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 Chapter One

I never saw it coming.

Okay, sure, I was vaguely aware of what was going on. New bill proposed, scandalous stuff in it, yada yada. I don't follow politics and the talking heads are always going on about some new crisis. After a while, you just start to tune that sort of thing out. Even if the bill passed, I didn’t seriously think it was going to change anything.

So it was mostly background noise to me. I didn’t notice when it passed, and I certainly didn't pay attention when the latest census data came back bad and talk of timelines turned urgent – when implementation plans shifted from “slow, steady rollout” to “as soon as possible.”

It’s amazing what you can miss in your own little bubble.

I went to work; I shopped; I visited friends. My boyfriend and I got drinks. Life moved on as it always did, and I didn’t give any serious thought to the chance that things might change… until they already had.

The country had basically been below replacement level fertility for fifty years, give or take – a fancy way of saying there weren’t enough babies being born to keep our population level steady. But data points over the last few years had gotten increasingly alarming, and the people in power – let’s be real, the men in power – decided enough was enough. Something had to be done.

It wasn’t just us, of course; a good chunk of the world had been facing the same issue for a generation or two. Some tackled the problem by increasing social services and support, offering cash rewards and tax incentives for parents. But here, well, we went in… a different direction.

A group of hardliners were dead set on a mandate - each adult woman would be required to bear three children. How could they even enforce something like that, you ask? Well, their brilliant solution was to simply make every woman FreeUse until they reached the quota.

That idea was completely insane, of course. We have rights, and even the dire warnings of population collapse couldn't change that. But out of the insanity came a compromise - FreeUse as a voluntary way to serve your country. Instead of penalizing the women who chose not to have children, celebrate the ones who do. Make them heroes.

The Freeuse Fertility Bill was signed into law with a widely televised ceremony - on cable tv, so it's no wonder I missed it. They may as well have tried faxing it to us. Apparently, the broadcast explained everything; the new rules regarding sex in public, how to volunteer, and more importantly, how to opt out.

That probably would have been good information to have...

~

My first hint that my world was no longer the same came in the form of bananas.

The day started like any other. It was a Saturday, and I woke up early, kissed my still-sleeping boyfriend Darren goodbye, showered, and headed off to the grocery store with the vague plan of making pancakes for breakfast. The parking lot seemed a little emptier than usual, but I was happy to chalk that up to my habit of early rising and sheer luck.

On my way in, I nearly crashed into a woman hurrying out. Her face was bright pink, and because I looked after her, wondering, I nearly tripped over her cart, too. She’d just abandoned it by the door, shopping trip half-completed. The top basket was still full of bananas.

Shaking it off as just an odd encounter, I made my way into the store. Maybe she'd forgotten her purse and was embarrassed when she couldn't pay?

As I was about to turn down the baking aisle, I heard weird sounds. Curious, I poked my head around the corner first and blinked, astonished at what I saw.

A couple was kissing – no, more than that – right in front of the bagged sugars. One of the man’s hands was completely down the woman’s blouse, and I could see her breast spilling out around his fingers as he groped her. I stared, shocked, as she moved against him, her body erotically pinned, his other hand lifting her skirt shockingly high.

Not my business, I thought inanely and backed up. I could wait to get the baking aisle groceries. I had no idea what they were thinking, being so bold in the middle of the grocery store, but I figured I'd give them some space.

It wasn’t until I thought about it again later, with the hindsight of knowledge, that I’d realized the woman looked just as shocked as I was. That they almost certainly weren’t a couple, if they knew each other at all.

As I headed to the fruit and vegetable section, I couldn’t help but linger in my mind on what I’d seen. It was kind of hot, actually. As an adult, I’d never been in a relationship with so much desperate need. My boyfriend Darren and I had great sex, but we were both responsible, mature, respectful about what we needed. It was impossible to imagine getting so worked up together that we just had to have each other in the middle of the store and damn the consequences, like teenagers full of hormones. It made me a little sad to think of it, and I felt a pulse of desire as I wondered if he’d be willing to roleplay something a little more risky and risqué…

I was debating between raspberries and strawberries when I felt someone behind me, disturbing my naughty train of thought. I ignored the presence at first, figuring someone else had berry-related needs and could wait a few seconds, and then I felt a hand on my ass.

“Excuse me!” I whirled around, berries forgotten completely, to find an older man I didn’t know standing behind me, altogether too close, staring at me with his piercing blue eyes and leer on his face. “You don’t get to touch me.”

He opened his mouth to reply, but another voice – a customer who I’d thought was checking out the watermelons one stand over – beat him to it. “Actually, he does. You're wearing your wristband, darling.”

This was such a baffling response that I didn’t even try to connect it to reality. What did going to the waterpark yesterday have to do with grabbing my ass?

“I don’t care what I'm wearing” I replied finally, “that doesn’t give him the right to grope a stranger.”

By now, a small crowd had gathered around, their nervous excitement nearly palpable. I couldn't for the life of me guess why. The man who’d been looking at watermelons – tall, heavy-set, with deep brown eyes and a baseball cap – gave up his pretense of looking at the fruit and approached us, too. “Aren't you a Freedom Bearer?” he asked me patiently. “It's okay to be nervous, but I just want you to know that I think what you're doing is so brave. It's such a gift you're giving to your country."

That was when the shock of what he was saying finally broke through to me, and I felt a cold rush of fear. I’d read bits of the bill, heard my friends ranting about it. I knew enough of what it was supposed to include to be sure that I had no intention of volunteering. But I guess I missed the part about declaring your freeuse status with a wristband. I guess the one I wore from the waterpark resembled the official one. Splash Town sure was going to be an interesting place today. Apparently, so was the supermarket.

“But…” I whispered, still reeling.

"She's so selfless," I heard a woman say.

An onlooker took my basket from me, "I'll pay for your groceries," he offered.

From all around me came whispered praise and admiration. "I'd never be able to do something like that," another woman said.

