. That aroused my curiosity even further. Two women to eight men seemed like a bad ratio, if you were a woman expecting to be used sexually on a regular basis. Maybe I was missing something.

The manager of the whole place – a broad, good-looking fellow named Tom – was unfailingly polite as he offered me a chair in his office and promised to answer all of my questions that he could. Still feeling confused, I opened my notebook and began to go through my list of questions.

“So why the change? What made you decide to go FreeUse?”

Tom told me that it had originally come up as a piece of corporate gossip, shared during a staff meeting. But the staff had so many follow-up questions and ideas that they kept talking about it, and soon it became apparent that the staff not only was interested in trying it, but thought it would be a big morale booster.

I could guess exactly whose morale would be boosted by that, I thought sarcastically.

“And how did you make the decision? A vote, maybe?”

Tom nodded. “Yes, we put it to a vote. That kind of decision is not something I’m comfortable making by myself, even as manager.”

Understandable. I jotted down some notes, speculating about exactly how that vote had gone.

He seemed to understand what I was working up to asking. “Don’t misunderstand, Ms. Travis. We only implemented the FreeUse policy after a unanimous vote.”

My pen froze. “Unanimous?” I repeated dumbly.

Tom leaned forward, earnestly trying to explain. “Every single employee voted in favor, and we all worked together with Human Resources to craft the addendum to our employment contracts.”

He offered to get me a copy of the addendum to review; I thanked him.

“So how does this work?”

“Well.” Tom considered. “Maybe it’s best if I just show you.”

Before I could fully grasp his meaning, he’d called one of the women – Dena – on the intercom and summoned her to join us. She came almost immediately; he asked her to close the door and she did so without the slightest hesitation.

“Dena, this is Kelsey Travis. She’s the magazine reporter I told the staff would be visiting.” Tom smiled at me. “She’s very curious about our FreeUse policy, of course. I’d like to give her a little demonstration.”

Dena smiled at me, too. “Of course, sir.” Back to Tom. “Desk or floor?”

“Floor, I think.” Tom pushed his chair back from his large wooden desk and began unzipping his pants casually, as though this was a regular occurrence for him. It probably was.

Stunned, spellbound, I watched as Dena knelt before him, carefully tying her hair out of the way. By the time Tom’s cock was free, she was already leaning in to claim it.

There was something surreal about the whole scene. Two people I’d barely met were engaging in sexual play in front of me. I’d now seen a cock bare in the middle of the day under the shrill lights of an office. There was no negotiation, no foreplay – just pants being unzipped, hair going up, and now Dena was working her boss willingly, swaying slightly with the motion of her head moving back and forth in his lap.

There was something undeniably arousing about it. I could feel my pussy growing damp at the sight of Tom using his employee’s mouth, having her kneel before him and take him deep into her throat. I was mesmerized.

But Tom was still making his point. With remarkably calm voice considering what was going on between us, he asked, “So what were your other questions?”

I couldn’t take my eyes off Dena, but he seemed to understand. I cleared my throat. Still unable to fully shake my preconceived notions about what this office must be like, I asked, “So who does most of the initiating?”

Tom understood what I meant. A frown and a smile warred on his features, and the smile won. “You’d be surprised, Ms. Travis. It’s not the men who do all the initiating. It’s more even than you’d expect; I think we’re probably about sixty-forty in favor of the men.”

Almost half the time it was women initiating the sex? My pen stopped again. It took a lot of effort to restart it, confused as I was by Tom’s comments and still distracted by Dena stroking and sucking his cock in front of me.

“Really?” I asked dumbly. (Some reporter I was!)

Tom nodded. “Really. Sometimes it’s a chain reaction; a man initiates, and when he finishes, the female employee is still ready for more, so she goes to another colleague for more relief.”

Knowing well how big my appetites could get after round one, I understood that. It would be handy to have multiple people willing to get you off, I supposed. But it was still hard to wrap my head around.

Tom’s breath was coming faster now, though he still stayed remarkably calm as I kept asking questions. It was hard to ignore Dena between us, swaying submissively as she sucked and teased her boss. After a few more questions, Tom couldn’t keep his cool anymore. With me watching, he put his hand on the back of Dena’s head and forced her farther down on his shaft, making her gag and thrash as he began to fuck her face.

My pussy was wet now. I couldn’t believe how turned on it made me to watch him force her – no, not force, she agreed to this, she probably did this every day – to watch him fuck her mouth like this, taking what he needed, using her for his own desires with no thought to her own. The juxtaposition of a normal office setting with the undeniably erotic scene before me was confusing and arousing. I could feel my heart racing, my own breath coming faster now as Dena tried desperately to keep up with Tom’s desire, her head bobbing up and down as fast as she could as he groaned, fucking her face until he shuddered and held still for a long moment, no doubt spilling his seed deep inside her throat.

I watched as Dena swallowed, calmly taking everything her boss gave her. I watched as she stood, wiping her lips with a small smile and then letting down her hair. As Tom put away his member, Dena smiled at me once more and left the office without a word.

I tried desperately to reclaim my voice. “That was quite a scene.”

Tom laughed, no doubt at the look on my face. “Come on. I think it’s best if you walk around the office, talk to people. It’ll make sense to you soon.”

Slowly, shakily, I followed him out of the room, unaware how true those words would turn out to be.


Chapter Two

The rest of my day at the FreeUse workplace was… eye-opening.

After Tom introduced me around, he offered me the chance to talk privately with anyone I wished, or to just stay and observe. I took him up on both offers.

As you might expect, my first step was to sit down with Dena, then Jessica, the other woman. Dena spent the first minute chuckling at the look on my face as I tried to work out what questions to ask her, my head still replaying the sight of her on her knees in front of her boss. But when I started to actually ask the questions, an interesting picture emerged.

“I love it.” Jessica’s voice was husky with emotion. “FreeUse turned this from a decent place to work into the best place I’ve ever been.”

I was still struggling to understand. “But why?”

“Think of all the annoying or frustrating things that happen at work.” I did; it was easy to come up with a nice long list. “Someone talks over you at a meeting. A client yells at you. You get copier toner on your shirt. But here, instead of bottling up all that bad energy, you have an easy way to release it, and that release makes you feel good.”

