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 Chapter One

Katelyn

I hadn't meant to look. It's not like I was snooping or anything, he just left his phone right there on the table. A part of me thinks he wanted me to see it. Why else would my new neighbor leave his phone laying around at the neighborhood barbecue?

He'd been staring at it all afternoon - at first I thought he was just another Zoomer glued to his phone, but that wasn't it at all. The truth was, he was waiting for something. That something came while he was on the receiving end of a "friendly" lecture from the neighborhood busybody on the importance of bringing your trash cans in from the street in a timely manner.

His phone vibrated against the wooden picnic table. Three long buzzes that captured my attention. I couldn't help but see the notification pop up onto the screen.

YOUR FERTILE MATCH IS WAITING FOR YOUR SEED

Immediately, I felt a twist in my stomach that I hadn't experienced in years. That electric feeling when you stumble upon something you know you weren't supposed to see, but you just have to look. That heart-pounding, stomach dropping sensation of discovering a deliciously dirty little secret. I wasn't exactly sure what it meant, but the general idea was pretty clear - not long from now, Russel was going to be balls deep, blowing his load into some fertile young thing.

Seeing something like that changes the way you look at a person. I turned to watch my neighbor, struggling to remain polite while Veronica "Ronnie" Sawyer droned on and on, having moved on from garbage bins to acceptable lawn decor, her buglike eyes fixed on him from behind thick glasses. He nodded along, but I knew he wasn't thinking about HOA bylaws. Any moment now, Russel would check his phone, and then excuse himself to go breed a horny slut.

The thought of it made me wet. And a little jealous. I'd never paid much attention to him before - he'd only moved in next door a couple months ago - I'd brought him some cookies as a welcome to the neighborhood, but hadn't talked to him much since then. He was much too young to want to hang around with someone my age. A fresh college grad, just beginning his career. Someone like that would want to be out having fun, making friends, chasing women his age - and apparently knocking them up.

That was suddenly all I could think about. When we met, I'd thought he was a cute kid. But now I knew that wasn't quite correct. He was hot. A full head taller than me, I could imagine his hand on my chin, tilting it up towards him to share a kiss. The rolled up sleaves of his button-down revealed muscular forearms that I pictured tensed and trembling, holding his body up over some pretty young thing as he pumped her full of his seed. He clearly took care of himself, and knew how to dress to make the most of it.

His green eyes were friendly and patient, and I couldn't help but wonder what was going on behind them as Ronnie blabbered. Was he already imagining how it would feel to unload inside a fertile womb as he talked to our pushy, blue-haired neighbor? Stealing a glance down at his pants, my eyes searched for a bulge. Was he hard and ready in anticipation?

I remember how younger men are. A stiff breeze would have had my husband at full mast back then. God, how the thought of knocking me up used to drive him wild - it's no surprise he made me a MILF at such a young age, I hadn't even gotten through college before I was pregnant. It was like once the thought took root, it was impossible to think of anything else. Some primal part of my brain had awakened and the desperate need to be filled overshadowed everything. I craved that rush of warmth inside me like nothing else. I was desperate for his cock. His cum. To know what it could be doing to me. And then it really happened and-

"Katelyn?" my husband's voice snapped me back to reality. How long had I been staring at our new neighbor? Devin was giving me a curious look. Had he noticed who I'd been looking at?

"I asked if you needed another drink?"

God yes. But that wasn't all I needed.

I nodded, "Thanks, baby." And my husband dashed off.

Russel, having managed to pry himself away from the HOA nazi. reached for his phone. His hand brushed against my arm as he took it, and the warmth of his brief touch spread throughout my body.

He couldn't suppress his smile as he read his notifications. "Well, I've got to run," he announced to nobody in particular. As he hurried off, I was sure I noticed a bulge this time.

My husband was over by the coolers, and I suddenly regretted asking for another drink. What I needed now was to drag him home and have him fuck me senseless.

~

Later that evening, I found myself peering out my bedroom window. From the second floor, we had a clear view into Russel's backyard. The previous owners had put in a large, in-ground pool surrounded by a lovely patio and lush tropical plants. It seemed like a bit of a waste, they never seemed to actually spend any time out there. I could probably count on one hand the number of times I'd seen them use the pool. At least the birds loved all the bright, colorful flowers.

Before the house sold, I used to watch the birds all the time through my binoculars. I've always been a bit of a bird nerd, so it was a perfect setup. My favorites are the hummingbirds - I've got a few feeders in my own backyard, but it's hard to compete with the garden nextdoor. I guess they prefer the real thing.

So did I. The warmth of my husbands seed was still soaking into my panties as I looked out the window, wrapped up in my robe. He hadn't exactly left me senseless, but he'd put in a valiant effort. It wasn't his fault, my body craved the one thing he couldn't deliver.

The vasectomy had seemed like a good idea at the time. We were young, and back-to-back babies was almost more than we could handle. There was no money, no sleep, and no time. It very nearly broke us. From the very first time he came inside me, we knew there would be no controlling ourselves. But a third baby was out of the question, so we made the difficult decision to go through with the procedure.

Over a decade later though, everything had changed. We're in a good financial position, the kids are old enough that they're almost independent, and I keep finding myself wishing we could do it again. It was one of the most sexy and fulfilling experiences of my life, but circumstances prevented us from enjoying it the way we should have. It's remained a fantasy all these years, and we'll still pretend like he's breeding me, but it just doesn't hit the same. The best sex of my life was when we were trying for real, and nothing else since has ever topped that high. It was filthy and wholesome, loving and slutty. Fuck, just thinking of all the cum I've taken is enough to get me going.

When I told Devin I was ready to do it all again, he nearly ripped my clothes off. However, the excitement was short lived. We were crushed when the doctors said they were unable to reverse the vasectomy, and we fell into a weird place. Our breeding roleplay became tainted with the knowledge that we could never really have the real thing again. But I was craving it more than ever, and could almost feel my biological clock ticking.

It didn't seem fair, that we'd been denied our biggest fantasy when right next door, our hot young neighbor was knocking up random women from a fucking app. What will they come up with next?

My curiosity got the best of me, and I just had to look it up. First of all, the name was ridiculous. InsemN8 ? What kind of creep even comes up with something like that? And what kind of man signs up? Our neighbor Russel seemed like a nice guy. Young, fit, funny, with a steady job and his own home. A guy like that would have no trouble finding a girlfriend.

