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Shared By Her Roommates


What do you do what it’s raining outside? Well, you get laid by your roommates of course. Eleanor is stuck inside with her two incredibly attractive roommates and it's getting harder for her to resist them. When she's caught looking, Grant offers her a proposal her and her body can't refuse. Getting freeused until the rain stops.


Chapter 1


Thunder and lightning crackle in the sky as the storm rages on for the third day in a row. I watch the rain slam against my window and dribble down. That’s what we get, I guess, for living in Southwestern Ontario. I managed to pick the place in all of Canada that gets the most thunderstorms to go to school. But London has a good college and it’s close to my parents' place, so it was considered a win.

I’m an only child and have never been on my own before, so I think my parents just wanted me close to make them feel better. And I’m their good little girl, so I picked a place that is 4 hours away from them. Still a bit of space, but not across countries.

I pick up my Kindle and open up one of the books. It’s an erotica story that has freeuse in it. Those have been my favorite lately. I just love reading stories where the man can fuck her anywhere and any way he likes. I like both the ones where the woman pretends to do something, like bake a cake or do a crossword, and pays no attention to them, and the ones who give in.

I keep imagining what it would be like if I were the woman. And what if my roommates were the ones that did me? 

Grant works here at home, and Damien has such a fucked-up schedule that I never would know when he’ll show up. That could actually be a plus, since he could come out of nowhere and bend me over the closest available surface. I could just imagine him now, laying me on the dining table. He’s still in his blue button-up and jeans, his messenger bag at his feet as he unzips his pants and shoves his cock deep inside. 

I shake my head. No way would that happen. Not because I don’t want to, but because they probably don’t see me as a woman to have sex with.

When they first showed up when I was looking for roommates, I didn’t know whether to accept them or not. They are both incredibly attractive and radiate sexual energy like no one's business. Grant has that Clark Kent vibe to him, while Damien is like this giant bear-like man.

But given the other applicants, I had to say yes. Some of them seemed to be sloppier than I’d like. And one didn’t have a job, so I didn’t know how the hell they were going to pay.

Grant and Damien were the only ones who I could imagine living with and gave me a pitch that ticked all my boxes. In the several months we’ve been living together, they are on time with rent, they don’t bring the party home with them, and they clean up after themselves.

It’s a win-win.

I hear a cheer coming from the other room and I assume they are watching sports.

My roommates are getting restless. Apparently, they both had some “dick appointment” that they couldn’t go on because of the storm and now instead of hangry they are… hongry.

I’m horny too, but for me, all I need is some time with a toy and I’m okay. But I sure do miss real-life cock. I haven’t had any in six months. I went on a date that went bust and since then I just haven’t wanted to put myself out there.

I put my Kindle down and reach into my drawer for my vibrator. This is a pink rabbit vibrator. The special thing about this is the long part actually thrusts and vibrates at the same time. So it kind of feels like I’m being thrust into without having to move it.

I peel down my sweatpants and kick them to the side. Then I pour some lube all over the vibrator and position it at my entrance. My pussy is already wet from all the reading I’ve done, so there is no resistance as I slide my vibrator inside me.

I moan as I turn the vibrator on and feel the vibrations stimulate me. The vibrator starts to thrust and I feel it right there. It’s perfectly situated on my clit, so I just hold it there and let it ride.

I close my eyes and imagine the things that are happening in those books that I read are happening to me. I picture a tall, hunky man, like the ones on the covers of the books I read, bending me over the kitchen counter and having his way with me.

I love dirty talk, so I imagine the string of words coming off his filthy lips.

“That’s it, slut. Take this fucking cock. That’s it. Fuuuck. Such a good little cock slut.”

I reach up under my shirt and palm my breast. Tweaking my nipple, I keep rolling the fantasy.

“You like that, slut. I’m going to fuck you so hard you won’t be able to walk straight tomorrow.”

I imagine the man pounding into me and I echo that by manually thrusting the vibrator in and out of my pussy. I visualize his thick member pumping in and out of my tight cunt. His balls slamming against my clit, and the way he cups my breasts and pinches my nipples.

