
        
            
                
            
        

    
At the Free Use Sperm Bank, the donors are king. 

As a nurse, I would be expected to not only fulfill my normal clinical duties but also make myself available whenever they wanted to donate. 

There is a safe word, but use of it too often may result in your termination.

I should do my very best not to waste any donations and have a cup at the ready, no matter how I was positioned during the donor’s climax.




These were the rules I kept repeating to myself as I took my elevator to the clinic for my first day on the job.

Known for attracting the best quality sperm from the most talented and genetically ideal individuals on earth, it was the best kept secret in the world of fertility. Sure, other sperm banks may offer their donors more financial incentives. But at the end of the day, they were still just cumming into a cup while watching porn on their phone.

The Free Use Sperm Bank offered them something so much more: unlimited sex with young, hot, willing participants who won’t say no, no matter what their demands were.

As the elevator doors slid open with a soft ding, I stepped out into the sleek, modern hallway of the Free Use Sperm Bank. My heart raced as I smoothed down my crisp blue scrubs. This was really happening - my first day as a nurse in this infamous institution.

I approached the reception desk, trying to project an air of confidence despite the butterflies in my stomach. The attractive woman behind the counter looked up and smiled knowingly. "Welcome, Tiffany. I'm Lisa, the head nurse. We're so excited to have you join our team. Have you been briefed on our procedures yet?"

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry as I met Lisa's piercing gaze. "Yes, I've been informed about the... unique nature of our services here," I managed to say, my voice steadier than I felt. "But I must admit, now that I'm actually standing here, it's all feeling quite surreal."

Lisa's smile widened, a glint of mischief in her eyes. "Oh honey, surreal doesn't even begin to cover it. But don't worry, you'll get used to it soon enough." She stood up and came around the desk, her own uniform hugging her curves. "Come on, let me give you the grand tour. And try to relax - we take care of our girls here."

As she led me down the hallway, I couldn't help but notice the thick, soundproof doors lining both sides.

Lisa led me down the hallway, her heels clicking rhythmically against the polished floor. She paused outside one of the thick doors, placing a hand on the cool metal. "This is where the magic happens, sweetheart," she said with a wink. "Each room is fully equipped with everything our donors could possibly need... or want."

She continued walking, gesturing to various areas of the sprawling clinic. "Over there is the lounge where the guys can relax between... sessions. The kitchen stocks their favorite snacks and drinks. And of course, the freezer where our donations are held."

Lisa stopped and turned to face me, her expression growing slightly more serious. "I know it's a lot to take in, but I need you to understand the importance of your role here, Tiffany. Keeping these men happy while they make their donations is our top priority."

I nodded slowly, absorbing Lisa's words. The weight of my new responsibilities settled heavily on my shoulders. "I understand," I said softly. "Their comfort and satisfaction come first. I'm here to serve in whatever way is needed."

Lisa's expression softened and she placed a comforting hand on my arm. "That's right, darling. You're going to do great. Just remember, every donor is different. Our job is to read their needs and adapt accordingly."

She glanced at her watch and then back at me, a hint of excitement in her eyes. "Speaking of which, one of our top donors just arrived. He's always eager to start his session right away. What do you say we get you set up in a room before I check him in?"

Lisa guided me to a door near the end of the hall, her hand resting lightly on the small of my back. "This will be your private consultation room," she explained as she ushered me inside. The space was elegantly appointed, with plush seating, a large examination table complete with restraints, several sets of spare scrubs, and an array of donation cups neatly arranged.

"Go ahead and get yourself situated," Lisa instructed with a nod towards the table. "Get ready, he's not big on talking."

She handed me a small, discreet badge with my name and title. "Wear this. It lets everyone know that you're part of the staff. Any questions before I send him in?"

I shook my head, taking a deep breath to center myself. Lisa walked out.

I pinned the badge to my uniform, my fingers trembling slightly as I fiddled with the clasp. Taking another deep breath, I moved to stand beside the examination table, smoothing my hands over the crisp white paper covering it. The room felt charged with anticipation, the air heavy with unspoken expectations.

Just as I finished composing myself, there was a sharp rap at the door. Before I could respond, it swung open, revealing a tall, muscular man filling the doorway. His chiseled features were impassive, but there was a predatory gleam in his eyes as they raked over my form appreciatively.

He stepped inside without waiting for an invitation, the door closing behind him with a soft click that sounded deafening in the charged silence. The lock engaged with an ominous thunk.

The man loomed over me, his presence overwhelming in the intimate space. Up close, I could see the defined muscles rippling beneath his tight t-shirt, the bulge already evident in his low-slung jeans. He didn't speak, simply reaching out to trail a finger along my jawline, tilting my chin up to meet his intense gaze.

His touch sent shivers down my spine, a confusing mix of fear and exhilaration. I knew I had a duty to perform, to submit to his desires no matter how overwhelming they might be. Swallowing hard, I took a step back, putting some distance between us as I tried to gather my courage.

"I... I'm Tiffany, the new nurse," I managed to stammer out, my voice barely above a whisper. "How can I assist you today, sir?"

The man's lips curled into a smirk at my nervous introduction, clearly amused by my obvious inexperience. He took a step closer, invading my personal space once again. The heat radiating off his body was palpable in the cool room.

"No need for formalities. I think we both know why I'm here," he rumbled, his deep voice sending vibrations through my core.

His large hands came to rest on my hips, gripping firmly as he pulled me flush against his muscular chest. I could feel every hard plane and angle of his body pressed against mine, the evidence of his arousal digging into my stomach.

Panic fluttered in my chest as I found myself trapped between the firm wall of his body and the edge of the examination table. His grip tightened, fingers digging into the soft flesh of my hips possessively. I could feel the rapid thud of his heartbeat against my breasts, matching the frantic pace of my own.

