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Chapter One

This is the story of how my life changed.

My husband Greg and I wanted a baby. We had talked it over, made lists, checked our finances. We were ready.

The only problem was that testing revealed Greg was a carrier for a rare genetic disorder. If we had a child together, it would have a 50-50 chance of things going poorly.

Using Greg’s sperm wasn’t an option anymore. We couldn’t afford in vitro or any fancy genetic sequencing. So our next option was the FreeUse Fertility Clinic.

I didn’t know much about it before we started our research. It looked like any other medical facility from the outside, and I knew what FreeUse was in a vague sort of way. (Okay, I’d read some erotica involving it and wife sharing… so maybe I knew a little about it) But after we learned about Greg’s condition, we decided to take a tour and learn more.

Greg was calm and collected about the whole thing. I was a bundle of nerves, but I didn’t want to worry him. I knew we could do this.

The thing is, I’d been a virgin when we got married. All my life, Greg is the only person I’ve ever slept with, his was the only penis I’ve ever seen, let alone had inside me.

And now, if this worked out, we were going to be opening our marriage to a bunch of strangers, asking them to have sex with me, hoping I’d get pregnant. Call it wife sharing, call it FreeUse fertility therapy, it didn’t matter. At the end of the day, it was still being taken by men I didn’t know, while my husband waited and prayed they’d cum in me enough times to knock me up.

It was a lot to wrap my head around. Even loving and trusting Greg like I did, I was a little scared.

But there was another part of me, too… and that part was very, very curious what awaited me.

~

“That’s it?”

Our tour guide Anna nodded. “That’s it. You’ve already had genetic testing done, so it will be a quick process for us to compare your results against the men in our database. We’ll be able to select genetically compatible matches for you, and you can meet as many of them as you want.”

My mind reeled. This seemed so strange to me. Things like this just don’t happen outside of porn! But Greg was calm, talking to Anna as if what she was explaining was perfectly normal and happened all the time. I guess it did, here.

“When’s your next ovulation?” Anna had turned back to me.

I cleared my throat. “It should start Thursday.”

Anna nodded. “We recommend that clients book sessions for three days; this covers your ovulation window and maximizes your chances of impregnation. And then if you don’t conceive, you’re of course welcome to book a new set of sessions next month. We can’t offer an impregnation guarantee, unfortunately.”

But all the men would be healthy, clean, and genetically compatible. It meant good odds for us, better than anything else we could afford.

Anna was getting up now, gesturing us to follow. “Let’s tour the facilities now. I think that might help answer some of your remaining questions.”

We followed Anna through the complex – it was huge – and while Greg continued to make comments and ask questions, I was quiet. This was a lot to take in! I saw other women, some of them waiting in reception areas, others entering or exiting what looked like small locker rooms. Several of them had expressions on their faces that made me sure they’d just been fucked; they looked almost as if they were glowing! They must have been absolutely filled with cum. I had to admit, it made me a little jealous.

Anna showed us a small room, currently empty of people. There was a small screen, a big bed, and a few other accessories – candles, magazines, lubricant. She explained that there were a number of these rooms and they could comfortably accommodate up to four people.

“Four?” I blurted out. “But why would…”

“Well, the more semen, the greater the chances of impregnation, of course.” Anna smiled. “Some of our clients prefer to try and maximize their chances through multiple encounters each session. Of course, this isn’t the only option for multiple partners. We also have a few larger function rooms.”

Greg was asking her follow-up questions now, but my ears were ringing and I barely heard them speak. Of course, it made sense that women would want to have as good a chance at becoming pregnant as possible. I just hadn’t followed that thought to its logical conclusion.

Something stirred deep inside me as I stared at the bed. I could almost see myself there, lying on it, legs spread, urging first one, then another man to take me, cum in me, inseminate my fertile womb…

“The function rooms really streamline the process. They aren’t for everyone, though,” Anna was saying. “I can give you a sort of sneak peek if you want to get an idea of what I mean.”

That made my ears prick up. How could she show us a sneak peek of one of their group sex sessions?

Anna led us down a small back hallway. I could see more entrances to locker rooms here, too. But my attention was caught by the window.

Or – not a window. It was made up of squares of glass, several inches thick, stacked into a half-wall. Light came through and I could easily pick out figures against it, but the thickness of the glass didn’t allow me to see details.

But I didn’t need details to tell what they were doing.

There was a woman on all fours, surrounded by men. One was currently holding her hips as he buried himself in her pussy again and again. Another man stood in front of her, holding her head down on his cock. The others that hovered nearby all seemed to be stroking themselves, awaiting a turn with her. I couldn’t hear anything through the glass, but I could imagine it: the wet sounds of pleasure, muffled moans, whimpers.

“Wow,” Greg sounded impressed.

Anna smiled again. “It’s quite something. The men understand that these sessions are time-limited, so they work very hard to make sure they’re ready to go whenever they get a turn. That’s why you’ll often see the men stroking themselves or the women helping arouse them with their mouths or hands.”

I didn’t know if I could do that. Be surrounded by strangers, all waiting to use me. All waiting to spill their seed inside me. At my command, ready to plunge their hard cocks inside me again and again…

I shivered. “I think I’ve seen what I needed to. Let’s go.”

Anna gave me a knowing smile. “Of course. We look forward to your first visit tomorrow.”

I was nervous… but I was looking forward to it, too.


Chapter Two

The door closed behind my helper – not Anna today, someone new – with an ominous final click.

And then I was alone… for the moment.

I looked around the small room. It was just like the rooms Anna had showed Greg and me on our tour. It was cozy, warm, and not at all clinical. But it was impossible to pretend that it had some other use: most of the room was taken up with the bed, and the rest was littered with accessories, just in case. I blushed and turned away from the videos and magazine covers, blatant in their promise.

I couldn’t believe it. In just a few moments, I was going to be naked with someone who wasn’t my husband – someone who was not only going to touch my body, but fuck me raw and try to impregnate me.

Even though I knew Greg and I had talked about this, that we’d decided together it was all right, I still felt guilty.

Except a part of me was turned on. And that made me feel even more guilty.

I wished I’d asked Anna more questions.

Believe it or not, I wished Greg was with me.

When the knock finally came at the door, I nearly jumped out of my skin. “May I enter?” an unfamiliar voice asked.

