

Pledge Week

At The FreeUse Sorority

Molly Warden


Copyright 2026 Molly Warden

This is a work of fiction. Any similarities to real people or locations is merely a coincidence. All character are consenting adults over the age of 18.


Table of Contents

Chapter One             4

Chapter Two             8

Chapter Three             15

Chapter Four             25

Other Books By Molly Warden             32

About the Author             33


Chapter One

I woke up with butterflies in my stomach. Today was the day. I was about to pledge Sigma Epsilon Xi.

Sigma Epsilon Xi was the most prominent and notorious sorority on campus, and for good reason. After university, SEX sisters went on to do great things. Multiple members of Congress were alums, and so were the heads of at least two prestigious law firms and four Fortune 500 companies. It was a sorority that opened doors for the rest of your life.

But there was a price to pay for that access to lofty future realms.

Sigma Epsilon Xi had another name: the FreeUse Sorority. Based on a system both esoteric and secret to outsiders, sisters were available for freeuse for a lucky few throughout their time with SEX.

Everybody knew the gist of the arrangement, of course – it wasn’t something you could hide even on a big campus. But instead of being mocked or judged, sisters were mostly very popular and held in a kind of awe by the rest of the student body. It was as if everyone else had done the math on whether offering up your body was worth the doors it would open, and agreed it was.

And I was about to pledge.

For weeks, I had gone back and forth about it. First I thought no, I couldn’t, and then wondered how I could possibly turn an opportunity like this down. The sisters had been very clear that they considered me SEX material – not just in a freeuse sense. They told me in no uncertain terms I could achieve great things and SEX could help me get there.

It was a little scary.

It was exciting, too.

I’d had sex before, of course. I lost my virginity to my high school boyfriend, and then the summer before college I’d had a fling with a dreamy local while I was on a beach vacation. But I’d yet to meet anyone special at university, and now before I could, I was about to make myself available to a large chunk of the student body to be used at their whim.

It was hard to tell what was rumor and what was fact about the freeuse policy. I had asked the sisters lots of questions during the various rush parties I’d attended, but some of their answers sounded too good to be true – or at least, maybe more of a pitch than complete truth. It sounded like sometimes freeuse meant a full evening with one person, and sometimes lots of people in a row… and sometimes lots of people all at once. I was pretty sure I could handle the first two. The last one made me a little nervous.

But I would have been lying if I’d said it didn’t turn me on, too.

Still, there was nothing for it. I’d made my decision. It was time to learn what freeuse was all about.

~

There were 14 of us who’d made good impressions at the rush parties and accepted formal invitations to pledge Sigma Epsilon Xi. That seemed like a large pledge class to me, but of course, we all had to get through Pledge Week first.

Pledge Week was a time-honored tradition in Greek life – part hazing, part introduction. I’d heard horror stories from friends who pledged other sororities, but all of the things they complained about seemed like standard university pranks and drink-related activities. I doubted very much that was what Pledge Week would be like at SEX.

My hunch was right. After the 14 of us had a chance to chat with sisters and sip champagne in an event that felt more like a professional mixer than the start of a hazing ritual, we got down to business.

The SEX President, Marissa, lightly rapped a gavel for our attention. She stood at a small podium at the head of the room, strategically lit by a gentle glow and looking every inch a future CEO with her carefully put together outfit, professionally-styled hair, and impeccable makeup.

“Welcome to Sigma Epsilon Xi’s Pledge Week, ladies.” She favored us all with a dazzling smile. “We are so excited that you are all interested in pledging SEX.

“SEX sisters are remarkable. We are known throughout the country as powerful women, as sophisticated women, as women who get things done.

“But I won’t lie to you. SEX life can be hard. I don’t expect all of you ladies to pledge Sigma Epsilon Xi… either because you decide this is not for you, or because it turns out you aren’t the right fit. And there is no shame in that. SEX life is not for everyone.

“For many of you, this week will mark your first freeuse experiences. You will be tested in many ways. Sometimes, you will fail. But if you succeed – if you make it through this week and get your formal invitation to pledge – you will have a lifelong band of sisters who will support you, protect you, and lift you to heights you can barely imagine.

“Now – let’s begin.”

We all clapped, of course. It was hard not to be inspired by Marissa, even if some of the things she said sent a thrill of fear – and arousal – through me.

What followed was a crash course in SEX history, partnerships, and etiquette. Marissa didn’t reveal all of the sorority’s secrets to us, of course. That would come later, for those lucky enough to actually join. But she gave us enough information to have context for what was to come.

Basically, Sigma Epsilon Xi had gone through a rough patch some twenty years ago. There was an internal shakeup, and when the dust settled, the new leadership began making the changes that are still in place today. The biggest one was the designation of SEX as a freeuse sorority, one of the first ones in the country. But while other early freeuse sororities were open to all, Sigma Epsilon Xi’s leadership moved in a different direction.

SEX sisters were freeuse – to partners and their guests. A random nobody on campus couldn’t hope to use a SEX sister unless he received an invitation to a freeuse event by a partner (or more rarely, one hosted by the sorority itself). Partnerships required formal, legal contracts with SEX, hammered out as thoroughly as any prenuptial agreement, by pre-law sisters if not SEX’s actual lawyers.

Sigma Epsilon Xi had a number of partnerships at any given time – mostly with local and campus organizations, though there were a few cases where individuals had contracts as well, as I later learned. There were slight differences among the contracts, and some were completely secret, but the existence of some of SEX’s partners were all but public knowledge.

At the time I was pledging, SEX’s most notorious partner was another Greek organization: the fraternity Alpha Kappa Xi. AKX (or Alpha Cocks, as they were usually known around campus), were the closest thing SEX had to a counterpart. Alpha Cocks were future titans of industry, political leaders, tech moguls.