“Jesus,” I gasp and fuck myself harder.

I turn the vibration up another notch and moan as my mind goes wild.

Visions of a man fucking my pussy are brought up a notch when another man enters the picture.

“Suck his cock,” the first man says as the second man pulls out his dick and positions it at my lips.

The men use my holes. One at my mouth and the other at my cunt. They thrust hard like I’m a toy and I’m loving it.

“Fuuuuuck,” I groan softly, massaging my breast and biting my lip.

As the rain comes down harder, my imagination takes me outside. The men have me on my knees in the mud. Both of them are soaked as well, topless, and have little droplets of rain cascading down their bodies. The water is cold, but my body is warm. I suck on the man’s cock, listening to him groan, and the one behind me plows into me harder.

I reach down and rub my clit in fast circles, chasing my orgasm down. As if on cue, thunder cracks, and I come.

“Fuck!” I shout and buck against my toy. My body shudders, and I keep fucking myself until I’ve wrung out every drop of this orgasm.

Pulling the toy out slowly, then turning it off, I lay there panting on my bed. I cuddle into the sheets and stare out the window.

Maybe I should get back out there. Go to a bar or something and meet a guy.

My mind goes back to my two roommates and I wonder what it would be like to be their girlfriend. I’ve never seen them go on more than a few dates, mostly consisting of one-night stands with a woman, but we already live with each other, we know each other's boundaries, and we have pretty good communication skills. Other than the sex and the overall romantic feelings, we are pretty much in a relationship, I suppose.

I sigh, then get up, taking my vibrator with me to the bathroom to wash it off.


Chapter 2


We all share a bathroom and we’ve lived together for so long that we’ve gotten used to just leaving the bathroom door open and coming and going. If we had some towels to put away or something to get, we’d go in, get it, and get out.

No looking. No lingering.

At the moment, I was doing both.

Something that I never caught my roommates doing is touching themselves. I knew they did it, but I never saw it. Until now.

My jaw hangs low as I hear soft growls come from the steamy shower. Grant stands there, behind the fogged-up glass, under the spray with his impressive cock in his hand. He strokes himself slowly and I feel my pussy clench.

I lean against the bathroom door, entranced by the scene before me. I know I should leave, give him his privacy, but my legs are glued to the floor. ﻿﻿

I watch the muscles on his back move as he runs his hand up and down his length.

Without thinking, I slip my hand into my pants and brush my fingertips against my clit. I consider using my vibrator, but I’m not sure if it might be too loud or if he’d notice the buzzing sound.

My pussy is slippery with my arousal and I cover my mouth with the back of my hand so he doesn’t hear me moan.

“Holy shit.” He groans and slams his hand against the tile.

A zing of pleasure runs down my spine at his display of almost animalistic need.

I push a single finger inside me and curl it against my G-spot. Arousal is dripping down my leg as I watch Grant gather more soap for his aching cock.

“Oooh, that’s it.” He moans.

I wonder what he’s thinking.

Is he thinking about his date? What they would be doing now if he was there? I wonder how he fucks. Is he gentle and teasing or an animal in bed?

I imagine the former. I picture he likes to work a woman up until she can’t take it anymore, then fucks her passionately.

Damien is definitely wilder. I imagine his hand tangled in a woman’s hair as he plowed into her from behind. Just fucking her hard until she couldn’t walk right.

My pussy clamps around my finger as I picture them fucking me. Bending me over the counter. Having me on the couch. Coming up behind me in bed as I read, pulling my pants down, and sucking my clit.

I add a second finger inside me and gasp softly. He doesn’t really notice me, so I stay there, watching him touch himself.

“Jesus, fuck.” Grant moans as he jerks himself quicker.

As Grant gets closer, I can feel myself doing the same. A pulse of heat blooms at my core.

Fuck, I love the way he looks when he’s jacking off. So powerful and unashamed.

I wish I had the confidence to go in there. Just enter the shower and help him out. I wonder if he’d let me or if he’d be horrified.