"This is... not what I was picturing," I protested weakly, even as my treacherous body responded to his touch, nipples pebbling beneath the thin fabric of my uniform. "Maybe we should slow down and discuss-"

My words died in my throat as he silenced me with a searing kiss, his tongue delving past my parted lips to claim my mouth aggressively. He tasted of mint and raw masculinity, overwhelming my senses until I was dizzy with sensation.

I melted into the kiss despite myself, a needy whimper escaping me as his tongue dominated mine. My hands came up to clutch at his broad shoulders, torn between pushing him away and pulling him closer. The rational part of my brain screamed that this was too much, too fast, but my body betrayed me, arching instinctively into his solid heat.

When he finally broke the kiss, we were both breathing heavily. His dark eyes glittered with triumph and barely restrained hunger as he drank in the sight of my flushed cheeks and kiss-swollen lips.

"That's better," he growled approvingly. "No more talking. I'm going to fuck you now, nice and hard, just like you're here for. Understand?"

Without waiting for a response, he spun me around and bent me over the examination table.

I yelped in surprise as I was abruptly bent over the cold surface of the table, my palms splayed flat against the crinkly paper. The man wasted no time, roughly yanking my scrubs and panties down to mid-thigh with one swift motion. Cool air hit my exposed skin, making me gasp.

"Wait!" I cried out, trying to look back over my shoulder at him.

The man ignored my plea, his large hands gripping my ass cheeks hard enough to bruise as he spread them wide. I felt the blunt head of his cock nudging insistently at my entrance, already slick with arousal despite my reservations.

"What?" he snarled, punctuating his words with a sharp smack to my rear. "This is what you're here for, isn't it? To take my donation?"

Without further warning, he thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt inside my tight heat in one brutal stroke. A guttural moan tore from his throat at the exquisite sensation of my walls clenching around him.

"Fuck, so tight," he grunted, giving me no time to adjust before setting a punishing pace, the obscene slap of skin on skin echoing in the room.

Pain and pleasure warred within me as he pounded into my most intimate place, each powerful thrust jolting my entire body. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes from the sheer intensity, overwhelmed by the force of his possession.

"Please..." I whimpered, unsure if I was begging him to stop or continue. My fingers scraped desperately at the table, seeking purchase as he used me relentlessly for his pleasure.

The wet squelch of my dripping arousal filled the air, my body betraying me by responding eagerly to his dominant claiming. Jolts of unwanted ecstasy sparked through my nerves with each drag of his thick cock against my sensitive walls.

The man seemed to take my pleading as encouragement, doubling his efforts and slamming into me with animalistic ferocity. One hand tangled in my hair, yanking my head back at a painful angle as he leaned over me, his hot breath gusting across the shell of my ear.

"You love this, don't you? Being used like a cheap fuck toy," he taunted cruelly, punctuating his words with particularly vicious thrusts. "Your tight little cunt is squeezing me so greedily. You were made for this - to drain all of the cum out of me."

His other hand snaked around to rub merciless circles over my aching clit, determined to wring reluctant pleasure from my quivering body even as he abused it. The dual sensations pushed me rapidly towards a shameful peak, tears streaming freely down my face now.

My mind reeled, torn between revulsion and perverse arousal at being used so roughly. The coil of unwanted pleasure wound tighter and tighter in my core, my treacherous body hurtling towards climax under his skilled ministrations.

"No, please... I can't..." I whispered, even as my hips started to move of their own accord, rocking back to meet his thrusts. The obscene wet sounds of our coupling filled the room, mingling with my choked whimpers and his grunts of exertion.

Suddenly, he pinched my clit hard, sending me careening over the edge into a shuddering, screaming orgasm. Wave after wave of intense sensation crashed over me as he continued to pound into my spasming channel, prolonging my forced pleasure.

As my orgasm crested, the man redoubled his efforts, chasing his own release with single-minded focus. His thrusts became erratic, losing rhythm as he neared the point of no return. With a final, brutal snap of his hips, he pulled out, grabbing a nearby donation cup.

I collapsed bonelessly onto the table, my legs shaking and barely able to support my weight. The aftershocks of my intense, forced climax still rippled through me, leaving me feeling used and hollowed out. Through bleary eyes, I watched as the man fisted his throbbing erection, stroking rapidly as he aimed the tip at the sterile collection cup.

With a guttural groan, he began to ejaculate, thick ropes of pearly semen arcing through the air to splatter obscenely into the plastic container.

As the last spurts dribbled out, he stepped back. The man set the filled specimen cup aside with a smug grin, clearly pleased with his performance. He tucked himself back into his pants and zipped up, not bothering with any pretense of gentleness or aftercare.

"There, that wasn't so bad, was it?" he chuckled darkly, giving my still-exposed rear a condescending pat. "You did your job well. I'm sure this will make an excellent batch of baby batter for some lucky couple."

He moved to the door, pausing to look back at my disheveled form sprawled over the table. After a moment he strode out, leaving me alone with my racing thoughts and the lingering ache between my thighs.

"Would every donor be this rough?" I thought. I knew this wouldn't be easy - that's why the pay dwarfed every other nurse job I'd applied for and the turnover was so high. But I didn't think it would be this hard.

I discarded my used scrubs and put on a new pair before taking the man's sample to the freezer. I documented his info on the cup and left it in a preordained spot to be organized later.

As I finished processing the sample and updating the records, I couldn't shake the lingering unease and discomfort from the encounter as I returned to my room. My body ached in places it never had before, a stark reminder of how thoroughly I'd been used. Yet I'd also had one of the most mind blowing orgasms of my life.

Lost in worried contemplation, I nearly jumped out of my skin when a deep voice suddenly spoke behind me.

"Well hello there. I heard there was a new girl starting today."

I turned to see another tall, muscular man leaning against the doorframe, his eyes roaming appreciatively over my figure. He smirked, clearly expecting me to drop everything and attend to him. "I'm Pierce," he said as he stuck out his hand for me to shake.