What was rumored (and I later learned was true) was that SEX’s contract with the Alpha Kappa Xi had a very important clause that was directly responsible for some of SEX’s meteoric rise to prominence: any Alpha Cocks alum had to provide professional support to any Sigma Epsilon Xi alum, no questions asked. There were many pages to the contract that hammered out exactly what level of support was required, but the gist was that the SEX professional network didn’t only include former sisters, but former brothers as well.

The Alpha Cocks were the main reason any “guests” might have access to a SEX sister, as well. Like any fraternity, they held house parties, and in many cases those parties included SEX sisters for freeuse. There were some rules about what guests could and couldn’t do and any SEX sister had the right to petition the Alpha Cocks for reprieve if needed, but Marissa assured us it almost never came up.

The reason we got more detail on the Alpha Cocks partnership than any of the others is because those of us who made it far enough in the week would be attending a freeuse frat party… as the entertainment. Just the thought made me shiver and get a little wet.

But that party would be the last test. We had two major tests to pass before we’d be allowed to attend.

These three tests were, Marissa announced, modeled after each of Sigma Epsilon Xi’s golden rules. We would hear the first of the rules tomorrow when our Pledge Week truly began.


Chapter Two

“The first rule: a SEX sister accepts every challenge without complaint.”

Marissa’s voice was clear and firm, but I didn’t completely understand the rule – or what it meant in terms of our test. But I knew that would become apparent sooner or later.

We were being introduced to the first test in two groups. I was in the first group with six of the other girls. The room Marissa had led us to hardly seemed like Pledge Week material: if anything, it was the sisters’ study room. It was classy, of course; it held a vase of peacock feathers, a few small statues, strategic mirrors, and so on. But it was definitely a working room. Most of the walls were lined with bookshelves and desks, with a few additional workstations spread out across half the space. Some of the desks were even occupied as Marissa made her announcement, and not just by sisters. There were three guys here too; I wasn’t clear if they were classmates, study buddies, or maybe boyfriends of some of the sisters.

They were all apparently ignoring us, but I knew it was a show. Marissa had pitched her voice loudly and clearly didn’t care if she interrupted their work. Plus, what she said next had to attract some interest.

“Now strip.”

I exchanged a glance with the girl next to me, but started unbuttoning my shirt. I’d expected something like this, truthfully. Pledge Week at the FreeUse Sorority? I’d have been disappointed if I hadn’t had to get naked at least once.

Having already made the decision didn’t make it easy, though. While our audience was still supposedly studying, I was sure they would be sneaking peeks at the very least.

I heard a faint sound of protest from down the line, but didn’t turn to look. Marissa walked over and had a brief, hushed conversation. There was a quiet murmur of acceptance, but it sounded unhappy.

As I pulled off first my blouse, then my cami, I shivered – and not just from my skin’s sudden exposure to the air. Everything felt charged, electric, like something incredibly important was about to happen and everyone was waiting to see what it was.

I stepped out of my pants next, wanting a few more seconds before I had to take the final steps. Unhooking my bra, letting my breasts hang free. Slipping off my panties, showing the whole room my shaved pussy.

I wasn’t the first to finish, but I wasn’t the last. It felt like forever waiting there, shivering, as the other girls finished.

Finally, Marissa gave us all a critical eye. “Good. Now you’ll be blindfolded.”

I felt a flutter of fear, but I stood still. This was what I signed up for.

Now the students in front of us moved. Strips of black cloth came out of pockets and bags, and the four sisters and three guests approached the seven of us. I was blindfolded by one of the guys – one of the Alpha Cocks, I thought, but couldn’t be sure – and I felt him brush against one of my breasts purposefully before he stepped away.

I shivered again, and felt my pussy growing damp.

Once more, there were sounds of protest, but with my blindfold on I couldn’t tell if it was the same girl or not. Once again, there was a hushed conversation, and this time, I thought I heard someone leave the room.

One down, then. Thirteen of us left.

It was probably only a few seconds after we heard the door close once more before Marissa spoke, but it felt like ages. The blindfold made me feel both helpless and oddly detached from the room I was in. I clung to Marissa’s next words like a lifeline:

“Remember the first golden rule, ladies. I’ll be back in an hour. Your test begins now.”

My mind raced as I heard the door open and click shut again. What did Marissa mean? What did the rule she’d greeted us with have to do with standing in the study room, naked and blindfolded?

I was about to find out.

The rustle of cloth came from my right, followed by a sharp inhale. At first I wondered that the pledge wasn’t asking questions, but then realized: she might have figured out part of what Marissa meant by the golden rule. A SEX sister accepts every challenge without complaint. We weren’t allowed to make noise.

Alright, then. I had a fair idea of what was coming if that was the case. But of course, it’s easier to intellectually know what might happen than it is to actually experience it.

I didn’t have to wait long before the rest of the test became apparent. I felt a light touch on my buttocks and nearly jumped out of my skin – but I was proud of myself for not even squeaking in surprise.

The touch came again. Was it a finger? Something didn’t feel right.

A longer, slower brush this time, and I realized what it was: a feather. Of course. There had been a vase of peacock feathers I’d noticed on one of the bookshelves. And now I was going to be teased with one.

The feather lingered on my ass for another moment, and then disappeared. I shivered in anticipation, knowing it would come back, not knowing where or when. After a moment, it was back, this time lightly caressing my ear and neck. Was I stifling a moan or a gasp of surprise? I wasn’t sure anymore.

Gone. Then back. A tickling, teasing touch on my exposed nipple.

Again gone. Again back. Now the feather was lower, softly brushing along my inner thigh and raising goosebumps even as my pussy grew damp with anticipation.

