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Chapter One

As of one week ago, I am officially a proud sister of the Sigma Epsilon Xi sorority.

Sigma Epsilon Xi was the only FreeUse sorority on campus, and one of the oldest ones in the country. Unlike other FreeUse sororities, SEX sisters weren’t available for just anyone. Instead, organizations or individuals wishing to partake in the sorority’s “fruits” had to have legally-binding partnerships with us.

I’d gotten my first taste of one of those partnerships during my pledge week, when I’d been a member of the entertainment at a fraternity party. Alpha Kappa Xi, or Alpha Cocks as they were nicknamed around campus, were one of our most prominent partners, and it was an open secret that they used SEX sisters and used them well.

But as fortune would have it, this week I wouldn’t be serving the AKX partnership agreement. Instead, I was about to learn one of the better-kept secrets of Sigma Epsilon Xi – one that was hardly a whisper outside of our sorority’s walls.

You see, we didn’t just partner with organizations. The sorority president, Marissa, had hinted at that when I pledged, but I didn’t realize that one of the individuals who had a partnership with us was someone very, very prominent – and very, very familiar to me.

I learned about this individual’s partnership with us the hard way: I walked in on him.

Or to be more accurate, I walked in on them.

~

I’d gone to Kayleigh’s room to borrow a hair clip. Her door was closed, but I didn’t think anything of opening it and heading right on in. (Yes, I should have known better.) And that’s when I saw them.

Kayleigh, another brand-new SEX sister like myself, was on all fours, completely naked, swaying as she was vigorously fucked from behind by an older man. An older man who, once I got over my initial shock, I realized I knew quite well.

The Dean of our college was currently buried balls deep in my pledge sister.

Kayleigh gasped at the sight of me, but she was already panting and I’m not sure the Dean registered the change in her vocalizations. He saw me himself, though… and smiled. Casually. As though it was every day he was discovered fraternizing with students. Maybe it was.

Before I could stutter out an apology, he crooked a finger to me, beckoning me deeper into the room. Hesitantly, I locked the door behind me and stepped forward just a bit, not wanting to intrude further but a little aroused by the sight I was being invited to see. I could tell I was blushing.

“Aren’t you just delightful.” He nearly purred the words, sounding completely in control despite his animated thrusting. “Look at that blush.”

He was working Kayleigh harder now. She hung her head in defeat – or wanting to avoid my eyes – but I could see her quiver with every thrust. His fingers dug into her hips as he guided her movements, forward and back, driving deep into her at the crest of each motion. There was something terribly arousing in the patient way he seemed to be building up their pleasure, taking his time to enjoy the hapless coed underneath him.

As the Dean looked me over frankly, I tried to look away and found I couldn’t. My pussy was awake now and pulsing with desire. I was embarrassed and uncomfortable and horribly, I wished I was in Kayleigh’s position –  on my hands and knees under an older man who knew how to thoroughly have his way with me.

“Show me your breasts.”

The command caught me off-guard. I had been mesmerized by their bodies moving together, the slowly building rocking as he took Kayleigh again and again.

“Sir?” I whispered.

His gaze sharpened. “Now.”

Slowly, I unbuttoned my shirt. My pulse raced and I could feel myself growing wetter with each button. Somehow this scenario had never occurred to me when I’d volunteered myself for FreeUse – but my body didn’t care about any reservations I might have. I was dripping, knowing that the Dean wanted to see my body while he pleasured himself on Kayleigh.

As my shirt, then bra came off, my breasts slipped free. My nipples were pink and hard for reasons that had nothing to do with the temperature of the room, and everything to do with the coolly interested gaze of the man in front of me.

“Lovely,” he said, as though he were commenting on a nice bottle of wine instead of a trembling coed’s breasts. “I wonder how well they’ll bounce when I bury myself in you.”

I shuddered all over at the certainty in his voice. I was on fire with need. Below him, Kayleigh moaned.

“Touch yourself for me,” the Dean commanded. “I want to see if you blush with your fingers between your lips.”

Slowly, I slid my hand down my hip, up my skirt, feeling the goosebumps raised on my thigh. I pulled my thong to the side. And then, in front of my sister and the Dean of the college, I began to pleasure myself.

Without meaning to, I found my fingers sliding between my moist lips in time with the Dean’s thrusts. Each time he plunged into Kayleigh, burying himself to the hilt in her, my fingers just barely grazed my clit. And he noticed, too – I could see the Dean smile slightly as I jumped.

My legs were shaking now, but I was determined to put on a good show. The situation didn’t matter, did it? I’d been tested by my Big, and she pointed out that performance mattered. I’d impressed her with how I seduced her boyfriend. Now it was time to put those skills to use in pleasing the Dean.

As he began to thrust faster, harder, I worked myself, sending my legs to trembling all over again. I imagined it was his fingers between my lips, my cheeks his cock pressed between. The Dean was holding Kayleigh up completely now as she gave mewling cries of need, desperate for him to bring her up and over the orgasm she’d clearly been teetering on the brink of for some time.

I watched as the Dean fucked my fellow sister.

I watched as he reached one hand around her hip, sliding his fingers between her lips in time with my strokes.

I watched as Kayleigh came, shuddering and crying out. The illicit thrill of what I was doing – touching myself to the sight of her violation – was overtaking me too, and it was all I could do to stay standing as pleasure coursed through my eager body.

But the Dean’s gaze is what captured me, stilled me, and held me there – my fingers on my clit now, in time with his furious climax – and he gave me a little nod to release me, and I came at the sight of him pulling free of Kayleigh, spilling his seed all over her back and buttocks as he enjoyed the last moments of her and what he’d made me do to myself.

Panting, shuddering, we all held for a moment, locked in the aftereffects of pleasure. The Dean stood, casually dressing himself in front of us.

But he wasn’t quite done with me yet. He dipped a finger into the cum staining Kayleigh’s back, then came toward me. His finger met my lips: I could taste him, salty. Without meaning to, I sucked his finger, eager for more.

The Dean’s electric gaze pierced me to the core. Despite what he’d just done, what he’d just made me do, I was wet and weak all over again, and I could see the heat rising in him as well.