I hesitated for a moment before reluctantly taking Pierce's offered hand, noting how his calloused palm engulfed mine. Up close, I could smell the faint musk of his cologne mixed with something uniquely male. It sent an involuntary shiver down my spine, memories of my earlier ordeal still fresh.

"It's nice to meet you, Pierce," I replied, trying to keep my tone professional despite the wariness in my eyes. "I'm Tiffany, the new nurse here. Are you here to make a donation?"

Even as I asked, I found myself unconsciously straightening my posture, hyper-aware of his intense gaze raking over my curves. The thin fabric of my fresh scrubs felt flimsy, inadequate somehow in the face of his blatant appraisal.

Pierce's smirk widened into a wolfish grin at my question, his dark eyes glinting with mischief and barely restrained hunger. He took a step closer, invading my personal space as he loomed over me.

"You could say that," he purred, his deep voice rumbling through my chest.

He reached out to brush a stray lock of hair behind my ear, his fingertips grazing the sensitive skin of my neck and making me tremble slightly. "But there's no reason you can't enjoy yourself as well."

Pierce's other hand came to rest on the small of my back, applying gentle pressure to guide me backwards until my butt hit the edge of the exam table. He swiftly pulled down my fresh scrub pants before lifting me onto the table.

He leaned in between my thighs, taking a deep sniff.

I gasped as my bare bottom hit the cold surface of the exam table, a jolt of shock and unwelcome excitement shooting through me. Pierce's large hands gripped my thighs, spreading them wider as he settled between them. The heat of his breath ghosted over my most intimate area, making me clench instinctively.

"What are you doing?" I asked breathlessly, even as my body betrayed me by growing damp with anticipation. “You’re not supposed to service me like that!” I knew I should push him away, maintain some semblance of professionalism, but I found myself frozen in place, pulse pounding in my ears.

Pierce chuckled darkly, the sound vibrating against my sensitive flesh. "Shh, just relax, Tiffany."

Slowly he peeled my panties aside until I was bare before him. His tongue flicked out, tracing along my slit teasingly slow. He savored my unique flavor, groaning in appreciation. "Mmm, delicious. I see you've already been busy today."

His strong hands kneaded the soft globes of my ass, pulling me closer to his eager mouth. He sealed his lips around my clit and sucked hard, flicking the sensitive nub with the tip of his tongue. At the same time, he pushed two thick fingers knuckle-deep into my dripping core, pumping them in and out at a relentless pace.

A strangled moan escaped my lips as Pierce worked me over with lips and fingers, the dual stimulation quickly pushing me towards the brink. My head fell back, fingers scrabbling for purchase on the slippery exam table as he drove me wild with skillful touches.

"Oh god, oh fuck..." I panted, hips rolling shamelessly against his face now. The obscene wet sounds of his fingers plunging into my soaked folds filled the room, punctuated by my wanton cries.

Just like earlier, I felt the telltale tightening low in my belly, muscles clenching around his pistoning digits as he brought me hurtling towards a second intense peak. Part of me wanted to resist, to cling to the tattered shreds of my dignity, but it was no use.

My climax crashed over me like a tidal wave, back arching off the table as ecstasy consumed me. Pierce held me steady with a firm grip on my hips, continuing to lap at my spasming sex, drawing out every last tremor of pleasure. When the final aftershock subsided, he slowly withdrew his fingers, bringing them to his mouth to lick them clean with a wicked grin.

"Fuck that was hot," he mumbled huskily, drinking in the sight of me coming undone. "You're even more responsive than I imagined. This is going to be fun."

Standing, he quickly shed his clothes, revealing a physique honed by hours at the gym - all rippling muscle and smooth skin. His cock sprang free, long and thick and already fully erect, the swollen head weeping with need.

Panting heavily, I stared up at Pierce's magnificent naked form, my eyes zeroing in on his impressive erection jutting proudly from a nest of blonde curls. Even in my post-orgasmic haze, I could feel fresh arousal stirring low in my belly at the sight.

Pierce just smiled knowingly, climbing onto the table to settle between my splayed thighs. The thick head of his cock nudged insistently at my entrance, parting my slick folds.

With a swift, powerful thrust of his hips, Pierce buried himself to the hilt inside my tight, wet heat. A guttural groan tore from his throat at the exquisite sensation of my walls fluttering and clenching around his throbbing shaft.

"Fuuuuck, your pussy feels so good,” he growled, giving me a moment to adjust before setting a hard, fast pace. The obscene slap of skin on skin echoed through the room as he pounded into me relentlessly, chasing his own pleasure.

One large hand snaked up to wrap around my throat, not squeezing, just resting there possessively as he loomed over me. The other found my breast, roughly palming the soft mound before pinching and tugging at my nipple.

I cried out sharply as Pierce filled me completely, stretching me deliciously around his thick girth. The rough pace he set had me seeing stars, each powerful thrust driving the air from my lungs. My nails raked down his flexing back, leaving red welts in their wake as I clung to him desperately.

The hand around my throat made me dizzy with submission, even as it thrilled me. I arched into his touch on my breast, whimpering brokenly as he played my body like an instrument. Pleasure coiled tighter and tighter in my core, stoked higher by his relentless pounding.

"Yes, yes, don't stop!" I babbled incoherently, too far gone to care about propriety anymore. Too lost in the moment to give a shit about collecting his sperm. All that mattered was the electric slide of his cock inside me, the delicious ache of his fingers and teeth on my sensitive flesh.

Pierce grunted with effort, sweat beading on his brow as he rutted into me like a man possessed. The hand on my throat tightened slightly, cutting off my desperate pleas as he claimed my mouth in a brutal kiss, swallowing my moans.

"I'm gonna fill this sweet cunt so full of cum," he panted against my lips, hips snapping faster, harder.

The filthy words combined with the relentless stimulation had me teetering on the knife's edge of another earth-shattering orgasm.

"B-but sir!" I moaned breathlessly. "You're supposed to cum in a cup!"