It made a weird kind of sense. And when, halfway through our conversation, one of the men – I’d already forgotten his name – came over and bent Jessica over the desk, I stayed to watch.

Just like Dena and Tom, there was very little conversation. Before I had clocked what was even happening, Jessica was being pressed down on her desk – I now saw why she kept a large bare spot on one side, with no pens or papers – and the man was pulling up her skirt, pulling down her panties, and forcing himself inside her with hardly a word.

I watched him take his pleasure there in the middle of the bullpen, surrounded by colleagues and right in front of a curious reporter. Some of them looked up to watch, like I did; others continued with their calls or paperwork, completely at ease with the sex happening a few feet away from them. I saw one of the men touching himself absently with one hand as he typed with the other.

There was something incredibly arousing about how casual it seemed, how freeing it must have been. My pussy was still damp from before. My body hadn’t forgotten the allure of seeing Dena on her knees taking her boss’ cock, and now as I watched this man violate his colleague in front of me, it was all I could do not to imagine myself in her place: exposed for the whole office to see, letting a man take her for his own pleasure in front of everyone. A nervous thrill of arousal ran through me, making my pussy pulse with desire.

As Jessica whimpered under him, the man thrust harder and harder, forcing her hips against the desk as he plunged deep into her depths. He grunted with the effort, thrusting harder and faster until his face contorted and he came, filling Jessica with his seed. He stayed there for a long moment, his breath slowly coming down, and I could see behind him that the man who’d been stroking himself – Quentin? – was standing now, coming up to us, and his cock was now in his hand.

Before I could blink, the first man had pulled free, leaving Jessica’s ass and pussy bare to the office – and then Quentin was behind her, pushing himself into her abused hole without even a word. Jessica jumped and squealed at the new intrusion, but her face was suffused with pleasure as Quentin began to fuck her too.

I watched Quentin finish, and then a third man took Jessica. I saw Dena get up an hour or so later to solicit a quickie from the receptionist; she rode him right there on his chair, taking just as much pleasure as she gave. And as I went through the room later, asking questions, noting my observations, not a one of them seemed to have a bad thing to say. They all enjoyed the chance to relax and unwind in the middle of a stressful day, and the casual comforts of sexual encounters with their colleagues kept them feeling good. When I asked Quentin later about jealousy, seeing that he had a wedding ring on one finger, he just shrugged: “It’s FreeUse, not flirting. We don’t want to date each other, and there’s no chance for awkward tensions to build up that could ruin things. Everyone is just comfortable.”

By the time I said goodbye, thanking them all for their help, I was thoroughly confused – and horny. It was impossible not to have scenes from the day replaying themselves in my mind all through the drive home, and then late into the night.

I had a lot to think about.

~

I reported in to my boss about the experience, trying not to let on how aroused it had made me. Brock was flabbergasted by my reports, but narrowed his eyes speculatively when I shared how happy the staff seemed. He promised again to consider the story for a big spread in the magazine, and sent me off to get ready for my second research trip.

My colleagues had by now caught wind of what I was working on. Dan laughed and laughed; Fitts and Geoff, back from vacation, both moaned about me getting the best assignments. Only Carlin looked pensive, seeming like he was actually wondering about the idea as much as I was now.

I teasingly reminded them they could all read the article when it came out if they wanted to learn more. Fitts threw a paperclip at me and I left them all there stewing, smug in my superiority until I remembered how my first research experience had made me feel.

This time, I had booked a stay in a nearby resort that offered FreeUse services. I opted not to identify myself as a reporter to the hotel itself. I would, of course, warn anyone I was interviewing about my affiliations, but I didn’t want to spook the resort into giving me a different experience than their FreeUse clients would normally experience.

When I checked in, I was given a hefty packet of legal disclaimers to read through and sign off on. I went through them carefully and asked for a personal copy so I could review them again when writing my article. It all sounded pretty straightforward to me – or as straightforward as signing up for legally-defined sex with strangers could be. But I had a sneaking suspicion that there was more to it. There had to be, right?

Once safely in my room, I enjoyed a long bath while reading religiously through my packet. All I needed to do was sign into the FreeUse center during my allotted time, and the rest would unfold from there.

So why was I so nervous?

~

The FreeUse center was private, tucked in a back corner of the resort that would be easy to miss if you didn’t know what you were looking for. Thanks to the brochures and my reconnaissance work, I knew there were his and hers locker rooms near the entrance, an extensive garden, a large function room, and a few smaller private rooms that could be taken over for an hour or so by those who preferred not to give a show.

The resort boasted a stable of staff who worked the FreeUse center. They could be requested by name, but it sounded like most people just went and explored what was on offer without planning ahead. Staff were marked with bracelets. (Reading between the lines, it was clear to me that guests often used each other as well as staff, but bracelets denoted a deeper layer of consent.)

If I’d been disappointed at my last stop to not see any orgies, well, that sight was readily available here. I hadn’t gotten more than a handful of steps into the winding gardens before coming across a four-person cluster, writhing together in a confusing array of limbs. There was only one woman among them, one of the resort’s provided aides marked with a bracelet, but she was gamely trying to take on all three men at once.

I hesitated at the threshold of this little clearing, not wanting to interrupt, but unable to tear my eyes away. The woman was currently on her back, her legs forced up around one man’s shoulders as he buried himself deep inside her repeatedly. One of her hands caressed her breast as she moaned; the other hand had been claimed by another man, alternately stroking himself with her and tasting her other breast. Another man crouched next to her, his red face indicating he was close to climax, preparing himself to spill his seed over her belly and breasts. And the fourth alternately kissed her mouth and dangled himself into it, teasing both of them.

When I could catch glimpses of the woman’s face, I was awed. She was lost in pleasure, definitely, but also looked so… peaceful?

As I watched her be violated by the four men, I could feel my own pussy responding. What would it be like to be her, being so used? She didn’t look like it was a burden or a struggle to take on so many men. Instead, she made it look easy, freeing. Like everything a busy woman could ever want in terms of release.

I refused to go any farther down that path, either mentally or physically. Instead, I tore myself away, doubling back to find other participants who might be a little less occupied and therefore willing to be interviewed.