The phrase like that repeated in my head, my brain exhausting every possible meaning of the words before confronting the inevitable truth. It was just a polite way of saying "being fucked in the grocery store in front of a crowd of strangers."

My stomach dropped at the knowledge of what was about to happen. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, hear the blood rushing through my ears. And, most surprisingly, I was undeniably wet.

Blue Eyes didn’t wait for me to finish processing my thoughts. He was touching me again, his hands busy at the waist of my pants, beginning to tug them down over my hips. Wait, I wanted to say, but what could I have followed that with? It was all so surreal. I was about to be molested in the middle of the fruit section of a grocery store in broad daylight, and not one person would lift a finger to stop it – in fact, they were going to cheer me on.

In my mind’s eye, I saw the couple – were they a couple? – in the baking aisle once more, and felt a thrill of fear… and, strangely, desire. I could feel the slickness between my legs. The growing heat deep in my core. They hadn't just been having sex, they were breeding.

I'd been a good girl my whole life, always using protection so I wouldn't derail my education or career with an unplanned pregnancy. But I was in a good place now, and I loved my boyfriend Darren. We'd talked about kids, but wanted to get married first, and that was still going to be a year or two away. Still, our talk had opened the door to the idea and it quickly became a fantasy of mine. I ached to feel him empty himself deep inside me and know what he could be doing to me.

My pants were down around my knees now, and Blue Eyes was tugging at my pink thong, sliding that over the curve of my ass with disquieting ease. I found myself focusing on the man in the baseball cap, my eyes searching for assistance, as if he alone could explain that this was all some huge misunderstanding.  But I could see from his expression there was no help to be had there. His gaze was on my flesh, too – examining the curve of my breast, lingering on my exposed ass, darkening at the sight of my mound, now bare to the world.

This was my last chance, I knew. All I had to do was say it was a mistake and my life would return to normal. I'd be a little embarrassed for sure, half a dozen strangers had seen my bare pussy, but that paled in comparison to what was about to happen. These men were about to breed me.

I opened my mouth, ready to tell them to stop. But the desire burning inside me was already out of control. "Please," was all I managed to whimper, but inside my own mind, the word was followed by so much more.

Please use me.

Please fuck me.

Please fill my fertile little pussy with your seed.

Blue Eyes was pushing me down, and I didn’t understand, but my body started to go, and I nearly toppled forward, tripped by my lowered pants. I fell onto my hands and knees, gasping at the sudden shock of it. The grocery store floor looked dingy up this close. I closed my eyes, trying to steady myself.

But there was no steadying to be had, no moment to gather myself and come to terms with what I'd decided. There was a hand between my legs now – Blue Eye's – and I whimpered in shock and violation as this stranger spread my lips and stroked harshly at my pussy. I didn’t know if he was trying to entice me or prepare me.

Prepare me. Oh, God.

Being groped by him didn’t feel good, exactly, but something in me was responding to his hand. Maybe it was the many eyes watching me or the complete and utter depravity of the situation. But whatever the reason, my body was starting to respond to the violation. I could feel my lips growing slicker even as I began to wonder what I'd gotten myself in to.

That’s when a hand seized my hair, lifting my head, and Baseball Cap's cock forced its way past my lips.

I nearly gagged on him in my surprise. I hadn’t been paying attention to Ball Cap; I’d been so distracted by Blue Eye's surprise assault and his hand between my legs that I’d forgotten he wasn’t the only man close to me who undoubtedly wanted to explore his new freeuse freedoms with me. I didn’t know if oral sex was allowed under the bill – it certainly wasn’t going to get me pregnant – but the sensation of his cock growing hard in my mouth made up my mind. Whether it was required or not, I was going to suck his cock.

I held there, on hands and knees, paralyzed by shame and rising desire, a hand between my legs and a cock in my mouth. All I’d come to the grocery store for was pancake ingredients. And here I was, somehow serving my country, betraying my boyfriend, and fulfilling my deepest desire all at once.


 Chapter Two

Without meaning to, I found myself suckling at Ball Cap's cock in my mouth. He groaned and twitched inside me. I pressed my lips tighter against him, working him gently with my tongue as he swelled under my ministrations. Blue's hand was busy between my legs, still not feeling good, but something was happening, and I didn’t doubt he could feel I was growing wetter, if not from his ministrations, then the sheer naughtiness of what was happening to me.

Then his hand was gone, and I felt something else nudging between my legs.

I moaned in half-hearted protest against Ball Cap's cock, but there was nothing I could do. As one stranger penetrated my mouth, the other began forcing his way into my depths, violating me more thoroughly than I’d ever been before. I tried to scream, whether in outrage or pleasure I didn't know. It didn’t matter. I was now on my hands and knees on the grocery store floor, caught between two strangers as they had their way with me… and I was horribly, horribly turned on.

Ball Cap's fist in my hair guided my head back and forth on his cock, sloppily thrusting his way past my lips again and again as he waited his turn to claim me. I could feel Blue's hands, one still wet from my juices, clasping my hips as he forced me harder against his pelvis, driving his cock deeper and deeper inside me. I couldn’t believe I was being fucked like this. It was something out of a porno, not real life. Men weren’t animals, to act like this… were they? Now they’d been given license to do what they wanted to me, as long as they tried to get me knocked up, and maybe that was all it took to let the animal inside them out.

It certainly felt like that, primal and animalistic, swaying on my knees on the grocery store floor between two strangers. They hadn’t asked my name; they didn’t care. All they knew was I had a pussy that they were legally entitled to use, and they planned to use me to my fullest. Submissively, I rocked between them, suckling Ball Cap's cock as best I could between gasps at the rough way Blue was fucking me.

Was the other woman I’d seen, the one in the baking aisle, with a man she knew? Or was she, too, being claimed under this new law? A Freedom Bearer, with a stranger’s cock forcing its way inside her to fill her fertile womb?