Grant slams his fist against the tile and I start rubbing my clit with my thumb. I’m panting so hard that I don’t know how he doesn’t know I’m here. With each stroke of his cock, I pump my fingers in and out of my pussy. My cunt clenches around my digits and, with a silent scream, I come.

Grant‘s growls echo around the bathroom as he shoots his load against the tile.

“Fuuuuck,” he groans.

I move my body so I’m no longer poking halfway into the bathroom. Laying against the wall, I catch my breath. My brain is in such a blissed-out fog that I don’t notice the shower being turned off. So it comes as quite a shock to me when I see Grant look down at me with a towel wrapped around his waist.

Oh, fuck.

I quickly pull my hand out of my panties and run around him, locking myself in the bathroom.

﻿﻿I knew this was a stupid idea. God, he must think I’m some sort of creep now. I never wanted him thinking of me that way. I’ve always had a crush on my roommates, but I never acted on it. Figured it was best if we kept this relationship professional. But then I had to go on and imagine them fucking me and all those feelings came back and now… I should have walked away. I knew that.

Guess I was too horny to be smart.

Someone knocks on the door and I gasp.

“Eleanor.” Grant's voice comes through loud and clear. He doesn’t sound angry. If anything, he sounds concerned.

“Just a minute!” I shout back and hide my vibrator in the drawer where my toothbrush and stuff are.

Slowly, I open the door. Grant is still there in his towel, looking at me with a sympathetic look in his eyes.

“Come out, now sweetheart,” he says.

God, don’t call me that.

I slink out of the bathroom, looking down at the floor.

“I’m so sorry.” My face turns beet red, and I wish the floor would swallow me whole.

“It’s okay. We’ve all been a bit edgy recently.” He smiles. “And who is to say I minded?”

I look up at him, eyes wide with wonder.

“I did know you were there, Eleanor. You are not a quiet little mouse. I mean, why do you think I was in there in the first place?”

I shake my head. “I don’t know.”

“I heard you touching yourself in your room. I was going to ask if you wanted some lunch, and just as I was going to knock on the door, I heard those sexy little moans. I mean, fuck sweetheart, I was hard in seconds.”

I start to both relax and get turned on again.

Is there like an off switch to this libido or is it just broken?

I open my mouth to say something when Damien walks in.

“Hey, guys…” He slows down and looks between a nearly naked Grant and a blushing me.

“What’s up?” he asks, taking a bite of his apple.

“Eleanor was watching me jerk off in the shower.”

I slap his chest as he chuckles. I’m embarrassed enough. Does he need to bring Damien into this?

“Really?” Damien quirks up an eyebrow.

“Listen, do we need to talk about this?” I pipe up, “I’m embarrassed enough. Let’s just pretend it never happened.”

“Or…” Grant says, “we can accept that it happened and see what happens next.” 

There is a pause, a stretch of silence where all we hear is the patter of the rain falling on the roof. What does he mean by “see what happens next”?  

“What do you mean?” I ask, my breath hitching at the end with curiosity and excitement.

“Well, it just so happens that I can see what books you get. You tend to leave your Kindle turned on a lot. I’ve seen you get those freeuse erotica books. Like ‘The Freeuse Retreat’ and ‘Used at My Job’. So I’m just wondering if maybe you wanted to give that a go in real life?”

My jaw drops to the floor. My body tells me to say yes. To not even hesitate. My brain is on high alert.

“Are you sure?” I ask him.

All I need is a yes. For him to say that he’s sure he wants to fuck me, and I will gladly do it. After all, this can fundamentally fuck up our roommate situation, putting us into a position we can’t come back from. So I need him to be sure. I know I am.

“Yes, Eleanor.” He puts his finger under my chin. “I’m one hundred percent sure that there is nothing more that I want than to shove my cock deep in that tight, hot pussy of yours. I want to make you my little freeuse slut and have you dripping in cum every day.”

I lick my lips as my confidence and lust grow.

“What about Damien?”

We both look at our roommate, who is sporting his own erection.

“What do you think?” He winks and cups his cock.

“Okay,” I say, “what are the rules?” Because there are always rules. Every book I read they set up the situation. How long would it last? Safewords? Things like that.