Along the next path I found a woman sitting, a man on his knees between her legs as he dreamily tasted her. She was arching her back so far her head was brushing against the bushes, leaves tangling in her hair, but she didn’t seem to care. I saw no bracelet on either of them, so they were both guests, enjoying themselves.

In the next clearing, a woman was lying on her back, a man buried inside her, and a queue waiting behind him, some of them with their cocks out already. Like the last woman, this one was a guest. There were others here, watching: a couple of women were on a bench, alternately kissing and staring; a man alone, busy stroking himself, unsure if he would rather watch the woman on the ground or the women on the bench.

I edged my way around the outskirts of the clearing, trying to find a little pocket to tuck myself into and watch. I was vaguely thinking I could capture one of the men for a discussion after he finished.

I was trying to come up with excuses to myself to stay and watch.

There was something mesmerizing about the scene in front of me. In the dim light of the gardens, punctuated by flickering torches, nothing seemed quite real. The soft sounds of penetration, the panting moans of the woman on the ground, the rhythmic noise of flesh on flesh each time she was impaled… I felt like I’d had dreams like this before. Where I was the one on the ground, facing a line of men eager to take me, to claim me, and all I wanted to do was spread my legs for them, welcome them inside me, coax every last drop of cum from them as I begged for more.

I could imagine how it would feel: the soft prickles of grass under my buttocks and back, the sheen of sweat on my brow and between my breasts. As the man currently on top leaned forward to capture one of her nipples in his mouth, I felt my breath come quicker, almost as though he’d taken my breast instead. I could imagine his hands on my hips – her hips – rough and deliciously calloused with a day’s work. My pussy was dripping now, aching for the same violation I was seeing played out in front of me, again and again and again.

I was so lost in daydreaming that I didn’t even register that two men had finished since I’d arrived here. One of them disappeared off into the evening, removing my chance to question him, but the other had lingered.

I didn’t realize he’d caught sight of me until his hands were already on me.


Chapter Three

An arm snaked around my waist, pulling me back hard against its owner. I gasped in shock at the sudden attack, and then gasped again as his other hand slipped under my skirt and caressed my mound. Before I could think of what to say, how to get out of this, he’d already pulled my panties to the side and slid a finger between my folds, finding me dripping, shamefully aroused by the scene in front of us.

“But – wait…” I started to say, but the words died off when I realized my body didn’t want him to wait. And then he captured my mouth, too – the stranger forcing his tongue inside me as he stroked my hungry pussy, making me quiver and shake against his firm grip.

I was caught, spread, found out. My feigned protests faded away in his mouth, turning to soft whimpers. He captured those, too, and coaxed me to more, stroking me in time with the scene in front of us.

The woman on the ground was being fucked by another man – her third? Or had she already had more? – and was now up on her knees, rocking submissively before him as he plunged again and again into her hole, ramming her back against him by the hips. In time with the man’s thrusts, my own stranger was teasing me, sliding his fingers expertly between my folds until I gasped and quivered.

And then as the man in front of us headed towards his crescendo, I felt a finger pressing insistently into my pussy.

“Please,” I began, unsure of where the thought was leading. Please wait or please don’t stop, it didn’t matter. The sound was lost in a riot of cries from the woman on the ground as she came violently, shuddering and wailing on all fours. And then it was too late: I was impaled, possessed, all thoughts of interviews gone from my head as I let a stranger begin to fuck me with his finger.

I was barely standing now, held aloft only by the arm around me. I could feel his cock, pressed against my ass, beginning to stir once more. I moaned in desire – in protest? – in need – and it was so hard to think. My eyes were full of the scene in front of me, the woman beckoning over yet another man, and then she was taking both of them, in her mouth and her pussy, and I was panting in time with her, being finger-fucked as she was violated again and again by the line of men just waiting to use her.

I was caught. I was free. I was completely lost in the pleasure crashing through me, the horribly dirty way it made me feel. How I never wanted it to end. I was shaking now at the assault, striving for the peak of my own pleasure, and he slid a second finger inside me, curling them insistently against that rough place inside me, and I bit my lip to keep from screaming.

I was shaking. It was impossible. I wanted to be on my hands and knees, I wanted to be her, filled at both ends. I wanted the cock pressing against my backside to be inside me instead of his fingers. I never wanted the stranger holding me to stop caressing my pussy. Wave after wave of pleasure was surging through me, sending shockwaves to every part of my body, and as I reached the edge, I cried out, shuddering with the force of my orgasm as I rode out my desire on a stranger’s hand.

After holding me for long, long moments, gently withdrawing his fingers and slowly caressing my mound as I shook and came back to myself, the stranger carefully lowered me to a bench. When I looked back, he was gone.

I was grateful he’d left without trying to press his cock inside me, too. Or was I?

My pussy, damnably awake and ready for more, was not so sure. I stared dumbly at the scene in front of me as the man between her legs pulled free and came, his seed a glistening white in the soft darkness covering her mound and belly. As the next man stepped forward and she accepted him gratefully, it was all I could do not to cry in frustration.

I needed a moment to collect myself. This wasn’t how this assignment was supposed to go, at all.

But a little voice inside me whispered that it was better than anything I could have hoped for.

~

Completely shaken by my experience, I made my way back out of the FreeUse center once I was able to walk. The couple on the bench was gone, replaced by a snoring man, but the female staff member being taken from all sides was still going strong. A part of me wanted to stay and watch. A larger part of me needed to sit down and think.

I found a little bench just outside, flanked by tropical plants and a small water feature. Trying to clear my head, I focused on the trickle of water – but no. It was impossible to focus. I’d just had a stranger’s hand on my pussy, a stranger’s fingers inside me… and I’d liked it. A very large part of me wanted to go back into the FreeUse center, to lie down on the floor like that female guest, and see how many men I could take, letting them violate me until…

I shook my head violently, as though the act of shaking would clear those thoughts away.

I had a job to do here. I was not here for pleasure. Heck, I had an article to write! (An article I’d just been bragging about to my colleagues, so I really had to write it.)

I told myself it was better to sit out here and catch folks as they left for interviews. After all, they would no longer have their attention divided.

But I knew I was lying to myself.


Chapter Four

My last research stop promised to be interesting – not to mention, a wealth of information. But I was having a hard time going into the evening with the usual sense of excitement and purpose that I felt when stories are just about to fully break open for me.