I tried to force out something resembling a normal voice. “Yes, come on in.”

My “suitor” entered and then I had to pick my jaw up off the floor. He was fucking hot! Tan skin, white teeth, piercing blue eyes… I had never seen anyone so gorgeous in real life. I had no idea what he was doing here, but I was thanking my lucky stars that the first man I’d have sex with other than my husband would be so good-looking.

“I hope you weren’t waiting long. I’m Jon.” He offered his hand, but didn’t seem upset that I didn’t take it. I was too busy scrambling to figure out how I felt.

Still nervous. Still guilty. And now very, very aroused. My pussy was dripping for this stranger, and he’d only just introduced himself.

I introduced myself and then said shakily, “This is my first time here.”

He smiled reassuringly, and I felt my heart skip a beat. “I’ll be gentle. You’re in charge here, so just let me know if there’s anything you want me to do differently.”

Jon took a step toward me, and then another. His hands were at my waist, gently lifting my blouse as he leaned in to kiss me. Before I could think about whether I wanted this, his mouth was on mine, warm and soft. He tasted faintly of mint and cloves, his tongue gently but insistently pressing into me.

I opened for him, my body responding as though he was already between my legs and I was giving myself to him. I felt a moan rising in me as my pussy pulsed. Just his kiss had awakened something in me, and I didn’t want him to stop.

But how could I be feeling something so strongly for a stranger? I loved my husband. The idea of another man taking me should have been horrible… shouldn’t it?

Before I knew it, I was kissing Jon back, hungrily, my body molding to his. I could feel the heat of him, smell his unfamiliar scent. His cock was already hard and I could feel it through his jeans. When we finally broke apart, we were both panting.

“May I?” he whispered huskily, hands still on my blouse.

I nodded, raising my arms so this stranger could undress me. He did so carefully, respectfully, as though he was worshipping me in thanks for the opportunity I was offering him. To let him breed me. In just a moment I was topless in front of him. Another kiss and a swift movement of Jon’s fingers later, and my bra was cast aside, too.

He cupped my breasts in his hands. “You’re beautiful.”

I shivered as he bent and took one nipple in his mouth. The warmth of him shocked me, sending sensations coursing through me. Slowly, then with more confidence, I reached for him, daring to unbutton his jeans and begin tugging them down.

In just a few moments, we were naked together. I stood completely exposed before a perfect stranger as he ran his eyes over every inch of me, devouring me with his gaze. There was something undeniably erotic about how he gave me space while showing me so clearly that he desired nothing more than to touch every inch of my exposed skin.

No one but Greg had ever looked at me like that. No one but Greg had ever seen me like this.

“Sit down,” Jon ordered huskily.

I sat back on the bed, my legs dangling off the edge, heart pounding in my chest.

When he knelt between my legs and took my hips in his hands, my heart started pounding so hard I was sure he’d hear it. But his attention was all for what was between my thighs, my most private places.

Jon bent and captured me with his mouth. I moaned and leaned back on the bed, giving myself completely over to his touch. Like a perfect slut, I spread my legs for him as wide as they would go, clasping his head with my hand and urging him to taste me again – longer, deeper.

And he did.


Chapter Three

I was splayed back on the bed, completely naked while a total stranger tasted my pussy. All I could think of was how good this felt, how wrong it was. I knew every move Greg would have made when he stroked me with his tongue. Jon didn’t know my body the way my husband did, and I didn’t know his mouth. But my pussy didn’t care. Right now, all my body wanted was one thing: to cum on this delicious stranger’s tongue, then beg him to fuck me.

Jon needed no urging to keep sliding his tongue between my folds, making me gasp and whimper. The newness and dirtiness of being so spread for a stranger had me almost on the edge of orgasm already.

He was teasing me, drawing forth soft moans that I hardly recognized as coming from my lips. His tongue pressed at my opening, then slid back up though my slit, then circled my clit before making its way back through the same steps once more. Even knowing what was coming, the delicious shock of his movements kept me on my toes, sending wave after wave of pleasure crashing through my desperate body.

My whole world narrowed to the stranger between my legs. I forgot about Greg, about why we were doing this. All I wanted was Jon – his mouth, his cock – taking me to new heights, violating my innocence in ways it had never been tested before.

I was panting and unable to form words by the time Jon rose up, hovering between my damp thighs. At first, I didn’t understand what was happening. And then I knew.

I was about to be fucked by a stranger while my husband waited – both of us hoping the stranger would fill me with cum.

I opened my mouth to say something – I will never know whether it would have been to tell Jon to wait or to urge him on – and then it was too late.

A cock that was not my husband’s was sliding inside me.

I cried out as I was filled. Jon’s member slid into me easily after he’d prepared me with his mouth; my pussy was hungry for more. My beautiful stranger began to thrust into me slowly, in controlled bursts, coaxing my pleasure to rise even as he sought his own.

It was too much. It was nowhere near enough.

Like the desperate slut I was, I begged for more. My arms were wound around Jon’s hips now, pulling him down into me harder, faster. He was breathing ragged, his face bent before my breasts as he forced me back and forth on the bed, rocking me in time with his kneeling thrusts.

Pleasure, desperate and intense, swept through me. I was riding high on desire for this man I barely knew, this man who was touching my most private places. This man who could in just a few moments be filling me with his seed and setting in motion a chain of events that would irrevocably change my life.

Greg was somewhere outside, waiting for me to be bred by this stranger.

I moaned in desperate, terrified need. Jon was there as I reached for him, pulling him closer to me. We rocked against each other, our bodies knowing what we needed before we did. I was caught, suspended in a cloud of lustful desire. It felt as though every part of me was blossoming, becoming something more, as I shuddered and wept before Jon’s thrusts.

As he approached his own peak, he paused, looking down at me, and asked again, “May I?”

I groaned in tormented desire. Greg felt impossibly far away. “I think I’ll die if you don’t.”

With his own grunt of pleasure, Jon began to take me harder. His face was suffused with pleasure as he explored my deepest depths, his cock knowing me in ways no one but my husband ever had. I lifted my hips to meet him, a little slut begging to be filled, and he plunged into me again and again, sending us both higher with delicious pleasure as our bodies moved together, making impossible forms of infinite desire.