Still, as I’d noted, he was an older man, and he was patient. I could see he knew how to take his time for pleasure.

“Soon,” he told me, gently running his finger over my lip as he withdrew. “Soon.”


Chapter Two

I spent the next few days on fire with terrified anticipation. The Dean was unlike anyone I’d ever been with before. I’d enjoyed sex with every partner – even my FreeUse ones – but I could tell sex with the Dean would be different. Not only was he much older than anyone I’d been with before, but he also held a power over me that I couldn’t get out of my mind.

Of course, I trusted that the SEX partnership agreement he’d filled out would keep him from destroying my academic career... but it was impossible to forget that he was the most powerful man on campus, and what he said or did could change my life.

And I couldn’t get the sight of him thrusting into Kayleigh out of my mind!

I was in a state of utter distraction. I pestered first my Big, then each of the sisters for more information about the Dean. My Big Sister Rena only smiled enigmatically and told me to enjoy myself. Some of the sisters only sighed in remembered pleasure. But I finally learned a few things.

The Dean’s partnership with Sigma Epsilon Xi predated any sisters currently at school by about a year. There were a lot of giggled rumors about his first year partnering with the sorority, but I dismissed them all; they couldn’t possibly be true and I was already too worked up about my upcoming session with him. Still, one thing was very clear and not rumor at all: every year, when the new pledges were official, the Dean had his way with each of them. He’d had sex with every single girl in the sorority, except for those of us too new for him to have sampled yet.

It was intimidating.

After hearing about the incident with Kayleigh, Rena had smiled knowingly. “We knew that blush of yours would be popular. Be glad he wants to take his time with you – he is very experienced and it is a very good thing to have a long session with him, since you might never get one again.”

I raised an eyebrow at that, but Rena only shrugged. “He’s a busy man. Every year he chooses one or two favorites, but most sisters only get one time with him.”

I couldn’t decide if that was what I wanted or not, and it only doubled my tension.

Finally, the waiting was over. On Thursday, Marissa knocked on my door and cheerfully announced that I had a meeting scheduled with the Dean for that afternoon.

“What should I wear?” I worried aloud.

Marissa gave me an odd look. “It’s at his office. Dress like you normally would around campus.”

With that unhelpful advice, she left me to my own devices. And once I’d showered, done my hair, and gone through almost every outfit in my closet, I finally followed her advice – mostly. I was wearing a skirt, as I often did… but I didn’t usually go commando around campus. I was wearing a sweater, as I often did… but if it was one that looked particularly flattering and showed off a lot more cleavage than usual, who would mind?

I had no idea what was about to come. If I had, I might not have had the courage to go.

~

I was so nervous I arrived at the meeting ten minutes early. The Dean’s secretary, Mrs. Harris, directed me to wait in one of the baroque wooden chairs in her room. I could hear the Dean’s voice occasionally, answered by another male voice, but I couldn’t make out what either of them said.

Mrs. Harris didn’t seem to think anything of my appointment. After all, students met with the Dean all the time, didn’t they? But it was hard to keep from blushing again.

After what felt like an eternity where I grew more and more tense – and wet – by the second, the door finally opened. The Dean emerged with his companion, all smiles and showing his public face, a very different one from the hard and demanding visage I’d met in Kayleigh’s room.

My history professor, Dr. Sims, was chatting genially with the Dean. I felt a new stab of panic. Dr. Sims was my favorite professor, utterly brilliant and captivating, and I’d been trying to impress him with my work. So far all I’d gotten was a “nicely done,” but I was determined to prove myself enough to get a coveted “excellently reasoned” comment from him in class. I was thrown seeing him with the Dean, as if two different lives of mine were juxtaposed.

Dr. Sims gave me a friendly nod as he passed. Was it my imagination, or did his gaze linger? Was there something else in his eyes than simply recognition of a student? Did he know or suspect why I was here?

I willed my legs not to tremble as I followed the Dean into his office. The door closed behind us with a final-sounding click. I wondered if he would lock it, but no further sound followed.

“Sit,” the Dean offered, his voice still smooth and pleasant in his public tones.

Awkwardly, I sat in one of the chairs before his desk as he moved around it and sat himself. It was a massive mahogany desk, dark and imposing, and for a moment I had a vision of myself splayed on it, skirt hiked up around my waist while the Dean buried his cock in my eager pussy.

But nothing untoward was forthcoming. The Dean chatted with me calmly about my impressions of the college, my academic interests… just as if this was a normal meeting. My emotions had risen to a fever pitch as I dumbly tried to answer him, losing track of all my presentation skills Rena had encouraged. What was he playing at? Wasn’t he going to use me?

“And I see here you have Dr. Sims in History 101.” The Dean’s smile no longer seemed quite friendly. “He’s a very good friend and a brilliant mind. I’m sure you’re learning a lot from him.”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered. Why was he bringing up Dr. Sims? Was this a warning that my professor did indeed know I was here to be violated? “I’m enjoying his class immensely.”

“I like a young woman with academic focus.” The Dean steepled his fingers. “It suggests the ability to focus in other areas of life as well.”

I didn’t know what to make of that comment. “Sir?”

I wasn’t imagining things – his gaze was definitely sharper now, more wolfish, and he’d lost the patina of civility he wore in public. His eyes were hot and demanding and I could feel my body responding to the implication of his need.

“I have a number of meetings this afternoon. Quite a busy day, I’m afraid.”

I was confused. Was he letting me go?

“I will need to relax,” he continued. “It will take quite a bit of focus to make that happen, I suspect.”

My heart pounded as I tried to figure out what he meant.

But more explanation wasn’t immediately forthcoming. Instead he stood, gesturing me up, and headed for the door.

“Mrs. Harris?”

She leaned over and saw us in the doorway, me apparently leaving. “Yes?”

“Please get me a cup of coffee before my next appointment arrives.”

She nodded. “Of course, sir.”

The Dean chatted genially with me about nothing in his doorway as Mrs. Harris left. I began to understand as he closed the door, shutting us back in his office. His secretary would think I had gone… but I would still be here, trapped in the office with a man I was terrified of how much I wanted.