I didn’t know who my tormentor even was, but they were devilish. I’m not particularly ticklish, thank goodness, but it was enough of a tease without that problem. Who was touching me? Guy or girl, it didn’t matter. Whoever they were, they were taunting me skillfully. I never knew where the feather was coming next, or what kind of touch it would bring.

The feather brushed against my lips and vanished. A goodbye? I wondered when it didn’t return. Had I passed the test already?

One of the other girls cried out suddenly. I wasn’t sure if it was in pleasure or surprise, but it didn’t matter. The end result was the same: another hushed conversation, a rustle of clothing as she gathered her things, and the door opening and closing yet again. Twelve of us left.

Shivering, and not only from the cold, I waited. My whole body was racing with anticipation – and need. Surely this wasn’t all. Surely they weren’t going to let me go with just a feather tease.

As I had that thought, I felt something on my nipple once more. But this time, it wasn’t the feather. It was a warm mouth, surrounded by light scruff that rasped against the sensitive skin of my breast.

Whoever this stranger was, he took my areola in his mouth, teasing it with his tongue. I bit my lip to keep from gasping and forced myself to remain still, letting a stranger explore my breasts without complaint.

He moved his mouth back and forth between my breasts, suckling one first, then the other. At times his hands cupped my generous bosom, lifting my breasts to his mouth as though drinking. I shivered under his touch, but kept quiet.

Pleasure was coursing through me as he teased and tongued my nipples, but I could take it. I understood the test; I would be silent.

His teeth lightly scraped one nipple. I jumped, but bit back my yelp of surprise.

I heard a chuckle in front of me. He gave a gentle kiss to the same nipple, and then kissed me again… lower.

Oh, no.

Kisses trailed down my belly to the cleft between my legs. Gentle pressure from his hands forced my legs wider apart, and I let him move me – willingly? Unwillingly?

And then his mouth was on my mound, his tongue sliding between my lips.

I bit my lip to keep from moaning. My body shuddered under the sudden pleasure of a warm mouth on my pussy. He knew what he was doing, too – his tongue deftly plundered my lips, almost pressing into me, then languorously sliding back up to my clit.

Grateful for his hands on my ass, helping hold me up, I gave in. That was what freeuse was about, wasn’t it? Surrender? I somehow felt that was the lesson I was supposed to be learning here.

I gave in to him, twining my hands in his hair but letting him make the moves. His tongue teased and tormented me, sending spears of pleasure through my shivering, shuddering body. Again and again I bit my lip to keep from moaning aloud, and soon I was tasting blood, but I didn’t care. I wanted more. I was blindfolded, being violated in front of a room full of people, and all I wanted was to ride my pleasure out on his face, to climax again and again before I let him stop tasting me.

Waves of pleasure coursed through my body as his tongue expertly took me. Every third stroke or so he suckled me, drawing more and more need as I struggled to stand. His hands clutched my ass, nearly spreading my cheeks in their determination to hold me still, and I knew I would have bruises there tomorrow. I didn’t care.

I was desperately trying to urge him on now, lightly pressing his face into my pussy, but he held to his own pace, continuing to torment me with just enough teasing to drive me crazy.

And then I felt it.

I’d noticed his grip was pulling at my buttocks, almost spreading them, but I hadn’t thought anything of it. But now there was something pressing between my ass cheeks. Was his grip intentional? Probably.

It took all my willpower not to cry out. Whether to demand they stop, or urge them on, I no longer knew. The pressure between my ass cheeks was growing stronger now, probing closer to my forbidden opening as the mouth on my pussy sucked and licked, drawing me desperately closer to orgasm even as I felt the first delicious thrill of terror.

Whatever was between my cheeks, it was cold. Not a cock, then. But what? I cast my mind over what I’d seen in the room, remembering the peacock feathers.

A statue. It had to be.

Now that I thought of it, several of them had been small and somewhat phallic. I’d just assumed they were warriors with stylized helmets, but this experience was making me doubt that somehow…

The man between my legs was working me harder now, drawing me ever closer to shamefully climaxing in a room full of strangers. I shuddered under his touch, both from what he was doing with his mouth and from the knowledge that I was about to be pierced from behind.

A SEX sister accepts every challenge without complaint.

This was a challenge. I was not about to complain.

And so I was anally violated with a statue while a man I’d never met skillfully ate my pussy. The statue pressed inexorably into my ass as the mouth between my legs coaxed me higher and higher, bringing me to the pinnacle of need and beyond as pleasure crashed through my body, leaving me shaking, unable to stand on my own.

Strong arms gripped and held me as I rode out my orgasm in the middle of the study.

Silently.

I passed the first test, I thought dizzily.

The aftershocks of pleasure were still coursing through me when the statue inside me began to move, ever so slightly, and the mouth drinking my pussy began to suckle and tease me once again.

I gave myself over to them as they began a second assault, carrying me along in a delicious river of pleasure. I could feel another orgasm waiting, and I wanted it. The tongue between my lips slipped lower, finding my entrance. It was too much.

As they held me up, I came again, my whole body shaking against the mouth and the statue. I was destroyed, undone. There was nothing but the sensations they brought forth in me, and my vow to keep silent.

I rode the wave of pleasure once more, trying desperately to stay afloat. And then I heard the door open.

“Well,” Marissa’s voice was amused, “It looks like we have a few ladies who understood the first rule very well.”

Just then, the tongue that was violating me returned to my clit, and I felt a third orgasm overtake me at Marissa’s words.

This time, I did collapse, despite the two holding me up. The statue slipped from me, I lost the tongue between my legs, and my blindfold came askew – but I was sated, deliciously.

Marissa’s smile was the first thing I saw as fragments of light returned to me. She looked proud.


Chapter Three

Our second test was to follow the second golden rule of SEX: “A SEX sister is a lifelong learner.”