I wanted it. I wanted him, my beautiful stranger, to violate me in every way while my loving husband was waiting. His hands were on my breasts now, just as tightly as I wanted. Harder and harder he took me, until the irresistible pleasure rising in me knew no end, and I cried out as he did –

We held there together, our bodies as one –

And then I felt his cock pulse, spilling his seed deep inside me, filling my fertile womb with his cum. I gasped at the terrible pleasure of it, my body still reeling from my orgasm as he bred me, demanding my body give him more. I had never felt such pleasure, knowing my body was full of seed and I could become pregnant at any moment.

As his cock made its finally quivering spasms deep inside me, Jon bent and kissed between my breasts, now slick with sweat. “You’re beautiful,” he repeated huskily.

I smiled down at him, my fingers twined in his hair, but all I could think of was Greg. As my beautiful stranger lingered inside me, ensuring all his seed had traveled deep into my fertile womb, I missed Greg fiercely.

What had I done?

~

I showered before I rejoined Greg in the waiting room. Yes, I was sweaty and smelled like sex, but it was more than that. I needed a moment before I could bear to face him. I felt terribly, horribly dirty, like I’d done something wrong.

To make matters worse, I could still feel Jon’s cum inside me. Every now and then as I moved a little bit stained my panties again.

Greg’s face when he saw me was pure delight. He gave me a crushing hug and whispered in my ear, “I’m so proud of you.”

I hugged him back, unable to breathe. “Take me home,” I whispered.

He searched my face, all concern. I didn’t want to meet his eyes.

“Anything, my love.” Greg kept an arm around my shoulders as we headed to the car. “I’ll take care of you.”


Chapter Four

I was useless the rest of the day. I kept replaying the scene in my mind: the hungry way I’d kissed Jon, the feeling of his tongue between my folds, the sensation of him pressing inside me, letting myself be filled by someone other than my husband.

He let me lie on the couch. He brought me tea and kissed my forehead. He cooked me dinner.

It wasn’t until late that night, after we were both in bed, that he finally asked me about it.

“You… want to hear how it went?” My voice sounded small and timid to my ears. What was he thinking?

His hand clasped mine. “I want to know everything about you, babe.”

“Okay.” I took a deep breath. “It was… weird. But nice.”

“Was he good?”

I bit my lip. “Yes. Not as good as you, though!”

He smiled and squeezed my hand. “So… what happened first?”

“Well… he introduced himself. We talked for a little bit. And then… we were kissing.”

“Did you like it?”

I was blushing now. “I don’t know! I was nervous. Maybe?”

Greg’s free hand traced my belly, sliding slowly up my side to my breast. “Did he touch you here?”

I squirmed. “Yes.”

Lightly pinching my nipple, Greg asked, “Did he do this?”

“Yes…”

He bent forward and took me in his mouth. The sudden warmth of him, combined with the roughness of his stubble, made me gasp and quiver. I moaned as he teased my nipple with his tongue.

Greg was suckling me now as he gently kept rubbing my hand. Every movement of his lips and tongue sent desire coursing through my body. He was so good with his mouth! I never wanted him to stop.

But when he did stop, it was only to ask me another question.

“Did he taste you?”

I hesitated. Surely he didn’t really want to know that?

“Yes,” I whispered.

He bent his head, his warm breath now sending a soft breeze over my eager pussy. “Was it like this?”

I moaned as his tongue parted my lips, sliding between my folds with practiced ease. He was so good with his mouth. He knew exactly where I needed to be touched, what each move and cry I made meant.

“No,” I whimpered. “It wasn’t like this. He was focused on getting me wet.”

I didn’t say wet for what, but the words hung there in the air, unsaid.

Greg kept moving his mouth on me, alternately suckling my mound and then teasing me with lips and tongue, circling my clit, then flicking it, then beginning the whole loop again.

Panting, I raised my hips, offering myself completely to him. But Greg wasn’t done with me yet.

“And once he got you wet… what then?” His mouth moving on my mound, his breath tickling me, made it almost impossible to think. I was feeling guilty again, and horribly aroused, and worried, and it was just too much.

“He… put his cock in me,” I whispered.

A gentle kiss on my mound. “Tell me how he fucked you, my love.”

I was blushing again. But it felt almost like a dream, what had happened earlier today. With my husband busy between my legs, I didn’t have to meet his eyes as I thought about being taken by another man.

“He got on top of me.” My voice was growing stronger with each word, but my husband hadn’t stopped devouring my pussy, and my breath was coming faster now, harder. “He spread my legs and he pressed his cock into me. It felt… wrong. But also good.”

As I mentioned the cock pressing into me, Greg slid a hand between my legs, up by his mouth. While I continued talking, he slipped one finger, then two into me, gently thrusting in time with the strokes of his tongue.

“He touched me all over while he fucked me. I liked it when he pinched my nipples. It all felt so dirty. I felt like a slut.”

Greg was pressed against my leg now, his own cock hardening. I could feel him dripping as he moved against me.

I couldn’t help but wonder if he could feel the difference in my pussy. His fingers were deep inside me now. Was I still swollen from being fucked by another man? Could Greg feel his seed inside me?

“I wanted it,” I admitted, my voice rough with desire as Greg coaxed me closer and closer to the brink of pleasure. “I wanted to be fucked by a stranger and let him cum in me.”

Greg groaned against my pussy, the vibration sending shivers down my spine. I could feel his cock jump against my leg.

The sensation of Greg between my legs, his fingers inside me, twinned with the evidence of his need as I revealed how much I’d enjoyed being violated by a stranger… it was too much. As he quickened his pace, thrusting and licking faster now, I was panting, desperate. My toes curled as he coaxed me higher and higher, his skillful mouth drawing me up, up, up, to the peak of pleasure and beyond. I remembered Jon inside me – I could feel Greg’s mouth on me – the way Jon had held my breasts tightly as he came – the sensation of being filled with a stranger’s cum, knowing he could be impregnating me –

I cried out as I came, quivering and shaking, under my husband’s assault. He rose up and kissed me as I shook, his mouth still tasting sweetly of my pleasure. I could feel him dripping still against my thigh, but he was focused on me, kissing and holding me until I came back to earth, trembling and dripping with sweat.

“My perfect girl,” he whispered. “You did wonderful today.”

