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Pledge Week At The FreeUse Sorority

Molly Warden


Chapter One

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

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

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

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

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

And I was about to pledge.

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

It was a little scary.

It was exciting, too.

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

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

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

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

~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Now – let’s begin.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two

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

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

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

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

“Now strip.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I shivered again, and felt my pussy growing damp.

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

One down, then. Thirteen of us left.

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

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

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

I was about to find out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, no.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then I felt it.

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

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

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

A statue. It had to be.

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

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

A SEX sister accepts every challenge without complaint.

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

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

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

Silently.

I passed the first test, I thought dizzily.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sit!”

I sat on the corner of the bed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rena nodded. “Be my guest.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“My turn,” he demanded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then he began to move.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“A SEX sister serves the community.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then I felt the first hand on my ass.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I wanted more.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It felt like everything I had ever wanted.

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

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


The Professor’s FreeUse Plaything

Molly Warden


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.


Group Games

at the

FreeUse Party

Molly Warden


Chapter One

I’m a member of Sigma Epsilon Xi, one of the oldest FreeUse sororities in the country. We are a prominent and notorious sorority, with members that go on to do great things. The kind of people who go on to have their own endowments and Wikipedia pages.

Members that spend their four years of college offering their bodies under FreeUse arrangements, in exchange for opened doors and advancements throughout the rest of their lives.

I was one of the newest sisters, but already had something of a reputation. (This was mostly thanks to a scandalous assignation with the Dean and a number of notable professors on campus… one I still remembered with pleasure.) My Big Sister Rena, who was in charge of showing me the ropes and helping me grow, was thoroughly impressed by me, and I knew I’d caught the President’s eye as future leadership material as well.

But being new means you still have a lot to learn. And I was about to learn about a whole new type of assignation.

You see, one of the few rules of thumb I’d heard repeated multiple times by the sisters was that Sigma Epsilon Xi almost never hosted events. We didn’t have to; SEX sisters were notorious enough and in high enough demand that managing the guests and keeping would-be suitors to a reasonable amount for an evening was a headache nobody particularly cared to take on.

What I wasn’t privy to, though, was the SEX President Marissa’s understanding of the campus mood and student body needs. She’d seen that recent political news, economic hits – and yes, sports team losses – had depressed the mood on campus so severely that professors were having trouble getting enough attendance at classes to teach. Coeds were hunkering down for a long winter even though it was still a beautiful fall.

Something had to break.

Out of concern for her fellow students, Marissa concocted a bold plan, and went looking for help making it a reality.

She went, of course, to the Alpha Cocks.

Alpha Kappa Xi, or the Alpha Cocks as they’re usually known around campus, are sort of our unofficial counterpart. Like SEX sisters, Alpha Cocks are future titans of industry, members of Congress. The fraternity is also one of our oldest partnerships, and AKX parties are the main way any random person on campus would have access to a SEX sister for FreeUse.

But a traditional Alpha Cocks party, full of kegs and dancing, wasn’t exactly what Marissa had in mind. She had a whole scheme, designed to spark joy back in a subdued student body.

In short, she wanted to throw open the doors of Sigma Epsilon Xi for the rarest of things: a party hosted by us, with all sisters designated as FreeUse for approved guests. The Alpha Cocks would co-host and help with the guest list (and crowd control) – but the party and its theme was all Marissa.

The best way to remind everyone of the wonder in life, she decided, was to get the coeds and Greek members playing games again. Not just any games, though – beloved childhood games, sure to spark nostalgia as well as whimsy.

Of course, being the President of Sigma Epsilon Xi and having our reputation to uphold, these were all to be childhood games… with a twist.

Every SEX sister would sign up for one or more games. Every game would include a FreeUse component – a way for students to unwind in more ways than one.

When she revealed her grand plan to all of us during a weekly meeting, half the room was stunned by her audacity. The other half, including myself, stood up and cheered.

We knew what this meant to the student body. And what it meant for Marissa to throw open our doors.

This was what we were here for. Bringing people together, and helping them relax.

And now our campus needed us. All of us.

~

Though SEX rarely hosts parties, Marissa still had no shortage of willing hands and minds to set to the task of getting us ready for such an ambitious event. Alpha Cocks came by through the week to help as well, and if some of them also disappeared upstairs for a few minutes with a SEX sister, well, who was going to complain?

Marissa’s vision was simple: only games. No trophies, or prizes. A few of the games we ended up selecting technically would result in winners or losers, but we figured with the way we’d play them, nobody would be keeping score.

Along with classic school games like Spin the Bottle and 7 Minutes in Heaven, and childhood games like Wheelbarrow Racing, Red Rover, Pin the Tail on the Donkey, and Hopscotch, the party planning committee decided to add a few fan favorites that we thought would particularly benefit from a FreeUse angle: Golf, Sardines, and Blind Man’s Buff.

Once the games were selected, every sister was required to sign up to help support at least one. (Marissa also wisely restricted us from signing up for too many – she decided that three would be the maximum a sister could reasonably play without being completely overwhelmed.) It was a hard choice, but eventually I settled on my favorite three: Blind Man’s Buff, Wheelbarrow Race, and Sardines.

We worked on decorations, food and drinks, and adjusted rules for the games all week. The Alpha Cocks gave suggestions for the rules, but most of their attention was focused on helping curate our guest list fairly. Once word got out that Sigma Epsilon Xi was opening its doors, it seemed like the entire student body, even those who didn’t prefer sex with women, wanted to attend. I didn’t envy the Alpha Cocks their task of vetting each of the potential guests. In the end, they had so many applicants we opted to go with a lottery system once we had a pool of vetted guests.

It meant there would be a lot of new faces at the party. The older sisters in particular were awash in excitement about that.

I was still too new to the sorority to have new faces mean much to me – almost every face was new. But the more I heard about the preparations and reviewed the new game rules, the more I became enthralled. I was daydreaming about the party during class, and it was the last thing I thought of before I fell asleep, hand between my legs.

And out across campus, rumors and excitement were swirling. Marissa was already lifting campus spirits, giving students something to look forward to for what felt like the first time in a long time.

The party couldn’t come soon enough for any of us.


Chapter Two

I was at a fever pitch of desire by the time the date of the party rolled around. Even a rendezvous earlier in the week with a perfectly lovely Alpha Cock hadn’t given me the satisfied release I was desperately waiting for.

As the hours crept past, I helped with final preparations: putting up the last decorations, setting out platters, identifying the perfect outfits for sisters. (My own outfit was somewhat easier; because of the games I’d chosen to support, I didn’t expect to be wearing clothing for most of the party!)

Finally, the clock chimed seven. We all took our places, and Marissa nodded to our first Alpha Cock bouncer for the evening.

The doors opened.

I had a little time before my first game began, so I grabbed a soda and wandered the house as the party got underway. Some of the drop-in-drop-out games like Spin the Bottle were already going. I saw two sisters enthusiastically making out with each other in the middle of the circle, straddling the bottle, as I passed. Their companions cheered almost as enthusiastically.

In the next room, I found Rena and a few other sisters playing 7 Minutes in Heaven. As I watched, Rena’s turn came. I didn’t recognize the guy lifting her to her feet, all but carrying her to the closet. It wasn’t long before I heard the unmistakable sounds of them fucking against the closet door, Rena’s voice urging him to go harder, faster.

I couldn’t help but imagine them in there… the cramped closet, his fingers hooking in Rena’s waistband and dragging her panties down. Him half-lifting her as he pressed my Big against the door, making it shake with the force of his thrust as he buried himself in her pussy… wondering whether she was already wet or the suddenness of the assault took her by surprise. By the sound of her moans, I could tell she was enjoying herself.

I lingered for a few more minutes, hearing him finish, and then begin again. I imagined Rena’s breasts bouncing with each thrust, maybe his mouth bending to them and suckling as she panted underneath him…

He finished again, just before the timer beeped. As they emerged, thoroughly disheveled, Rena gave me a wink and a thumbs up. I waved back, hoping my cheeks weren’t too red from blushing. (As though she could read my thoughts and knew what I was thinking!)

A nearby game of Pin the Tail on the Donkey was more open to viewing as blindfolded players sought to be the first to find the “donkey” butt and “pin their tail” in the right spot. I was amused watching them fumble while my sister Chloe waited impatiently on all fours, nearly begging to be impaled on the hard cocks fumbling around her.

I forced myself to keep wandering, keeping an eye on my sisters and watching the smiles on the faces of our guests. Marissa was right about this; it was a good plan. Everyone seemed to be enjoying themselves – and not just the sex, but the games, too.

Now if I could just have my turn to play!

~

“Are you ready?”

The Alpha Cock supervising my game had a kind voice, but it was the lust in his eye that made me quiver. He had no idea how ready I was.

I was completely naked, in the center of one of the small function rooms. Most of the furniture had been cleared out or moved aside, but some of it remained in a strategic pattern, designed to make things difficult for me.

We were about to play Blind Man’s Buff. I was the one who originally suggested it and fought for it when most of the sisters didn’t recognize the game. In the end, I won. Marissa heard my brief explanation – it was like Marco Polo on land, with no words – and understood immediately what I was thinking.

I would be naked, blindfolded, and trying to catch the other players. She definitely approved of that part.

Aside from me being naked, Marissa added one more naughty rule to the game: unlike traditional Blind Man’s Buff, the players could touch me.

If I managed to tag a player, they were still out. But there was nothing preventing them from “accidentally” brushing against me or otherwise teasing or impeding me.

I couldn’t wait.

All this was going through my mind, along with my week of furious masturbation, but all I did was nod to the Alpha Cock. I raised my blindfold and tied it on.

Waiting there, completely vulnerable, was exquisite torture. I could hear the Alpha Cock murmuring something in the doorway, but couldn’t catch the words. I knew in just a moment I would be surrounded by unknown men – possibly strangers, maybe even people I knew – and each of them would be fantasizing about fucking me. Some of them might even try.

The players filtered inside as I waited, quivering.

I knew there would be six players, but that was all I knew. The Alpha Cock remained just outside the door, both to keep unexpected intrusions away and to be ready in case we needed anything.

I was alone and at the mercy of the players.

Aloud, I counted down from ten, giving them a chance to arrange themselves in the room or come up with a plan. Some of the remaining furniture was strategically placed to create pathways and funnels that would help the players escape me.

Some of the remaining items weren’t furniture at all. Marissa and Rena had seen to that, with wicked looks in their eyes when I protested weakly.

I reached one, finishing my countdown. There was silence all around me.

Trying to control my pounding heart, I took a deep breath and listened. Nothing. No, wait – a rustle of fabric to my left.

I spun, reaching. I grabbed only air, but felt a breeze as someone moved. Good. I’d been close.

A hand caressed my buttocks. I jumped and spun, reaching. I missed.

I felt my way around the room. They were staying out of my path so far, but I knew sooner or later the desire to tease me would make them careless. I tried to focus.

But it was so hard. They grew bolder – a brush on my breast, a finger on my lips – and I was getting too distracted to hunt effectively.

The first player I caught risked too much to taste me. I felt air moving and knew he was close, but he surprised me as he bent. My first grasp at his head missed as he bent and took my breast in his warm mouth, gently teasing at my nipple with his tongue.

I gasped and froze. For a few long, agonizing seconds, I waited, letting him explore me. My body was already on fire with need and I wanted –

But no. My game wouldn’t be that easy.

I tagged him, and he responded by flicking my nipple lightly between his teeth, slowly withdrawing.

The next player was smarter in his violation. Knowing I would react to any touch, he had the idea of taking up one of the items in the room – I was never sure what, maybe a silken cord – and using it to tease me, drawing my “fire.” It stroked my waist, trailing up my belly and breasts, and I kept reaching, whiffing, only capturing air. And each time, varying the pattern, he followed with a real touch: my breasts, my belly. Slipping a finger between my folds.

I nearly fell at the sudden parting of my lips. I was already off-balance, but I knew both of us could feel how slick I was with need.

An appreciative sound. I reached out –

I just missed him, hitting rope, or so I thought. Then I heard another voice speak up, “Party foul. You’re tagged, go.”

A rustle and some murmured comments, but I heard the door open and close again.

Four left.

I caught the next one wholly by accident as we tripped past a cluster of chairs. The one after that, I actually caught as the game intended: by listening and slowly cornering him. He captured my wrist just as I touched him and slid my hand lower, bringing me to his bulge. I willingly stroked his cock through his pants for a brief moment before he, too, left the room.

Two players remaining.

At the next touch, I whirled, expecting to grab the player easily. But I had misjudged the remaining two. What was touching me wasn’t a hand at all. Instead, something else was probing at me.

You see, some of the objects Marissa and Rena had left in the room were meant to be used against me. Specifically, one corner of the room had a table of sex toys.

As I spun, I missed the player, but now the rubbery shaft was pressing between my ass cheeks instead of between my legs. I yelped and began to whirl again, but then I felt it.

A second shaft, pressing against me. Before and behind, they were trying to capture me in a vice between them.

Almost unthinking, I spread my legs ever so slightly, widening my stance.

The fake cock in front of me was already slick with the juices from my traitor pussy. It found my opening easily, sliding into my eager depths as I shuddered and tried to remain standing.

The rubbery shaft behind me, less lubricated, simply pressed, demanding to gain entrance to my nether opening.

For a long moment I held there, panting, my heart thundering in my ears. One player was before me and one behind – on their knees or to the side, I wasn’t sure – and they were taking full advantage of the game to violate me. No one had ever taken my ass in a FreeUse setting before, and I wavered, unsure if I could keep on my feet if the assault continued.

Of course, I didn’t have to let it continue… I reached, missed. “Oh no,” I murmured. “Where could they be?”

Silently, the players pressed their advantage, pressing the two fake cocks deeper and deeper into my body. I struggled to accommodate them both, feeling stretched, nearly split. My legs were growing weak and I knew soon I wouldn’t be able to remain standing.

But it was so delicious being this filled, especially after the week I’d had. I made another half-hearted grab at the space where one of the players could have been, and then paused, panting, letting myself enjoy the sensation for a long, delicious moment.

The one in front had buried almost the full length of the rubber phallus inside me; I could feel his knuckles brushing against me. One rubbed against my mound and I squealed, jumping. As I shifted, both players took advantage of the moment to force their toys deeper inside me.

I moaned, striving mightily to keep to my feet. I had given up all pretense of trying to catch them, and they knew it.

As I stood blindfolded, the players violated me again and again with their toys. I shuddered and begged at the twin assault, feeling desperate for the end, for more. I was too full. It was too much. I needed everything.

Faster and faster they worked me, until I couldn’t take it anymore. As I inched toward orgasm, my legs finally gave way, collapsing me and taking them with me, dildoes and all.

In a tangle of limbs, we lay on the floor together. One of the phalluses was still partially inside me. Were they both out at once? Was the game over? Unable to control myself, I began to giggle.

And that’s how the Alpha Cock found us when he opened the door to check on the loud noise: a pile of giggling students, strewn with fluid-covered dildoes, and a blindfold completely askew.

“Good game,” I told my last two players when I could finally speak. They smiled at me, their faces flushed with desire. “Maybe we can play again sometime.”


Chapter Three

After a brief cleanup, I chose to just don a robe. My next game was going to be a naked one as well, and I was already dripping for it after the unintended interruption of pleasure during Blind Man’s Buff.

I sat by the back patio, sipping a water and waiting for my next assignment. Several of the sisters were playing Hopscotch with players – with a twist, of course.

As in regular Hopscotch, each space had rules you had to follow. But these rules were… unconventional, to say the least.

The players and spectators were clearly enjoying watching the busty coeds jump between squares, but it was the players getting the best part of the deal. One square saw SEX sisters drop to their knees and energetically suck a waiting player. Another had the sisters end in a hapless straddle, stuck being tormented by mouth, hand, or cock until their next turn.

Without thinking, my fingers lightly traced my mound through my robe. It seemed like everyone was getting to complete their desire except me.

I knew my later assignations would almost certainly grant me release. But every time I passed one of the other games, I found myself wishing Marissa hadn’t forbidden us from joining more than three. I wanted to be under every thrusting guest, slipping my tongue into every Alpha Cock’s mouth.

Someone settled beside me, but I hardly noticed. My gaze was locked on the Hopscotch game as my sister Renee enthusiastically drew a player deep into her throat. She had her arms wrapped around his waist like a starving woman, urging him on with hand and head to violate her mouth more thoroughly. Every now and then she drew back completely enough that I could see his shuddering red cock, the shine of saliva on his shaft, a hint of precum at his tip before she engulfed him once more.

My hand pressed against my mound with more urgency. How much longer until my next game?

“May I?”

Startled, I turned to the person sitting next to me. Another guest I didn’t recognize, this one was no frat brother, but maybe an art student – tall and lanky with impossibly long lashes and an outfit that was undeniably not preppy.

“I’m sorry?” I had no idea what he was asking.

He nodded to my hand in my lap. Caught, I blushed.

“May I?” he repeated.

I still wasn’t quite sure what he meant, but the leap of desire sparking through me allowed for only one answer: yes.

He needed no more approval than my stunned nod. In a flash, the stranger was between my legs, pushing them open and darting his head under my robe.

His mouth captured my pussy. I quivered under the touch – first light, then slowly becoming more assured and demanding. An experienced tongue parted my folds with ease and began devouring me in long, slow strokes.

I put a hand on his head automatically to guide him, but he needed no such guidance. As I moaned quietly to myself, he was exploring me in bold, assured strokes, finding each sensitive place and noting how I jumped. My pussy was still on fire from the brief violation it had tasted during Blind Man’s Buff and was desperate for this touch.

