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 Chapter One

To: The Breedwell University Admissions Board

I'll admit, the night you lost your virginity is an unconventional topic for a college admission essay, but bear with me. It probably doesn't help matters that it was three men who claimed my cherry - my best friends' dads. And it happened in a hotel room right upstairs from the Purity Prom, my white dress hiked up around my waist, soft pale thighs spread ever so invitingly, as a man twenty-five years my senior took what I so eagerly offered.

Hopefully, you haven't given up on me yet.  Breedwell has always been my dream school, and when I found out about the new FreeUse tuition program, I knew in my heart that I just had to apply. I mean, could there be a better place for a girl like me? A former purity princess turned cumslut.

And this essay? Well, I figured it's my only chance to explain my side of the story; if you look me up on the internet, all you'll find is posts calling me a home-wrecker. Deviant. Temptress. Lolita. But there were three of them and just one of me, with a whole community on their side, heavily invested in painting me as the villain. The femme fatale who single-handedly corrupted three loving fathers, men who had been utterly devoted to guarding their daughters' precious virtue. At least until I came along.

But the truth is, before that night, I'd barely even been alone in the same room as a boy, let alone kissed one. My parents had seen to that, aided by the Amherst Purity Society. The day my mother awkwardly took me shopping for my first ever training bra was the day they pulled me right out of public school. They knew what sort of things happened to girls in public schools, they'd said. They might have known, but naive little me hadn't a clue. Then came the Purity Society; the all-girl youth groups, the weekly abstinence lectures, and the Daddy Daughter Purity Balls.

The worst part was, I bought into all of it. Even when I graduated a year late because my homeschooling failed to cover half of what was on the state exams, I didn't question a darn thing. It must have been my fault - like my parents said, I just wasn't ready for college yet. So off all my friends went, leaving me behind. The oldest member of the Purity Society at nineteen years old. Never been kissed. Never had so much as a date.

I did have feelings though. Dirty ones. Feeling I was ashamed of then, and even now it's hard to give voice to what my body desires. Some of the words I said that night hadn't ever passed my lips before. Even just writing them here sends a shiver right through me.

The day that changed my life was like any other - Sunday afternoon after church, chaos in the kitchen putting lunch together. Dad was making his signature grilled cheese, his back to the table where his phone rested. It vibrated against the table, three long buzzes in a row. I wasn't trying to snoop, I promise, but it was just sitting there, right beside where I was placing the pitcher of iced tea. I couldn't help but see it, and before I even realized what I was doing, the words were seared into my mind.

YOUR MATCH IS WAITING FOR YOUR SEED

My parents didn't seem to notice how quiet I was that lunch. I guess Dad was a little preoccupied.

I didn't know what it meant at first, but it sounded dirty. Right? Like, what other meaning could there possibly be. As much as I didn't want to believe my father was cheating on Mom, I couldn't come up with a single other plausible meaning.

I typed the phrase into my computer after lunch and there it was - InsemN8: The FreeUse Fertility App.

Now, there was still a lot about it that I didn't really get. But the general gist of it was clear - and it blew my mind. You could go on your phone and effortlessly find men to breed you. And my own father had an account.

After all the abstinence lectures and bullshit about waiting for the one and here he was knocking up random women. Obviously, I was pissed at the hypocrisy of it all, but that wasn't the only emotion I felt. Something else was stirring inside me. Just the mere existence of the app was intriguing - I couldn't stop thinking about it.

The thing is, sex and procreation are inexorably linked for me. I mean, beyond the obvious biological reality of it all. Maybe it was the way I was raised, or even just the way my brain is wired, but whenever I imagined my first time - and every time after - the idea of what it could be doing to me was always part of the fantasy. A thousand times, I'd found myself wondering how it would feel as warm seed flooded into my fertile womb. I imagined my belly expanding, breasts swelling as my body transformed into a sacred temple of motherhood. The anticipation I felt for harboring new life was just as intense as my longing for the physical pleasure of a man's touch.

So to know that all of that was just right here, available at the touch of a button, was fertile ground for innumerable fantasies. And somewhere way back in the depths of my mind, a little voice. Whispering how bad can it be? Your father is doing it.

It didn't take long before I gave in and installed the app myself - just to look, of course. I don't know what I was expecting, but finding my friends' dads wasn't it. Three of them in total. At first, I didn't know what to do. Of course I was pissed at all of them, but I couldn't help but imagine them breeding women they didn't even know. Just giving their seed away to strangers.

Why not me? A little voice kept asking.

So I matched with them. Not to do anything, of course. I'd pledged to leave for college a virgin and stay that way until marriage. I just wanted them to know that I knew what they were up to. Maybe they'd feel so ashamed they'd stop. But I'm sure you've already guessed, that wasn't at all what happened. Maybe you've even heard about the scandal.

Ultimately, it was my hair that proved to be my downfall. In a small town like mine, the girl with hair that glowed like autumn leaves in the sun stuck out like a sore thumb. A boy even wrote me a poem about it once - slipped it to me one Sunday while I was milling about after church. I swear, my face turned as red as my hair. My father tore it up, of course. But for one brief, delicious moment, my chest was home to hundreds of butterflies, fluttering their wings until I was sure I'd take flight.

And because everyone always asks - yeah, the carpet matches the drapes. Even as sheltered as I was, I still heard that one a million times. Now, I don't usually volunteer that sort of thing, but it becomes relevant later on. And anyway, you're about to hear much more intimate details about my life...


 Chapter Two

It almost felt like I was preparing for my wedding, donning the white dress and all that it symbolized. Purity. Virtue. My virginity. Knowing that tonight would be the night I gave all that away. But not to a husband. No, my father's infidelity had soured my fantasies of a happily ever after. Besides, the needs that had awakened within me would not wait so long. They needed to be satisfied. Now.

Looking at myself in the mirror, I could almost see the cracks that had formed in my psyche. The girl I had been raised to be appearing more of a stranger every day. Even the dress I had so excitedly chosen a month ago seemed more than a little absurd. A garment that announced to the world that my young little pussy had never known the pleasure of a hard cock stretching me open. Well, that was going to change.

~

Our parents had hired a limousine in an attempt at recreating as much of the typical prom experience as possible, but without all the sex. Or even boys at all. Just us girls and their dads. A totally safe and wholesome experience. And climbing in, I couldn't help but wonder if I'd imagined the whole thing. There they were - all three dads that I had matched with. We hadn't seen each other since I'd found them on the app.