Pierce just laughed harshly, the sound muffled against my lips as he continued his punishing pace. "Fuck the cup. I'm going to paint your insides white with my seed."

He shifted the angle of his hips, grinding against my G-spot with every thrust. The new stimulation sent sparks flying behind my eyelids, my inner walls starting to flutter wildly around his pistoning cock.

Pierce felt my walls start to quiver and clench around him rhythmically, signaling my impending release. With a feral snarl, he redoubled his efforts, slamming into me with enough force to rock the entire exam table.

"That's it, cum on my cock like a good little slut," he commanded, his voice strained with the effort of holding back his own climax.

He sealed his mouth over mine again, swallowing my scream as my orgasm finally crashed over me. My pussy spasmed almost violently, milking his throbbing shaft for all it was worth.

With a hoarse shout, Pierce buried himself as deep as physically possible and let go, his cock pulsing as he pumped what felt like gallons of hot, thick cum directly into my unprotected womb. He ground against me, ensuring every last drop took root inside me.

I convulsed beneath Pierce, my body wracked with the most intense pleasure I'd ever experienced. It seemed to go on forever, waves of ecstasy crashing over me again and again as he filled me with his potent seed. By the time he finally pulled out, I was utterly spent, sprawled across the exam table like a rag doll.

As consciousness slowly returned, I became acutely aware of the sheer volume of cum leaking out of my well-used hole, trickling down the crack of my ass. My stomach felt slightly distended from the massive load he'd pumped into me.

"Will-will I get in trouble?" I asked him, half wondering if I could fill a cup with the liquid continuing to drip out of my pussy.

Pierce smirked down at my debauched form, looking immensely pleased with himself.

"Trouble? Oh no, sweetheart. If anything, it will be me who is in trouble," he said with a dark chuckle. "They warn us donors not to cum inside, to not waste our seed, but I just got caught up in the moment and couldn't resist."

I flushed deeply, realizing the gravity of what we'd done. Getting knocked up would be career suicide for me. But even so, the idea sent a secret thrill through me.

"But...what if you got me pregnant?" I asked softly, almost shyly.

Pierce's eyes darkened with lust at my question, a slow, wicked smile spreading across his handsome face. He leaned in close, his breath hot against my ear as he whispered,

"I guess we'd just have to cross that bridge when we got to it, huh?"

Pierce pulled back slightly to look into my eyes, his gaze smoldering with barely restrained desire and something deeper, more primal. He started to get dressed.

As Pierce began to put his clothes back on, I couldn't help but admire his fit physique one last time. The way his muscles flexed and rippled with each movement was mesmerizing.

I sat up slowly, wincing a bit as I felt his release start to leak out of me more prominently now that I was upright. Glancing around, I spotted some tissues on the nearby counter and reached for them, trying to clean myself up as best I could under the circumstances.

"So..." I began hesitantly, not quite sure how to proceed. "How often do you come donate?" I found myself hoping it was often. There was just something about Pierce that drew me in.

Pierce finished buttoning up his shirt and turned back to face me, a playful smirk dancing on his lips. "I try to come in once a week, actually. My sperm is in high demand."

He stepped closer, trailing a finger along my jawline. "But now that I've had a taste of you, I might just have to make it more often. That is, if you're game." His tone was light but there was an underlying intensity in his eyes, a promise of many more heated encounters to come.

My heart raced at his touch and suggestive words. The idea of having Pierce as a regular donor, of being able to experience this mind-blowing passion on a weekly basis, was incredibly tempting. I knew it was risky, that we were playing with fire, but I couldn't bring myself to care.

"I think I can arrange that," I purred, leaning into his caress. "For science, of course. We need to ensure the highest quality specimens." I walked my fingers up his chest playfully.

Pierce grinned wolfishly at my suggestion, his eyes glinting with mischief and barely restrained hunger. "Until next time," he nodded, before he strode out, leaving me alone once more.

After cleaning up and explaining the lack of Pierce's donation to Lisa, I found myself back in the room, waiting for several hours for a new client to arrive. With only a half hour left on my shift, I heard a knock at the door.

Curious who could be arriving so late in my shift, I called out, "Come in!"

The door opened and I looked up at the tall, muscular man filling my doorway, taking in his striking features - the strong jaw, the piercing green eyes, the fiery red hair. He was even more imposing than Pierce.

"Good afternoon, sir." I greeted him professionally despite my racing heart. "I'm Tiffany, one of the new nurses here. How may I assist you today?"

I stood up from my chair, smoothing my scrubs as I moved to shake his hand. Up close, I could feel the heat radiating off his body, see the flecks of gold in his emerald irises as they roamed appreciatively over my figure. A shiver ran through me at his blatant appraisal.

The man took my hand in his much larger one, engulfing it completely. His skin was warm and calloused, speaking of manual labor. When he smiled, it was slow and sensual, with a hint of danger.

"Aiden," he rumbled, his deep voice sending vibrations through me. "I'm here to...donate."

His eyes never left mine as he spoke, the intensity of his gaze making me feel stripped bare. He released my hand reluctantly, letting his thumb brush across my knuckles in a deliberate caress.

"So, Nurse Tiffany," he purred, my name rolling off his tongue like a sinful prayer. "What happens now?"

I swallowed hard, trying to maintain my professional composure even as liquid heat pooled low in my belly at his proximity and the dark promise in his tone.

"Is this your first time donating?" I asked.

Aiden nodded his head, a smirk playing at the corners of his mouth. "Yes, I was just approved the other day."

He took a step closer, invading my personal space in a way that made my pulse quicken. The scent of his cologne mixed with something uniquely masculine filled my nostrils, dizzying in its potency.

I felt my cheeks flush as Aiden moved next to me, his presence overwhelming in the best possible way. I had to tilt my head back to meet his intense gaze, feeling small and feminine next to his towering, muscular frame.

"Well then, let me walk you through the process," I said, my voice coming out a bit breathier than intended. I gestured for him to follow me further into the room.

