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Rebecca finds herself uneasy with her
newfound freedom. An attempt to become pregnant and return a sense
of normalcy into her debauched life fails. Her subsequent recovery
is hampered by the emergence of a woman competing with her for the
affection of the love of her life. Will she force herself to make a
choice, or will she accept circumstance and fall in love all over
again? Adult content.
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What follows is a work of fiction. Any
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One




 


Rebecca had put on a pair of tight, well-worn shorts.
They fit perfectly to her ass and curved sharply around and between
her legs. They emphasized her crotch as well. She liked the way
they fitted themselves perfectly to the shape of her rear and
curved snugly between her legs. The legs tightened just so around
her trim, supple upper thighs to emphasize the space between
them.

She never wore panties. There was no room for them
under the shorts.

The outline of her pussy against the thin, stretchy
material sometimes became plainly visible to all who knew to look.
Her very prominent outer lips would become engorged if she became
sufficiently aroused.

It rarely happened.

Just as rarely, her larger-than-normal clitoris might
swell to cause a bump to display. That took something - or someone
- very special. It was very embarrassing when it happened.

Rebecca fully intended to change into something much
more respectable long before her company arrived. Her preparations
ended up running a bit late, and that, combined with the hot
kitchen, kept her occupied and forgetful of the time.

Their guests arrived early. Aaron and Wendy
introduced themselves. Wendy gravitated to her partner, Paul.
Rebecca’s eyes widened for a split second when she looked at Aaron.
They shook hands. He held hers for just a moment too long. It gave
her a warm feeling. She too hung on for another moment after he
released hers.

That was when her troubles all began.

She caught Aaron staring at her crotch. What had
started as only an outline of her pussy turned into two distinct
ridges under the thin cloth. Her outer lips had become engorged and
visible under the shorts. His eyes were riveted between her
legs.

It excited her to know that she had that power. Her
breathing quickened. Her tongue flicked out to taste her lower lip.
She found herself relishing the man’s eyes and how they devoured
her.

Rebecca had no idea what was going on. She was
confused by her physical reaction. She’d never experienced anything
like this before. The man had merely touched her hand. That touch
turned her into a sexual predator.

It became obvious to Aaron that he had been caught
when he raised his eyes. Rebecca’s eyes locked onto his. His face
turned beet-red. She had to put him at ease.

—It’s all right.

My god, what had she just said? She couldn’t
have.

She leaned back against the counter and thrust her
breasts at the poor man. Her nipples stiffened. It seemed she had
no control over them, either.

She didn’t care now.

Her nipples were dark, almost black, behind the white
blouse. She knew she needed to change out of it as well as her
shorts.

The man was a bold one. Right when she was looking
him in the eye, he shifted his gaze to her breasts behind the taut
cloth. Somehow, they had ended up pointed right at him. She had to
make sure he could take his time if he wanted to.

—It’s all right.

There they were again. The same words. Where were
they coming from?

Through his questioning gaze she could almost read
his mind.

—And yes, I’d let you. But your wife probably
wouldn’t like it if you touched.

Aaron’s glance returned to her middle.

All those words coming out of her mouth made her wet.
Her lips had completely parted and pulled back under the shorts.
Her clitoris had gone erect. She knew it stood out with the rest of
her beneath the thin material.

What she didn’t know was why this man was having such
an effect on her. Something wasn’t right. There had to be something
wrong with her.

She leaned farther back and parted her legs. For some
reason, she wanted him to look at her, wanted to put herself on
display for this man. She couldn’t stop if she wanted to. It was as
though something primitive had taken control and she couldn’t halt
it.

In fact, she didn’t want to. Something had been
triggered in her brain, and she couldn’t turn it off.

There was the beginning of a bulge in his pants. His
other leg had one too, much farther down. My god, she
remembered thinking, this man must be hung like a bull.

She flushed. What she said didn’t help with what had
been going on with her middle, either.

—You like looking, don’t you?

He didn’t answer. Instead, he raised his eyes to
hers. To get there, he had to pass them by her nipples. They
hesitated there, too. She remembered liking that at the time. A
lot.

Rebecca had gotten herself sopping wet. Her word play
had obviously done its job on Aaron, even though she still didn’t
know where those words had come from.

Her shorts were wet. She knew it. Aaron knew it. She
knew he could see the outline of her erect clitoris, too.

—I think I’d better change.

—No!

It wasn’t quite what she wanted to hear, but she
accepted it.

—You know I have to. I don’t think your wife would
like to see the effect you’re having on me. And I can assure you
that in no way would she ever want to witness how I’m affecting
you.

It was her turn to stare at the man’s middle. The
outline of his growing penis was visible beneath his pants. He
flexed for her. She was upset now, and not with this man in front
of her. It was her own sexuality that was betraying her.

Rebecca reached into the hem of her shorts in a
feeble attempt to pull them down and adjust them. She hoped Aaron
didn’t notice. All she succeeded in doing was to rub her clitoris
against the material. Her knees almost buckled. More of her wetness
escaped.

—Did that help?

—Not in the way it was supposed to.

—I noticed.

She blushed bright red.

—I’ll be back in a minute with a treat just for you.
You look like you could use one.

—You’re my treat for today.

—Just wait. You’ll see.

Rebecca changed into a darker shirt and a short,
filmy skirt. She already knew that would disappoint the man.

—You must know I couldn’t stay like that. Don’t look
so glum.

She smiled and did a pirouette for him. Her light
summer skirt flew out and settled back. The tan went all the way
up.

He grinned. She wasn’t wearing panties.

—You forgot something. That’s much better.

She pirouetted again. This time, she held onto the
front of her skirt to prevent it from flaring.

—Just in case you were too busy to notice.

She turned her rear. Both hands lifted the thin dress
and gave him a full-on view of her hard, tanned little tush.

—Better now?

She had just presented him with her tight, tanned
ass. Rebecca stayed like that. She couldn’t move. Completely
involuntarily, she pushed it out at him. By then, his erection was
all the way down his pant-leg.

Obviously the man wasn’t shy about things like that.
It was like he was forcing her to stare. She couldn’t stop. Her
words came out in a jumble.

—Aaron. My god. I guess we know what you like, don’t
we?

His voice was hoarse.

—You like it, too.

He flexed his cock. It jumped against his pant-leg.
Rebecca’s face went pale.

—Aaron. Don’t. I can’t.

Her voice had gone shaky and low. Throaty. It was all
she could do to speak his name.

—Aaron. Please. You already know. Oh god. Please. I-.
Yes. Yes. Aaron.

—That’s better.

Rebecca’s hand extended. She had no control over it.
She couldn’t stop herself. Her breathing became ragged. She moved
towards the man, fully intending to touch what was stealing her
concentration. Her fingers were mere inches away.

Rebecca’s hand shook. Her fingers brushed against the
head and the cock flexed into them.

—I can’t. Don’t let me.

She cupped the head. The cock flexed again, filling
her hand even more. She whispered.

—Oh my god. You. You’re all cock.

She couldn’t stop squeezing.

Aaron grabbed Rebecca between her legs and
squeezed.

—You’re all cunt.

The only reason they didn’t end up fucking right then
and there was because of their partners. What managed to halt them
both was Paul and Wendy.

—Is it ready?

—Yes.

The reply, in unison, came too quickly.

Aaron wiped his face with his hand in front of them.
Rebecca was the only one that knew where it had been. She turned a
bright pink. She managed to turn away before anyone noticed.

Paul brushed at the hem of Rebecca’s skirt.

—Paris was almost showing, dear.

—Was it? I hadn’t noticed.

She had made sure Aaron noticed.

It seemed to her that he was the only thing that
mattered to her the entire night.

 


When dinner ended and the guests had left, Rebecca
reflected on the night. She was mortified with herself for being so
forward with the man. It wasn’t in her nature to be a cock-teaser.
She had absolutely no interest in or intent to cheat on her
boyfriend with a man as old as Aaron.

The two of them crossed paths only occasionally.
Rebecca did notice that Aaron always complimented her on what she
wore, even if it was only a pair of scruffy jeans and a t-shirt.
Beyond their first meeting, he never made a pass. He never came on
to her, beyond that bit of mutual teasing when they were
introduced.

Rebecca still flushed when she thought about it. She
couldn’t believe that she had been so direct with the man.

She threw out the shorts.

She regretted it immediately. She knew she would,
even before she did it. She was so disappointed in herself, she
went fishing for them. When she held them up for a better look, she
couldn’t believe the condition they were in. The crotch was like
cardboard from the wet that the man had caused to run out of
her.

She flushed, because she knew she hadn’t washed them
just because of what happened to her.

Surely, it had been his fault. He had caused her
wetness to run like a river, to soak through her. There was still a
bump in the thin cloth that had formed where her clitoris had been
erect. She must have looked to be quite the slut to the man.

No wonder he had had such a huge erection with the
display she had put on.

Even after she changed, she had continued to tease
the man. Her double pirouette. Lifting her skirt in front of him.
Wanting him to know she wasn’t wearing panties. And showing off her
ass. Before she met the man, it would have been unthinkable for her
do something like that in front of a stranger.

Somehow, she no longer thought of him as a
stranger.

She had humiliated herself in front of him. Whatever
had gone through her head?

That he hadn’t acted on her behavior proved to her
that Aaron was a perfect gentleman.

 


Rebecca turned her memories off and settled into the
task at hand.

She arched her back and lifted her ass in the air.
That always turned her man on. Together with her hand jerking him,
his cock was ready.

Sometimes he’d tease her with only the tip. He liked
to make her beg for his cock, and she always did.

He never had to beg to fuck her. She never said no.
Ever. She let him do her anywhere, any time, any place. It wasn’t
in her nature to make a man beg.

She began to moan as the man continued to tease her
with the cock she had first caught a glimpse of and admired in her
kitchen.

—If you’re not going to put it in and fuck me, let me
suck you off.

—You want to suck or get fucked?

—Your cock is in my pussy already. Just push the
fucking thing- oh fuck. Aaron. Fuck. My pussy is choking on your
cock.

—You wanted the fucking thing in - your words.

—Oh god. Oh god. Shit. My pussy is so full of you I
can’t remember what it was like without your cock. Keep it coming.
Keep it coming. All the way.

He slammed into her and felt the head of his cock
reach the end.

—It’s all in. You can’t take any more.

Rebecca adjusted her hips, gripped her knees and
pulled them up.

—Fuck me now. Put it all in. I’m wide open for
you.

She took another inch. She felt her lips surround the
base of his cock and knew it was home in her again.

—Oh god. It’s flexing in me. You bastard. You know I
always come when you do that to me. Fuck. Aaron. Don’t. It’s too
soon.

—It’s never too soon for you to let my cock into you.
You know that.

Rebecca began to come. Her hips lifted, her hands
slipped from her knees, and her insides collapsed around Aaron’s
cock.

—Fuck you’re tight. You’re going to get me to come
too, aren’t you?

Her cunt began flowing with wet.

—You should feel your cock. My juices are flowing
around it like a river. Here. Taste me.

She held up her hand. Aaron sucked it dry.

—Come now. Come for me. Feed my pussy with cock. You
know I need it.

—You asked for it.

Aaron flooded her insides with warm come. It ran down
her ass and puddled on the leather sofa. Squishing. Splashing. Wet.
Sticky. A river ran out of her.

—That’s it, baby. Fill me. Every time. Fill me. Oh.
Oh. Oh. Again. Shit. Oh god.

 


 



 


 


Two




 


Wendy was becoming increasingly bored living in the
house. Her husband, Aaron, had dedicated himself to getting Rebecca
pregnant. He was devoting all of his time and all of his come to
her. She considered the fine cock her husband possessed to be
wasted on the girl.

Paul, Rebecca’s partner and the new boy in her own
life, wanted her to get pregnant, too. He thought it would be fun
to have both of the women in their household full of babies.

Wendy knew better. There was no way she was going to
let herself get pregnant at this stage of her life.

She was having too much fun.

She started to step out on Paul. It began with a yoga
class.

The instructor was a hunk of a man, boyish-looking in
the extreme. He was right up her alley. She began paying him the
attention she thought he deserved during her very first class.

He had a bit of a bulge in his tights, to say the
least. He wasn’t huge, but through the material it looked like he
certainly had enough to grab her attention. After class, she asked
the instructor if he had time to show her some stretches that she
could perform in order to warm up properly.

Wendy suffered through the twenty minutes she spent
with the man hovering next to her, showing her the routine. She
liked it when his hands went to her hips to steady her during one
particular move.

—Show me again.