At first, I told myself that I only matched with them in order to shame them. Even imagined myself revealing their infidelity in some dramatic fashion in front of the entire dance. But the more I thought about it, the harder it was to resist. What really pushed me over the edge though, was the little fact that the three of them made up half the committee that would choose this years Purity Princess - and the scholarship that went along with it. It wouldn't hurt to be on their good side, you know? That scholarship could be my ticket out of here.

So I didn't say a word, and when the app detected I was ovulating, I pushed the button to notify the three dads that I'd matched with. Now we were all here in the limo, none of them giving any hint that in a few short hours one of them would be spreading my thighs and sliding themselves right into my virgin pussy. Then the other two will take their turns, pumping me full of their seed as well.

Had the app worked? Did they even know tonight was when I'd be at my most fertile? Their faces gave nothing away. I squirmed in my seat, panties already soaked in nervous anticipation. All around me, my friends were lost in conversation. Completely oblivious to the fact that I was no longer one of them. That their father's lived secret lives they knew nothing about. And now I had a secret of my own. By the end of the night, every single one of them will possess carnal knowledge of my fertile young body. They'll have discovered things about me that I didn't yet know about myself.

All night, I thought of nothing but what was to come. Dancing with my father, his gentle hands upon my hips - would the others be so tender? Guiding me through the pain as they penetrated me for the first time. I watched them all, dancing with their daughters - were they imagining it was my body they were rocking in time with?

The pounding of my heart never let up. I feared every hug would tip off my father, surely my bounding pulse was palpable to anyone who so much as touched me. But as the songs played on, he never gave any hint that he'd noticed my state of mind.

A tap at my shoulder nearly gave me a heart attack. Jessica's dad, Mr. Miller had approached unnoticed while I was taking a brief break. I'd been idly moving the food about my plate, unable to work up an appetite, already full of nervous apprehension.

"Care for a dance?" he innocently asked. "Jess is in the bathroom and I love this song." It was something by a new pop singer, beloved by teenage girls but not forty year old men. It wasn't the song he was interested in.

My stomach dropped. Shakily, I climbed to me feet and followed him back to the dance floor. The song ended just as we arrived, fading into a slower ballad. Heat radiated up my arm as he took my trembling hand into his. A blush burned my face, warmth blossoming through my body, igniting a fire between my legs.

"I know I'm not the only one," he whispered, the first time anyone had acknowledged what was about to happen. "We talk. And we have plans for you tonight."

His dark eyes were fixed on me. Hungry. Piercing. It was like he could see right through me, past the brilliant white of the dress to see what I truly was. What I needed. And as the breath caught in my throat, I prayed to god that he would give it to me.

It was all I could do to approximate dancing, my body swaying off-beat to the music as my mind reeled. I could sense the closeness of his body, as if it were giving off a palpable aura. Stumbling along, heart racing, thighs slick, he led and I followed.

"Room 237," he said. "Five minutes."

Before I was even fully aware that he had spoken, he had released me and was walking away. The song had ended, leaving me swaying in silence for a moment before the next one began. I scurried back to my seat, but my food looked no more appealing now than it had before. With my stomach doing summersaults, there was no way I could eat.

Five minutes was so soon. I hadn't given any thought to how it would actually happen and the sudden nervousness was overwhelming. What exactly was I supposed to do? We matched on the app, they'd gotten the ping when I began ovulating, but I wasn't sure when or where it would actually happen. Technically, by agreeing to use the app, I was freeuse. That meant they could take me anywhere, though I doubted that would happen right in the middle of the Purity Ball. I'm sure none of us wanted to explain that...

"You feeling okay, princess?" Dad asked, a look of concern on his face. If only he knew the real reason I wasn't eating. He'd be much more concerned.

I shook my head, "My stomach is just feeling a little off," I lied. "Actually, I'm going to go use the restroom. Be back soon."

It almost wasn't a lie. Almost. I was so darn nervous, teetering on the edge of making myself sick. Was I really going through with this? Walking towards the rear double doors, I couldn't help but feel like everyone was watching. Like everyone knew exactly what I was going to go do. That I was leaving the event hall a virgin, but I'd be returning a slut.

When I reached the elevator, I let out a sigh of relief. I leaned back against the wall to steel myself before pressing the button. I arrived on the second floor much too quickly, without any chance at calming my nerves. Without making a conscious decision, I found my body moving of its own accord, my footsteps absorbed by the plush patterned carpet until I found myself standing before room 237. What the fuck was I doing?

The loud knock surprised me, and it wasn't until I saw my hand still balled into a fist that I realized I was the source of the noise. The door opened and I was face to face with Mr. Miller, barely concealing his surprise. Had he thought I'd chicken out? I found the thought strangely offensive, despite the fact that I knew I probably would have if I'd been thinking straight. But my passions were firmly in control at this point.

"Good girl," he said, stepping aside and beckoning me in. "We weren't sure if you were going to show."

We? But the question was answered the moment I stepped inside to see Mr. Carter sitting on the edge of one the king bed. Just before all this began, I'd had dinner with him and his family. Melanie had invited me over after an afternoon at the mall shopping for college clothes. Had her father given me such lascivious looks then? Had he spent the whole dinner imagining what it would feel like to sink his cock deep into his daughter's red-headed little friend? I could feel the blush creeping back to my cheeks as he devoured my body with his eyes, staring like he was able to see right through my dress, my pale trembling flesh left at the mercy of his gaze.

"We've only got a few minutes before someone notices you're gone," Mr. Mill's voice came from behind me. The door clicked closed and suddenly I could sense him standing there, so close that with another half-step and he'd be upon me.

A few minutes? Panic swelled within me - a momentous, life changing occasion crammed into a few brief minutes? Disappointment threatened to erode my arousal. This wasn't how it was supposed to be. I'd given up on the illusions of my first time being some magical occasion, full of rainbows and fireworks to be shared with my one true love. I was more than happy to settle for being thoroughly ravaged by three sexy older men, used and bred until I was left with nothing but an exhausted satisfied body and a full womb. But how thorough could a ravaging be in just a few minutes?

"You look so fucking sexy tonight, we just had to get a little taste before the main event," Miller said.