As I watched my sisters being taken on the Hopscotch field, the stranger between my legs laved me with his tongue, teasing me and bringing me waves of heightened pleasure with each stroke. The warmth of his breath on my mound and his mouth on my folds made me shiver deliciously in the cool night air. I could feel an orgasm building under his tender ministrations, urged on by the soft cries of my sisters as they were used in front of me.

One of the Hopscotch players had changed the rules for the final square, and now sitting on his cock was the last obstacle. I watched as sister after sister bounced down on him, moaning in delight as she took him once, sometimes daringly twice, before grudgingly standing. He was shuddering at the brief delights and his cock was a violent red, but he gamely tormented himself with SEX sister pussy again and again.

The tongue between my legs moved lower… wonderfully lower. The tip of it probed my opening, slipping inside me and making me moan.

I was caught up in my own lust, drowning in desire as the stranger between my legs pressed his tongue deeper and deeper inside me. I wanted more – I wanted his cock – but it was such a delicious sensation I couldn’t bear to have him stop. He teased and tormented me, stroking me one moment, suckling my clit the next, before plunging his tongue as deep inside me as it would go once again.

As the player on the final Hopscotch square gave in and pulled my sister Sarah down onto him again and again, groaning in need, the stranger between my legs began to draw me tighter and higher into the deepest realms of pleasure. I cried out under his assault as I watched Sarah get taken, wishing the cock was inside me, wishing the tongue between my legs would never stop as shuddering need crashed over and through me. I was coaxed, drawn to desperate climax, and I came, shuddering, just as the player spilled his seed into Sarah.

I lay back, panting, eyes closed. After a moment I felt the cool press of a glass against my face and eagerly sipped my water. “Thank you.”

His dark eyes were hooded with desire. “You can repay me by being my partner during the Wheelbarrow Race.”

A thrill of desire. “I don’t know if I can hold myself up after that,” I confessed. “You might lose.”

His hand squeezed mine around the glass. “Oh, I think I’ll win either way.”

At the hot promise in his voice, I felt a thrill of awakened desire, before the echoes of my orgasm had fully left me.

“Let’s find out.”


Chapter Four

My partner – whose name was Dion, I learned after he’d already introduced himself most thoroughly to my pussy – waited for the instructions before the Wheelbarrow Race began. I’d already heard them and knew they weren’t very complicated, so I was busy stretching and thinking about Dion’s cock.

It was a simple enough task: race to the finish line. As in regular Wheelbarrow Races, teams of two were competing as units. It was a ridiculous and compromising position, kept innocent generally only by the age of the usual participants.

Unlike regular Wheelbarrow Races, the teams would be naked. And the positions were meant to be compromising.

My arms and legs were still a lot shakier than I would like after my last two encounters. I hadn’t been lying when I’d told Dion I didn’t know if I could hold myself up. The race course wasn’t long, but I had already done the tension-release-tension-release of desire several times that night, and to not only hold myself up but “walk” while my legs were wrapped around Dion’s waist seemed… well, if not impossible, certainly unlikely in my current state.

Remembering the look in Dion’s eye when he’d asked to be my partner, I felt a delicious shiver. He was right; it didn’t matter how well we did on the race. What mattered was further exploring the terrible desire that lay between us.

We were competing against three other pairs, led by my sisters Yana, Kayleigh, and Preeti. I couldn’t tell how much Kayleigh and Preeti had already played games, but Yana had definitely been involved in a few encounters so far; her gorgeous hair was matted in a few places and I could see traces of cum on her collarbone and breast as she disrobed.

As the Alpha Cock running the Wheelbarrow Race finished the rules, the four of us sisters got on our hands and knees on the ground in front of our partners. Four pert naked asses, begging to be plucked. Four cocks already at half-mast or better behind us, straining for our depths.

The visual wasn’t lost on the spectators, either. Whoops and calls had already started.

“Are you ready?” Dion asked me.

I took a deep breath. “I’ll have to be.”

We weren’t allowed to get into position before the race started; that was one of the biggest rule changes. It was meant to give the audience something else to enjoy, or maybe to penalize the less active sisters, I didn’t know.

Either way, as the whistle blew, I did my best to oblige, kicking my legs up behind me in a sort of donkey kick. The first time I tried it, the unexpected flailing caught Dion by surprise and he missed one leg.

Preeti and her partner had successfully mounted and were just beginning to go, but Kayleigh was having real trouble. As Yana did the same, I readied myself to try again.

This time, Dion caught me with no trouble. He clasped my legs and drew me up and back toward him. On my hands, I struggled to walk backwards a bit, to steady myself before –

But it was too late. Dion sheathed himself in me and I nearly fell, collapsing to one elbow before I could fight through the shaking desire ripping through me and get back up.

I could see we were in last place now as Dion held me, waiting for me to steady myself. I didn’t care about the race. My world had narrowed to the thick cock inside me, pulsing with desire.

With a light slap on my buttock, Dion reminded me to go.

Groaning to myself, I headed after Kayleigh – the closest – feeling with every “step” the cock inside me thrusting in and out. It was delicious torment, to be so filled but not be able to thrust back against Dion, to have a cock inside me but focus drawn to the burning in my arms and thighs as I struggled to hold myself up and move instead of collapsing and letting him bury himself to the hilt in my swollen pussy.

I made it a few “steps” past Kayleigh before I collapsed again. I bit my lip to keep from mewling in desire and frustration. I was a SEX sister. A SEX sister accepts every challenge without complaint. It was one of our golden rules.

As I struggled back to my hands, I was dimly aware that Preeti had finished the race already and was being energetically fucked by her partner just past the finish line. Kayleigh behind me was struggling, her movements only seeming to excite and frustrate her partner. Yana was still trying gamely to make it forward, but I could see that her partner wasn’t minded to let her finish before he did.

“We can still make second place,” I offered Dion finally.

A laugh in his voice. “Do it.”

And so, desperate with shaking desire, I forced myself to move forward, step by struggling step. With every move, Dion’s hips rocked against me, sending shockwaves of torment through my aching body.

We reached Yana, her face a paroxysm of agonized delight as she was violated by her partner. He had lost all pretense of trying to hold her in the wheelbarrow position and was simply gripping her thighs and forcing her back and forth on the length of his cock as she alternately dangled and struggled to hold herself upright.

A few steps more. Almost there.

Preeti was ahead of me, now on her back with her legs up around her partner’s shoulders instead of his waist. He was just finishing, pulling free and spending himself all over her beautiful dark belly.

Another step. Two.

On the finish line, I collapsed for the final time. My ass up in the air, my legs still half around Dion, he rutted me, taking me with all the pent-up desire and aching need of such a ridiculous game. I welcomed every thrust, his balls slapping against me. Every step we had taken had been a torment, not being able to draw him into me. Now I forced myself back along the length of him, pressing him ever deeper into me until his head nudged my cervix with each stroke. I cried out against the dirt, trying to stroke my pussy as Dion took me in front of the cheering spectators.

With a guttural groan, Dion came, pulling free as he did. He spilled his seed all over my buttocks as I desperately tried to reach another cresting of pleasure with my hand, alone in the dirt, newly bereft.

All around me I heard the soft sounds of sex, the moans and cries of my sisters and their partners, the cheering crowd. My hand at my pussy wasn’t enough. With a groan, I sat up. Preeti met my gaze, her smile slick and satisfied.

“You okay?” she murmured.

I nodded, not trusting my voice. Was I okay? Not really. Even after all my experiences this night, I was still on fire with a need that I was afraid wouldn’t slake until my final game.

“I have two more,” Preeti told me, starting to gather herself up. “Gotta go get washed up.”

I joined her, my heart beginning to pound as I thought about what awaited me. “I have one left. I’m – looking forward to it.”

With a laugh, Preeti gave me a quick kiss, teasingly darting her tongue into my mouth and sending a jolt of desire through me. “I’m sure you are! Have fun.”

I watched her go, her beautiful body streaked with dirt and cum. Just like mine.

Have fun.

Aloud, I said, “Oh, I intend to.”


Chapter Five

My last game of the night was Sardines – freeuse style, of course. I’d gathered from the explanation that Sardines was essentially the opposite of Hide and Seek; instead of everyone hiding and one person seeking, one person hid and everyone sought them together. The hider was required to pick a spot big enough for all the players, and the last one to find the hider lost.

I was going to be hiding, of course. And like my other two games, I opted to play this one naked.

I was ready to have fun.

The Alpha Cock running the game gave me a generous minute to pick a hiding spot before he released my six players. Finding a hiding spot for that many people would be challenging and I had very specific plans for my spot that meant I really needed to pick something good.

I hurried through the party as the timer counted down. Spin the Bottle seemed to be over, but 7 Minutes in Heaven was still going strong, though some of the sisters were different and many, many more of them looked like they’d already done a round or two in the closet.

I also passed the Golf game, which seemed to focus a lot more on cocks going into holes rather than anything to do with balls. Despite my intent, that game made me linger for a few long seconds to drink it in.

I hadn’t helped with the rules for FreeUse Golf and they weren’t immediately clear to me on watching, but it still made for an impressive sight. Each of eighteen holes was comprised of a SEX sister, with a hole of her own presented – mouth, pussy, ass. At each hole, the players were enjoying themselves. Lost in the sight of Marissa being stretched to her limit by an enterprising football player, her body shaking with the force of his thrusts, I couldn’t help but wonder if they were given a set number of strokes, or…

“Focus!” I told myself, hurrying on.

At last, I found the perfect spot I was looking for. It was an accessible shower on the first floor. Roomy enough for a wheelchair, it included a small bench, a detachable shower head, and a curtain to hide behind if anyone opened the actual door.

Light on or off? I debated, hovering for too many of my precious remaining seconds. Off would be more stealthy of me. Lights on, though, would mean I could pretend to be showering, and that meant…

That decided it for me. Grinning, I lifted the detachable shower head free and turned on the water.

After all, I was going to have a while to wait…

~

The first player found me just as things were getting good.

It wasn’t a fancy shower head by any means; there were only two spray modes and I couldn’t manage to quite get comfortable on the bench as I targeted myself. But after a little trial and error – I was ready to be very persistent by this point in the evening – I was back on my feet and I could feel my body awakening once more, beginning the slow climb to orgasm.

As I was leaning back and beginning to pant, the curtain drew back. I blinked and looked up to see a scruffy Alpha Cock. I thought he might have been in my Spanish class.

“Don’t let me interrupt,” Spanish smiled as he closed the curtain once more.

I needed no further encouragement to spread my legs once more and redirect the water to play between my folds.

Dimly, I heard the rustle of cloth as he disrobed as well. Then he engulfed me, his arms dry and cool against the heat of the water cascading across me. With both hands he took advantage of my distraction, cupping and caressing my breasts as his cock began to press insistently between my cheeks.

I was already spread. I was already waiting.

I had been ready for hours.

Spanish slipped inside me with no trouble, his cock finding my entrance already lubed and eager for more. As I pleasured myself with the spray, he held my breasts tightly and thrust up and back, again and again, deliciously drawing out the sensation of being filled again and again.

Having a cock inside me again was hurtling me towards the orgasm I’d been needing. I gave myself up to his rough ministrations, letting him grope and grasp me and nearly hold me up as my legs shook with the exertion of reaching, reaching for the next wave of pleasure.

The warm water on my pussy pulsed again and again. I directed the shower head toward my clit, between my folds, to the place where my body joined with his. Already near the crescendo, I didn’t want to wait.

Spanish wasn’t as experienced as some of my other lovers, but he caught on quickly. He heard my moans and felt me shake – felt my need – and he gallantly tried to bring me there, pressing himself harder into me, pinching my nipples as I gasped and cried out, the water pulsing against me, my body shaking –

As I came on the first player’s cock, with him half-holding me up, we heard: “A shower, huh? We’ll give you something to clean off.”

The second player had found me. The third was just a step behind, the absolute lust in his eyes sending me careening into another shudder of pleasure.

I watched them undress as I came down slowly from my orgasm… not all the way down, of course. Spanish was still inside me, and he wasn’t about to let me rest.

The second player was stocky, with the build of an athlete. The third pushed him as he undressed, pretending to jostle for position like they were on a field, and when the second retaliated, yelped, “Wen!”

The cock inside me was twitching now as Spanish tried to focus. He was still mostly holding me up as he worked me. The shower head dangled from my hand, all but forgotten.

Wen and his Athlete friend were approaching us now, already hard. As Spanish pumped into me again and again, his breath coming hot and fast in my ear, my body sluggishly began to respond again, recognizing that there was more pleasure to be had…

My current tormentor pulled free, spilling his seed over my buttocks and thighs, as the second and third players reached us. Before I could say a word, Wen had taken the shower head from my hand, and his companion was already grabbing my hips and pressing me to him.

Obediently, I spread for Athlete. His shaft was already impaling me, finding me slick from my recent abuse. Wen had his cock in his hand and was stroking himself as he watched his friend take me, laughing as his friend cursed. “Fuck, she’s good.”

I was hoisted up then by a strong pair of arms and before I knew it, I was being worked while being held up in the air as if I weighed nothing at all. Wen and Spanish clustered around us – Spanish’s cock already in his hand as he prepared for round two – and as I was violated by the third player, I felt not only the heat of their regard, but of the water… of their hands…

While his friend plunged into me again and again, working me furiously on his member, Wen was laughing, trying to capture my bouncing breast in his mouth between heaves. Giving it up for a lost cause, he teased me with the water, spraying first my mound and then my nipples with a shock of hot water.

I let myself go, lost in the sensation of being lifted, split, penetrated so thoroughly. Athlete’s arms around me were like a delicious vice, holding me captive as he plundered my depths. In some distant part of my mind I was impressed by his strength and stamina, but it was an interesting factoid to be filed away for later. The rest of my world was narrowed to this: being filled, being tormented. Two cocks at the ready being worked just for me.

Slowly, the pleasure within me was beginning to build once more. I’d already cum from Dion’s tongue and the Spanish’s thick cock, but my body wasn’t finished. If anything, it felt like it was just awakening to the possibilities presented by so much cock.

Athlete was fucking me harder now, uncaring of my pleasure or need. I was his to be used.

I was here for all of them to use.

As I leaned back in a paroxysm of pleasure, Wen came on my tits and belly, marking me with his seed. Spanish was half holding me up in my awkward position, but his hand was busy too, and he was already ready for round two – and showed it, cumming across my face and mouth.

I groaned in desire, my back aching even as my body demanded more, Athlete’s arms holding me fast as he moved, inexorably, toward his own pleasure. I was only a vessel for his cock now, and he was going to take every inch of me.

Naked, dripping, covered in cum, I quivered from the assault, desperately reaching for release myself as Athlete’s hips pounded against me in their final rhythm.

Just as my back threatened to revolt, I felt more hands on me. Joining Athlete’s hands at my waist came Wen’s hands, one on my back supporting me, one caressing a breast. And then after a moment, Spanish grabbed me too, capturing the other breast and gently holding my head.

In any other time and place it would have been awkward, uncomfortable. But there, in the steamy shower, all I could see was my players surrounding me, holding me up as Athlete fucked me harder and harder. I completely surrendered to their strong embrace, feeling them explore my body even as they kept me aloft and safe.

There was no denying the fiery need roaring through me. The cock inside me was shuddering, reaching the peak, and I ached to join. My body was awash with pleasure – with need –

And then a hand moved lower –

Wen’s hand cupped my mound, his fingers teasing at what of me he could reach while his friend violated me. At the end of every thrust, a light touch – a finger between my lips – a stroke to my clit –

Gasping, I came just a second before the stranger inside me groaned and froze. I completely collapsed in the many arms as pleasure took me over. The cock inside me pulsed again and again, and I was filled once more with cum as my body quivered in the aftershocks of my latest orgasm.

Somewhere in the confusion of limbs, I was carried to the small bench and gently deposited there. I leaned back against the wall, my eyes closed, trying to catch my breath. There were soft murmurs around me and then I felt deliciously warm water on my hair, running down the back of my neck.

And then something else warm at my neck: a mouth. Teeth lightly grazed my skin and I shivered, unwilling to open my eyes.

Wen’s husky voice in my ear said, “Rest while you can. We’re not done with you yet.”

A stab of desire went through me. I definitely needed a moment to rest… but I wanted him to make good on his promise.

Or was it a threat?

I was about to find out.


Chapter Six

Rest, I’d been directed, as though I truly could. I sat on the bench naked, surrounded by strangers and their waiting cocks. My heart rate was finally slowing, but my body could still feel the evening’s abuse and I knew I would be sore tomorrow.

Not that I cared.

As I kept my eyes closed, enjoying the cascading water one of the players plied me with, I felt a hand gently part my legs.

Obediently, I spread my thighs. Gentle fingers probed my swollen pussy, parting my folds and stroking me slowly. Echoes of my last sweet release moved leisurely through me. I was happy to give myself over to the touch and simply enjoy for a long, beautiful moment before the roar of desire fully engulfed me once more.

Whoever was touching me was skilled with his hand. (I later cracked an eye to confirm it was Wen.) He seemed to know exactly what I needed when I needed it, anticipating every sensitive spot and knowing just the speed to make me ache with bittersweet longing. Every now and then at the height of his stroke, he’d slip a finger inside me.

I didn’t resist as I felt hands gather me up, though I whimpered a little as Wen’s hand left my mound. I was briefly lifted – I thought maybe by Athlete again – and then felt the heat of someone close to my back as I was lowered once more. Only this time, it wasn’t the bench that was underneath me.