She sat back and watched him complete the movement.
He pulled her up and she almost fell into his arms.

—Now you try it.

Wendy lowered into position. Her head leveled with
Hank’s lovely crotch. The beautiful edge of the head of his prick
outlined itself against his tights. It was so close, yet still so
far away. She licked her lips in anticipation.

She slipped and made a grab for the man’s thigh to
steady herself. She ended up with her face in his cock. She opened
her mouth and allowed her lips to surround it. He tried helping her
up. She wouldn’t budge. She stayed pressed against him.

The head of his cock grew firm. Not wanting to waste
the opportunity, she opened her mouth wider to accommodate it. She
nibbled at it and nosed it and inhaled the scent of the man.

Finally, she closed her mouth on it. Wendy left no
doubt what she wanted. She believed in being direct.

—Show it to me.

He ran to the door and locked it.

She pulled down his tights. His cock sprang up in
front of her face. She clamped her mouth on it and began to suck.
The taste of the man in her mouth was so good, she forgot all about
the balls dangling only inches from her chin.

—Nice cock. Tastes good. Give me. Feed me.

He came quick. He stayed hard. Wendy wrapped her hand
around the shaft and started stroking. She was almost panting at
the heat she was holding in her hand. She moved to his balls and
nuzzled them with her nose. His come ran down her hand onto his
balls.

Wendy grew impatient and exasperated.

—Can you get hard again?

He pushed her down on the mat. She fell on her back.
He crawled between her legs and ripped open the crotch of her
tights. He grabbed her ass and rammed his face into her snatch. He
fastened his lips to her clitoris.

Wendy lay back and let the man do what he wanted. He
was no expert, but he managed to get the job done for her. His
reward was a hurried hand job. Wendy milked his balls and he
quickly blew his wad. She turned her head to let him come in her
hair.

She tucked his cock in, tried to adjust her shredded
tights over her pussy, and left.

She wasn’t satisfied.

On her walk to the car, she spotted a gym across the
street.

Tomorrow would be a new day. She hoped it would be a
new one for her pussy, too.

 


Wendy woke up in a sweat. She had been dreaming of
cock. Lots of cock. She was in a bath-house. It was somewhere she
wasn’t supposed to be. Hot, sweaty young men were torturing her
with their hard cocks by rubbing them in her face. She dropped her
towel on the floor. She was naked and sweaty. They gathered around
her. She made them line up by the length of their cocks.

—Who’s got the biggest load?

All hands went up to join their erections.

She picked three at random and instructed them to
jerk off on her. Before they could complete the task, Wendy woke up
in a warm sweat. She remembered to check her pussy. It was wet. The
outer lips were puffy and swollen.

She closed her eyes and tried to finish the dream.
Her clitoris throbbed beneath her fingers. She spit and traced
circles around it. Just as she was about to come, Paul interrupted
her.

—Have you thought any more about having a child with
me?

Wendy rolled onto her back and pointed her pussy at
Paul. He could never resist her when she was being obvious. She
forgot all about the come she had let the yoga instructor leave in
her the night before. When she creampied, Paul was on her like a
dog after a bone. He jumped between her legs.

—Is that Aaron’s come in you?

—Yes, dear. Who else would it belong to?

He settled in and this time, Wendy creampied for him
on purpose.

 


There was no doubt in Wendy’s mind. She was becoming
bored with the simple life as it presented itself in the house
shared with her husband, Aaron, and Paul and Rebecca. She craved
cock action. She wasn’t getting any on a regular basis.

She considered the gym she had seen on her way from
the yoga studio. That was sure to have enough to satisfy her
craving for cock and come. She was certain of it.

She ran through the shower and cleaned up before
making her way.

In the change room she stepped out of her street
clothes and into a pair of tight spandex shorts and a top. She
ditched the bra. She checked herself in the mirror. The folds of
her pussy were outlined against the snug, light-blue material. Her
nipples poked out from firm breasts. Her long, shapely legs were
capable of tempting women.

She was good to go - in more ways than one.

She pinched her nipples and walked onto the gym
floor.

It was filled with men, the majority younger than
she. It was a cock factory. She saw the cocks filled with come. It
would be her come soon.

Wendy stepped onto a treadmill and went to work
getting sweaty. Twenty minutes later, she walked over to a machine
in the middle of the floor and studied it. A young man asked her if
she needed help.

—I’ve never seen one like this.

The man was obviously enthused to help her make the
adjustments on the equipment to fit her. When he stepped over her,
he gave her a glimpse of the penis hanging down the leg of his
shorts. The cocky little bastard knew it, too.

Wendy glanced in the mirror. There was no one else
around. She pulled herself up and made a reach for the man’s
shorts. Inside was a cock just perfect for her.

—I feel like a shower. Show me how they work.

As soon as she got him around the corner, she was on
him.

—The men’s is this way.

She walked in on three others in the showers, all of
them naked. All of them hung, too. Wendy thought she just might be
in cock heaven.

—Boys, take a look at this.

She stripped off her top and turned in a circle,
putting herself on display. When she had their attention, she put
her back to them and bent at the waist to take off her tights. Her
swollen pussy filled the space between her thighs. She stayed like
that, holding onto her ankles, until one of the men came up
behind.

She didn’t have to do a thing. He was already
stiff.

—You like that, don’t you? Rub it. Rub your cock
against it.

His hands went to her hips to hold her up while his
cock rubbed against her pussy. In a matter of seconds, she was
sitting on the floor in the men’s shower, being anointed by gobs of
musky come shooting onto her breasts and face.

—If any of you want to fuck me, now is your chance.
Who wants to be first?

One of them carried her to a bench. The others stood
in line for her pussy and stroked themselves hard.

—You do know that if you come over here, I can do
that for you. I have two free hands and a mouth.

Grunting men approached her. Her hands filled with
cock. One of them was so enthusiastic, he came in her mouth while
he was waiting for her pussy. It pleased her when he was finally
able to fuck her, too.

—That’s my boy. Come back any time to give me
more.

She used to like to think of Paul when she did
something like this. Today, all thoughts of the man were banished.
She was enjoying herself too much with these hard, sweaty
cocks.

By the time Wendy dressed to leave, she was stiff,
sticky, and almost full of come. Almost, because she had squatted
on the edge of the bench and creampied for her men. When she
managed an orgasm, their come splattered out of her. They laughed
and applauded.

—I’ll see you on Wednesday, boys.

 


 



 


 


Three




 


Rebecca began to think there was something wrong with
her. Aaron’s conception method wasn’t making progress, even though
she had been a willing receptacle for what felt like gallons of the
semen he pumped into her on a daily basis.

She was certain she was charting her cycle correctly.
She even bought another thermometer to check on the accuracy of the
first. Both showed identical temperatures.

She was in prime physical shape, not overweight in
the slightest. Her body was trim and tight from the jogging she did
every day. She ate properly, with everything in moderation.

Even so, she went online and scoured hundreds of
pages. Most of them ended by saying the same thing: See your
doctor if you have trouble conceiving.

So she did, and suffered though a battery of
questionnaires, medical tests, poking, prodding and even the sting
of a pap test. That hurt like hell.

While she awaited the results, she and Aaron
continued to fuck like rabbits. She was addicted to the man’s cock.
Boredom wasn’t a problem for her, although the same position Aaron
insisted on using to fill her with his semen became a bit
tiresome.

He would prop her rear on cushions. That raised her
ass sky-high. When Aaron was satisfied with the proper angle, and
if she hadn’t slipped off, he plunged into her and began making a
series of deposits that they both believed should produce
results.

Every day, multiple times, day and night, Aaron eased
his cock into Rebecca’s pussy. He forced himself to wait until she
expanded to permit his cock into her depths. If she orgasmed, as
she often did, he waited until her vagina ceased it’s contractions
before dumping into her.

He deposited his first load as deep as he could get
it. For his second, he’d pull out just as he began to shoot his
wad. He thought that would ensure more of his come would remain in
Rebecca.

During his third and fourth come dump into her pussy,
he did exactly the same thing. He wanted her pussy as open as he
could make it with his cock. He wanted to be certain that she kept
as much of his come cocktail as possible.

To that end, he ended up shooting load after load
into the woman every time he fucked her. It worked. Each time he
finished with her, Rebecca’s pussy was filled with come out to her
swollen, sweet outer lips. His deposits at the bank of Rebecca
continued to pile up in his lover’s account.

Aaron became so intent on his task that he made
Rebecca keep her ass in the air on the pile of cushions long after
he unloaded into her. Eventually, usually sooner rather than later,
after taking Aaron’s huge cock between her legs, her distended
vagina would contract to normal. When it did, huge amounts of come
ended up being slowly pushed out of her pussy.

The first time Wendy sneaked a peek at the two of
them fucking in order to conceive, it took her a minute to figure
out what the huge pile of cushions were for. When she witnessed
Rebecca’s ass on the very top of them, she knew immediately what
was coming - literally.

She watched Aaron’s huge cock slowly slip into
Rebecca’s vagina and bury it’s length between her wide-spread legs.
Sometimes her hips and legs would spasm around the cock as the
length of it was buried in her. She knew Rebecca’s pussy was
contracting in orgasm after orgasm around Aaron’s huge dick hanging
out of her.

She knew, because she had had that magnificent cock
do the same thing in her own pussy. The memory alone caused her to
moisten.

What Wendy didn’t expect to see was the huge creampie
Rebecca produced thanks to Aaron’s copious amounts of come. The
sight of all that come erupting from the woman’s cunt would have
soaked her panties - if she was wearing them.

The day Rebecca caught her watching them fuck from
the doorway turned into a field day. Rebecca waved her closer. She
knew Wendy loved to creampie for her men. She allowed her to watch
the mad fucking and the huge deposits eventually stream out of her
pussy to run down the crack of her ass.

From then on, Wendy became a third-party witness to
Aaron’s come dumps between Rebecca’s legs. If it appeared to her
that the man was becoming a little negligent, Wendy lent a helping
hand or anything else she figured Aaron needed to load up Rebecca’s
vagina with his come.

Even on the days when they knew poor Rebecca couldn’t
possibly conceive, they appeared on schedule. Aaron liked fucking
the woman, and Wendy was having far too much fun.

They never asked Rebecca how she felt about it. She
was too busy having orgasms from the fucking she was getting.

 


Rebecca still looked at other men, just as she had
looked at Aaron when she met him. She never followed through on
those desires, though. Even having her boyfriend, Paul, in the same
house, even remaining close with him, she rarely followed through
on her desire for the man.

She knew how disappointed Paul was with that. Rebecca
also knew by the sounds that escaped the bedroom down the hall that
Paul was more than satisfying Wendy. She was jealous of the woman’s
attention to Paul’s cock, too, but damned if she would admit it.
She only hoped she would have a body like Wendy’s when she was that
age.

She was aware of Wendy’s hard work at the gym to
maintain her nice, tight little body, thanks to her exercise
routine. Her legs were the envy of many men. When Rebecca
accompanied her on their shopping expeditions, she could plainly
see men checking out the older woman at her side. The woman was
definitely a magnet for the young ones.

She didn’t mind encouraging them, either. If even one
spent more than a few seconds looking at her, she would smile and
nod and carry on as if nothing had happened.

On one such mall run, Rebecca paused in front of an
ice cream store.

—Do you want one too?

—I’ll get my own, thank you very much.

She moved to a bench and sat beside two young men.
Rebecca watched her begin to work her routine for the benefit of
them. She pulled up her skirt to sit. She leaned on the arm of the
bench and pointed her knees at them. She almost made it look like
she wasn’t doing it on purpose.

Rebecca knew otherwise.

When Wendy was sure she had their attention, her
knees separated. One man elbowed the other, and they began looking
the woman over. It wasn’t long before Wendy led them in the
direction of the change room just feet away.

Rebecca forgot about her ice cream. She went to the
door and leaned against it. She heard Wendy encouraging them,
egging them on. She was explicit in telling them what to do to her.
Rebecca easily pictured the two men, their cocks in Wendy’s hands,
her mouth drooling, smooth testicles right in her face.

She couldn’t stand it. She knocked on the door and
called her name.

—Rebecca? Is that you? I’ll be out in a minute.

She knocked again.

—Let me in.

Wendy opened the door.

—Well. The virgin who wants to get pregnant is
finally horny. Pick the one you want.

Rebecca already knew what Wendy liked. She did the
same thing, mimicking her reflection in the mirror.

Wendy stopped fondling the cock on her man, and
watched Rebecca instead. The bitch was good at it, there was no
doubt. When the other man shoved her personal cock in Rebecca’s
face, she got pissed.