Nobody had ever called me sexy before and it sent me reeling. My chest swelled with pride, but at the same time I couldn't help but feel like an imposter. I was just some girl in a stupid prom dress - awkward and inexperienced. Too old to still be a virgin, according to most guys my age. I suddenly felt so very out of my depth. These were real men - I'd barely even talked to boys - what did I even have to offer them? I didn't know how to do anything. My nervous excitement was beginning to give way to dread. Suddenly, I was certain this whole thing had been a mistake. There was no way out now without embarrassing myself. The only question was if it would be more humiliating to go through with it or to back down?

"Why don't you be a good girl and get down on your knees for us, princess?"

It was Carter who spoke this time. Did he know that was my Dad's pet name for me? Or was it just one of those things some guys do, like calling every waitress honey. I racked my memory, but couldn't recall him ever calling me princess before. I wouldn't have expected such a simple thing to have such an affect on me, but it brought my desire roaring back to life.

The explicit instructions gave me something to latch on to in a situation where I was utterly lost. Obediently, I fell to my knees, happy just to have a moment where I knew what I was doing. I hadn't given a moment's thought to what would come next. I watched, helplessly transfixed, as the two men began to unbutton their slacks.

The next thing I knew, I was staring straight at the hard, throbbing cocks of two of my friend's dads.


 Chapter Three

It was the first time I'd ever seen a penis in my life. And there was not one, but two. Hard and throbbing in the air, not a foot away from my face. I stared in ravenous awe, desperate to take in every detail. The most erotic thing I had ever seen in my life. Miller's tip appeared bulbous and swollen, a dark purplish pink. My eyes passed over the fleshy ridge, and down over the thick, veiny shaft. The thing positively throbbed with need. And hanging enticingly beneath his cock was a pair of balls that looked so delectably heavy, I couldn't help but imagine just how much of his seed roiled within.

Mr. Carter gave me a cocky smile as my attention turned to him. His cock was absolutely huge, panic inducing even. How it was possibly ever going to fit inside me? He beckoned me closer and I obeyed, the beige carpet burning my knees. Tearing my eyes away from their cocks, I looked up to their faces in nervous expectation, unsure of what to do next.

"Well?" Miller asked.

"I uh," I fumbled for the words. "Aren't you going to fuck me?"

Merely saying that out loud was the dirtiest thing I'd ever done in my life. Just saying the word fuck in front of them made my pussy quiver in excitement. I felt bad, and it was so fucking good.

"Well aren't you an eager little slut," Carter teased. "Don't worry princess, we'll be taking your virginity soon enough. We just want to work you up to it, so why don't you start by sucking our cocks?"

That took me by surprise. Now, even as sheltered as I'd been, I still knew what a blowjob was. It was just something I'd never really thought much about. It was a possibility in the same way going to the moon was - something reserved for a special select few. The filthiest of the filthy. So much of my burgeoning sexual identity was wrapped up in my aching desire to do the one thing my body was designed for - getting pregnant - that other sex acts barely crossed my mind.

But as I stared at the two cocks standing ready in eager anticipation, the call of the forbidden was almost overwhelming. In a strange way, it was empowering. These two older men were hard for me. Kneeling before them in my frilly white dress, then saw through the facade, knew what I had the potential to become. Not just a woman, but the kind of woman who would suck off two men in a hotel room. I felt dirty in the best possible way.

Acting with confidence bolstered by their belief in my potential for wantonness, I reached out and took them both gently in my hands. In a moment, I'd gone from a woman who'd never even seen a hard cock to having my fingers wrapped around two. My thighs squeezed together involuntarily as their warm flesh filled my hand. So soft, yet so rigid. I could imagine them sliding inside me, the heat of them filling my aching pussy.

With my face close, I explored every inch of their impressive manhoods. My small fingers failed to wrap all the way around either of them, but Mr. Carter looked so huge in my grip that it was almost comical. I gave them each a few timid strokes and watched as beads of moisture appeared at their openings. Dabbing a finger in the droplet, I traced it around the ridge of Miller's swollen head. The way his body shivered filled me with pride.

I startled at Carter's hand settling on the back of my head, shivers running down my spine as he softly stroked my hair. Then he was gradually easing me forward, inching my mouth towards his friend's waiting cock. Instinctively, I parted my lips. The head of his cock was like warm velvet as it glided through my slick lips and into my mouth.

Instantly, the taste of him ignited something inside me. All at once, I suddenly knew I'd crave this masculine bitter-sweetness for the rest of my life. It had only taken a moment, but as his thick shaft slid into my mouth the truth was undeniable. I was a cock sucking slut.

Mr. Miller groaned in satisfaction as he became the first man to experience my previously chaste young mouth. I surrendered to the hand on my head, following along as it guided me deeper down, taking more and more of his friend's cock with every bob of my head. My thighs clenched and released over and over, my virgin pussy desperate for the touch of a man.

Looking up at Jessica's dad with his cock as deep as I could take it, my eyes pleaded for approval. Maybe it was his years of being a father, but he sensed exactly what I needed.

"Good girl," his words were a husky whisper. "Your pretty little mouth feels so fucking good. You were born to suck cock."

The swell of pride added a whole new layer to my arousal. I was really doing it. I had a mouth full of dick and it felt... perfect. My tongue swirled over his head, eliciting a moan, and rewarding me with a small gush of precum as he throbbed.

Carter was barely pushing my head anymore, it was all me. Sinking my mouth down over my first ever cock again and again. My knees began to ache, but I didn't care.

"That's it baby, you're going to make me cum," Miller groaned. "I'm going to cum for you, princess. And you're going to be my good girl and swallow every fucking drop."

I had no idea what to expect, but I'd be lying if I said I wasn't eager for it. Eager to prove myself. If he wanted me to swallow it all, then that's exactly what I was going to do. He grew more firm in my mouth, maybe even thicker. I could sense his body tensing and knew it wouldn't be long.

But suddenly he pulled himself free and began stroking his slick shaft, pumping it frantically in his fist. I was staring up at him, mouth hanging open in shock, when the first hot spurt erupted from his cock, spraying straight onto my tongue. My first ever taste of sperm. Intense and salty, the sheer viscosity of it not at all what I expected. I tried not to gag as the next spurt splattered way back near the entrance to my throat. My eyes watered and my mouth closed involuntarily. His seed gushed over my lips and dripped down my chin.