A cock was waiting, hard and ready. It parted my ass cheeks and, guided by a slick hand, pressed against my backdoor.

Wen. He’d lubricated his cock with my desire, and now he was going to take my ass.

I moaned a little in fear and desire. I still felt raw from the toy earlier this evening and I didn’t know how much of this I could take.

But Wen’s cock could not be denied. It was well-lubricated , mercifully on the smaller side, and before I could muster too much fear, it was too late. He was completely inside me, buried to the hilt in my inexperienced ass.

He held there for a long moment, allowing my body to adjust to his presence. Even though he wasn’t very large, I still felt stretched around him, and it took every breath he gave me to relax enough to where it began to feel… right, having him inside me this way.

I took another deep breath, and opened my eyes.

Spanish was the one spraying me with water now, staring as it coursed down my breasts and belly and puddled where I was joined with Wen. His cock, already twice satisfied, was mostly soft but showing signs of stirring to life once more at the sight of Wen inside me. Next to him, Athlete was already stroking his cock in one hand, giving me a wide grin as he caught me staring.

Wen’s mouth was at my neck again, sucking gently. A stab of desire went right through me, ending with terrible promise at the place he was buried inside me.

And then he began to move.

Slowly, slowly, he thrust underneath me. His hands came to my waist and urged me just a little higher each time. I whimpered as his cock plundered my ass, but I let him lead. His motions were skilled, assured, and I let him show me how he wanted me used.

With each thrust the sensations inside me built. I still felt stretched, nervous, but Wen knew what he was doing. He moved slowly, coaxing pleasure out of me, letting it fully unfurl each time before pressing himself even deeper inside me.

It began to feel terribly, terribly good.

Athlete’s cock was fully erect again now, his strokes growing a bit faster as he watched his friend take my ass. I could see from the gleam in his eye he was already contemplating how he would next use my body when we were interrupted once more.

Another player opened the curtain. This one, I knew quite well – an Alpha Cock named Charles. Even with how new I was on campus, I’d already come across him a few times in FreeUse situations. Charles was short and loud and very, very confident.

He also had the largest cock I’d ever seen.

As he took in the situation – me on Wen’s lap, my ass being taken; Spanish and Athlete beside us, cocks out, Athlete’s cock at the ready – he was already unzipping his pants. Unlike the others, Charles didn’t bother to fully undress.

In less than two of Wen’s thrusts, he was in front of me, pulling his massive member free. It was already darkened with desire, and I thought I caught a glimpse of precum glistening at the tip before Charles grabbed the back of my sopping wet head and began forcing me down to his waiting cock.

“Hey,” Athlete joked, “That was my parking spot.”

“You snooze, you lose.”

The angle was awkward, between my seat in Wen’s lap and my new tormentor’s height, but Charles wasn’t about to take no for an answer. Wide-eyed, I opened my mouth desperately as his cock plunged into my mouth.

Wen stilled his thrusts for a moment – to help me, I thought gratefully. But there was no true way to adjust to this situation. Charles was already pressing deeper into my throat, completely filling me. It was all I could do to wend my arms around his waist and try to find a position where I could take him completely inside me without suffocating.

As Wen began to move inside me once more, I slowly stroked Charles with my lips and tongue. The pleasure inside me was building again, ever so slowly, as Wen coaxed my ass into accepting his skillful thrusts.

I was just getting into a careful rhythm, splayed between Charles and Wen, where I could pleasure both without being overwhelmed. And that was the point Athlete decided his hand wasn’t good enough anymore.

Pulling one of my arms free from around Charles’ waist, he took my hand in his and began to work his shaft. I had no choice but to stroke him, my hand caught in the cycle of his pleasure.

But losing that hand very nearly made me lose my balance – and the rhythm Athlete was setting was jarring me as I desperately tried to keep my place on Charles’ cock. Bobbing my head up and down was getting harder and harder, and more and more of him kept pressing into my throat. I felt myself beginning to gag on his massive member.

Wen was working me harder now, steadily moving toward new heights. Each player was beginning to follow his own rhythm, each cock demanding I keep to its pace. I was speared at both ends, one of my hands caught, and I was beginning to panic when I heard the damnable shower curtain slide open once more.

“Now this is a party.” It took me a minute to place the voice, and then I had it: Sean, Chloe’s boyfriend.

“Just like when we were kids,” Spanish laughed.

I moaned in protest against Charles’ cock as I heard another zipper, and then felt Sean rip my last arm support free. My right arm was pulled to the side, and then I felt the soft skin and hard shaft of my SEX sister’s boyfriend.

With no way of holding myself up anymore aside from each of the cocks – Wen in my ass, Charles in my mouth, Athlete and Sean in my hands – I had no choice but to accept whatever they wanted to do to me.

Charles had a hand on the back of my head now, helping guide me back and forth in his own terrible cadence. I coughed and choked at the massive cock in my throat, trying desperately to take him in fully each time, but he wasn’t giving me the chance to recover before plunging back inside me once more. Meanwhile, Wen’s thrusts had grown harder, more urgent, and my inexperienced ass was caught between pleasure and pain with each motion.

My arms were each moving independently, with Athlete forcing my hand up and down inside his faster and faster. He’d already cum once inside me but I could tell by the intensity of his movements that he was already reaching for his second climax. Meanwhile, Sean had only just begun abusing my other hand.

I was completely lost now, awash in the sensations pounding into me from each angle. The deliciously dark ache in my buttocks… the beautifully large cock in my mouth… the slick feeling of precum on one hand, and the illicit thrill knowing the cock in my other belonged to someone close to me…

Somehow in the chaos of everything, Spanish had found a better way to utilize the shower head. The warm water was spraying underneath me now – not consistently, but more often than not it was playing over my breasts, sometimes catching me closer to where my legs were spread against Wen’s thighs.

The added sensation of spray hitting my sensitive nipples was too much. Without meaning to, I tried to cry out against Charles’ cock, and nearly gagged. I felt him shudder at the sensation of my throat clamping around him and he began to fuck my face harder, pressing my head down, down on his cock. I could barely breathe but I was desperate for him too, desperate for all of them.

Now I tried to take control in the only way I could, working Athlete and Sean in time with the surges of pleasure wracking my abused body. Athlete was already rock-hard with desire and aching to cum, but he let me go slow, matching my strokes with Sean, and I worked both of them in time with Wen’s thrusts.

Wen was building to a crescendo now, his skillful cock plying every last ounce of pleasure as he violated my ass. I could feel his warmth – the warmth of the water on my breasts and pussy – the heat of the men surrounding me as they used every part of my body.

I surrendered to a sea of hands – on me everywhere, demanding, taking, forcing. With Wen leading the way, I surged towards pleasure, bringing Athlete and Sean with me as Charles continued to shudder out his own terrible rhythm, fucking my mouth.

A gasp and a groan as Athlete spilled over my hand, unable to contain himself any longer. As he dropped my hand, I brought my cum-splattered fingers to my swollen pussy, stroking myself desperately with each of Wen’s thrusts. My body was rent, torn apart, and I was drowning, cocks all around, and I needed – I needed –

I gagged against Charles once more and this time, he didn’t let me up. His cock grew thicker and stiffer in my mouth and his seed spilled into my throat, filling me with a river of cum as I choked and gasped. I drank him down, milking every last drop as I refused to let his cock go, drawing my pleasure now from teasing him.

Sean’s shaft was harder in my hand now. He was urging me to new heights and I let him press my hand faster, further.

As I suckled the softening cock in my mouth, my fingers between my folds, Wen speared me again and again with his shaft. My ass was eager for him now, awaiting each delicious thrust. Wave after wave of terrible desire crashed through me, setting me adrift in a sea of need. My nipples were tingling from the spray, and every movement I made between my legs was an electric shock to my system, a sweet counterpoint to the violation of Wen’s cock.

I slipped a finger inside myself, the rest of my hand brushing against Wen’s balls as he moved in me. He let out a guttural groan and forced himself deeper inside my ass.

As Sean pleasured himself with my hand and I tormented Charles with my mouth, I began to finger fuck myself in time with Wen’s thrusts. I was panting, whimpering around Charles, who was starting to get hard again already.

Harder. More. Yes. There.

Wen gasped as I brushed against his balls again and again in my desperation to work myself with his every move. My finger curled against that rough spot inside me, making me shake with delight. In front of me, Charles was moaning now, his cock coaxed back to life inside my hungry mouth.

I felt another cock brushing against my cheek and I blindly turned my head. The two players in front of me – Charles and who? – were holding me up, letting me taste one, then the other, their nearly-erect cocks pressing against my face with increasing urgency.

And through it all, Wen made my desire steadily mount, his cock an ever-present backdrop to my aching, demanding desire. He was moving faster now inside me, echoing the speed of my hand as I pleasured myself. Harder and harder he worked me as I bucked and shook under the assault, my hand barely able to stay on my pussy as all of them held me up, barely keeping me steady so they could take what they wanted from me.

And they did.

Somewhere in there Sean came on my hand, but he didn’t let me go, forcing me to continue stroking his cock with my cum-slick hand. My mouth was opened wider again, first one cock, then another, begging to be let inside and pulling me this way and that. As I buried my finger deep inside myself, I could feel the height of pleasure cresting, reaching – I cried out, my mouth and throat suddenly full of thrusting shaft –

Wen’s thrusts rocking my aching body –

Surrounded by men using me –

And I came, violently, bucking and wailing in a riot of cries.

Only then did Wen bury himself in my ass one last time, his shaft piercing me through and through. Only then did he shudder and let himself go, letting cum fill my ass for the first time as my orgasm overtook me.

Dazed, awash in pleasure, I went limp, letting my hand fall. In just a moment it was reclaimed – I didn’t care by whom – and slowly, languorously, I rode out the waves of my pleasure there, suspended lovingly by five strangers as they pleasured themselves with my ass, hands, and mouth.

It wasn’t until I heard a throat clearing that I realized the shower curtain had opened one last time.

“Aw, I lost the game, didn’t I?”

The final player had found me.

~

Sometime later, in the wee hours of the morning, I found myself blissfully warm and clean, in a pile of pillows and bodies sprawled on the living room floor. Most of the guests had left some time ago, and those sisters who weren’t claimed for the night had already showered, pajama-fied, and come back together.

The party was a huge success. We didn’t have to wait for tomorrow to know it was true. Every time a sister joined us, she brought new stories of delight and laughter from the guests. Marissa’s plan had worked.

My head was in her lap as she absently played with my hair. I smiled up at her. “Congratulations. You did it.”

“We all did it,” Marissa said simply. “SEX sisters put their community first.”

I knew she was right. The third golden rule meant just as much today as it had when we were founded, even though it had meant something else then.

Being surrounded by happy, exhausted people that I loved was wonderful. Rena and her boyfriend were curled up in a corner chair, still half-entangled with Yana, who had joined them for at least part of the evening. Sean was on the couch, too; he’d wanted to get to explore me properly after the shower and we’d put on quite a show for his girlfriend Chloe as well as an excited room of guests. Preeti was still awake, too, chatting quietly with two other sisters and sipping her wine with a very satisfied look on her face.

“This was a wonderful night,” Yana piped up.

I nodded emphatically against Marissa’s thighs. “It was a great idea, Marissa. I can’t wait to see what you ask me to do next!”

At that, the SEX President gave a long throaty chuckle. “Oh, newbie… you have no idea.”
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Chapter One

“You have… kind of a reputation.”

It was a weird statement to hear directed at me. I wasn’t offended; farthest thing from it. But since I belonged to the exclusive FreeUse sorority on campus, hearing that I had a reputation was… surprising. After all, I was only one of many sisters serving the campus with her body.

As of this semester, I was a proud sister of Sigma Epsilon Xi, one of the oldest FreeUse sororities in the country. We were distinct from most of the other sororities in that SEX sisters weren’t available for just anyone’s pleasure. No; we were special. Anyone wanting to partake of a SEX sister’s FreeUse status first had to sign a legally-binding partnership agreement with us, or be covered by one someone else had signed.

So there I was, belonging to this august sisterhood, and still fairly new to it. All of us had taken part in FreeUse events, assignations, and partnerships on campus. What we did was no secret (even if some of our assignments were), and we were mostly regarded with a kind of awe by other students.

Hearing that I had a “reputation” was, therefore, not what I was expecting.

“What do you mean?”

My Big Sister Rena fluttered delicately around the topic for another moment or two, but she finally admitted that I had become notorious – in a good way. As I’d noted, all of us were held in high esteem by our campus peers, but I’d apparently been worthy enough of note in my short time as a sister that I was getting requested by name… a lot.

I swallowed. “Is that good?”

“Lord, Little, I have no idea.” Rena’s usually merry face was unwontedly sober. “But I think a smart girl like you can do great things with this opportunity.”

I considered that. “What if the great things I want to do are just serve my community?”

Rena laughed, her usually bright smile restored. She pulled me in for a hug. “Little, you are a credit to our house. I am thankful every day that you Rushed Sigma Epsilon Xi.”

I returned the hug fiercely. I was thankful, too.

~

The reason for Rena’s comment – or warning – became clear the next morning. During our house meeting where we handled administrative matters, shared achievements, and received new assignations, the SEX house President Marissa called my name when going through the sisters who had new work to undertake.

After the rest of the meeting concluded, Marissa sat me down with four other sisters and explained what we’d been contracted for.

“The entire football team?” Jenna’s voice was incredulous – and, let’s be honest, a bit lustful.

Marissa nodded. “Yes. For the next week. Until Friday morning, anyway; I think they’ll be too busy for your services on game day.”

Our college football team had their second big game of the season coming up, and apparently five of us had been assigned as “relaxation” for the stressed athletes. For the next six days, we belonged completely to the Gladiators.

I shared glances with Jenna, Preeti, Chloe, and Sam. Sam alone looked a little intimidated; my other sisters were practically salivating at the opportunity before us. It was hard to fault them for it… a week of being used by muscular athletes in the prime of life really didn’t sound bad to me either!

Marissa cleared her throat, drawing us back to attention. “Based on the contract and my discussions with the coach, my understanding is that you’ll be provided with a schedule and more specific instructions tomorrow.

“Until then, I recommend you ladies clear your calendars and try to get as much classwork done as you can. Your afternoons and evenings for the next week are going to be very, very busy.”

I couldn’t wait.

~

The next day found us in Coach Trainer’s office at precisely four o’clock.

Waiting in his office was painfully distracting for me. I hadn’t been thinking about what an assignment with the football team really meant, and was busy kicking myself for not realizing the coach might be involved. I had a history with Coach Trainer.

I’d already come across him during an assignation with the Dean. Back then, I hadn’t really been sure who he was and thought he was the volleyball coach. (Not that it mattered.) That night, he’d thoroughly fucked me with both his fingers and his cock – twice.

It was only after he’d been inside me that I’d taken the time to learn more about him and what made him tick. Since that fateful night at the Dean’s, I’d seen him on campus multiple times. He was always unfailingly courteous, but I knew from the look in his eye that on each occasion he was not only undressing me with his eyes, but reminding me that he already knew what it felt like to be inside me. I shivered just thinking about it… and about the little piece of knowledge I’d picked up after that night.

The coach liked to win. Not just on the football field – at everything. His players loved and hated him for it; most of the other faculty called it ego and despised it. Either way, he was not a man who was accustomed to hearing “no.”

And now the five of us were about to be locked in an office with him, at his whim.

I tried to calm my pounding heart by reassuring myself that our contract was with the team; surely, even if he was overseeing things, he wasn’t included. So we were perhaps in for some nerve-wracking moments, but that was all.

Somehow, I couldn’t quite convince myself.

The door flew open with a bang, and Coach Trainer swept into the room, all power and fury. Only Preeti managed to keep from jumping at the noise and sudden entrance; the rest of us were startled and I caught a glimpse of satisfaction in the coach’s eye as he settled himself behind his desk and waited for the door to swing back closed.

“So. You’re what Sigma Epsilon Xi sent.”

Silence. Were we supposed to answer him?

Anxiously, I cleared my throat. “Yes, sir.”

“Well. Let’s see it, then.”

I shared a confused glance with my sisters. “Sir?”

Coach Trainer gestured impatiently to the five of us. “I want to see what I’ve purchased for my boys.

“Strip.”


Chapter Two

The command hung there in the air, demanding… expecting to be obeyed.

I more felt than saw my sisters uncertainly exchanging looks among themselves. I didn’t bother. I’d previously taken my measure of Coach Trainer, and I had no doubt he meant what he said.

Even though the man sitting before me had already seen me naked – had already explored my pussy and cum on my breasts – I still couldn’t restrain a blush to be taking off my clothing for him like this. It felt horribly impersonal and violating.

And more arousing than I cared to admit.

In too little time, I was naked in the chill air, my flesh covered in goosebumps. I bit my lip, trying to quell the urge to cover myself. Coach Trainer wanted to see us. We were here to be seen. Maybe more.

As Sam slipped out of her panties – the last to do so – Coach Trainer stood. I could feel myself already wet at the sight of him stalking towards us. My blush deepened as I remembered our last encounter: him shouting to the entire gathering that I was dripping for all of them before they even began humiliating me. And yet I knew if he touched me now, he’d know all over again how terribly I wanted everything he could do to me.

My sisters had no such understanding of the man. All they knew was they were being asked to strip and stand firm before a school official, maybe one who held their future careers in his hands. Certainly one who apparently had the power to manage our work with the team.