As I led him to the exam table, I couldn't help but sneak glances at his broad shoulders and narrow waist, admiring the way his jeans hugged his firm backside. Get it together, Tiffany, I mentally chided myself.

Turning to face him, I launched into the standard orientation speech, letting him know that he was free to produce a sample by himself in privacy, but I was also there to assist him in any way he wanted.

I watched as Aiden listened intently to my explanation, his eyes never leaving my face. When I mentioned the option of assistance, a slow, wicked grin spread across his handsome features.

"I think I'd prefer the hands-on approach," he growled, reaching out to trail a finger down my arm, raising goosebumps in its wake. "If you don't mind, of course."

My mouth went dry at his touch and the blatant invitation in his tone, and the heat building between my thighs urged me to throw caution to the wind.

"I...of course, I'd be happy to assist you," I heard myself say, my voice husky with growing arousal. Aiden started to unzip. "Get on your knees," he commanded.

I sank to my knees before Aiden, my heart pounding wildly in my chest.

As Aiden freed his impressive length, I couldn't help but stare in awe. He was even bigger than Pierce, thick and hard and already leaking at the tip. The musky scent of his arousal filled my senses, making my head spin with desire.

"Open wide, baby," Aiden groaned, fisting a hand in my hair and guiding me towards his throbbing cock. "If you want my sperm you're going to have to earn it."

I parted my lips obediently, sticking out my tongue to lap at the bead of precum glistening on his slit.

I wrapped my lips around the swollen head of Aiden's cock, moaning softly at the taste of his essence on my tongue. Slowly, I began to take him deeper, inch by thick inch disappearing into the wet heat of my mouth.

My hand came up to wrap around the base of his shaft, stroking what I couldn't fit while I bobbed my head, setting a steady rhythm. I gazed up at Aiden through my lashes, watching the pleasure contort his handsome features.

"That's it, just like that," he panted, his grip tightening in my hair as he started to thrust shallowly into my mouth. "Fuck, your mouth feels incredible..."

I hollowed my cheeks, sucking harder as I picked up the pace, determined to milk his heavy balls dry and collect a large specimen.

Aiden threw his head back with a guttural moan, lost in the exquisite sensation of my hot, wet mouth enveloping his aching cock. His hips snapped forward, driving himself deeper down my throat.

"Shit, I'm getting close already," he grunted, his abs tensing as he neared his peak. "Don't stop, just like that!"

I could feel him pulsing against my tongue, his heavy sack drawing up tight. I doubled my efforts, sucking harder and faster, desperate to taste his release.

As I felt his rhythm start to falter I quickly pulled my mouth off of his cock and grabbed a nearby donation cup.

Aiden let out a strangled groan as I released him, his cock twitching and jumping in the cool air. Before he could protest, I had the sterile collection cup ready, aiming it at his throbbing tip just as the first spurt of pearly white cum erupted from him.

"Yes, fuck, take it all!" Aiden snarled, fisting both hands in my hair now as he painted the inside of the cup with thick ropes of his potent seed. His powerful body shuddered and jerked with each wave of his intense orgasm.

I held the cup steady, transfixed by the sight of his cock pulsing and spurting, filling the container with what seemed like an endless stream of semen. The sheer volume and virility of his release sent a thrill through me, knowing I was responsible for procuring such a high-quality specimen.

After several long moments, Aiden's climax finally subsided, his softening cock giving a last feeble dribble into the nearly overflowing cup. I carefully set it aside, wiping my chin with the back of my hand.

"That was quite a substantial donation," I remarked, admiring the sizeable load he'd produced. "The recipients will certainly appreciate your...generosity."

I stood up slowly, my knees popping from kneeling so long. My panties were soaked through, my clit throbbing with need after servicing him so thoroughly. But I tried to maintain some semblance of professionalism.

"How do you feel? Was everything satisfactory for your first time?" I asked, straightening my rumpled scrub top.

Aiden leaned back against the exam table, chest heaving as he caught his breath. A satisfied smirk played across his lips as he watched me wipe away the evidence of his release.

"Satisfactory doesn't even begin to cover it," he drawled, his voice still rough with post-orgasmic bliss. "That was fucking amazing. You've got quite the talented mouth on you, Nurse Tiffany."

I felt a blush creep up my neck at Aiden's praise, pleased and flattered despite myself.

"Why thank you, I do try to provide excellent service," I replied with a coy smile, my tone light and teasing. As he finished tucking himself away, I thought about the events of the day. How the first donor had been so rough, setting an expectation that this job would be moving from one torture session to the next. But the two men after him had been so much more gentle, and fun.

After cleaning myself up, I shelved Aiden's sperm and clocked out, unsure of what the next day would bring.

As I walked to my car, I found myself wondering if every donor would be as exciting as the past two. Would they all be so eager to please, so confident in their masculinity?

I shook my head, chuckling at my own naivety. It didn't matter who came through those doors tomorrow - I was a professional, and I'd give them all the same level of care and attention.

But as I drove home, I couldn't suppress the tiny spark of hope that maybe, just maybe, the next few days would bring another encounter as electrifying as today's.

The next morning, I didn't have to wait long to find out. Pierce was practically waiting at the door when we opened, our first customer of the day.

I greeted Pierce warmly when he got to my room, trying not to show how excited I was to see him again. "Good morning, Pierce! Are you here to try and make it into the cup today?"

Pierce flashed me a charming smile, his blue eyes twinkling with mischief. "Oh, I'm definitely hoping to make an actual donation today," he said, his deep voice sending a shiver down my spine. "After all, I wouldn't want to lose my privileges here, right?"

I laughed lightly, feeling my cheeks warm at his flirtatious remark. "Of course not, Pierce. We value our regular donors greatly. Now, why don't you get comfortable, and we can proceed?"

Pierce nodded, taking a seat on the exam table and spreading his legs wide. He was already semi-erect, his impressive length straining against the fabric of his boxers. "Lead the way, Nurse Tiffany," he purred, his gaze locked on mine with an unmistakable glint of lust.