Tears pricked my eyes at those words. I wanted this to work for us so badly, but I didn’t want to feel guilty for liking it. And he was telling me I didn’t have to at all.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

He silenced me with a long, passionate kiss. “I love you more than anything. We’ll get through this together.”


Chapter Five

The next morning, over breakfast, Greg clarified what he meant by “together.”

I stared dumbly at him. “You want to come?”

“I want to watch you.” His voice was rough with desire.

“But…” I didn’t know how to respond to that. My pussy clenched at the idea of Greg watching me being taken by another man, but my heart was also pounding. I’d felt so guilty with Jon.

Greg captured my hand in his, staring earnestly into my eyes. “My love, I don’t want to make you uncomfortable. But hearing about you with another man was so fucking hot. Knowing he could be making you pregnant with our child… I want to be there.”

What could I say? “I don’t know if you’re allowed…” I began with a small voice, but Greg dismissed that before I could finish.

“Anna and I talked about it. As long as they confirm it’s okay with the donor beforehand, it’s not a problem.”

I swallowed nervously. Could I really be with another man right in front of my husband?

But how could I say no?

~

The second session was surreal. When my “suitor” Sean arrived, he and Greg spent five minutes chatting about football while Greg rubbed my shoulders. I was too nervous to speak, and too confused.

They undressed me in turns, their chatter slowly fading before the knowledge of what was coming. Even though the room was warm, I was shivering by the time they were done. Sean seemed to be waiting, taking his cues from Greg. I didn’t know what to suggest.

It was Greg who raised me to my feet, turning me so I was standing, facing Sean. It was Greg who urged me forward, his hand on the small of my back. And when I twined my arms around Sean’s neck and obediently sank my mouth onto his, it was Greg who gave a quiet groan behind me.

The sound of my husband’s arousal sent a jolt of electricity through me. I moaned in return, molding my body to Sean’s and caressing him. I slipped my hands under his shirt, feeling his strong, warm back, his muscular hips. As we kissed and explored, I could feel the bulge at Sean’s crotch growing harder and longer.

I found my hands at his belt before I knew I’d consciously decided to. I heard Greg’s breath catch behind me. “Do it. Taste him.”

I bit back another moan. My husband was ordering me to satisfy another man! I had never been so turned on.

As Sean pulled off his shirt, I worked his belt, then jeans. In just a few moments we were all but naked together, standing exquisitely close and panting, while my husband sat behind us on the bed. Sean’s cock, loosed from his briefs, was long and curved up in the urgent erection of a much younger man. I didn’t know how I could possibly fit all of it inside me. But I knew I was going to try.

First, though… my husband wanted to see me sucking another man’s cock.

Slowly, I knelt, running my hands down Sean’s hips and muscular thighs as I went. I could hear his breath catch in his throat, see his shaft bob in desire at my posture. He knew what was coming next. They were both waiting for it, my husband and the stranger we’d asked to breed me.

I took Sean’s shaft in one hand. I bent my head.

And then I took his cock – already ready for me – deep inside my mouth. Not out of necessity, he was already rock hard and ready for the final act, but for curiosity. For aching, painful desire. For my husband.

Feeling another man’s cock inside my mouth was strange, wrong… delicious. Interesting. I explored Sean’s member with my lips and tongue, learning his shape, finding one bulging vein that trailed up the underside of his shaft and disappeared by his head. He felt so different than Greg, and yet, and yet…

Sean was still, letting me take my time, but I felt Greg’s hand between my shoulder blades now, urging me on. Obediently, I began to bob my head up and down, taking more of Sean into me, then pulling back, only to plunge him into my throat once more. Sean was groaning and I would have been panting if I could have, my heart racing with how deliciously naughty this felt.

There was no reason to be doing this. It wouldn’t make us a baby. But I didn’t want to stop!

All too soon though, the time came. Sean abruptly pulled free from my mouth with a groan. He roughly grabbed my shoulders, spun me, pressed me down on all fours.

And then before I knew it, his thick, swollen head pressed into my pussy while my husband watched. I felt myself opening up to him, my body knowing what it had taken me so long to figure out. I was a slut.

Sean’s cock thrust into me, spearing me. I squealed at the sudden motion, but it was too late to object. And a big part of me didn’t want to. That part of me, the part that was on fire with need, was salivating at the idea of being fucked in front of Greg, of having my husband’s eyes on me while I swayed under a stranger’s thrusts and begged for his cum.

Sean held my hips firmly as he thrust into me again and again. I was panting now. Each stroke of his cock sent shockwaves of pleasure roaring through my body. I knew from the way my pussy felt that I was still fertile and ready. Sean had had no trouble sliding into me; my whole body was prepared for this assault, designed for it. I was made to be bred.

As I rocked submissively under Sean, my breasts swaying, I looked up to catch Greg’s gaze.

Meeting his eyes sent a spear of desire plunging through me. I’d never seen so much love and lust on his face before. I almost came there and then, just from the way he looked at me.

He wanted this. He had really wanted this. To see another man take me, use me, fill me with his seed.

It took my breath away. It made me ache with desire. To know that Greg not only agreed to this but actively wanted it, yearned for it… all traces of guilt washed away. I felt ready, reborn.

With a moan, I slammed my ass back against Sean, taking him by surprise as I forced him deeper into my desperate pussy. I heard my husband gasp as Sean took my direction and began to fuck me harder, gripping my hips fiercely as he worked me under him.

Yes. This. More. I urged Sean onward, losing myself in the pleasure of being penetrated, of being filled. There was something animalistic in me, some desperate need that was only compounded by knowing we were watched, that I was desired by two men at once. My whole body shook with Sean’s assault. With pleasure.

When I looked up again, Greg was before me. He was naked – when had he gotten naked? – and his cock was swollen, dripping, and fully erect. Before I knew it, he was grabbing my chin and lifting my face to meet his hard shaft.

I opened my mouth eagerly to accept him. I knew the taste of Greg, had felt him in my mouth too many times to count, but this was different. This felt like a delicious violation, having him press himself into my throat without so much as a word, wanting to take my face as a stranger fucked me from behind. I was shaking from Sean’s assault, and I let it guide me, stroking Greg in time with the thrusts as I took Sean deeper and deeper into my swollen pussy.

Greg groaned, his hands in my hair now, helping work me back and forth on his cock. I teased him, letting my lips and tongue trace over his shaft. I could already taste a hint of precum deep in my throat.