It was true I’d gotten a lot of information from my interviews and – blush – what I’d seen and experienced. There was something that I still felt I was missing, though, some piece of the puzzle that would make everything else I’d learned make sense.

If I’d had to guess where I was stuck, I would have guessed it was on the initial “why.” Okay, maybe FreeUse ended up feeling good for people who participated, but why did they participate in the first place? What made them decide to take that leap and trust that it would work out well? These were every day people, with normal lives and marriages and good jobs… so why throw caution to the wind and risk it all?

Unless maybe FreeUse had gotten to be a big enough societal trend that they didn’t feel it was a risk. But that confused me, too.

Whatever the missing piece, I felt sure I would learn it that night. I was heading to a club that was notorious for two things: flaming shots, and now Amateur FreeUse Night.

Before I’d started researching this story, I’d assumed that Amateur FreeUse Night was just a fad, a Ladies’ Night for the new age. Now, though, I had a sneaking feeling it was something more.

Amateur FreeUse Night was elegant in its simplicity: anyone who chose to enter would get five minutes onstage in front of the entire club to prove their willingness to be used, their flexibility, and their eagerness for more. They were then judged by what the club generously called a “panel of experts” – probably people culled from the audience – while the crowd shouted suggestions. All scores seemed to be between 9 and 10; apparently FreeUse rarely looked bad! I was also given to understand that there were points for style as well, though I had very little idea what that could possibly mean.

Those who signed up f desperation from her teasing – the cry of pleasure and relief they shared was oddly intimate, thoroughly thrilling. She rode him then, taking her desire out on his eager body, and when they crested the peak of pleasure together, seconds before her time was up, the entire audience let out a collective sigh of release.

I was dripping in earnest now. Pressing my thighs together offered very little relief. I was terribly conscious of the bodies around me, the heat of the club, the thrumming sensations as the bass pounded away. As Ronique’s score was announced – 9.7, to wild cheers – I was finding it impossible to focus on clinical, detached observations. All I could think of was how the women had moved, how they had looked so satisfied and fulfilled being used by strangers. All I could imagine was myself up there, taking on one man after another, begging for more, chasing that sweet release…

Kim’s performance was a blur to me. She did try to top her competitors by adding another man, but one of her three didn’t finish, and she seemed a bit overwhelmed. The judges offered her a 9.3, which she accepted with some grace, though I could see her shooting Dan a dirty look as she headed offstage.

The emcee came forward. “Now comes my favorite part of the night. We’ve just seen three amazing ladies be used – thanks again to our volunteers – and they’ve proven they have what it takes!

“Who thinks they can do better?” The crowd laughed and cheered. “Who wants to challenge these lovely ladies?”

Before I consciously realized what I was doing, my hand was in the air, still holding my useless pen. “I do.”or Amateur FreeUse Night had their cover charge comped. (This perk only included the amateur “performers” themselves, not anyone who chose to use their services.) It was also possible to sign up last minute, in which case the club offered vouchers instead of a refund. From what I could tell, most of the performers ended up being female or gay. Based on my research so far, this didn’t seem to have anything to do with a difference in interest levels between the sexes – guys were generally just as happy to be used as women – but rather in the relative shyness of women to head up onstage and take advantage of the FreeUse offer.

The crowd was thrumming with excitement as the start of the competition neared. I was hard-pressed to find a good spot close enough to the stage to see and hear everything, but where I also had enough elbow room to jot down notes.

The throng of bodies pressed close. The wild and chaotic beat of the last song slowly faded. As spotlights illuminated the stage in a blaze of gold and red, a staff member stepped forward to introduce the contest.

And then it began.

~

Three contestants stood ready to be crowned the winner of Amateur FreeUse Night. The emcee introduced them as Shayla, Ronique, and Kim, giving a little bit of personal trivia about each as they posed and preened like pageant girls. Each of them would have five minutes to show off, with help from willing volunteers from the audience – sign up now! – and then the judges would assign rankings.

As the emcee introduced the judges, I stifled a groan. I knew one of those names.

One of my colleagues from the magazine was here. Dan. And he was getting ready to “judge” this absurd contest.

I made a mental note to have words with my editor about this later. Hell, words with Dan, too. But right then, I had to focus on my story – and there was no way Dan was going to scoop me on that!

Instead of indulging my anger, I carefully scoped out the crowd. There was a lot of pushing and some sort of almost-queue going on near one side of the stage; I spotted another club staff member over there, scribbling down names. It looked like anyone who wanted to participate as a volunteer had to go over, provide their name and their preference among the contestants, and then they had a chance of being called up on stage based on a variety of factors including how many people the contestant felt up to take on.

There were a lot of men in that cluster, waiting to sign up. Waiting to use those women. I felt a prickle at the back of my neck. Maybe it was fear. Maybe it was arousal. Either way, I pushed it down and turned back to the task at hand.

Shayla was first. I didn’t envy her the starting position – it seemed to me that any woman who followed would be trying to top her performance. But she didn’t seem intimidated, or anxious. She was all fire and confidence.

Shayla’s club outfit was skimpy to begin with, but now as the emcee dramatically added her five minutes to a large, flashing timer and began to hype up the crowd, Shayla was losing layers. Before long she was standing in only a thong, glistening with glitter and sweat in the bright stage lights. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see jostling and pushing in the cluster of volunteers. The crowd was already cheering, pressing forward.

I had been afraid that what would follow would be violent – a crowd of men, unleashed on her slender body. But Shayla’s five minutes started almost like a dance as first one, then two men mounted the stairs to the stage and rose to meet her.

She accepted them hungrily, already reaching for belt buckles and shirts as they approached her. It felt like I only drew one breath before they were both completely naked, one of them tugging her thong aside and burying his erect cock between her cheeks. I was close enough to the stage to hear Shayla squeal, and then moan.

desperation from her teasing – the cry of pleasure and relief they shared was oddly intimate, thoroughly thrilling. She rode him then, taking her desire out on his eager body, and when they crested the peak of pleasure together, seconds before her time was up, the entire audience let out a collective sigh of release.