I swallowed hard, my pulse quickening at the blatant desire in Pierce's eyes. Trying to keep my composure, I reached for the waistband of his boxers and shimmied them down to his thighs. His rigid cock sprang free, standing tall and proud, the tip already glistening with pre-cum.

I bit my lip, drinking in the sight of him. "Very nice," I breathed, reaching out to gently stroke the velvety skin of his shaft.

Pierce let out a low groan as my fingers wrapped around his cock, his hips involuntarily bucking into my touch. "Fuck, your hands feel amazing," he rasped, his eyes fluttering shut in pleasure.

I continued to stroke him slowly, savoring the weight and warmth of his manhood in my palm. "Thank you for taking care of me yesterday," I murmured, leaning in closer to run my tongue along the underside of his sensitive crown.

Pierce gasped sharply as my tongue made contact with his sensitive flesh, his cock twitching in my grasp. "Christ, yes, right there," he urged, tangling his fingers in my hair as I lavished attention on his throbbing erection.

Emboldened by his reaction, I took him into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the head before sinking down onto his thick shaft. I worked him steadily, relishing the salty-sweet flavor of his arousal coating my tongue. Pierce's hands tightened in my hair, guiding me as he began to thrust shallowly into the wet heat of my mouth.

Pierce's hips moved with increasing urgency, his cock hitting the back of my throat with each thrust. I gagged slightly, but he gentled his pace, seeming to sense my limits.

As Pierce slowed his movements, I relaxed, letting him slide deeper into my mouth once more. I hollowed my cheeks, creating suction as I bobbed my head up and down his length, my nose brushing against the wiry hairs at the base of his cock.

Pierce's breathing grew ragged, his grip on my hair turning almost painful as he struggled to hold back. "I'm getting close again," he warned, his voice strained. "If you don't want me to cum in your mouth, you should stop now."

I took my head off of his cock before pulling my scrubs and panties down. I climbed onto the table and straddled his lap, hovering my tightness over his glistening member.

Pierce's eyes widened as I positioned myself above him, the slick folds of my pussy mere inches from the swollen head of his cock. "Jesus, Tiffany," he whispered hoarsely, his hands gripping my hips. "You're going to kill me with these curves."

Without warning, I sank down onto him, enveloping his thick length in the scorching heat of my core. Pierce's back arched as I impaled myself fully, his fingers digging into my flesh as he fought the urge to thrust. I rode him slowly at first, savoring the incredible sensation of being filled so completely. Then, unable to resist the primal urge, I began to move faster, my hips undulating in a sensual dance as I ground myself against him.

Pierce's control snapped as I rode him with wild abandon, his hands flying to my ass to squeeze and knead the plump globes. He lifted me up, then slammed me back down, driving his cock impossibly deeper into my clenching channel.

"Yes, fuck, just like that!" I cried out, my nails raking down his chest as I chased the mounting pleasure. The room echoed with the lewd sounds of our coupling - the slap of skin, the creak of the exam table, my wanton moans.

Pierce's thrusts became more erratic, his breath coming in harsh pants. "I'm gonna...oh god, I'm gonna cum again," he gritted out, his fingers digging bruisingly into my hips.

I braced myself, knowing I was on the verge of my own explosive climax.

With a guttural roar, Pierce surged upward, burying himself to the hilt as his cock spasmed and throbbed within me. Wave after wave of his hot, sticky seed flooded my womb, triggering my own earth-shattering orgasm.

I screamed in ecstasy, my inner muscles clamping down on his pulsating shaft as I came undone. My body convulsed, writhing in pleasure as I milked every last drop from Pierce's spent cock. We collapsed together, panting and trembling in the aftermath of our intense passion.

As our hearts gradually slowed, Pierce stroked my sweat-dampened hair, gazing at me with a look of profound satisfaction. "Oh fuck," he murmured. "I came inside you again."

I smiled weakly, still reeling from the intensity of our lovemaking. "Don't worry about it, Pierce," I assured him, even though a small part of me wondered about the potential consequences. "You can always try again tomorrow."

I carefully dismounted him, wincing slightly as his softening cock slipped from my tender folds. Pierce handed me a tissue, which I used to clean up the evidence of our passion.

As I tidied up, I couldn't help but steal glances at Pierce, admiring the way his chest rose and fell with each breath. There was something undeniably attractive about the raw, masculine energy he exuded.

"I think that's all for today," I said finally, trying to sound professional despite the lingering effects of our intimate encounter.

Pierce nodded, a lazy grin spreading across his face as he watched me gather my scattered wits. "Yeah, I'll let you get back to it," he drawled, his tone laced with a hint of smug satisfaction.

He stood, stretching languidly as his spent cock swung between his thighs. I felt a pang of disappointment at the sight, realizing that our time together had come to an end for now.

"Well, thanks again for the exceptional service, Nurse Tiffany," Pierce said, his eyes sparkling with amusement as he pulled up his boxers. "I'll be sure to schedule another appointment soon."

With a wink and a final, heated glance, he sauntered out of the room, leaving me alone with the echoes of our passionate encounter. I leaned against the exam table, my mind whirling with the implications of what had transpired.

After cleaning myself up I walked to the reception area to find Lisa and tell her about what had happened with Pierce. I found her kneeling behind the front desk, sucking loudly on a donor's cock. I waited patiently for her to finish and collect the sample.

Lisa emerged from beneath the desk, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand as she gave me a sly smile. "Sorry, I know I've graduated to management, but I still have a few clients I like to take care of every now and then. So how did our favorite donor do this time?"

I hesitated, unsure how much to reveal. But Lisa's knowing gaze and the memory of Pierce's bold advances made me open up. "He...he came inside me again," I admitted, blushing furiously.

