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