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Learning the Benefits of Being Free Use Thanks to Her Best Friend
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It shouldn’t come as a surprise that being part of a football team you get into a boatload of trouble. Add onto that we are one of the top performing female teams in the country who are just desperate to blow off steam. And on top of that, add the fact that we are college students.

What do you get?

A bunch of girls who are desperate to blow off steam and have fun. That’s where this whole thing started. A little too much alcohol, and funding for our new uniforms. Why not auction ourselves off?

We still don’t know who said it first, but from there it grew. And suddenly, it wasn’t just a date or a hand job on offer. No, it was everything. Free use. Whoever buys us can use us how we please. No matter what. No matter when or what we are doing. We are nothing but cum dumps for them.

And fuck, did the boys go crazy for it.

Here’s a secret, though. I was never that completely down with it. To be honest, I didn’t even know what the girls were talking about. Free use. Of course, slowly it came together with their excited gossip sessions. A.... you know. Maid of sorts. But instead of cleaning, our primary role was to... please the men. More than that. Whatever they say we had to do it.

Let’s get one thing straight. Good girls like me do not do that. It’s wrong and shameful. Something that is only meant to happen in a martial bed.

It’s embarrassing to admit how weak I am to the primal, sinful needs of that creature inside of me. But it’s what they say. Curiosity killed the cat. And my best friend Maggie knows me too well. I swear she took one look at me and knew the devil inside of me. Maggie... she’s a devil too. 

One internet search, that’s all it taken for me to admit I was curious about it. One internet search to have that awful feeling of butterflies in my lower stomach fluttering like crazy. One internet search to agree to the auction. 

And I all I can do is say grateful I am for Maggie for being there for me. It’s all her idea that I wouldn’t be alone for this. A two for one deal. And I’m even more grateful for the guy who bought us. He seems nice. Quiet and nerdy. I’ve seen him around campus driving that big expensive car of his.

This will be okay.

I’m sure this will be okay. Sometimes the devil on our shoulder wins.

——
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MAGGIE HOLDS GRASPS my hand. “Stop playing with it.”

I want to say something, but all I can do is nod. This is nothing like how I dress. I much prefer loose clothes, not tight dresses. And lingerie? It’s... wrong. What makes it worse is that I don’t have a body like Maggie. Sure, I have breasts and a tight frame. But Maggie is just so perky. My eyes are on her again, gliding up the tight black dress. We got ready together and I couldn’t look away from her then either. Sure, a part of me wants to believe that I was just comparing how our bodies look so different in the same lingerie... she made me feel funny, though.

“Good.” She squeezes her hand, and before I can comprehend, she’s knocking on the heavy white door. 

“Mags.” I squeak, looking for anyway to escape.

“You’re going to have fun. Trust me.” She beams. “I’m here for you.”

Maggie looks like she’s about to add something else, but the door opens. The guy stands sheepishly at the door. He’s better than I remember if you know I thought about him in the wrong ways. His dark jeans and loose button-up shirt are different from what I usually see him in. The blue eyes find mine, and a wave of heat rushes over me. I stare at Maggie’s high heels, causing my feet pain.

Blood pounds in my ear robbing me of their conversation. Maggie is laughing, which eases me. Dutifully, I follow the pair through the hallway to a cozy, modern lounge room. Soft music plays through speakers throughout the room. The low thuds, marching in time with my normal heart beat. My heart is racing at the moment, definitely not following the tune.

“She’s shy,” Maggie says, snapping me back to reality.

It takes everything I have to drag my eyes up to the mysterious man again. There’s something magnetic about him. Sure, you could easily mistake him for a nerd, but underneath him there’s a cool calm and a glint in his eye. It hits slowly. He’s looking at me with... lust. It’s so bad. Doesn’t he know what that means? And yet, he’s making every part of me tingle.

Maggie’s hand slides around the small of my back, encouraging me to speak. “Hi.” I murmur.

The man smiles and holds a hand out to me. I take it without a second thought. He pulls me into him. The shock of our bodies colliding together makes me gasp. He’s everything. Warm hands glide around my body, and suddenly we are moving in time with the music together. He moves my hands to his shoulders, and slowly we fall into each other and the world slows down around us.

I’m kicking myself. I shouldn’t be burying my head into his shirt, or be taking long sniffs of the spicy cologne. Soft hands skate up and down my back. Each time dropping further and further down to my ass. Finally, he has my ass completely. Finally? Yes, finally. This all feels amazing. Even the hard thing growing against my stomach that I shouldn’t be curious about feels good. 

The man kisses my neck. “Don’t worry, princess,” his rough voice vibrate my skin. “We’ve got all weekend.” 

I nod. But I’m not sure if I mean it.

The man pulls away, hands cupping my face. His eyes pierce into mine. Without breaking the gaze, he moves me to the coffee table and sits me down. Slowly, he draws down to me, his lips falling onto mine sweeping me away under his control. My first real kiss, and it’s exactly the way I’ve dreamed it. Soft and tender. His tongue slipping across the seam of my lips and with a little moan opening me up he takes advantage and deepens us.

I groan, slipping my hands up to his hair, not once thinking how bad this is. How can something so wonderful be bad?

The man chuckles, pulling away. I immediately find Maggie sitting on the couch. Her smile telling me how proud she is of me. He follows my gaze to her, the heat of his hands leaving me.

“Let’s show this little princess to be the slut she is.” He says to Maggie. The words bounce in my head.

I’m motionless watching him going to her. Maggie meets him standing up and they lock together in a blazing heat. Their kiss burns the room down, and I have to admit I’m jealous. They look beautiful. It’s clear he’s in control even as Maggie is clawing his back. He moves her so I have a perfect side on view.

“Take your dress off.” He says with a grunt.

Maggie steps back and steals a quick glance at me. “Yes, sir.” She says. And in one smooth movement, Maggie’s dress is floating to the floor. The guy is on her before I can take her in. His lips fall to her bra, and soft sucks dance in the air. I can’t quite explain it, but I lick my lips. The faint fantasy of my best friend’s flesh in my mouth makes me swallow.

“Get my cock hard. Go on fucking rub it slut like you know you want to.” 

I blush at the words. He’s so crude. And I know I should look away, but I can’t.

Maggie rubs her hand over his pants with a sigh. She smiles at me and takes his belt buckle off. Her hand disappears down his waistband. Now, he’s looking at me as he touches up my friends. It’s like I am a part of this and not at the same time.

“You’re already hard, sir. Would you like me to keep going?” Maggie says.

“What do you think? Did I tell you to stop?” He snaps.

I gasp, and even Maggie jerks back a little. “No.” She says. “No, sir.” 

Who is this guy? And why do I want him to talk to me like that? 

Maggie rubs his cock. The lump in his pants is huge. It’s scares me. I know Maggie’s hand is in there too, but my stomach clenches at the thought of something slipping between my legs. 

“Knees.”

Maggie drops to the floor. My lace panties suddenly get tighter around me. The dress too. Dear god, I am suffocating. And there it is. The huge cock bouncing with freedom as he shoves his pants down to the ground. I can’t look away it’s so thick, standing up for Maggie.

“You can close your mouth, you ain’t getting it yet, princess.” He says. It takes me a moment to understand he’s talking to me and not Maggie.
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