Grant smiles. “Rule one is that we can both fuck you whenever and however we want. Rule number two is that this lasts until the rain stops. So that pussy is ours for a few more hours or a few more days. Rule number three is there needs to be a safeword that you will use whenever you want to stop.”

My mind goes through options of what could make a great safeword, embarrassed that I haven’t thought of one before. I’ve been imagining it for so long.

“Strawberries,” I say and that gets a chuckle out of both of my roommates.

Strawberries are the only fruit I don’t like. I’ll eat anything but not those.

“Strawberries it is.”

Grant cups the back of my head and leans down for a kiss. It’s unexpected, but incredibly nice. He teases me with his tongue and presses his lips against mine. I taste his minty flavor and moan.

He pulls back, panting, then gives me a small smack on the ass and leaves.

Damien gives me a wink, takes a bite of his apple, and says, “We’ll see you later, Eleanor,” then joins his friend.

I cover my face in my hands, unable to believe what just happened. Did I just agree to be a freeuse slut until the rain stops? Yes, I did and I’m fucking here for it.

Let the games begin.


Chapter 3
The Next Morning


I pull out some fruit from the fridge, rinsing them under the sink before putting them in a bowl. I’m all nervous but excited. I was barely able to sleep last night. My pussy clenches every time I think about what could happen today. When will it happen? Who will go first? 

Just then, Grant comes fully clothed behind me and pushes me down onto the counter.

I feel him undoing the tie on my sweatpants before they fall onto the ground. My panties are soaked. Grant rubs my clit with two fingers in circles. I moan and try to get back to making my lunch.

Thankfully, I already took out the yogurt, so I can do it all here, bent over the counter as my roommate pulls my panties down my legs.

Cool air hits my center and I groan as he rubs my pussy again.

I try to keep the mess to a minimum as I spoon the yogurt into the bowl. Grant’s expert fingers slide into my pussy. Maybe what I thought about Grant being a teaser is right. He pumps his thick fingers in and out of me and I clench around him.

“Such a tight little cunt.” Grant groans, “You ready to become our fuck doll, Eleanor? Your pussy ready to be fucked whenever we want?”

I nod.

He groans, then pulls his fingers out. I look behind me and see him sucking them clean. He gives me a wink, then unfastens his pants and takes out his cock.

He only has it out a moment before he slams himself inside me.

“Oh, my God!” I quickly breathe out. I grip the spoon as Grant finds a steady rhythm to fuck me with.

I mix the yogurt in with the fruit as Grant pumps his cock in and out of my pussy.

“Oh, fuck.” He groans. “That’s nice.”

“Just nice?” I snort and he gives me a chuckle before spanking my ass.

I gasp and turn around. Grant bites my shoulder and whispers in my ear, “More than nice. Fucking incredible. The best pussy I’ve ever had. So tight. So wet and hot. I could do this all fuckin’ day.”

He stands back up and pounds into me harder.

I don’t even bother trying to eat. Those books didn’t exactly make it clear how hard it is to keep doing your thing when you have a cock inside you. I just enjoy the way my roommate is fucking me against the granite countertop.

My ass slams against his body with every thrust and I can only imagine the nice view he’s got. My jiggling ass and my pussy swallowing up his cock.

I feel my own orgasm building. My body is tense and my toes are curling.

Grant speeds up his movements, chasing his orgasm. His grip on my hips tightens, and I feel his balls slap against my clit.

“Fuuuuuck,” Grant groans, coming and emptying himself into my pussy. I feel his thick ropes of cum coat my inner walls.

Unfortunately, it wasn’t quite enough to get me to come. As he pulls out, I wonder if I’ve bitten off more than I could chew. I mean, I could never come for the entire day.

Grant pulls up his pants and gives my pussy a little smack before walking off.

I pull up my pants, shivering as I feel his cum drip down my leg. Gathering my lunch, I head to the dining table where Damien is sitting. He’s just finishing his own meal and he taps his lap with a smile on his face.