My pussy was dripping now with the attention and shame and lust of it all. I didn’t know how I could be responding like this to such violation, but the unspeakable naughtiness of what I was doing – what was being done to me – was making me feel things I didn’t know I could feel. I wanted Blue to fuck me harder, even as awkward and rough as he was. I wanted Ball Cap to force himself deeper inside my throat, to be ready to claim me when Blue was done. I wanted to be this slut, on my knees for two men I didn’t even know. The idea of them taking what they wanted from me and spending themselves in me was so wrong, and yet, and yet…

I was whimpering around Ball Cap's cock now, and he was shuddering and so hard between my lips I worried he’d cum before he could even penetrate my pussy. But Blue was pounding me violently and I knew he had to be close. He was shaking my body with the force of his thrusts, uncaring about how I felt, vigorously claiming what he needed – this hard, impersonal, desperate rush of skin on skin, cock in pussy, spreading me and pushing into me deeper and deeper with each thrust. I could feel my pussy responding, gamely trying to rise to the heights of desire he was feeling, but he was too harsh, too quick, and before I realized it he’d spent himself inside me, his cock shuddering with the effort of inseminating me.

Inseminating me. Oh God, a stranger just came in me without a condom.

"Thank you for your service," he said to me as he pulled free, panting. I could hear his fly zip and then footsteps – and then I was left alone with Ball Cap. He was already pulling himself free from my lips, my saliva coating his shaft, he was moving around me, and then he was pressing into my already-used pussy, slick with need, Blue's cum, and now my own saliva lubricating his way. I groaned as he pressed himself all the way into me, the size of him stretching me more than Blue had, and then he too was moving against me, harder, faster, clearly eager to cum already from the ministrations of my mouth.

I was gasping with him now, the ache in my knees forgotten as he teased my pussy to new heights of desire. This was terrible – wonderful – shameful – impossible – and all I wanted to do was keep rocking under him, keep spreading for the force of his thrusts as he claimed me, this stranger right in the middle of the grocery store. Ball Cap was fucking me harder now, his hips moving into his final rhythm, and I struggled to keep up. I wanted – I needed – and then his hand moved between my lips, stroking me roughly, urging me on –

I bucked and moaned –

Faster he worked me now, cock and hand, and my body was aching, rising, begging –

His hand busy between my lips, untutored and rough, but it was enough, it was enough, and when he brushed against my clit I moaned –

He froze –

And then slammed down into me, the hardest thrust yet, burying himself fully inside me, one hand on my hip as the other caressed me, and he groaned as he came.

His hand shook against me, and pleasure crested, rising, breaking.

I rode out my desire on his hand there on the grocery store floor, as his cock pulsed inside me and then his semen joined Blue's, filling my womb, threatening to do just what the Freeuse Fertility Bill had promised: impregnate me, whether I was ready for it or not.

It was too much. I collapsed as he withdrew from me, first pulling his hand free, then his cock. He stood over me for a few long moments, and I thought dimly that he did have some sympathy after all.

“Better get what you need and head out, miss,” he told me finally. “Store’s going to be real busy soon.”

Trembling, splayed, I knew he was right.

What had just happened to me? What was I going to do?

And why had it felt so good?

~

I sat in my driveway, reeling. I needed to talk to someone. Darren? I’d have to talk to him about it sooner or later, but first… I needed my best friend.

Alicia was already up and had heard the news about the bill going into affect. She was furious, raging. I didn’t even get into what had just happened, she was so caught up in her indignation. She already had two kids; she hadn’t been planning on a third; she definitely didn’t want one from someone other than her husband. There was no way she would ever volunteer, and she took pity on the poor girls who did.

I tried Britney next, then Nitya. More of the same: womanly outrage, worry about the potential erosion of freedom. Sure, it was voluntary now, but what if that wasn't enough to reverse the collapsing birthrates?  Britney whispered to me in a hushed tone that her husband was threatening to keep her in the house, even when she had work - he didn't even want her to see sex in public. Nitya listened to my story and then paused, delicately asking how it was.

The more I listened to my friends, the more I wondered. I didn’t feel outraged or violated the way they seemed to. Sure, I thought the bill – now law – was unfair, asking young women to bear the burdens (literally) of our society’s birth rate, but somehow I wasn't sharing anger. I mean, it was voluntary. Sort of - in my case. And Nitya’s question made me think about the grocery store, asking myself honestly: how was it?

I hadn’t been mad then, either. A little scared – it was a new situation, I was at a loss, and I hadn’t remotely been expecting it. But other than that… there’d been something undeniably hot about it. About knowing I was so desired, even at as mundane a place as the grocery store. About knowing at any time a stranger could come and claim me, could spend himself inside me and impregnate me.

It felt impossibly dirty admitting that to myself. As I mumbled through some half-baked explanation to Nitya, I kept thinking about those few moments when I’d been on my knees swaying between two strange men as they hurried to spend themselves inside me. How aroused I’d felt, how powerful.

And how much I’d wanted more.

I didn’t say any of that to any of my friends. But it was on my mind long after I made it out of the car and into the shower, scrubbing my skin of any traces of my debauchery before I sat down with Darren to explain why there were no pancakes and how exactly our lives had now changed.


 Chapter Three

After the grocery store incident, Darren and I spent most of the day talking – and other things. Darren was appropriately outraged, though I could see a speculative fire in his eyes. He’d always wanted kids, but had been pretty insistent on being married first. Still, I could see he was excited by the possibility.

He was eager to reclaim me, and I enjoyed his enthusiasm. Losing myself in lovemaking with Darren was easy, fun, uncomplicated after my confusing feelings about the morning. He wanted to go again, and again, a far cry from his usual sex drive, and I happily obliged him until he physically couldn’t mount me again.

But in between, we talked. About what the events of the day meant for us, for our future. About how we were feeling. About what the next few months would look like. And most importantly, if I really should be a Freedom Bearer. For real this time.

I was exhausted by the end of the day, both emotionally and physically. After yet another lovemaking session with Darren, I finally dropped into thankfully dreamless sleep.