Knowing Greg was so aroused by watching another man take me was intoxicating. My whole body was quivering with pleasure and arousal. I had never been with two men at once before, but now here I was – impaled at both ends, being vigorously fucked as they both strove to cum inside me.

I gave myself over to them completely, losing myself in the sensation of being penetrated so thoroughly. Submissively, I hung between them, almost completely supported by their strong hands as they worked me. I felt weightless, afloat in pleasure.

Sean was fucking me harder now, ramming himself into me again and again as his fingers threatened to bruise my hips. I didn’t care. I urged him on the only way I could, by sucking and drawing Greg into me with increased speed and need. My husband was groaning now, his hands buried in my hair, and I could feel his cock stiffening and swelling in my throat. I didn’t know how much longer any of us could take this!

It was as though my whole body was on fire with need. I was filled at both ends and it still wasn’t enough. I wanted more! I wanted them both to fuck me senseless, until I had no more idea of who I was or what I was here for. I wanted their cum in me and on me. My hormones were surging with ovulation, going crazy at being so close to getting exactly what I needed. Desperately, I reached between my legs and began to stroke myself in time with Sean’s thrusts. The pleasure was almost too much already. I needed release, I needed – something.

I could feel Sean’s hips moving in their final irresistible rhythm, beginning to draw both of us towards the peak of pleasure. Greg seemed to sense it as well. He was fucking my face harder now, urging me on as he took his pleasure. I tried desperately to keep up with him, my other arm wrapped around his waist. I was hanging so precariously between them now I knew I could fall at any moment, but the lust inside me was too great. I couldn’t stop.

As Greg groaned and stiffened, freezing in place still buried deep in my throat, I could feel his cock twitch and then erupt with his warm seed. I swallowed it all greedily, taking his cum inside me the only way I could for now. Even as his cock began to soften, I kept suckling him, drawing him eagerly back into me as he whimpered in unwilling pleasure.

My hand was furious between my legs now, tormenting my clit in time with the cock in my pussy. As Sean fucked me harder, harder, I moaned and teased myself until –

Until –

Greg’s cock was growing firmer in my mouth again as I suckled him desperately. I was at the peak of need. I could feel a tidal wave of pleasure crashing through me, threatening to drown me in desire as I was violated in front of my eager husband. Sean was thrusting so deeply now he was bruising my cervix, and I moaned against Greg’s cock, begging him to keep going, to take me completely –

And the wave of pleasure crested and broke within me –

I wailed around Greg’s cock as Sean plunged into me one last time and quivered, held, struggling to restrain himself for just one more stroke –

But it was too late –

And we came together in a crash of pleasure, our cries mingling with Greg’s groans. I could feel every inch of Sean’s cock deep inside me, shuddering with the force of his ejaculation as his cum filled me, spilling into my fertile womb. I clenched my pussy around him, milking him, urging more from his spent cock. I wanted every last drop of his cum inside me.

I nearly collapsed as my orgasm radiated through me, overtaken by the sensation of being filled, fertilized. They both held me up – Sean at my waist, Greg at my shoulders, both of them keeping their cocks inside me for long, long moments after they’d cum.

It took a moment for me to realize what was happening, why I was rocking back and forth. Gently, without discussion, Greg and Sean had decided they weren’t through with me yet. They’d both emptied their balls into this willing slut, but it hadn’t been enough. They wanted more. Slowly, slowly, their cocks were beginning to rise within me once more.

I moaned in exhausted delight. And as they urged me on, coaxing me back to the long climb up to the peak of pleasure, I felt my body respond. I belonged to them, to be used this way, to be taken and fucked and filled and fucked again.

It was just because they wanted to be sure I was bred, I told myself as I stroked Greg’s cock with my tongue. This wasn’t going to change anything.

But as I felt my husband grow hard in my mouth once more, knowing he was so aroused by the sight of another man breeding me, I knew I was lying.


Chapter Six

Late that night, after Greg’s third orgasm – still not inside my pussy, unfortunately – we lay intertwined. We both had been thinking about our experience all day, I knew. But while Greg had been focused on how it felt to see me with another man, I had an additional concern to raise.

“I’m worried that three men won’t be enough.”

Greg propped himself up on one arm, looking at me. “What do you mean?”

“Well…” I bit my lip. “We want to have as many chances at a baby as possible. I know we’ve… this has been great. But we can’t keep doing this forever. We should make sure we have the best possible odds at pregnancy.” I took a deep breath. “I was thinking about that room Anna showed us. The group room.”

Greg rested a hand on my stomach as though imagining me swollen with child. “Are you sure?”

Was I? Just admitting I’d been considering it felt like a betrayal… and yet Greg was the one who’d urged me on today, who’d wanted to see me with another man’s cock in my mouth. Wouldn’t he want to see me used by multiple men, too?

The idea of being in a room full of men, all naked and eager to fuck me, to claim me, to cum in me… it was terrifying. It was intoxicating.

“Yes,” I whispered. “I’m sure.”

~

The last day of my FreeUse fertility visits began like the others. Greg and I arrived at the clinic early, giving me time to visit the locker rooms and prepare as best I could while he spoke to the receptionist.

I spent more than a few minutes staring at myself in the mirror, trying to imagine myself pregnant, my belly swollen with new life. If all went as planned, in just a few moments I’d be in a room with multiple men, spreading my legs for them to inseminate me. Letting myself be fucked and used just like any slut, like a hotwife in one of the stories I loved to read late at night. I was doing this for our marriage, I told myself. To start our family. And if I happened to enjoy it, that wouldn’t be so bad. Making a baby is supposed to be fun.

I couldn’t deny that the last few days had overwhelmed me in so many ways. I had hit heights of arousal I’d never known before, being watched by Greg while being fucked. Allowing strangers between my legs, urging them to cum inside me. Even just the thought of it made my pussy damp with anticipation.

Maybe Greg and I had crossed a line. But I couldn’t think about that now, or I would never go through with this. I was terribly excited about what came next… but also still a little terrified.

When I emerged from the locker room, as ready as I could be, Anna was waiting with Greg to lead us onward. But before taking us through the little hall she’d shown us before, she took us first around the back part of the group room. Here she paused and unlocked a small door I hadn’t noticed before.

