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 Chapter One

I was living the dream - it wasn't mine though. It was always my parents who wanted this for me. It had started out fun enough, with a trip to the ice cream parlor to celebrate a win at my first ever swim meet. From that moment on, my parents were convinced I that I was destined for aquatic greatness. But the ice cream dried up pretty quick, turning into carefully measured meals and a grueling practice regimen that left little time for friends or dating.

On paper, my life looked great; a full ride to a top school on an athletic scholarship and a fit body I knew other women would kill for. It felt like I was finally about to start living. I left home thinking I'd have the time of my life, having escaped my stifling hometown and controlling parents, but nothing had really changed.

Instead of finally finding some freedom, it was just more of the same. Practice took up so much of my focus that I barely learned anything, and nobody seemed to care but me. My advisor was quick to point out that I was there to compete and the team came first - my professors all understood that. My grades weren't nearly as low as I knew they should be. How much of that was the athletics department leaning on them? Or maybe they were just hoping to fuck me?

If my body was what they were after, they were out of luck. My schedule left no time or energy for secret affairs. It was embarrassing to admit that at twenty years old, I was still a virgin. When I said that swimming was my life, I meant it. I couldn't even get on birth control because it made me gain weight.

Quitting wasn't an option though, I'd lose my scholarship and have to find a new school, not to mention go into debt to pay for it. Plus, my parents would go ballistic and probably disown me. I was worse than trapped, it felt like I was heading full speed towards a brick wall. What exactly would I do when I graduated and swimming was my only skill in life?

Get a job as a lifeguard for $10 an hour? It's not like there's a huge job market for people who are just really, really good at not drowning. I supposes maybe I could move on to coaching - pass on my trauma to a new generation. Train them to be hypercritical of their bodies, resent every ounce of fat, forgo every sweet, and forsake life outside the water. But I didn't think I had it in me.

Practices were grueling, made even worse by the fact that I knew it didn't matter how fast I swam, I was going nowhere.

~

I was crying in the showers when Coach Adams found me. The others girls had already finished up and returned to their dorms, but sometimes the hot water streaming over my skin made me lose track of time. The crying fits didn't exactly help either.

"Julie, are you okay?" his deep voice cut through the sound of falling water.

Panic rushed in, I wiped the water from my eyes and there he was, stumbling toward where I sobbed on the shower floor - eyes squinted closed so he wouldn't see my wet, naked body.

The tears stopped, but the lump in my throat refused to budge. I couldn't say a word.

"Julie," the concern in his voice was unmistakable. "Are you hurt? Should I call an ambulance?"

I sniffled out a meek little, "No." Grateful for an easy question to answer. He stepped too close, water spraying his white trainers and soaking the bottoms of his gray sweatpants. I jumped up, rushing to the wall and turning off the water.

But I was too late, I turned around to see Coach Adams was soaking wet from the waist down. My breath caught in my throat when I saw his his sweatpants clinging to his form, leaving the outline of his cock clearly defined.

Naked and dripping, I stared, speechless, until-

"Julie?" his questioning voice startled me, and a blush crept over my face as I realized I'd been caught looking.

Except I hadn't, his eyes were still tightly closed to protect my modesty. "I'm okay," I lied. And he must have known it - the other girls had long since gone, and he had caught me crying alone on the shower floor. Nothing about that said okay.

"Why don't you dry off and we'll talk," and I realized he'd been holding onto a towel this whole time.

I took it from his outstretched hand, feeling a warmth blossom inside me when my wet fingers brushed against his hand. Wrapping the towel around myself, barely enough to cover everything, I whispered "Okay."

He opened his eyes, and I could almost feel him trying not to look down at the swells of my breasts.

"I'm sorry," he said, "I didn't want to intrude, but when I heard you crying, I thought you might have been hurt. Everyone else has gone home, so it was just me here to check on you."

I was suddenly very aware of my nakedness. How very close he was, with his sweats clinging to him. Heat blossomed between me legs, as I stared at the comforting smile on his scruffy face. The compassion in his eyes - an effervescent blue, like the way water seems to glow when the lights are out.

Something inside me broke and the words came pouring out. He just listened, his gaze never straying down to my exposed flesh. I spilled my guts about how miserable and trapped I felt. How I'd grown to hate swimming and everything that went along with it. How college was supposed to be my escape, and the crushing disappointment when it was just more of the same. No fun, no parties, no boys. Just this. Hours in the pool, the gym, weighing out every ounce of food. No time for studying or friends.

"There's just no way out," I finished, barely holding back the tears. I felt so embarrassed. So ashamed. So many girls would kill to be in my position, but all I wanted was an out.

We sat in silence, somewhere in my ranting, he'd guided me down onto a bench. Now he was sitting so very close. His leg occasionally brushing against mine.

Finally, he said, "There is a way out, a kind of loophole that would allow you to go on a sort hiatus while retaining your scholarship."