~

The harsh morning light woke me early, even though it was still weekend. We still didn’t have ingredients for pancakes – Darren never made it to the store yesterday to finish my aborted shopping trip – but I wasn’t thinking about food. I was antsy, on edge, and not even fully sure why.

Finally, I shook Darren’s shoulder.

“Mmph?”

“I’m going for a run in Edmond Park,” I told him.

He opened his eyes, revealing the uncertainty there. “Will you wear the wristband?”

“I don't know.”

We'd ended the discussion yesterday with the ball firmly in my court. Darren said he'd support me no matter what I chose, and that meant the world to me. Still, he had one big reservation. The idea of the sex was hot, and he was proud of me for being willing to do my part to help the nation, but a part of him wished he'd be the one to get me pregnant. As much as the primal part of his brain found the whole situation a huge turn on, he just couldn't get over the idea that a baby should come from a place of love.

“But, it’s early," I said. "There won’t be a lot of people on the paths. I just need to clear my head a bit.”

I'd taken the wristband off the moment I left the grocery store, but I found it in the junk dish beside the front door. I ran my fingers over the smooth plastic, thinking about the day before. I stared at it for what felt like an eternity before slipping it back over my wrist.

Opening the door to go out took more courage than I expected. My heart started beating wildly even as I put my hand on the knob. Out of fear, or excitement? I wasn’t sure which.

Taking a deep breath, I headed outside – deliberately stepping out into the world as a Freedom Bearer.

~

Edmond Park was as quiet as I’d expected, and a minute into my run, I was ready to breathe a sigh of relief. I’d only seen a handful of cars in the lot and one other early morning exercise nut so far – a woman in the distance, using the park’s pull-up bars.

Gradually, my stride evened out, began to lengthen, and I let my mind empty, drift. That was what I loved best about running – it gave me time to think, but pulled at me just enough to keep me from obsessing or spiraling. On particularly good days, I could more or less go blank and just focus on being in the world, an animal on a tiny blue dot in the vastness of space.

As my mind drifted today though, it wasn’t quite going blank.

A hand on the back of my head, a strange cock forcing its way past my lips.

The rising pressure of an impending orgasm as I was taken on the floor of the grocery store.

Darren’s loved and familiar form sliding over me, penetrating me again and again as though trying to erase what other men had done to me. Or perhaps savoring the thought of it?

The further I got down the path, the further I got from the actual moment in time, the more I realized that there wasn't an ounce of regret within me over what happened at the grocery store. Yes, I’d been shocked in the moment – and afraid. It was all so new and startling. But if I was being honest with myself… there was something else to it that called louder, some more primal desire it had triggered in me.

A big part of me was ashamed to explore that thought or that feeling further… but now that the door had been busted wide open, I knew there was no going back. Once awakened, the previously dormant desires within me would not return to slumber.

It took me a long time to realize I wasn’t only hearing my breath, the pounding of my feet, the early morning birdsong anymore. There was a second set of pounding footfalls behind me, growing closer.

I glanced back. My throat tightened.

The footsteps belonged to a male jogger, someone I didn’t know – and he was gaining fast.

He was probably just out for a run, same as me, I tried to reassure myself, but a tingle of uncertain fear and a clenching between my legs proved I wasn’t convinced. He was clearly a regular runner – good stride, even pace, well-loved gear – but that didn’t mean anything in this new world. Anyone could use me any time they liked, regular runner or no.

That thought sent a stab of desire racing through me, followed immediately by a flush of shame. Was I really turned on by the idea that this stranger might want to claim me? Had he already seen the wristband? Should I hide it?

He caught up to me before I could spiral any further – whether deeper in lust or confusion – but instead of passing me, he drew even only, and held his pace. We were now running side by side and I could feel him looking at me, assessing me.

Wondering what it would be like to fuck me.

“Hey.”

I swallowed against my conflicting feelings. “Hey.”

“There’s a place near here I think you’ll like. Follow me.”

As come-ons went, it was innocuous… but he didn’t need to be obvious anymore, did he? I was here, a single woman, the band around my wrist. He was entitled to take me.

As he veered off the path, I took a deep breath and followed him into the foggy woods.


 Chapter Four

My “suitor,” who I’d learned was named Matt, brought me to a rocky clearing I’d never seen before. It must have been picturesque, if you were discovering it for the first time alone and not about to be ravaged. Nestled among the boulders was a little grassy hollow, full of wildflowers, with enough breaks in the trees that I guessed it probably got some lovely afternoon sun. In the early hours of the day, though, with fog lingering between the trees, it mostly felt secluded rather than safe… the perfect place for an illicit tryst, or for whatever was about to happen to me.

Matt urged me up onto one of the nearby boulders. I complied with some confusion, which must have shown in my face because he laughed kindly. “I want you to be comfortable.”

With my help, he peeled off my leggings, leaving my ass bare against the cool rock, and spread my legs.

I gasped as he bent his mouth to meet my flesh. As I had wondered yesterday, was this really part of the bill? – but Darren and I hadn’t actually ended up going over the text, though we’d noted we should several times. I guessed it didn’t matter, though. Anything that helped prepare us for the final act of insemination likely was on the table… and I remembered reading somewhere that a woman is more likely to become pregnant if she has an orgasm during sex.

The rock under me was cool and damp, and Matt’s mouth a warm contrast. I could feel his breath on my mound as he tenderly pressed his tongue to me, parting my lips deftly to taste me. I moaned, the sound swallowed up by the heavy air. I spread my legs further, pressing against his hands on my thighs.

Matt explored me with long, gentle strokes of his tongue. He teased me, eliciting gasps and whimpers as he found all my most sensitive places. Every movement he made sent an electric current of desire singing through my body. My ass ground against the rock as I struggled to keep from writhing underneath his ministrations, begging for more.