“Get under the desk,” the Dean ordered, his voice flinty. “And you’ll need to be quiet. I don’t think you want to be discovered with a mouth full of my cock.”

I shivered at the threat in his voice.

“And if you’re very good,” he continued in a purr, “I won’t make you leave this office with cum all over your pretty little face.”

I swallowed. “But won’t Mrs. Harris notice when I leave a second time?”

His smile was cruel and sent a stab of need through me. “She leaves at five. I expect your full focus until then.”

I stared at the dark space beneath his great desk. An hour. An hour on my knees, servicing the most powerful man on campus while he met with – with who? – and managed the college. And I would have to make it good, and make it quiet.

As I climbed under his desk and settled myself, all I could think was: isn’t he going to fuck me?

But there was no time to dwell on that thought. I could hear Mrs. Harris returning.

She brought in the coffee, setting the mug on his desk and wafting the smell throughout the small office. “Your next appointment is here,” she announced. “I’ll give you a minute to get organized.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Harris.” The Dean’s public voice was back.

And as she closed the door behind her, the kind, genial Dean who smiled at everyone and made everyone feel special – he unzipped his pants, pulled out his cock, and forced my head down on it.

I gagged at the suddenness of it, but I kept my lips tight around him, determined not to let him hear me in distress. He gave a soft sound of appreciation as I settled back on my heels and got to work.

His cock was thicker than I was accustomed to and had a big vein up one side. I could feel it every time I moved my head back and forth, drawing him deeper inside my mouth, then releasing. I normally would have been enjoying the feel of a new cock in my mouth, but the whole situation had me on edge, full of illicit thrill.

I was under the Dean’s desk with his cock in my mouth.

He was about to hold meetings like I wasn’t here. And I had to pretend very, very carefully that I wasn’t – while still pleasuring him. I had no doubts from his tone that he expected me to do my very best work with my tongue despite the challenges.

As the door clicked open the first time, I slowed my pace. We had a long hour ahead of us, and I understood without clarifying that the Dean wanted me to help him relax and enjoy himself, not rush to orgasm.

It was the longest hour of my life.

The Dean had three meetings in that hour. The first was with a parent, and I felt myself blushing with shame and trying desperately not to overhear. Or be too loud. My knees were hurting and I wanted to shift positions, but the Dean’s cock impaled me demandingly, and I didn’t dare give myself away while he chatted about sports and academics.

I managed to change positions before the second meeting. That was fortunate, because I already nearly gave myself away as I heard the Dean welcoming the next person inside: Lydia Katz. 

Another of my instructors, Professor Katz was a very kindly old lady. She taught a number of art-related classes, though I was enjoying an elective with her where we studied and drafted still lifes. It was both calming and educational, and she always reminded me of my grandmother.

I didn’t know if the Dean had planned this, but it couldn’t have been worse if he had done it deliberately. My jaw was aching, my tongue desperately salving the Dean’s shuddering cock, and I knew I would be thinking about this moment the next time I was in class. Every time I heard Professor Katz’s voice now I would be imagining the darkness under the desk, the soft rustle of cloth, how desperately I tried to keep from giving myself away with the moist noises of our arousal. I would be thinking about the taste of the Dean’s precum. Thinking about how badly I wanted him inside me.

We made it through the second meeting in a state of burning arousal – or at least, I did. The Dean seemed cool and collected as ever, his voice calm no matter how my tongue teased the underside of his cock or how deeply I drew him into my throat. His patience and control made me wet. It made me terrified.

The third meeting shook me, though. As I was trying to convince my weary jaw to try another position, tonguing the Dean’s cock, he welcomed in… an Alpha Kappa Xi member.

I wasn’t sure which Alpha Cock it was, but it was clear from the attitude and the conversation they struck up which fraternity he belonged to. And worse, I began to catch snippets of phrases that made me wonder if he knew I was beneath the desk!

“…special friend of the sorority…”

My tongue teasing the Dean’s head, encircling him, drawing away the tiniest drop of precum.

“…very appreciative of service…”

Trying to draw the Dean’s full, throbbing length into my throat.

“…appropriate meetings between faculty and students…”

Did he know? My heart was pounding in my ears so hard I couldn’t fully understand the conversation. All I could imagine was the Alpha Cock rounding the desk, looking down, and seeing me crammed under here, desperately pleasuring the Dean as they both laughed at me. A thrill of horrified arousal filled me.

But the humiliation I was awaiting never came.

Instead, I could tell they were wrapping up their dialogue. Knowing it must be near the end of the hour, I began to pick up my pace, trying to work the Dean with my exhausted mouth. An hour was a long time, and I’d done my best to relax him, but maybe now I was expected to make him cum?

I didn’t count on his capacity for patience, though. The Dean coolly directed the AKX brother to leave as his cock twitched once, twice in my mouth. I thought maybe he was about to finish, but no.

The hour was up. And I was out of time.


Chapter Three

As the door closed behind the Alpha Cock with a click, the Dean withdrew from my aching mouth. Without a word, he left me there under his desk as he crossed, briefly opened the door to check for Mrs. Harris, and then closed and locked it.

“You may emerge; Mrs. Harris has gone. You did well.”

A soft glow of accomplishment lit me, but it couldn’t quiet the burning desire between my legs. I climbed out from under the desk, my abused muscles protesting. He was still by the door, his cock shuddering and red, standing proud and glistening in the dim light.

I hovered, waiting for more instruction from him. Surely he wasn’t done, was he? He hadn’t cum. I hadn’t cum. We hadn’t…

My face must have given away my thoughts because he quirked an eyebrow at me. “What is it, young lady?”

“You…” I stammered, unsure what I wanted to say. “Are you done?”

His gaze and voice sharpened. “Hardly. Get on the desk.”

Heart pounding, I complied. My skirt rode up around my hips, and I didn’t fix it. Let him see I came prepared. Let him see what he was doing to me.

The Dean crossed the room in a few swift strides. Before I could blink, he buried himself inside me. My pussy accepted him eagerly, slick with my desire.

I gasped at the sudden intrusion, and then moaned as he ground my ass back against the desk, forcing himself deeper inside me. He held there for a long moment, his cock pulsing, and I thought for a second he’d cum – but no. He was feeling every inch of me, planning his violation.