Oh my god, my chest filled with joy. I couldn't believe it, I was more excited for this than when I won the scholarship in the first place. "Whatever it is, I'm in. What do I have to do?"

"You get pregnant."


 Chapter Two

WHAT?

At first I thought he was joking, but the more he explained, the more sense it made.

"University policy prohibits discriminating against women due to their reproductive status. Athletes who become pregnant remain on their respective teams, maintain any scholarships, and have full support from the University until they're able to return to the field.

It's obviously a decision not to be taken lightly, but it is an option."

I didn't know what to think, but I was more aware than ever that it was just the two of us here. Alone. With just a towel hiding my lithe young body from his gaze. My heart raced in my chest, my body burned, awaiting his inevitable touch.

"Think on it," he said. "And if you decide to get pregnant, there's an app that could help."

With that, he stood up, giving me a nice long look at the outline of his cock. With him so close, I could make out every obscene detail beneath the damp gray fabric. A vein running along his length, the ridge near the tip, and I could swear that he had grown larger - his cock now extending a good way down his thigh.

"Well, I'll leave you to get dressed. Think it over," he said. "As your coach, I'd hate to lose you, but there's no sense in making yourself miserable. It's just a game after all, there are more important things in the world."

~

Was I more disappointed or relieved that he hadn't made a move on me? I thought for sure he was going to follow up his proposal by offering to fuck me himself. Instead, he'd left me alone to dress. A true gentleman.

There was a message from Coach Adams waiting for me when I checked my phone. A link.

InsemN8: The FreeUse Fertility App

Curiosity compelled me to open it. At first, it looked like any other dating app - you create a profile, swipe on potential matches. Except you don't schedule dates, the app determines when you're at your most fertile and notifies everyone you've matched with. It even shares your location in real time, so they can find you. After that, well, your body is theirs to use - the only rule is they have to finish inside you.

I'd never heard of anything like it, but I couldn't deny the appeal. My dating experience had been woefully limited, just a couple of guys I barely had time for, and it never lead to the good stuff. Kissing was as far as I'd managed to go.

For so long, I'd had such a contentious relationship with my body. I was well beyond seeing it as a thing of beauty - it had become a demanding machine, taking over my life and bending everything towards one goal. The thought of giving it a new purpose was a revolution for my psyche.

I imagined my belly swelling, embracing the curves. Gaining weight without fearing the seconds it'll add to my lap times. My breasts growing swollen and full. My fertile womb becoming home to new life - giving my body a true purpose, one that far surpassed merely swimming a little faster.

It was with more than a little horror that I realized just how much of my life I'd devoted to that. Swimming a little faster. It sounded absolutely insane when I thought about it in those terms.

~

I debated it for ages, enduring longs weeks of practice all the while. But my heart was less in it than ever. I spent sleepless nights wondering about how it would be. My first time. Feeling that warm rush inside me, knowing it could change my body and life forever. Sometimes my hand drifted between my legs, imagining Coach Adams, the outline of his cock still fresh in my mind.

I created a profile, but only browsed. A few days later, I ordered the smartwatch with the sensors that would determine when I ovulated. I told myself I was still just considering it, even as I sent in the cheek swab for the DNA test that would help find ideal matches.

Coach Adams didn't bring it up again. Was it just me, or did his eyes fall upon me more often? Did he wonder as often as I did what secret potential my body possessed? What curves my slim and toned young form was capable of when it received the right ingredients? Did he think about being the one to provide what I needed? Filling my fertile young pussy with his potent seed?

A hundred times, I imagined how that night in the locker room could have gone. His hand on my thigh, sliding up beneath my towel. A man twenty years older bringing his experience to my untouched little body. Making my first time something incredible, not just a minute and a half of awkward fumbling like so many of my friends had experienced.

One night, while browsing through profiles, I found him! His pictures were faceless, but I was sure of it. The toned body of a swimmer, the right age, and that outline of a cock showing through thin gray athletic shorts was unmistakable. It simply had to be him. I stared at the shirtless, headless pictures for what felt like hours, my hand between my legs.

Then I pressed the little green icon.

MATCH   


 Chapter Three

The cool water raised gooseflesh along my skin. I couldn't remember the last time I'd gone swimming just for the fun of it. For the first time in months, I was enveloped by a sense of calm as my naked body glided through the water.

When the app had announced my fertility to the world, I came straight here. It was after hours, the only ones with access to the pool were the swim teams and our coaches. I swam in idle strokes through the water, no timers, no counting reps. I let my form slip, lifting my legs a little higher out of the water, allowing my ass to break the surface. When Coach Adams arrived, I wanted him to see everything I had to offer.

It wasn't just my virginity I planned to give him. Sure, he would be the first to claim my untouched young body, but if tonight went well, his seed would soon be growing in my fertile womb. This just might be the only time anyone experienced my body as it was now - slim and fit from years of discipline and training. I knew how men looked at me, how they stared at my toned ass, barely contained within my bottoms. Tonight, that wasn't something I had to worry about. Everything was exposed. Ready. Waiting.