I was already at a fever pitch of desire when he finally began to circle my clit, suckling and teasing at me. Whimpering, I buried a hand in his hair, pressing him closer: yes, this, more. Matt responded to my urging, licking and sucking at me with renewed fire, and I felt the pressure in me building, cresting…

I came right there on the rock, spread before a stranger, as he devoured my pussy. My gasps hung in the air and vanished as though unable to echo in this hidden place… as though my lustful climax was our little secret.

When Matt rose up off his knees to stand between my legs, his shorts desperately trying to contain his erection, I offered myself to him willingly. I wrapped my hand around this stranger’s cock without a moment of hesitation or doubt, and urged him inside me. When we met, my eager pussy invited him all the way in. He slid himself in up to the hilt, passage eased by the juices of my desire.

I was still on fire with need, the echoes of my orgasm pounding through me. He was ready for me as well, and didn’t try to hide it. Our bodies came together again and again on that rock – him shuddering as he forced his way into me harder and faster, me not caring that my ass scraped against stone, that I was about to be inseminated by another stranger. Some dim part in the back of my mind was eager for it, for the pulse of his cock I knew I’d feel when he let loose, when he fully claimed me. That terrible part of me was beginning to crave the moment of true release when I let myself go to be completely violated, completely claimed, my womb filled by a stranger’s need.

Matt was pulling me closer and closer and I was barely on the rock now, his muscular arms practically holding me up as he thrust into me, our bodies barely moving apart before slamming back together. I wailed as I rode his cock, shivering and shaking with the force of my desire as his mouth met my neck, his hands grabbed my buttocks, my pussy clenched around his shaft. The deep, animal lust between us could not be denied – we were here together for the oldest of needs, to breed, and we both wanted desperately for him to claim every inch of me as he prepared to spend himself inside me.

Harder – faster – there –

Stone against my thighs, my muscles on fire with the strain of balancing –

The shuddering push of his cock driving into me –

My own pleasure, dark and desperate, rising once more until it felt like the fog all around us –

Yes –

Together we cried out, our voices finally loud enough to startle birdsong to silence. His cock pumped inside me, releasing his seed into my fertile womb, and I came again at the feeling of it, at the feeling of being so claimed, so filled.

We hung there for long moments after, sweaty and intertwined, braced against the rock, letting our heartbeats slow as his cock pulsed again and again, holding fast until every last drop of his cum had found a home deep within me.

~

By the third day of the new law, women were dividing into camps. Some were still morally offended by the mere idea of Freedom Bearers, while a growing number of young women were actively seeking the attention and validation of total strangers. They went out in public wearing nothing but their wristbands, followed by crowds of adoring men. Most of my friends were in the former group, but a few whispered to me feelings I felt echoed in my own body: there was something exciting about our brave new world.

I’d reassured Darren that I still loved him, and that while the freeuse was an exciting fantasy, our relationship still came first. We made love every time he was able as he tried desperately to be the one to knock me up, and he probably left me dripping with more cum than all the strangers combined.

In truth… I was enjoying myself like never before. I’d always had a higher sex drive than Darren, and while we didn’t have a big mismatch, it was still nice to have him pursuing me more, having him jumping me when I just got out of the shower or while I was reading on the couch. It made our lovemaking more spontaneous and fun – and I was not regretting that we weren’t using protection anymore.

I was carefully budgeting my outside time, trying to convince Darren and my friends I wasn’t being reckless while still exploring the new feelings the Freeuse Fertility Bill had awakened in me. My experiences so far had been pleasurable, but I wasn't sure if I wanted to be one of those girls strutting around naked with a legion of men surrounding her.  After my experience on the run, I upped my exercise time outside, explaining it away as time spent in less crowded areas, less likely to attract attention. But I was always scanning the scene, on the lookout for one or two fitness buffs nearby who might have something more than muscles on their mind. My nerves were on fire the whole time – what if something happened? What if it didn’t? My lust and fear were so wrapped around each other it was impossible to tell where one began and one ended.

Kerri, my only friend who was openly enthusiastic about the whole thing, was enjoying herself immensely. To the titillation and horror of our other friends, she was living large – getting gang banged at the mall, deliberately visiting men’s cigar clubs, wearing skimpy outfits down the street in hopes of being pulled into a stranger’s car and thoroughly ravished. I envied her freedom and openness, but it wasn’t like I didn’t enjoy myself, too.

Everything was almost settling into some sort of normal when Darren came to me with some bad news. Since our timeline for having a baby had been unexpectedly rushed, he had gone and gotten himself tested at the fertility clinic.

It broke my heart to see the tears in his eyes as he explained that he'd never be a father, at least not biologically. Like so many men in recent generations, it just wasn't in the cards for him. But he had an idea...


 Chapter Five

Darren had done all he to support me, but he just couldn't shake the feeling that I should be impregnated by someone close to me. He didn't care if I kept fucking strangers, but he wanted the baby to be with someone special.

The solution? Make sure I got pregnant, fast… and enroll his friends and family to help me get there. That way, even if it couldn't be him who knocked me up, it was someone close to him.

It’s true I was still nervous when I went out, even if I did end each encounter sweaty and satisfied. And I was only slightly less nervous about Darren’s plan than I was just going out into the world, but he was so determined to try and help – and clearly felt awful about his own inability to do it – so I gave in. We set a time; he made some calls; I showered, moisturized, and let him tie me to the bed.

The ties were my idea, of course. Even when my body craved more sex, I was still regularly startled and nervous when approached by strangers. Darren didn’t like it, but he understood that I didn't want to have to make small talk or be stressed over what to do. The ropes made it simple - I was there to be fucked and that was that. I could see Darren didn’t agree, but he wasn’t about to argue.

There was something strangely erotic about being nude, my loving boyfriend tying me to the bed so other men could use me. I studied his face, intent on the task at hand, and loved him a little more for how hard he was trying to make me comfortable in this ridiculous situation. I wished he could manage another time with me today; being naked beside him without him touching me was so teasing.