I stand next to him, facing him, and before I straddle his lap, he unties my pants and they fall back down onto the floor. I don’t even know why I’m bothering with clothes or why I didn’t put on a dress.

I feel Damien’s hand run up my thigh and cup my aching pussy. I moan and grip the bowl tightly so I don’t drop it.

“I love seeing your cunt dripping with cum.” He growls and helps me over his lap.

His pants are at his ankles and his cock sits proudly against his stomach. He’s the same length as Grant but twice as thick.

With one hand on my hip and the other one wrapped around his dick, he sinks into me. We both groan and the orgasm that was building earlier is back with a vengeance. Assuming he’s no two-pump chump, I should be able to come this time.

I twist behind me, put the bowl down safely, then turn back around and brace my hands on Damien’s shoulders.

With both hands now on my hips, he picks me up and slams me down onto his cock. He uses my pussy like a toy. Moving me how he wishes.

My breasts bounce and my thighs slam against his.

“Take off your top,” Damien commands.

I feel a shiver at his demanding tone, then I peel my t-shirt over my head. My tits sway in his face and he leans in, taking a nipple into his mouth. He moans as he sucks on it while continuing to fuck me.

Damien’s beard tickles my skin, but in a way that turns me on more.

Suddenly, he picks me up and puts me on the table, just missing my bowl. Placing my legs on his shoulders, he looks down at me. His eyes are wild and glazed over with lust.

“Count to one hundred,” Damien says.

“What?”

He spanks my ass, a loud crack echoing around the room.

“Count from one to one hundred,” he repeats and I do as he says.

“One. Two. Three. Four. Five…” ﻿﻿﻿﻿At first, I’m not sure why he’s doing this. He continues to fuck me like I’m not just randomly counting. He watches as his cock disappears into my pussy and comes out all shiny with my arousal.

“Oooh, yeah.” He groans, fucking me harder.

“Fifteen. Sixteen. Seventeen…”

Damien leans down and takes one of my nipples into his mouth, sucking hard as he erupts inside of me.

I hear his growls against my skin, and my whole body vibrates.

It’s then that I realize why he made me count. I was so distracted by it that I couldn’t come.

My roommate winks and pulls out of me.

“Bastard,” I grumble, horny but amused. 

He spanks my pussy and says, “You know it, baby.”

Damien pulls up his pants and sits me down on his seat, then puts my lunch in front of me.

“Eat. You are going to need your energy for later.”


Chapter 4


After lunch, I go to my bedroom and start reading my book. I have no idea when they will be back. I‘ve left my door unlocked so they could come in here whenever they want.

When this freeuse day was created, I had no idea it was going to go like this. I would have thought my roommates would just be fucking me all the time, but they seem to be dragging it out. I look at my watch and see it’s been nearly two hours since Damien fucked me.

My pussy is still aching. I can’t believe I haven’t come yet. I thought for sure when Damien fucked me I would come. But then the bastard made me count and got me all distracted.

It was a dirty trick, but I can’t find it in me to be truly mad at him. I actually enjoyed it. I never thought I’d be into edging, but if this is what it’s like, I am all for it. I love the tease and the game of it. When am I going to come? Who is going to make me come? Maybe it will be both of them. I don’t know if they ever fucked one woman at the same time, but I’d love to be their first if they’ve never done it.

I’m flipping through the pages, lying on my stomach, when I hear the door to my bedroom open. I don’t bother looking back; instead, I keep my eyes glued to the pages of a book I’m not really reading anymore. My brain is clued into the way the bed dips with whoever is behind me.

I feel a pair of hands pull down my sweatpants and the feel of a beard tickling my ass.

It’s Damien.

He spreads my legs and his tongue spears into my sopping pussy. Still, I don’t look back.

The slurping sounds he makes while eating me out are even more erotic than the act itself. Something about sounds always got to me. Maybe that’s why I like dirty talk. I like the sounds of sex and teasing and wild, unabashed lust. And when someone is eating you out and you are so wet and needy… that’s when those naughty sounds come out to play and it’s fantastic.

With his hands on my cheeks, he spreads them wide and his tongue circles my puckered hole. My body tenses, but Damien relaxes me by cooing and massaging my ass.