Remembering one of his first comments to me, I pulled off my sweater and bra. His smile broadened in appreciation of my memory.

And then the Dean began to fuck me on the desk where he’d just met with professors and students, on the desk where he designed punishments and signed checks. My bare ass rubbed against the polished mahogany and I knew that we were leaving evidence of our lust.

He had pulled me to the very edge of the desk and hiked my legs up over his shoulders. The Dean took his pleasure from me, thrusting long and deep again and again until I wanted to scream. I understood now how Kayleigh had felt. The slowly rising pace was delicious torment, his cock rubbing against all the right places, but all I wanted was to be taken hard, to be fucked furiously with the heat of the last hour between us, with the torment of waiting for him over the last few days. But every attempt I made to increase the pace met with a cold smile. He held me firmly, taking his time even though I knew he had to be on fire with need just as I was.

One hand left my thigh and moved to the cleft between my legs. The Dean pressed his thumb against my clit as he thrust into me, the barest bit of pressure sending paroxysms of need coursing through me. I tried to buck against him and force his thumb to work me harder, but he held me firmly, leaving me at the mercy of his slow thrusts and the gentle, maddening touch of him on my clit.

“Please,” I whimpered, unable to take anymore.

Again came the cold, cruel smile. “Please what?”

His thumb paused. His cock pulsed inside me.

“Please,” I begged again.

The Dean waited, his shaft buried deep within me, pulsing. His hand lightly on my mouth, his thumb just off my clit.

Slowly, tormentingly, he began to withdraw from my pussy.

I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Please fuck me!”

With a guttural groan that did more to inflame my need than anything that had come before, the Dean forced himself the deepest he’d been inside me. His thumb worked my clit, circling, pressing, timing his actions to mirror the violent thrusts pinning me to the desk and sending pleasure crashing through me as I surrendered myself to need, drowning in the sensations he was calling forth in my eager body.

Harder and harder the Dean fucked me, and I responded to every moment of it, trying to clutch at his shoulders and buttocks, trying to press him deeper into my depths. But he was in control even now, ignoring my desperate urgings as he built the pace harder, faster, coaxing me into the full flower of my desire.

I was speared, taken, thoroughly violated. Splayed under the Dean on his desk as he had his way with me, I came, my pussy clenching his cock as he plunged into me once more, pressing against my bruised cervix. He held for a long moment then, letting my pussy contract again and again as I shuddered in illicit pleasure, wracked with the sheer power of the sensations coursing through me.

His thumb gently caressed my clit as the pleasure crashed through me, drawing out gentle aftershocks of heightened desire. My body was aching, languid under his touch. It was as though every movement sent new sensations coursing through me that I didn’t know I could experience.

As I looked up into his face, I was caught, arrested by the force of his gaze. His eyes still smoldered with lust… and promise.

The Dean wasn’t finished with me yet.

As I lay splayed on the desk, my body reeling from the force of my orgasm, I’d forgotten one thing: the Dean hadn’t cum yet.

He had paused and held for an infinitely long moment while I came, no doubt enjoying the throes of my pleasure as my body convulsed. But now that I was a sweaty, shaking mess, he began to use me again.

My traitor pussy welcomed new thrusts even as the rest of me scrambled to keep up. I tried to clear my head but it was impossible – he was moving on me, drawing new aftershocks of pleasure I didn’t know were possible from my abused body and starting to somehow awaken another familiar ache of hunger. I didn’t know how I could want more, but I did.

Maybe it was the inherent naughtiness of the whole moment… I was just eighteen, a defenseless coed being violated on the Dean’s desk. Maybe it was the steely look in his eyes even now, deep in lust. Maybe it was the skillful way he wielded his cock, rubbing against that rough patch inside me that made me shiver and moan.

It didn’t matter why. I was already reaching for a new peak, lost in the steady but demanding thrusts of his thick cock.

As he drew us back together, my pleasure echoing his, I could feel his rhythm change. It was growing harder now, faster. I could feel his cock pressing against my cervix at the deepest point of each thrust, demanding. I panted with the effort of keeping my legs up over his shoulders, but he wasn’t about to let me stop. His hands on my thighs were firm, implacable. The Dean was going to use me as he saw fit and I had no choice in the matter.

Lost in the feeling of being filled and violated by the most powerful man on campus, I thundered towards a second orgasm. My entire body shook as I rode out my pleasure there on the desk, crying out in lust.

As I felt the Dean’s cock begin to shudder inside me, he abruptly pulled out, leaving me bereft –

And came on my face.

Rope after rope of hot cum covered me. I could feel it on my eyelids, taste it on my lips. My face was covered, marked with the Dean’s pleasure.

Still half-drunk on desire, I stammered, “But I was good. You said you wouldn’t cum on my face if I was good.”

His voice, hard and amused, in my ear: “Well, I lied.”

Somehow even those little words turned me on.

“Although the cum suits you, I suggest you get cleaned up before your walk back across campus.” I could hear him arranging his clothes in a calm, unhurried manner as I tried gingerly to open my eyes.

When I finally cleared my gaze enough to see him, he was eyeing me speculatively. There was a light in his cold eyes that sent twin thrills of fear and arousal stabbing through me.

“I’m having a get-together this Friday. I expect your attendance.”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered. My pussy clenched eagerly at the thought.

“I’ll send the details over later tonight.”

I swallowed. “I’ll be waiting.”

A smile. “I know.”


Chapter Four

My walk of shame back to the sorority house wasn’t obvious to anyone but me, but I couldn’t help but feel like everyone must know. My freshly-scrubbed face felt like it was shouting to the campus at large: this girl just sucked the Dean’s cock! He came on her face!

It was a relief to let myself back into the SEX house. Rena was there to greet me and help fend off a swarm of curious sisters. “Later,” she directed them, and brought me up to her room to relax, sip a drink, and share when I was ready.

Hearing my Big Sister proclaim I was lucky and that I was everything she’d imagined when I pledged was gratifying. It couldn’t quite shake the lingering feeling of tension or the pulsing in my pussy that hadn’t stopped since the Dean promised another assignation.