—Get back here with that, you son of a bitch.

She made a grab for him just as he started to come on
Rebecca. She pointed it between her thighs and let him shoot over
her pussy.

—God, that feels so good. Keep it coming as long as
you can.

The man’s warm come dripped down her thighs.

Rebecca’s man was close. She squeezed him off and he
moaned. She cupped his balls, and his cock started to spasm. There
was no way she could hold him off now, and she knew it.

—Do you want this one, too?

Wendy didn’t hear her. She was too busy trying to get
her chosen man’s cock between her legs.

—Wendy!

—What?

She sounded annoyed. She finally had cock in her, and
now she had to talk sense, too.

—Do you want this one too? He’s about to come all
over me if you don’t.

She grunted.

—I’ll take him. Point him in my direction and I’ll
decide after he starts to come.

It took Rebecca a few more seconds. The man’s come
shot spurted out of him before she could get her face out of the
way. She watched in the mirror as he splattered onto her face. She
never did let Wendy get her hands on the man’s shooting cock. She
was having too much fun.

When they couldn’t raise another drop from the two,
they tucked them back into their pants.

Rebecca couldn’t believe what erupted from her mouth
next.

—Are any of your friends around?

She couldn’t stop herself. She wanted cock, and not
Aaron’s.

—What? Yes, why?

—There are two women in this room that need more
cock. Can you deliver?

While they waited, the women cleaned themselves up
and applied fresh makeup.

—Rebecca, you surprise me sometimes. You’re a slut at
heart, aren’t you?

—When I finally get pregnant, I’ll be too busy to
spend any time with you doing stuff like this. I want to get it out
of my system while I still have a body to offer the boys.

The door opened, and four more entered the room.
Wendy took her dress off and sat on the counter.

—One at a time, guys. Don’t waste your time with her.
She wants to be pregnant.

Rebecca grinned at her.

—You bitch. Take this.

She dropped her top, exposing her breasts and her
nipples. They were engorged. Huge. A dark brown, not quite black.
The man that had his cock in Wendy’s pussy withdrew it when he
started to come and shot the rest of his load in Rebecca’s
direction. She ended up directing his warm load onto her tits.

Wendy rubbed his come into her nipples. Another bent
to suck them. She pulled his head down and thrust a nipple into his
mouth. When he bit her, she moaned.

Wendy had a cock in each hand, and they were hard as
wooden fence posts. That she still had it, and still wanted it from
a stranger, that the stranger wanted her, excited her.

Rebecca greedily grabbed a cock away from Wendy and
pointed at her own face. Both her cocks exploded over her, covering
her in come.

Perhaps the way she had been with Aaron when they met
was normal for her after all.

The women chased the men out when they had nothing
left to offer. Wendy was on a high because of the adventure she had
just shared with Rebecca.

—You’ve still got it, girl. I’m so proud of your
abilities in the cock department.

—The back of my skirt is sopping wet. Do you think we
can get out of here and home before anyone notices?

—Darling, if all that’s wet is the back of your
skirt, you missed out on a lot.

Rebecca looked at Wendy’s naked reflection in the
mirror. She had obviously enjoyed the anonymous encounters. Her
body was covered in come.

—Well, at least I managed to ensure that you didn’t
get all of it.

She wasn’t sure, though. Except for her face and
hair, there wasn’t another drop on her.

As close as they had just become while sharing the
men, Rebecca never did tell the woman how she had seduced her
husband the first time they met in her kitchen.

She had no explanation for it that made any sense,
anyway.

 


The women stepped into the shower together to wash
away the day’s sins. Rebecca marveled at Wendy’s firm breasts.
There wasn’t a single scar visible. Her nipples were thick when
they grew hard, and long. It was no wonder she got all the looks
when she paraded that body through the mall.

Wendy had a nice ass, too. She knew she spent plenty
of time at the gym to get it. It wasn’t as nice as her own young
firm ass, but it was nice just the same. She hoped hers stayed that
way now that she knew Aaron loved coming in it.

She still didn’t know the reason why she had lifted
her skirt and flashed her ass at Aaron when they first met. It took
him a while to tell her that was what he wanted. Now she made sure
he could get as much of her ass as he could get.

God, she had been incorrigible.

Rebecca went back to comparing her body. Her young,
firm breasts were smaller than Wendy’s. Her nipples were larger, by
far. She was glad of that. All of the nerve endings were there. It
seemed like they were always hard, too. She could never control
them when she was around Aaron, that too on that first day. She had
practically shoved them in his face.

Her legs were good. They were longer than
Wendy’s.

She checked out the other woman’s pussy. Wendy had
let some hair grow out. Just a V, trimmed close. The dark hair
looked good. It pointed strait to her clitoris and her pussy. She
was obviously proud of it, too.

—You like?

—Very much. I think I’ll grow some on mine too. A
runway, maybe.

—You can touch it if you want.

Rebecca reached for it. Wendy shuddered. She held her
hand off of it, not sure if she should.

Wendy took her hand and rubbed her fingers over her
now swollen outer lips. They separated beneath her hand. Rebecca’s
clit finally reacted to the woman’s pussy. She tried to cover it
with her hand, but she wasn’t quick enough.

—My god, Rebecca. You’ve almost got your own cock
hanging out of your pussy.

She flushed and turned crimson.

Wendy got down on her knees between Rebecca’s legs.
Fascinated, she inspected the girl.

—That’s quite a sight.

She couldn’t stop herself. Wendy took it in her mouth
and massaged it like she did a cock. It took less than a minute for
Rebecca to react. When she came, she gushed into the woman’s
face.

—I’m sorry. I should have warned you.

—No. I’m glad you didn’t.

Both women climbed out of the shower refreshed.

Rebecca was flushed post-climax. Wendy was still
looking between her legs and licking her lips.

—Is there any chance you’ll let me have it again.
I’ll be good, I promise.

—That’s what Paul says about you. That you’re
good.

—Don’t try changing the subject, especially when the
subject is staring me in the face and winking at me.

—Maybe later.

Rebecca put on her old shorts. Wendy followed her
around for the rest of the day. She used any excuse to touch her.
She couldn't keep her hands off. She touched her arms, her hands,
bumped into her breasts. She stared at her crotch in the shorts.
She grabbed at it. She rubbed it.

The outline of Rebecca’s clit stared back. Her
swollen outer lips separated and pushed against the cloth.

Finally, Rebecca had enough of trying to ignore her.
She couldn’t do it any longer. She lay back on the sofa and slid
her sopping wet shorts all the way to her ankles.

—Have at it, woman. It’s all yours.

Wendy finished the job and tossed them on the
floor.

 


Rebecca was still on the sofa when Aaron got home.
Wendy’s needy mouth had exhausted her. When she finished with the
girl, she left her with nothing else to squirt. Her clitoris was
sore and achy. She didn’t have the energy to even lift herself out
of the huge puddle she was laying in.

Wendy hummed to herself in the kitchen.

—What did you two do with yourselves all day?

Rebecca barely had energy left to smile at Aaron.

—For starters, we went shopping. I shared a shower
with your wife. Once she got a look at my clit, she had to have it.
I let her, and now I regret it.

Wendy yelled from the kitchen.

—I heard that. There was no regret left in you when I
was making you squirt your juices all over me, was there?

—I only pretended to like it for your sake.

The women burst out laughing.

—Of course you did, dear. That woman is a fucking
machine, Aaron. You’d better be careful and keep her pregnant, or
the next thing you know she’ll be trolling the malls for young,
sweet come.

Rebecca blushed.

Wendy winked at her.

Rebecca knew her secret would be safe.

 


 



 


 


Four




 


Rebecca was almost certain that she wasn’t capable of
becoming pregnant. She hadn’t yet said anything to anyone,
especially Aaron. In his present mood, he was too intent on making
her pregnant to wonder why it wasn’t working. He was having too
much fun.

She was, too. Until she wasn’t.

Aaron would be devastated. She knew that for a
fact.

She tried to push the problem out of her mind. She
was still waiting to hear the results of her tests. Until she had
those, she wouldn’t know for certain one way or another if she
could become pregnant.

She began thinking [ was scared ] Aaron wouldn’t want
her any more. He was intent on getting her pregnant, and so
convinced that it would be any day now. She couldn’t be sure he was
even thinking there might be a problem.

Rebecca hoped beyond hope that there were no problems
with her ability to conceive.

She became so desperate, she finally turned to Paul.
She began having sex with her former boyfriend again. Until Aaron
came along and seduced her, until she finally succumbed to his
charms, until she welcomed his cock and sucked and fucked him that
first time, she had been faithful to her boyfriend.

Aaron changed all that the very first time she met
him. She had fawned over the man in her kitchen. She had chased
Paul and Aaron’s wife into the back yard and then, when she was
alone with the man, she had practically shoved her crotch into the
man’s face.

He had so overpowered her sensibilities that day that
she threw caution to the wind. Her cutoffs became soaked. Her outer
lips were plainly visible and had swollen and separated. Her
oversize clitoris became engorged and the tip was rubbing against
her shorts. It was driving her crazy.

No, the man was driving her crazy.

She had slipped her fingers into the legs of her
shorts and pulled them down in an attempt to get the material off
of her clit. All she succeeded in doing was to rub the shorts
against her engorged clitoris. When she let go, the material moved
back up and rubbed against her a second time.

If she hadn’t been leaning back against the counter
she would have collapsed.

The worst thing was, he had noticed everything.
Aaron’s gaze had fixaated on her obviously wet middle. She had
spread her legs to give him an even better view. Horrified by her
actions, she told him it was all right if he looked as much as he
wanted.

She managed to hold out for only a week before she
let him bang the shit out of her.

Did she mention that occurred after she had pulled
his cock out of his pants and used her mouth to suck the man off
like a vacuum cleaner? That had made her so horny that she
physically tried to climb up on him to get his prick between her
legs and into her wet pussy.

Yes, the man made her crazy.

There was nothing she could do about it.

 


Rebecca had already approached Wendy about Aaron and
his monstrous sex drive. She knew the size of the man’s cock would
present problems when she became advanced in a pregnancy. She
didn’t want to take any chances on doing anything that might
physically harm the baby once her belly grew.

That night, Rebecca and Aaron approached Wendy in her
bed. When their tales of pregnancy concerns concluded, Rebecca’s
friend and Aaron’s wife took each of them in her arms and
hugged.

—I’ll do what I can for you. Neither of you is going
to have me only when you want me. I have needs too, you know.

She squeezed Rebecca’s thigh. She already had her
hand on Aaron’s cock, massaging it beneath the covers.

Rebecca parted her thighs. Wendy’s hand found its new
home away from home on her pussy. She stroked her clitoris and
Rebecca’s outer lips began to swell.

Once she had Aaron hard and pointed in the right
direction under the covers, she reached for his testicles. She had
to pull on his bag to get her hands on one. When she squeezed, the
man squirted into her soaking-wet, open thighs. She ran her
fingernails along the length of the thick cock and managed to get
the tip of his huge head into her open vagina.

She squeezed the man again. He sighed. He knew what
she wanted. Aaron obliged with a second massive load that shot as
far as her welcome, swollen pussy permitted.

Rebecca’s clit became engorged under Wendy’s
slippery, eager fingers. Her thighs contracted involuntarily. She
tried to capture and keep Wendy’s fingers between them. If she
couldn’t, she wanted the entire hand.

Wendy tested Rebecca’s open pussy with a finger. It
was soaking in her thick juices, just like her own, minus the added
benefit of two loads of Aaron’s copious come.

Her thumb and forefinger jerked Rebecca’s clit just
like she had done to the giant version that hung from Aaron on the
other side of her. On command, Rebecca soaked the sheets. Wendy did
exactly the same thing to her a second time. Rebecca let go with
another giant squirt for her benefit alone.

A grin crossed Wendy’s face. This was going to be
better than the picnic she’d had at the mall with all of them in
the change room.

For good measure, she jerked off Aaron again. He
erupted against her ass, and she knew she would have him all to
herself eventually, too. All it would take would be a pregnant
Rebecca. She silently prayed for success on all fronts.

—All right, kiddies. It’s time you went into your own
beds.

All three sighed. Only Wendy had the full picture in
her mind.

Wendy stayed behind to languish under the sheets.
Aaron’s sticky mess was still warm. Rebecca’s wetness and scent was
still fresh on her hand. She licked her fingers and rubbed them in
the come she had forced Aaron to leave behind on her thighs. She
dished it between them with abandon.