At the far end of the room, the door to the men's locker room opened and there he was. Coach Adams padded quietly across the concrete floor, clad in nothing but a pair of white trunks. His body trim and fit as if he was still a competition swimmer himself. His chest broad and bare. Just like in the pictures in his profile. Even though I had been sure it had been him on the app, there had still been a tiny nagging doubt that I'd matched with the wrong man and all my fantasies were for naught.

I pretended to be oblivious to his approach, stretching my lithe body as I swam. The heat that had been building inside me ever since that night in the showers threatened to burst into an inferno.

A mischievous expression came over his face when he'd approached close enough to see my body gliding naked through the water. Reaching the end of my lane,I reversed direction, kicking off the wall and imagining him staring at my ass through the water. Excitement built with every stroke, the water doing nothing to douse the fire within me.

There came a splash from behind me, but I resisted the urge to turn around. I liked playing coy, wondering what he was thinking as he caught teasing glimpses of my naked form glimmering beneath the surface. It was dim inside the pool room, I hadn't bothered turning on the overhead fluorescent lights, so the water glowed beneath the emergency lights.

When I ran out of lane, I turned around to find a sea of floats and rafts bobbing in the water. He'd undone the rope that kept the family swim class gear tidy in one corner of the pool. I searched for him, my eyes scanning the inflatables for a familiar face with those piercing blue eyes. There was no sign of him.

My shriek echoed through the vast room as hands circled around my hips, I squirmed in shock, but my little body found itself lifted right up out of the water. I was spun around and found myself face to face with Coach Adams, barely holding back his laughter. Warmth radiated out from where his hands touched my wet skin. Behind the mirth in his eyes was something else. A hard edge that made me shiver.

The world spun, and then I found myself staring up at the rippling reflection the water cast on the ceiling. Tendrils of light flashing and waving as the water moved. My back squeaked against the rubber of the raft he'd deposited me on. Craning my neck, I saw him staring right between my outstretched legs.

Like most of the girls on the team, I shaved my body totally smooth. Adams was the first man to ever gaze upon my virgin pussy, completely bare for him. A nervous blush edged up my cheeks, and my belly felt on fire. Neither of us had said a word, but we both knew why we were here. I couldn't believe my first time was finally here. With a gorgeous older man, no less, who was currently floating in the water at the end of my raft, his gaze fixed in rapt appreciation between my legs.

Was he appreciating how my body looked now? Years of training sculpting me into a water nymph, sleek and soft, with muscles like granite hiding just beneath the surface. Or was he captivated by the thought of how I'd look when he was finished? The extra curves he'd give me. Full, heavy breasts. Protruding belly. Hard muscle transforming into soft, tender flesh.

He moved closer, folding the inflatable raft beneath itself to make room for his approach. My legs found their way to his shoulders, and it wasn't until I felt his scruff on my thighs that I realized that he was about to taste me.

It was impossible to relax my body, knowing he was just inches away from my most private place. Nobody had ever even touched me there, and suddenly I was feeling the heat of his breath on my wet lips, making my toes curl in anticipation.

"Ohhhhh," I moaned as his tongue traced over my bare lips, but it wasn't until he found my clitoris that I realized just how much I had missed out on by forsaking boys in favor of athletics. As I writhed beneath his tongue, any lingering doubt about my plan disappeared. I'd happily never swim again if it meant I could have more of this. And I knew he'd barely even gotten started.

Despite my regrets about being such a late bloomer, I knew just how lucky I was to have my first time with someone so much older. More experienced. My blissful voice echoed through the room. I hadn't stopped whimpering and moaning since he'd begun. It felt like his lips and tongue were everywhere, exploring parts of my body I was barely even aware of. Sucking my clitoris into his mouth. Making me scream.

I trembled and shook, and if it wasn't for his hands on my thighs holding me tight against his face, I would have fallen overboard into the water.

"God, Julie," he whispered, "you taste incredible."

It was a strange thing to take pride in, it's not like I had any say over how my body tasted, but that didn't stop the warm feeling that filled my chest. He dove back in, his tongue lovingly lapping at my pussy, savoring every little taste of me.

My hands found their way to his wet hair, grabbing on in a silent plea to never stop. Burning tension coiled in my core, my muscles clenching as the tension built. My thick, powerful thighs squeezed him harder against me, his mouth falling into a steady rhythm that inched me closer and closer towards the edge.

"Please," I begged through clenched teeth, teetering on the precipice.

As if he'd been waiting just to hear me beg, his expert tongue swirled around my button, deliberately pushing me over the brink. His strong hands stabilized my writhing body as the pleasure coursed through me in unbearable waves. Every muscle outside my control, spasming in ecstasy as he held me tight against his face, his tongue refusing to relent.

When the pleasure faded, it felt as if it had taken every bone in my body with it. I laid limply, half off the raft, legs trailing in the water. The water's reflection was still flickering across the ceiling. I struggled to catch my breath. When I finally turned my head, I found Coach Adams bobbing in the water beside me, a hungry look in his eyes.