But what if that's not what he needed? After all, I had a husband, but still craved the one thing he was unable to provide. If Russel was like me, the need would become overwhelming if left unsatisfied. An obsession. Not a day passed without fantasies of taking a hot, potent load deep into my fertile pussy. I ached for it, and still desperately clung to the hope that one day my husband would be able to make it happen.

Was our neighbor like me? Only with an outlet for his needs? An easy pool of women who needed what he so desperately wanted to provide. The app sounded perfect for a man like that. Someone who lusted for the sensation of filling a fertile womb, but who didn't want the responsibility for what came after.

I had to admit, it sounded perfect for someone like me as well. Someone who wanted to experience all the joy and wonder of bearing new life. Someone who already had a perfect partner. Someone who was just missing one vital ingredient to make the fantasy come to life. It sounded ideal for our situation.

All except for one thing - the donor is entitled to a session of freeuse sex in exchange for their seed. Just the thought of it made me wet, the idea of being so desperate that you'd do anything to earn your reward. But there was no way my husband was going to go for that.

I couldn't help but wonder what our neighbor Russel had chosen to do with the girl he was meeting up with. The terms were clear that nothing was off limits, but he seemed like a nice guy. It was hard to imagine him doing anything too crazy or degrading.

Just as I was starting to imagine what kind of lover he was, Russel appeared in his backyard, clad in nothing but a towel. I knew I shouldn't, but the need between my legs had reawakened at the sight of him, and I couldn't resist grabbing my bird watching binoculars off the shelf.


 Chapter Two

Devin

Just thinking about my wife's cum-filled pussy was enough to stir my cock back to life. I'd left her upstairs to nap after our passionate lovemaking, but I couldn't stop thinking about her laying naked in our bed with my seed pouring out from between her legs.

I wasn't as young as I used to be, but I could usually manage to go a second round after a bit of rest. I climbed the stairs, hoping she'd be up for another go. It's just roleplay, but I still loved sliding back into her creamy pussy and feeling my wife filled with my load, pretending that I'm working it deeper into her fertile womb with every thrust.

It was torture, not being able to give her the one thing I knew she desired the most. Honestly, I wanted it as much as she did. Katelyn was absolutely wild in bed before the procedure - knowing that every load she took was a chance at getting knocked up made her absolutely insatiable. There were days we fucked half a dozen times, until she'd literally drained me dry and she still wanted more.

And when she was pregnant? My god, I was married to a fertility goddess. The swell of her belly was so goddamn sexy, and the pregnancy made her curvier in all the right places. Lucky for me, those curves never quite went away. I remember shortly after our first, she tried squeezing back into an old summer dress and my jaw practically hit the floor. She was laughing, trying to cram her "milf tits" into the little floral dress. That's what she called them now, and that's what they were. Absolutely perfect, big fat milf tits.

They drove me insane back when she was breastfeeding. One of my biggest regrets in life was not giving them the attention they deserved back then. But I was working long hours trying to support us, and she was juggling one, then two little ones. We were exhausted all the time. As gorgeous as she looked, neither of us had the time or energy to feel sexy back then. I'd give anything to experience that again now that we were in a better place. I could be home now to help with the baby. To take care of her the way she deserved. To worship her pregnant body and cover her with my seed in tribute.

That's what I was thinking about when I opened the door - if she was still asleep, maybe I'd just pull the covers back and stoke myself over her breasts. My wife loves it when I cum on her, says it feels like being claimed.

But instead of napping, I found Katelyn standing in front of the window - binoculars held in one hand, while the other moved between her legs. My stomach dropped.

I had noticed she seemed to be paying a lot of attention to the new neighbor at the barbecue, but I hadn't expected this. He was young and good looking, I suppose it shouldn't have been this big of a surprise. But I'd never caught Kate doing anything like this before. She didn't even like to watch porn, and now she was spying on the neighbor.

I felt like I should say something. Cough or announce my presence somehow, but I was left frozen by the flood of emotions rushing through me. Shock. Jealousy. Betrayal.

And something else. Something that made it impossible to look away. My wife was still as sexy as ever, and while the robe hid most of her body from view, the movement of her arm made it clear she was pleasuring herself. While my brain was short-circuiting and running through panicked scenarios of how our relationship was about to collapse, a baser part of myself was dying for a better view. To see her slender fingers sliding between her lips. To know if my semen was coating her fingertips as they glided over her sensitive nub.

Suddenly, her body tensed and a familiar sigh escaped her lips. My darling wife had just climaxed while peeking over at our neighbor.

I still didn't know what to feel, but I knew I'd be caught if I didn't move. I slipped quietly back down the stairs to buy myself a little time to sort out my thoughts. When Katelyn joined me in the living room a few minutes later, still clad in just a sheer robe and cum-soaked panties, I couldn't help but wonder what it was that she'd been thinking about.

~

That question was answered when I found the app on her phone. I shouldn't have snooped, but I just had to know if something was going on. Plus, she was spying on our neighbor with binoculars, she could hardly complain about invasions of privacy.

Best I could tell, she hadn't done anything yet. Her profile was incomplete, and she hadn't sent or received any messages. Nothing on her socials either, or other messaging apps. Maybe she had just been curious. I was about to put the phone down when I noticed the little map at the bottom - I guess they try to show how many potential matches might be in your area. Little glowing dots littered our zip code, and I zoomed in to confirm a sudden suspicion.

There was a little blue dot right in our neighborhood.

Our new neighbor.


 Chapter Three

Katelyn

It was almost a habit now, glancing out the bedroom window any time I was in the room. But I wasn't lucky enough to catch another viewing of my little peep show. I could still remember the rush I felt went Russel dropped his towel. It was only the second cock I'd seen in real life - if watching through binoculars like a creeper even counted as real life.

I still couldn't believe what had gotten into me. It was like my body was on autopilot as my hand found the binoculars and brought them to my eyes. Worse yet, was the way my fingers couldn't help but move between my legs. Fantasizing about real people always felt strange to me, whenever I touched myself it was always to naughty scenarios with faceless strangers. Never people I actually knew.

Yet, I'd brought myself to orgasm while watching my neighbor swim naked in his pool. I had proven utterly incapable of taking my eyes off his tantalizing body. At first, there was only a brief glimpse at his naked body when he dropped his towel. The shock was so great that I'd barely processed what I was seeing, but my eyes were drawn straight to his cock. I only caught a glimpse of it dangling between his legs before he hopped into the blue water. I nearly came to my senses and put down the binoculars after a few minutes watching him breaststroke, his firm bubble butt occasionally visible near the surface of the water.