When I asked Rena worriedly about the people the Dean had met with, she was dismissive. “Nobody knew you were there, Little. That was the point.”

I remembered the look in Dr. Sims’ eyes and the comments the Alpha Cock had made. Maybe it was… and maybe it wasn’t.

I had two days to obsess over the event on Friday. The Dean clearly knew what he was doing by making me wait; I was on fire with anticipation and so keyed up I drove even calm Rena to annoyance.

My classes were no help in taking my mind off things, either. As I’d predicted, it was impossible to sit through one of Professor Katz’s art classes without my mind wandering guiltily back to that hour under the Dean’s desk, to the taste of his cock in my mouth. I was usually one of her most attentive students and I felt guiltier and guiltier as time went on and I could not manage to focus on still lifes without imagining I was the fruit on the desk and the Dean was painting me with his tongue…

I still wasn’t sure which Alpha Cock had visited the Dean that day, as I’d been too distracted to note his name. Every time I came across an AKX frat boy or sat next to one, I felt his eyes on me and imagined he knew about the Dean.

It was silly to be anxious, of course. Most of the Alpha Cocks had already seen me in various states of undress, being fucked by an entire frat party. But something about this felt different. It was like I had a shameful and thrilling secret and I didn’t know who knew, or how they felt about it.

By Friday, I was positive at least one person knew about it – or guessed. I definitely wasn’t imagining it that something had changed in Dr. Sims’ attitude towards me. The first time he passed out papers and his hand brushed mine, I thought it was innocent. By the second time, I wasn’t so sure.

As class ended and the students began filing out, Dr. Sims called me over to his desk. I obediently went, heart pounding in my throat, unsure if I was worried about an academic issue or a FreeUse one… or which I wanted him to be calling me over about.

“I understand you had a very fruitful meeting with the Dean earlier this week.”  His tone was bland, innocuous. But there was no mistaking the knowing look in his eyes.

“Yes, sir,” I said slowly. “I was… thankful the Dean took such a personal interest in me. My studies.”

“Academics are important,” Dr. Sims agreed. “I heard you’ll also be doing some extra credit work for the Dean tonight.” My history professor knew exactly what I would be doing tonight. And… 

“I look forward to seeing more of you at the event.” I hadn’t been imagining the lust in his eyes. “Your academic performance, that is.”

My history professor was as good as telling me he intended to fuck me tonight. A part of me was horrified.

A bigger part of me was aroused.

“Yes, sir,” I stammered. “I’m looking forward to it, too.”

The worst part of the whole mess was that I was looking forward to it. I was going to be used by my history professor at a cocktail party. And the Dean… I had no idea what was in store for me, but I knew it would be unlike anything I’d ever experienced before.


Chapter Five

The Dean’s house towered over me. His campus residence was beautiful, an old stone building that had to be one of the original few built back at the founding of the college. I’d been inside once before for a freshman welcome and orientation, but this… this would be different.

Preparations seemed to be complete already when I arrived, though I was the first. (The Dean had been very specific about that.) He was waiting to take my coat and direct me to the dining room. I shivered at the sight of him but he gave no notice that he expected anything untoward from me… yet.

The dining room was massive, reflecting a time when the building might have been used by multiple faculty members or maybe even students on a regular basis. A fire crackled cheerfully at one end and half of the table was already laden with trays of appetizers, while a sideboard overflowed with glasses and various alcohols.

Half the table was conspicuously empty. I wondered why.

I turned to the Dean, meaning to ask or at least make some pleasant small talk, but the words died in my mouth at the sight of him. He had on that domineering, almost cruel look again that he’d had when he told me to touch myself, when he’d forced me under his desk, and just before he’d buried his cock in me for the first time. I quailed at the sight of it, but my pussy was already wet with desire.

“Strip.”

There was no arguing with the command in his voice.

I was proud to be a member of the sorority, and I loved sex, but somehow this part always felt rushed and unceremonious. Too many of my experiences so far had involved having to take off my clothes while other people watched – my pledge week, my time walking in on the Dean… it made me uncomfortable, like I was just an object, and I think he knew that.

And enjoyed it.

In just a few short moments, I was standing naked in the Dean’s dining room, shivering even with the heat from the fireplace.

He looked me up and down, taking his time with the action. I flushed, feeling the heat of his gaze as a palpable thing caressing me, exploring every facet of my body. When his eyes finally came back up to meet mine again, I felt a stab of desire at the lustful promise in them.

“Get on the table.”

Slowly, unwilling to let my brain run down the path of wondering why I was on the table, I climbed up.

His hand on my shoulder pushed me back casually, careless of my nudity so close.

I lay stretched out along the bare half of the table. I closed my eyes, waiting eagerly for him to enter me.

But instead, I heard footsteps leaving the room.

I bit my lip and tried to stay still and calm. I had no idea what to expect, and I was at a fever pitch of fear and desire. My mind kept replaying the moments of lying on my back on the mahogany desk, spread under the Dean. Surely that was why I was on the table… wasn’t it?

When he returned, he didn’t speak to me at all. He was carrying trays of additional appetizers and carefully placed them next to me, arranging the table as though I was simply part of the decoration.

Maybe I was.

I closed my eyes. There was something humiliating about being so ignored, treated as part of the furniture, while naked and exposed. Remembering the cruel light in the Dean’s eyes, I shivered again, this time not because of the cold. He meant for me to feel unsettled, I was sure of it.

When the first touch came, I nearly jumped. A part of me had been expecting the Dean was going to ignore me all night. But no – he wasn’t touching me at all. Instead, it was something else, something colder…

“Stay still.” His voice was annoyed.

I scrunched my eyes closed even tighter and tried not to jump – but it was hard. Every few seconds another touch came, cool and unfamiliar. What was happening?

It took a few moments for me to understand, and then I blushed harder than I had when I walked in on Kayleigh.

The Dean was covering me with fruit. I was going to be a living, breathing serving tray for his party.

As he finished, he directed me again, “Don’t move. I will be very displeased if you spill my hard work.”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered. But he was already gone. The doorbell had rung.

I was naked on a dining room table, covered in fruit. My naked body was about to be on display for who knew how many grown men. Would my professor’s be there?