It was agonizing watching him circling each girl, waiting for him to come to me. Sam avoided his eyes; Jenna and Chloe met his gaze in flirty challenge. I saw a faint hint of pink cross Preeti’s dark features as the coach circled her, examining her ass up close. I held my breath, waiting for him to caress, to explore… but he kept his hands to himself. Maybe I’d been correct about my guess he wasn’t part of this contract.

My knees turned to water as he finally reached me. Coach Trainer stood before me, tall and confident, and I could feel my pussy was moist and ready for whatever he wanted to do to me this time.

He looked me up and down, long and slowly, as though he hadn’t seen me before in every possible state of undress, covered in fruit and cum and begging for more. I ached for him to put his hands on me, to slip a finger between my lips once more.

Horribly, he didn’t.

With a casual nod, Coach Trainer indicated we could reclaim our clothes. As we hastily dressed, he settled behind the desk once more and watched us consideringly.

“So. For today and the next five days, you will be servicing my boys. The team has had a hard season so far, and my boys deserve a little R&R before the next big game.

“What does that mean? Well, I expect each of you to be available between four and seven every day.”

Three hours a day. It seemed long, but also nowhere near enough for an entire football team.

Coach Trainer went on to explain that he’d created a schedule and expected us to adhere to it. He approved any additional requests desired by the team, but our main role was scheduled and planned sexual activity by allotted hour, just like a massage therapist might offer the team.

Smiles were starting to return to my sisters’ faces before the coach finished. He handed out schedules to Jenna, Preeti, Chloe, and Sam, and gave them a moment to peruse.

It took me a moment to realize he hadn’t offered me one, too.

“Sir? What about me?”

Coach Trainer nodded again at my sisters, dismissing them. They headed out, Preeti giving me an apologetic look as she went.

He steepled his hands. “I requested you specifically, since I know firsthand how well you can handle yourself in a crowd. Your assignment is to be available on-call every day… in the locker room.”

My heart pounded in my ears. Surely I had misheard. My sisters were all getting clients one at a time, and I was going to be thrown to the wolves?

Coach Trainer smiled. It was the smile of a man who has won, and knows it.

“Better go get ready. Your first day begins in a few minutes.”

Numbly, I went.

~

The other girls were already in the locker room preparing when I joined them.

Sam wondered solicitously what had taken me so long; Chloe and Jenna were already laughing again about their good fortune in getting to be used by the football team. Preeti clasped my hand in hers comfortingly and teased the others.

“Six days, at least four clients a day.” Chloe was already doing the math. “Not a whole football team, but I won’t say no to fucking almost a quarter of them!”

Jenna’s voice was full of lust as she speculated, “Wonder how many more we can manage.”

“Want to bet on it?”

The two of them started playfully arguing about how many players they could manage to take before the week was out. I sat on the bench and listened to them, trying to calm my racing pulse.

When I was calm enough to be honest with myself, I didn’t actually feel scared. Yes, a part of me wished for the surety my sisters faced in terms of knowing what their week looked like, but there was something to be said for the unknown. Who could say what this week would turn out to be?

And there was some dark, terrible part of me that was thrilled at the idea of being all alone in a men’s locker room, awaiting whatever use the football players deemed fit…

My sisters were still chattering. “Who do you have first?” Sam was asking.

“Duncan,” replied Jenna. The name meant nothing to me, nor did the name Preeti offered.

“Wen,” said Chloe.

I perked up at that. I remembered Wen – very well.

“Lucky girl,” I told Chloe, remembering his skill with both hand and cock. “You are going to have a wonderful, wonderful time.”

Knowing Wen was on the team gave me the boost of confidence I needed. True, he would be busy this afternoon, but there were five more days, after all. I would be happy to feel his cock again.

Things were looking up already.


Chapter Three

As the clock ticked closer to the end of practice, my sisters dispersed, each going to their assigned rooms. I wished they could have stayed.

Or did I? Maybe I was lying to myself about that.

Every second felt like an hour as I waited, shivering, alone in the locker room. My mind swirled with possibilities, fears, and fantasies. But there was nothing I could truly do to prepare for what was coming. All I could do was wait.

After what felt like a lifetime, I hear the chatter and bustle of the Gladiators returning to the locker room, sweaty and dirty from practice. I didn’t catch any full sentences, but I caught enough words here and there to be sure they had been alerted that my sisters and I were here.

That didn’t keep them from stopping in their tracks at the sight of me waiting, alone.

We stared at each other: a group of muscle-bound jocks covered in filthy equipment, and the girl assigned to make their dreams come true.

After a long moment, the impasse broke. With a whoop, the Gladiators surged at me, almost like a living tide. Bodies surrounded me as they jostled and hollered, dropping helmets and shoulder pads in a riot of sound and chaos.

Dimly I was aware that some of the players were taking their time, more leisurely going about their disrobing – undoubtedly those who were among the first ones scheduled with the other girls – but most of my attention was caught by the greater group. In various stages of undress, the crowd of players swirled around me, pulling off my blouse, removing my shoes, groping a breast, stroking my arm.

It was overwhelming. There were so many of them. I couldn’t even tell where one body began and another ended.

And then I felt myself being lifted.

My last remaining piece of clothing – my panties – were casually stripped from my hips as my pelvis and legs dangled over the shoulder of one player. He was still only half-undressed, but others were helping hold me up and he was pulling off pieces of his own gear as we moved.

The surging tide of bodies swelled and moved me along, carried by one, two, then three – there were hands everywhere, and I was lost in trying to count how many bodies were around me. My pussy was wide awake and desperately aching for the inevitable conclusion of my kidnapping.

I tried to grab purchase to something, someone, but had to give it up as a lost cause. Wherever we were going, whatever they planned to do to me, I was completely at their mercy.

It was then I heard the first hiss of water and realized where we were going: the showers.

I caught a glimpse of a wet floor sign as they slung me inside. The smell of recent disinfectant was still strong and stung my nostrils for a minute, mixed with the fresh steam. At least it’s clean in here, I thought absurdly to myself as I was unceremoniously lowered to the tile floor.

It was a communal shower, with several showerheads pointing toward the center of the room. I couldn’t immediately grasp how many, though; I was still surrounded by bodies. Too many bodies.

Most of the players who had brought me to the showers managed to strip on the way, but a few, like the one who’d primarily carried me, still had a few lingering articles of clothing or gear to contend with. Everywhere I looked, there were muscles and flesh, glistening with sweat or steam or both.

Everywhere I looked, there were grinning faces, hands reaching for me.

From my vantage point on the floor, I could see that already most, if not all, of the cocks surrounding me were at half-mast or better. These were young, virile, football players. They weren’t about to wait for foreplay; they could take what they wanted whenever they were ready.

And they were very, very ready.

As the first cock came towards my face, I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. Although I wasn’t directly in the path of any of the showerheads, the air was already so heavy with steam that I could feel it collecting in my hair, dripping down my face. As the first drops reached my lips, so did the first cock.

The Gladiator thrust his cock forcefully into my mouth as though expecting resistance. But I was already ready and waiting for him. I greedily accepted his member, encircling his shaft with my tongue and drawing him even deeper into myself than he’d expected. I heard a groan above me, almost lost in the chatter of the players and hiss of the showers.

If I was being honest with myself, this was what I had been waiting for ever since this assignment had been announced. Alone in a room, surrounded by men eager to use me. I tasted the cock in my mouth with relief, enjoying my explorations as I felt it twitch and shudder. I eagerly stroked the shaft with my tongue, finding a thick vein to trace as the owner of the cock groaned again above me.

Before I could reach my arms up to twine them around my assaulter’s waist, one of my hands was captured. I obediently rocked back a little on my heels, giving in to the player adjusting my body like I was a doll. As one cock thrust slowly in and out of my mouth, I felt another fill my right hand. And then something else pressed against me, near the back of my head: a third player was pleasuring himself very close to me, awaiting his turn to use me.

I worked the cocks in my mouth and hand with hunger, stroking them in as close to the same rhythm as I could manage. The player in my mouth was already shuddering and pulsing with need; I gave in and let him fuck my face hard for a few brief seconds before he came, hot and sticky, in my throat.

I barely had time to swallow before another cock, this one already dripping, pressed past my cum-stained lips. My other hand was being lifted now, too; I was surrounded, the Gladiators’ need pressing into me from all angles. I could feel the slickness of water and cum mixed in my hands as players worked themselves furiously against me, no doubt waiting their turn to violate me further.

I suckled desperately at the cock in my throat as the player behind me came, splattering my shoulder and neck. I spared a brief moment of hilarity to give thanks that they had brought me to the shower, but it was fleeting.

They used me.

I was caught, taken, plied from all angles. I lost count of how many cocks made their way into my mouth and hands. At one point, I tried to open my eyes against the water and cum, thinking to count how many were using my filthy body, but it was an impossible task.

And still they came.

Cum dripped off me in rivers now, mixing with water and my own burning desire. Both my breasts were marked, as was my back and face. Even my ass, mostly protected by my heels, wasn’t safe – I could feel cum dripping between my cheeks when I rocked against the cocks in my mouth.

The player who had me now was fucking my face furiously, with no care for my comfort. I surrendered completely to the assault, drifting in pleasure at the feeling of being so used, so needed. One of my hands was free; then both, as the member in the second one finished all over me. I reached my arms up, wrapping them around my current partner’s waist, pulling him deeper inside me. With a guttural groan, he thrust into my mouth again and again, so hard and fast I could barely use my tongue to coax him to greater heights. As I desperately helped him bury himself in my throat, his cock shuddered and he came, thick and fast, nearly making me gag against the river of semen filling my throat.

Even as I coughed, I was lifted off the floor. Strong arms flexed as they moved me, turning me like I was weightless. Maybe I was, to them.

I was turned, splayed. Upside down, all I could see as I blinked through water and cum was a sea of cocks, some soft, but still so many ready for more.

And then eager hands were on my thighs, guiding me, and I felt the most delicious of sensations: a mouth hungrily lapping at my aching pussy.

I cried out, the sound lost in the chaos of the room, as one of the players buried his face between my legs and began tormenting me with his tongue. I nearly came at the first long stroke, my pussy desperately eager for attention since we’d begun this. Whatever stranger had clasped me in his mouth’s embrace, he knew what he was doing. As I quivered and jumped, held up only by far too many willing hands, he drew cry after cry from me as pleasure crashed through my body, peaking and rising once more.

As I dangled helplessly from the player’s shoulders, the others weren’t inclined to leave me to my pleasure without taking some of their own. There were hands on me everywhere, and even when I opened my eyes against the spray I couldn’t be sure how many crowded around me, exploring me freely. There were multiple hands trying to caress each breast – fingers at my nipples, pinching – the soft demand of thirsty cocks pressing against me here and there, some already covered in cum or precum.

While I shuddered and bucked under the delicious assault on my pussy, striving toward my third orgasm, the many hands on me allowed me to drop lower, my head now nearly even with my assaulter’s waist. I knew what was coming, and I didn’t try to fight it.

As eager hands continued exploring my breasts, a tormenting counterpoint to the sweet fire of the tongue between my lips, a shuddering dark cock swam into my field of vision, then pressed into me. I gagged at the intrusion; in my current position, the shaft was pressing against my throat the wrong way, and it was all I could do to hold my new suitor in my mouth as he casually thrust through my lips again and again, not even letting me try to adjust to better withstand his assault.

A mouth was on one breast now, suckling my nipple and sending a sharp shock of desire roaring through me to join the conflagration of need deep inside. The player holding my thighs was lapping at me with long, sure strokes, building momentum once more as he felt me buck and shudder towards my third pinnacle. I could barely breathe against the cock in my mouth – I was seeing stars – I was lost, completely taken over by sensation, by the hands all over me, demanding more –

I tried to scream against the cock in my mouth and couldn’t. My whole body convulsed, wracked in agonizing pleasure as I came hard, falling to the tongue on my cunt and the delicious assault on my body. The player at my head was fucking my face harder now, maybe aroused by my attempts to scream under him, and I shuddered and cried with wave after wave of pleasure as abruptly the player holding my thighs dropped me –

I fell low –

I was caught again, by strong hands that immediately lowered me onto his throbbing manhood.

His cock now spearing me, forcing itself deep into my aching depths as I rode out the final arcing pleasures of my third orgasm, now penetrated at both ends. They took me then, as my body desperately tried to calm into languid aftershocks of pleasure. I was a vessel for their need, shaking and pounding with the force of their asymmetric thrusts, completely at the mercy of their need and the many hands that groped me even still. I felt another spurt of cum across my chest and belly as the player fucking my mouth groaned toward a finish, pulling himself free and spraying my face as others held me, helpless, to be fucked hard as the one at my pussy gave a guttural cry and filled me with his hot seed.

There were so many bodies around me. I was held aloft once more; emptied, then filled. I gave myself over to all of it, luxuriating in their desire.

In the end, I did eventually get clean. Or clean enough.

I was laid tenderly on a bench along one side of the shower as the players finished washing and left me there, deliciously exhausted, to recover.

But I wouldn’t have as long to recover as they expected.


Chapter Four

As the voices of the players faded from the shower area, then the locker room, I lay quietly on the bench. The warmth of the showers – and of the players – was starting to fade and I was almost cold enough to get up and get dressed, but I lingered, enjoying the aching in my body and echoes of pleasure I could still feel now and then.

And then I heard footsteps, coming towards me.

I opened one eye, expecting to see one of the players returning for another round. Only this was no college kid.

Coach Trainer was standing before me as I lay there, naked and abused. He devoured me with his eyes, a calculating look on his face.

“Coach Trainer!” I sat up, feeling my heart thudding. I was seized by the absurd urge to try and make myself presentable, but how? The players hadn’t even left me a towel.

“Impressive first day, young lady. I counted fifteen players in and out of that shower room with you.” He may as well have said, in and out of you – from his tone, it was clear what he meant.

I bit my lip. “Thank you, sir.”

He looked me over again, lingering on the marks on my breasts, my swollen pussy. “Given your… enthusiastic service today, I think you should rest. Tomorrow, however, I’ll expect you to be cleaned up and waiting for me after your allotted time with the players expires.”

There was no mistaking his intent, but I was still confused. “Are you even included in the contract?” I blurted it out, then wished I could take it back.

In two steps, the coach crossed to me. The move was sudden and feeling his presence so close was almost overwhelming – and then he slipped a hand between my legs. I blushed, knowing he could feel that my pussy was still dripping, aching for more even after all of the players.

“Does it matter? I know you want my cock again.” His voice was harsh, demanding. It send a stab of desire racing through me. “I can feel how much you need it, little whore.”

He was leaving the room as suddenly as he arrived, my pussy still tingling where he’d touched me.

“Seven o’clock tomorrow. Don’t disappoint me.”

~

My sisters had all had wonderful nights with the football team. Even Sam, who’d been shy of the whole thing, was practically glowing when we walked home together. They were all very eager when we returned the next day.

I was, too, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t feel a certain trepidation as well.

While my sisters went off to prepare, I settled in on what I was already thinking of as “my bench” to await the players. I didn’t have long to wait this time, though; three of them apparently begged breaks from practice for various reasons. Whatever the excuse they claimed, what they actually did was come violate me quickly, taking me hard and fast on my bench without even fully removing their gear.

I loved every sweaty moment of it.

The players’ return from practice was a chaotic swirl of need once more. This time, I begged off accompanying them to the showers – I had swallowed a LOT of water along with cum the day before. They were more than happy to let me stay in the locker room, on all fours on the bench, skirt up around my hips and pussy bare for anyone passing by to explore.

And explore they did. Another ten players plunged their cocks into my hungry pussy at least once. Four more used my mouth, often while they pretended to casually dress or undress. (The pretense of being casual always faltered in a moment or two, but I understood they were trying to show off for each other.)

Towards the end, two players I knew very well came to claim me – Wen and his friend, who I now learned was called Russell. They carried me off into the handicap changing stall and violated me together, enjoying that they could take a little more time with fewer players around. In the cramped space, I swayed between them, tasting Russell’s familiar shaft. Once more, I was struck by Wen’s skill with his cock; though his member was on the smaller side, he was as expert with it as he was with everything else, and having him claim my pussy was just as earth-shattering as he’d been with his mouth or in my ass.

My interlude with Wen and Russell was still quick, of course – being FreeUse for so many players meant no one got to linger – but by the time the three of us emerged, sweaty and satisfied, the hour was late enough that there was no one else waiting for a turn.

Except, of course, I knew someone would be waiting for me very shortly.

I hurried to the shower to get cleaned up. Coach Trainer would be expecting me.

~

Once more, I found myself naked in Coach Trainer’s office. Only this time, my sisters weren’t with me.

And this time, I didn’t have to wonder if he was going to touch me.

That didn’t mean he didn’t make me wait. As I shivered and concocted worried fantasies, Coach Trainer… ignored me. I stood before him, naked in all my coed glory, and he kept on doing paperwork as though he hadn’t told me to come here and strip myself bare for him.

It was humiliating.

And, dammit, arousing. Even after my recent stint in the locker room, I was on fire with need once again. It was easy to enjoy the rough and casual way the players treated their sexuality, more eager to cum than take their time, but I knew from experience that things would be different with the coach. My interlude with Wen and Russell, though much more satisfying than the average encounter I’d had so far with individual team members, wasn’t enough to curb my lustful desire for more.

But he continued with his paperwork, not even flicking his eyes up to me as I shifted my weight and tried desperately not to fidget.