But then he flipped onto his back and there it was - his cock floating buoyantly in the water. When he'd left the barbecue, had he really gone to impregnate a random woman? How long ago had that cock been inside her? I imagined it stretching her to the limit. Even un-aroused and submerged in cool water, it looked sizable. Plus, I supposed you needed to have a certain kind of confidence just to have a profile on an app like that. Big dick energy, as the kids called it.  I was willing to bet he was quite impressive when standing at attention. And in my imagination, he blew nice thick loads too.

That's what I was thinking about when I came. My neighbor, probably fifteen years my junior, filling my pussy with pulse after pulse of his hot, potent seed.

As guilty as I felt about it, I couldn't stop peering out the window in hopes of a repeat showing. I didn't say a word about it to Devin. What was there even to say? Oh honey, by the way, I flicked my bean while imagining our hot young neighbor knocking me up.

And then there was the app. I'd deleted then reinstalled, and then deleted it again several times in the following week. My profile was still empty, and it wouldn't let me browse until that was done. But that didn't really matter - I knew who I wanted and I knew he was on there. I'd seen it on his phone and I could see it on the map. They don't give exact locations for privacy reasons, but I knew there was someone in our neighborhood. Obviously it would be him. I couldn't help but wonder if we'd be a good match.

Yesterday, the cheek swab arrived in the mail for the DNA test. I waffled so long, trying to decide if I should push the button to have it sent to me, that I almost forgot I'd finally worked up the guts to do it. Then it showed up - betrayal packaged neatly in a discreet white box.

But I didn't have to do it. I hadn't crossed any lines yet. And even if I decided to send it in, it was just a DNA test. It would tell me if I was a recessive carrier for any genetic disorders, so they wouldn't match me with other carriers. That kind of thing wasn't routine back when I had my kids, it could be good information to have.

I stashed the test kit in a box of tampons and tried to forget about it, but even my choice of hiding place seemed to be encouraging me to go through with it. Just imagine nine months without a period. It was a small perk of pregnancy, but still, it did sound appealing.

~

It was two weeks after the barbecue when I ran into Russel. I was on my way to the store, and he was standing in his front yard looking intently at something I couldn't see. I couldn't help but call over and ask, "Whatcha looking at?"

"There's some kind of hummingbird in the flowers over here." Was it just my imagination or did he give me the once over before answering?

"It's a ruby throated," I told him.

"How can you tell?" He asked. "I can barely see the thing."

"There's only one species of hummingbird around here," realizing much too late just how big a nerd he would think I was for knowing that.

Nerd or not, there was no mistaking the way his eyes darted to my chest. I guess boobs are boobs, even if they do belong to a gal who keeps a list of every species of bird she's ever seen.

"But I've seen at least two kinds around my yard," he replied. "There's a bright green shiny one and then a drab brown one."

In the days since the barbecue, I'd fantasized several times about being bred by this man. Not once did I imagine I'd be giving him birding lessons. "The males and females have different plumage. The males are showing off to impress potential mates."

"Yeah, that sounds about right. So which one is that?" he asked.

By now, it was far enough away and mostly hidden by the flowers as it zoomed between them. "I'm not sure, it's a little hard to see."

"Why don't you go get your binoculars?" he asked.

It's been months since I'd left the house with my binoculars, there was no way he would have seen me with them. Unless...

At that moment, I wanted nothing more than for the Earth to open up beneath my feet and swallow me whole. My face burned with embarrassment and shame.

"Relax," he said. "Maybe I was just trying to impress a potential mate."

The heat on my face blossomed into something else, the warmth spreading through my body and building into a fire at my core. I could feel the slickness on my thighs, my panties were soaked. My desire must have been building from the moment I saw him outside in his yard, but I'd been too distracted to notice until the dam broke.

But at the same time, there was another part of me that was screaming that I shouldn't be doing this. "I uh-I'm married," I said lamely.

"I know," he said, sounding disappointed. "I thought I saw you on the app. No judgment either way, sometimes married women need a little help too."

Saw me on the app? Panic flooded through me, washing away every trace of the nervous lust. My profile was blank, how could he possibly recognize me? Would everyone else on there know who I was? God, who else might have seen me?

"I-I need to go," I stammered.

Whatever he said next was drowned out by the pounding of the blood in my ears. Even just installing that app had been a terrible mistake. I was just curious, I told myself over and over, I wasn't actually going to do anything. And now the damn thing threatened to ruin my life. Would Russel tell my husband? And if he didn't, was there someone else who would?

Once I was safely back inside the house, my fingers fumbled frantically in my purse, searching for my phone. I had to check to see what information might somehow be on there. They had my name and address from when I ordered the DNA test, but that wasn't supposed to be public, was it?

It wasn't, thank heavens. I scrolled through all the settings and didn't see anything that might give away my identity. There was nothing there. Nothing except for the map...

The box for location sharing was ticked.

Fortunately, it didn't show my actual address, just a little circle indicating the general area. But right next to my circle, just barely offset, was Russel's. It seems that because we were neighbors, the circles practically overlapped.

Immediately, I tapped to uncheck the box and my circle disappeared. Maybe he'd think it was a glitch? It was a desperate thought, but it gave me a sliver of hope.

Making my way to the kitchen, I skimmed back over all the options just to be sure I hadn't missed anything else. I was once again debating deleting the whole damn thing just to be sure, when I turned the corner and walked straight into my husband.

My phone clattered to the floor.


 Chapter Four

Devin

Our heads banged together as we both bent over to pick up the dropped phone.

"Oww," Katelyn staggered backwards, holding up a hand to rub her forehead.

I continued to pick the phone up from the wood floor, mumbling a "sorry," as I did. Then I saw the screen. The logo in the corner. InsemN8.

~

I'd been thinking about that app a lot lately. It had been a long couple of weeks, with me constantly on the lookout for any other clues about what was going on with my wife. I had no doubt that she loved me, and she was just as sweet and thoughtful as ever. There was no evidence that she had been unfaithful. But I just stop thinking about that app.

Maybe it was just a fantasy? After a slowdown when we got the news that my procedure wasn't going to be reversible, our sex life had picked back up recently and Kate was acting as needful as ever. There had hardly been a day lately where I hadn't been inside of her, and she'd certainly kicked things up a notch. It reminded me of how filthy she was back when we first discovered our shared loved of breeding her. She would do anything, anywhere, as long as I emptied myself into her fertile pussy.