I realized I was starting to pant with desire. This whole situation was so surreal, so fucked up, but it was arousing me in ways I never thought possible. If you’d told me a year ago that I’d be looking forward to being tied to a bed, left exposed for my boyfriend’s family and friends to violate me, I would have laughed myself sick. But here I was, happily spreadeagle, my thighs already damp with lust, and nothing had even happened yet.

Darren stroked my hair, carefully brushing it away from my face. He bent and gave me a deep kiss, which I responded to hungrily.

“You’re amazing,” he told me sincerely. “You're going to be an incredible mother.”

I kissed him again instead of replying. He drank me in, then regretfully broke away.

“You'll be a wonderful father,” I whispered.

But at that moment, I wasn't really thinking about that. We both knew what was coming next. And even though I was glad to be so eager for it, I didn’t really need Darren knowing just how badly the thought of his friends and family taking me was turning me on.

“Go,” I told him roughly. “And be ready for me when they're done.”

Darren kissed me again, and left.

~

Darren’s uncle was first through the door. I’d never had much conversation with Uncle Richard, barely thought about him at all, but something in his eyes as he entered the room told me he’d thought about this before. Maybe a lot.

Even as horny as I was, I found myself blushing as Uncle Richard began to strip. He smirked at the sight of my pink cheeks.

“Blushing? Don’t play the virgin with me, missy. I can see how wet you are from here. You’re already dripping at the thought of my fat cock inside you.”

A rush of twinned lust and fear went through me, prickling my throat and eyes. How could he say that to me? Was he right? My traitor pussy was aching with need, and a part of me hated him knowing that.

He didn’t bother with foreplay, and I didn’t want him to. For better or worse, he was right about how ready I was. Uncle Richard knelt between my legs, his hairy beer belly looming above me. I couldn’t see his shaft but I knew it was pointed right at me, ready to claim me, to cum inside me.

Without meaning to, I found myself struggling against the restraints. That was why I’d asked Darren for them, after all – I knew it would be hard to be still when these people I knew used me. I didn’t think I could fake desire. But desire was here, unbidden, even with how cruel Uncle Richard was being, and even though I was horrified, the part of me that was licking its lips and eagerly awaiting my debauchery was growing larger and larger. That terrible, naughty part of me wanted this, being spread under Uncle Richard’s gaze, his cock sliding into me, proving every gross word he’d said to me true.

He pushed into me with a grunt. I bit back a moan at the pressure of him – he hadn’t been lying about his girth – but I was so wet it only took a moment of brief pain, a quick thrust, and Uncle Richard was buried inside me, his belly brushing against my mound as he claimed me.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he told me, his voice rough with admiration. “I’m going to love stretching you with my fat cock. Make sure you know what a real man feels like.”

I closed my eyes against the naked greed in his face. But there was nowhere I could hide from what he was doing to my body – and how my body was reacting.

Uncle Richard pumped himself into me carelessly, fast, not caring how he used me. I winced and whimpered with each stroke as my pussy struggled to accommodate him, giving way before the pressure of his shaft. It hurt, but it felt good, too – a terrible, devastating pleasure rising within me and begging to be given voice.

I was still struggling against the restraints, I knew, because Uncle Richard kept laughing about it, and I hated this, his belly brushing against me, his crude comments, but I didn’t hate it at all, what he was doing to me, the feeling of him stretching me and plunging into me and driving me towards a horrible, delicious pleasure –

My pussy clenched desperately around him, needing this, needing more.

Uncle Richard laughed again. “That’s right, you little slut. Tell me what you need.”

I bit my lip, squeezing my eyes more tightly closed. I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of admitting how much I wanted him inside me.

And then he pulled out swiftly, leaving me gaping mid-stroke, aching after the terrible void of my need.

“Tell me, or I’ll stop right now.”

I whimpered. “Please…”

“I can’t hear you.”

Was this real? How could this be happening? I was lying tied on a bed, spread for Darren’s uncle, about to beg him to inseminate me.

“Please…” My voice broke as I tried again.

Uncle Richard teased at my swollen pussy lips with the head of his cock. “Please what?”

I couldn’t take it. “I need you to fuck me with your fat cock!” I wailed.

And then he was inside me once more, thrusting harder and faster until my whole body bounced and shook against the restraints, making the bed squeak. The pressure of stretching for his cock was almost gone now – now all that remained was a whirlpool of desire, drawing me down into its terrible depths.

“I’m going to claim every inch of your tight pussy,” Uncle Richard panted as he thrust into me. “I’m going to fuck you like you begged me to, you little slut. And then you know what I’m going to do?”

I was past words, and he didn’t care. My whole body was shaking and I was suddenly grateful for the restraints, not because I wanted to fight them, but because I didn’t want the humiliation of Uncle Richard knowing that I would have been clawing his back, desperately trying to pull him deeper inside me.

“I’m going to fill your little belly with my cum,” Uncle Richard threatened, “and you’re going to beg me for that, too.”

“Please, please,” I panted, writhing under him, desperate for something, desperate to –

He was fucking me harder and harder now, his belly bouncing on my mound, his thick shaft splitting me, drowning me –

He gave out a long, guttural moan, and collapsed on me as his cock shuddered deep inside my depths, releasing his seed into my abused womb. My body shook with unwilling pleasure as the sensation of being filled overtook me, crashing against the tormented desire within, until I could hold out no more and I came, shuddering, sweaty, disgusted, underneath my tormentor.

Worst of all, Uncle Richard didn’t pull out right away as I’d expected. After catching his breath, he propped himself up and looked down at me with a satisfied smirk. “Best to stay in for a minute, make sure it takes,” he told me with a grin, wiggling his hips for emphasis. I closed my eyes again, but not before I saw him staring hungrily at my chest.

And then, while his cock softened inside me, as his cum dripped over my thighs, he spent painfully long moments exploring my breasts with his calloused hands, his hot mouth. I wanted to object – he’d already cum, so it wasn’t foreplay – but did it really matter? Uncle Richard had already violated me thoroughly.