What I saw inside shocked me. It was a tiny booth with a glass front… clearly designed for viewing. Whoever sat in this room would have a front row seat to everything that took place in the room next door. It wasn’t a large room – and contained only a few practical pieces of furniture, a table, a bed, a chair – there would be nowhere to hide.

Anna smiled at our expressions. “Your husband isn’t the first to want to be a part of this experience,” she told me gently. “The creation of a child is a magical thing. We’re prepared for just about any need here, and all your donors today are aware your husband will be watching.”

I swallowed. “How many… donors… should there be?”

“Oh, we don’t have a ‘should.’” Anna’s smile was comforting. “However many you’re comfortable with and feel you can take in your allotted time.”

I looked at Greg, unsure of what to say. Even with his encouragement, it still felt horribly awkward to be ordering men for some afternoon delight right in front of him!

Calmly, confidently, Greg met my eyes and said, “Eight.”

My heart stopped.

Anna looked to me for confirmation. Greg’s eyes burned into mine, demanding. My pussy gave a horrible pulse of excitement.

“Eight,” I agreed, as terrified arousal rise up and threaten to drown me.


Chapter Seven

The door closed behind me with ominous finality.

Eight men looked up from positions around the room. Eight men stood and came towards me. Each of them was starkly, gloriously naked. Some of them had their cocks already in hand, absently stroking themselves as they waited for me. As I entered, they looked me up and down.

It caught me off guard, that they were already stripped and ready to go. I guessed it was because we had so little time together – why waste it with foreplay? But it made everything seem so real, and immediate. I almost backed out the door, almost ran to Greg and told him I couldn’t do this.

And then there was no more time to think. They were on me, hands everywhere, undressing me, caressing me. I moaned at the shock of it, the sudden pleasure and violation. Before I knew it, I was completely undressed – bare and exposed before a roomful of strange men, all waiting to take me…

While my husband watched us.

I couldn’t even see the glass separating us from him. I was surrounded, bodies everywhere I looked. Hands were all over me, and I couldn’t tell who they belonged to. A mouth captured mine; multiple men were stroking me, feeling my breasts and buttocks, rubbing my shoulders. I could feel cocks pressing against my hip, my side, dripping with precum. I could feel a hand slide down my belly, part my legs, and begin stroking me as I stood there, shivering, lost in a sea of flesh.

I moaned against the mouth on mine as the fingers between my legs parted my lips and began to work me with skill. In just a moment I was quivering, shaking nearly too hard to hold myself up. But I didn’t have to try – the sea of bodies had me caught, and I floated among them, the many hands supporting me, violating me, exploring every inch of me. Someone had taken one of my hands and was using it to stroke his hardening cock. Another cock was pressed firmly against me, its owner thrusting ever so slightly. I felt like at any moment they would abandon all pretense of restraint and just claim me, take everything from me all at once, using me and using me until, until…

My pussy was slick now from the ministrations of the man between my legs. I had never been so overwhelmed with sensation. I could feel their hands everywhere, and every single touch was electrifying.

Fingers pinched my nipple.

My hand was enveloped in another’s, being used to stroke a stranger’s cock, stiff with need.

Someone was clutching my buttocks, holding me firmly, threatening to pull them apart and plunge in.

Every touch sent a shock of pleasure through me, twinned with terror. But our bodies would not be denied. My pussy knew why I was here and it was hungry for these men to take me, to use me. No matter how my heart raced, I knew part of it – maybe the larger part – was desperate, animal arousal.

The tongue in my mouth pressed in deeper now, claiming me. The hand between my legs slipped further and I felt a finger pressing into my eager pussy. I whimpered against the mouth on mine as I was caught, lifted, almost completely held aloft by the force of the hand between my legs. The many hands on me guided me, caressing me, carrying me, and I was helpless to resist their tide. The sea of bodies roiled around me, finally depositing me on a hard surface I realized belatedly must be a table.

The fingers in my pussy thrust into me as hands spread my legs further, pinning them to either side. They urged me to lie back, and as I did the eight strangers crowded around me once more, arranging themselves around the table. My hand was claimed – or reclaimed – and continued stroking a cock. My other hand was taken too, and whoever held that one wrapped it gently to cup his balls while he worked his own shaft.

As I looked up, helpless, I could see the man before me, the one who was fingering my pussy. He caught my eye and smiled as he withdrew his fingers. I saw the lust in his eyes as he tasted them.

He positioned his cock between my legs, and plunged into me.

There was no other preparation, no foreplay. We had only an hour together, me and my eight strangers, all competing to cum inside me, and they knew it. I knew it. The goal was to cum in me as many times as they could. I saw other men lining up behind the one between my legs, the one who was currently fucking me with such vigor the table shook. The man next in line was stroking himself eagerly as he watched, his face flushed with desire. I moaned in lust and terror.

And then there were hands on me once more, tilting my head back. I caught a glimpse of a thatch of dark hair before my mouth, too, was claimed and used by one of the waiting men. I was splayed, exposed, draped over the table and being violated at both ends now, impaled. The men using my hands and mouth weren’t trying to cum yet, but it made the sensation no less debasing. I was being used for their pleasure, used to keep their cocks hard and ready until the time they could finally bury themselves in my fertile pussy and fill me with their seed.

The first man was fucking me harder now, and I moaned against the cock in my mouth, trying not to gag. It was too much, it was overwhelming having this all happen at once. Somewhere my husband was watching me being taken by four men at once. Maybe he was worried. Maybe he was jealous.

Maybe he was stroking himself as he watched his wife get fucked like a slut, taking a cock at both ends and eager for their loads.

With a grunt the first man thrust into me again, hard, and held there for a long moment, my ass up off the table, cupped in his hands. At the sensation of him filling me, I moaned again, my whole body greedily drinking him in. This was what I needed. But I needed more, too – the whole thing had been so fast, horribly fast, and I had barely had time to begin feeling the pleasure myself before it was over.

But I didn’t have to worry. The first man had barely finished spurting inside me before he stepped back, seed still glistening on the tip of his cock, and then he was replaced by the next in line, his cock already swollen and dripping. Once again, a cock plunged into me with no preamble. Once again, I was spit-roasted from both sides.

My pussy had no defense. Already slick from desire and cum, there was nothing these men couldn’t do to me. The second man plunged so far into my depths I could feel him bruising my cervix, already abused from the last two days. I wailed in pain and desire, urging him on, while subconsciously trying to stroke the men in my hands faster.