"Open that fucking mouth," he demanded.

After a brief swallow that did hardly anything, I obeyed. Frozen with my mouth opened wide, I received every remaining drop of his semen. It pooled on my tongue, the gooey heat of it all spilling over and coating everything. It just kept coming and coming, until finally it didn't. I looked up at him, desperately seeking approval, with his load still hot in my mouth.

Jessica's dad stroked my cheek, one fingertip gliding through the semen on my chin. Smiling down at me, he said, "Good girl."

"Impressive for her first time sucking dick," Mr. Carter chimed in. "Can't wait to see how well she does taking my cock. But first, we need to get back to the party before anyone misses us."

Both men watched in rapt fascination as I swallowed down my mouthful of sperm. It took a few tries to get it all, and even then, it still felt like I'd have it coating my mouth forever.


 Chapter Four

I imagined every pair of eyes was fixed on me when I returned to the dance. Even though I'd stopped to wash up on my way, I was still so sure everyone would instantly know what I had done. The potent taste of cum still lingered on my tongue, a constant reminder that I was no longer completely innocent. Looking around the garish dance just made it feel all the more surreal. All the girls in dresses just like mine. I was a sheep that had broken away from the herd, and now that brief taste of freedom made it impossible to return.

My body danced to auto-tuned pop and overly sentimental ballads, but my mind was back upstairs. Every detail burned bright in my memory - the carpet pressing into my knees, the manly smell of clean sweat and lust, the way my lips stretched to accommodate him. The hot gush of semen into my virgin mouth. That burning need between my legs.

"Samantha?"

"Huh?" Hearing my name brought me back down to earth. Savannah, two years younger then me, cute in her little dress with billowy sleeves like a Disney princess.

"I said, who do you think will win this year?"

Oh. She was talking about our Prom Queen. Except we didn't call it that, for us it was the Purity Princess. Each year they pick one of the seniors who best exemplifies Purity Society values and name her the Princess. Last year, I'd been heartbroken to lose, but recent events were forcing me to reconsider the fact that maybe they'd made the right choice. It turns out I wasn't exactly a paragon of innocence.

While that may be true, I had a good feeling about this year. One of the deciding votes had just cum in my mouth. Two of the others were also my matches, and I'd soon be giving them my virginity.  All together, three of the six dads on the committee had a pretty good incentive to keep me happy.

Failing to graduate last year with my best friends had been humiliating, but winning the Princess crown would go a long way to make up for it. Not because I cared about the title or being virtuous. Not anymore. But because it also came with a scholarship. A free ride to any school I wanted, and I'd been studying so hard this year to make sure I had options. My parents would only pay for me to attend a local all-girl college that wasn't even accredited. The kind of place girls went to learn how to become a better wife.

"Sam?"

The girl was still trying to make conversation, despite me being so distracted. Tonight just held so many promises, it was hard to think about anything else. I struggled to come up with anything to say when my brain was practically screaming fuck me fuck me fuck me. I'd fantasized about that magical first time so many times. So many. And now it was finally here. Not quite the way I'd imagined it, of course. But maybe even better. No awkward fumbling boys, I was giving myself to men. Older men who knew exactly what they were doing. How to treat a lady.

"Come dance with us," Tiffany grabbed my arm, rescuing me from the conversation. She tugged me over to where all the senior girls were dancing together in a circle. I couldn't help but wonder which of their fathers would be the first to slide his cock into my virgin pussy.

I half-heartily bounced around, following the steps called out in the obnoxious song. When it ended, I disentangled myself from the giggling gaggle of soon-to-be college girls and attempted to slip back to my table. But Tiffany grabbed my hand as the next song began. Another slow one. Didn't the DJ know none of us had boyfriends? A bunch of the girls paired up with their dads, but Tiffany kept hold of my hand and grabbed my waist.

She led, holding me closer than I was accustomed to. Of the seniors, Tiffany was the only one to attend public school. To the rest of us sheltered girls, that made her something of an expert on the "real world". It also granted her a sense of worldly confidence that I envied.

"I know it sucked that you had to redo your senior year," she said, "but I'm so glad we got to hang out."

I forced up some enthusiasm. "Me too!"

After my friends had left for college last fall, it didn't take long for me to realize they'd all but forgotten about me. It stung. But Tiffany had gone out of her way to include me in her clique. Between my studying and abandonment issues, I hadn't exactly been a social butterfly, but it still felt good to be included sometimes. I gave Tiffany a sudden hug to show my appreciation, in my current state it was easier than forming words.

When we separated, she wore a curious expression, one well-manicured eyebrow raised in an unstated question. Then she gave me a knowing smile, ran her finger through the red curls dangling on one side of my face. "You missed a spot," she whispered as she brought her cum-slick finger to her lips, licking it clean like a cat.

Shame burned in my cheeks. I had to look away, I couldn't bare to meet her eyes. My heart felt strangled in my chest, haphazardly beating along to a funeral dirge. Everything was about to fall apart - I'd be an outcast, go nowhere, trapped here forever to be known as the town slut.

But then she hugged me again. "Good for you," she whispered. "This is all such bullshit," she gestured around the dance. Looking excitedly into my eyes, she asked, "Well, who was it?"

The relief that had so quickly flooded in now turned back to panic. How could I possibly answer that? "Uhmm," I muttered.

"Oh my god, was it that cute waiter?" she interjected. "Do you think he'd be up for another go? It's been ages since I've-"

Just then, a large hand settled on my shoulder. I looked up at Mr. Carter, knowing his hand wasn't the only big thing about him. My pussy gave an involuntary clench.

"Sorry to interrupt," he said in a way that made it clear he was not at all sorry. "We just need to borrow you for a final round of questions before we announce this year's Purity Princess. We were able to get with the other girls earlier in the week, but it looks like we missed you."

I could feel the color draining from my face. Tiffany put two and two together and mouthed a silent oh my god and shot me a look of scandalous approval.

"I'll uh - I'll be back soon," I managed to say.

My friend just smiled back at me, "Take all the time you need."

On trembling legs, I followed Carter across the dance floor, knowing my time as a virgin was coming to an end.


 Chapter Five

Not a word was spoken in the elevator. What was there even to say? We both knew what was going to happen next. Still, the quiet was nerve-wracking. I kept waiting for him to touch me, or at least give my lithe young body a thorough looking over. But he ignored me.