We had no self control back then. Honestly, it's a miracle we never ended up in jail. In fact, there's a good chance the first time I got her pregnant was in the bushes beside the campus police station. We were walking back to the dorms after a late night movie showing (ironically, the movie was Knocked Up) and we just couldn't keep our hands off each other. The scent of woodchips and juniper blended with the sweet smell of her skin is forever etched into my memory. "Cum in my pussy," she'd begged almost from the moment I'd entered her.

Of course, it was impossible to say if that was the moment she got pregnant - I was filling her with cum multiple times a day at that point. But I like to think that load I gave her in the bushes was the one that did the job.

The fact that she was reminding me of our most wild days was as concerning as it was sexy. My wife was a cumslut. Absolutely obsessed with taking every load I could give her. Desperate. Reckless. For her, it became an all-consuming need, and I had always been right there with her. It derailed her education and the stresses of young parenthood nearly ruined us.

Last time, the exhaustion, responsibilities, and realities of parenthood was the only thing that forced our shared fetish to take a backseat. And even then, if I hadn't gotten the vasectomy, I don't think we'd have been able to stop ourselves. I swear, we'd have a dozen kids by now if we hadn't managed to muster up the will to do it.

I didn't know what would reign things in this time - or if I even wanted her to be reigned in. The thought of her pregnant again made me achingly hard. How many times had I cum on her swollen belly? On her heavy, milk-laden tits. It was over a decade ago, but I still found myself fantasizing about watching my cock disappear between her plump little pussy lips. I'd knock her up again in a heartbeat.

But I couldn't.

After the disappointing news, we'd talked about other options. They all just felt so clinical. My wife was a primal force of nature, a goddess built for breeding. Inseminating her with something as sterile and lifeless as a glorified turkey baster was a form of sacrilege to me. We hadn't fully closed that door just yet, but we were still hoping something else would come along and we'd be able to do it the natural way.

Then I saw the app on her phone. A little bit of research revealed it wasn't for meeting people or dating, which was a relief - she wasn't looking to leave me. I guess Kate was just exploring all the options. Its sole purpose was to pair women with men looking to breed them. I tried to think about how that would work with Katelyn. Could she really fuck a stranger? She had always been wild for me, but we'd been together since high school. I always joked that she was a slut in spirit, if not body count. A lot of guys missed out because I locked her down so early, no one but me knew what she was really like.

The thought of her with another man was... strange. It twisted my guts, but made the blood rush to my cock. A sick, shameful flavor of arousal that burned with an intensity that rivaled anything else I'd ever felt, even the drive to fill my wife's perfect little pussy.

I imagined how Katelyn looked to the world. Faithful, caring wife and loving mother. Sure, I'd catch men checking out her tits, but never in their wildest dreams would they guess what a whore my darling wife was. That the same respectable woman who often spoke at Parent Teacher Association meetings was often begging for cum just a few hours later. Down her throat, on her face, and especially deep inside her pussy.

"Fill me," she pleaded while riding my cock the day after the barbecue. "I fucking need it, baby."

I couldn't help but wonder if she'd beg like a desperate slut for another man too. That thought, combined with her tight wet walls squeezing around my cock was too much to take.

"That's it baby," she groaned. "Empty those balls right into my pussy, it feels so fucking good when you fill me up."

As my cock pulsated inside her, filling Katelyn with one of the biggest loads of my life, all I could think about was what if there was another man in my place, pumping his potent seed into my wife's fertile pussy?

The thought consumed me. What if that was the only way to truly unleash the cum-hungry goddess bound within my wife? To finally witness that side of her once more. Role-playing was good, but we both knew it was just pretend. She needed to know there was really a chance the seed would take hold in her womb. I ached to see her in all her glory once more, desperate and wild. Utterly fixated on just one thing, and willing to do anything to get it.

And she would have to. I'd read the terms over and over again. FreeUse meant they could use my wife any way they wished. How far would she be willing to go to earn their seed?

I was dying to find out.

~

I handed the phone back to Katelyn, her hands almost trembling, face drained of color. She knew that I'd seen the app.

"Do you need help taking pictures for your profile?" I asked.


 Chapter Five

Katelyn

I was in freefall, my stomach dropping as I plummeted, my whole body bracing for the impact. For my husband's loving face to contort in anger or pained betrayal. But it didn't come.

"I wasn't going to do anything," I whispered. "It was just a fantasy."

"I know." Devin was looking at me with his kind brown eyes. Loving. Reassuring. But there was something else there too.

"But it doesn't have to be," his voice was low and husky, carrying with it evidence of his own desires.

What was he saying? That he was okay with letting another man have sex with me? That he wanted someone else to cum inside his wife? Impregnate me. The sudden rush of feelings was overwhelming.

At first, a part of me was outraged, hurt that he'd want to share something so precious to him. But my pussy clenched at the thought, and the anger faded almost as quickly as it had arrived. Isn't that exactly what I'd been fantasizing about for weeks? And I couldn't deny that my underwear was still soaked from my brief conversation with Russel out front.

"You'd really want me to do that?" My voice sounded nervous and faraway, as if I were speaking in a dream. "Have sex with someone else?"

The way his eyes flashed with lust spoke volumes before he'd even opened his mouth. "We talked about IVF and other options, but none of it felt like it was for us."

"And this does?"

His Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed, then nodded. "If we're going to do this again, we're going to do it right. I want us to enjoy every part of it. I want all your needs to be satisfied.

"And I know you. The first time you got baby fever, you were insatiable." He smiled, a wicked, filthy smile that made my knees go weak. "God, seeing you like that, it was the sexiest time of my life."

I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks. How silly was it, that after everything we'd been through together, he still made me blush. "I needed your cum," I said. "I still do."

And I meant it. Shooting blanks or not, I still craved the feeling of him pulsing inside me, filling me up. Making me his.

"But if we want another baby, you're going to need more than that. I don't want you to look back and regret missing this chance to indulge your biggest fantasy. And to be honest, I want to see somebody fuck a baby into you."

~

It felt surreal, posing while my husband snapped away with the camera. Both of us knowing what the pictures were for. They were surprisingly tasteful, considering they were to be used to entice strangers into fucking me. Together, we decided to aim for teasing shots - fully clothed, but giving a hint of what I had to offer in exchange for their seed. For the profile picture, we settled on a shot of me leaning over him on the bed, the neckline of my blouse hanging low, exposing a generous amount of cleavage.