There were 11 of us left; three had either failed the first test or opted not to continue. Instead of making me nervous, that made me… proud? I had been questioning whether SEX was the right fit for me, but I’d been told by Marissa and multiple other sisters that I’d passed the first test with flying colors and they couldn’t wait to see how well I did on the next two.

Before the test truly began, we were set loose in another mixer of sorts. All of us had already spent a good amount of time talking to the sisters, but today Marissa was re-introducing us with a specific goal in mind.

“This is Rena.” Marissa pressed a statuesque, confident-looking junior toward me. “If you make it through Pledge Week, she’ll be your Big Sister. This week, she’ll be acting as sort of a welcome buddy and helping prepare you for Friday’s big AKX party.”

Rena hugged me in excitement. She was taller enough than I was that her large breasts hovered right at face height, nearly smothering me. I could imagine she was popular at freeuse parties!

“I know you’ll make it through this. You’ll be my first Little by the end of the week,” Rena promised.

Marissa smiled at us hugging. Her smile was genuine, I think, and I loved her a little for it. Whatever else I might have misjudged about SEX sisters, I didn’t think I was wrong here, that they honestly cared for each other and wanted to help each other rise up.

The mixer continued for a few hours. Rena acted as my unofficial chaperone, introducing me again to some of the sisters she was closest to, gossiping about AKX, and generally acting like I was already in the sorority. About an hour before the mixer ended, her boyfriend showed up, and she eagerly introduced me to him, too.

James was one of the Alpha Cocks, of course – a lot of the sisters dated guys from our partner organization. I didn’t recognize him, but he was very friendly and happily chatted to me about a few of his brothers we knew in common.

All in all, it was a fun evening, but as time crept on I grew more and more on edge. This was the night of the second test, and although Marissa had given us the golden rule, nothing had happened yet that felt anything like a test. Had I missed it, somehow? Or was I being judged in a way I didn’t realize?

The test, of course, was obvious when it finally came.

As the mixer wound down, I started looking for my coat, only to have Rena grab my hand. “Not yet, Little. Our night’s just begun.”

Obediently, I followed her upstairs to the living quarters. Rena’s room was partway down the hall to the right, her door decorated with flowers, each one inscribed with positive messages from her sisters. I felt a stab of envy and hoped that I would have such supportive sisters soon too.

But when she pushed open her door and revealed James lying on her bed, I stopped thinking about what it was going to be like to be accepted into the sorority, and started wondering what exactly my test would be.

The second rule didn’t seem very ambiguous, of course, but it also wasn’t very clear how it related to anything that might come up during Pledge Week. I swallowed nervously and stepped inside, letting Rena close and lock the door behind me. A SEX sister is a lifelong learner. Well, I was ready to learn.

“We don’t want any interruptions, do we?” Rena giggled. “It’s more effective than a sock on the door.”

I expected Rena to pull me toward the bed, but she surprised me by flouncing off to her desk. She retrieved a clipboard of all things and went to perch on the bed beside James. Even in such a casual setting, she looked like a smart, put-together businesswoman. I felt another twin stab of envy and hope.

“Sit!”

I sat on the corner of the bed.

James waved lazily but made no move to approach me. I found that confusing, but it did help me relax.

Meanwhile, Rena was scanning whatever was on her clipboard, chewing her lip absently. This had the effect of at least making her look less imposing. “Okay, Little. Fill out the top part of this, give it back, and then we’ll get started.”

I took the clipboard from her and started adding my full name and proposed graduation date automatically before my eyes fell on the rest of the sheet. And then I swallowed, feeling a nervous thrill of arousal course through me.

It looked nothing more than like a swimming skills test, the kind that might be given to small children just learning the basics. But instead of grading competencies in floating, kicking, or treading water, it was grading… well, skills more freeuse in nature. My eyes lingered on a category labeled “ORAL SKILLS” and I felt a blush coming on.

“Oh, she’ll be popular if she keeps that reflex,” James laughed. His tone was kind and I think he meant it as a compliment, but it just made me blush further. I felt a tingle between my legs, which made it even harder to control my expression.

I handed the clipboard back to Rena, not trusting my voice.

“Why don’t we start with your natural talents?” Rena gestured to James. “How would you seduce him? What would the foreplay look like?”

I bit my lip. “You want me to… seduce your boyfriend… in front of you?”

Rena laughed. “Little, we’re a freeuse sorority. I obviously have other partners. James does, too. That doesn’t change how we feel about each other.”

“But…” I shut up. Now was not the time to be diving into the intricacies of their relationship. If they said it was fine, it was, and this was my test. I had to trust SEX, Rena, and Marissa.

Rena gave James a kiss and moved to sit on the desk, plainly leaving the bed for the two of us. It was intimidating not only having to make up a seduction strategy on the fly, but to do it in front of someone – and the target’s partner, no less – was making my mouth dry.

But I knew I was SEX sister material. I could do this. I just needed a plan.

Scanning the room, my eyes lighted on a small bottle of whiskey. I pointed. “May I?”

Rena nodded. “Be my guest.”

I unbuttoned two buttons on my top, brushed my fingers quickly through my hair, and grabbed the bottle. I made my way slowly over to the bed, making the most of my slow walk with the sway of my hips. James watched my approach hungrily – or so I hoped.

I sat next to him. “You look like you could use a drink and some good company. Unfortunately, you’ll have to make do with me.”

He laughed in surprised pleasure that I was able to make a joke. “I think I can manage.” He reached his hand out for the bottle.

Obligingly, I handed it to him, leaning over farther than required and being sure to brush my breasts against his arm ever so lightly as I deposited it in his big hands.

Soon those hands would be touching me. I restrained a shiver of excitement.

James took a pull from the bottle and offered it back. I took a long drink myself, feeling the whiskey burn as I swallowed, hoping his eyes were on my throat as I exposed it to his eager gaze.

“I like the way you drink,” he said huskily.