Lisa's eyebrows shot up in surprise, but she quickly recovered, a mischievous glint in her eye. "Well, well, looks like someone's got a new admirer," she teased, leaning in conspiratorially. "Maybe he'll get you pregnant and you can retire. He is filthy rich, after all.'"

I rolled my eyes, laughing despite myself. One could dream.

Later that afternoon, waiting in the exam room, I heard a knock at the door. I called out, "Come in," and a tall, Hispanic man entered.

The man's dark eyes scanned the room, landing on me with a warm, appreciative smile. He was dressed impeccably in a tailored suit, his chiseled features accentuated by a neatly trimmed beard.

"Miss Tiffany, so nice to meet you," he said, his deep voice carrying a hint of an accent. "My name is Diego, and I'm here to make a donation."

I stood, extending a hand in greeting. "Welcome, Diego. How would you like to begin?"

Diego reached out and cupped my ass cheek, gripping it tightly. "I would like to fuck you in the ass," he said confidently.

A jolt of surprise coursed through me at his blunt declaration, but I quickly composed myself, remembering my professional duties. "I see," I replied coolly, even as my heart raced. "Anal sex is not something I have experience with, but if you'd like me to find another nurse-"

"No need for that, bella," he purred, his grip tightening over my ass. "I prefer a tight ass."

Before I could respond, he spun me around and pressed me face-first against the exam table, yanking down my scrubs to expose my panties.

Diego's hands roamed my body with a possessive hunger, fingers tracing the curve of my spine before delving beneath the fabric of my underwear to explore the sensitive flesh of my rear.

"Don't worry, I'll be gentle" he breathed against my ear, nipping at the lobe with his teeth. His other hand slid around to palm my breast, thumb flicking over the hardened nipple through the thin material of my top.

I gasped, arching into his touch as he worked to unfasten my bra from behind. Once free, he tossed the garment aside and continued his ministrations, rolling and pinching my nipples until they were stiff peaks.

Diego's fingers dipped lower, teasing the cleft of my buttocks before pushing insistently at my puckered entrance.

I let out a startled cry as Diego's finger probed at my virgin hole, the sensation both foreign and thrilling. Despite my initial hesitation, I found myself relaxing under his skilled touch, my body responding to his confident dominance.

"You're so tight, mi amor," he groaned, adding a second digit to stretch me further. "But don't worry, I'll prepare you nicely."

Diego withdrew his fingers only to replace them with the head of his thick, veiny cock. He rubbed the spongy tip against my sensitive rim, coating it with my slick arousal before pressing gently inward.

A sharp intake of breath escaped me as Diego's substantial girth began to penetrate my untouched passage, the burning stretch sending sparks of pleasure-pain shooting up my spine. I bit my lip, fighting the urge to tense up as he worked to inch his way deeper.

"Relax, baby girl," Diego coaxed, his voice low and soothing. "Just breathe through it. You're doing great."

Slowly, inexorably, he pushed forward, the broad crown of his cock popping past my resistant sphincter to nestle against my inner walls. I whimpered, overwhelmed by the fullness, the sensation of being so thoroughly claimed.

Diego paused, giving me a moment to adjust before beginning to rock his hips, withdrawing almost completely before surging back in, driving himself impossibly deeper with each thrust.

My cries turned to moans as Diego's powerful strokes ignited a fire within me, the intense friction against my inner walls sending waves of ecstasy crashing through my body. I could feel every throbbing vein, every ridge and bump of his massive cock as it plundered my depths.

"Yes, just like that!" I gasped, my hands fisting the paper sheet as I surrendered to the primal rhythm of our coupling. "Fuck me harder!"

Diego obliged, pounding into me with ruthless abandon, the force of his thrusts causing my breasts to bounce enticingly. The room filled with the lewd sounds of skin slapping against skin, punctuated by my wanton moans and Diego's grunts of effort.

Suddenly, he gripped my hips with bruising force, his pace becoming erratic as he chased his climax.

With a final, brutal slam of his hips, Diego buried himself to the hilt, before I wiggled free and grabbed a nearby donation cup. I took hold of his cock and pumped it quickly as he began his release.

Thick ropes of hot cum spurted from Diego's pulsating member, painting my hand and splashing into the cup as I stroked him through his orgasm. He groaned deeply, his body shuddering with the intensity of his climax.

As the last spurts subsided, I released his softening cock, wiping my hand clean on a tissue.

Diego stood spent, his breathing ragged as he struggled to regain composure. After a moment, he straightened, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips as he caught sight of the generous helping of semen in the cup.

"Not bad for an old guy, eh?" he quipped, patting my ass affectionately before pulling up his trousers.

I smiled wryly, feeling a mix of relief and lingering desire. "Not at all."

Diego chuckled, offering me a hand to steady myself as I righted my clothing. "I hope you're still here the next time I come to donate," he said. With a wink and a nod, he exited the room, leaving me to ponder how long the average girl lasted at this place. How long would I last?

Shaking off the unsettling mix of emotions, I tidied up the room and prepared for the next client, trying to focus on the task at hand. Little did I know, my life was about to become far more complicated - and pleasurable - than I ever could have imagined.

Over the next few days, I saw a few more clients, none particularly memorable or impressive. Friday morning, Pierce returned, eager to see me.

As soon as Pierce stepped into the examination room, I felt a flutter of excitement in my chest. There was something undeniably captivating about him - perhaps it was the way his piercing blue eyes seemed to see right through me, or the charming crook of his smile when he thought no one was looking.

"Pierce! Good to see you again," I greeted warmly, trying to sound casual despite the butterflies in my stomach. "How can I help you today?"

He flashed me that dazzling grin, and I found myself melting into its warmth. "Well, Tiff, I've been thinking... maybe we could, uh, skip the whole donation thing and I'll just knock you up instead?"

My breath hitched at the bold suggestion, a thrill racing down my spine. "Oh? And how would I do my job if I was pregnant?"

Pierce shrugged nonchalantly, as if the idea of impregnating his sperm bank nurse was utterly reasonable. "You wouldn't. I'd pay to breed you."