After what felt like an eternity, he laid his pen down and looked at me critically. “And how was your evening, young lady? You aren’t too tired from your exertions today, I trust.”

“No, sir.” I was all but licking my lips at the thought of more!

As he stood and approached me, my heart began pounding wildly. The coach stood before me, calm and confident in his power over me – both as an authority at the school, and as a man I desperately wanted to please.

He cupped my mound with one hand. Unconsciously, I spread my legs just a little, hoping…

The coach slipped a finger between my lips. I gasped at the sudden sensation. His fingers were rough, and the rasp of his skin against my swollen pussy added an extra layer of feeling to his firm touch.

“Dripping again, I see.”

I bit back a moan as he added another finger and began to stroke me. “Yes, sir.”

“And why is that?” His voice was light, casual, but there was nothing casual about the violation between my legs. “Did my players not satisfy you?”

I didn’t know how to answer that, and it was getting hard to think. “No sir, they were very thorough. They… we enjoyed ourselves.”

His face was intoxicatingly close to mine, but he made no move to kiss me. His gaze was hot, heavy, making me quail with fear and desire.

“And yet you’re dripping.”

I didn’t know how to respond to that.

Something in the coach’s gaze sharpened. His grip on my mound became firmer, reminding me with a thrill of terrified delight how he’d worked me before at the Dean’s house.

Pressure. He was resting the tips of his fingers against my abused pussy, and starting to press. Not slipping inside. Not yet.

I was on fire for him to slip inside me. Shaking, I tried to collect myself, and couldn’t.

“What is it you want, little whore?”

As those words sent an arrow of desire piercing through me, he penetrated me. His fingers slid in easily after the violation I’d just experienced, and I felt him add a third.

A fourth. Then, finally, his whole hand was buried inside me.

I was stretched, shuddering at the sudden assault between my legs. I desperately tried to think of how he wanted me to answer. “I want you,” I blurted out, unsure if it was what he meant, not knowing what else to say.

“Hm.” Coach Trainer’s face stayed neutral. “What exactly do you want, little whore?”

His hand began to move… slowly, inexorably.

I tried to tell him. I babbled about our night at the Dean’s house; about how he made me feel when he asked me to strip; about how I’d felt all day knowing I was going to be violated once more after facing a locker room full of players. But I was spouting nonsense, I feared. My whole world had narrowed to the sensation of building heat and pressure between my legs as the coach slowly fucked me with his hand, pressing into me, demanding more as my hungry pussy struggled to take him in.

My legs were shaking dangerously now, and it was almost impossible to stay up. And still Coach Trainer held me in his vice-like grip, demanding I remain where I was, demanding I stay spread and open for his assault.

As he began to curl his fingers inside me, brushing against that most sensitive of spots, I screamed and nearly fell to my knees. Only his other hand, reaching out instantly to grasp me firmly, held me aloft. No will in the world could have kept me upright without his help as my whole body narrowed to the impossible, horrible, wonderful, too much to take sensations overwhelming me.

His hand fucked me mercilessly, ignoring my whimpers and begging moans as he held me upright. My legs had almost completely gone numb now, lost in shuddering pleasure. I had never felt so used before. I was split, devastated, completely lost in what his hand was doing inside me.

I came in a riot of cries, held up only by the coach’s grip, one hand on my arm and the other buried inside me. As I crested the peak of pleasure, he curled his fingers again and again inside me, holding me there at the highest summit, demanding I take more and more pleasure, demanding I stand firm against the onslaught of painful desire crashing through me and devastating every inch of me.

I sagged against him, my body still trembling, as he removed his hand and half carried me to his desk. My face, breasts, and belly against the cool metal of the desk felt wonderful after what had just happened.

But the coach wasn’t finished with me yet.

I felt him moving, his hand still slick with my juices as he stroked himself, lubricating his cock. As my abused body continued to shudder in the aftershocks of pleasure, he began to force himself into my ass, pressing his cock deep, deep inside me.

I screamed again and bucked without meaning to. It was too much, after all I’d already taken that day. But he was merciless, firm. His free hand pressed me back down to the desk as his other hand guided his cock between my cheeks.

“You have been waiting for this, little whore. For everything I am going to do to you.”

I began to cry as he moved in me. Why was I crying? My body was overwhelmed, but I couldn’t understand. Were they tears of relief?

They were.

Surrendering myself to the older man who held me so firmly captive was a relief. I cried as he penetrated me, forcing himself deep into my most private recess, an even greater violation than the one he’d just committed with his whole hand up my pussy. It was a relief to feel him hold me down, to keep me firmly underneath him and within his grasp as he had his way with me, taking what he needed. And the pleasure, damnable pleasure – it had been too much when he fisted me, it had been almost unbearable, but now I could feel it building once more as he fucked my ass, bare on his desk.

My cheek was pressed firmly against the metal, my breasts crushed by the weight of him on me. He was thrusting harder now, careless of my feeling, knowing only his own desire. I was his to be used, to be violated. He was old enough to be my father and he was going to fuck every last inch of me, taking what he needed from my abused body.

I needed it.

His hand was back between my legs now, stroking me as he fucked my ass. I could feel his balls slapping against me with the force of his thrusts, my swollen lips barely able to register his touch as he brutalized me. Each thrust shook my body, sending terrible, devastating desire rocketing back through me and demanding more.

I moaned, adrift. There was only the coach, only his hands on me, his cock inside me.

He was fucking me harder now, making the desk shake with each thrust. I gasped and cried out as I felt the desk – his hand – the desk against my pussy, racing back to the pinnacle I’d just come down from, shaking and empty.

But the heat of our bodies would not be denied. We came together again and again – I was trying to rock against him now – he was buried so deeply in my ass I could feel every inch of him pressed against me – and as his fingers pressed against my clit, I gave a moan –

His cock shuddered –

And as he brought me, thundering, to another orgasm, the coach began to cum. He pulled free of my ass as he did, spending himself all over my ass and pussy as I cried once more, shaking with exhausted pleasure.

Dimly, my mind protested. This was only the second day of being loaned out to the team. It was too much. How could I handle more of this?

And yet I also knew that by tomorrow, I would be craving more.

I slowly stood up, cum dripping down my legs. Coach Trainer eyed me with a satisfied smirk. “Good girl.

“I’ll see you back here tomorrow, same time.”

“Yes, sir.” I couldn’t wait.


Chapter Five

The days passed in a whirlwind.

Every night, my sisters gossiped happily about their time in the massage rooms; Chloe sang Wen’s praises, Preeti gushed about one enterprising player who’d spent his entire allotted time servicing her. Sam had never looked so happy. And Jenna and Chloe were competing for who could take the most players, though they’d been hampered so far by their time spent on the specific schedule the coach provided.

And every day, we went back – my sisters to their one-on-one time, and me to the locker room, my own personal heaven and hell on earth.

I was filled, constantly. Often more than one hole at once. Occasionally one of the players stroked me instead, but mostly it was my own traitor body bringing me to orgasm even at the rough use they subjected me to. More often than not, I was the one urging them on, begging for more.

Once, I was sandwiched between two enterprising players as they filled me, pussy and ass, and fucked me together. That night had found me almost too exhausted to pleasure Coach Trainer, and he had not been pleased.

As for the evenings with the coach… I was never sure how much the players or my sisters knew about them. I still hadn’t determined whether the coach was part of our contract, and I was afraid to ask now. If I was told he wasn’t, that I shouldn’t be seeing him, I would have to stop.

More than anything, I didn’t want that to happen.

And so I continued my dual assignations: being used by the football team in the afternoon, and tormented by their coach deep into the night.

~

Game day was fast approaching.

I had gotten almost no school work done this week – between my regular classes and my current “extra curriculars” I had no time. It should have been a relief that the big game was almost here, but it was hard to feel that way.

After all, I had a cock inside me.

It was after hours and Coach Trainer was ignoring me once more. Or, to be more precise, he was focused on something else while he absently lifted me up and down on his lap.

He was going through maneuvers and strategies, considering arcane player statistics and maps that meant nothing to me. I’d grown accustomed to how he treated me, like an object to be used, and generally I enjoyed it… but tonight he kept growing soft and slipping out of me before absently stroking himself back to hardness enough to take me once more.

This wouldn’t do.

Without waiting for permission, I slipped from his lap once more and moved between his legs. As he started to make a sound of protest, I took him in my mouth, tasting myself on his softened cock.

I had once spent an entire hour under the Dean’s desk, pleasuring him during his meetings. As I had then, I used all my skill to coax Coach Trainer back to the matter at hand – fucking me, that is, not planning for game day.

He groaned, putting a hand on my head. I felt his cock begin to stiffen once more and began worshiping it with my tongue, trailing long lingering licks down his shaft and urging him to greater heights. I cupped his balls and nuzzled them, then stroked my way back up his now throbbing manhood.

Drawing him deeply into my mouth, I bobbed my head back and forth, stroking him in time with my movements. I heard another groan and the sound of the pen being put down.

Good.

It took less time than I would have expected for him to grow weary of my tongue, to lift me up onto his desk. I happily went, sprawled backwards as he pulled my legs up over his shoulders.

He had just sheathed himself in me once more when the door opened.

“Coach Trainer, have you seen…”

My sorority sister Chloe stood in the doorway, her blue eyes wide with surprise at the sight of the coach buried balls-deep inside me.

“Ah… never mind. I was looking… I’m sorry.” She began to close the door.

“Actually,” Coach Trainer purred, “I’d like you to stay.”

As he moved in me, the coach gestured for Chloe to shut the door and approach. She did, slowly.

Chloe was still pink from scrubbing up after her time with the team; she must have used the shower here. She was also wearing a cheerleader uniform I’d never seen her in before. As far as I knew, Chloe wasn’t part of the cheerleading team, so it must have been something she was asked to wear during one of her sessions today.

“What do you have under that skirt, young lady? Show me.”

She lifted her skirt to reveal her bare pussy.

The coach smiled a sharp, predatory smile. “That’s good. Why don’t you come sit? I think your sister is eager for something to do with her mouth.”

An awkward rustle of fabric and metal as Chloe climbed on the desk, and then darkness as she straddled my head. I saw her pussy coming for me and reached my arms up, drawing her down.

As I was violated by the coach, I stroked my sister with the tongue I’d just been using on cock. Her bare pussy was sweet and slick with the after effects of her thorough fucking; I slid my tongue between her folds and teased her to gasping.

Dimly I was aware that the coach was asking Chloe to take off her shirt. As I pulled her down to me again, she began to move on my mouth, in time with his thrusts. Having seen Chloe in action before, I knew her heavy breasts must be bouncing with each movement, giving the coach quite a show.

As the coach began to fuck me harder, I tried to coax Chloe to pleasure with us. I heard a gasp as I teased her clit; I moaned into her as the coach’s thrusts became more violent.

I could feel my own pleasure building with the assault, and I urged Chloe on, piercing her with the tip of my tongue and making her cry out. The coach’s breath was ragged now, no doubt from the twin joys of being buried in coed cunt and watching as I feasted on Chloe’s glistening pussy. She was riding my face now, trying to force my tongue deeper inside her, and I tried desperately to oblige as the coach fucked me, shaking my entire body and sending pleasure crashing through me.

Chloe came on my face, a brief moment of sweet desire on my lips as she moaned. Just before I could reach my own peak, the coach pulled free and I felt hot ropes of cum on my belly – and from the sound, Chloe’s breasts.

“Thank you, ladies,” the coach said genially. “Now get out. I have work to do.”

As Chloe and I stumbled from the room, still disheveled, half-dressed, and covered in cum, she looked at me admiringly. “Is this where you’ve been, late-nights? Lucky girl.”

“Chloe,” I panted, “you have no idea.”


Chapter Six

It was the day before the big game. Some of us had the afternoon free before our scheduled time, and we’d decided to watch some of the practice instead of just showing up afterwards.

Jenna, Preeti, and I sat, shivering a little in the cool fall air, as the players skirmished and threw. Truthfully, I wasn’t very interested in football the way Jenna was, but there was something appealing about watching those powerful bodies I’d gotten to know so well over the last week working so hard.

As we watched the players, I saw one of the staff come up to Coach Trainer and pull him aside. They had a heated discussion, and then the coach threw up his hands in exasperation. He blew his whistle, calling practice to a halt.

We could barely hear the coach telling the players to take five and then keep running drills. The coach told them he’d return soon and headed off with the staff member, no doubt to handle whatever crisis had come up.

The players grabbed water and took seats or stretched, depending on their interest. Preeti and I were just debating whether we should go grab a coffee before our team with the team began, when they realized they had an audience.

And just who that audience was.

They fell upon us like starving men. We never made it off the bleachers. In their lust, the Gladiators moved to claim us any way they could, not even bothering to remove their gear. Before I could fully grasp the situation, I was being pulled into someone’s lap as he fumbled to free his cock. My panties were pushed aside – not even removed – and then I was impaled.

I couldn’t even tell who was holding me. I’d gotten to know the players fairly well over the last few days, but with the gear and helmet, it could have been anybody. I was being violated by a stranger all over again, in plain sight for everyone else to see. I could smell him, heavy with sweat and dirt from play, and his shoulder pads creaked as he forcibly lifted me up and slammed me back down on his cock, again and again.

Preeti had a cock at her lips and another one just to the side as two players tried to capture her at once. She was trying gamely to service both of them, their members almost touching as she hurriedly moved her pinkly painted lips from one demanding shaft to the other.

Jenna had been draped over one of the benches on her belly, a player buried in her pussy as she squealed and struggled to get upright. But the bleachers were tricky not only for the players trying to work out how to best violate us – they made it challenging for any of us to regain our positions or move. Before Jenna could get comfortable, another player was forcing his cock in her face, heedless of her comfort.

I lost sight of both of them then as another uniform-clad body swam into my vision, another hand working another cock. As I was jounced awkwardly up and down in one player’s lap, another tried to press himself into my mouth, missing each time as his compatriot laughed and fucked me. Finally he gave up, working himself while just capturing my lips here and there.

He came on my face in what felt like seconds – or hours – and then I was being bent over and forced down on another cock. The player originally underneath me was gasping his way to climax and I gagged as the rhythm of the dual assault shook me, forcing the shaft in my mouth deep inside my throat.

That player didn’t finish before I was pulled free, lifted, and then splayed out on a bleacher bench, my panties still halfway down my thighs. And then the Gladiators descended on me once more.

I lost track of how many used me. They were all strangers to me, sweaty and masked, and I couldn’t have told them apart even if they had let me see clearly. One after another plunged into my pussy, furiously taking their pleasure from my aching body. They were all panting, hot and ready from their exertions, some needing only seconds it seemed before they came and were replaced by another willing cock. I had cum covering my pussy, belly, and thighs.

And I couldn’t see. As my pussy was violated again and again, others kept coming to me, pressing their balls or cocks to my face and urging me to suck them, taste them. I did everything they asked, as desperate for them to take me as they were to find relief in whatever short time they had before the coach returned. I was aching to cum, but the cool ridges of the bleachers pressing into me kept me just uncomfortable enough to be unable to fully enjoy the assault.

As yet another cock pressed its way into my eager and flooded pussy, I shuddered at the thought of Coach Trainer finding us and seeing me like this… covered in cum, still aching for more even after being so used by his players. That’s when I was lifted bodily into the air, and settled back down on top of a heavily padded chest.

From below, his cock pierced my cum-soaked cunt. But as I sighed in pleasure, I felt another anonymous player pressing his manhood against my ass. Semen and my own wet desire had dripped down over my most forbidden opening, allowing him to easily slide himself into me. A new cock found its way between my lips, leaving me completely filled. It was all I could do to keep my mouth open, allowing this stranger to drive himself down my throat as his teammates stretched me to my limit. Their cocks moved inside me, nearly rubbing together, separated by only the thinnest wall of flesh.

It felt like an eternity, every hole filled with hot, throbbing cock. And then the man in my ass began to swell, and I felt the heat of his load spraying deep into my depths. The sensation of another man swelling and pulsating in pleasure, so close to his own cock that they were practically touching, was too much for the player buried in my pussy. He erupted inside me, joining the throes of ecstasy.

Hot, salty cum filled my mouth as the cock assaulting my mouth withdrew. I swallowed gratefully and tried to look around. I couldn’t see Jenna anymore in the tangle of bodies; I could hear her though, wailing in rhythmic pleasure. I caught a glimpse of Preeti, her dark skin just barely showing through a pile of bodies as multiple men stroked themselves on top of her. The man beneath me extricated himself, leaving me on my back once more. Another player moved into position between my legs.

I was taken again.

And again.

When the players lifted and moved me once more, I was covered in sweat and cum. I could smell them on me even when they withdrew. They repositioned me on the bleachers and I obediently moved, though my knees burned as they forced me up on them once more. As another cock buried itself in my abused pussy, this time a hand busied itself between my legs.

I saw Preeti before me, now on her hands and knees as well. I groaned with delight at the stroking between my legs, watching Preeti get fucked.

She swayed rhythmically under the player assaulting her. He, too, was faceless, a pure masculine shape of brawn and pads and desire as he violated my fellow sister. Though I knew she had to be as uncomfortable as I was, there was something undeniably erotic about watching her get taken in such an anonymous way. All I could see of his actual skin was his hands on Preeti’s breasts and a slight hint of belly and pelvis every time he pulled back, only to slam into her once more. At the moment she was smiling, until it faded away into a look of utmost concentration and desire.

A cock was between us then, a hand on my head. One on hers.