I quirked an eyebrow. “That’s not all I do well.”

“Really.” I wasn’t imagining the hunger in his voice now. “What are your other hidden talents?”

“Well…” Did I dare? I did. “I’m very good with my mouth. At more than just drinking.”

A wicked gleam lit James’ eyes. “Show me.”

I knew what he expected me to do, but I had scanned the sheet Rena was making notes on, and I had a different idea, one I hoped would help me stand out.

In response, I took another drink of whiskey, but this one I held in my mouth. Savoring the burn, I leaned over to James, pressed my lips to his, and gently forced his mouth open to receive not only my tongue, but the swallow of whiskey I’d been holding.

He coughed a little in surprise as it went down hard, but he recaptured my mouth almost immediately. His tongue was hot, demanding, pressing into my mouth and exploring. I twined my fingers in his hair and pulled him into me, demanding on my own terms as well. I could feel my pulse rising, the heat between my legs echoing the pounding elsewhere in my veins. James was very, very good with his tongue. I wondered if…

When we finally broke apart, gasping, I was worried Rena would interrupt. But no, she seemed content to let us continue.

“You’re not so bad with your mouth yourself,” I murmured. “But I might be better.”

“Oh really.” James’ gaze pierced me to the core.

I leaned over him again and grazed the corner of his mouth with my lips, working my way along his jawline and to his ear before he could capture my mouth again. Reaching his earlobe, I nibbled gently before breathing softly into it: “Really.”

He made a gratifying groan at that and his hands twitched – about to grab me, I thought. But he let me continue. I gave his earlobe a soft, appreciative bite, and moved my mouth lower, capturing his neck and giving a demanding suck here, a gentle nibble there, a scrape of my teeth before capturing his flesh in my mouth once more and making him whimper.

I worked my way lower, slowly unbuttoning his shirt as I went and slipping my hands underneath it, then slipping it off his shoulders. I caressed his impressive shoulder muscles, gently rubbing at the knots I felt there and in his lower neck. His bare skin glistened with a light sweat as I worked him, trailing my mouth over his collarbone, across to the hollow just below his neck, then down, down to his nipples, already tight with arousal.

“Move a hand lower and graze his cock, as if by accident.” Rena’s voice sounded far away compared to the pounding in my ears.

I turned her command into action. James’ cock was already hard and straining against his jeans, and he groaned again as I teasingly moved my hand along his length. I pressed my thigh back between his legs as I kept tasting his chest.

I lost myself in the taste of him, brand new and yet familiar, trailing my tongue around his areola and then flicking his nipple lightly in my mouth. James let slip another gratifying moan. Then his hands were on my shoulders and he was pushing me back.

“My turn,” he demanded.

Leaning back as he pressed me, I let him undress me, pulling off my blouse and undoing my bra with such skill I’d only just registered he was reaching for it when it was off. I was now bare from the waist up, splayed on my Big’s bed while her boyfriend caressed my breasts in front of her. I shivered with anxious desire. Rena made no comment, but I was painfully aware of her sitting there, pencil at work, as her boyfriend took first one, then the other of my nipples in his mouth, exploring my eager flesh in front of his beloved.

Before I could fully reconcile my feelings about the situation with my desperate arousal, James was slipping a hand down my skirt, under my panties, and sliding a finger between my swollen lips. I bucked in surprise, nearly shaking him off me.

“Gentle,” Rena admonished. “It’s really sexy, but you don’t want to ruin his flow. Try to let out your feelings vocally until he’s less precarious.”

Was I seriously being instructed in how to respond to being fingered? I wanted to marshal some anger at that, some hurt pride, but it was hard, too hard with James teasing my clit and nipple at the same time. And this was the test, after all: a SEX sister is a lifelong learner. I was here to learn.

I gave myself up to James’ mouth and hands, whimpering as he worked me. He was almost as good with his fingers as with his mouth and his every move was sending terrible desire cascading through me. I wanted this. I wanted more.

As James stroked me, his mouth devouring my heaving breasts, I slipped a hand lower, brushing against his hardened cock once more. He groaned against me, but a gentle brush wasn’t my plan. I slid my hand higher, looking for… aha.

I fought to keep still, both against my own natural impulses and to meet Rena’s instruction, and managed to keep my hands and hips just steady enough to grip the loop of his belt and began pressing it back, threading the end through the buckle… sliding it forward… off his hips. As James realized what I was doing, he lifted his hips agreeably to give me more room, but I didn’t need it. Within a moment, his belt purred free of the loops and was tossed on the bed beside us. My fingers found his zipper.

I had to pause then, his fly half undone, his bulging cock so close to my waiting hand. Shudders were wracking my body as James stroked me, teasing me to the height of pleasure. I cried out and this time I couldn’t restrain another wild buck, but James was above me now, his head lifted, enough off me that it just brought my mouth close to his –

And he captured me with it, drinking in my cries as he fingered me to orgasm on his girlfriend’s bed. I shuddered with delicious pleasure, my body on fire and aching for more, more, as he slipped his fingers out of my folds and kissed me tenderly once more.

“Beautiful,” I heard Rena murmur, and James lowered me back to the bed. As I lay there quietly gasping, waiting for my body to stop shaking, he pulled off my skirt, then my panties, leaving me bare and exposed.

James offered me another pull of the whiskey which I took, thankfully. Then he lay down, his head pillowed on my thighs, face turned towards me. I could feel his breath on my still-quivering pussy. It made me shiver each time it hit me, as I knew he intended.

His fingers gently urged my legs apart, leaving me completely exposed to his gaze. With eyes and gentle touch he examined my pussy, tracing each sensitive fold, caressing each bundle of nerves. I gasped and quivered, but mindful of Rena’s instruction, I kept from jumping and dumping his head off my lap.