Just when I’d thought the humiliation couldn’t get worse, I began to feel the stirrings of desire once more, even now. What Uncle Richard was doing had nothing to do with me – he wasn’t trying to make me feel good, he was trying to take what he could from me – but somehow it didn’t matter. His mouth suckling my nipple awoke my pussy once more, still in its echoes of pleasure. And, damn him, he noticed.

Gripping both breasts so tightly they hurt, Uncle Richard leveraged himself back up. And that was when I realized to my horror and perverted desire, that his cock inside me was starting to stiffen once more.

“Don’t worry, missy,” he promised me in a husky voice. “I’ll give you what you need.”

To my dismay, he did.


 Chapter Six

Darren had offered to come in and check on me between each visit, but I’d told him not to. Now I was even more thankful for it. I didn’t want him seeing me like this after Uncle Richard finally finished with me – red from desire and strain, bite marks on my breast, a river of cum dripping out from between my thighs. Instead, Darren’s friend Todd got the full show – though to his credit, he didn’t even blink. After checking to see if I was okay, he hurried to strip, pumped in me efficiently, and added his load to my already full womb.

After Todd came Darren’s cousin Lon – literally – and then another cousin whose name I didn’t remember. All of the younger men seemed more awkward about the situation so far, though that wasn’t stopping them from enjoying the fruits my body. I told myself it was better that they were awkward and quick, better that than Uncle Richard, but by the time the third one had come and gone before I could reach climax, I was panting more with frustration than desire.

By the time Darren’s friend Mike entered the room, I was aching from the restraints as well as thwarted desire. Unlike the others, he didn’t strip immediately, but ran a cool, assessing eye over me, and then with a smirk he held up something I’d never been so happy to see: a washcloth.

“Need a hand?”

“Yes, please,” I told him eagerly.

He took a few minutes cleaning me up, helping me feel a little more human… but when I asked about the restraints, he didn’t seem to hear me.

“Feeling better?” Mike asked.

“Yes. Much,” I replied warily. I hadn’t pegged Mike for the solicitous type and I had a feeling the other shoe was about to drop. “Thank you.”

He sat beside me on the bed. “This is a little weird.”

I pulled at my restraints again. No luck. Oh well. “Yeah.”

“I think you’re going to have to help me get in the mood.”

Ah. I’d had some experience with this at the grocery store, but somehow I didn’t think Mike was being completely honest with me. “Do your best.”

A smile on his face now – one I didn’t like. “I was about to say the same to you.”

Mike stripped. As he straddled my chest, I looked down as well as I could and saw his cock standing stiffly at attention, already throbbing and eager. “It doesn’t look like you need help.”

“Oh, but I do,” Mike said easily. I couldn’t see any shame on his face that he was taking advantage of me when I was his best friend’s girl. Did I really expect any? We both knew where this was going to end. “Darren always brags about your mouth. I think I need a demonstration to make sure I’m really ready to give you my good stuff.”

A part of me wanted to argue, to tell him he was a pig, maybe call Darren in… but my thwarted pussy was pulsing with desire at the implied threat in Mike’s voice, at the knowledge that I was at his mercy and he could give me the release I so desperately wanted.

I parted my lips and let Mike claim my mouth.

It was bizarre to realized I’d now had not one, but two cocks in my mouth from someone other than Darren. He was what I was used to, and I’d memorized every inch of him – how his head felt passing my lips, the vein up the underside of his shaft, exactly how long he was.

Mike’s cock was thinner, but longer. He lingered for long moments on my tongue, no doubt waiting to see how much I’d stroke him. After a moment of hesitation, I did. I let the hunger in my body drive me, let my lips wrap tenderly around him as I caressed him with the tip of my tongue, swallowing against his length. I heard him groan “oh, fuck” as he began to press deeper inside me.

His length was all the way in my throat now, nearly choking me, and I struggled to breathe around him. The angle wasn’t good for this and Mike wasn’t giving me a lot of chance to adjust – his weight bore down on me, demanding, and I swallowed again and again against his shuddering, eager cock. I knew he was ready to fuck me, and he knew, but neither of us said the word. We were caught up in this play acting, caught up in terrible desire, and in my desperate arousal all I wanted was for him to use me in every way, to tease me until I’d finally reached release.

Mike was happy to oblige. He rode my face, thrusting in and out of my mouth and throat with ease as I struggled to show off my skills for him. I wasn’t doing my best but he didn’t seem to care. I could feel his cock twitch inside me as I stroked him, feel him shiver as I lipped at his balls. He was claiming this illicit pleasure from me and neither of us wanted to stop. As I suckled desperately at him, I found myself wishing he would come up with more excuses, more fantasies for us to play out so he could explore my whole body, learn every terrible thing I wanted while my boyfriend waited outside for us to finish.

As he finally withdrew from my mouth, I gasped – half for air, half in frustrated desire – but of course, Mike wasn’t done with me yet.

Before I knew it, he’d moved, shifted down to between my legs, only he wasn’t content with leaving me spreadeagle around him the way the others had been. Mike pulled my legs free, hauling them up over his shoulders, lifting my ass off the bed and impaling me in one swift stroke. I cried out in shock and desire as he pierced the depths of me, the angle forcing his long shaft even deeper than Uncle Richard’s had gone. He was pressing against the secret, rough part inside of me, and as he moved, every thrust awoke new tormented delights. I was writhing, convulsing, and his iron grip held me fast, gripping my cheeks till they bruised as he worked me up and down on his cock.

It felt like the culmination of all the frustrated desire I’d had up until this point. I couldn’t stop myself from twisting against my restraints, pleading, my hips locked in desperate rhythm. It was too much and not enough, and with every violation I wanted to beg: “Stop. There. More.”