Damned if she wasn’t going to get her brains fucked
out. There’d be no more trips to the gym or the mall if she had
anything to do with it.

To end the night, Wendy rubbed her clit to an amazing
orgiastic fantasy and fell asleep stuck to the sheets. When she
woke up the next morning, every inch of her body reeked of the two
of them.

She inhaled deeply.

What could be better than this, she asked
herself.

 


Rebecca knew Wendy had taken a shine to her since the
episode they shared in the mall’s change room. That, and permitting
the woman to examine her over-sized clitoris brought Wendy on-side
with both Aaron and her.

When Wendy reached for her clit under the covers,
that sealed the deal as far as she was concerned. She hoped she
hadn’t appeared too eager to reward the woman with a wet pussy and
a warm stream gushing forth from between her legs.

Later that same night, Rebecca went back to Wendy’s
bedroom to look for something she had left behind. She happened to
catch the woman asleep, in one of her weaker moments. The covers
were scattered on the floor.

A naked Wendy clutched both sides of the sheets where
she and Aaron had laid on either side of her. They were wrinkled
beneath her, wet and sticky with their come.

She knew the arrangement would work when she saw
that.

Rebecca returned to Aaron’s room and crawled in
beside him. He was sound asleep. She went for his cock and began to
stroke the man’s monster penis. He quickly grew beneath the fingers
of both hands.

She wondered what he was dreaming about.

She carefully lifted the giant erection off of his
stomach. She wanted it in her mouth to suck him off. She started in
on the man and became impatient when it seemed like it was going to
take her longer than she thought.

She reached for one of his testicles in his huge bag.
She fondled it in perfect rhythm with her mouth. Her fingers
surrounded his shaft and kept easy time sliding up and down.

Aaron groaned. She came down hard on his bag and the
come pumped out of him in a never-ending, steamy stream. She could
smell him. The man-scent in his come was that strong.

Rebecca wondered if that scent, the scent of his
come, was on him somewhere on the day they met. If it was, it had
to be what made her crazy for the man she had met standing in her
kitchen.

She forced Aaron to come again. She pointed his cock
at her face, and he washed over her, filling her nose and eyes and
mouth with the white, sticky threads. She rubbed his come over his
face and into his mouth.

Rebecca almost wanted to bottle it for sale, except
she wouldn’t sell any.

She’d keep it all to herself.

Aaron woke up and rubbed the sticky mess from his
face. He spanked her, hard. She arched her back and rubbed her sore
ass. Aaron bent over her and took her from behind.

After he released between her legs, he massaged
Rebecca’s glowing ass.

—That’ll teach you.

—I doubt it, but keep on trying.
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Rebecca took the bad news well, all things
considered. She’d be unable to conceive. Given her proclivities for
fucking two men in the same house, it probably wasn’t all that
unfortunate that she couldn’t.

By the time the car ran a red light and broadsided
her own, the decision had been made. She had already made up her
mind to keep the information to herself until she could figure out
how to tell Aaron.

She had been badly banged up in the accident. She had
a concussion. A sprained wrist and a damaged shoulder required a
sling. Her face was cut and scraped.

By the time Aaron arrived, everything had been done
to ensure Rebecca was well and comfortable. Fortunately, her
condition stabilized quickly. She was never in any danger. She’d be
in the hospital for four or five days at the most.

The doctors reassured Aaron that Rebecca was safe.
Rebecca remained on edge, though. He tried to comfort her as best
he could by telling her that he’d remain overnight.

The nurses took over. They chased Aaron out of
Rebecca’s room and into the hallway. He reserved a sofa in the
waiting room, a couple of doors down, and settled in for the
night.

Every time he saw a nurse exiting Rebecca’s room, he
jumped up and began the questions. A student nurse took pity on
him. She’d show up for her shift and immediately check Rebecca’s
charts. She’d recount what occurred during the day at the end of
her shift. Aaron offered payment from the specialty coffee shop on
the main floor, and Emily accepted.

With the ice broken, during the girl’s breaks they
shared a deck of cards and played poker. Often, she would stay past
her shift, or come in early, to spend time with him. Emily told
Aaron stories about the small town where she grew and how she
didn’t miss it.

Emily couldn’t deny that she was attracted to the
older man. He had a sense of humor and he could laugh at himself.
She never wondered about his age. She knew nothing would develop
between them.

When Emily suggested that they up the card game ante
to strip poker, Aaron jokingly agreed. Each time one of them lost a
hand, Emily kept score by drawing a picture of the article of
clothing that had been discarded. As things go, it was completely
harmless.

It had been a long night for Aaron. He went to look
for Emily, hoping she’d be able to keep him company. He found her
in the lounge doing paperwork. Emily shook her head, no, and
mouthed the word, Later.

Aaron’s disappointment was obvious. Hers was, too.
She looked forward to spending time with Aaron. She liked the man.
She was glad to be able to take his mind off of his girlfriend’s
injuries.

He made his way to Rebecca’s room and stood over her
bed. Rebecca knew how restless Aaron became when he couldn’t be
with her. She knew it was driving him crazy. It drove her crazy,
too.

The accident was taking its toll on their sex drives.
Rebecca felt she had to provide some relief to him, even if she
couldn’t participate the way she would like to. Groggy, she reached
for him under his shorts. She barely touched him. He was hard
instantly.

—I’ll be quick.

 


Emily finished her paperwork and began walking the
floor, checking on patients and room lighting. All were dark, with
the exception of the room occupied by Aaron’s girlfriend. She
slowed her pace, intending to check on the woman.

What she saw shocked her.

Aaron had his back to the door. His elbow moved in
slow rhythm, back and forth. Whatever he was doing, it was taking
him long, slow strokes to accomplish. She heard him grunt. His
girlfriend’s face lifted off the pillow. Her mouth opened.

She knew what the man was doing now. He was jerking
himself off.

She couldn’t see all of him, but what she could see
was massive. In her surprise, she stumbled. She managed to grab the
door frame for support. She would have tumbled into the hallway if
it hadn’t been in her way.

When the man began to come, huge strings shot out of
the tip of his cock. He struggled to get it up to his girlfriend’s
mouth. He didn’t make it in time. Massive amounts of come shot over
the woman’s head.

Somehow, his girlfriend managed to grab onto it and
point it in her general direction.

Emily tried to turn away, and discovered that she
couldn’t. She had to see everything.

She tried counting the number of times a burst of
come shot out from the cock. She had never ever tried to do that
before.

She lost count.

She couldn’t see all of him, but the man had to be
huge. His testicles had to be burning up to produce so much
ejaculate. She wanted to know if they were as huge as the mushroom
head he held in his hand.

Emily had her fair share in college. They were mere
boys compared to this man and what he must have hanging between his
legs. She made her way back to the waiting room and collapsed on
Aaron’s sofa. She kicked her shoes off and closed her eyes.

 


—There you are. I’ve been looking for you.

Aaron sat down at her feet and placed them in his
lap. Emily continued to feign sleep. What she really wanted was to
explore.

She turned on her side and slid one foot off of
Aaron’s lap. She turned the toes of the other between his legs and
moved it back and forth along the length of his inner thigh. She
couldn’t feel anything out of the ordinary. She turned her toes in
and did the same to his opposite thigh.

There it was. She held her foot still, contemplating
her next move. Somehow, she managed to wait almost a minute before
repeating the move. She managed to get her toes to his knee. That
was the end of it.

Emily sighed audibly.

Shit. Now she had to pretend to wake up.

—Oh. You’re here.

Aaron began rubbing her feet.

—I’ve been waiting for you to wake up. I didn’t want
to disturb you.

—I like what you’re doing. Don’t stop.

She wiggled her toes and smiled.

—Are we going to play?
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Aaron and Emily sat side by side on the narrow sofa.
Their shoulders touched. Her head brushed against his. They looked
like a couple, sharing a game of cards. Emily finished marking the
score on the pad and put it in his lap. She held it for him to
see.

—Who won?

The back of her hand briefly brushed against his
shaft.

—I did.

He took her hand and moved the paper for a better
look.

—I think you cheated.

She pulled her hand away and rested it against his
cock again, pretending not to notice what she was touching.

—Are you calling me a cheat?

—There’s no bra on my side. I thought I won that
hand, remember?

She grinned and touched his cheek with the back of
her hand. Her other stayed where she put it.

—You need a shave.

Aaron smiled. He rubbed his face where her hand had
been.

—I guess I do at that.

He went back to the score sheet.

—Something is still not right here.

—I’d like to shave you. If you’ll let me.

He contemplated for only a moment.

—We couldn’t do it here. It wouldn’t look right.

Emily stood up, put her shoes on and held out her
hand.

—Come on. I know a place.

She led him to an empty room at the end of a long,
dark hallway. She closed the door and locked it behind them.

—We won’t be disturbed.

She ran hot water.

—Take your shirt off. I don’t want to get soap all
over it.

Aaron sat back in the chair. Emily took advantage of
the opportunity and rubbed his shoulders.

—You’re tense. Try to relax. I’m not going to slit
your throat.

—It’s not you, Emily. It’s everything that’s
happened.

He leaned his head back and rested it against her
stomach. He felt her tighten when he touched her. He hoped he
wasn’t making her uncomfortable.

—It’s all right.

Emily exhaled. He felt her warm breath on his
face.

Her hands began to move down his shoulders. For an
older man, he was in good shape. He was definitely firm where it
mattered to any girl looking at him on a beach.

She leaned forward and pressed her breasts against
him. There was no way he could mistake the sensation for anything
else. Her nipples began to tingle the instant they brushed against
him. The sensation warmed her somewhere inside.

—Now I remember.

He grabbed her hands. The wide smile on her face
would have told him everything if only he could have seen it.

—What?

—You cheated. There was no bra on my side of the
score.

—So then, you’re calling me a cheater?

—Most definitely.

—It’s impossible for me to cheat that way. Now sit
back in the chair and close your eyes. It’s shave time.

Emily checked his eyes and pulled off her shirt. Her
nipples thickened and hardened. She hoped they weren’t too small
for him to pay attention.

—Keep your eyes closed.

When she finished, she ran the back of her hand down
his face to his chin and up the other side.

—That feels good.

Emily ached to be touched. Her nipples remained thick
and hard the whole time she had shaved him.

—Keep your eyes closed.

She pulled his head back and gently placed it where
it had rested, against her flat stomach. She stroked his hair,
circled his ears, ran her fingers along the line of his mouth. She
stopped there, and held him.

—I think you like that.

—I do.

—Would you like to know why it wasn’t cheating?

—I most certainly would. I need to know if I’ll be
playing with you again.

—Sit up just a wee bit and turn your head. Keep your
eyes closed.

He did as he was told. She covered his eyes to be
sure.

—Okay. So you really want to know?

—If you don’t tell me, I’ll spank you right here.

Emily made sure her naked breasts were at eye level.
She moved one hand aside.

—Would you like to see another reason?

His mouth moved. No sound came out.

—That must be a yes.

His eyes didn’t move an inch.

—Now tell me, do you see a bra?

He couldn’t tear his eyes away.

—Have you been like that the entire time?

—Yes, Aaron.

Emily cupped and lifted her breasts. She liked
showing them off to him. She wanted this man on her nipples so
bad.

—You can have one if you want.

He choked out the words.

—I want.

She pressed a nipple to his lips and moaned when he
took it. The greedy sucking sound his lips made when he fastened
his mouth to her said all she needed to hear. She cradled his head
against the other and softly moaned. The thick nipple slipped
against Aaron’s ear.

—I can’t help it. I wanted you to do that so bad.

She continued cradling and stroking his head. Her
moaning stopped when he pulled his mouth off of her. Her nipple
slipped out with a gentle, sucking sound. It stayed hard.

Emily groaned in disappointment.

Arron’s head turned under her hands and he fastened
to the other. The nipple rolled against the roof of his mouth, held
there by his tongue.

Her moaning began all over, grateful that his mouth
hadn’t forgotten. Teeth nibbled at her. She exhaled in surprise and
groaned outwardly, louder this time.

—Oh. You want me.

Inwardly, she was pleased by his hunger for her
breasts. She gently pulled her nipple from his mouth and offered
him the first as a prize. She pressed it to his lips. His mouth
surrounded her, sucking her into him with a hunger she had never
before felt in a man.

The nipple slipped out of Aaron’s mouth with a
slurping sound when he replaced it with the first she had offered
him.

His hands moved to touch her. She caught them and
took a step back.

—Now I want to see something of yours.