I was dripping in earnest now. Pressing my thighs together offered very little relief. I was terribly conscious of the bodies around me, the heat of the club, the thrumming sensations as the bass pounded away. As Ronique’s score was announced – 9.7, to wild cheers – I was finding it impossible to focus on clinical, detached observations. All I could think of was how the women had moved, how they had looked so satisfied and fulfilled being used by strangers. All I could imagine was myself up there, taking on one man after another, begging for more, chasing that sweet release…

Kim’s performance was a blur to me. She did try to top her competitors by adding another man, but one of her three didn’t finish, and she seemed a bit overwhelmed. The judges offered her a 9.3, which she accepted with some grace, though I could see her shooting Dan a dirty look as she headed offstage.

The emcee came forward. “Now comes my favorite part of the night. We’ve just seen three amazing ladies be used – thanks again to our volunteers – and they’ve proven they have what it takes!

“Who thinks they can do better?” The crowd laughed and cheered. “Who wants to challenge these lovely ladies?”

Before I consciously realized what I was doing, my hand was in the air, still holding my useless pen. “I do.”In just another moment she was caught, the other man drawing her close first for a kiss, then to force her head down. On all fours, Shayla swayed between the two men using her, her heavy breasts shuddering with the force of their thrusts.

The music was back, the bass deep and insistent, a fierce counterpoint to their animal desire. I felt my pussy clench with need as I watched Shayla be used by strangers, in front of a wild audience cheering them on.

I forgot all about my notepad, my pen poised to jot down thoughts. I had no thoughts. All of my senses were caught by the sight in front of me, the visceral pleasure Shayla clearly got from being so violated. My breath was coming faster now, and as the seconds ticked down and first one, then the other man finished by cumming on her, Shayla finished her display to raucous cheers from the crowd.

Dan announced her score: a 9.4, which I gathered from the cheers of the crowd was respectable but not anything special. Shayla bowed graciously despite the cum dripping down her face, collecting her clothes and heading offstage.

Ronique was next, her dark skin captivating in the light and shadows interplaying across the stage. I’d expected each woman to try and add more volunteer “suitors” to increase their chances of higher scores, but Ronique only gestured one man forward. As the brilliant red minutes ticked down above her, she proved that FreeUse didn’t have to mean an orgy.

Her lucky volunteer lay back at her urging, and Ronique was using all of her impressive athleticism as she writhed, kissed, and sucked her way up and down his body. She ground her hips against him, over him, thrusting, gyrating, teasing his hapless cock as he somehow managed to keep from plunging it into her, not wanting the show to end before it had to.

I still wasn’t sure what counted for style points, but I was confident Ronique would be awarded them in spades. When she finally lowered herself onto her volunteer’s cock – now shuddering and red with desperation from her teasing – the cry of pleasure and relief they shared was oddly intimate, thoroughly thrilling. She rode him then, taking her desire out on his eager body, and when they crested the peak of pleasure together, seconds before her time was up, the entire audience let out a collective sigh of release.

I was dripping in earnest now. Pressing my thighs together offered very little relief. I was terribly conscious of the bodies around me, the heat of the club, the thrumming sensations as the bass pounded away. As Ronique’s score was announced – 9.7, to wild cheers – I was finding it impossible to focus on clinical, detached observations. All I could think of was how the women had moved, how they had looked so satisfied and fulfilled being used by strangers. All I could imagine was myself up there, taking on one man after another, begging for more, chasing that sweet release…

Kim’s performance was a blur to me. She did try to top her competitors by adding another man, but one of her three didn’t finish, and she seemed a bit overwhelmed. The judges offered her a 9.3, which she accepted with some grace, though I could see her shooting Dan a dirty look as she headed offstage.

The emcee came forward. “Now comes my favorite part of the night. We’ve just seen three amazing ladies be used – thanks again to our volunteers – and they’ve proven they have what it takes!

“Who thinks they can do better?” The crowd laughed and cheered. “Who wants to challenge these lovely ladies?”

Before I consciously realized what I was doing, my hand was in the air, still holding my useless pen. “I do.”


Chapter Five

Everything was a blur. I didn’t remember how I made it onto the stage. Raucous cheers greeted me, cheering on my boldness in challenging the other contestants, my willingness to give them another show. The emcee was having a call and response with the crowd, then the microphone was in front of my face.

Obediently, I introduced myself, and then admitted softly, heart pounding, “It’s my first time doing anything like this.”

More cheers at that, enough to drown out the music for a long minute.

I stood still, shellshocked by what I’d done. Was I crazy? How could I be doing this? But the desperate need in my body couldn’t be denied. All week long I’d watched other women indulge their desires and find glorious release in being used. I desperately wanted that too, and I suddenly knew this was the piece I needed to understand.

The emcee gave me a moment to prepare myself as he bantered with the crowd and dramatically threw my five minutes up on the clock. I stripped as quickly as I could, not trying to make a show of it. My fingers were trembling, and anyway, I was confident I wouldn’t beat Ronique on style points.

I almost couldn’t do it. The only thing that saved me was the speed with which I stripped. When I finally realized what I’d done, how exposed I was before a sea of strangers, I started shaking so hard I nearly collapsed.

Against the bright lights illuminating the stage, it was almost impossible to make out individual people in the crowd. But I could feel them, feel their gazes on me, devouring every inch of my naked form. Untold strangers now knew the shape of my breasts, the curve of my buttocks, the color of the thatch of hair between my legs.

It was terrifying.

It was horribly arousing.

Trying to hide my confusion, I climbed up onto the table Ronique and her volunteer had used. I could still see the sweat imprint of his buttocks where he’d lain.

I lay down, warmed by the powerful lights.

“Are you ready?” the emcee whispered to me, his voice kind.

I nodded.

I knew what came next. I’d watched Shayla, Ronique, and Kim all give direction to the emcee, telling him how many men to send up.

I knew what I wanted. What I’d been wanting all week, only I hadn’t realized it. The missing piece of the puzzle, the way I would finally learn what it was to be taken, to be thoroughly violated, to be used for strangers.

I held up one hand. All five fingers extended.

“Are you sure?”

Taking a deep breath, I nodded once more. I needed this.

I heard steps coming up the stage as the crowd roared, drowning out the music once more. As the men reached me, I could barely hear the buzzer indicating my time had begun.