“Shhh, Eleanor. We’ll go slow. Even though this body is ours to use, we won't do anything you don’t want.” He bites my ass and I gasp.

“Okay,” I moan, and wiggle my butt. I hear him chuckle and he goes back to eating me out.

I feel him sucking on my clit, adding two fingers into my pussy when the door opens again and I know who it is this time.

Grant lifts himself onto the bed and takes the Kindle away from me, placing it on the nightstand. Lifting me up, we change positions. Now I’m sitting on Damien’s face and Grant is sticking his cock in front of me.

“Suck my cock like a good little slut, Eleanor,” he says and cups the back of my head, bringing me to his shaft.

I open my mouth and he slips inside. The taste of his cum drips onto my tongue and I swallow him, moaning.

“Oh, fuck. Yes. Just like that.” He thrusts his hips as Damien keeps sucking on my clit.

Damien’s hands crawl up my body until they are covering my tits. He pinches my nipples and I moan around his roommate’s cock, making Grant curse and thrust his dick deeper into my mouth. Sweat coats our skin and pleasure so thick you can cut it with a knife courses through the air.

Getting the men off is all I can think about. I want to feel their cum dripping out of every hole. I want Grant to unload his seed down my throat.

Grant grips my hair at the root and forces me to look up at him. Tears stream down my face as he pets my cheek. He grins and touches my cheek, seeming to like the way my mascara is smeared under my eyes.

“Such a pretty little cock sucker.” He growls.

His hips thrust faster and faster. Damien’s tongue works tirelessly, flicking back and forth over my clit. I’m so close to coming I can feel my body start to tense. My thighs lock around Damien’s head and the vibrations of his growl set me off.

I scream around Grant’s cock as I come. Like a crashing wave, my orgasm rushes through me. The teasing of the day ends in a crescendo of groaning, arousal pouring into Damien’s mouth.

“Fuuuuuuck!” Grant groans.

When he pulls out, his eyes are so feral with need. He didn’t come and his cock looks angry about that.

He grips my throat and says against my lips, “I need to come inside you again. And I want Damien in that pretty little ass of yours.”

My body tingles as I come down from the high of my climax. I nod my head and Damien crawls from between my legs. He kneels and reaches over to the bedside table for the lube and a butt plug. I should have known that my roommates know where I kept all my toys.

Damien lubes up a butt plug and starts pushing it into my ass. It’s so naughty and erotic at the same time.

As I suck Grant’s cock, he tilts my head up by grabbing my hair.

“You like that, sweetheart. You like my dick down your throat? Does it feel good to be our cockslut?”

I moan around him and I get rewarded by Damien’s fingers playing with my clit as he gently thrusts the butt plug in and out of my ass.

I’m in a hurricane of senses and my body is gearing up for the orgasm of her life. And this is just the beginning. Damien is preparing to fuck me back there, in a place where only silicone has gone before.

When Damien pulls it out, he groans. “Fuck, I love seeing you gaping like this. Your hole is just begging to be fucked, it’s it?”

Grant pulls out and I say, “Yes,” my voice hoarse.

The bottle of lube is opened again and I look behind me at Damien, who is squirting a good amount all over his cock. He jerks his cock slowly, moaning as he puts the bottle away and pulls me to him. He then lines himself up with my back entrance.

“Watch me, Eleanor. Watch me take your ass.”

He pushes in the tip and I cry out softly. His thrusts start off slow and shallow, he’s taking me slowly, and I appreciate that because I’ve never had a real-life cock inside me. Plus, Damien is quite big.

Meanwhile, Grant pulls me up so I’m up on my knees, my legs spread, looking into his eyes. He positions his cock at my entrance and pushes inside me. 

I’m sandwiched between them, and with both their cocks inside me I feel so full, my body can hardly take it. But I’m their little slut today and I want to be used and filled. I want this.

As they get more comfortable, their movements become quicker, but not quite fast enough. I can’t quite come at this pace, though the pleasure they are creating is delicious.