I kissed Preeti around the cock, just barely feeling her lips as we caressed the man together. I stroked my tongue downward as she reached for his tip, and then back. As we both shuddered under the furious need of the players behind us, we tried to work the shaft between us. My body was responding now to the hand between my legs, the cock deep inside me, the sensation of servicing a cock with Preeti.

Our tongues met, parted. Preeti tasted like her strawberry lipstick, and I could taste traces of it as I teased the cock we shared.

Hands were on both of our heads, urging us on. It was hard to do my best as I was forced forward, hard to concentrate as I was being violated from behind, but we kissed and caressed the cock as best we could, until the member turned a shuddering red, cum spilling forth over both of our faces.

Marked again. Preeti and I shared a brief, salty kiss, and I felt myself shuddering towards orgasm as her tongue left my mouth.

As I came, another cock pressed between us, demanding. No care for what we needed. Luckily – or unluckily – my traitor body didn’t care.

When the whistle finally blew, I didn’t know if it had been minutes or hours. I couldn’t imagine the coach had been gone for so long, but the players had been busy. I had already been violated as thoroughly as I was after any locker room assignation – and that was still yet to come.

Of course, there were still cocks inside me – and I didn’t doubt, at least one inside each of my sisters – and no college boy is going to stop before cumming, even at the sound of his coach’s return.

And so, as the players began to head back down the bleachers, I was still being penetrated – forward and rear – by two energetic players when my gaze met Coach Trainer’s.

My eyes were wide and teary from cum and exertion. I couldn’t imagine how I looked, reddened and covered in cum, being violated by two uniformed players who hadn’t even bothered to disrobe before claiming me. In their gear, they looked even larger than they were to begin with, and I was not a very large person. I was completely captured, unable to respond to the shock and lust I saw on the coach’s face.

I knew the sight of me swaying under their untender ministrations must have hardened his cock. And I knew, as first one, then the other, finished with a groan deep inside me, that the coach would be thinking of this all the long hours until he could claim me again himself.

The whistle blew once more, and the coach’s electric gaze left mine.

“Glad to see you were all practicing as a team,” he said wryly. “Now how about you focus on winning the game tomorrow?”

The player who had just finished violating my pussy slapped my ass cheerily. “Don’t worry, Coach. We’ve got more stamina than ever now. We’ll win.”

Coach Trainer rolled his eyes. “Let’s hope so.”

~

We won.

After all that relaxation, of course we won. And that was how I thought of it – SEX sisters had played a huge part in this victory. It was our victory, too.

The players threw a huge party in the aftermath. Though our assignment was technically over, Jenna and Preeti joined them for the night.

Chloe, Sam and I never made it to the party. We never left the locker room.

I saw Sam take a train of at least ten players, one after the other, before she pleaded for rest and got carried home. Chloe had been claimed by Wen, Russell, and a few of their friends, and had taken over one of the massage rooms, the last time I saw them.

I stayed until every last player had left.

I lost count of how many took their pleasure with me. I was filled, emptied, filled. I had taken so many hot, creamy loads that I had to pause for a shower – though the shower was interrupted partway through by lustful players.

I came four times.

And when the coach found me waiting for him, long after everyone else had gone, he took me back to his office to use me himself.

It was a long, wonderful night.

~

“So who won?”

Marissa’s voice was amused as she posed the question, settling herself down among us. Jenna, Chloe, Preeti, Sam and I had gathered for a special victory breakfast, just the five of us. After all, we’d been through a lot together this week.

“I think I ended somewhere around 36,” Sam offered.

“45,” Chloe smugly stated.

Jenna and Preeti had both been at our big bleacher gang bang and the after party. Jenna claimed to have lost count somewhere around 70; Preeti thought her total was in the 60s.

I cleared my throat. “I might have… managed the whole team.”

Whoops and laughter met that offering. Jenna pretended to bow down before me and Chloe was already announcing she wanted a rematch next time the football team asked for our services. Marissa gave me a proud nod.

Of course, I would never know the actual total. So many players had used me over the last week, many of them all at once. I didn’t doubt many of them had used me more than once over the course of the week, too. Counting would have been impossible. I was pretty confident that by the second day I had already serviced almost a quarter of the team, and if anything, they had only gotten more familiar with my body after that.

And then of course, there was Coach Trainer; but I wasn’t counting him. I still didn’t think I’d been supposed to be having sex with him at all!

“Anyway,” Marissa was saying, “the coach sends his thanks – both for his players, and himself.” She looked at me pointedly. “You especially made a big impression.”

“Wait,” I stumbled, “he was part of the contract all along?!”

More laughter.

Marissa was trying not to laugh, too, but having a hard time of it. “The coach never books us solo, but whenever he books for the team, he makes very sure he’s included in the contract. And he requested you specially this time. I guess we know why.”

Preeti hugged me proudly as I met Marissa’s thoughtful gaze.

“Come to think of it, I have another assignation I think you might be perfect for…”


Spring Break

A FreeUse MFMM Vacation

Molly Warden


Chapter One

I was so, so ready for spring break.

The last six months had been crazy. My freshman year at college started with a life-changing event: I rushed, then joined, the sisters of Sigma Epsilon Xi. And since then, I’ve belonged to one of the oldest FreeUse sororities in the country.

Sigma Epsilon Xi isn’t like most other FreeUse sororities you’ve heard of, though. For one thing, our sisters aren’t available to just anyone. We have ironclad legal documents drawn up with our partners, and then only members of those partner organizations – or their vetted guests – get the privilege of using a SEX sister.

We also, as I’d already learned, have a few contracts with individuals, like the college dean. But mostly, SEX sisters served our community on campus through partnerships like the one with our “brother” fraternity, Alpha Kappa Xi. The Alpha Cocks, as they were known around campus, were future titans of industry the same way SEX sisters were destined for running Fortune 500 companies or managing nonprofits.

And I was now officially dating one.

Darren Carlisle was not only an Alpha Cock; he was my first college boyfriend. I was incredibly excited about the relationship – it was new and fun, and Darren was ridiculously hot, with a pouty lower lip and chiseled abs. We got along great and had a lot of the same interests.

The problem was, even though he was an Alpha Cock, Darren was… a little prudish.

Okay, that’s not really true.

Darren was a little prudish about me.

He was very sex-positive in theory, but he was struggling a bit with knowing his girlfriend was FreeUse for other men. And possibly struggling even more with knowing his girlfriend was FreeUse… and she absolutely, completely loved it.

“But why?” he’d asked me before, more than once. I’d given up trying to explain it to him in words he’d understand. Last time he’d asked, I just smiled dreamily, thinking about my last assignment, and the look on my face shut him up better than anything I could have said.

I’ll give him credit, though; he was trying. Darren had a few rules about what he wanted to know (or not) about my activities. I was being respectful, though I didn’t really love the rule about him not wanting to see me after I was done being used for the night.

My sisters were all dubious about the relationship. They all liked Darren, but my Big Sister Rena summed it up: “It’s not going to last, Little.

“Look at me and James.” Rena’s boyfriend, another Alpha Cock and one of my favorite clients, was completely comfortable with SEX life and just as completely devoted to Rena. “He trusts me, and I trust him. We understand each other. I just don’t think Darren’s there yet.”

He wasn’t. Even I could admit that. But I didn’t want to give up on him yet. Even with his discomfort, I was still enjoying the first flush of new romance.

Still, the last six months had been a whirlwind, and Darren’s sour attitude about some of my first semester activities was making me long for time off campus, in the sun.

~

Joining Sigma Epsilon Xi gets you a number of benefits, some of them lifelong. But the one that was on everyone’s mind these days was a little more specific to our school years.

You see, SEX didn’t just have partnerships on campus. As a nationwide organization, SEX participates in the Hellenic Council and the FreeUse Council and works toward common goals across all chapters. Our national leadership was responsible for negotiating a number of deals and partnerships – under the similar restrictions as our usual local ones, of course – that benefited everyone.

And one of those partnerships saw a lot of use during spring break.

There’s a particular resort chain – I won’t say which one, but you’d know the name – that offers FreeUse services to its clientele. Nothing out of the ordinary, but years ago, Sigma Epsilon Xi’s national leadership forged a partnership with the resort chain that stipulated any SEX sister could stay there free of charge provided she served in the resort’s FreeUse center.

We still had to pay for flights and meals, of course, but spring break somewhere warm becomes significantly easier when you don’t have a massive hotel bill. And I wasn’t the only SEX sister taking advantage of the partnership this spring break.

The chain, of course, had resorts in many locations, so we weren’t all ending up in the same place. After some deliberation, I’d picked the chain’s Bahamas location. Sun, sand, and the lower drinking age of eighteen sounded perfect to me. I knew at least three other sisters were going, though the only one I knew well was Kayleigh.

I would miss Darren, of course, but I knew he couldn’t afford a trip to the Bahamas – I couldn’t have either without the partnership – and I was looking forward to some naughty fun without him around trying to make me feel guilty.

The last night before I left, Darren and I were lying intertwined in my bed, kissing and cuddling after some very athletic sex.

“I have a surprise for you,” he whispered, his voice still husky with desire.

I snuggled closer to him. “Oh? I thought you already gave me the surprise.” I reached down to stroke his soft cock, feigning confusion.

Darren groaned in pleasure, but kept his teasing smile. “That’s not the surprise, but you can have it again if you want.”

Caressing him, I leaned forward for a deep kiss. I did want.

“Don’t you want to know what the surprise is?”

“Maybe.” I was more focused on his cock at the moment.

Darren kissed me again, sending a thrill of desire singing through me. “You’ll find out on Wednesday. I’ll call you then.”

Feeling his cock begin to stiffen once more in my grasp, I slid him between my legs. “I can’t wait.”


Chapter Two

The resort was even better than I expected.

Kayleigh, Mercedes, Paige, and I were in heaven. From the moment our bags were collected by bellhops, to the thoughtful and respectful tour by front desk staff, to our first sight of the pool and beach areas, we might as well have been walking on air. After months in college facilities – even the comparably nice ones of the SEX house – it was a welcome change to see sparkling floors, actual silverware, and drinks served in coconuts with little umbrellas instead of plastic cups.

We had all signed up for shifts in the FreeUse center before our arrival, but we hadn’t really compared notes. We decided to chat about work over at the poolside bar while we waited for our rooms to be ready.

Marissa, the SEX president, had reviewed the contract carefully with us. For our week stay, we were each required to serve a total of 15 hours in the FreeUse center, to be divided however we felt as long as each shift was at least an hour. The center was open 24/7 and was manned by specially trained security personnel. That was important; Marissa had explained that the resort wouldn’t have the same level of vetting as an AKX party. Instead, guests who paid an additional fee were entitled to use the FreeUse center after a background check. It was better than nothing, and Marissa assured us that if there was an issue, the resort staff would discretely handle it. Nobody wanted to threaten the arrangement; SEX sisters wanted a free vacation, and the resort wanted young coeds available for horny guests.

Since we hadn’t collaborated on our schedules, they were all pretty different. Kayleigh had front-loaded her schedule, completing all of her time in the first three days. Mercedes and Paige had both spread theirs out, while I had just picked three of the seven days at random to work. My first shift overlapped with Kayleigh; I didn’t have any others that shared time with my sisters.

As we chatted about school, work, and the upcoming week, we kept being interrupted by a group of rowdy boys. They were splashing and roughhousing in the pool near us, and the lifeguard blew her whistle at them more than once. Kayleigh, Paige, and I rolled our eyes at their antics, but Mercedes was enjoying herself.

“It’s just juvenile,” Paige was saying.

“When they look like that, who cares?” Mercedes took a long sip of her bellini, eyes lingering on the shirtless forms in front of us.

I had to admit she had a point. Every single one of them was trim and toned, dark from years in the sun. Although their antics made me feel very old at my lofty nineteen years, the boys couldn’t have been much younger than I was. (The resort was only open to guests eighteen and up.) But after the last six months, I felt very worldly and adult compared to them.

One of them caught Mercedes watching and winked. He called something to his friends in creole and they swam over to the edge of the pool near us.

“Come in the water with us, pretty girls,” one called.

“We have something better to sip on!”

I rolled my eyes, and Kayleigh turned away with a sniff. Mercedes giggled and made a big show sucking on her peach slice garnish.

Whistles greeted her show and they began to splash and play again. After the third time we got splashed, I got up in disgust, Paige not far behind me.

“Aw, don’t go! Don’t you like being wet?”

Kayleigh waited for Mercedes, but it was clear she wasn’t coming with us. Shaking our heads, we left her to enjoy her company.

“Why are locals even at a resort like this?” Kayleigh shook her head. “It’s got to be ridiculously expensive for guys their age.”

I shrugged. “Maybe it’s the best access to a pool or a beach they can get.”

That wasn’t the reason, of course. And I would soon learn what was.

~

I hadn’t given any thought to how intimidating it would be at the FreeUse center my first time. As the time approached for my first session, I found myself wishing that I’d worked with my sisters to have us all serve together.

My first shift started an hour after Kayleigh’s. I spent most of the time pacing my room, checking and re-checking my outfit, and going over the information Marissa and the front desk clerk had given me.

Being at the center should be both like, and unlike, a house party. It would be similar in that every shift would likely be different, and each shift might involve different numbers of people or even special requests. Unlike, in that I’d be waiting alone in a room until someone reserved me at the center’s front desk.

That was how it had been explained to me, anyway. But when I arrived and checked in, the security guard glanced over his files and told me to join the session in Room 2.

I looked at the lights on the wall that indicated which rooms were currently in use. Room 2’s was definitely red.

“Excuse me?” I wondered if I’d heard wrong.

Impatiently, he gestured me on. “Room 2.”

Wondering what was going on, I obediently went.

Once I opened the door to see what was inside, I understood.

Our “friends” from the pool were here.

I’d been wrong; they didn’t come for the beach or the pool. It was obvious now, they were here because this resort had a FreeUse center, and they were local eighteen-year-old boys who knew college coeds were going to be available here during their spring break.

And they had requested – us.

Kayleigh had already been with them for an hour. She was currently on her back, her legs up over sweaty dark shoulders, while one of the boys plunged himself into her again and again. He was holding Kayleigh’s heavy breasts in his hands as he thrust, looking greedy and awed at his good fortune.

Her face was covered in cum.

I met her gaze as the door closed behind me with an ominous click. There was something in her eyes – resignation, unwilling excitement, or just cum, I couldn’t tell – and I gave her a small smile of encouragement.

And then they were on me.


Chapter Three

There were eight of the local boys. (I later learned they went four to a room just to afford this week – and the chance to fuck some foreign pussy.) I was stripped before I had a chance to understand what was happening, and bodies pressed against me insistently as they removed my last traces of clothing. Their chosen music, wild and loud, thumped manically in the background, my panicked heart keeping time.

A tongue pressed into my mouth, tasting of spice and cheap wine. I felt multiple hands on me, on my breasts and hips and ass, as they surrounded me.

I didn’t know how many stayed with Kayleigh and her erstwhile suitor, but most of them had to have flocked to me when I entered. I was surrounded by strangers, the local boys I’d just been dismissing as juvenile – and it was clear they had only one thing on their mind: how to ruin me.

I could feel at least three cocks pressing against me in the mass of bodies. The mouth on mine grew more insistent, the tongue burying itself deeper and deeper in my throat. There was nothing I could do but give myself over to them, completely. I couldn’t even move.

At least two of them were rubbing themselves against whatever part of me they could reach, frotting on my hip, my thigh. I could feel sticky precum and sweat beginning to collect on my skin. Another cock – I thought it belonged to the same boy as the tongue in my mouth, but I couldn’t be positive in the mass of bodies – was pressing insistently between my legs, but the angle wasn’t quite right and in the throng it was hard for him to reposition.

Hands moved across me, arms holding me. I was clutched, pinched, violated. It was almost impossible to tell what body parts were where. We all drowned together in a slick sea, pulsing with the heavy bass of the music as the first cock finally found my eager pussy. I moaned at the sudden intrusion.

As tongue and shaft pressed into me, many hands helped work me up and down, grasping whatever part of me they could reach. The cocks slipping against me moved with us, following the same demanding beat of the drums.

My head was pulled back; another mouth claimed mine. The boy who’d been previously kissing me moved lower, taking a nipple in his mouth. I felt a sudden warmth on the other breast – not a mouth, but skin – and pleasure speared through me with each sensation. Another mouth on my shoulder, then my neck, now. The first hot rope of cum on my lower back, beginning to trickle between my ass cheeks. The pulsing cock inside me, already close to the pinnacle of pleasure before I’d even begun to climb.

I heard Kayleigh crying out in pleasure as the boys violated me. They were using her too, had already been using her, and were going to take everything they could from us.

As the first cock in me pulsed again, spilling deep inside me, the wave of bodies parted momentarily. I gasped for air as they roiled and moved against me, holding, lifting, pulling. I was nearly on my back now – or would have been, had I been anywhere near the floor. Instead, I was splayed in their grasp, floating on the surf of their desire.

Hands captured mine; first one shaft inserted, then two. My head was tipped dangerously, dizzyingly backwards, and another cock pressed itself forcefully into my face, curving opposite my throat and making me gag as I tried to take it in. My legs were being pulled so widely apart I was afraid for a moment I wouldn’t be able to hold the position –

And then I was impaled, and it didn’t matter.

There were four of them using me now, threatening to break me with their disparate rhythms. I let the waves of desire crash over and through me. I felt weightless, the complaints of my body dimming in wake of the pleasure of being so violated. There was nothing like being taken so thoroughly, used in every way. It was a secret love I could have never made Darren understand, and as though from far away, I recognized that thought made me sad.