And then the five men were on me.

I might have squealed in terrified desire, but no one would have heard it over the roar of the crowd. A mouth was on mine, a tongue that tasted faintly of cigarettes plunging into my mouth. Strong hands – how many? Too many – grasped my knees, which I was unconsciously pressing together, and pulled my legs into a wide, indecent spread. My hips were almost at the edge of the table now, and when I heard the faint sound of a zipper, I could have protested. I could have gotten up, said no, this wasn’t actually for me, gone back to my normal, safe life.

I didn’t do any of those things.

Instead, I opened my legs wider, offering myself. And when the first cock plunged into me, taking my FreeUse virginity in front of a club full of strangers, my pussy was slick and ready.

Yes. Now. Yes. My whole world narrowed for a beautiful moment to the sensation of being filled, of being violated. My body had been craving this all week, this shameful giving in to pure animal lust. I welcomed each thrust, arcing my back to meet him as he came down onto me again and again. My hands would have urged him on, conveyed the urgency with which I wanted him to take me –

But they were no longer mine. They’d been claimed by the other men, the other four eager to take whatever they could from me in the little time they had. One hand was being used to busily stroke a hungry cock. The other stroked me – my belly, my breasts. I writhed and bucked under the attention, overwhelmed with the sensations coursing through me.

My eyes were closed against the bright lights of the stage, and I was still seeing spots. The table shook with each thrust from the man between my legs. So it was a long moment before I realized someone else was climbing up onto the table. And then I felt legs on either side of me, firm and hairy, straddling my rib cage.

As my body shuddered under the assault of the man between my legs, another man was gathering up my large breasts, pulling them close together and sliding his cock, dripping with precum, in between them. He fucked my chest with absolute disregard for the rhythm of the others, only focused on taking what he needed from me, in any way possible.

More hands, now: tipping my head back over the other side of the table, opening my mouth. A third cock knew me then, sliding between my lips with no hint of resistance.

Both hands were now full of cock, working them both furiously. All five of the men at once were taking their pleasure from me. They cared only for what my body could give them.

I cared only for what their bodies could give me.

There was something honest about it, freeing. As I moaned against the cock in my mouth and arced my hips again, desperately trying to draw the man between my legs deeper, it felt as though my whole body had become a vessel for pleasure. Each stroke went through me like an arrow; each feeling of flesh on flesh sending a shudder coursing through my body. It was almost too much, being this controlled, this filled, this needed.

Dimly I was aware of the roar of the crowd, but it hardly mattered anymore that they were there, that I was on display as I was being used. Five strangers were having their way with me and I was empty, filled, freed, endless. Now, with a cock in each hand, one between my breasts, my mouth and pussy captured, I finally began to understand the missing piece of the puzzle. This pleasure was infinite, incredible.

This pleasure set me free.

As the seconds ticked down, each man urged me on. The stranger between my legs was fucking me harder now, faster, the entire table shaking with the force of his thrusts. Each time he impaled me my entire body shuddered with unexpected pleasure. Each time he withdrew, I ached for more – and then he slammed into me again and I would have wept, begged him to continue if my mouth had been free.

I could feel him reaching a fever pitch as I hungrily sucked the cock in my mouth and throat. I wanted more, wanted all of them.

My breasts were slick now with precum. I knew I would have marks tomorrow from how tightly the stranger above me was gripping them, how forcefully he fucked my chest, and I didn’t care. I wanted him to use me. I wanted the sharp pinch of his nails, the sensation of flesh on flesh, the eager dripping of him as he took what part of me he could.

The stranger between my legs froze, shuddering, and then all of a sudden I was empty, bereft – and I felt the warmth of his orgasm spill over me, covering my belly and mound with his cum. The crowd roared again, and then my legs were free, my hand was free –

Another cock was pressing into me, already rigid with need from my hand –

And I was violated again, taken by another stranger in front of the club.

I had never had two cocks in me in one day before, let alone one right after another. Some part of me felt like I should have been horrified. But all I could think was that I wanted more.

The man fucking my mouth was forcing himself deeper inside me, pressing against the curve of my throat. I was coughing and gagging at the assault, desperately trying to take more of him, but it was impossible to slow him or even take a full breath. He knew there was a timer. Maybe he even wanted to feel my throat clench around his shaft as he abused me with his cock. I tried to slow him down, to stroke him with my tongue and lips, but he wasn’t giving me the chance to show him any skill.

Splayed, completely vulnerable to the five men using me, I lost myself in pleasure. There was some deep, primal hunger in me that was finally awake and roaring. I had needed this, needed to be so completely filled and used. The aching desire that consumed me was not only physical – it was a response to this ancient need, some base sense of self that had longed to be used, to be a vessel for cum and pleasure.

“One minute left!” the emcee called, sending the crowd screaming again.

How had it only been four minutes? It felt like an eternity. I felt as though I had always been here on this stage. Some part of me had always been waiting for this.

Sticky warmth spilled over my breasts as the stranger above me came, marking me again. He somehow climbed free of me while my body shuddered and shook under the assault from both ends. A moment later, there was cum on my belly, too – but both my hands were caught once more. One stroked a softened cock optimistically. I felt a warm mouth capture one of my fingers and suckle, sending a shocking new sensation storming through my body.

I was displayed before strangers, covered in cum, and being violated at both ends. And yet my body felt overwhelmed by pleasure, by the sensation of being filled and covered and taken. It was almost too much to focus on, to bring myself to a steady climb and reach toward the highest peak and sweet release. Every time I tried to urge my body into focused waves of pleasure, I found myself lost again in the tempest raging inside me, an overwhelming crash of sensations that threatened to drown me.

The man between my legs finished, spending himself on my thigh, and was immediately pushed aside. A third cock was pressing into my abused pussy, my legs hiked higher as the half-hard shaft moved within me. The stranger who’d claimed my mouth was fucking me harder now. My vision sparked stars as I completely gave in, letting him take what he needed with no care for me. As he finally shuddered and came, his seed gushed down my throat so thick and fast I nearly gagged again swallowing it all.