The feeling of his eyes on my back sent a shiver down my spine as I walked down the hall, back to room 237. When he caught up, he unlocked the door and I froze at the scene before me. Two handsome older men, still dressed in the suits they'd donned to celebrate their virgin daughters. The hand of the third man pressed against my lower back, bidding me to enter the room.

This wasn't what I was expecting. Not at all. I'd matched with all three of them, but it hadn't occurred to me that they'd want to fuck me together. It was such an intimate thing, wouldn't they want privacy?

"Hi Samantha," said Sarah's Dad, otherwise known as Coach K. His gaze cut right through me, like he could see straight into my corrupted little soul.

I fought to make my throat form words, finally managing a brief, "Hi Coach K."

It sounded lame, and I was already kicking myself. I didn't want them to think of me as some nervous little girl. I was a grown woman who knew what she wanted.

"Coach K?" he questioned. "Maybe you're right, we're not exactly on a first name basis. Perhaps we should all get to know each other a little better so we can drop the formalities."

I swallowed to clear my throat, trying my very best to sound confident as I said, "Yes, I'd like that very much."

"Come sit down on the bed," he instructed. I couldn't help but recall all the times he'd sent me off to run laps in that exact same tone of voice.

Nervously, I made my way past the gathered men and sat on the edge of the bed. This was it, I thought. Any moment now, one of them would be inside me, satisfying that deep ache I've denied for so long.

Mr. Miller came to stand in front of me, while the other two found seats on the scattering of furniture nearby. I guessed Jessica's dad was going first, she'd kill me if she ever found out. I looked him over appraisingly - the suit fit him well, but didn't do justice to his physique. The shirtless pictures on his profile revealed a slim, but very toned body. The kind of man who exercised, not for giant muscles, but for practical strength. I bet he could pick me up and toss me around without breaking a sweat.

"We just have a few more questions as part of your interview for the competition," he said, as if I didn't know the real reason I was here.

"Anything you want," I said, almost managing to cram enough confidence into my voice to pull off the double entendre.

The sudden cruelty in his smile made my stomach twist. "We need you to be honest with us," he continued. "Even if it's a little uncomfortable. Now, first question - are you a virgin?"

I've used the word to describe myself a hundred times, but suddenly it made me blush. At least it was an easy one to answer honestly. "Yes."

"Very good," he responded. "I can't wait to see the look on your face when you take your first cock."

Coach K was up next with a question. "Have you ever had anal sex? I know a lot of girls see that as a loophole."

I couldn't keep the shock from my face, "No," I said quickly, revolted by the idea. "I would never do that."

Then Miller was back with another question that he certainly already knew the answer to. "Have you ever had oral sex?"

It left me speechless. Was I supposed to lie? Or tell them that I sucked his dick? I couldn't figure out what his game was. Unless the whole point was just to watch me squirm.

"Yes." My face was now as red as my hair, my stomach twisted in knots. Every man in the room was now picturing me with a cock in my mouth, I was sure of it.

"Where did they finish?" he followed up.

"I, uh. I swallowed it." I replied.

"You swallowed what, exactly?" I was certain he was teasing me now. Trying to force me to be admit to it in the most vulgar terms.

"I swallowed his cum, like a good girl," I tossed his words back at him, and was rewarded by a sudden light in his eyes.

"Do you ever masturbate?" Mr. Carter asked.

Somehow, that seemed the most shameful question yet. Despite everyone knowing what I was here for, I was still embarrassed to admit the truth.

"...yes."

"Have you ever penetrated yourself?" he curtly followed up. "Either with your fingers or other objects?"

"No," I said, and it was true. The closest I'd ever come was just teasing my opening with a fingertip, but not quite going inside. That was a line I was too afraid to cross.

"Show us how you masturbate," he commanded.

My stomach dropped. What little confidence I'd managed to gather up dissipated, leaving me nervous and scared, with no idea what to say. Or do.

"Do you know what freeuse means?" he asked, sensing my reluctance.

The app was the first time I'd come across the word, but I got the general idea. Or at least, I'd thought I did. "You get to have sex with me," I said, "in exchange for donating your sperm."

"That's close, but you're leaving out an important part," he explained, as if he were merely correcting my homework. "We get to do anything we want to you. Your body belongs to us, completely and utterly."

Until that moment, I had no idea just how in over my head I truly was. My mind was suddenly swirling with every nasty rumor I'd ever heard, the gossip about all the disgusting things boys want. I'd signed myself up for all of it. And my pussy was the wettest it's ever been in my life.

I didn't need to be told again, I shamefully turned over on the bed to lay face-down. At least I wouldn't have to see them as they watched. I hiked up my dress, the cool air caressing my thighs told me my pale skin was on display, right up to the edge of my white panties. I placed a pillow between my legs, and then tucked my hand between it and my aching pussy, palm pressed against my mound. The sudden touch was electric, even if it was merely my own. Knowing I had an audience brought my sensitivity to shameful new heights. I began to grind myself against my hand.

Oh my god, after all the teasing and buildup, the pleasure was incredible. I imagined all of them staring at my ass as I writhed on my hand. My panties were soaked. I fantasized about what would come next - losing my virginity - and all that followed. I was already tantalizingly close.

"What are you thinking about?" One of them asks, I'm unsure who.

This time I answered honestly, without hesitation. I was too far gone to dance around the truth. "What could happen when you all cum inside me. My belly swelling because you filled my fertile womb. My breasts growing. I want it so fucking bad."

Some faraway part of myself was aghast that I'd just cussed in front of these men, but saying it all out loud felt so good. Freeing.

"Well, you're in luck. If it doesn't work out this time, we'll be happy to keep filling that pussy until we knock you up. But I have a good feeling about tonight. You were made for this, princess."

Hearing Dad's pet name for me while I did something as filthy as this brought me right to the edge.

"Are you ready to take your first cock?"

I was so fucking ready I could only whimper in response.

"Then cum for me, princess."

And I did, screaming into the mattress as a tsunami of pleasure tore through my body. Every muscle convulsed, entire body shaking uncontrollably. On top of it all, was the deliciously shameful knowledge of just how fully I'd debased myself in front of these older men. They had me in the palm of their hand, and the ecstasy flowing through me was just the beginning.