But Darren wasn’t here now, and I was.

This session was for me, and I was going to enjoy every moment of it.

Cum shot over my breasts and belly – I didn’t think it was from one of the four cocks already using me, so yet another local – and then I felt one of my legs being repositioned, my foot now pressing insistently into the tangle of hair at another boy’s crotch as he rubbed his cock with my toes, humping what of me he could reach while his friends abused me.

The cock buried in my pussy was already threatening to cum, hard and shuddering. I could feel it quiver as he drove into me again and again, making my breasts bounce helplessly with each motion. The boys were still chattering and laughing in creole, but I tuned it out as just more music. I could hear the pleasure in their voices, and that was what mattered.

Now if only I could reach my own pleasure!

But they were young and eager to take everything. These boys were focused on their desire, not mine, and even as I reached greedily for my own climax, the cock in me finished, withdrew, was replaced before I could even reach a low peak.

I was still struggling to breathe against the cock in my throat. At least one more of the boys had cum on me, staining my hand with his need, and as he withdrew another wrapped my arm around his waist and bent nearly double to suckle my breast while his comrades used me.

Moaning against the cock in my mouth, I tried desperately to encourage them all. I wanted – I needed – more.

The two shafts penetrating me were thudding in almost, but not quite the same, rhythm, shaking my whole body. My left arm shuddered to another beat entirely as the boy working his cock with my hand approached his own climax. It was impossible to keep up with them. All I could do was ride this wave and lose myself in the sweetness of being used.

My foot was slick with precum now, still being used to massage and stroke one of the boys. I had never had someone try to fuck my foot before. It tickled, but I couldn’t deny it also send a thrill spearing up through me to understand someone was so desperate for my body that even a foot could make them drip for me. It was as though every part of me existed only for pleasure.

As the myriad pleasures careened through me, the cock in my pussy began to thrust harder and faster, drawing me into its irresistible final rhythm. I cried out against the member in my mouth, gagging once more, and he pulled back to spray thick ropes of white hot cum across face. My eyes were nearly sealed shut now as another shaft, this one only partly hard, was shoved against my lips.

I could hear Kayleigh wailing once more as they fucked her. It excited me to know she was close, being tormented the same way I was… how thoroughly we were both being used.

Desperately, I tried to urge the boy at my pussy faster, harder. He obliged, fucking me furiously as his compatriots held me up, abusing whatever part of me they could reach. There was cum on my foot now, on my other hand; my breasts were dripping with it. But these were distant, though lovely, sensations. All my attention now was on the hands and cocks stroking me, the shaft impaling me, rocking me harder and faster on waves of pleasure until I screamed against the cock in my face, crying, begging for release as again and again I was pounded, mercilessly, forcing me up, up, over and through, my whole body shaking and shuddering as I rode out my pleasure on a stranger’s cock, surrounded by boys ready to violate me in too many terrible ways to count.

And then I was lifted, maneuvered, and drawn back onto the surf, the waves of limbs holding me, caressing me, guiding me back into the deep, roiling sea of their need.

At some point in the time that followed, I found myself next to Kayleigh, both of us exhausted and covered in cum. She squeezed my hand as we shook with the energetic thrusts of the boys – still ready to go! – who violated our messy and well-used cunts.

“You know,” I panted, “I’m beginning to think these boys aren’t so bad after all.”

This was part of what Darren would never understand about FreeUse. He’d hear that I had been annoyed by the local boys and immediately feel like I was selling myself, letting myself be taken advantage of by people I detested. But the reality was, no matter how annoying I’d found the boys to start, after we got together and explored each other, I didn’t care about that anymore. I always loved my clients a little bit for how we were together. Darren would have been horrified by the start and never listened long enough to see the beauty of how I felt afterwards.

Kayleigh started to laugh, but it became a moan as a mouth claimed her breast. I watched her be tasted, his dark lips against her pale skin, the glisten of cum and sweat on her…

And then there was a hand on me, insistently turning my head and claiming my mouth for yet another cock. After that, I couldn’t see anything more for a long, delicious time.


Chapter Four

Mercedes was green with envy when she learned how Kayleigh and I had spent our afternoon. We were all together for appetizers and drinks, watching the sun set, and my sister was practically howling as Kayleigh and I related some of the more salacious moments we’d experienced.

Paige shook her head. “I’m glad it was a good afternoon,” she commented, but her voice was dubious.

I was wonderfully, deliciously sore. My muscles were languid with the after effects of multiple orgasms and some of the more acrobatic positions the boys had put me in. It was impossible to keep from smiling. “A very good afternoon.”

Paige and Mercedes went for a quick dip while Kayleigh and I relaxed. She was working her way through a long book and a tan. Meanwhile, I buried my toes in the sand. This week was shaping up to be just what I needed.

~

My second assignation couldn’t have been more different.

I waited alone in my little room for what had to be over an hour. I was just about to give up on having any clients that night when a small buzzing sound warned me that I’d be having company soon.

In a few moments, I was joined by two good-looking guys – the absolute definition of “tall, dark, and handsome” – who were smiling broad, white smiles and carrying two bottles of wine and a small food delivery bag.

I perked up immediately. This night was about to get promising!

Joaquim and Rafael were celebrating their second wedding anniversary, I learned over wine. They came to the Bahamas for relaxation and fun, and had been enjoying a lot of both. As they were both bi and it had been a while since either had been with a woman, they had decided today’s fun would include – me.

They plied me with stuffed crab and fancy desserts, making me laugh like crazy at their repartee and shameless flirting. (It wasn’t required for clients to wine and dine us first, of course, but I was hardly going to say no to them pretending this was a date!) Joaquim was a little quieter than his husband, but I learned very quickly that Rafael had reason to fear his sharp wit.

As our plates emptied, my body buzzed in anticipation. Rafael’s hand was on my knee, and I didn’t remember when he put it there. Then Joaquim’s face was in front of mine, and he was kissing me. I surrendered eagerly to his mouth.

With hardly any effort, Joaquim lifted me. Still drinking me in, he carried me to the bed and lay me back on the pillows ever-so-gently.

They took turns kissing and petting me – one at my mouth while the other would remove an article of my clothing, depositing a gentle kiss here or lightly stroking there. Somewhere amidst the petting and caressing, they were stripping as well. Rafael’s broad, bare shoulders rose above me as he bent to meet my mouth once more, sending a sweet thrill coursing through my body.

Joaquim was sliding my panties down over my hips, his mouth tracing where they’d been. I shivered under Rafael’s kiss as Joaquim moved his mouth lower, trailing his way teasingly with his tongue.

I happily gave myself up to whatever they wanted from me. Rafael had moved to my ear now, his breath tickling me as he lightly nipped, again sending shivers through me. As his husband hovered over me, stroking my hair and alternately kissing me and biting my ear, Joaquim captured me with his mouth.

I moaned under Rafael as Joaquim suckled my clit. There was something holy about the way Joaquim moved his mouth on me, making long, languorous strokes with his tongue as he explored my folds. Rafael drank in my moans as he kissed me with aching sweetness. Deep inside me, their ministrations became twin strands of piercing desire.

Joaquim’s hands were on my ass now, guiding my hips to curve and accept his mouth’s offerings. Even the lightest brush of his lips was sending shivers through me. He buried himself in my thighs, kissing and caressing every inch of me as though paying worship. I whimpered into Rafael as his husband laved me with his tongue, a beautiful torment that made desire unfurl inside me like a rose.

I had never been kissed like this before. Never had a tongue between my legs that made me feel this way before.

Rafael’s strong and sure hands were on me. As one stroked my hair, gently smoothing strands behind my ear, the other moved lower, trailing teasingly across my collarbone, then lower still to my breast and erect nipple. I gasped as Joaquim recaptured my clit and at the same time, his husband pinched my nipple. Desire shot through me, powerful and demanding.

Slowly, gently, inexorably, Joaquim coaxed me to the height of pleasure. As his husband soothed and stroked me, Joaquim tasted every part of me, pressing a finger inside me to curl, ever so slightly, along that rough place that made me jump and buck against his mouth. His tongue flicked across my clit, again and again, demanding I give in to him and the pleasures they were rising within me.

It was a beautiful surrender. I fed on Rafael’s mouth dreamily as Joaquim stroked me, making my breath come faster and faster until I was holding to his husband’s mouth for dear life. Rafael drank in my cries as his husband devoured me, demanding I open myself fully for him, rise higher and higher, crest toward the peak of pleasure and beyond as I came, shuddering, whimpering, beneath them both.

They held me as I slowly returned to myself, quivering and quieting beneath their gentle touch. Joaquim captured my mouth for a kiss, and I could taste the sweetness of my need on his tongue.

I could feel both of their cocks, hard and ready, against my thighs, but their focus was solely on me. Joaquim stroked my arm and belly lightly, trailing his fingers over me, waiting for me to catch my breath, as Rafael rained kisses across my breasts.

And when I was ready, only when I was ready, they lifted me between them.

Rafael was on his knees on the bed now, his darkened member standing straight up from his lap, glistening with precum. Joaquim lowered me onto his husband’s cock with ease, my pussy slick from desire. I gasped as Rafael slid inside me, his thick cock filling me completely as my legs went over his hips. He held there, fully sheathed in my moistness, and stole another lingering kiss, my breasts pressed against his chest.

As I leaned into the kiss, I felt Joaquim’s warmth on my back. His knees pressed against my ass, and then the two of them were lifting up, holding me between them as they knelt facing each other. As they raised me, my breasts came up to Rafael’s face; he stole another taste of my nipple when it reached his mouth.

I felt a hand and a cock underneath me, next to where my body met with Rafael’s. And then I understood.

Rafael lowered me slowly, gently, onto not only his own cock, but his husband’s, too. The pressure of being lowered onto Joaquim forced him forward, inexorably, into my most private opening. Slowly but surely I was lowered down, down, until I was sandwiched between them, twice impaled by their need.

I moaned, desperate for them to continue.

Joaquim and Rafael shared a sweet, tender kiss across my shoulder, then turned their mouths slightly to try and capture mine as well. It was awkward, and wonderful. I kissed them back as best I could, and then gave myself over to their hands and cocks.

As they knelt, their hands met at my waist. In perfect harmony, they flexed and moved me up and down between them, ever so gently. The sensation of being so filled was delicious agony. Every tiny movement they made felt like a great thrust; it was compounded a hundred times by the closeness of their bodies, the smell of their cologne and sweat, and the knowledge of the terrible, wonderful thing they were doing to me.

They claimed me like that, there on the bed: Joaquim in my ass, Rafael in my pussy. As one, they worked me up and down – first slowly, in deference to my needs, but as their passions rose, I could feel their breaths quickening. The hands at my hip gripped tighter, and when they kissed now, I felt fire, demand.

We were all rocking together now, gasping together, as they worked me up and down on their shafts. With each lift I felt slippery pleasure, and then bereft – and then I was brought down again, harder with each thrust, and I was filled, split, utterly penetrated by their shared need. Together they lifted me; together they brought me down. Our skin slid against each other, slick with sweat and desire. My whole body became a vessel, for their cocks and tongues and this piercingly sweet pleasure that crashed through me as they impaled me again and again, taking their joint pleasure from me.

I was whimpering now, begging, and as one they began to force themselves deeper inside me with each thrust. Again and again I was captured, violated, tormented. My pleas were lost in their mouths as Joaquim and Rafael took me, coaxing me to ever greater heights of pleasure as they rocked against me, filling me perfectly.

Joaquim’s mouth was on my neck now, sending shocks of pleasure through me as Rafael drank in my cries. I was completely lost in their arms, in their mouths, as they claimed me again and again and I was filled, lifted, filled, aching, cresting, reaching –

Gasping –

Now.

With a guttural groan, first Rafael, then Joaquim came inside me. I was shaking with my own pleasure as it broke over me, washing through me. Their cocks shuddering inside me, filling me with cum, was pure bliss I could feel it begin to drip from me where the three of us joined, our bodies quivering with the aftershocks of our sated desire.

We fell onto the bed then, still intertwined. Rafael and Joaquim curled around me protectively, their cocks gently slipping from me as they softened. We shared another long, lingering kiss.

As our breathing returned to normal, they alternately kissed each other and stroked me. I lay between them, completely and deliciously exhausted.

I could only hope that someday I’d have such a perfect anniversary.

And when I pictured that day, Darren was conspicuously absent from the fantasy.


Chapter Five

I had forgotten all about Darren’s promise by the time Wednesday rolled around.

It wasn’t that I hadn’t been thinking of him and missing him. I was, of course I was. But not having him around had been… nice.

Acknowledging that made me feel guilty, so I was trying to focus on other things. Like being able to tell my sisters all about my night with the Portuguese couple, guilt-free.

“You lucky, lucky girl,” Mercedes moaned. “How do you have all the luck?”

I nudged her. “I don’t think the local boys would exactly turn you down if you went to visit them yourself, Mercy!”

Her face turned speculative. “Maybe.”

Paige and Kayleigh had just joined in on the teasing when my phone rang.

It was Darren. “Ready for your surprise?”

I wasn’t, but I tried to force some enthusiasm into my voice. “Of course, baby.”

“Come to the front desk.”

Click.

My curiosity piqued, I disengaged from my sisters and headed into the lobby.

There, to my mixed horror and delight, was Darren. And two older people who could only be… his parents.

“Darren!” My head was spinning. How could he have kept this a secret from me? “What are you doing here?”

He turned to see me and his face lit up. I felt a pang of mixed guilt and affection at how clearly happy he was to see me when I’d just been trying to avoid thinking about him.

Darren hurried over and engulfed me in a bear hug. “I missed you,” he whispered huskily in my ear before letting me go and officially introducing me to his parents.

My body took over, shaking hands and making all the appropriate polite noises at Mr. and Mrs. Carlisle while my mind frantically tried to catch up to my new reality. My boyfriend, about whom I’d been having mixed feelings, had just crashed my relaxing spring break – a spring break where I was contractually obligated to have sex with strangers, which he hated. And on top of that, he’d brought his parents along. So now whether I liked it or not, we were at meet-the-parents stage when we couldn’t even agree on basic morality.

But after spiraling for a minute, I took a deep breath, took Darren’s hand, and smiled at him. It would be okay. I only had one FreeUse shift left, after all, and surely the Carlisles weren’t going to want to spend a lot of time hanging out with their college-age son and his girlfriend. (Right?) And, worst come to worst, maybe my sisters could be enlisted to help smooth over any awkwardness.

Now I just had to make it through my last session without sparking a huge argument with my boyfriend, and I could get back to enjoying my vacation!

~

The rest of the day was… interesting.

While Darren and his parents checked in, I hurried back to my sisters and hastily explained the situation. Mercedes and Kayleigh shook their heads knowingly, which I chose to ignore, but Paige optimistically predicted I’d have a great time and offered to help out with whatever she could.

I did have words with Darren before we met his parents for a pre-lunch swim. His bubbly happiness at seeing me dimmed a bit when he learned I wasn’t as excited about the surprise as he was, but he forged ahead.

“Don’t worry, Mom basically never leaves the bar while we’re on vacation. She won’t miss us. And my dad will be working the whole time.

“It was the only way I could afford to come, hon.” He gave me an apologetic hug. “I’m sorry, I thought it would be a good surprise.”

I sighed. “It was. I’m sorry for reacting poorly.”

“Hey.” Darren kissed me deeply, sending desire arrowing through me. “We’ve got four days together. Let’s make them count.”

As we headed down to the pool, I tried to take those words to heart. Honestly, I would have much rather taken Darren back to his room and showed him the ways I missed him – I would have preferred almost anything than going to make small talk with his parents at the pool! – but I figured it couldn’t be too bad. After all, I was still getting sun and swim time.

As Darren predicted, his mother was already face-deep in a cocktail when we arrived. She waved but didn’t get up from her shaded lounge chair. “Dad will be here soon,” she told Darren, “he’s just putting on sunscreen.”

We dove into the pool, playing and splashing almost as much as the local boys had on my first day. Darren liked to dive under the water, catch my legs, and try to dunk me. I was a faster swimmer than him though, and I liked the feel of my legs slipping through his rough grasp.

As I came up for air, I heard Darren call, “Dad! Hey!”

Blinking water from my eyes, I saw Mr. Carlisle at the edge of the pool, readying himself to hop in. It was easy to tell where Darren got his good looks and physique from – Mr. Carlisle looked like a more polished, mature version of the body I trailed my tongue across every time we made love. Forgetting myself for a moment, I took my time looking at him, noticing his thick happy trail leading down to…

I blushed, furiously. If the size of his bulge was any indication, Mr. Carlisle must have been quite well endowed!

Hastily, I dove back under the water, pretending I hadn’t just been eyeing my boyfriend’s father up and down. I hoped no one noticed. I waited under water, lungs burning, until I was sure my blush had faded.

But when I surfaced, I saw Mr. Carlisle giving me a speculative look.

Damnably, I blushed again. This might be a problem.

I had no idea just how right I was.


Chapter Six

Predictably, discussing my FreeUse service led to a fight with Darren.

I didn’t get why. He knew how I was paying my way here. He knew how I spent my time at college. I had one more shift, scheduled for the following night, so we got a full night together all to ourselves before I had to work.

We’d managed to make up enough for a quickie that night, but things were still simmering over lunch the next day. His father and mother taking my side did nothing to help matters.

“Honestly, Darren, it’s perfectly respectable,” his mother told him over the rim of her martini. “You’re being prudish.”