She knew Aaron’s cock strained in his shorts. She had
seen the huge bulge in his pants. His breathing had become
forced.

—Whatever you want, you can have.

She reached for his zipper, but it wasn’t long enough
to free what she wanted to see.

—Is that what you want?

He didn’t wait for an answer. He pulled his shorts
down. His hard, thick cock sprang up and slapped audibly against
him.

Emily gasped. She tried to reach for his engorged
cock, but he wouldn’t let go of her hands.

—Just look.

—Aaron. Oh Aaron.

Emily’s mouth hung open. Her tongue circled her lips,
leaving a wet trail. Her lips pursed. Her tongue flashed past them.
She could almost feel that thing, that cock, in her mouth. It
wasn’t the only place she wanted to feel it.

Slowly, Emily moved to her knees in front of the
cock. On the way down she tried freeing her hands, but he wouldn’t
let go. He hung on tighter, as if knowing she’d try to wrestle them
from his grip.

She tried to get her face against it. She tried to
reach it with her tongue. She tried everything she could to get
closer to it.

—Are you going to let me have it?

—Is that what you want?

—I want to touch it.

—With your face, or with a hand.

—Both.

Aaron freed a hand.

In an instant her hand gripped his shaft. Her fingers
curled around and squeezed him just beneath the head. He moaned,
and she had him. She knew she was going to have it. Emily stroked,
slow at first. He had a lot of cock for only one hand. She stopped
and pulled the monster head towards her lips.

He didn’t stop her. She knew by now he had to have
his cock in her mouth as bad as she wanted it.

—Yes. You can suck my cock.

It was Emily’s turn now.

—You’re going to pay for forcing me to wait. I’ll
suck you off when I’m good and ready.

Slowly, she slipped her lips around the head. When
her teeth found the taut edge, she stopped and clamped down on him.
His cock pulsated in her mouth. She circled a hand around the base
as best she could and squeezed, hard. Aaron groaned and the
mushroom head expanded to fill her mouth.

She completely stopped her head from moving. Her
mouth ceased its sucking. Her tongue relaxed. She concentrated on
the cock in her mouth, Aaron’s cock. She was imagining how this
magnificent penis would fit between her legs, and how soon she
would be able to get it there.

Emily’s imagination was beginning to get the better
of her. Her middle had become soaking wet thinking about it. She
eased the cock out of her mouth. Gobs of her saliva stretched from
her mouth and clung to it.

—Emily.

—You can fuck my mouth. I’ll hold still for you.

She reached for where she thought his testicles
should be. There was nothing there. She ended up tracing the length
of his bag to a pair of balls that matched the size of his cock.
The heat she felt radiating from them was intense.

No wonder the man had shot such a huge load of come
in his girlfriend’s room. She spit him out at the memory.

—You were going to let me fuck your mouth.

—I just remembered something.

 


Emily gripped the cock with both hands. Aaron groaned
when she pulled him towards the bed. She pushed him down on his
back and went to work with her hands on that wonderful, monstrous
thing between the man’s legs.

—Do you have to be such a cock teaser?

—Yes, because it looks to me as though you like
it.

She pulled the cock down and released it to slap
satisfyingly against his stomach. She grabbed it again, and did the
same thing. It ended up thickening and began throbbing at the
base.

—See? You do like it.

She filled her hand with the huge vein at the base of
his cock. It throbbed gently beneath her fingers. Her stiff nipples
brushed against the thick, hard head. She held them there, enjoying
the heat of him against her.

Aaron flexed his cock against her fingers. Her hand
filled with him every time. She squeezed, and felt the motion go on
automatic.

—You’re close.

—Yes.

It was the only word he could get out.

—Do you want to come?

—Yes. Yes.

—You’re going to come whether I help or not, aren’t
you?

He couldn’t answer. She squeezed him off by gripping
him hard at the base. His hips bucked in objection and settled back
on the bed. His thighs twitched.

—How about now?

—Don’t, Em. Emily. Please. Don’t stop me. I’ll do
whatever you want.

—I want you to come for me.

Her words registered, Aaron groaned, and Emily’s
mouth closed on his cock. Both her hands got busy with his shaft,
roughly gripping and stroking fast and hard against the base of the
mushroom head.

She tasted pre-come followed instantly by a huge
burst of semen that shot past the lips attached to his cock head.
She started swallowing as fast as she could suck with only her lips
attached to his opening.

Her hands continued their march, back and forth, up
and down the pulsating shaft pumping the come into her mouth. She
swallowed, and swallowed again, as fast as she could. There was so
much come issuing forth out of this man’s cock that she could
barely keep up with it.

That she did surprised her.

—There.

Aaron stopped coming. She smacked her lips.

—All done.

Her hands kept on stroking and squeezing in their
attempt to milk him completely into her mouth. The steady rhythm
encouraged Aaron’s cock to begin unloading again. Caught by
surprise, she could only watch it pump come over her breasts. There
was so much of it that it drained like a river towards her stomach.
She pulled out the waist of her pants and allowed him to drain to
her middle where it lay and soaked into the trim bush she hadn’t
yet allowed him to see.

Emily wasn’t sure what she was going to do with this
man. That it turned out that she wanted him so bad, that he too
wanted her so bad, came as a complete and utter shock. So far, she
was glad she had acted on her desire. Whether it would be good for
her, and for him, was something she’d think about another time.

—Can you talk?

Somehow, she knew Aaron had come hard for her.

—Only if you want me to.

He laughed, weakly.

—Then just listen for now.

He nodded.

—I don’t know what came over me - well, you came over
me - but that’s not what I mean. I never thought anything like this
could happen between us. I don’t know how it happened.

He interrupted.

—I’m glad it happened.

—So am I - at least for now. I’m so much younger than
you are, Aaron. I have a feeling you’ll end up hurting me.

The man’s cock still gently throbbed in her hands.
She kissed him on the mouth and waited for him to kiss her back.
When he did, she pulled away.

—Lick your come off of me.

He did as he was told. She kissed him full on the
mouth again. He didn’t object.

—They taste good, Em. Do they always taste like
that?

She giggled like a teenager and punched him on the
shoulder.

—They will now if you let me have anything to do with
it.

Aaron kissed her again and licked his lips.

—Whatever it is you dispense from them, I like
it.

—Come on, sailor, we’ve been in here too long.

—I’m coming.

—Oh god, not again. I can’t swallow another drop of
you.

It was Aaron’s turn to chuckle.

—You’ll learn.

—Yes, I hope I will. Now come on. If you’re a good
boy, I’ll shave you between your legs tomorrow.

 


Emily’s shift ended. She didn’t leave the hospital
right away. Instead, she waited for Aaron to return to Rebecca’s
room. She thought she already knew what was going to happen, but
she wanted to see for herself.

Sure enough, Aaron was there. She saw his reflection
in the window. His pants were around his knees. He had his cock in
his hand. If he looked up, he’d be able to see her reflected in the
same window.

Emily’s breathing deepened. Her pulse raced. She knew
what was going to happen. This time, she wanted to make sure she
would see the whole thing.

When Aaron started to shoot his load, Emily knocked
on the door frame. She waited a second before calling out to
Rebecca.

—Do you need anything before I go off shift?

Aaron recognized Emily’s voice. His cock chose that
very moment to explode. His hand was locked on. He didn’t miss a
beat. He couldn’t stop. He turned when he heard her, pointed his
cock and released a steady stream towards her.

Aaron almost lost his balance when Emily walked away
from him. He was devastated. Of course she had to walk away. How
could he expect it to be any other way? It got him thinking,
though. Whereas before, alone with Emily, he thought she was
looking for sex.

Now, he had no idea on this earth what she wanted
from him.

He finished and tucked himself back into his pants.
He had to catch up with Emily. He made excuses to Rebecca and
rushed to the parking lot.

He recognized Emily at the barrier and rolled down
the window.

—Yes, I’ll take a ride.

—I wouldn’t want you go get a chill in that damp
shirt.

—That’s not all that’s damp, in case you had no
idea.

His mouth took on a huge grin.

—I know now, don’t I?

Emily reached for his hand and kissed it.

—So you’re not angry with me over what happened?

—Which? The shaving, or the other?

—In the room. With Rebecca.

Aaron’s face flushed a bright red.

—I’ll tell you, but only if you promise not to be
angry with me.

—Of course not.

She inhaled a deep breath. Here goes nothing,
she said to herself.

—I did it on purpose. I wanted you to know that I
knew.

He let her words sink in before replying.

—When you walked away from me, I was devastated.

—I know. I saw it on your face. And you know that I
had to. There was nothing else for me to do. I was so jealous of
that woman in that instant. I was so jealous of her the first time
I saw you doing that for her, too. I don’t know why.

He pulled into a spot near her building.

—I’d like it if you came up.

—So would I.

 


Emily changed out of her scrubs and stretched out on
the sofa with her feet in Aaron’s lap.

—Is that a dry shirt?

She pulled it out just enough to let him see her
panties.

—So far. You look nice and comfortable on my sofa.
I’m glad you’re here. How about rubbing a poor nurse’s tired
feet?

She sighed and closed her eyes. He took his time. She
took hers, too. By the time Aaron finished with her feet, she was
soaking wet. She couldn’t help it. She allowed her legs to spread
just a little, inviting him to look. She left them that way. He had
to know by now.

Her eyes opened. She caught him staring. She closed
them again and raised a knee to rest against the back of the sofa.
She shifted her hips to tempt him to keep looking. Her other knee
slid along the seat. If she hadn’t put on any panties, he’d be able
to mount her just the way she lay.

Aaron stretched out on the sofa. She reached to
stroke his temple.

What was happening to her? This man was probably old
enough to be her father - she couldn’t remember her own - and here
she was treating him like a boyfriend or a lover.

She pulled down her shirt and brushed against his
erection.

—You weren’t supposed to feel that.

—It’s all right, Aaron. It’s all right.

Emily kissed him full on the mouth, long and slow and
languorous.

—Lift up a bit, Aaron.

She slipped her leg under him and brought her knee
up. His erection pressed against her middle.

—Lift up again.

She reached for him.

—Emily.

—I know. I want it just as much as you.

Aaron smiled. It was his turn to kiss her now.

—If you think this is going to make me forget you’re
a card cheat, you’d better think again.

—In that case-

She pushed him off. He rolled onto the floor. Before
he could get up she stood over him, pulled off her shirt and cupped
her breasts.

Aaron didn’t know if he was meant to stare at them,
or fix his eyes on her wet panties. His eyes flicked hungrily from
one to the other and back again. What sold him was the covered wet
vee standing out between her legs.

—It’s warm in here, isn’t it? Although, by the look
of your breasts, it must be cold, too.

He slipped a finger into the crotch of her panties
and pulled down. She kicked them away, helped him up and the two of
them struggled with his own pants.

—Cheater.

She held her breasts.

—Take a good look. Keep calling me a cheat and you
won’t see them again tonight.

—Does that mean I’ll have to wait until tomorrow?

—Maybe. And I’m no cheat. I showed you I couldn’t be
cheating, remember?

—Remind me again how you did that.

They burst out laughing and ended up in a tumble on
Emily’s sofa.

—I have to have you, Emily. Don’t tease me.

She pushed away from the man and his towering
erection and stood up.

—Wait right here just the way you are. Don’t go
away.

 


Emily brushed her hair and applied a bit of gloss.
She picked a nightgown she thought would keep Aaron interested,
even though he had seen all of her naked. It stopped mid-thigh. She
thought about stockings, then decided against them. It would
probably be overdoing it at this stage.

—Now then, about that charge of cheating.

—Emily.

She didn’t move.

—Come here.

Aaron held out a hand. She took it and climbed onto
his lap on the sofa. She sat too close. Her clitoris ended up
against his shaft. That’s not what she wanted. The lips surrounding
it thickened and pulled back, exposing it freely. She knew she had
to sit still. Every time she moved in that position, she became
wetter.

—Now then, about that charge of cheating.

—Woman, I want you. Bad.

—You had me at work.

—That was your mouth, and you had me, remember?

—And you took it, too. Did you forget already?

—Remind me.

—I will.

Her lips found his. Their kiss went on far longer
than either anticipated.

She had to move away from him or she’d come without
even offering herself to the man. She lifted. Her clitoris rubbed
against the length of him. She relaxed against him and settled
slowly down. Finally, she gave up.

She took him in her hand, used her hips to push
herself up to the tip of his mushroom head, and guided him between
her legs. She stayed up, afraid to slide down on his length.

—Aaron. I don’t know if I can. I’ve never-

—It’s all right. If you can’t, you can’t. There’s
other things we can do. Just take your time. We’ll work
together.