 Chapter Six

I found all three of them waiting patiently for me as I came down from my orgasm, eyes eager and approving of what they'd just witnessed. My first climax in front of another person, and only one of maybe a dozen total in my life. At some point, I had convinced myself that it didn't count if I didn't come.

"A woman's first time is special," Coach K said, "so we're going to let you choose who will take you first."

"Or, you can give up that last shred of control," Mr. Miller interjected. "and put on this blindfold." He held up the crimson tie he'd taken from around his neck.

I've never been put more on-the-spot in my life. In a hurry, I looked them over. As hot as Mr. Carter was, he was not at all an option. Not with a cock so big it could tear me in half. I'd save that problem for my future-self. Miller, I knew the best as his daughter Jessica was my closest friend this year. I'd already seen his cock - it had seemed large to me, but at least it fit into my mouth. He had always been kind, but I suspected there was something else lurking beneath his calm surface. And I couldn't tell if our familiarity would make things more or less awkward.

Then there was Coach K. He frightened me a little, and I almost hadn't matched with him. He'd been in the military and could be kind of abrasive and intense, frequently ordering us all around the field like he was our commanding officer instead of a father and a coach. But he was hot - just a little taller than me, with a powerful body built from years of discipline, salt and pepper hair kept closely cropped, and blue eyes that always gave the impression that he was holding something back. As intimidating as he was, the thought of him unleashing himself on me drove me wild. What would a man like that do, when he could do anything he wanted to you?

It was impossible to choose. And did it even matter? By the end of the evening, all three of them will have taken their turn, pumping my fertile little pussy full of their seed. I closed my eyes, ready to decide who would take my virginity with a silent round of Eeny, meeny, miny, moe. But the sudden darkness was a relief. I had found my answer.

"The blindfold," my voice wavered.

I took one last peek at the three men arranged before me, ready and waiting to violate my body in ways I couldn't even imagine. Then the world turned dark.

Hands guided me onto my back, more than one pair, pushing me down. The rustle of my dress is followed by a slight breeze on my exposed thighs. I can picture every set of eyes fixed between my legs as my rising hemline allowed my panties to creep into view.

A man hasn't seen my underwear since I was a little kid. I found myself wishing I'd worn something sexier, but I'd done the best with what I'd had - simple white cotton panties. At least they weren't some girly print. From checking myself in the mirror, I knew the fabric wasn't quite thick enough to completely obscure the soft curls of red that covered my mound. And as soaked as they were, I felt even more exposed. Just how much of my little virgin pussy could they see?

I shivered as rough hands stroked the soft skin of my thighs, moving upwards in tandem until reaching the waistband of my panties. I held my breath as fingers hooked beneath the elastic. Lifted my butt off the bed when he pulled. Torturously slow, they slid down my hips, revealing my most intimate parts inch by inch. My lungs burned, it was so very hard to breathe with my heart in my throat.

Then my panties were gone, leaving me on my back, white princess dress hiked up around my waist, virgin pussy completely exposed. To three men I couldn't even see. Suddenly, I found myself spiraling into insecurity and doubt - how did I compare to other women? Should I have shaved? I knew some women did, but I couldn't imagine how. Besides, the hair made me feel mature, more womanly. When I stood naked in front of the mirror, imagining my body swelling with life, there was always that dark red triangle between my legs. Mysterious yet inviting.

I found myself wishing I could see their faces. Were they staring at my fertile young body with lust-filled eyes or disappointment? I gave my nose a little wiggle, arched my eyebrows, in hopes the little movements would shift the makeshift blindfold just enough to give me a peek. No such luck.

There was a quiet whisper, but I could barely hear with the blood roaring through my ears. I sensed movement at the foot of the bed. Hands gripped my ankles and pulled me to the edge of the mattress, my legs splayed and dangling. I felt someone move between them.

"Such a perfect little pussy," I couldn't tell who had spoken. "It's almost a shame to ruin it."

Then I felt it. Warm, soft, and so very hard. My body squirmed as it slipped through my downy hair and brushed against my lips. This was it. My first ever cock, rubbing up and down the length of my slit. It wasn't even inside me yet, and my body was already on fire.

It glided through my folds, growing more slick with every pass. Each time he dipped lower, my body braced for the inevitable. Then I felt it - bigger than I'd thought, the bulbous head spreading my lips to press against my opening. I gripped the bed sheets in my tight little fists. This was it. The moment I had been dreaming about for so very long. The moment everything changed.

My pussy stretched around the invading cock, my jaw clenching against the anticipated pain. My intact hymen provided resistance, forcing him to stop just inside. The last barrier protecting my purity.

With one confident thrust, he pushed right through. Tearing me open and taking my precious virginity. I might have screamed, but the pain was overshadowed by a raging cacophony of sensation and emotion. I was suddenly full in a way that no amount of fantasizing could have ever prepared me for. The enormity of what I had just done hit almost as hard as the lighting shooting through every nerve in my body. I'd crossed a line, and I could never take that back.

I'd given my virginity up to a man old enough to be my father, and I didn't even know which one of them had taken it. But I was sure they all watched the moment that cock stretched its way into my once-chaste pussy, knew they were all hard for me, ready for their turn to fuck me. All of them lusting after my desecrated body gave me a rush like nothing else. I hadn't just become a woman - I had become a slut.

The pain faded as my body adapted to this violation, eagerly stepping into the role it had been designed for - taking cock and milking it of every drop of seed. He eased in and out, working himself a little deeper every time. With every thrust, he reached depths that had never before been touched. Every fresh inch he explored was virgin ground.

Until I felt his balls against my ass, his pelvis pressed against mine. I had taken it all -every inch of his cock was buried inside me. The moan that escaped my lips was the sound of pure bliss. Utter fulfillment. I was stuffed full. Stretched wide open. And I knew that was only the beginning. What came next promised to be so much better - filling not only my pussy, but my fertile womb.

Animal instinct kicked in, my body moving of its own accord. Rocking my hips to take him deeper. Faster. My sudden enthusiasm was reciprocated, strong calloused hands took hold of my ankles and draped my legs over broad shoulders. This new angle sending him further into my depths, every thrust driving rippling waves of pleasure through my body. I screamed and screamed. Couldn't stop, even if I wanted to. But I didn't. The sounds of my own debasement filled me with illicit thrills. It was like calling out, announcing to the world who I really was. How many strangers passing in the hall now knew what the Purity Princess sounded like when she was fucked like a filthy slut?