My whole body was drowning in sensation. It was as though each part of me had been split, pleasured, and reattached anew. I was losing track of where I left off and the men began. We were all here to make something happen, for our bodies to talk to each other, and mine was responding. I felt so utterly filthy, a total slut, but I was practically begging for more, and as I suckled the cock in my mouth and felt it jump I raised my hips for the man between them, as though saying yes, yes, more of that –

And he obeyed, fucking me harder and faster, one hand cupping my mouth as the other arm held me up by scant inches. My buttocks nearly scraped the table with each thrust, my breasts shaking with the force of him. His thumb was pressing against my clit now as he took me. I could feel the cum from the last man trickling from my abused pussy. I could feel precum leaking onto one of my hands.

The man at my mouth had grasped my breasts now, one in each hand, and was holding them tightly as he fucked my mouth. My whole body shuddered with the competing rhythms of the two men. Piercing desire shot through me as the man at my mouth pinched my nipples, tormenting me as I wailed for more against the cock in my throat.

With a grunt, the second man plunged deep inside me once more, pausing as his cock nudged my cervix. I could feel him pulse, releasing his seed deep into my fertile womb. It was indescribable, and as he thumbed my clit once more I teetered toward the brink of desire –

But something held me back, keeping me from crashing over the edge. I was too lost in the many things happening to my body, the many ways I was being used. I could feel the men moving around me, reorganizing the line, my hand now taken by a new cock, soft and slick with our juices. Did one of the men who’d already cum in me think he could fuck me again? I shuddered at the idea; I was already taking on eight men! How many times could I be fucked in an hour?

We all wanted to find out.

Somehow I knew Greg did, too.


Chapter Eight

As my husband watched from his booth, a third man took his place between my legs. He slid carefully inside me and then lifted my thighs, holding me at a high angle, my calves on his shoulders. The cock at my mouth withdrew in time for me to scream just as the third man began to thrust. Even with my pussy already slick from the other men’s juices and my own terrible desire, it was almost too much to take. The angle was terrible, exquisite. His curving cock pressed along that rough place inside me as it slid in and out, sending desire crashing through me.

One mouth, then two were on my breasts now, suckling, as I bucked and rode out my first orgasm on the third man’s cock. It was almost more than I could handle – the almost painful pleasure inside me, the many bodies around me, the warm mouths on my nipples, sending twinned shocks shooting through me, collecting, crescendoing in a crashing wave of need that I crested and swam over, my whole body reverberating with it.

But there was no rest, no respite as my body so desperately needed. I couldn’t come fully down from my orgasm, not when I was being fucked so hard. Not when another cock pressed into my throat, making me gag and shake. Not with my legs up in the air, two hands firmly grasping my ass as I was forced back and forth along the length of the third man’s cock, as he took me with the powerful surety of a man who knows he is about to cum, to lay claim to a fertile womb.

The cock pulled free from my mouth, pressing along my face, my neck, threatening my upper body with his barely restrained load. Both of my hands were slick with need now, and the man who’d already inseminated me was growing hard again.

When the third man came in me, the force of his ejaculation surprised us both. I nearly came again at the lustful look in his eyes as he shot his seed into me, bathing my inner walls. We held there for a long moment, eyes locked, before he withdrew, his cock still red and hard, and made way for the fourth. The fifth.

The sixth man didn’t care for the height of the table. With the help of his compatriots he pulled me down to the floor, to a shaggy white carpet. As he knelt, he pulled me down onto his cock, urging me to ride him up and down, my hair in his face. I caught the briefest glimpse of Greg through the crowd. The look in his eyes was so full of love and lust that I nearly wept. And then another man was before me, his cock in hand and trying to collect my breasts as I heaved up and down, to stroke himself on them.

I had never had so much cum inside me. It must have been spilling out all over the sixth man’s lap, but he didn’t care. I was so slick with juices and desire it made no difference. He was able to plunge in and out of me, to work me up and down quickly, urgently, eager to drain his balls into me before we lost our time together.

He came, hard and fast, with an animal grunt. Before his cock had even finished pulsing, the seventh man was lifting me, rearranging me, pressing me back down to the soft carpet. I was on my arms and knees, my ass high in the air, and he plunged into me. The force of his thrusts shook my body and it was hard to hold my ass high even with his help. But then the others were on me again…

The first man was hard once more, I could see. But he hadn’t planned to recapture my pussy at all. He was in front of me, smiling cruelly, as he yanked my front half up and forced himself into my mouth. I could taste myself on him. I nearly gagged at the sudden intrusion, but there was nothing I could do. I was caught, impaled at both ends, stuck between two strangers vigorously fucking my mouth and pussy. I was here for them to use, to cum in, and they were going to do it as many times as they could before the time was up.

My hands were filled again, by two semi-hard cocks already slick with my juices. The first man was not the only one thinking of having another go at me. Lost in animal desire, I knew this could only end one way, and I didn’t care. I wanted it, all of it. I needed more from them, more of their cum. I wanted them to mount me and fuck me and cum for me and use me. I wanted Greg to see all of it, to imagine it each time he touched my pregnant belly.

I was shaking, held nearly aloft once more by the sea of bodies. My arms were spread so wide that I had no control over the force of the thrusts inside me from either end. My breasts jounced in the air, swaying with each violent penetration. I felt a hand reach under me and pinch a nipple and moaned desperately against the cock in my throat. There were at least five of them on me now, stroking themselves, taking me, and there was still at least one more man who intended to claim my pussy.

I had no idea how much time was left. Or how many of the men would be able to take me again. I knew the first man at least could, and I trembled. How much more could my pussy take?

It was impossible to focus on another orgasm – I was close, terribly, but the cacophony of sensations overwhelmed me. The slick sounds of our bodies enjoying each other, of hands on mine stroking hardening members. The groping hands at my breasts, the tangle of public hair against my nose and chin. The demanding, forceful pounding at my pussy.

Never in a million years could I have imagined being taken by so many men in front of my husband. And yet in a frightening blaze of clarity I knew this was what I wanted; to be used for him, to show him how much I loved him, to let strangers take me and violate me and cum in and on me. All for him. There was something so freeing about realizing that, understanding that I belonged to him and right now, I belonged to these men. Greg had seen to that.