"Fuck," he'd muttered, almost to himself. "They're going to love those milf tits."

There was no hiding the growing bulge at his groin. I still couldn't believe he was onboard with this, but the evidence was undeniable.

"Just a few more," I suggested after he announced we probably had enough. Hiking my dress up to my waist, I exposed my soaked panties. Showing him the proof that I was just as turned on by all this as he was. I pulled them to the side, giving him a perfect view of my slick pink lips.

"Get a shot of me now," I instructed. "This might be the last picture you take of your wife's pussy before it's fucked by someone else."

The shutters of the camera clicked and whirred, and then he was tossing it aside, crawling between my legs.

~

In the days that followed, I half expected him to change his mind. Or for me to lose my nerve. Getting the profile set up wasn't instantaneous - we did the pictures that afternoon, but we had to wait for the DNA test to be processed and posted before we could even try to match with anyone. The day it went live, their ovulation sensor arrived in the form of a smartwatch. It would automatically notify my matches when it detected I was in the most fertile part of my cycle.

We kept busy while we waited, the anticipation of what we knew awaited us added fuel to our own sex life. Devin fucked me while I explained how I'd stumbled into this whole thing. How I'd then spied on our neighbor while I touched myself. As he pounded into me, he confessed that he'd caught me - both my little voyeuristic self-pleasure and the app on my phone. Told me how he couldn't stop thinking about how wild I'd been for him while I was in the throes of baby fever, how he wanted to see that side of me unleashed once more. That I was so hot, it would be worth letting another man into our bedroom just to experience that again.

We both agreed that it should be Russel. The app said we were a perfect match, and he already knew our secret. Plus, I'd be lying if I said I wasn't curious to find out just how big he was...

He'd kept his pictures classy too, which was a welcome change from the sea of dick pics that inundated my list of potential matches. Sometimes I swear there are men out there that have never even talked to a woman. I don't care how pretty or big a cock is, if it's the first thing we see when we look at a profile, we're noping right out of there. If a few inches of veiny flesh is a guy's biggest selling point, I'm going to keep on fishing.

Luckily, Russel wasn't waving that red flag. In fact, he barely mentioned sex at all on his profile. For the most part, it read like a resume of a well-rounded person. Intelligent, well educated, good job, athletic, very social. The only suggestive parts were a box he'd checked in the sexual preferences field that read Dominant. That, and one picture of him working out, where the eye is immediately drawn to the enticing bulge in his gray sweats.

Devin was in bed next to me when I got the alert that our neighbor had initiated a match request. My belly was filled with butterflies. The fantasy was suddenly very real - made of flesh and blood and just a few hundred feet away in the house next door.

"Are you sure about this?" I offered one last chance to back out before it was too late.

"Do it."

There was no hesitation in his voice. Just desire. I pushed the button and dropped my phone onto the bed. Slipping my hand down over my husband's stomach, I found his cock already hard and dripping for me.

We were really going to do this.


 Chapter Six

Katelyn

I was waiting for Russel in his pool when he got home from work. The notification had gone out shortly before noon, and my neighbor came strolling into his backyard not forty-five minutes later. I could tell he was trying to look casual, but it was clear he'd rushed home to fuck his fertile neighbor. Skipping the house altogether, he came right to the backyard with his black leather briefcase in one hand while the other was already loosening his tie.

His searching eyes landed upon me, silently treading water, and the hunger I saw there filled my body with heat. The cool water surrounding me could do nothing to quench the fire within me. Instantly, all my doubts were gone, consumed by the flames.

Watching him carefully drape his jacket over a deck chair was torture. Russel didn't say a word to me as he proceeded to step out of his glossy black shoes. If it wasn't for the lustful look in his forest green eyes, I would have thought he hadn't even noticed me. I squeezed my thighs together as I watched, already desperate for his touch. For everything he was going to do to me.

My heart pounded in my chest as he approached, bare feet moving noiselessly across the paving stones. I found myself looking up at him, looking slightly disheveled in just his gray slacks and an untucked white button down. Finally, his eyes met mine and I could see all the ways he was thinking about using me.

"What's your safeword?" he asked. No hello, no pleasantries. Just a how will I know if I break you?

The question took me by surprise, the shiver running through me had nothing to do with the cool water surrounding me. What had I gotten myself into?

Devin and I didn't have a safeword. We'd never needed one, our lovemaking was intense and passionate, but we'd never ventured into anything I'd call kinky. So I said the first word that popped into my head.

"Pineapples."

The confident grin on his face seemed to be issuing me a challenge. "Remember it," he said.

Before I could say another word, he was hitting the water beside me with a big splash that made me turn away. When I looked back, he'd already surfaced. His mousy brown hair was plastered to his head, making him look even younger than his age. Some of my nerves dissipated as I watched him tread water, still clad in his shirt and pants.  It reminded me of my prom afterparty, where we'd all jumped in the pool in our formal wear. God, that was so long ago, he was probably just a baby then.

What could a guy his age possibly want with me? I was pretty enough, I guess, and tried to keep in shape, but there was no denying that I'd had two kids. Gray streaks shot through my hair, and I'd given up trying to dye them. I wasn't fooling anybody - I looked like a mom.

Devin had suggested I wait splayed out naked across one of the lounge chairs, but I'd been too nervous. Instead, I'd opted for the pool, where the water would conceal my body's flaws. But that wasn't the case for long.

My young neighbor moved towards me with a confidence that belayed his age. He knew exactly what he was doing, and exactly what he wanted. The first touch of his hand upon my arm sent a jolt of electricity through me. Gently, he guided me towards the shallower end of the pool. As soon as his feet touched ground, he lifted me, effortlessly, and sat me on the edge.

Parting my legs with a firm but gentle pressure, he moved between them. "I've been dying to taste you ever since you came by to welcome me to the neighborhood. I bet you're even sweeter than your cookies."

He pulled my bottoms to the side, and I couldn't help but remember doing the same thing for my husband the night we'd taken the profile pictures. Except now, for the first time in my life, a man other than my husband had his face just inches away from my bared pussy.

"Gorgeous," he said.

And then my eyes rolled back in pleasure. His tongue explored my folds, caressing every last inch of me. My husband knew what I liked and got right down to it, but our younger neighbor took his time, savoring every part of me as he sought to discover all of my body's secrets.