I felt another thrill go through me. Damnably, this one was pure desire.

What was going to happen to me?

~

If I had thought it was bad being ignored by the Dean, it was nothing compared to the beginning of that party.

He brought the guests into the room in ones and twos. Invariably, when they saw me displayed on the table, all conversation paused for several agonizing seconds. Then, depending on their personalities, they chuckled or murmured appreciative comments.

And that was it. I was treated like a normal part of the spread… almost.

Coward that I was, I kept my eyes closed throughout the entire appetizer course, unwilling to meet anyone’s eyes. The Dean didn’t give me new direction and I supposed it probably amused him to see me so uncomfortable. I hadn’t stopped blushing since I got on the table.

But I was pretty sure I recognized some of the voices. How many people in the room with me were professors who knew me? Professors I would have to face on Monday?

I was too afraid to open my eyes and find out.

Conversation continued around me, occasionally punctuated by the clink of glasses or a burst of laughter. My head was pounding so hard in fear and desire that I couldn’t focus on any of it. My entire world narrowed to the sensations on my skin as people gently plucked fruit from my belly, my thighs, my breasts.

As I grew more and more bare, I felt fingers growing bolder. Without the risk of dislodging additional appetizers, now my flesh was being grazed. A professor lifting a raspberry off my left breast pinched my nipple ever so quickly as he secured his appetizer. A man collecting his melon slice from my thigh drifted his hand, just barely brushing against my wet pussy before pulling away.

I ached to be touched for real, for one of the hands teasing me to explore my folds. Something about this damnable situation was arousing me in ways I’d never thought possible. Every time anyone touched me, however lightly, I was lost again in the memory of the Dean pressing my buttocks into his desk, or in a fantasy of being taken here on the table in front of everyone.

Another brush of a hand, this time on my neck… collecting grapes.

A caress on my belly. An apple slice.

A daring soul finally took the pièce de résistance: a curled piece of coconut, strategically placed to just barely cover my mound. A finger teased me, slipping between my folds for the barest of seconds before withdrawing. I whimpered in protest, too softly to be heard.

I wasn’t allowed to move.

It was delicious agony.

Just then I felt something against my mouth. Someone enterprising was trying to feed me a peach.

My eyes were still closed, but I opened my lips in helpless surrender. The sweet fruit filled my mouth and I bit down, letting the juice trickle down my throat. A throaty laugh came from above me, and I was drowning in desire.

“Lovely spread, Dean.” My tormentor offered me another bite of peach. “I can’t imagine what’s for dessert.”

Without seeing his face, I knew exactly the expression in the Dean’s eyes when he responded.

“She is.”


Chapter Six

When the Dean announced that his FreeUse coed was going to be available for “dessert,” there were no gasps of surprise. Everyone – except maybe me, in my desire- and shame-filled distraction – had already realized how this night was going to end.

But my nubile body was having a clear effect on the guests. The Dean’s announcement changed the atmosphere in the room subtly; there was now an undeniable tension, a thrumming of desire humming through the threads of conversation.

The hors d’oeuvres finished very, very quickly after that.

With a clink of brandy glasses and a conversation about cigars, the guests headed to the living room. As the room quieted, I opened my eyes slowly, unsure of what I would find.

I was alone with the Dean once more.

He crooked a finger to me and I sat up eagerly, shedding the last vestiges of the fruit platter that had adorned my naked body.

Without warning, he reached a hand between my legs and felt my mound. My traitor pussy was dripping in desire, and I blushed again to know he could feel how wet his torments had made me.

“I see you’re enjoying yourself.” The Dean’s voice was cool but amused. I felt a flutter of desire once more.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered meekly. My heart thudded. Would he take me now? I was desperate for him to.

As he started to withdraw his hand, I boldly grabbed his wrist, arresting the movement – and then blushed again. Damn it.

He said nothing, only quirked an eyebrow.

Too late to back down! My heart racing, I whispered, “Please?”

His smile was back – the hard, almost cruel one that set my blood boiling. “Please what?”

And then he bent to me, his mouth replacing his hand, and I cried out in agonized desire as his tongue spread my folds, pleasuring me in one long, deliciously slow lick. His mouth captured my lips, encircling my clit and the top of my folds as he sucked softly, drawing moan after moan from me. All the while his tongue moved… up and down, tasting me, teasing me, until I begged for more.

Just as suddenly as he’d begun, he was standing over me again, all business. “Something like that, I assume?”

Unable to speak, I nodded.

The Dean grabbed my wrist and easily pulled me from the table. I stood in front of him, so close my heaving breasts brushed his suit. “Why don’t you tell our companions all about it?”

“Our guest has something to say.”

The Dean propelled me into the room as he made this announcement from the doorway. I fell to my knees, weak-legged from my time on the table and shaky from his sudden exploration of my pussy. Naked, I looked up to see a room full of grown men eying me hungrily.

There were six of them, including the Dean. Two I definitely knew: my history professor Dr. Sims and my English literature professor, Dr. Peters. Both were watching me with undisguised lust in their eyes, a terrifying expression to juxtapose with their usual serene teaching faces.

There was another man I thought might be Mr. Trainer, the volleyball coach. The last two – a heavyset bearded man and a slender redhead – I didn’t recognize.

“I’d love to hear anything that comes out of those lips,” Beard commented, puffing on his cigar.

The Dean didn’t repeat his command, but I shivered, imagining his face. This was too much. How could I look my professors in the eye and tell them the terrible things I was dreaming of?

But I was here to be used. And this was how the Dean wanted to use me.

“I want to be filled with cock,” I whispered. “I need to be.”

A chorus of delighted murmurs and soft chuckles greeted that. Dr. Peters clinked his brandy glass with Coach Trainer.

“I want…” I licked my lips, unsure of how to proceed. “I want to cum while you violate me.”

Dr. Sims gave me a lustful look. “I think we can arrange that.”

“I want to be used.”

There. I had admitted it.

My heart was pounding in my ears. What else could I say? I had already revealed all of myself tonight – or so I thought.

A hand gripped my wrist and lifted me easily to my feet. “Well, this pretty little thing wants to cum, gentlemen. I don’t think we should make her wait.”