The muscles in my legs burned as they were stretched back towards my own shoulders. I was folded in half, contorted for his pleasure and greater access to my womb. Excitement built within me as the thrusting built towards a frantic release.

"Are you ready to be our little breeding slut?" asked a voice near my head. "He's saved up a big fat load, just for your fertile little cunt."

"We all did," came another nearby voice. "Are you going to be a good girl and take it all?"

I didn't even need to think about it. Couldn't. Whatever filter had previously guarded my most secret desires from escaping from my shining red lips had been short-circuited by the cock ramming into me. "Yes!" I screamed, "Yes! I need it all. Fill my fucking cunt."

Never in my life had I said that word,  but now I repeated the sentence again and again. Begging.

The cock swelled inside me, turning my words to incoherent moans as it grew so very thick. But only for a moment. Then his manhood shuddered inside me, and I felt it - the warm rush of his seed gushing against my cervix. It came in pulses, filling me with a heat that spread throughout my body. With every spurt, I imagined what it could be doing to me.

Then he fell still, his warmth streaming out around his softening cock. "Good girl," a voice broke through the blissful fog. I whimpered as he slipped from my no-longer-virgin pussy.

But I wasn't left empty for long.


 Chapter Seven

Unfocused, my eyes stared blankly up through the blindfold, imagining shapes in the dark. Lungs drawing in rapid, shallow breaths. Mind reeling. The warmth still pouring out of me. When I regained control of my limbs, I reached up to remove the blindfold, but quickly found my wrist captured in an unbreakable grip. My fingers brushed against hot, rigid flesh and instinctively curled around an unbelievably thick shaft. Mr. Carter, or so I hoped. It's not like I had a ton of experience, but what were the odds that I ended up with two men that well-endowed?

Once more, I explored his enormous cock with my hand. Deprived of sight, all of my attention was devoted to the way he felt. The soft flesh of the bulbous head and the well defined ridge that separated it from the shaft. The prominent veins running along its considerable length. The bristly hairs at the base, tickling my hand. I dared to slip my hand lower, weighing his balls in my palm.

"How'd you like to suck your first cock?" Coach K's words barely registered, I was too focused on the enormous member in my hand. I was keenly aware of the dull ache in my pussy. That first cock had filled me so fully, was it even possible to fit something bigger than that? The question left me filled with trepidation, but I couldn't deny that a newly awakened part of myself was eager to try.

"Sorry, Coach." Miller said. "I beat you to it."

With my free hand, I managed to lift the blindfold just enough to peer out with one eye at the scene before me. All three men were completely naked, hard and ready for me. Coach K shook his head, "Well I guess it's sloppy seconds for me then."

Then he was moving between my splayed legs, leaving me to stare in disbelief as he lined up his cock with my dripping opening. Being able to watch his length disappear inside of me only served to make the whole situation more surreal. But as the ecstasy of being filled washed over me once more, there was no denying it - this was real.

In just minutes I'd gone from innocent virgin to having two different men burying their cocks inside me. The load filling my pussy allowed him to slide in with much less resistance, our bodies coming together in a mess of spilled lust. Once inside me, his arms circled around my back and lifted, moving me further from the edge of the bed. Still joined with me, he followed, until he was laying over my body. He was so much bigger, I felt like I could just disappear into the comforting weight pressing down upon me. He stared lustily down at my face. What did he see? Ruined virtue? A needy slut, desperate for cock?

I screamed as he slammed into my cunt, driving himself all the way to my cervix. A shooting pain jolted through my body each time he bottomed out inside me, but all I could think was that he was pushing the semen deeper into my womb with every thrust.

"Don't forget about me, princess," Carter reminded me I still had my hand wrapped around his cock. But I hadn't moved since Coach K began violating my pussy. "You can handle two of us, right?"

But I was no longer in control of my body - Coach was relentless, his cock pounding into me again and again, leaving me nothing but a writhing, moaning mess. All I could see was his lustful eyes staring down, his gaze as penetrating as his cock.

Then he reared back onto his knees, lifting me by the hips, and I screamed as his cock hit a spot that made my vision go fuzzy. Tension built inside me as he stroked that oh so sensitive little bundle of nerves again and again. Suddenly, a cock slipped into my open mouth, muffling my sounds of pleasure. Mr. Carter had gotten tired of waiting and decided to help himself, the thick mushroom head of his cock forcing my lips open.

"You look so pretty with your little red lips wrapped around my fat cock," he said.

The praise filled me with a filthy sort of warmth that only made me more desperate to please. He pushed a little deeper, and my jaw opened as far as it could to accommodate his size. It wasn't nearly enough.

The pleasure  between my legs continued to build as Carter slowly fed me more of his cock. Coach K's athletic thrusts didn't let up, raising me to higher and higher heights. Something was building inside me with a frightening intensity. It was too much. I begged him to stop, but my words were stuffed back down my throat by the cock violating my mouth.

My muscles tensed in anticipation, entire body outside my control. But my friend's dad didn't hear my strangled pleas. And even if he had, would he have cared? After all, I was his to use.  It was freeing, knowing I had already made my choice. Given over my body to these men to fuck and to breed and to degrade. So I surrendered to them and allowed the rising tide to sweep me away.

I plummeted over the edge, a tidal wave of pleasure washing over me with an intensity I'd never known. Every muscle in my body convulsed in paroxysms of bliss, every thought gone from my head. Like morphine shooting through my veins, hot liquid warmth flowed through my body. With a grunt, Coach K released his seed deep into my cunt, unable to resist my body squeezing tight around him. The hot pulses inside me only served to lift me to greater heights, my body desperate to keep the climax going until I'd drained his balls of every last drop.

When he was spent, he released me from his grip, allowing my ass to fall back down to the bed. I realized my mouth was empty as well, sometime during my orgasm Mr. Carter had pulled out and laid down beside me on the bed. Perhaps he was worried I'd suffocate on his cock. Or maybe he was just getting ready...


 Chapter Eight

Mr. Carter reached over and took hold of my recovering body, rolling me on top of him. Cum poured from my abused pussy as he moved me into position on my knees, straddling him. "It'll be easier for you if you're on top," he said.