“You’re lovely,” James told me sincerely.

I didn’t trust my breath enough to respond. There was something both completely detached about this experience and also something so deeply intimate, being explored by a complete stranger like this. I didn’t know what I would have said if I could have spoken. Thank you?

I could thank James in other ways, and I didn’t think this test was done yet.

My arm reached to the side, groped, and finally found James’ hip. He obligingly curled closer to me, letting me finish what I had started – slowly drawing down his zipper, then peeling back layers of cloth to find his rigid cock. He moaned agreeably as my hand encircled him, tracing the veins along his shaft and teasing the sensitive ridge just before his head.

We explored each other, James with hand and eye, me with just my fingers, noting down every facet of the stranger we’d been assigned to fuck. Even when trapped in his trousers, I could tell James’ cock was bigger and thicker than I was used to, and I trembled at knowing soon he would be deep inside me. James’ deft touch between my legs kept making me whimper, refusing to let the waves of pleasure still coursing through me even now completely die.

When I reached my hand low enough to cup him, gently moving his balls between my fingers, James froze. He gave a low groan that I could feel vibrating my thighs, his hot breath on my pussy. He leaned forward.

James’ hand left my pussy then, helping free himself so I could explore him more fully. Together we pressed his pants, then boxers lower – lower – they trapped his legs, but neither of us wanted to move enough to fully take them off. As I pressed a finger gently against the sensitive spot just behind his balls, he moaned again, his whole body shuddering, and then he moved.

His head had only been inches from my pussy, and now his mouth was on me. I was right about his skill: even sideways, at the awkward angle he’d chosen lying in my lap, James knew exactly how to move his lips, where to slide his tongue. I was working him in tandem now, and I could feel his groans vibrating my pussy as he drank me in, exploring my velvety folders with his mouth now instead of his eyes.

I was barreling toward another orgasm, and as I moved my hand higher once more I could feel precum leaking from the tip of James’ shuddering cock. If only –

“It’s time,” Rena directed, her controlled voice harsh with desire.

With a gasp, James broke from my pussy, ripping his pants the rest of the way off with a violent desire that startled me. Then he was completely on top of me, drawing my hips up to him, my legs splayed behind us as he sheathed himself in me in one swift stroke.

I cried out as he pressed deep into me, the heat of him close and the pounding of our pulses echoing through me as he held for one long, delicious moment.

And then he began to move.

Slowly, surely, but picking up speed, James thrust into me. He was still holding my hips slightly up off the bed, tense with desire. Was the test over? I didn’t care. I was crushed with need, my body aching with desire, and I wanted more. More.

I twined first one then the other leg over his shoulders, giving him deep, full access to abuse my pussy. Groaning with eager desire, James clutched my buttocks, driving deeper and deeper into me with each thrust. At this new angle his cock rubbed against that deep, private spot within me, and I screamed with need each time he moved against me.

Harder and harder we fucked each other, driving towards the irresistible cacophony of pleasure. If Rena gave any more instructions, they were lost in the sounds and sensations of what we were doing to each other, savagely taking out our shared desire and need shamelessly on her bed, in front of her, fucking our way desperately to reach more, higher, more –

With a guttural moan, James clutched me to him, bruising my buttocks as his fingers dug into them. I could feel his cock throbbing inside me, pulsing once, twice, spilling his cum deep within my pussy. The sensation of cum filling me was too much. It crashed into me, spilling me over the edge, and the second orgasm that had taunted me since James first put his head in my lap would now no longer be denied. I came in a riot of cries, shaking and bucking against James as he held me, clasped tight to him, his cock throbbing in the aftermath of pleasure as I finally rode the wave of bliss to its conclusion.

“Very nice,” Rena’s voice purred. I hadn’t even realized she’d stood and approached the bed – to better see us? It didn’t matter. “I can safely say you’ll be a hit at the Alpha Cocks party on Friday.”

I took a deep, shaky breath. “Does that mean I passed the test?”

Rena gently traced the outline of my pussy with the tip of her pencil, and I shuddered in unwilling pleasure. “Most definitely, Little.”

James gave a little laugh as my pussy clenched around him in desire. “I think she’s ready to go again already, dear. Care to join us this time?”

Rena gave me a questioning look, her eyes hooded with desire.

Still reeling from my last orgasm, it was all I could do to nod.

With her boyfriend still deep inside me, Rena bent and gave my pussy a gentle kiss. A promise. “I’m glad to hear that.”

I closed my eyes. It was going to be a long, long night.


Chapter Four

I later learned how exactly the second test was scored. In the aftermath of our marathon threeway, Rena had obligingly showed me the ratings and my marks. I’d been graded on Foreplay, Oral Skills, Manual Skills, Reactions, Confidence, Creativity, and Style. She’d given me full marks in everything but Reactions, where I’d gotten three out of four. “All your reactions are very sexy,” she laughed, “but some of them might be hazardous to your partner!”

After a discussion with Rena, Marissa actually used anecdotes from my second test as examples for the other girls – anonymously, of course. I was too proud to be embarrassed, and anyway, wasn’t this what we were all here for? No one would value a freeuse sorority very much if the sisters weren’t skilled at sexual activities.

There were nine of us going into Friday’s AKX party; nine potential pledges out of the fourteen who had started. Rena informed me that the expectation was the final pledge class would be eight. She wouldn’t tell me which girl they expected to quit, but she confidently predicted I would be one of the final eight. “It’s like you were born for this, Little,” she proclaimed proudly, giving me a deep kiss.

Rena helped me get ready for the AKX party, offering me use of another sister’s dresses (none of Rena’s would have fit me) as well as her services for hair and makeup.