Soaking wet, my skin broke out into goosebumps, but I was too wrapped up in pleasure to notice the chill. His wet hair dripped onto my thighs as his mouth devoured me. It still didn't feel real. Even as I whimpered and writhed, it felt like a dream. Not something a loving wife would ever do. Another man was eating my pussy.

And then I was gasping as his finger slid into my opening. "Fuck," he whispered, "you're so wet for me Kate."

Someone else was inside me, touching places only my husband had ever touched. And he was right, I was fucking soaked. I fought back a moan as his tongue found my clit, the pleasure rising rapidly inside me. A second finger joined the first opening me wider for him. I could feel my pussy squeezing around him, my body already desperate to milk everything he had deep into my womb.

His fingers curled within me, hitting the sensitive spot that always made me scream. I found myself instantly on the edge, and I brought a hand to my mouth to muffle the inevitable cries.

What if the other neighbors hear me? They'd know my secret, and look at my husband with pity. His wife is a cheating slut, they'd think.

"No," he said, pulling my hand away. "I want to hear you scream for me," he commanded.

As his mouth engulfed me once more, he didn't leave me any choice. The sounds of my pleasure rang through the neighborhood as I came in a flurry of cries and whimpers. At one in the afternoon, I could only hope everyone else was at work.

But I knew for a fact that my husband wasn't. In fact, I was sure he was watching right this moment. Had he heard my moans? Was he starting to have doubts about sharing me?

It was too late for that. As I watched Russel haul himself up out of the pool, his transparent shirt clinging to his muscled chest, I knew I wasn't leaving without his hot, potent seed deep inside me. Neither of us was capable of abandoning our desire.

Still panting, I looked up as my neighbor climbed to his feet. Wet clothes perfectly outlined his fit young body. Inexorably, my eyes were drawn to the bulge at his groin. The taste of me had clearly had an effect on him, as evidenced by his cock straining against the fabric of his pants.

"Undress me," he ordered. The cold edge to his voice giving me chills.

Peeling the wet shirt off his tanned skin was a torturously slow process. All I wanted was to feel him inside me, but the fabric stuck to his skin, making a wet peeling sound as it released its hold. Russel just stood there, arms slightly outstretched, as if I were a servant attending to him.

Then I dropped to my knees to get to work on his pants. They were even more trouble, but I was soon rewarded by the sight of his cock springing out - hard, throbbing, and fully erect for me. It was big. So fucking big. My husband's size had never left me unsatisfied, but this was something else entirely. Just looking at it made my pussy clench.

"Does your husband know you're here?" Russel asked, a knowing look in his eye.

Nodding my head without taking my eyes off his cock, I answered, "Yes."

"Good girl," he said. "A husband and wife shouldn't keep secrets."

It was ridiculous, him calling me a good girl. I was so much older than him that it should have made me laugh. Instead, it only made me quiver, the fire inside me burning even hotter. I knew I'd do anything to hear him call me that again.

"Is he watching you right now?"

I took my eyes off his cock for a moment to glance back at our bedroom window. It was too dark inside to see anyone, but the glint of my binoculars was unmistakable. Was it really that obvious? No wonder he'd known I was watching him swim.

"Yes," I said, imagining my husband's reaction to the site before him. Was he having second thoughts now that he could see just how large Russel was?

"Why don't you show him what his darling wife looks like with my cock in her mouth?" The tone of his voice was clear - it wasn't a question.

I moved into position and wrapped my fingers around his thick girth, impressed by the weight of it in my hand. To make the moment last, I leaned forward in slow motion, hoping my husband was getting a nice long look as the swollen head of our neighbor's cock slipped between my parted lips. The soft heat of his flesh filled my mouth as I took him deeper. At first he tasted of salt and pool water, but that quickly gave way to the bittersweet tang of the precum dripping copiously onto my tongue. Already, he was leaking so much for me. If this was any indication of what he was capable of, my pussy was going to be overflowing with his seed before I left here.

"That's a good girl," he said as he fed his cock deeper into my mouth. "You're taking so much. That's why I love a woman with experience, years of sucking dick pays off."

Heat filled my chest - pride, shame, or some combination of the two. But his words only further instilled a desire to please him. Tonguing the underside of his cock, I felt it vibrate as he moaned, his hands tangling into my hair. Effortlessly, he took control of my own mouth from me, using his grip on my hair to drive himself deeper, until he was pressing against the entrance to my throat. He paused there for a moment, perhaps savoring the resistance, before making me swallow his swollen head.

"How do you think your husband feels now?" He asked. "His wife getting her pretty little face fucked?"

It was a rhetorical question, of course. I couldn't say a word with his cock filling my mouth. My eyes watered as he fed every inch through my stretched lips, until I felt the damp heat of his balls pressing against my chin. Unable to resist, I cradled them, letting his flesh spill out around my tiny hand.

"They feel heavy, don't they?" he asked. "I've been saving it all up for you. But as much as I'd love to just pump it all straight down your slutty little throat, that would be such a waste, wouldn't it?"

Russel pulled away, leaving me empty and gasping for breath. Warm tears ran down my cheeks.

"Where do you want it?" he asked, referring to the voluminous load currently roiling in his loins. He'd only left my mouth a moment ago, and already a large droplet was shining at his tip.

"Inside me," my voice trembled. I'd been thinking about it for weeks.

"You want me to fuck you?"

"Yes," I admitted, a hint of shame creeping back into my voice.

"Louder, so your husband can hear."

Even just thinking the words felt so dirty, but the slut inside me had taken over, and she was ready to scream it out loud for all the world to hear.

"Please fuck my married pussy," I begged.

Then I watched in confusion as he moved the lounge chair, but then it hit me. He was trying to give my husband the perfect view. My bottoms hit the pavers with a wet splat, and I carefully stepped out of them to lay on my back. My legs spread wide, affording my husband one last look at what was once his alone. I half expected him to come running out to stop all this madness as our neighbor took his position between my legs.

But we were alone out here. Nobody made a sound as Russel rubbed his dripping cock through my slick folds. I imagined my husband watching through my binoculars as my lips spread around the thick, swollen head now pushing against my opening. He paused for a moment, perhaps to give us one last chance to object, or maybe he was just savoring the feeling of my married pussy spreading around him. Giving us all one last memory of me as a faithful wife.