"Oh my god," he said, looking at my stretched out body. "The things I'm going to do to you..."


 Chapter Four

As soon as I tried to move my trembling body, I lost my balance - flopping over into the water with a splash. It brought me back to my senses, and I opened my eyes to find myself staring right at Coach Adams' considerable bulge. His cock was hard and straining against his trunks. Suddenly I found myself dying to see it, to feel him in my hands, to prove to him that I could bring him the same pleasure he had given me.

Kicking my legs, I closed the distance between us, reaching out and giving his bathing suit a tug. His shorts slipped down his muscular legs, allowing his cock to spring free. My lungs burned for air, but I couldn't bring myself to look away. His rigid flesh was swollen and engorged with desire, the way it floated lazily in the water in stark contrast to its urgent need.

Finally, I gave into my body's basic needs and surfaced, my lungs gulping down air. After I'd pushed the hair from my eyes, I saw him staring at me with a cruel hunger in his eyes.

"Pinch me when you can't take it anymore," he instructed.

I was still struggling to decipher his meaning when his hand grabbed the back of my head and pushed me down, beneath the water. He pulled me straight to his cock and I knew what he wanted. I wanted it just as badly. I opened my mouth.

My first ever taste of cock, and I was doing it underwater. It was surreal. Dreamlike, I floated weightlessly, his warm flesh filling my mouth. The masculine taste of him was muted by the chlorine, I ran my tongue along his shaft, hoping for more. Faster than I would have liked, my lungs began to ache, my body's panic threatening to break through my desire. My lips wrapped around his head, I sucked hard, as if I could breathe him in if I just tried hard enough. With my heart pounded in my ears, I was forced to cave in to my body's demand for air. I pinched his powerful thigh.

The hand on my head released its hold on me, and I surfaced. I only managed a couple ragged breaths before I was once more submerged, his firm hand guiding me back to his cock. Coach Adams groaned as he slipped once more between my lips, beneath the water, I couldn't hear it, but the sound reverberated through his body. Silent confirmation that he was pleased with me. It only served to stoke the fire between my legs. I was bringing him pleasure. The inexperienced virgin, twenty years younger than him, and here he was, moaning for me as my innocent little mouth took his big, throbbing cock.

He thrust himself between my lips, fucking my face in slow motion as the water dampened his momentum. I took as much as I could before the burn of the carbon dioxide in my blood became too much to bear. I gave him another pinch.

This time I dove back under before he could push me down. Providing a subtle sign that I was enjoying our little game. Half drowned, half drunk on cock, I fervently sucked him with all the passion and desperate desire bourne from  years of repressed fantasies. I grabbed his ass, holding myself tighter against him as I proudly took every inch of his considerable length.

His muscles rippled beneath my hands, legs kicking to tread water. Somewhere above me, the sound of a splash, a sputter. He kicked harder, attempting to compensate for his body's rapidly declining ability to do anything but receive pleasure. I broke for the surface once more.

It was clear he'd tried to collect himself, but he was still breathing heavy, water dripping down his face. It was also obvious that the torturous starting and stopping was getting to him. He shot me a possessive look before dragging me back beneath the water.

Once more, he was in control. He fed his cock between my lips, which I kept tightly pursed around him, sliding them down his shaft while keeping most of the water out. The taste of him grew in intensity, and I could feel him dripping onto my tongue, the bitter-sweetness stirring a craving for more. I yearned for him to fill my mouth, to taste his potent seed. To swallow it all down for him, to prove I was worthy.

The tremors shuddering through his body only served to egg me on. My forehead pressed against his abs, they tensed beneath me as he fought the dual struggles of staying afloat while desperately fighting for release. I could sense that I was driving him mad. Years of training left me able to hold my breath for a long time, but it still wasn't quite enough for him. The cycle repeated again and again, his desperation growing with every go around.

I thought I was in control. Teasing, bringing him to the brink of ecstasy only to pull him from my hot mouth and leave him throbbing in the cool water, again and again. The power I had over him was intoxicating. A grown man, trembling at my touch. My little mouth driving him to madness. I didn't realize just how little power I truly had.

Not until I slipped him from my mouth for the last time. As I surfaced, he took me in his arms, pulling me against his trembling body. His cock laid against my stomach, pulsing in time with his racing heart. Held tight, I could feel his entire body moving as he tread water. Every straining muscle. He lifted me higher, his cock slipping lower. I gasped against his neck as it slid over my pussy lips, the water providing a gentle friction between our smooth skin. It throbbed against me as it inched lower.

Instinctively, my legs parted, granting him access to my virgin entrance. It felt so slow, his swollen head nestling between my lips, then spreading them open. He slid through my wetness, my arousal so ardent even the water couldn't wash it away. The tip of his cock slid inside me, and already the feeling of fullness was so very intense. He moaned in my ear as he felt the inside of my body for the first time. Just the tip.