When she was done, I hardly recognized myself. The dress Rena and I had settled on was a deep, glowing red that drew the eye, as did the way it clung to my breasts and hips. At Rena’s insistence, I wasn’t wearing a bra or panties. “For this kind of party,” she’d announced, “they’ll just get in the way.” She did, however, add thigh high stockings to my outfit, along with a dramatic set of heels that were more sturdy than they looked.

My hair was up; my jewelry was small and understated, though all pieces that would catch the light. I didn’t know exactly how this party was going to go, but my guess that larger pieces of jewelry would get in the way seemed safe.

Rena walked me to the prep room at the AKX house. She left me there with a friendly squeeze and went to go find James. I stood with the eight other girls still left in an oak-paneled office that looked like it should have been a CEO’s war room, rather than in a frat house. Everything about it screamed “powerful man.” It made me a little afraid of what this night would bring.

But Rena believed in me. Marissa believed in me. I’d been told multiple times that I had what it took. This party was the last test, and I had to believe in myself, too.

For the preamble before this last test, Marissa was joined by someone I later learned was the AKX president, Richard. Marissa greeted us all as usual, telling us she was proud of how far we’d come, and that even if not all of us completed this test, we should be amazed at our strength and courage to make it this far. SEX life, she reminded us, is not for everyone. Freeuse is demanding and requires a certain sort of person. Those of us who were made for it would know.

Did I know I was made for freeuse? Sometimes I thought so. Sometimes, as now, I was still a little unsure.

“Our last golden rule is also our most important,” Marissa was saying. “This one is actually the founding rule not only from our sorority’s inception, but also the key behind our sorority’s rebirth twenty years ago.

“A SEX sister serves the community.”

A thrill of delicious fear went through me. While the other rules had some ambiguity, we all knew what this one meant. We were at an Alpha Cocks party, here to be passed around by AKX brothers and guests alike. We were part of the entertainment. As freeuse sisters, we were here to be used.

The AKX president, Richard, walked us through a number of ground rules. Many were based on our partnership contract, I later learned, though some were specific to this party, being as it was a test for the uninitiated. The most important ground rule, both of them emphasized, was that if we were ever uncomfortable or wanted to stop, all we had to do was tell any Alpha Cock a code word and they would remove us from the situation immediately. Marissa and Richard would then talk to us an ensure we were okay and take action if it was needed.

It was oddly touching how much they emphasized that they wanted us to know we were safe, given the environment they were about to throw us into. But I believed them.

With the preamble concluded, Marissa gave us all hugs, whispering in my ear “You’ll be great!” Richard led us all to one of the main rooms. It looked like a gentleman’s smoking room, complete with a massive roaring fireplace, several high-backed chairs, and an impressively long couch. With a smile, he gestured to the room. “Please, get comfortable. Our guests will be arriving in a few minutes, and after they’ve removed coats and gotten drinks, many of them will be coming through here.

“And remember, most of them are coming to see you.”

On that stressful note, he left us to decide for ourselves what “get comfortable” meant.

We all exchanged glances. After quiet discussion, we arranged ourselves carefully around the room. A few girls wanted specific places. The rest, I argued, may as well prove we knew what we were here for. We got into position, shivering with anguished desire and anticipation, awaiting what was coming with bated breath.

And so, when the door finally opened and we heard the conversation of the first guests entering the room, what they saw first was a result of my genius – or idiotic – plan: five girls, bent over the high back of the long couch, our asses facing them and ready for whatever they desired.

There was a hubbub immediately, murmured voices commenting appreciatively while I heard several hoots and cheers from further back. A voice I thought I recognized laughed that this was the best SEX pledge class yet.

And then I felt the first hand on my ass.

As the guests and Alpha Cocks spread out through the room, I didn’t try to see them through my hair. It was too uncomfortable to keep my head up for long, and I also wasn’t quite sure I wanted to look. Would it be better or worse to see people I knew, taking me and my future sisters? I didn’t know. As long as I hid behind my hair, I had time to gather my courage and see if my suggested approach paid off.

The first few touches weren’t tentative, exactly, but the way they brushed along made me guess that several guests were touching all five of us in a row, moving from girl to girl and examining our buttocks like fruit at the market. I felt a gentle slap and jumped a little – no one was in danger of being hit by the movement, after all! – and couldn’t restrain a quiet squeal. My pussy tingled in anticipation.

“It’s like a sampler platter,” someone laughed behind me.

Before I could wonder what exactly they meant by that, I felt a sudden blast of cold air. My dress was being pulled up, pooling around my waist, leaving my ass bare to the room. Even with the fire roaring, it was a sudden shock of temperature, and I shivered violently. Down the line, I heard another girl yelp as she received the same treatment.

I heard the unmistakable sound of someone spitting behind me. My anxious mind whirled, trying to make sense of the sound.

And then I felt it: a cock was pressing between my cheeks, driving towards my pussy. Someone was indeed going to “sample” all of us.

A delighted laugh. “No need for spit on this one, boys,” the voice announced cheerfully. “She’s already dripping.”

Indeed, the stranger’s cock pressing into my pussy found no resistance. To my shame – delight? Pride? – I was already wet and eager for the taking. Was this what Rena had meant about being born to it?

The stranger behind me violated me once, twice, three times. Enough to set my blood afire and make me quiver in anticipation of the coming crescendo of pleasure. But before I approached the peak, he withdrew suddenly. Unable to help myself, I moaned in protest, my pussy aching for more.

A soft moan, a wet sound, the couch next to me shaking. He was thrusting into the girl beside me now, testing her pussy with his eager cock.

I bit my lip to keep from wailing in frustration. I was here to be used! I wanted to be used.

But it wasn’t up to me to decide how I was used, I reminded myself. That was what freeuse was all about… as well as the third rule. A SEX sister serves the community. If being “sampled” was how I could best serve the community, then that was how it would have to be… even if I never got to be fulfilled myself.