His place was taken by two of the other men, ones who’d already cum, one half-hard shaft on either side of my face, demanding attention. As I shuddered and groaned under the hands on me, the cock inside me, I desperately tried to lick first one, then the other, knowing I was almost out of time, knowing how close and yet how far I was from release –

A hand on my breast now, pinching my nipple and sending a shock racing through me.

A mouth on my other breast, still sticky with cum.

The cock inside me, now fully hard, ramming into me again and again.

The tempest took me. I was panting, wailing, feeling cocks forced against my cheeks and lips as I begged and pleaded with the strangers to please, please, help me, bring me to my final release. The shuddering, terrible pleasure raging inside me finally consolidated into cresting waves, higher and higher, sending me aloft in storm-tossed waters, gasping, reaching –

My nipples were both being suckled now, sharp pangs of desire.

One of the strangers by my face was thrusting, careless of where my mouth was, while the other pressed insistently against my lips as I begged.

And the cock inside me, driving to its final terrible rhythm, plunged the deepest any of them had gone yet, my legs up almost over the stranger’s shoulders. The shaft bruising my cervix, impossible pressure that my body begged to give into as the waves crested, crested, broke –

And he and I came together, shuddering and crying out as the buzzer sounded, marking the end of my delicious torment in more ways than one.

“Let’s hear it for Kelsey!” the emcee shouted.

The roar of the crowd and the roar of pleasure overtook me as one. Slowly, slowly, my suitors withdrew, letting me catch my breath and gradually sit up.

I was still shivering with pleasure and satisfied desire, aching and abused and covered in the cum of many strangers. The lights felt impossibly warm now in the flush of completely pleasure.

And then my eyes met Dan’s as he stood to announce my score.

I had forgotten all about my coworker. I had just been thoroughly, completely used by five strangers in front of a massive audience – and Dan had seen it all, too.

As he announced my score – a perfect ten – and the emcee shouted to the crowd to give it up for me, winning Amateur FreeUse Night, all I could do was stare at Dan.

His expression was unreadable, but it made me shudder all over again. What was going to happen now?


Chapter Six

I didn’t go into the office the next day. I told my editor Brock it was because I needed quiet time to finish organizing my research and wrapping up my article, but it was only partially the truth. Yes, it would be a lot easier to finish at home… but I also needed to decide what I was going to do about Dan.

In the end, it was the article that decided me. As I wrapped it up, the inescapable conclusion kept staring me in the face.

Even if FreeUse was just a fad, doomed to die in a few months, it had real value here and now. In such a disconnected society, we were all desperate for connection. It allowed us to be free and honest with ourselves and others in ways that we almost never got to be anymore.

I included some of my firsthand experience in the article. If Dan thought he was going to lord this over me, shame me for it, he was going to have a big surprise coming.

Knowing what I did about FreeUse now, I couldn’t be ashamed. My experiences had given me something precious, and I was forever thankful.

~

“This has cover story written all over it, Kels.” My editor Brock’s voice was admiring. “You really gave this your all.”

If you were me, you’d have been suspicious of that comment, no matter how innocuously Brock delivered the line. Maybe it was a sly comment on my participation in the FreeUse lifestyle. I decided to ignore it.

“So the next issue…?”

“Is yours, yes.” Brock leaned back in his desk and steepled his fingers together, looking pensive. “In fact, you’ve given me a lot to think about.”

I beamed. “Thank you, sir.”

He waved me out of his office. “Staff meeting in ten minutes,” he reminded me. “Don’t get cocky.”

Was that another sly comment? I took that one at face value, too, and went back to my desk in the bullpen, still practically floating with pride.

~

My euphoria only lasted about ten minutes into the staff meeting, though. After going through the usual administrative announcements – who was covering what upcoming stories, who would be out in the next two weeks – Brock had a surprise topic for discussion.

Or at least, it was a surprise to me. Looking around, I had to wonder if the rest of the office had known to expect it.

“Thanks to Kelsey’s hard-hitting, well-researched article, this office has seen a surge of interest in the topic of FreeUse.” Brock’s face and voice were bland, giving nothing away. “I’ve heard from a number of people who expressed an interest in converting this magazine to a FreeUse policy as well.”

My heartbeat thudded in my ears. “What?” I whispered.

“But of course, that’s a big change for us to make.” Brock was studiously ignoring my shock and the elbows and grins from my male coworkers. “I think it’s in our best interests to follow the example set by the company Kelsey interviewed. Only an unanimous vote will see us adopting the policy.”

“Can we vote now?” Fitts called out.

Brock shrugged. “All in favor?”

One by one, each of my male colleagues raised their hands. Carlin and Fitts didn’t meet my gaze, but Geoff was grinning at me, and Dan was looking me up and down with a hot, lustful look in his eyes that made me shiver.

I couldn’t believe this. How could they spring this on me? I needed time to think. This was impossible. They couldn’t really think I’d vote for this, could they?

But after a deep breath, the panic receded in small steps. Just yesterday I’d felt calm about this, secure in my choices. I’d learned something about myself. Was it so shocking that my colleagues had learned something, too?

My pussy clenched with desire at the thought of being free for my colleagues to use, every day. What would it be like to be so open? So free?

I made my choice. I raised my hand.

“It’s unanimous, then.” Brock’s voice, usually stoic, was suddenly rough with desire.

The words hung in the air as the whole room waited on bated breath. And then they all moved at once.

If I’d wanted to run or protest, it was too late. In the next moment, they were all on me. Geoff, still smiling, had unzipped his pants and was pulling my head down onto his half-hard cock. I felt a hand on my back as I opened my lips for Geoff’s shaft; the hand undid my bra. My heavy breasts, suddenly released, swung free against Geoff’s thigh as I began to work him with my lips and tongue.

Chairs were being moved. As I bent over in Geoff’s lap, I was moved, my belly now against the seat of my chair. My skirt was suddenly up over my hips. I gasped at the sudden cold and terror, but as Geoff forced my head back down, my panties were ripped aside.

A cock slid between my lips. I didn’t know whose. One of my coworkers was covering himself in my juices and knew intimately now just how wet my pussy was at the thought of all of them fucking me whenever they wanted.

Geoff began to fuck my face and I let him, arms wrapping around his waist like a lifeline as I let myself go once more, adrift in the freedom and pleasure of being used.