The audacity of his proposal left me speechless for a moment. When I finally found my voice, it came out in a husky whisper. "Pierce, while I appreciate the compliment, I'm not sure that's feasible..."

"But why not?" he interrupted, stepping closer to close the distance between us. His intoxicating scent enveloped me, making it hard to think straight. "We both know you're attracted to me. And I'm not exactly hard to look at either." Pierce's hand reached out to brush a stray lock of hair behind my ear, his fingertips grazing my jawline. "My family is worth billions. You'll never have to work again."

Pierce's words sent a shiver down my spine, his touch igniting a fire within me that I couldn't ignore. The temptation to give in to his offer was overwhelming, especially considering the financial security he promised.

"I've been coming here for years," he said. "And I've never had such trouble with pulling out before. I’ve always made it into the cup with everyone else. You were meant to carry my seed."

Pierce's words struck a chord deep within me, echoing the desires I had been suppressing. The idea of being chosen, of being desired enough to bear his child, was incredibly seductive.

"I suppose that makes sense," I murmured, my resolve crumbling under the weight of his persuasive charm. "Don't you want to try just one more time to make sure?"

Pierce's eyes lit up with triumph as he grasped my hands, pulling me close. "Of course, I want to make absolutely certain. But first..." His gaze dropped to my lips, and without warning, he captured them in a searing kiss, claiming my mouth with a hunger that left me breathless.

I melted into his embrace, surrendering to the passion that had been building between us since our first encounter. Pierce's tongue danced with mine, stoking the flames of desire until I was trembling with need.

When he finally broke the kiss, I was panting, my cheeks flushed and my body aching for more. "Now, let's get you pregnant," he growled, his voice rough with lust.

I nodded eagerly, my heart racing with anticipation as Pierce led me over to the exam table. He helped me climb onto it, his strong hands roaming over my curves as he positioned me just so.

With a mischievous glint in his eye, Pierce shed his clothes, revealing his magnificent physique. I couldn't help but drink in the sight of him, my mouth watering at the prospect of tasting his manhood once more.

Once naked, Pierce joined me on the table, his thick erection standing proudly between us. He guided me onto my hands and knees, spreading my legs wide apart to expose my dripping pussy.

"You're so wet for me already," he praised, his fingers tracing my slit teasingly. "I think you really do want this, don't you, Tiff?"

I nodded fervently, unable to form coherent words as Pierce's skilled fingers played with my sensitive folds. He teased me mercilessly, circling my clit and dipping into my entrance only to withdraw, leaving me desperate for more.

"Please, Pierce," I whimpered, my hips bucking involuntarily as I sought friction. "I need you inside me. Fill me up and make me yours."

Pierce chuckled darkly, his eyes gleaming with male satisfaction. "Such a good little slut for me, aren't you?" He lined his throbbing cock up with my slick opening, the head nudging against my entrance.

With a swift, powerful thrust, he sheathed himself fully inside me, stretching me deliciously around his girth. I cried out in pleasure, my nails digging into the paper-covered table as I adjusted to his size.

Pierce began to move, his hips snapping against mine in a relentless rhythm that had me seeing stars. Each thrust drove him deeper, hitting that sweet spot within me that made my toes curl and my core clench around him.

"Yes, yes, fuck me harder!" I panted, my breasts bouncing with every forceful plunge. The lewd sounds of our coupling filled the room - the slap of skin, the moans of pleasure, the creaking of the table beneath us.

Pierce reached around to pinch and roll my nipples, sending jolts of electricity straight to my clit. I was teetering on the edge of ecstasy, my inner walls fluttering wildly as I hurtled toward climax.

"That's it, baby, cum for me," Pierce grunted, his pace becoming erratic as he chased his own release. "Take my load deep inside you where it belongs."

With a guttural roar, Pierce slammed into me one final time, burying himself to the hilt as he erupted inside me. His hot seed flooded my womb, coating my insides with his potent essence.

I screamed in rapture, my orgasm crashing over me like a tidal wave. My cunt spasmed around him, milking his cock for every drop as wave after wave of pleasure rippled through my body.

Pierce held me close, his face buried in the nape of my neck as we rode out the aftershocks together. Finally, he pulled out, his softening member slipping free with a wet pop.

I collapsed onto the table, spent and sated, my mind reeling from the intensity of our joining. Pierce gathered me into his arms, cradling me against his chest as he stroked my hair soothingly.

In the aftermath of our passionate encounter, I felt a deep sense of contentment wash over me. Pierce's gentle caresses and reassuring presence put me at ease, and for the first time, I allowed myself to imagine a future beyond the sterile walls of the sperm bank.

"Thank you, Pierce," I whispered, my voice muffled against his skin. "That was incredible."

He smiled, pressing a tender kiss to the top of my head. "Of course. Now let's get you cleaned up and back to my house. I'd much prefer we keep trying to get you pregnant in a bed."

I nodded in agreement, still basking in the afterglow of our lovemaking. Pierce helped me off the table, wrapping a warm blanket around my shoulders as we made our way to the private bathroom adjacent to the examination room.

After a quick rinse-off, Pierce escorted me out of the clinic, his arm slung possessively around my waist. As we stepped into the crisp evening air, I felt a thrill run through me at the thought of what lay ahead.

Pierce's large black town car awaited us, its engine purring smoothly as he opened the passenger door for me. I slid into the plush leather seat, inhaling the masculine scent of his cologne that lingered on the upholstery.

As we sped away from the sperm bank, I turned to Pierce with a coy smile. "So, should we give it a try on the drive?"

Pierce's eyes flashed with excitement at my suggestion, a wolfish grin spreading across his face. "Oh, I think that can be arranged," he purred, reaching over to palm my thigh.

I had only lasted a week at the Free Use Sperm Bank, but it was the most exciting, most lucrative week of my life. I couldn't wait to begin my next chapter as Pierce's mistress and mother to his children.
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