Harder, faster. The seventh man was coming to his final rhythm now, his furious assault shaking me. The first man was fucking my mouth harder too – whether in anticipation of cumming there or preparing for his next round at my pussy, I couldn’t tell – but then it was over, the rush of semen filled me, and the man violating me withdrew –

I hung there, bereft, for what felt like an eternity. And then the eighth man finally took up his place behind me and began to press into my sopping pussy, and I wailed in panic around the cock in my throat.

Seven men had claimed me; seven men had cum in me. My pussy was still aching for more, slick with desire. But the eighth man had the largest cock of all. It was so large I could feel myself stretch around it, even with the slickness of seven loads already coating my insides, it was a struggle.

It was too much! There was no way he would fit in me!


Chapter Nine

I moaned in panic and bucked, trying to move, but I was caught, held fast. Sensing my fluttering fear, the men around me closed in, their hands and mouths and cocks working me faster, demanding more. There was nothing I could do, still surrounded and held aloft by so many hands and cocks. As the eighth man forced his way inside me, it was all I could do to take a deep breath, stop fighting, and let him claim me.

And claim me he did. As his companions used whatever part of me they could reach, the eighth man forced his monster cock all the way inside me. As he reached my cervix he held there for a long moment, letting me adjust to his girth, before he slowly withdrew. And then he began to fuck me in earnest.

There was cum spilling onto my hand now – one of the men had already managed a second ejaculation. He took my hand, slick with his seed, and made me use it to grope myself. My breasts, my belly. He couldn’t quite reach my pussy but the very idea of it, of being forced to touch myself, hand covered in a stranger’s cum, was intoxicating. I writhed, desperately trying to help him, until many hands joined, adjusting me. I couldn’t see past the cock in my face, but I could feel bodies moving around mine. I moaned eagerly.

As the eighth man began to pick up speed, his enormous cock feeling as if it was striking every nerve in my body, the other men crowded about me to help. Someone had gotten onto the floor, almost under me. I felt a mouth on my unclaimed breast, suckling and sending little sparks of pleasure through me. My other hand was released and I desperately pressed it between my legs, flicking my clit in time with the strokes of the eighth man’s fat cock.

The first man was shuddering in my mouth now, hard, furious. As I gasped against his assault, he suddenly pulled free, shooting his load all over my face. I blinked against the cum, completely unable to see. The sudden release nearly made me fall – but the men held me up, and then another cock pressed into my mouth.

I knew I would never be able to keep track of how many times the men used me. It was already impossible, and they weren’t finished with me yet. The eighth man was thrusting into me again, slowly, then faster, again. I was completely impaled each time on his impossible girth, and I suckled desperately at the cock in my mouth as I tried to urge him – them – anyone – to faster, harder, to bringing me back to the terrible edge of desire and beyond.

Anna’s cool voice broke over the intercom. “Five minutes left.”

With a groan, the eighth man began to fuck me with animalistic need. I couldn’t help but scream in desire as he ruined me. The cock in front of me forced its way into my throat, fucking me harder, and I was gagging, choking, my hand between my legs, working myself desperately as I tried to keep up with my terrible need, with the cocks in me and around me, as we all strove together for more, for pleasure, for everything.

I felt like a fuckdoll, being taken by this giant. His hands dwarfed my hips and his cock inside me made me feel split, undone. I needed every second of it.

As he fucked me, the cum of seven men already inside me, I could feel my body stretch and move for him, eagerly accommodating his massive member. It filled me so completely, sending delicious waves of pleasure through my abused body, and I was begging, crying now, my thumb at my clit, as he fucked me harder and harder, taking me, forcing me, making me need everything –

The pleasure crashed through me so intensely my vision swam –

There was more cum on me now, spilled across my back –

My hand worked my clit desperately as we thundered together towards infinity –

And then he came in me with a roar, the twin of which rose in my throat only to be muffled by the cock still inside my mouth –

And we came together, sweaty and delirious with it, his cock pumping and filling me with my final dose of semen. Feeling the pulses travel the length of his swollen cock and into me was indescribable. I shuddered and came again, lost in the sensation of being filled, reaching the peak of pleasure, the mouth on my breast, the cum dripping from all over me.

In the last moments, no one wanted to stop touching me. The eighth man wouldn’t even withdraw; with help from his compatriots, he simply held one of my legs and spun me as casually as if I weighed nothing, until I was on my back on the floor, waist up and legs around his, panting and staring helplessly up into his face through a haze of semen.

The rest – those who were close anyway – all came on me once more, a parting gift before they left me. And I knew Greg was there, watching them all. Watching the way they’d taken me, how they’d filled me, how I’d wanted every minute of it… and now how I gleefully accepted their final loads, like his perfect slut.

I must have drifted off, exhausted after the ordeal, because when I awoke, I was wrapped in a robe, my face gently cleaned. Greg’s arms were around me, and my pussy was empty, gasping, still trickling cum.

He captured my mouth with a long kiss and I clung to him, thankful to have him near. “You were amazing,” he whispered when we broke apart. “Let’s go home.”

~

That night, after a long, hot bath and a massage, Greg lay next to me, stroking my hair as we spoke a thousand tender nothings to each other.

Just before I drifted off, he lay his hand on my belly. “Do you think it worked?”

I thought of all the cum inside me, of the hot rush of womanly need I’d felt again and again. “Maybe. We won’t know for a few weeks.”

Greg kissed me. “And if it didn’t?”

A sweet smile on my lips, I murmured as I drifted off to sleep, “Then we’ll just have to try again…”

~

More coming soon! Follow me on Amazon to be notified of new releases!

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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Pledge Week At The FreeUse Sorority - Sigma Epsilon Xi is the hottest sorority on campus. Their alums go on to be some of the most successful women in the world, but around here they're known for something else - they're the FreeUse Sorority. And I'm going to pledge.

Three trials will determine if I've got what it takes. Luckily, there's a whole frat full of guys eager to help me prove that I can take what they've got. My obedience will be tested. My abilities will be judged. And all sense of shame will be left in the dust, as the week culminates in a steamy party where the new FreeUse pledges provide the entertainment. Nothing is off limits and I only hope I can take them all - classmates, strangers, one after another or all at once - I'll do anything or anyone to earn my place.

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.

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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