Emily hugged and kissed him again. Her lips parted,
the tip of his cock slipped inside and she had him in her. The
sensation amazed her. She had never felt so full, and he was
nowhere into the depths of her.

—Oh. Oh. Aaron.

She worked up and down.

—I think. I think. It’s going. It’s going. Okay.
Okay.

Emily sighed, a happy woman, as she felt the length
of him slowly deepening into her as she opened wide.

Even he was surprised at how fast she adapted to him.
Emily rolled her hips around him and swallowed his cock all at
once. Aaron grunted and started to come.

—Emily. Emily.

Emily smiled. Success, finally, with the man deep in
her. All that worrying for nothing. She wrapped her arms around his
neck and pulled him closer, greedy to have all of him. The smile
turned into a huge grin.

—Look at us. Look at us.

 

She tore off the nightgown and tossed it.

—Suck me. Suck my nipples.

By the time he managed to get his mouth attached,
they were coming together in a huge mess of arms and legs and
mouths and man and woman and come and juice squeezing out from
between her legs.

 


Emily caught Aaron’s eyes wandering over her
body.

She made sure he couldn’t avoid it. Just for him she
had put on a long, sheer blouse that even a blind man would be able
to see through if he looked long enough. She condescended to pull
on a pair of panties that even she looked hot in. She hoped light
blue would do for this man, too.

Damned if she wasn’t already getting wet just
thinking about him. It wasn’t his cock, either. It was all of him.
He did something primal to her. He had almost from the very first
time she had laid eyes on him in the hospital. That had never
happened to her before.

Even now, after taking her fill of him, the man still
kept her going. She couldn’t stop herself. She was behaving like a
total slut and she couldn't understand why.

She stopped trying.

By now completely at his mercy, Emily turned and bent
at the waist. She pointed her true self at him. Her vulva had
already swollen to obscure the space he knew she had between her
thighs. Her panties stuck and rubbed, making it all worse - if what
she was doing was so bad. Somehow, she didn’t think so.

Aaron recognized the nicest things outlined beneath
the panties she had put on in her modesty. She didn’t look so
modest now.

He stood up, unzipped as fast as he could, and
grabbed her hips. He pulled her towards him, backwards. Emily
stayed. She offered not the slightest resistance when he pushed her
panties aside and slid into her. She kept moving back, taking him
into her as far as she could.

—Now what?

—I’m going to sit back down. It’s your turn to fuck
me, woman. You’re going to stay with your back to me while you
slide up and down. I want to watch your pussy with my cock in
it.

—When do I get to turn around and watch you?

—Not until I’ve watched you fuck me like that. Now
get to it, nurse Emily. I need healing.

Emily happily did as she was told.

She laughed and giggled and sobbed and almost cried
every time she orgasmed sliding up and down on Aaron’s cock. She
collected his balls and squeezed and pulled and tugged and yanked
and kissed them. His cock must have erupted into her at least half
a dozen times. She lost count - again.

Aaron was happy to watch her pussy slip over his cock
and even happier when she began sliding herself up and down on it.
Her lips distended every time she lifted herself to the mushroom
head. There wasn’t a spare bit of room between her inner lips and
his cock but for the wet draining out of her.

Emily never turned around. She was too tired to
bother. She climbed off one happy mess of come and juice all mixed
together and settled into Aaron’s arms for the night.

They slept naked, warm and comfortable, arms wrapped
around each other.

 


Aaron awoke to the sound of a woman moaning. He
discovered Emily halfway down his shaft, doing a repeat
performance, still going strong. He allowed her to continue and
pretended sleep. She adjusted each time she got lower. When his
cock got to be too much for her, she’d push up and off and start
over.

She used lube more than once.

—Don’t push down on me too hard. You’re very tight,
and I’ll come at the sensation.

—So you are awake.

Emily grinned and did exactly what he said not
to.

—A card cheat who doesn’t listen, either. I’ll fill
you again if you’re not careful.

Emily tugged her shirt over her head and tossed it.
She put her hands behind her head and stuck out her breasts.

—See? No bra.

—Let me suck on them.

She rotated on his cock and bent to his mouth. Emily
settled all the way down and took all of him as she had last
night.

—Happy now, Aaron?

She savored the name. She liked saying it.

She reached back for the base of his cock. It was
just beginning to jump uncontrollably. She sensed he was trying to
hold back.

—You can come in me. It’s all right. I want you to.
Come for me.

Aaron’s hips flew off the bed. Emily almost bucked
off his cock. When she settled back down, she ended up crooked on
him. She felt his seed gush into her, washing against her
insides.

Emily had never felt a man that orgasmed the way
Aaron did. She allowed herself to relish in the sensation. Aaron
kept on coming. She was happy for him. For herself, too, at finally
having such a wonderful man.

Aaron reached for her.

—No, don’t climb off. Is it all right if I kiss
you?

Apparently, it was.

Apparently, he wasn’t finished coming yet,
either.

His kiss electrified her. Waves of Aaron’s energy
coursed through her body to overtake her again. She started to come
with Aaron’s cock in her.

His mouth covered hers in another passionate
kiss.

Emily lost control.

She collapsed on his cock, impaled. She had no
strength to climb off of the man.

Emily didn’t know what else she could do to please
him. Right now, right this instant, she knew she would do anything
he asked of her.

 


—I want to do something for you, you sweet man. What
will it be?

He pulled her down and whispered.

—Say that again.

—Would you like to let me try anal?

Emily considered.

—Aaron, you’re huge. Yes, I’d like to.

He began collecting pillows. Emily went in search of
more lube.

He lifted her gently face-down onto the pillows. The
girl had such a great, young ass. Firm. And very shapely. Nice
thighs that led up to it. He stood back to get a better look and to
admire it.

—Good grief. Aaron, you’re hard again. Whatever am I
going to do with you?

—You’re going to do exactly what I want you to.

He was so gentle with her. He grew huge when she
lubed the length of him. He stayed that way when he spread her
cheeks and massaged the lube on her and into her. She finally
realized that Aaron stayed rock hard because he was looking forward
to coming in her tush.

—You want this bad, don’t you?

He didn’t answer. She looked at his reflection in the
mirror and saw his concentrated gaze.

—Then take me. Take me like that.

She never asked him not to hurt her. She knew he
wouldn’t.

Emily lifted up off the pillows and presented her
tight little ass to the man’s cock. His head brushed between her
legs, against her lips. She thought perhaps that he had changed his
mind.

—Do you want to fuck me again? You can if you
want.

She lifted higher to accommodate him and he pushed
the head of his cock into her pussy. Quickly changed position and
his cock slipped out and headed towards her ass.

—Woman, your ass is beautiful.

As if on command, she twitched her cheeks for him. It
was almost involuntary on her part. That’s how excited and scared
she was about what she was going to permit Aaron to do to her.

Aaron took his time. Emily managed to get one of his
testicles in her hand, and she put it to good use. She squeezed and
tugged and yanked and fondled and rubbed it against her pussy. If
she could have, she’d have pushed it inside.

Thanks to Emily’s persistence with his ball sack, he
shot a load over her.

—See what happens when you do that to me?

She took the hint and began her antics with his balls
all over again. This time, when he started to come, she rolled over
and let him shoot onto her breasts. She still couldn’t believe the
huge amount of come this man produced for her.

—Will you let me suck you off next time?

—I’ll tell you when I get close.

Emily got enthusiastic at the thought of Aaron’s cock
so close to her face. Her pussy ached. It became a tossup for her
whether she’d let him come in her mouth or her pussy.

—I’m close, sweetheart. It’s time.

She struggled to get her open mouth to the end of his
cock. He held off for her as long as he could. He managed to erupt
all over her face before she could get a hand on it. As soon as she
did, her mouth filled with his seed.

She forced her words past the come streaming onto her
face.

—Just fuck my mouth, Aaron. Fuck my mouth.

She could hardly inhale. Warm semen flooded her mouth
and poured past her throat on its journey to her stomach. The head
of his cock was barely in. Thank god she was able to take this poor
man between her legs. It would allow her to comfort him whenever he
wanted.

Aaron turned her over on the pillows. She was ready.
She presented her ass without even realizing that she was doing
it.

When he entered her, the muscles in her ass tensed.
She remembered to relax and push back against him, wanting him
there, in her there. His cock began throbbing. He was close
again.

—It’s all right. Come in me. I want you to.

Aaron unloaded, squirt after powerful squirt, into
her ass.

The lube from his come let him ease into her a little
bit at a time. He squirted into her again. Emily moaned.

—I think that’s enough for now, Em.

He pulled out, she rolled over, and gripped his
cock.

—If that’s all right with you, it’s all right with
me.

She guided him in and wrapped her legs around him.
When he came, everything was washed out of her, replaced by the
milky white come she had first seen in the hospital room.

Emily didn’t think she had ever been happier.

Neither did Aaron.

 


 



 


 


Seven




 


Emily shook Aaron while she fished clean panties out
of her dresser in the small bedroom.

–Wake up, you gorgeous man. Some of us have a job to
go to.

Emily dragged the covers off. That was her first
mistake. Whatever Aaron was dreaming about had his cock at
half-mast.

—Would you like to shower with me?

He bounded out of bed and bumped into the door frame
in his enthusiasm.

—What time is it?

—It’s almost three.

—I have to get going.

Emily discarded her top.

—Hey! I’m over here, fella.

—I saw you in the mirror, silly.

—Good. Don’t stop.

He grinned. She led the naked man to the bathroom and
sat on the edge of the tub.

—Is it all right if I just look at you?

—No one has ever asked before.

She took that as a yes.

Emily’s wide eyes looked him up and down and back up
again. She put her arms around him and kissed him full on the
mouth. When she sat down, she started on one side of his penis and
kissed the length of it. When she got to the tip, she met it with
the tip of her own tongue. She followed the length of him back to
the base, softly kissing all the way.

His half of an erection pointed right at her mouth.
Her lips closed on him instantly, stayed there only long enough to
tease a groan out of him, and spit him out with long strings of
thick saliva left behind to keep them joined together.

Aaron was fully erect in her expert hands when she
finished. With one hand, she held the length of him against her
belly. Her arm circled his neck and she kissed him full on the
mouth again. He kissed back, passionately. His hands moved to her
hips and cupped her bottom, pulling her tight against him.

She took her hand from his erect penis and joined it
with the other circling his neck.

—I can’t believe you’re so hard against me.

Her lips went back to his.

—Aaron? Are you coming? I can feel you moving against
me.

Emily’s voice was soft. Loving, almost. She wondered
if she could be falling in love with this man so soon.

His answer ran down her stomach.

She sat, kissed his cock again, exactly the way she
had the first time. The only difference was that he was fully
erect, and she could taste the results of the kiss.

Again, just like the first, when she finished, she
stood and hugged him. Her lips touched his and she felt him shudder
against her again. She clutched at him, fearing he would slip and
fall.

—Would you like to come in my mouth?

Emily didn’t wait for an answer. She took his hand
and pulled him to the edge of the bed. Before she sat, she kissed
Aaron full on the mouth, and then sat and did the same thing to the
tip of his erect penis.

He came instantly. She knew because she felt him
shudder. She opened her mouth and encircled his opening with her
lips as in a kiss. She began swallowing immediately.

When he stopped coming, she hadn’t missed a drop. It
had all gone straight into her stomach.

 


—I want you to come in me.

She lay back and raised her knees. Emily knew from
last night that this position might be difficult for them. She knew
Aaron would take it slow.

She was already wet. He eased into her gently. When
she managed to accommodate him, she felt herself filled to
overflowing.

When Aaron came, moving himself slowly in her, she
did overflow. The juice leaking out of her onto the bed soon turned
white as the man’s come washed her insides thoroughly.

She felt her contractions begin just seconds after he
kissed her full on the mouth.

—Oh god. Aaron. Every inch of you has to be in me. Oh
my god. Oh. Oh. Oh. Can you feel me around you?

Aaron’s cock thickened in her as he began to
come.

Emily climaxed twice more, each time when Aaron
kissed her. When they came together, she never wanted him to pull
out of her.

She sighed.

—I have to get to work, Aaron.

—I know. And I have to be somewhere, too.

—Of course you do.

He kissed her again, and she rolled over onto her
stomach. She lifted her ass off the bed and pointed her rear at
him.

He massaged her cheeks and kissed her.

—Would you like to take me this way?

—Emily, Emily. You know I want you. We’re going to
have to wait. We barely have time for a shower.