But then it met resistance. He froze, making me want to cry, I ached to feel him buried inside me. A questioning, concerned look broke through the lust on his face. He hadn't known I was a virgin.

"Please," I whispered.

It was all he needed to hear. He pressed himself inside me, claiming my virginity. My fertile pussy. My first time, forever his. For the rest of my life, I'd always remember how it felt as he filled me. The gentle, burning friction as he speared into me. The pain giving way to a pleasure I hadn't ever imagined. The way every movement of his body reverberated through his cock inside me. My anticipation for what came next.

Inch by inch, he explored my untouched depths. Awakening sources of pleasure that had lain dormant since the day I was born, waiting for me to be ready. Waiting for him. As I took all that he had to offer, my legs wrapped around him, pulling him deeper yet, until I had taken his entire length.

"My god," his voice was low and husky, "you feel incredible."

The words made my stomach flutter, but then again, maybe that was just his cock pushing so deep inside me that I couldn't fathom where it all even went. It felt as if he was in my very core.

But I was having trouble staying afloat, my legs around him had hindered his ability to keep us buoyant. Water threatened to reach my face. Wrapping my arms around him, I pulled myself a little higher, which only served to push him further down. He kicked out, and I felt him shudder inside me. With one arm, he attempted to paddle, bringing us closer to the shallow end. I joined in, feebly using one arm to propel our joined bodies through the water. Our faces occasionally bobbed beneath the surface, but we held tight, neither of us willing to end our union. Not until we had done what we'd set out to do. And even then, I wasn't sure I'd let him go.

Our every movement could be felt between my legs. It was delicious torture, him moving within me with no rhyme or reason, just jostling along.  Finally, his feet reached the bottom, his body stiffening as he stood upright. My arms around his neck, he supported some of my weight, while the water took up the rest.

My swim coach looked down at me, amusement in his eyes. I almost wanted to laugh at the utter ridiculousness of the situation - him taking my virginity in the pool, us almost drowning. The entire insane plan to get me off of his team by impregnating me. But none of that did anything to distract from his cock inside me, and the very real need blazing within us both.

Without wasting a moment, he dropped his hands to cup my ass, lifting me up. I gasped at the sudden loss as nearly his entire length slipped from me. Then, without warning, he slammed back in. I saw stars.

It was all I could do to hold on, my trembling arms wrapped around his neck as he fucked me. My screams echoed off the walls, like I was being ravaged in a cave. Again and again, he plunged into my core, setting my nerves on fire. The pleasure built with his relentless pace, until the screams turned to desperate grunts through bared teeth.

I had no idea it could be this... intense. So incredibly good, but somehow not nearly enough at the same time. All I wanted was more, but I knew with all my being that my body couldn't possibly handle one more moment, but the moments came anyway. Just continuously redefining my limits and blowing right past them. How was he doing this to me?

His hot breath came in frantic gasps against the side of my neck. I knew he was feeling it too. Could sense the desperate need in every movement of his body. His grunts turned to whispered words in my ear. Wicked, filthy things that set me pussy alight.

"I should have known you were such a dirty little slut," his words made me shiver. "I could have been filling your fertile little cunt right from the start."

Fuck, the knowledge that I could have been experiencing this bliss for months filled me with regret.

"You could have been pregnant by now," he slammed into me.

"I could be fucking your plump little pregnant pussy."

"Sucking your heavy, milky tits."

"How many times do you think I'll have to cum in your pretty little cunt before I knock you up?"

There weren't words to express what I was feeling. How I wanted to be pregnant right this moment. Wanted it to go on  forever. To never stop trying. To feel him filling me again and again. Instead, all I could do was beg, "Please, please, please! It belongs to you! My pussy belongs to you. Cum inside me, make me yours."

It was like he had been waiting for my permission. Or maybe hearing this tight little freshman begging for his cum was just more than he could stand. With a grunt, he drove himself to the hilt inside me. I felt him swell, pulse, and then a rush of warmth erupted within my depths.

I don't know if it was the physical sensation of his cock pulsating within me, or the idea of his potent seed flooding my womb that pushed me over the edge, but I suddenly found myself screaming once more as a wave of ecstasy washed over me. I clenched around him, my pussy desperate for every drop he had to offer. It was different with him inside me, the intensity unrivaled by anything I'd ever experienced, not even coming on his tongue had compared. My body knew what to do, grinding myself against him out of pure instinct. My mound rocking against his pelvis, holding him deep inside me as I caught every hot gush of semen.

When we both finally went still, I felt different. I know it's impossible to tell, but it was like I could sense his sperm already doing its work.

His cock was still buried inside me when the clang of the door rang out through the room. Three of the seniors on the men's team were staring at us.

Fuck, I had forgotten I'd matched with them - just in case I was wrong about Coach's profile.


 Chapter Five

"Oh man, she really went through with it."