The cock between my legs, now slick with my desire, pulled back. I whimpered in protest, but he wasn’t done with me yet.

As I suckled and tongued Geoff’s engorged head, the cock from behind me returned, pressing between my cheeks… seeking my most intimate place.

I moaned and bucked, but it was too late. Geoff held my head down, thrusting again and again into my face as one of my colleagues forced himself into my ass.

I had only shared that particular part of my anatomy once before. And now it was going to happen in front of a room full of my colleagues, all waiting for their turn to violate me. I moaned again in both fear and pleasure, the sound muffled by Geoff’s cock in my mouth.

The shaft between my cheeks pressed into me slowly, inexorably. I was stretched, almost painfully filled. My pussy was giving quiet gasps of need as I shivered under the assault. When the full length of my coworker’s cock was deep inside my ass, he held there for a long moment, letting me adjust.

And then he began to move.

As Geoff fucked my face, one of the others began to take my ass, thrusting and pulling back, slowly but surely, deeper and deeper each time. I moaned and swayed submissively between them, completely caught, utterly lost in need. I wanted it all.

Geoff came first, pulling back to spray my face with his seed. As I blinked through the sticky warmth of him, I was lifted to my knees, almost upright, then half on the knees of the man inside me, and now I knew it was Carlin in my ass, fucking me thoroughly. Eager hands were unbuttoning my shirt, pulling off my bra. My skirt was hiked up around my waist, it and my open shirt the last vestiges of modesty I had.

Dan was in front of me then and began stroking himself half between my breasts as they swung free for the whole office to see. And then Carlin’s tongue was in my mouth as he violated me, rocking me up and down in his lap as he claimed my asshole.

I lost track of all the ways they used me that day, of all the ways they took their pleasure from my body. I was a vessel, hollow and filled, empty and needed. When Brock pressed me back onto the conference room table and buried his massive shaft inside me, I urged him on with hands and hips. When Dan came between my breasts with an expression that told me he’d been imagining it since long before Amateur FreeUse Night, I begged for more. When Fitts and Geoff fucked me between them, on my hands and knees and rocking submissively back and forth with their thrusts, I felt complete satisfaction.

This was what I had been needing. This pleasure, infinite, crescendoing. This release. This freedom.

I was free now. And as I gave myself over completely to the pleasure welling up inside me, terrible, demanding, I bucked and gasped as my coworkers buried themselves deeper inside me, thrusting, claiming. I was split, taken, fucked from both ends. They worked together harder, faster, fucking me with desperation as though they hadn’t already cum, as though we hadn’t been intertwined for hours. I was panting, begging, caught in a tidal wave of my own pleasure as I climbed toward delicious release.

Fitts and Geoff were fucking me harder, now. I could still feel cum on my buttocks and breasts and face, mixing with the sweat of all of our desire. As they thrust into me, shuddering my body with their final rhythms – just slightly off from each other – I gave myself over to them, freely losing myself in pleasure as they took me. Geoff reached a hand between my legs as he pumped into me, stroking my lips and clit with a rough, demanding hand.

It was all I needed. Shuddering and bucking, I reached the peak, pleasure crashing through me, filling me, making me whole. At the sensations of my body shaking and clenching, first one, then the other, grunted and shuddered and came. My throat was full of Fitts’ come as Geoff pulled free and spent himself on my ass. Without their support, I collapsed to the floor – deliciously, deliciously, spent.

The next day, when I arrived at my desk, there was a small plaque awaiting me. I’d been awarded our magazine’s highest honor for services rendered to the company.

Smiling to myself, I wondered if the article or my FreeUse vote was the service referenced. But I didn’t care. Whistling to myself, I knocked on my editor’s door.

“Brock, I have a new pitch for an article.”

My editor looked up from his desk. I could see that he’d been absently stroking himself as he worked. Perfect.

“Come sit and tell me about it.” Brock’s voice was rough with curiosity and desire.

My pussy clenched, already dripping even though I’d just arrived at work. I hadn’t bothered with panties today.

I smiled at him, lifting my skirt just enough to straddle him. His cock slid inside me easily as I gave a little gasp. “Happy to.

“So here’s what I was thinking…”

~

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 All-In: The FreeUse Wife, get notified about Special Deals, and learn All My Darkest Secrets.

All-In: The FreeUse Wife – Free for my newsletter subscribers

Tessa and her husband Geoff live for the naughty games they play with each other, but tonight she has a feeling he's going to take things to the next level.

It's poker night at the Roark house, and all of her husband's friends are over for a night of cards... or so they think. But Geoff is betting they'll want to play a different game. For years, his friends have heard Geoff brag about Tessa's hot body and her talented mouth. Now it's time for Geoff to give them a chance to win the thing they all want more than anything - a night with Tessa as their very own FreeUse slut. Theirs for the taking - all at once and no holes barred.

Let the games begin!
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Pledge Week At The FreeUse Sorority - Sigma Epsilon Xi is the hottest sorority on campus. Their alums go on to be some of the most successful women in the world, but around here they're known for something else - they're the FreeUse Sorority. And I'm going to pledge.

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

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

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

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

Shared With Her Husband’s Best Friend - When I caught my best friend's curvy wife on her knees for our dominant boss, I thought it would be a disaster for their marriage. So imagine my surprise when his response to that bombshell was to ask "Was he as huge as she said?

I always thought we were so alike, but I'd never considered sharing my wife with other men. I hadn't even heard the term HotWife before. But now, discovering his wife's secret wild side has led my wife to reveal a filthy past that I never suspected.

The worst part is, I love hearing about every dirty thing she's ever done. I can't stop thinking about all the men who came before me, using and abusing my sweet, loving wife. Sometime two at a time, leaving her aching and messy. She's even reenacted some of her dirtiest HotPast moments with me. But if we want to recreate her hottest stories, we're going to need a little help from my best friend.

Did she really used to be that kind of girl?

...and could she be again?

Taken On The FreeUse Train - After dumping my ex, I took a midnight train goin' anywhere . There's just one problem; this FreeUse Train is an express to Pound Town.

No names. No small talk. Just a crowd of hungry strangers allowed to do anything they want to me. They fill me. Ruin me. Give me everything I never knew I needed. Two, three, or even more – rough and all at once.

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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