“Come on, baby.” Grant groans, “Beg for it. Beg us to make you come.”

I look up at Grant, then look over my shoulder to see Damien and the promises slip out of my mouth.

“Please. Please, fuck me. I’ll do anything. I’ll suck your cocks whenever you like. You can use my pussy every day. I’ll do whatever you want. Just please make me come.”

“Did you hear that, Damien? Did you hear all those promises she’s making?”

“I sure did,” Damien winks, and my hands grip Grant’s shoulders hard.

From behind me Damien cups my tits and thrusts his hips up. Each man rhythmically fucks me. Grant reaches down and thumbs my clit, making me clench around them.

“You mean that, baby? You want to be our whore every day?” Grant whispers in my ear.

I’m so delirious with pleasure that I can barely answer.

His tongue darts out and he licks the shell of my ear as I answer.

“Yes, Grant. Damien. I mean it. Make me come and I’m yours forever.”

Grant’s forehead brushes against mine. He tips up my chin and I see into his beautiful eyes and he grins.

“Okay, baby. Your wish is our command.” He kisses me sweetly, his tongue slipping into my mouth. I groan and wrap my arms around his neck as they both start fucking me harder and faster.

“Fucking hell.” Damien groans and spanks my ass.

I cry out into Grant’s mouth as he chuckles against my lips.

“Do that again, Damien. She likes it,” he says, pulling back.

Damien spanks my other cheek and I cry out again.

The bed creaks under us and it feels like we’re running a marathon. A very sexy marathon. We’re breathing heavily, our bodies are slick with sweat, and we’re coming close to the finish line. My body is bracing for the orgasm of her life and just imagining my holes dripping with cum has me inching closer and closer.

“Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes,” I chant, my voice getting higher and higher.

Grant and Damien start groaning and soon we peak.

Damien bites me on the shoulder and I’m done. I come screaming to the ceiling. My eyes close as waves and waves of pleasure slam into me. My pussy and ass tighten around their cocks and my body spasms in their arms.

Grant and Damien come themselves and pour their seed into my awaiting holes. Streams of thick hot cum coat my inner walls.

“Holy shit!” I cry and my fingers grip onto Grant’s muscular shoulders.

They keep fucking me until my pussy takes every drop of their orgasm and then we all slump onto the bed. Panting and satisfied.

We cuddle on the messy sheets. Grant’s hand on my hip and Damien nuzzling my breasts.

“Fuck, that was incredible.” Grant sighs and kisses me on the shoulder where Damien bit me.

“I know,” I say and run my hand up and down Damien’s arm.

“What’s even better,” Damien says, “Is that now that you're ours, we can do this all the time.”

That’s true. ﻿﻿

When I said I was theirs I meant it. To be honest, I’ve been in love with my roommates since forever and I can’t imagine spending the rest of my life with anyone else but them. Sure, we don’t like the same sports, and they barely read magazines while I own three different versions of certain books that I’ve already read, but they are fun and they make me happy. They are super smart and the sex… fuck me sideways. Literally.

Grant moves me onto my back and he and Damien look down at me with lust and love in their eyes.

Damien says, “Who is our pretty little slut?”

I smile.

“I am.”


Books That I Mentioned


The Freeuse Retreat:

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BTGPKQ72

Used At My Job:

https://www.amazon.com/Nova-Used-Job-FreeUse-Workplace-ebook/dp/B0CBCTRFF7


Hotwife Paige
3 Hotwife Stories
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Hotwife Paige is a collection of 3 books.

Jack makes an offer to his wife that changes their lives forever. What started out as one fun night turns into an amazing journey of hotwife exploration.

Inside:

Hotwife Office Party

Paige is a happily married woman to a loving and dutiful husband. But she has naughty daydreams about Jack’s handsome best friend and co-worker, Mason. When the annual office party comes up she tries to hold herself back. Little does she know her husband has a plan.

Hotwife Valentine

Paige’s husband is at it again. This time it’s Valentine’s Day and he’s got a few surprises up his sleeve. When they get to the hotel Paige thinks she’s in for a sweet holiday with her husband but instead she meets the next door neighbour, a man promised to rock her world. And when she thinks the surprise is over, a hot stranger shows up as an extra unexpected treat. How can she resist this Valentine's vacation?