“Not to mention, your girlfriend is opening doors for her future.” Mr. Carlisle’s voice was proud, although I thought I detected an undercurrent there that I couldn’t quite place. “Sigma Epsilon Xi alums go on to do great things. She’ll be set up for life. I hardly see how that’s a problem.”

If anything, his parent’s support made Darren dig in his heels even more. We were barely speaking when I left him to get ready for my last shift, and I didn’t have to ask to know that he wouldn’t want to see me again until the next day.

And so I prepared for my last shift without the excited thrill I’d had previously. My fun, relaxing week had taken a turn, and I didn’t want to examine that too hard just yet. It was okay to be disappointed, I reminded myself, but I shouldn’t let that get in the way of enjoying my last session.

Trying to keep that in mind, I went to check in at the FreeUse service desk, wondering what awaited me this time.

~

Just as I had in my second session, I was waiting alone in the little room for quite some time, wondering when I would be used. But when the door finally opened, I was not prepared for who greeted me.

“Mr. Carlisle?” My voice, I was glad to hear, was steady, even though my heart was thumping wildly. “I’m so sorry, let me have the hotel staff get you another girl.”

My boyfriend’s father took a step toward me. “No, I don’t think there’s any need for that.”

Oh.

A nervous laugh bubbled out of me. “I don’t think Darren would be comfortable…”

“Darren doesn’t have to know.”

I half-turned, intending to head to the table so we could talk – but then he was on me. One arm around my shoulders, the other reaching up my skirt. His mouth captured my neck, warm and fierce, sending a jolt of pleasure rocketing through me.

Oh, fuck.

“You’re here to be used,” his voice came rough in my ear. “And I’m going to use you.”

His fingers found my bare pussy and began to stroke me: firm, demanding. Unconsciously, I found myself spreading my legs wider, even as I started to murmur a protest.

My boyfriend’s father held me close, his mouth hot and sharp on my neck as he explored my folds. I shivered as he suckled, then bit me, the deliciously wrong sensation of his mouth on me twinned with the violation of his fingers stroking my damp pussy.

He knew what his touch was doing to me. He could feel consent in my body’s every shiver, even if my mouth was still slow to beg for more. But I knew it was too late. We had crossed a line, and he was demanding we cross more.

I began to whimper and shake under his grip as his fingers teased me, circling my clit and then slipping down, deliciously lower, to just barely graze my entrance before sliding up once more. I couldn’t believe how good his mouth on my neck was making me feel. My legs were turning to jelly as I struggled to stay standing, to say something, to…

“We shouldn’t,” I whispered, my last attempt, but I was already hoping he’d ignore my feigned protest.

His teeth on my neck, grazing me and making me shudder. His finger across my clit.

“Tell me to stop.”

I couldn’t.

With a moan, I spread my legs further, giving him full access to my eager pussy. I was panting, desperate for more, and he obliged, stroking me faster and faster as he pressed his bulge against my ass, whispering terrible things in my ear. Every word he whispered sent shivers through me, every promise to devour me, and as he circled my clit once more I found I was already on the precipice of pleasure.

Again, his mouth captured my neck, his teeth sinking into my tender flesh. I whimpered as I came, crushed against my boyfriend’s father, riding out my pleasure on his hand like a slut.

Mr. Carlisle kissed me fiercely as I sagged in his arms. His tongue pressed into my mouth inexorably and I let him in; I kissed him back with equally fierce desire. Already the orgasm was fading, and God help me, I wanted more.

His hand left my pussy and I felt him fumbling behind me. I gasped in fear and desire as I felt his massive cock rising between my legs under my skirt – and then he was pressing me against the wall, forcing his cock deep inside me, and I screamed as my boyfriend’s father stretched me open. His arm at my shoulders was on my throat now and I nearly came again at the implied threat of it. But all the pressure wasn’t on my throat, it was at my hips where we met.

Mr. Carlisle fucked me against the wall, taking me with hard, practiced strokes. His massive cock was hard to accommodate, but he didn’t give me a chance to adjust. He was going to use me, to take what he needed from me. And I begged for it like a whore, begged for my boyfriend’s father to use me harder, faster.

Darren would have been devastated.

Darren wasn’t here.

Deeper and deeper, his father thrust into me, his massive cock feeling as though it might split me in two. I screamed against the pain and pleasure of it, forced up on my tiptoes every time he thrust, trying to stay up, trying to keep from taking all of him inside me, but it was no use. His grip around my neck held me, warning me, and I was his, completely, and when he buried the full length of his cock inside me I wailed and begged for more.

I felt his cock shudder and then pulse as I was filled with his cum. My boyfriend’s father had just cum in me. I could feel his need dripping from my abused pussy, soaking my skirt.

With a growl, he lifted me bodily and tossed me on the nearby bed. Though he had just cum, his cock was already back at half-mast; I had never seen an older man recover that quickly, but the hunger in his eyes gave me no illusions that he planned to have me again, and soon.

“I’m not done with you yet,” Mr. Carlisle promised, positioning himself between my legs once more and pressing his cock to my ass.

And he wasn’t, not for a long, long time.


Chapter Seven

Darren called me in the morning to invite me to breakfast, but I didn’t pick up. Instead, I lay in bed long after I’d woken up, staring at the ceiling.

What was I going to do? Sure, FreeUse sex didn’t mean anything, but it was dishonest of me to pretend that nothing happened… right? After all, I’d been fucked by his father. How could I have a relationship with someone who didn’t know I’d had sex with his father?

I’d already felt guilty about Darren, and this was just making me spiral. I bit my lip and picked up the phone. Darren wouldn’t understand, but my sisters would. Maybe they could help.

~

“Was it good?”

“Mercedes!” Kayleigh admonished, but she was laughing. “Was it?”

I groaned and hid my face behind my mimosa. “Shut up. It was. That’s not the point.”

Mercedes’ dark eyes were sparkling wickedly. “It kind of is.”

“No, it isn’t.” Paige looked at me. “You’re feeling guilty?”

I nodded miserably.

She pursed her lips. “You shouldn’t, but I understand why you do. Look, do you want to date Darren’s father?”

A laugh burst out of me unwillingly. “Definitely not.”

“Do you want to date Darren?”

Did I?

I bit my lip. “I’m not sure. But that isn’t because of his dad.”

Kayleigh covered my hand with hers, her face sympathetic. “Telling him might make you feel less guilty, but it’s just going to hurt their relationship for no reason. You and Darren need to work out your own issues before you make things even more complicated.”

Glumly, I nodded. I didn’t like lying, even lying by omission, but the girls were right. There was no way I could talk to Darren about this now with how he already felt about everything.

Mercedes broke the silence. “So… would you do him again?”

I threw the rest of my croissant at her.

But as my sisters laughed and began chatting about other things, all I could think about was the look in Mr. Carlisle’s eyes when he’d dared me to tell him to stop.

My pussy clenched.

I didn’t want to admit even to myself the answer to Mercedes’ question.

~

The afternoon at the beach with Darren was more subdued than usual, but at least we weren’t fighting anymore. We were mostly quiet. For a few minutes here and there, it felt almost like old times – we splashed in the water, or threw ice cubes at each other, or laughed about college stories – but all the things we weren’t saying hung heavy in the air between us.

Even his parents could tell. His mother, tipsy from a day of poolside drinking, was obviously trying to fill the conversational void and mostly failing. To my relief – relief? – his father was unfailingly polite, not bringing up yesterday’s argument or giving any indication that he knew what my insides felt like.

Dinner was delicious, and under other circumstances I would have enjoyed it a lot more. It was at the resort’s most upscale restaurant and the food was amazing. It would normally have been out of my price range, but Darren’s parents insisted on paying for the four of us to go.

It was a mark of how uncomfortable things were with Darren that I found myself relieved when his parents suggested we relax together after dinner.

But my relief didn’t last long.

~

Soaking in the hot tub felt amazing after all the punishment my body had taken this week. Of course, I couldn’t say that, but it was appreciated nonetheless.

Darren’s mom had ordered us a pitcher of sangria and was already on her way through her second glass. I abstained, afraid of what I might say if I got too relaxed. Instead, I was content to look around the light-sparkled beach and enjoy the distant crashing of the waves. At least having his parents as a buffer had slowly improved Darren’s mood. He was smiling now, and even my anxiety and guilt lifted to see him enjoying himself.

With the jets going, the bubbles roiled the surface of the water, almost obscuring everything below. The only lights on the hot tub patio were those from the string lights decorating the hotel’s tiki bar and the steps down to the beach. It was beautiful, and calming – just what I needed after the last two days.

As Darren and his mother sipped their sangria and chatted idly about the day, I felt something. A hand, questing for me. Slipping over my thigh familiarly.

Mr. Carlisle was feeling me up in front of his son.

I bit back a squeal as his fingers found the front of my bikini. Before I could think what to do, he was already moving my bikini bottom aside and slipping a finger into my folds.

Trying to keep a neutral expression on my face, I sipped my water. My mind raced as I tried to figure out what to do. I absolutely did not want to make a scene; Mr. Carlisle had been very clear during our previous session that if I tried to reveal what had happened to his son, he would make it known that I was as much to blame as he. I knew Darren would never forgive that.

As I struggled to come up with a simple solution, Mr. Carlisle took my calm outward look as a sign to continue. He pressed a finger inside me.

This time, I couldn’t hold back a gasp, but with the roar of the jets, I didn’t think Darren or his mother noticed. Nor did they notice as I shifted slightly, arching my pelvis and giving Mr. Carlisle more room to access my pussy.

What the fuck, I thought. I’m on vacation.

In front of his family, my boyfriend’s father violated me, forcing first one, then two fingers deep inside me. He thrust them in and out, camouflaging his movements with a change in position, refilling his drink, pointing out across the waves. It was agonizing, delicious torment.

It was an awkward angle but Mr. Carlisle’s movements were swift, sure. Just the illicit thrill of the terrible thing we were doing – the terrible thing he was doing to me – already had me at a fever pitch, teasing at the possible heights of pleasure.

With my whole body, I wanted to pant and gasp. I wanted to grab his hand and force it deeper inside me. I wanted a repeat of Mr. Carlisle forcing me up against the wall, shoving his cock into my hungry pussy before I’d even had a chance to say yes.

Instead, I tried to sit quietly, my legs spasming below the water line. I sipped my water. And as my boyfriend’s father fingerfucked me, I responded.

Hiding my face in my  glass, I bit back whimper after whimper. It took everything I had not to visibly shiver and shake as I clawed for the heights of pleasure, wanting nothing more than to orgasm. Forget that Darren was sitting in front of me with his mother. Forget that it was his father with fingers deep in my pussy. I was dangling on the precipice of orgasm, aching to slip over and ride out my pleasure like a slut right in the middle of that hot tub.

“Darren.” Mr. Carlisle’s voice was horribly calm and in no way betrayed what he was doing to me. “Can you go get your mother another pitcher?”

“Sure.” Darren lifted his well-muscled body from the hot tub with ease, collecting our almost empty carafe and pouring what was left into his glass. “I’ll be right back.”

With a glance toward the currently-empty tiki bar, Darren wrapped a towel around his waist and headed inside to find a bartender.

Mrs. Carlisle leaned back, eyes closed, and hummed quietly to herself.

And Mr. Carlisle rammed his hand into me, harder and faster than before, sending a shock of pleasure through me and forcing me to bite back a scream. It was so fucking wrong. And yet, as my boyfriend’s father devoured me with his eyes, I teetered, shuddering –

His mouth moved. It shaped a word, with no sound.

“Now.”

I felt all reason leave me. I closed my eyes and bit my lip as I came, hard, against Mr. Carlisle’s hand. He kept thrusting into me as my body quivered and shook, barely letting me catch my breath, forcing me again and again past the heights of pleasure and preventing me from coming down.

As I shuddered for the final time against his hand, the door to the patio swung back open. Darren emerged, carrying a full carafe of sangria. I stared numbly at the orange slices floating in it, unable to meet Darren’s eyes as his father calmly withdrew his fingers from my pussy.

“I think your date is ready for a drink” Mr. Carlisle’s voice was still steady, calm.

I, on the other hand, was still shaking with desire – and guilt. As Darren filled my glass, I stared glumly at blackened beach.

What was I going to do?


Chapter Eight

My final days at the resort were a blur.

Paige and Mercedes finished their last shifts. (Mercedes finally got her time with the local boys, though not in the FreeUse center. She’d managed to get in touch with them as they went back to their regular lives and offered, slyly, to be their date at a house party.) Kayleigh had almost perfected her tan and finished her book.

Meanwhile, I spent my time either with my sorority sisters, absently listening to their chatter, or silently sitting by Darren at the pool or beach. When I spent the night with him, I lay awake for hours after he finished, thinking of my week.

Inevitably, my hand made its way between my legs. And there, next to my slumbering boyfriend, I made myself cum again and again, remembering.

The local boys taking me, using me. Five cocks at once, taking everything they could from me.

The Portuguese couple. The gentleness of their touch, the feel of Joaquim’s mouth on my pussy. Being completely filled and thoroughly fucked.

Mr. Carlisle, his teeth at my neck. His cock between my legs, insistent. How I spread for him and begged him to violate me, even though it felt horribly, wonderfully wrong.

I didn’t get much sleep.

I knew that going back to the FreeUse center when I didn’t have to would irreparably damage things with Darren, so I didn’t. And I hated that I didn’t. A good fuck would have helped calm me down, and I felt adrift without it.

When it was finally time to go home, I met the day with relief. Back on campus, things would go back to normal. Maybe Darren and I could connect with each other again. Maybe I could forget about what his father had done to me, and what I’d wanted his father to do to me.

I hated leaving behind my dreams of a week of sun and sand and sex, but it was time. And, as I packed my bags, I couldn’t bear to regret the week I’d had. Sure, Darren’s surprise hadn’t been a relaxing one, but I’d loved every FreeUse session… and God help me, it had been fun meeting his father.

~

“I think we should see other people.”

Darren had been quiet for the whole flight. Now I knew why.

“I’m sorry,” he continued. “I really like you. I wanted to make this work. I just… can’t. With the FreeUse stuff.”

I sat with those words for a few moments, digesting them. I had known this day would come. I’d thought I would be devastated – or at least pretty upset.

Instead, I felt… relieved.

“I understand,” I told him finally. “I like you, too. But I think you’re right.”

Darren gave me a hug, relieved.

“So…” He looked around. “Do you want to talk about it?”

I glanced towards the front of the plane. His parents’ seats were a few rows ahead of us. His mom was drinking wine and trying to chat to Mr. Carlisle about her magazine.

“Actually,” I said, trying to keep my voice light and innocent, “would you mind switching with your dad for the rest of the flight? I think I need some time.”

He winced. “Of course. Let me go tell him.”

Darren hurried up the aisle. I felt bad about lying to him, but the idea of spending the rest of the flight awkwardly chatting with him about his hangups sounded awful.

The idea of sitting next to Mr. Carlisle, on the other hand…

As Mr. Carlisle approached me, he was giving me a speculative look. I met his gaze with as much of a challenge as I could muster against the thrill in my loins.

“Tough breakup?” he asked as he sat. His tone suggested he knew it wasn’t.

“I’ll survive.”

“Hm.”

We sat in companionable silence for a few moments.

“Actually,” I murmured, “there is something that would help get my mind off things.”

Mr. Carlisle raised an eyebrow. “Oh? And what is that?”

I couldn’t keep a straight face any longer. I could feel a smirk coming on. “Mr. Carlisle… I’ve always really, really wanted to join the mile high club.”

He interlaced his fingers with mine. “I think we can make that happen.”

Less than ten minutes later, we were sandwiched in the small lavatory cubicle, my panties around my ankles, his hand at my breast.

As Mr. Carlisle forced me against the sink, his cock buried in me once more, I bit back a scream. It felt so good, so good to be filled again, to enjoy myself without feeling the guilt. I would miss Darren, but I would have missed this more.

And as my ex-boyfriend’s father filled my cunt with his seed once more, the plane flew through the clouds, taking us home.

~

More coming soon! Follow me on Amazon to be notified when it’s released!

Or you can JOIN MY NEWSLETTER for my exclusive FREE STORY All-In: The FreeUse Wife, get notified about Special Deals, and learn All My Darkest Secrets.

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

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

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

Let the games begin!

Other Books By Molly Warden

Posed and Exposed (FreeUse Sorority Book 6)- As a volunteer model for this semester's art class, every inch of my body will be on display for my classmates. But since I'm a member of the FreeUse sorority, these artists are going to do a whole lot more than look.

Things kick off with a filthy start when the whole class gathers around to "paint" my body, before drawing me covered in their mess. Throughout the semester, I help them with their projects - all delightfully dirty. They photograph me as I'm filled, watch me play with toys they've sculpted, and even record me taking four men at once. At the end of it all, their work is displayed for the whole university, revealing to everyone just how naughty I can be.

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.

FreeUse Beach Getaway - After a rough week, Kara deserves a special treat. Luckily, her fiancé Michael knows exactly what she needs - a little weekend getaway. Nothing but sunshine, salty ocean air, and a steamy hot tub. Until a little mixup results in a surprise visit from three of Michael's buddies from the fire station.

But that just means there are four men, ready and willing to satisfy Kara's every need. And she has so many of them, everyone is going to have to work together, all at once, to fill her vacation with so much relaxation it's almost more than she can take. And watch out, because that much fun is bound to get messy.

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

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

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

Did she really used to be that kind of girl?

...and could she be again?

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

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

About the Author

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