They scrambled for the bathroom. They ran through the
streaming water together and shared a towel to dry off. There
wasn’t time to do anything but dress. Before she locked the door,
she wrapped Aaron in her arms and kissed him full on the mouth a
final time.

Aaron held the girl’s hand all the way to the
hospital, sometimes lifting it to his lips.

Emily did the same.

By now, she had no doubt. She was falling in love
with this wonderful man sitting next to her.

 


Aaron and Emily parted company at the door to the
parking garage, but not before kissing again. Aaron rushed to
Rebecca’s floor. Emily hurried to check in. She couldn’t be late,
no matter how much she thought she loved the man.

Rebecca accepted Aaron’s explanation for his
lateness. She figured he was probably banging Wendy in his
frustration at not being able to have her. She reassured him she
was doing fine, and that she’d be out in a few more days.

His sigh of relief was immediate. So was his guilt.
He shut it out and concentrated on Rebecca.

When the girl came to check on Rebecca, Aaron
stiffened for a moment, but it didn’t last. He had accepted fully
that they were going to somehow be together. He just had to figure
out how.

It surprised him that the two women settled into an
easy banter while he was in the room. Emily was obviously a people
person. He poured himself a cup of bad coffee in the waiting room.
He dumped it down the sink before he even tasted it and went to get
a cup from the chain on the hospital’s ground floor.

He brought one for Emily, too.

Rebecca witnessed Aaron’s gift of coffee. She
wondered where hers was. She filed it away and pretended to sleep.
What was most important to her now was getting out of this
place.

When Aaron finally showed up a second time, his
demeanor surprised her. He looked cheerful for the first time since
she had been in the hospital. She asked about her coffee.

—Is she the reason you’re late today?

Rebecca had him. He couldn’t lie.

—Yes. She’s been wonderful to me.

—I thought I could sense something between you. It’s
important that you make her happy too, Aaron. She’s young. You’d
better not break her heart. You’d better not hurt her, either. I
won’t allow it.

—I think she’s falling in love with me.

—I won’t allow you to hurt her, Aaron.

 


When Aaron next saw Emily, the two women were in deep
conversation. Rebecca had her hand on Emily’s arm. Animated voices
greeted his ears. He couldn’t make out what they were saying, but
he knew he had gotten Emily in deep shit. It was all his fault.

—I can’t see you any more, Emily. I like you too
much.

—Don’t be silly. Go home and get a bag. It will save
you from making the long drive every day.

—What?

—You heard me. Now I have work to do. Don’t be late
when you pick me up tonight.

Emily kissed him on the cheek. She rubbed it with the
back of her hand.

—You’re getting another shave tonight. I like looking
at you when there’s no stubble to see.

Aaron brought his shaver, too. And he made damned
sure that he wasn’t late picking Emily up after her shift.

She came through on her promise to shave him. When
she finished, she kissed him full on the mouth and climbed on. He
cupped her hard little ass and ran his hands along her thighs.

—Don’t. I haven’t shaved.

—That’s all right. I like feeling you this way. It
makes me feel alive for you.

—Yes, well, if you don’t want me looking like a
Scandinavian, I’m off to shave.

—No you’re not. Get into that bedroom right now.

He turned her fine hard ass red with a sharp slap and
grinned as she hurried away rubbing it. He ran hot water and
collected a towel and joined Emily on the bed. He pulled her shorts
off and lathered her thigh.

—Put your foot on my shoulder and keep your lips
closed. All six of them. Doctor’s orders.

—Pervert.

—You should know it by now. It does take one to know
one, after all.

Aaron happily went to work with the razor while Emily
giggled like a schoolgirl as he eagerly began his task. A huge grin
remained pasted across his face as he switched to the other leg. It
didn’t help that he had noticed the wet running out of the
girl.

He finished and grabbed her feet. He spread her legs
as wide as he could and ran his face up and down the smooth, soft
inside of Emily’s thighs. For good measure he ran his tongue along
the length of Emily’s pink, swollen, soaking-wet vulva.

—You’re so pretty when you blush.

He paused to let his mouth suck at her. She slapped
at the top of his head.

—Don’t forget the rest of my body, you wonderful man.
You earned it, you can have all of it.

—With you inside it?

—No, silly man, with you inside it.

Emily pulled the covers off. Aaron checked every inch
of her to see if there was anything else that might need shaving.
Not until he was finished did the two lovers fall asleep in each
other’s arms.

The alarm went off too early. Aaron raced to the
kitchen and scrambled a couple of eggs. They shared breakfast in
their warm bed kept that way by Emily.

—How about calling in sick today? I’d like us to
celebrate.

—Yes, I’d like to call in sick. I’m not going to.
You’ll just have to celebrate without me. Now come on. It’s time to
go.

Emily dragged Aaron past the boxes to the door.
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It was obvious Aaron was seeing someone. He was happy
all the time. He was getting laid on a regular basis by nurse
hardbody and the drug between her legs she was letting him take and
take and take.

—Are you going to tell me about it, or am I going to
have to figure it out on my own? For sure it’s the little nurse,
isn’t it?

—Yes.

—She’s making you very happy, isn’t she?

—She makes me just as happy as you do, Rebecca. It
just happened. We were playing cards on her break. She tried to
cheer me up, and it happened.

—Here?

—Yes. She saw us when I was jerking off. She wanted
to see for herself what I had that could shoot such a big load.
When she got a look at it, I couldn’t keep her off of it if I
tried.

—Did you try?

—At first. Then my willpower collapsed.

—All over her, no doubt. And like me, she couldn’t
get enough.

—Just like you. You two are amazing.

—Well, now what?

—She has to move. Her building is being sold.

Aaron knew he somehow had to convince Rebecca that
allowing Emily to move into the house across the street was the
right thing. When he broached the subject, Rebecca wasn’t even
surprised. She had seen how they reacted to one another and how the
two of them got along.

He thought he had it all figured out.

—Are you going to put her in the house?

—I was thinking about it.

—God, Aaron. You’re in love.

—Yes, I am. I’m in love with both of you.

—What if I say no.

—Then we’ll have to figure out something else.

 


Rebecca had watched them move the furniture from
across the street. When she couldn’t stand it any more, she crossed
the street. Even through the closed door, she could hear the loud
noises coming from within.

They were the same noises that she made with Aaron in
their house.

There was one difference, though.

Emily was definitely more vocal in her appreciation
of Aaron’s cock and how he used it.

She pushed open the door and tip-toed in.

They hadn’t even made it up the stairs to a bedroom.
The girl was on her hands and knees on the stairs. Aaron was
pounding into her. When the girl shook her ass, Aaron couldn’t hold
back.

She did the exact same thing with her hips, and he
came again, almost instantly.

—God I love it when you do that with that sweet
little ass.

—It’s you that brings out the best in me, sweetie.
And the best in me is your cock.

Rebecca watched as long as she could as the girl
allowed Aaron to come in her again and again. She wouldn’t allow
him to pull out of her. She remained on her hands and knees as
though stuck to the staircase. Her ass twitched, her hips pushed,
and she stayed put with Aaron hunched over her with his cock in her
ass.

Finally, she backed out of the house.

Aaron didn’t get home until the early hours of the
morning. She knew, because she stayed awake until he did.

First thing in the morning, Rebecca marched across
the street one final time and knocked on the door. Emily answered,
looking disheveled. She definitely had bedhead, and it looked like
the kind of contented bedhead a woman gets from fucking and sucking
on a man all night.

—Rebecca. What are you doing here?

 


Rebecca took one look at the shabby furniture Emily
had moved into the almost-empty, huge house.

—Sit down. I have something to tell you.

Emily braced for the bad news she just knew was
coming. She looked absolutely dejected.

—You can’t stay here, Emily. It’s not right for you.
I’m sorry I have to be the one bringing you the news.

Emily trembled, on the verge of tears. She had
nowhere else to go.

—But I just moved here.

—I know. And it’s not right. There’s plenty of room
across the street.

The girl couldn’t believe her ears.

—What?

—From now on, you’ll be staying with us. You’re going
to move in with Aaron and me and the rest of us.

Rebecca already knew that the best offense was a good
defense. She’d be able to keep an eye on the the two lovers easily
under the same roof.

—What?

Rebecca smiled. Emily hugged her so hard she thought
she might burst in her arms.

—Thank you. Thank you so much.

—We’ll tell Aaron tonight when he gets home. Now come
on, we have some work to do.

—My bed and my sofa are the heaviest. Do you think
you should be lifting so soon?

—That’s not what I meant. There’s some people I want
you to meet.

Rebecca took Emily’s hand and led her across the
street to the huge house. Paul and Wendy waited expectantly. After
introductions, Rebecca explained that they lived in the house, too.
She explained too that Paul was her former boyfriend, and Wendy was
Aaron’s wife.

She gave the girl time to digest it all.

Finally, she told her that she’d have her own
bedroom. She could move her bed in if she wanted to, and her sofa
and dresser.

When she saw the room, Emily was happy to let her
know that she’d be leaving most of her things across the
street.

—That’s up to you.

She wanted to know where Aaron slept.

—Where’s your room?

Rebecca took her to the bedroom with the huge
bed.

—I think I’d like to sleep in your bed tonight, if
that’s all right.

—We’ll talk to Aaron when he gets home. I don’t think
it will be a problem, but we’ll have to ask. And just so you don’t
worry about it all day, I want you to know I’d be honored if you
wanted to share our bed with us.

Rebecca knew from experience that it was better to
love than to fight.

Wendy and Paul took to Emily immediately, and Rebecca
knew she had made the right decision regarding the young woman.

 


On that first night, Emily was first into the
bedroom. She didn’t think that she should tell Rebecca that Aaron
had thought it was her - until he squeezed her ass. He almost
jumped out of bed.

—What are you doing here?

She took his cock into her mouth and went to work. He
pulled her off of his cock.

—Well?

—Exactly what I want to do.

Emily bent and went back to sucking Aaron’s swollen
cock. She tasted pre-come and moaned. She stopped sucking him only
long enough to ask.

—Are you going to give me the rest?

He didn’t answer her.

—You’re going to make me work for it, aren’t you?

Emily put both hands to work stroking his shaft. She
worked him hard and fast and felt his cock stiffen even more, if
that was possible.

—I want to fuck you. Climb on me. Fuck me.
Please.

Emily ignored him.

—You’ll come the way I want you to. Now give it to
me. I want your come in my mouth.

She continued her stroking. Her mouth slipped off and
she slurped her way back onto him just as he began to fill her
mouth with warm come. Come ran down her chin when her mouth opened
to talk.

—That’s more like it.

Emily’s tongue flicked out of her mouth and gathered
what she could to suck back between her lips. She swallowed
noisily.

—Now it’s your turn.

She rolled onto her back and spread her legs wide.
She lifted her hips off the mattress and presented her wet, swollen
middle to him.

—I know you want it. Take it. Take it any way you
want. Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Get in there and pound me. I need you
to take me like that. Just do it. You can come in me.

Aaron slipped into her willing, open pussy. Emily
groaned as her hips collapsed onto the bed. Her legs went around
him. She crossed her ankles and groaned in submission.

—Just you. Come. Come in me. Come on.

Her hips rocked and rolled in time to his fucking.
She matched his rhythm and snaked a hand around to grip the base of
his cock.

—Give it up. You know I want it. You know I need it.
Give it. Now.

She gripped and squeezed and finally felt the
contracting at the base of his cock.

—That’s it. It’s going to come. Release it into me.
Fill me with come. It’s your come I need. I have to have it from
you, Aaron. Aaron. Aaron. Just come. Please.

Aaron couldn’t hold back. Her pleading hit a nerve
somewhere in his cock. He started to pump from deep down. He felt
his cock thicken in the girl. The head grew in her. He opened a
final time and he unloaded past his bucking, thrusting hips and
filled the girl with semen.

He finished and tried to pull out. She wouldn’t
unlock her ankles. Instead, she rolled up, gripping his cock as she
did, and pushed him into her ass.

—All the way. Go all the way.

When she felt the full length of him there, she
rolled her hips and he unloaded again. This time, when he pulled
out of her, Aaron was limp.

—My god, woman. What are you doing to me with that
ass of yours?

Emily giggled.

—I’m not entirely sure, but it seems to me that I
have no control over what happens when you’re in me that way.

—I can’t believe you’ve got me completely limp.

—Now I know how to keep you coming back for more,
don’t I?

Aaron smiled and hugged the girl.

—Yes, you do, don’t you?