Then he was pushing into me, and I was faithful no more. The moan that escaped my lips was like no sound I'd ever made. Russel's fat cock stretched me open in ways I never suspected were possible, reaching places inside me that had never been touched. God, I hoped my husband couldn't hear me. Still, I couldn't stop.

My fingers turned white and trembled against the course wood of the lounge chair as I clung on for dear life. Each passing second expanded the limits of what I thought was possible and then blew right past them. Our neighbor drove himself deeper into my writhing body, opening me up for to experience my most intimate places. Inch by inch, I took it all, moaning like an animal in heat as her turned a loving wife into a depraved slut.

Then I felt the skin of his pelvis pressing against my mound, and the hot weight of his balls draped against my ass and realized I'd taken it all. Every thick, throbbing, inch of him was buried within my fertile married pussy.

I glanced up to the window, but the glare of the binoculars was gone.


 Chapter Seven

Devin

Watching my young neighbor's thick cock disappearing into my wife had me harder than I'd ever been in my life. It was a throbbing, physical ache. Every noise she made threatened to make me cum right here in my pants. I didn't dare touch my cock.

We'd planned to have me watch from the bedroom window, but I needed to be closer. Even with the binoculars, I couldn't see the details, and I wanted to see all of it.

I made my way through the home we shared, down the stairs and past the wall filled with smiling pictures of us and our family. Pictures of a wife untouched by another man. A wife who was now stuffed full of our neighbor's cock, making sounds I'd never heard in my life.

Slipping through the door, I crept closer to the fence. My wife's moans rang out as I hurried to find a crack to peer through. From ground level, all I could see at this angle was Russel's backside as he pounded into my wife, his heavy balls slapping against her ass. As hot as it was, that wasn't nearly enough. I climbed the privacy fence until I could peer over the top, and from there I could look down over his shoulders to see Katelyn's face contorted in pleasure.

"Fuck, those tits are perfect," our neighbor's words startled me, and I started to slip. I caught myself just as he said, "I'm going to love watching them grow."

Just the thought of him seeing my pregnant wife's heavy, milk-filled breasts every day and knowing that his seed was the cause was enough to drive me crazy. And I knew he didn't intend to just look, and somehow that felt even dirtier than what she was doing now. In our fantasies, this was a one-time thing. Kate would get pregnant and life would go back to normal. But it was suddenly very clear that was never going to happen. Our neighbor was going to keep fucking my pregnant wife. And god help me, I wanted it so badly.

The sound of her in ecstasy, the look on her face, the ache between my legs. There was no turning back from this, we'd opened a door that could never be closed. The two of us would be reliving this moment every day for the rest of our lives. Even if she never touched another man for the rest of her life, we'd never forget this day. Never stop craving it.

The sound of slapping flesh came to an abrupt stop. Heart pounding in my chest, I watched as he pulled out. My wife's perfect pussy lips splayed open lewdly, revealing her pink depths. My breath caught as I struggled beneath the weight of relief and regret that it was over so soon. But I was mistaken. The expected torrent of cum didn't come pouring from between her legs, and Russel's cock was as hard and impressive as ever. He wasn't done with her yet.

"If you want to be my cumslut," he said, walking up to the head of the lounger, "you'll have to earn it."

Katelyn's body was still trembling when he draped his wet cock across her face. I watched in awe as my wife eagerly licked him clean, sucking her own juices off his glistening shaft. Straddling her head, he brought his heavy balls to her mouth. "I always blow the biggest loads after getting my balls sucked."

My wife didn't hesitate, sucking half of his enormous sack into her little mouth. Even from as far as the fence, I could hear his groans of satisfaction as my wife applied gentle suction to his dangling flesh. Her hand found its way between her legs, pleasuring herself as she worked to coax forth the load that would find its way to her fertile womb.

Russel shifted forward, moving her mouth lower. My stomach twisted at the sight of my perfect wife licking his ass. Jealousy threatened to boil up within me, as he experienced my wife in a way I never had. I'd thought she'd been filthy for me, but this blew all that away. And it was still the hottest thing I'd ever seen in my life.

A steady stream of precum glimmered in the sunlight, pouring from his tip and dripping across her exposed chest. With her free hand, Katelyn rubbed the shining liquid into her shapely tits. The breasts that had fed our kids were now glistening with another man's seed. And it just kept coming. I didn't know a man could leak like that, though the sizable wet spot in my shorts might be giving him a run for his money.

"How do you want it?" he asked when he was finally done debasing my wife.

There was no hesitation in her voice. "From behind, I want you deep."

She was already starting to get on down on all fours atop the padded lounger when I realized they'd be facing right towards me. I ducked low beneath the ridgeline of the fence, but it was too late.

"Devin?"

Our neighbor's voice called from over the fence. Being caught out filled me with the strangest sense of shame. In this moment, the fact that he was fucking my wife didn't seem to matter - I still felt like I was intruding on them. It was like being a teenager caught with a Playboy, only a thousand times more humiliating.

"It's alright if you want to watch," Russel called over. "In fact, you should come over here for a closer view. It's not every day you get to watch your wife conceive."

Making my way around to his yard was pure torture. I shuffled across the ten or so yards to his gate, desperately trying to conceal my erection from any snooping neighbors. With my wife's loud moaning, who knew who could be watching. And what would they think? Seeing me skulking over after listening to him fuck my wife for half an hour, rock hard and trembling. I was too afraid to even look to see if there was anyone paying us any attention.

Katelyn turned to look my way as I slipped into Russel's backyard.

"Hey baby," she said sheepishly as our neighbor moved into position behind her. She started to say something else, but her words turned into a long silent "ohhhhh" and her eyes went wide as he entered my wife right in front of me.


 Chapter Eight

Katelyn

I looked into my husband's deep brown eyes as our neighbor slid back into my pussy. Biting my lip, I tried to keep quiet, but the sounds escaped me anyway. Deep down, I knew it would be impossible to conceal the true heights of my pleasure. I dropped the facade.

"Fuck..." I moaned as Russel sheathed himself within my tight inner walls once more. On my hands and knees, it felt as if he was driving himself straight into my core. For the first time, every inch of his cock was buried inside me, his swollen head touching parts of me that had never been reached. "You feel so big," I whimpered.

A stricken look crossed my husband's face, and I felt momentarily ashamed at how much pleasure this stranger was bringing me. But the feeling dissipated the moment he began to move within me, my mouth gaping open as he withdrew. I would have done anything to feel him bury himself to the hilt once more. With the tip of his cock poised at my entrance, I whined at his sudden hesitation.