I stared in shock at the three of them. All seniors, I had thought that would be best in case things got weird - worst case scenario they'd be gone in a few months. But seeing them here now, I had no idea what I had been thinking matching with so many men. To be honest, I wasn't really expecting anyone to actually show up. Certainly not all together like this, I had dove straight into the deep end for sure.

"You done with her, coach?" the one in front asked. Of all the guys on the men's team, he was the most recognizable, with colorful tattoos adorning the entirety of both arms and half his sculpted chest. We'd hadn't really met, but I'd seen them all compete and attended a few obligatory joint social functions with their team so I knew most of their names. The one with the tattoos went by Riker.

Coach Adams shot me a wicked smile, knowing my night had just gotten a whole lot more interesting. "She's all yours."

"Good," Riker replied. "You'll probably need a few hours before you're ready to go again anyway."

Riker's eyes fixed on me, "Come here, cutie."

My stomach twisted in an exquisite blend of excitement and trepidation. Adams released me from his arms, his softening cock slipping free from my no longer virgin pussy. I tried to look confident as I paddled over to where they waited at the edge of the pool, skipping the nearby ladder.

Instead, I put my palms down on the cold concrete floor and pushed myself up out of the water. It was probably cliché - I'd seen it a dozen times in movies - but maybe it was a cliché for a reason. Who could resist a pair of firm young breasts emerging from the water, tiny rivulets streaming down over the curves?

Certainly not them. All three were already stripping down as I lifted one leg up, spreading my used pussy wide open for their lustful gaze. Could they see how my coach had filled me? With the water pouring off my body, I couldn't tell if I was leaking his cum.

Jason was first to drop his shorts, revealing a pretty cock with a pronounced upward curve. The small patch of hair matched his head - buzzed so short it was barely more than stubble. His smooth balls dangled impressively large between his legs, and I knew he'd soon be emptying them inside of me.

I'd barely gotten my other leg beneath me when that curved cock speared into my mouth. The taste of him was so much more intense without the pool water diluting its potency. It only took a moment for me to switch from startled to voracious as his hard, dripping cock throbbed in my mouth. I sucked gently on the tip and was rewarded with a moan.

All too soon, he pulled away. But a hand took hold of my wet hair, turning me towards the next in line. Riker fed himself between my lips, and I found my gaze following the meandering tattoos that led up from his abs, admiring the colorful depictions of aquatic scenes, dominated by imposing sea monsters with tentacles trailing across his torso.

Instead of allowing me to please him, Riker simply used my mouth, slamming his full length into me. My eyes watered under the assault, his balls slapping against my chin as I tried not to gag. Just when I thought I could endure no more, he left me empty and gasping for breath. That's when Casey stepped in front of me.

He was by far the largest of the three, and that held true for his cock as well. How was I even supposed to fit my mouth around that thing? But he was patient while I tried, his powerful body looming over me as I kissed and licked his magnificent cock. Stretching my jaw to the absolute limit, his thick purple head slipped into my mouth.

"Impressive," he said, looking down at me with approval. Then he slid in deeper and I was filled with a slutty sense of pride as half his length disappeared between my lips.

"I want to see her tight little pussy take that monster," Jason commented.

Casey laughed, his cock shuddering in my mouth. "You better go first then, she's not even going to be able to feel you when I'm done breeding her."

It was now Jason's turn again, the tip of his cock tickling the roof of my mouth. "Sure," he said. "You just want my sloppy seconds."

The three of them passed me back and forth like they were sharing a beer. Each taking their turn with my mouth before handing me off to the next, all the while talking as if I wasn't even there. The concrete made my knees ache, but the pain felt so very far away. The hot flesh filling my mouth demanded all of my focus. I couldn't believe I was doing this - yesterday I'd never even touched a penis, and now I was on my knees for three men I hardly knew. A cock-sucking slut. It was amazing how fast the transformation had occurred. As if this side of me had been lurking somewhere deep inside, just waiting to be unleashed.

I surprised all three of them, grabbing both Jason and Riker and guiding them both to my mouth at once. After stretching my jaw for Casey's girth, fitting the two of them felt almost easy. And it was so delightfully filthy, having the two of them side by side inside my innocent little mouth. The surprised approval on their faces told me they were impressed.

Warmth dripped down my thigh, was it Coach's cum or my own arousal? My body preparing to take up the challenge of Casey's thick cock? Movement from the corner of my eye caught my attention - Coach Adams was in the pool just behind me, enjoying the spectacle of this former-virgin sucking three cocks, all while he had a fantastic view of my juicy ass. He touched himself beneath the water, and I knew he wasn't finished with me.

With a tentative hand, I cradled Jason's heavy balls while I traced my tongue over the tip of his cock. When he moaned in approval, I did the same to Riker, holding them each gently by the balls as they shared my mouth. I looked up, noticing for the first time his green eyes. He met my gaze while I slowly teased my tongue over the opening at the tip of his cock, tasting his bitter-sweet anticipation.

"You look so fucking hot with your mouth full of cock," he said.

Smiling, or as close to smiling as I could manage with two dicks in my mouth, I massaged his balls while lapping at his swollen head.

