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Chapter One

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was addictive.

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

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

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

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

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

~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two

I enjoyed the second class for about the first hour.

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

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

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

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

I knew exactly what the boys wanted.

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

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

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

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

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

~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was completely at their mercy.


Chapter Three

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

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

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

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

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

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

Faster and faster the boys worked themselves, each no doubt thinking of ways to ravish me. The room was silent except for the scratching of Professor Whitman’s pencil and the faint fleshy sounds of the boys stroking their cocks. I saw Percy’s face contort as his breath came faster, faster, and then he was releasing, spilling himself all over my left breast. The sudden warmth made me gasp and I blushed again, violently, not daring to look in the direction of my female spectators.

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

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

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

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

“With pleasure,” Evan gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I can’t,” I whispered.

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

Fuck.

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

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

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

But Percy and his sketchbook were waiting.

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

It was impossible. It was too much.

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

~

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

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

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

But Evan wasn’t done yet.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I didn’t want to tell him no.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Five

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

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

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

As he took me from behind – a photo.

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

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

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

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

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

Either way, it was very, very nice.

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

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

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

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

~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh.

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

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

Of course they did.

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

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

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


Chapter Six

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But my own was just as fierce as theirs.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Maeve, approaching.

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

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

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

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

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

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

A click-whirr from the cameras, watching us –

And then Maeve pressed a finger inside me and curled –

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

Adrift in pleasure –

And finally, finally satisfied.


Chapter Seven

The last few weeks before the exhibition were a blur.

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

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

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

I wasn’t far off.

~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Three guesses what the videos were of.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was a rhetorical question.

~

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

But they were a hit.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

~

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.
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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 ;)

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Chapter One


    		Chapter Two


    		Chapter Three


    		Chapter Four


    		Chapter Five


    		Chapter Six


    		Chapter Seven


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45






OEBPS/image_rsrcDT.jpg
A'FREEUSE EXHIBITIONIST MFMM ADVENTURE

MollyWarden