Red lifted me bodily with surprising ease despite his slender frame. Before I knew it, he’d carried me to the couch and deposited me across the laps of the men sitting there: Coach Trainer, Dr. Peters, and Beard.

There were hands on me all at once as Dr. Peters and Beard began exploring my breasts and Coach Trainer spread my legs. He made admiring sounds at the sight of my pussy.

As my English professor flicked my nipple, making me moan, Beard’s hands left my body and busied themselves in his lap. The next thing I knew, my head was being turned, and there was a cock pressing demandingly into my face.

I couldn’t quite get it inside my mouth at the angle Dr. Peters was holding me, but I obediently opened my mouth and began to lick and suck what of the shaft I could reach as it stood proudly amidst a thatch of dark hair. Beard groaned appreciatively and buried a hand in my hair, forcing my head as close to his cock as I could go.

Coach Trainer slipped first one, then two fingers inside me, calling “She’s wetter than my brandy!”

I blushed again, humiliated to be so revealed in front of these men. Never mind that I had just told them in no uncertain terms I wanted to be violated; it was somehow still embarrassing to have Coach Trainer expose me so thoroughly.

Dr. Peters was pinching my nipples now, working them between his fingers and making me jump at the twinned sensations of pleasure and pain. But I couldn’t move far – I was held fast by Beard’s hand in my hair, his cock at my face, and Coach Trainer’s vice-like grip on my nether regions.

The three men were working me now, not coordinating their efforts. They were using me, exploring what they wanted and taking their joy of me. Dimly I was aware that conversation was still going – Beard even continued to puff his cigar in his free hand – but I was too lost in the sensations coursing through me to care.

As Dr. Peters massaged my breasts, I tongued Beard’s cock frantically, desperate for more. Coach Trainer was working me hard now, his fingers thrusting into me again and again. If he wasn’t particularly skilled, he made up for it with passion, and I found I couldn’t bring myself to care after the last hour of torment. I just wanted to cum now.

As I suckled Beard’s shaft and stroked him with my tongue, I focused all my desire on the culmination of the promise of the fingers within me. Harder and harder Coach Trainer forced his fingers into me, and finally I came, bucking and crying against the three men who were using me.

But I didn’t have long to enjoy the brief release. The instant I came, Coach Trainer withdrew and hands were moving me, pulling me, spreading me. I found myself pressed backwards, sprawled with my head almost to the floor as Dr. Peters wrapped my legs around him, pulled his cock free, and buried himself in my abused pussy without a thought for my comfort.

His hips and cock shook me, his knees banging uncomfortably into my back as he worked me back and forth furiously on his already shuddering cock. I could tell my performance thus far had pleased him; he was already driving into a desperate final rhythm, My breasts bounced with the force of his thrusts and I heard cheers for their performance, and then for Dr. Peters as he pulled free and spilled his seed down my belly.

As my English professor’s cum dripped down my stomach, into the cleavage between my breasts, down to my neck, he called, “Who’s next?” He took a moment to zip up and then lowered me the rest of the way to the floor, still careless of my comfort.

He’d given me a B on my last paper. He’d just cum all over my stomach.

I had class with him on Monday.

Red began to rearrange my limbs, cementing his next place in line. As he moved me this way and that, I caught glimpses of the rest of the room through my hair and lust: Beard, his cock still shining from my saliva, leaving it free as he casually smoked his cigar; Dr. Peters accepting a cigar of his own; Coach Trainer beginning to stroke his shaft as he waited for the show to continue; Dr. Sims, whose speculative smile sent a shiver through me.

And the Dean, casually sipping his brandy, watching his guests take turns violating me.

A new cock pierced me as Red began his assault. He gripped both my breasts tightly, almost too hard, but I didn’t care. My world had narrowed once again to the cock between my legs, the illicit thrill of being watched, and the new, heady rush I got from how naughty the entire situation was. As I was taken on the floor of the Dean’s home, my professors watching, I surrendered myself to the urgent pleasure of it.

Red hiked my legs up around his waist as he moved in me. He didn’t have the Dean’s long, smooth strokes, but he wasn’t rushing the way Dr. Peters had. Gripping my buttocks now, he dug his fingers into my ass cheeks as he worked me back and forth on his shaft.

Dimly I was aware that Coach Trainer was up and now standing over me, looking down as he touched himself. His gaze was fixed on my breasts, flushed from Red’s attentions and bouncing with each thrust.

Again and again Red plunged into me. I whimpered, wanting… I didn’t know what I want.

As Red picked up the pace, shuddering my body with his thrusts, moving toward his climax without a care for mine, I felt something hot spill onto my breasts and belly. Coach Trainer had cum on me, marking me and mixing with Dr. Peters’ as well as the sticky leavings of the fruit they’d eaten from my naked body.

A moment later, Red came as well, quivering, holding my buttocks agonizingly tight as he came hard, his cock pulsing deep inside me.

I lay on the floor exhausted and reeling, my legs shaking, halfway to a forgotten orgasm as Red pulled out and laughingly reclaimed his spot on a chair, downing the rest of his brandy glass in one swallow. Cum dripped from my belly, breasts, and cunt.

My body was tingling in the aftershocks of denied pleasure. I was so tired I could have gone to sleep right there, but one part of me was still damnably awake and waiting.

I knew the night wasn’t over.


Chapter Seven

The air was thick with sex and cigar smoke. I felt lightheaded, my body torn between the need for sleep and the need for release. For days, I had been operating at a fever pitch, awaiting tonight. I had been tense all throughout the appetizer course. And now, and now…

“Dr. Sims, are you abstaining from dessert?” The Dean’s voice was cruelly amused and sent a shiver through my abused body.

Trying to focus, I slowly sat up, turning myself to face the Dean – and Dr. Sims. My history professor, who I’d adored and desperately wanted the approval of. Who’d clearly known I was going to be here and wanted to explore me. Who had a piercing intellect and a power over me that was not only academic… not anymore.

Dr. Sims lazily spread his legs and gestured with a brandy glass-filled hand. “You know me, Dean. I prefer my students exert themselves.” He looked at me expectantly.