"Oh fuck," he groaned, and then his cock shuddered, coating my tongue in his hot seed. His balls contracted in my hand with every pulse, filling my mouth with what felt like an impossible amount of cum. I swallowed it down as best I could, but still it overflowed from my mouth, dripping down onto my breasts. I tried to savor it as best I could - my first ever taste of cum.

Jason froze, not daring to breathe. I could see he was right on the edge, desperately trying to hold back the flood while his friend's cock pulsated against his own. As eager as I was to prove I could make him cum too, I held still. I had a better use for him - I wanted every drop in his enormous balls to fill my fertile womb.

Making Riker finish in my mouth had left me feeling cocky. I looked up at the trio with semen still streaming down my chin.

"Are you boys going to fuck me, or what?"


 Chapter Six

Jason pulled a foam raft out of the pool and tossed it on the ground. I crawled over to it and laid down on my back, noticing the light rippling on the ceiling once more before Jason's shadow fell over me. It's surprising just how natural it felt to spread my legs for him, my nerves almost entirely overshadowed by the aching need inside me. It couldn't have been more than fifteen minutes since Coach Adams had taken my virginity, but I was already craving more.

The others only watched as Jason rubbed the tip of his cock between my lips, making me moan when it glided over my clitoris. My hips angled upwards, offering him my opening. He pressed into me, and I screamed as he sunk his entire length into my pussy with a single thrust.

It was amazing how different it felt. For my first time, the water in the pool had added friction, not to mention there was the tightness of my then-untouched pussy. I had been hyper-aware and sensitive to the slightest movement. Now he glided through me, and I opened easily before him, aided by my own dripping desire and my coach's creamy load. All the sensations blended together into one hot, sopping wet nexus of desire between my legs. All except the way his curved cock struck a new nerve somewhere just past my opening, making my body shudder with every thrust.

I moaned as he slammed into me, my little body rocking on the yellow foam raft. Casey stepped over me, his huge cock jutting out above my body. Lowering himself to straddle my chest with his knees, he nestled his cock between my breasts.

"This will be a lot easier when you've got those nice fat milf tits," he said.

Then his huge hands swallowed up my breasts, cupping them together around his cock. He began to thrust between them, slipping easily between my cum-covered tits. I couldn't help but visualize what he'd said. Imagining myself with the kind of breasts men couldn't take their eyes off of. How would it feel when they were filled with milk? I just wanted to be filled in every way. Filled with cock. With semen. With milk. I'd take it all.

Jason continued to lose himself inside my pussy, pounding into me, making me yelp with every thrust. The pleasure mounted, the tension rising within me until I couldn't even scream. Every muscle in my body was frozen, held right on the very edge of ecstasy. I was awash in filthy sensations - Casey's fat cock gliding through my cleavage, Jason's heavy balls slapping against my ass, the lustful gazes of all four men devouring my defiled young body. I had never imagined I could be such a slut. That my first time would be with four men, competing to breed my fertile little body.

And as if he read my mind, Jason grunted and released his load deep into my pussy. His powerful spurts spreading warmth deep into my depths. He held himself buried to the hilt inside me, his cock throbbing, balls contracting with every pulse. I overflowed with his seed, could feel it spilling out around him and dripping down to pool beneath me on the raft.

After one final twitch, he pulled away, but Casey was quick to shift backwards, abandoning my tits in favor of my creamy pussy.

"I think you're ready for me now," he said, pushing the bulbous tip of his cock between my well fucked lips. Even having already been fucked twice, he still had to ease himself in. My body gripped him as he penetrated me, inch by girthy inch, inner walls squeezing him so tight I knew I couldn't possibly fit any more. But he didn't stop, even after half his length had disappeared inside me. Finally, he gave up and started to withdraw, only to drive himself deeper than before.

The burning in my lungs brought a sudden awareness that I'd been holding my breath. I forced myself to inhale, to relax my rigid body. He slipped in deeper, into the very core of my being. I looked down to see just the thick base of his cock remaining, my puffy lips speared lewdly open around his shaft. I watched in awe as that final inch sunk home, swearing I could see my belly bulge as he bottomed out. Slowly, he began to fuck me, his cock touching all of my most sensitive places as it rocked back and forth within me.

Riker straddled my face, lowering his limp cock into my mouth, muffling my moans. Sucking his soft flesh was so different than before, his cock bent and wiggled, giving way before my probing tongue. I suckled him gently as he began to stir back to life. My body rocked as Casey increased his pace, violating my deepest recesses with long, steady strokes. My eyes closed in bliss.

The cock in my mouth slipped free, replaced a moment later by soft malleable flesh. My addled brain took a moment to figure out he'd placed his balls in my mouth. I licked and sucked at his scrotum, tasting clean sweat and his masculine musk.