Hotwife Summer

The Canada Day barbecue is happening at Paige and Jacks’ house and he has a special surprise for his wife. He has invited a couple of friends over to have some fun with his wife. They say that the first time is the best time... they haven't met Jack's friends.

Find it at: https://geni.us/hotwifepaigebm


Audiobook
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What do you do when it’s raining outside? Well, you get laid by your roommates of course. Eleanor is stuck inside with her two incredibly attractive roommates and it's getting harder for her to resist them. When she's caught looking, Grant offers her a proposal her and her body can't refuse. Getting freeused until the rain stops.

Find it at: https://geni.us/sbhraudiobook


Want A Free Read?


Grab your copy of Bad Neighbour 

Get your copy of Hotwife Paige: Bonus Stories 

Get your copy of Sharing What's His 

Get your copy of Used By Many


Also By Aileen Gallagher


Thank you for reading Shared By Her Roommates! If you enjoyed it please consider leaving a review.

USED BY THE FOOTBALL PLAYERS (Available In Audio)

Link: Used By The Football Players

Sookie isn’t the only one winning big at the football game. Her husband has a gift for her. In fact, he has 3 gifts for her. 3 very big, very talented gifts that are ready to make her cry out louder than the fans. This is Sookie’s first hotwife experience and it is sure to be one that she won’t forget.

HOTWIFE OFFICE PARTY

Link: Hotwife Office Party

This year Santa’s coming early. And so is she.

Paige is a happily married woman to a loving and dutiful husband. But she has naughty daydreams about Jack’s handsome best friend and co-worker, Mason. When the annual office party comes up she tries to hold herself back. Little does she know her husband has a plan.

HOTWIFE VALENTINE

Link: Hotwife Valentine

Paige’s husband is at it again. This time it’s Valentine’s Day and he’s got a few surprises up his sleeve. When they get to the hotel Paige thinks she’s in for a sweet holiday with her husband but instead she meets the next door neighbour, a man promised to rock her world. And when she thinks the surprise is over, a sexy stranger shows up as an extra unexpected treat. How can she resist this Valentine's vacation?

HOTWIFE SUMMER

Link: Hotwife Summer

The Canada Day barbecue is happening at Paige and Jacks’ house and he has a special surprise for his wife. He has invited a couple of friends over to have some fun with his wife. They say that the first time is the best time... they haven't met Jack's friends.

HOTWIFE PAIGE: 3 HOTWIFE STORIES

Link: Hotwife Paige

Jack makes an offer to his wife that changes their lives forever. What started out as one fun night turns into an amazing journey of hotwife exploration.

Includes: Hotwife Office Party, Hotwife Valentine, and Hotwife Summer

SHARED BY HER ROOMMATES (Available In Audio)

Link: Shared By Her Roommates

What do you do when it’s raining outside? Well, you get laid by your roommates of course. Eleanor is stuck inside with her two incredibly attractive roommates and it's getting harder for her to resist them. When she's caught looking, Grant offers her a proposal her and her body can't refuse. Getting freeused until the rain stops.


GIVE ME MORE

Link: Give Me More

This collection features 5 steamy scenes featuring the couple from Hotwife Paige.

Paige and Jack have been trying things out. Their friends have been enjoying all she offers for their freeuse and hotwife experiences. Join them in this short collection of spice from the couple.

A HOTWIFE SPRING BREAK

Link: A Hotwife Spring Break

Olive and Silas are off on vacation. And this is the time for Olive to spread her legs and try some new things. When they get caught canoodling by a college student on spring break her husband gets an idea. 

Want to become a hotwife? Back of the car. Young stud. Exhibition. The possibilities are endless. 

He also has a friend who is just as interested to see this new hotwife under him.


About Aileen Gallagher


Aileen Gallagher is an erotica author who writes contemporary erotica and hotwife erotica.

Find more information here:

Newsletter

Goodreads 

Bookbub 

Amazon
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