Fierce, inexorable, Mike thrust into me again and again, fucking me with all his might. My legs ached from the position, my arms twisted in the restraints, and yet all of my attention was caught, hanging, pierced by what he was doing to me, what he was making me feel. As his hips moved into their final rhythm all I could think was how I wanted to grab him and pull him down into me deeper, deeper, until we drowned together. But Mike was following his own rhythm now, cascading pleasure through me as I struggled to keep up, and then we were suddenly there together, in sync, his cock pressing against me, pushing into me, and I wailed with horrified need as there – yes – there –

His cock pulsed inside me –

I screamed –

And found release, ecstatic, pinned between Mike’s hands and his pelvis, his shaft buried to the hilt inside me, throbbing as he spent his seed inside my clenching, shuddering body.

I lay there panting as he deposited me back on the bed. I lifted my hips as best I could, trying to keep his cum from spilling out of me. Dimly, I heard the rustle of Mike’s clothes. The pounding of my own heart. The sound of the door, opening once more.

“Next!”

~

I sat on the bathroom floor, looking at the two little lines. Pregnant. The Freeuse Fertility Bill had worked after all. It was unlikely I’d ever know who the father was, but it didn’t really matter. Darren would be eager to raise the baby with me regardless. And then when it was a little older, maybe I' do all this again. Be a Freedom Bearer once more, wear the wristband and be spread by strangers and groped by friends.

Or maybe I just wouldn't stop. The first of us successful breeders were starting to show, and some of them still proudly wore their wristbands. They were celebrated and adored - and fucked. It seemed there wasn't any stipulation limiting the freeuse sex once you got pregnant. As far as the law was concerned, anyone wearing the wristband was fair game. And plenty of men were happy to take their turn with a pregnant slut.

My pussy pulsed. Darren wasn't going to be home for a couple of hours. Just enough time for one last hurrah before I shared the good news. I knew just the bar I wanted to try, too. Big tables, wide bar top, lots of cute young guys. A smile curved my lips. It would be a night to remember.

~

More coming soon! Follow me on Amazon to be notified when it’s released!

Or you can JOIN MY NEWSLETTER for my exclusive FREE STORY The Breeding Test, get notified about Special Deals, and learn All My Darkest Secrets.

The Breeding Test – Free for my newsletter subscribers

I caught a lot of shit as the only female tech major at my small college. My classmates joked that I belonged at home, barefoot and pregnant. It drove me crazy, but not for the reason you'd think. Little did they know, they were touching upon a secret I was too ashamed to admit. Until now.

For as long as I could remember, my biggest fantasy has always been to be bred. I'm not talking about starting a family all lovey-dovey like. I mean bred. Used solely for my ripe little body. Fucked hard and filled, until my belly swells, and then fucked some more.

For the longest time, I didn't know how to square that filthy side of me with the top-of-my-class good girl I pretended to be. I wanted a career. Respect. But I needed to be used.

So I built an app that might just make me rich and pregnant. Virile men submit their applications, you swipe on the ones you like, and then all you have to do is wait. When the app detects you've reached the most fertile part of your cycle, it sends out your location to everyone on your list. Then it's a freeuse free-for-all, the only rule is that they have to finish deep inside... well, you know.

Now, it's all ready to launch and the only thing left to do is test it myself. For science...

GET IT NOW
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Shared with the Class: 10 Story Collection - What happens when you join the FreeUse Sorority? Come follow me and find out all about the wildest, steamiest time of my life - used and shared by dominant older professors, classmates, and even the football team. Every inch of my body is put on display, used, covered, and filled by more men than I can count. Sometimes five or more, all at once.

InsemN8: The Purity Ball Princess - You wouldn't believe how many of the dads running the Amherst Purity Society are on that FreeUse fertility app. Ask me how I know.

I about lost my damn mind when I caught a glimpse of that pop-up on my father's phone:


YOUR FERTILE MATCH IS WAITING FOR YOUR SEED
  

After enduring years of homeschooling, all manner of abstinence lectures and bullshit about waiting for "the one", you can understand why that would leave me with some... complicated feelings, right?

So I downloaded the app - just out of curiosity, of course. And he wasn't the only one on there. Half my friends' dads had secret profiles too - so I matched with every single one of them. Just to let them know I'm on to them, it's not like I'd actually do anything.

Certainly not in a hotel room right upstairs from my final Purity Ball. I mean, I pledged to leave for college pure and untouched, and to stay that way until marriage. I can't just throw all that away. I can resist three older men, right? Even if they are total hotties.

I definitely wouldn't go upstairs. Wouldn't spread my legs. Let them be my first. Allow them fill me without protection. No matter how much I wanted to feel my belly swell...

The News Babe's FreeUse Fantasy - The FreeUse craze is sweeping the nation, and reporter Kelsey Travis is assigned to get to the bottom of the controversial new policy for a lurid exposé. At first, she's merely an observer watching the debauchery unfold around her. But as she travels from a FreeUse workplace, to an anything-goes resort, and then finally FreeUse night at a club, her eyes are opened to the steamy possibilities and new desires are awakened. Can she restrain her passions and remain an impartial spectator, or has she already fallen too far down this rabbit hole to turn back without getting what she really wants - to be taken by multiple men, all at once?

Becoming The FreeUse Office Slut - From respected professional to FreeUse slut...

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.

But all of that changed when her work nemesis booked her a FreeUse flight for their business trip, setting her on a path that will turn her from respected professional to the office's FreeUse slut. Her journey includes graphic MFMM+ scenes, DP, interracial BBC, lesbian sex, dirty talk, and is filled with loads of fun.

FreeUse Fertile and Filled - The only thing I want as much as a baby is the fun of making it - it's too bad my husband can't join in.

When fancy fertility treatments are too expensive, my husband and I decide to do it the old fashioned way. Just not with him. At the FreeUse fertility clinic, they pair you up with as many virile men as you can handle, and my husband gets to watch as they fill me up. But there's a slim window when I'm at my most fertile, so the best way to be sure is to let them use me all at once.

Or Check Out All Of My Books Here

 About the Author

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