I looked down at his enormous cock laying flat against his stomach. Lowering myself down until I felt his shaft pressing against me, I slid forward just a little, moaning as my lips parted and slid along the length of his cock. How on Earth would all of this fit? His hands found my hips, guiding me as I rubbed my slit over his manhood, coating it with my own juices and the semen still trickling from my opening.

Then he took himself in his hand, holding his cock upright. I shifted, pressing it against my entrance. My eyes squinted closed in anticipated pleasure and pain.

"No, you'll look at me when you take my cock," he admonished.

I did as he commanded, opening my eyes to meet his gaze. Ever so slowly, I lowered myself onto his cock. His face contorted in pleasure as my pussy opened for him, my stretched inner walls hugging him fiercely. I dared to steal a glance downward and was amazed to see him disappearing inside me. A sense of pride filled me, along with his cock.

"That's it, princess," he said, voice low and breathy. "You can take all of Daddy's cock, I know you can."

It was almost wholesome, in a fucked up sort of way. Almost. And I knew he was right - despite his size, half of his cock was already buried inside me. The pain was overshadowed by everything else; the incredible sense of fullness, his words stoking the fire within me, the incredible wrongness of this entire situation.

It was with a sense of amazed accomplishment that I sunk the rest of the way down onto his thick shaft. It felt as if it was touching every nerve in my young body, just radiating pleasure outwards, his smallest movements sending rippling bliss cascading through me.

"I can't believe she took all that," said Mr. Miller, his eyes glued to where his friend's cock vanished between my stretched lips. I'd honestly forgotten he and Coach K were even there.

Tentatively, I tried lifting myself ever so slightly. My thighs trembled as I raised myself up, feeling the final inch of him sliding out, before fully impaling myself once more. I began to rock gently on his cock, riding him with small movements while I acclimated to being so very filled. His hands reached for my chest, pulling the top of my dress down to expose my breasts. I imagined how much bigger they might grow after this night, swollen and heavy with milk. With calloused hands, he caressed my tits - another first for me. I moaned as he pinched my stiff little nipple, the pink flesh disappearing into his grip while pleasure arced from my chest to my pussy.

Leaving my breasts dangling free, he lowered his hands to my waist. "Are you ready for Daddy to breed you, princess?"

Fuck. Hearing him say the word Daddy awakened something deep inside of me, a filthy little wretch that reveled in just how deliciously wrong it all was. It was in control now, and my response was automatic. "Yes, Daddy," I pleaded. "Fuck your little princess, ruin my pretty little cunt. I neeaaaaa-"

But the words dragged out into a scream, the only sound I proved capable of making when he slammed himself into me. The force of his thrusts rocked me to my core, jarring the thoughts right out of my head. I fell forwards on top of him, my breasts pressing against his bare chest. It was all I could do just keeping myself upright.

Just when I hit my limit, sure I couldn't take another moment, he paused. But it wasn't to let me recover. Something hot and slick pressed against my most private place, and I moaned in shameful ecstasy at just how good it felt. Never had I dreamed of letting anybody touch me there, but now one of my friend's dads was inching his cock through my tight little opening and all I could do was groan.

"Fuck, her ass is even tighter than her pussy."

A week ago, I ate dinner with his family. If you had told me then what he'd be saying a week later, I would never have believed you. Yet here Mr. Miller was, taking my ass for the very first time. Leaving no part of me unclaimed.

I was stuffed so full, it was almost unbearable. Every movement making me scream so loud I don't know how the police didn't come busting down our door. But instead of growing accustomed to the feeling, it only grew more intense as they began to move inside me. The two men, working in tandem, fucking me so thoroughly it was well beyond anything I'd been capable of imagining. My body rocked between them, a steady stream of profanity spewing from my mouth.

Until that was claimed as well, with Coach K feeding his cock between my lips. I tasted my own pussy on his shaft, my own tarnished purity. Giving myself over to them completely, I became a vessel for their lust. They drove their cocks into me, again and again, racing towards the inevitable climax.

Miller and Carter finished almost in unison, their cocks so close they nearly touched, separated only by my inner wall. They throbbed within me, filling me with their delicious warmth. I overflowed with their seed, could feel it spilling out around them, only to be replaced by the next thick rope. I craved everything it might do to me. Could almost feel it doing its work, filling my womb.

The heat, the fullness, their rhythmic pulsation inside me - all of it built to my own climax, my body clenching down around them. Milking them until I'd claimed every last drop. I collapsed on top of Mr. Carter when my muscles gave out, and when our bodies stopped trembling, rolled over onto my back only to see Coach K looking down at me with his cock in his hand.

Somewhere in the throes of passion, he'd slipped from my mouth. But he wasn't finished with me just yet. Without warning, his cock erupted - spraying his thick load across my breasts. I ran my fingers through the mess, then rubbed them between my legs, just in case I hadn't gotten enough...


 Chapter Nine

I returned to the Purity Ball in my white dress, semen soaking into my panties and down my thighs. I spent the rest of the evening aloof, keeping my distance from anyone who might catch a whiff of my debauchery.

When I was named this year's Purity Princess, my father placed the tiara on my head and I smiled at the room with a mouth that had been stuffed full of cock not an hour earlier. Nobody could see the cum dripping down my thighs beneath the dress, but three of the fathers looking up at me shared my secret.

I'd won the scholarship and lost my virginity. A successful night if ever there was one. I went home exhausted, but maybe the happiest I'd ever been.

Then everything came crashing down.

As I understand it, Mrs. Miller found a curly red hair - from the carpet, not the drapes - while doing her husband's laundry. As the only red-head in town, it didn't take her long to start pointing fingers my way. Word got out that someone had seen me disappear with Miller and two other dads during the Ball and suddenly I was the vile temptress who seduced them for the scholarship money. They wiped their InsemN8 accounts and deleted the app, so it was their word against mine.

And just like that, my only hope of getting out of here was gone. I had no money and no job, trapped in a town that hated me. Even my parents were disgusted. I had no idea what to do.

Until I saw the announcement for Breedwell University's freeuse tuition waver, and knew right away that was where I belonged. You'll see from my test scores that not only did I go through a sexual awakening, this past year has been one of academic growth as well. Through hard work and diligent study, I went from failing to top grades and I truly believe I'm prepared for the challenges ahead. I just can't wait to share everything I've learned with my future classmates and faculty.

Thank you for your consideration.

<3

~

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...
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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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