As I worked through my inner struggle, I felt more than heard the Sampler moving on. His voice was heavier now, almost panting, but he shouted out vulgar commentary as he went. I tried to tune him out.

And then another cock pressed into my eager pussy. I yelped, but kept myself still as this stranger reached around the couch to cup my breasts as he thrust into me. Once, twice, three times, four times…

Just as I was beginning to lose myself in his rhythm, he let go of my bouncing breasts and withdrew himself. I moaned in protest, my body quivering against the couch. Another sampler.

There were at least four of them who liked the Sampler’s idea, trying us each out in turn. They catcalled each other as they violated us, a few thrusts here, a grope there. One enterprising person fondled me as he thrust, and I couldn’t help but beg for more as he withdrew, prompting a number of laughs and whistles of admiration.

I had expected some parts of this party would be a thing to be endured, but I had never imagined enduring this. Being violated again and again, and never allowed to reach completion, or being fully satisfied… it was delicious agony. It was its own kind of hell.

I wanted more.

I could tell there was some discussion going on about the pledges, but with my blood thundering in my ears and my own private dismay, it was hard to focus. The next thing I knew, I was being bodily hauled off the couch and lowered to the floor. I blinked, raising my head and trying to see through my hair, but the glimpse I caught was too brief to mean anything before my head was pressed down into a stranger’s crotch, an eager swollen cock awaiting my mouth.

I opened my lips without thinking, greedily accepting the cock into my mouth and throat. I heard an appreciative moan above me and some additional catcalls as I took out my frustration on the cock, teasing and suckling and stroking with every ounce of my full-star rating in Oral Skills. The moans turned to groans as I took him, teased him, and drew him deeper inside me with each thrust.

As I worked the cock at my head, my hips were lifted, my dress pooling free of them once more, and I felt another cock press into my desperate pussy. I moaned around the cock in my mouth, stroking it furiously with lips and tongue and just a hint of teeth, as though I could beg the cock at my cunt to pick up the pace by making the guest in front of me cum.

The stranger at my head was holding me now, forcing me into his rhythm, and the one behind me was grabbing my hips and ramming himself into me again and again, sending my eager pussy into delighted paroxysms of pleasure. I moaned into the cock in my mouth, suspended, hanging between their need and becoming a vessel for it, allowing them to fuck me and use me as long as they wanted, as long as they were truly taking me, taking me to the edge and beyond. I forced my hips back against the guest behind me harder, harder, trying desperately to take my own pleasure, my own rhythm, needing and wanting and craving…

They fucked me there, two strangers, in front of however many others. I was here for one single purpose. To be used. And I was caught up in my own overpowering need, desperate for more. Pleasure thundered through me as the cock in my mouth shuddered and came, filling my mouth and throat with hot salty liquid. I swallowed and swallowed, my body lost in the aching waves of pleasure coursing through me from the cock violating my swollen pussy, and as the man holding my head up withdrew, I fell forward, my ass in the air, and the man behind me finished with a low groan, pumping me full of his cum.

It felt like I was there on the floor for only a moment before I was lifted, almost like a rag doll, and speared by another cock. I was lost in pleasure now, my whole body aching for release, and I cried out in rapture as the guest holding me up worked me furiously, his whole body shuddering as he forced me up and down on his cock while standing. Dimly I heard shouts and whistles egging him on, but I didn’t care. I could see other pledges being used – two were sixty nining on the fireplace rug while cocks were stroked over them; one was on all fours being reamed; another had a cock in each hand and one in her mouth – and it only drove me to new heights of pleasure. My whole being was lost now in the deliciously wicked pleasure of being so exposed, so used, and as I slammed back down on the stranger’s cock I let out a desperate cry, the force of my orgasm wracking my body into such shakes that I could feel it overcome him too and we came together, me suspended on his cock, the two of us riding out waves of need in front of a room full of our peers and classmates.

I was handed off to another pair of arms then, and another cock. I was passed around the room and it felt like by the end of the night, the cock of every guest had touched me in some way. There was cum on my breasts, in my throat, in my pussy, on my ass. Both my straps were down and my dress had been hiked up so many times I’d lost count. Somewhere in the night I’d lost a stocking and both heels, and I didn’t care. My body was glowing with the aftershocks of many, many orgasms, and I was too drained from pleasure and pride to care.

This had been the scariest night of my life. This had been the greatest night of my life.

I sensed more than noticed the party winding down. The room was getting quieter, and after the raucous speed of early sessions, many of the pledges had either found a partner for the rest of the night or been allowed to go grab some sleep. There was one other pledge still in the room with me, being penetrated on the couch. I lay on the great sheepskin rug in front of the fireplace, enjoying the warmth on my abused skin. Someone – I didn’t know who, nor did I care – was between my legs, tenderly stroking my pussy with his tongue. Even with how many times my body had already reached the peak, I could feel the sleepy stirring of need for more rising within me once more. But I was content to lean back and enjoy the sensation. I felt warm, and safe.

The rustle of cloth alerted me to someone approaching, but I didn’t open my eyes. I was content to lie here and be used. After tonight, I felt I truly understood freeuse, and what it meant to me. It meant this wonderful, sacred thing, that we could all agree was important. It meant being violated in a thousand wonderful ways, and not being shamed. It meant delicious depths of pleasure, and aching heights of need.

It felt like everything I had ever wanted.

A voice by my ear: low, familiar. Marisa. “I just wanted to let you know that you passed the test. Join us at the house tomorrow at six, Sister.”

A wave of pleasure and pride that had nothing to do with the tongue between my legs raced through me. I was going to be a SEX sister! And this, I thought contentedly, twining my fingers into the stranger’s hair as he plied my pussy with his skillful tongue, was only the beginning.

~

Part 2 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!

Other Books By Molly Warden

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.

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. 

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?

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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