"Tell your husband what you need," Russel's steely voice called from behind me.

The shame I felt wasn't enough to keep the words from spilling out of my lips, "I need him to fuck me, baby, I'm so sorry."

A thousand feelings raged inside me, and there was so much I wanted to say to the man standing before me. The love of my life. The first, and until today, only man I'd ever given myself to. The father of my children - but not this next one.

Could he stand to love me after this? Knowing I carried a child that wasn't his? That there were heights of pleasure he'd never been able to make me reach? I wanted him to know that I didn't think any less of him. I'd just had no idea that there was so much more.

I struggled to hold back tears, waiting for his face to distort in disgust for the whore he'd married. Instead, he took a deep breath and simply said, "Good, I want to see you take every inch."

Relief flooded through me at the same time Russel began to inch back into my desperate pussy. My husband watched, transfixed, as another man impaled me on his cock. Pure lust shone in his eyes.

"Fuck!" I screamed as our neighbor slammed into me, setting every nerve alight with pleasure.

"That's it, Kate," Russel said. "Tell your husband how it feels."

Whatever filter I had left was destroyed completely by the pleasure of being stretched open like never before. By my husband's eager acceptance.

The words came pouring out.

"Oh god, baby," I whimpered between thrusts. "He's so big, he's filling your wife's pussy so good."

That seemed to be more than he could take. My husband dropped his shorts, and took his dripping cock in his hand.

"He's making me a whore for his fat cock," I cried. "And you fucking love it, don't you?"

"I do, baby," he admitted, still touching himself. "You look so fucking hot taking his cock."

Already, I could tell my husband was holding back, his hand stroking slowly to keep from cumming. But I wanted him to join us in unrestrained lust.

"I want to taste you," I whimpered, my eyes filled with desire.

Devin took up his place in front of me and then I found myself filled from both ends. The familiar taste of my husband's need coated my tongue and we both moaned as he filled my mouth.

Somehow, this ordinary mom had two men inside her. A loving husband and our hot young neighbor, filling my mouth and pussy with cock. I'd never felt so filthy in my life.

Every thrust from behind pushed my husband deeper into my mouth, and brought me one step closer to ecstasy. The tension built inside me, pleasure wracking my body until I could barely keep myself upright as I rocked back and forth between them. Lost in bliss, I was nothing but a vessel for cock.

"Baby, I can't take any more or I'll cum," my husband said, slipping his cock from my mouth. It throbbed and pulsed in the air, held right on the brink of release.

I looked up at him, trying the best to meet his gaze while Russel drove into me. "Then cum on my fucking face," I begged.

And without even touching his cock, it began to erupt. I was filled with pride as my husband blew the biggest load of his life across my slutty face. I opened my mouth, eager for a taste of his seed.

"Fuck," he said, still panting for breath. "You're so fucking hot."

Our neighbor grabbed my hair and pulled to the side, turning my head back so he could see the cum streaming over me.

"He's right," he said. "You look like a filthy little cumslut."

All I could do was mewl in appreciation as his body slammed against mine.

"That's what you are, isn't it?" He continued. "Just a dirty milf desperate for cum?"

"Mphh," I moaned in agreement.

"Then tell me what you need."

I looked up into my husband's eyes.

"I need you to cum in my married cunt," I begged Russel as my husband watched.

His eyes widened. I'd never used that word before, not with him. But for our neighbor, it felt right. Just saying it made me feel so filthy, and then the way my husband looked at me... fuck, it pushed me right over the edge.

From behind me came a groan as my body clamped down around Russel's cock. Lightning arced through my body, every nerve firing off in pleasure. Wave after wave surged through me, my body convulsing, Russel still driving himself into my quivering body like an animal in heat. Building towards his own inexorable release.

God, how I needed to feel it.

In the wake of my climax, I was left with heightened sensitivity. The pleasure was almost unbearable. I grabbed for my husband's hand, and held it tight as I felt our neighbor's cock begin to swell inside me.

"Cum in me," I whimpered. "Make me pregnant."

With a groan, Russel's cock swelled and then shuddered, and the warmth of his seed gushed into my fertile pussy. I moaned as the soothing heat filled me, assuaging my raw nerves and battered cunt.

I held my husband's gaze as another man's cock pulsated inside me. He was rock hard once more, staring back at me with wonder and lust as the seed flowed deep into my womb.

When Russel was done with me, I collapsed down into the cushions. I could feel his cum pouring out of me and couldn't help but imagine the sperm flowing through me. Given how thoroughly I'd been fucked, it felt like there was a good chance it would take. It wasn't exactly scientific, but I had a good feeling.

The cushions shifted as someone settled next to me. Then my husband's arms were around me, holding me tight. Safe. Loved. I might be a cumslut milf with a cunt filled with another man's load, but I was still his darling wife. My hand found his cock, still hard and dripping despite his recent release.

I rolled onto my back and he followed, eagerly positioning himself between my legs. Looking down at my splayed pussy lips and the cum still streaming from my opening, his eyes burned brighter.

"God, you're beautiful," he said.

Then he sank himself into me.

~

Devin - 5 Months Later

With the binoculars pressed to my face, I peeked out the bedroom window. Next door, my pregnant wife floated lazily upon a raft in our neighbor's pool. Her heavy, swollen breasts hanging free, dark nipples hard and tight from the cool water.

It was nice of Russel to let her use his pool, moving around weightlessly in the water did her good. Of course, I was letting him use my wife, so it was the least he could do.

He was due home from work any minute now, and when he arrived, my wife would dutifully take up her position on her knees. I'd watch from the window, never sure how he'd take her. Now that she was pregnant, he had a lot more freedom in how he used her. The thrill never went away, no matter how many times I watched him cum on my wife's face, or fuck her swollen tits until they were a creamy mess. But my favorite was still when he'd send her back home to me, with a fresh load dripping from her pussy.

Then my goddess would spread her legs for me, allowing me to slide inside and fill her with my own offering.

~
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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...
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Sharing The Fertile Bride - Both of us were desperate to start our family as soon as possible, but I was still shocked by my husband's proposal. What if instead of just him, we let everyone have a chance at knocking me up? All his friends were already here at the resort for our destination wedding, why not up our chances by letting them fill me up too?

Friends, guests, and even resort staff, all taking me one after another until I'm a filthy mess. It's not quite the honeymoon I always dreamed about... but this is way hotter.

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?

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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