Slowly, I cudgeled my desire-addled brain into working. “You want a lap dance,” I said slowly.

A smile blossomed on his face, kinder than the Dean’s but no less lustful. “Excellently reasoned,” he murmured.

I had imagined hearing those words so many times. I had never imagined hearing them like this.

Naked, stained with fruit juice and the cum of other men, I straddled my history professor. Up close, he was no less intimidating and smelled faintly of cloves. He hadn’t partaken of a cigar, but I could smell the brandy on his breath.

And there, in front of a room full of men, I began to tease my professor. It wasn’t my first lap dance, but I had never given one like this – in a room full of powerful men, judging me and commenting on my actions as they smoked and drank. It was terrifyingly intoxicating.

I moved against Dr. Sims, feeling the bulge of his cock already straining against his pants. Leaning forward, I breathed gently on his neck, nibbling his earlobe as he shivered and broke out in gooseflesh underneath me. As I came back up, I gyrated my hips, bringing myself higher and putting my breasts right in my history professor’s face.

He needed no further invitation. Dr. Sims captured one of my breasts in his mouth, suckling at it while I gasped and tried to continue my ministrations on his lap. He was good with his mouth – not as good as the Dean, but his skillful suckling was sending shooting pleasure through me and making it hard to focus.

Reaching my hand lower, I worked Dr. Sims through his pants as he explored first one, then the other breast. He teased my nipple, biting it lightly, and then sucked me tenderly as I began to unzip his pants.

As the men chatted about politics and occasionally clapped or offered comments on my performance, I pulled my history professor’s cock free from his pants. I could feel his shaft standing straight up from his lap, pointing directly at my swollen pussy just inches above. My nipple was in his mouth again and I could feel myself dripping with need, my body aching to finish my last attempt at orgasm.

I pulled back gently and began to lower myself ever so slowly until I was hovering just barely above Dr. Sims’ cock. His gaze met mine, full of lust. He was ready to violate his student right here. And, God help me, I wanted it too. Badly.

I leaned forward and captured my professor’s mouth with mine, forcing my tongue inside – and lowered myself onto his throbbing cock.

I could feel Dr. Sims groan in my mouth as I began to ride him. My tongue explored his mouth and he kissed me deeply, letting me take the lead as I caressed him and moved up and down in his lap. I remembered the way he’d hinted about wanting me in class. I imagined what could have been if he’d tried to take me there, in the middle of his classroom… bending me over one of the rickety student desks and having his way with me right there.

Harder and harder I came down on Dr. Sims’ cock, no longer sure if I was more aroused by riding him in front of a roomful of men or imagining the illicit thrill of being pierced by my professor in his classroom where anyone could walk in. I was a FreeUse sister, I wasn’t supposed to be a toy for just anyone, but the naughty thrill of letting myself be used outside of a contract – by someone in charge of my academic future sent a wicked rush coursing through me.

We were barely kissing now, our mouths only locked desperately to each other as I forced my professor deeper and deeper inside me. I could feel his cock pulsing with need and wave after wave of pleasure was coursing through me as I rode him, moving my hips just so and trying to make his throbbing shaft press against the rough place inside me, trying to draw him so deeply inside that he hit my cervix.

I leaned back, trying to get a better angle. I was desperate for release.

Panting, I rode Dr. Sims harder and harder. His hands were on my hips now, forcing me up and down with his own desperate rhythm. I gave in to his strength, letting him work me and bury himself deep inside my abused pussy. I couldn’t hold on much longer, but I was determined to make him cum as I did.

The pleasure within me was building to unimaginable heights and I rode it, waiting for the wave to crest –

My professor pulled me down and held, groaning, as his cock pulsed –

And then a hand was on my neck, my head drawn back, and the Dean’s mouth was on mine: hot, demanding. His skillful tongue inside me as I crested the wave, reaching –

He broke free and demanded, “Now” –

And I came, screaming in pleasure as my history professor spilled his cum inside me and the roomful of men cheered.

~

I spent the night at the Dean’s house.

A SEX sister rarely sleeps over with her assigned men, but in this case, it was necessary. Or so I told myself. It was hard to argue with a piping hot bath in a massive clawfoot tub and a king-size bed all to myself, though.

The gathering wound down in the wee hours of the morning, long after I would have normally been in bed. But the men were in no hurry to go home: Coach Trainer managed to fuck me twice, Beard and Dr. Sims wanted proper blowjobs, and then Red and Dr. Peters had me suspended between them as they violated me from both ends. And through it all, the Dean was watching, his gaze sending a thrill through me every time I met his eyes.

By the end, I was too tired to worry more about Monday, though I knew that would come tomorrow. I had been thoroughly violated by two of my professors. I had seen their cocks, had them inside me. I was going to have to go back to class with them and sit there acting like nothing was different.

And if I couldn’t get the image of sitting in the front row of Dr. Sims’ class with no panties on, spreading my legs for him, out of my mind…?

I had no idea what Monday was going to bring.

But I was exhausted, so when the Dean suggested a bath and bed as he farewelled his guests, I didn’t argue. The hot water felt amazing on my abused body and I felt both wonderfully clean and deliciously dirty in the aftermath of everything that had happened.

I didn’t have pajamas with me, only the bathrobe the Dean had left with me. After that party though, my body had already been thoroughly seen.

The Dean had said goodnight when he brought me up here. Nothing in his manner had  indicated he expected more from me tonight, but before I crawled naked into bed, I left the door unlocked… just in case.

~

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.
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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.

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

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

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

Did she really used to be that kind of girl?

...and could she be again?

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

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

About the Author

I suppose this is the part where I’m supposed to say I’m a mild-mannered housewife by day and you’d never expect… HAHAHAHAHA. Sorry, I just can’t do it. Got to let that freak flag fly, baby! I’m a proud perv, writing exactly the kind of steamy stories I love to read - FreeUse. It’s those forbidden delights that get my heart racing, and that sweet delicious, “Oh no, we shouldn’t… but ohhhhhhhmygod,” that does it for me every single time. So lets pick up a book and have some fun ;)

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






OEBPS/image_rsrcF7.jpg
i MOl lyWarden