I imagined watching myself, fucked by an enormous cock while eagerly sucking a stranger's balls. It was like a fever dream. Something porn stars did, not virgins from small midwestern towns. As I imagined how my tiny body looked sandwiched between two older athletes, I didn't even recognize myself. Couldn't believe how easy it had been. From untouched to thoroughly degraded in an a matter of minutes. All it had taken was the push of a button and four men were using my tight little body. The body that had taken years of discipline to sculpt, and in just a few months I would barely resemble my former self. I'd have the body of a fertile cumslut, and everybody would know it.

As Casey's enormous cock erupted inside of me, I imagined his seed filling my womb. I couldn't imagine how a night light this could end with anything other than a pregnancy. Not after everyone had left me so thoroughly inseminated - well, almost everyone.

But Riker wasn't about to be left out. As Casey began to soften inside of me, Riker stood up, "I want to see how this slut rides a cock," he demanded.

I climbed to my feet, legs wobbling, cum streaming down my thighs. Riker laid on his back, waiting for me to mount him. It was the first time I was in control. I climbed on top, my hand grasping his hardness and bringing it to my sopping opening. In one fluid motion, I sank down, impaling myself on his cock.

"Mmmmph," he grunted. "Good girl."

I began to ride, squatting deep onto his cock - my workouts finally being put to good use. Even as shaky as I felt, my powerful thighs had no trouble driving myself down onto his shaft.

"Room for one more?" An older voice asked. Coach Adams. I'd almost forgotten he was still here, watching as one of his freshman swimmers was thoroughly defiled. I turned my head to see him standing, erect and ready, his body still dripping water.

"After taking Casey's monster dick, I think she can handle anything," Riker replied.

The older man didn't need to be told twice. He moved behind me, pushing me gently forward until I was leaning over Riker with my breasts dangling in his face. Before I could wonder what would happen next, Coach Adams was pressing against my pussy. I groaned as he slipped inside, the two of them filling me at once, stretching me open every bit as much as Casey had.

A quiet whimper escaped my mouth when they resumed moving, both of them slowly thrusting in unison.

"Fuck, she's so much tighter now," Riker said.

"Not as tight as when I claimed her cherry," Coach Adams responded.

A voice behind me laughed, "No way was this filthy slut a virgin!"

Every word made egged me on, filled me with a shameful pride.

"God, just imagine how good she'll be with a little practice," Riker said from beneath me. "And I can't wait till she can smother me in her fat tits."

I came once while they talked about me like a piece of meat. A second time when their rhythms diverged, one of them driving into me as the other withdrew, their hard slippery cocks grinding together inside of me. They didn't let up, pounding me relentlessly until I couldn't take any more.

"Please," I begged, "please, I need your cum."

Riker finished first, the throbbing of his cock and and the slippery warmth of his semen pushing Coach Adams over the edge. Their combined seed filled me so completely, heat filling my core and radiating out through my trembling little body. I collapsed between them. Exhausted and satisfied like I'd never been before.


 Epilogue

It was nice to remember how much fun swimming could be. The years of intensive training and competition had killed the joy, but now it was back in full force. I swam through the water - no fancy strokes, just a doggie paddle - the best I could manage with my swollen belly. After carrying that weight all day, floating weightlessly in the pool was pure bliss. And when the men's team wrapped up their practice, well, things just got better from there.

I reached the ladder right when the final whistle blew. Hauling my body out of the water, I could sense all their eyes on my wet, glistening curves. There was no point in wearing a swimsuit, everyone knew what my purpose here was. Just like Coach Adams had said, I was still a member of the team and my scholarship was safe. But after how much they'd all helped me out, I wanted to make sure I gave a little something back. Or in Casey's case, two now very large somethings.

He was the first out of the water, and by the time he'd shed his suit, I was already on my knees and ready for him. He wasted no time burying his cock between my heavy tits. Even with his impressive size, he disappeared in the deep channel of my cleavage. The others looked on in anticipation, eagerly awaiting their turn.

After Casey erupted over my tits, he headed for showers. This was the routine now - practice hard, then get a little relief before heading home. Casey was usually a boob guy, but once he'd finished I'd get down on my hands and knees. With my swollen belly, it was the easiest position. Though sometimes we still got creative.

A hard cock penetrated me from behind - Jason's judging from the delightful curve. As my body rocked, milky tits swaying beneath me, Riker helped himself to my mouth. The three from that very first night were usually first in line, but the whole team eventually got their turn. The coaches too, even Adams would stop by the mens' team practices just to take a turn with me. It was a little silly, since we lived together now and he could have me whenever he chose. He was always quick to remind me that he had been my first, claiming my fertile womb and awakening my inner slut.

And I'm so glad he did. For the first time in years, I was truly happy and satisfied. School was going well, I was very popular, and there was a new sorority coming to campus that one of my teachers said I'd be perfect for...

~

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.

InsemN8: The Breeding Test – Free for my newsletter subscribers

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

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

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

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

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

GET IT NOW

 Other Books By Molly Warden

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

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

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

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


YOUR FERTILE MATCH IS WAITING FOR YOU
  

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

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

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

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

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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