Emily had her fill, knowing that she could have the
man now. She had her fill. She left to send Rebecca up to Aaron,
and then waited until she thought she was finished with their
man.

Later, with Aaron hovering over Emily again, Rebecca
put her arm around the girl’s shoulders. With her other, she held
her knee up to let Aaron get deeper into the woman. Emily orgasmed
again in both their arms.

Tears of joy flowed down Emily’s face.

She didn’t stop until Rebecca held her for Aaron a
second time. She came quickly when she allowed herself to feel the
woman’s arms keeping her body open. Rebecca’s practiced hold
allowed Aaron’s cock to sink deep. He washed Emily’s insides with
his come again and again as Rebecca helped them to orgasm.

Later, she fell asleep with her man’s cock in her
hands and his come running out of her all over the bed every time
she shifted on it.

When she felt Rebecca’s hand on him too, she knew she
was where she wanted to be.

They ended up whispering to each other in order not
to wake their man.

—Does he hurt you?

—Not really. Not even the first time we did it. I
wasn’t sure I’d be able to take all of him in me.

—You did? And you weren’t sore?

—I was kind of achy the next day. He just wanted to
make me happy. I wanted to make him happy. So I let him, and we
were both happy.

 


Emily didn’t use birth control. Aaron couldn’t find
condoms large enough. She had a hard time holding Aaron off during
her cycle. She had a hard time holding him off any time. She
desired him so much that she rarely said no. Even when she refused
him, he never took it to be the final answer.

She knew she was playing with fire.

Rebecca and Emily had no schedule for sharing their
man. They slept in the same bed. They shared him openly. The women
admitted that it turned them on.

They sounded like a couple of schoolgirls, laughing
and giggling and talking about their shared man.

—Are you using birth control?

—No. I keep very close track though, especially now.
I have to admit, your man is hard to hold off.

The women giggled at the double entendre. They
answered in unison.

—And we know it.

Aaron woke to the sound of their laugher. He rubbed
his hands over the two finest asses he had ever felt, one on each
side of him.

—Who’s up for an encore?

—Pick me! Pick me!

Rebecca couldn’t resist.

—Aaron. Who has the finest, hardest, best-looking,
shapeliest ass? Me, or Emily?

—Rebecca, the finest, tightest, firmest, best looking
little rear end of all belongs to the woman I love.

He managed to keep a straight face until they ganged
up on him.

—And just which of us would that be?

—Why, the one of you I pinch, of course.

He grabbed handfuls of fine, hard, tight little ass
that just happened to be on both sides of him and pinched.

Emily rolled over onto her tummy so fast she almost
fell out of bed. She hoped Rebecca didn’t see her grinning her own
ass off. She knew Aaron needed a place to put his cock all night,
and she wanted to be the one to give it to him after what he just
did.

When he slid into Emily, Rebecca made a grab for his
balls. She wanted to make sure she was satisfying him, too.

Aaron came quick in Emily, thanks to Rebecca. He
didn’t pull out, though. He liked the way she moved her hips for
him when he was in her that way. It made him feel like she wanted
him to fuck her in the ass.

The first time she came for him, he slipped out of
her. She fought to get his cock back into her ass and came three
more times when she was successful. She was a panting, sweaty mess
when she told him she couldn’t do it any more.

Even so, she didn’t want him to stop. Emily orgasmed
for Aaron almost as soon as he entered her. She managed to keep
quiet, but when Aaron climaxed in her, she couldn’t stop even if
she wanted to.

To Rebecca, it seemed as though Emily’s joy lasted
far too long. When she came four more times with Aaron’s cock in
her ass - yes, she counted - she couldn’t believe it. Aaron had
found his equally horny fucking machine, and it was no longer
her.

The poor woman was a sweaty wreck when Aaron finally
pulled his cock out of her. The last time, Emily had started to
babble incoherently. When she managed to come around, she kissed
Aaron full on the mouth with the sloppiest kiss she had ever
seen.

Rebecca grabbed Aaron’s cock when he pulled out. She
tried to revive it, but he stayed soft. Soft, that is, until Emily
kissed him. The man had grown rock hard almost as soon as her lips
were on his. Rebecca couldn’t believe it.

She gave up and eventually fell into a jealous sleep.
When her breathing became even, Emily and Aaron got out of bed and
moved their performance to the floor. They fucked each other until
they couldn’t.

It became impossible for Rebecca not to hear the
sounds of their love-making. It drove her crazy knowing that they
had moved down there so they wouldn’t disturb her. She felt left
out. She felt even more left out when Emily got into bed beside
her. The scent of Aaron’s come oozed from every pore on the
woman.

Emily was sore, achy and covered in Aaron’s come. She
whispered, hoping Rebecca wouldn’t hear.

—I swallowed so much of your semen that I’m going to
have your seed coursing through my veins for days.

Rebecca felt her lover grow hard against her thigh as
the words tumbled out of Emily’s mouth. How had that woman been
able to get her man and keep him interested the way she had?

Maybe she was just a little jealous of the much
younger woman after all. She fell into uneasy sleep, wondering if
she should be worried.

 


Emily had never felt so sated by Aaron as she had
with him last night. She had never been more sore, either. The poor
man was going to have to get on both of his knees if he wanted
anything to do with her today. She couldn’t possibly take the man
between her legs. She hoped Rebecca would stay in bed with him to
give her sore pussy a break.

Downstairs, she made toast and scrambled a couple of
eggs to take the edge off. Paul stuck in a fork.

—Well, the newbie can cook eggs without burning them,
at least.

—If you want anything more than that, you’re going to
have to earn it.

She checked out the living room and motioned
upstairs.

—Where’s your woman?

—She went to the gym.

Emily opened her housecoat and let him have a look at
her nice, tight young body. She had already taken a good look at
Wendy and figured the guy could use something to fantasize over
when he was fucking her.

—Come over here.

She made a grab for Paul’s hand and rubbed it against
her snatch. She licked his wet fingers.

—Would you like some too?

He tore his eyes from her breasts and looked between
her legs. Emily dipped her own fingers in and rubbed her hand over
his face. She did it again, and rubbed her breasts with the juices
that had flowed so easily from Aaron into her last night.

—Suck on them.

Paul didn’t move.

—Now.

She made for his shorts and dragged them past his
hips. Paul’s cock flopped out and smacked against his stomach. When
Emily went down to her knees, she didn’t get up until she heard
someone coming down the stairs. By then, she had drained Paul twice
and was happily working on a third.

Paul managed to get his pants on in time. Emily sat
on the counter. She left the top of her housecoat open. Now that
Paul had seen what she had under her clothes, she wanted to keep
him interested. By the look of the cock sticking out from his
shorts, she’d succeeded.

Rebecca reached to close her robe.

—Why don’t you go up and keep Aaron happy. He’s
expecting you.

She left, and Paul addressed Rebecca before anyone
else could disturb them.

—Did you notice that that woman was going down on me
like a vacuum cleaner?

—No. I wasn’t expecting anyone to be doing
housecleaning so early in the day.

—She’s got nice tits. Better than yours.

—Keep that up and you’ll never see mine again. Now
come here and let me refresh my memory about that cock of
yours.

She pulled it out of his pants.

—Jesus, Paul. That bitch chewed the end off of it,
didn’t she?

—Told ya. She could suck basketballs down a garden
hose. She was working on the third time when you almost walked in
on us.

Rebecca had to know.

—Is she any good?

—She was perfect. Now I want to know what she’s like
in bed.

 


Emily cock-teased Paul every which way but loose
whenever she ended up alone with him. Once he let her get a taste,
she couldn’t keep off of him, either. It was his bulbous cockhead.
It barely fit into her ass. After he dumped in her, his cock made a
loud sucking sound when he pulled it out. Half of his load usually
came with it.

The first time she had let him fuck her in the ass,
she almost had an orgasm when his cock pulled out and made that
sound. The second time, she did come. She flexed her ass cheeks the
way Aaron liked her to, and Paul pushed that massive head back into
her and dumped another load.

One down, and two to go.

Emily had never had as much sex as she was having
since she moved into this place. Not only was she taking every
quart Aaron could hit her with, but Paul turned out to be a
treasure, too. He couldn’t get enough of her, either. Every time
she looked at the man sideways, his cock turned into wood.

She never said no to him. She was having too much fun
with the second man in the house hitting her.

Not yet satisfied since moving in, she wondered how
long it would take to get Wendy’s panties down around her
ankles.

The first morning she caught Rebecca running around
the house in panties and not much else, she knew she would be next
on her list. The woman’s nipples were huge when they got hard. She
knew she could unleash them if she could just find a way to get her
mouth on one. So far, Aaron had them all to himself. He wouldn’t
let her touch Rebecca’s breasts, in bed or out.

She finally got the chance when Rebecca caught her
staring at them.

—You like, don’t you?

—Yes. Come here.

Emily used both hands on her.

—Which one is least sensitive?

—The left. If Aaron handles them the right way, I can
come when he sucks on them.

—I want this one in my mouth.

Rebecca moved closer. Emily lowered her head and
sucked the nipple into her mouth as fast as she could. She didn’t
want the woman to get away from her. Her tongue forced the
instantly hardened nipple against the roof of her mouth.

Rebecca had to grab onto Emily for support when she
spit her nipple out and moved her mouth roughly to the other. It
came as a complete surprise when Emily’s hand slipped under her
panties and a finger snaked between her swollen outer lips. When
she touched her erect clitoris, Emily instantly dropped down on her
knees.

—My god, woman. You almost have a cock down here.

Her fingers closed on Rebecca’s fully-lengthened and
erect clitoris as she stroked it like a man’s cock. In an instant,
Rebecca’s hips thrust against her hand and she squirted, fast and
hard. The streaming liquid flooded out from between her legs as she
happily bathed Emily in the flood.

Emily’s mouth managed to close on Rebecca’s
still-swollen lips as she licked and sucked at them in turn. When
her greedy mouth concentrated its lips on the still-erect clitoris,
Rebecca moaned and slid down against Emily as she erupted again to
bathe the girl in a steady, strong, and warm stream.

She collapsed in her own puddle, mumbling thanks and
begging Emily not to stop. Emily got down beside her and continued
to suck at the woman’s pussy. She inserted two fingers and searched
for her g-spot. When she found it, Rebecca again bathed the girl in
her squirt.

—I think I’ll keep you, Emily.
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Emily had more than just a taste of Paul. She was
fast becoming his personal come dumpster, just as Aaron had turned
her into his own when he was near her. So far, it looked like no
one else in the house knew how much she needed the cock and come
from the two men. She was a slave to it, and to them.

The steady diet they fed her kept their come flowing
through her veins each time they emptied into her mouth and she
swallowed. She loved the sensation of the warm, milky loads the men
deposited in her and on her, particularly when it flowed down her
throat when she had to swallow it.

She managed to hook them both with her firm, young
ass and the warm, silky-smooth thighs she let them possess any time
they wanted. That she had stellar breasts to go along with the rest
of her didn’t hurt, either.

Aaron turned out to be an easy man to fall in love
with, and that so surprised her. From the beginning, the older man
treated her like an equal. They laughed and giggled like a couple
of teenagers.

She loved the feel of his body beneath her hands. He
always complimented her on some aspect of her life. He was forever
asking questions to get to know her better. That he showed so much
interest in her made him all the more interesting and
attractive.

Consequently, his age didn’t matter. It had never
occurred to even ask. He was so supportive in her day-to-day life
that she wanted him to remain in her life for as long as possible.
It made it very difficult for her to cheat on him with Paul. But
was it really cheating?

Paul wasn’t like Aaron in the slightest. From the
beginning, he used her as a come receptacle to provide the
satisfaction Wendy no longer supplied. He often left bite marks on
her. He gave her hickeys between her thighs and ass-cheeks in the
hope that it would give away their relationship. He even bit her
under the rise of one of her breasts and left a huge mark.

Concealer worked wonders.

She had developed such a physical hunger for what he
offered to her that it didn’t matter. Emily would end up swearing
that she would no longer have anything to do with the man because
of such antics. Three days later, she would come back to him. It
wasn’t the man. It was his cock. She begged on her knees for his
come-dispensing cock to again give her what she had to have.

It was like she had never been weaned from it - and
decided she hadn’t.

Paul played her game right along with her. At first
he’d turn away from her, denying what he knew she needed. Her
hunger for the man only increased when he did that. He would wander
around the house in a short robe, teasing her with his cock hanging
out the bottom, acting as though he wasn’t aware.

Sometimes, his hunger for her would overtake him. He
tried to hide it.

Sometimes, when he knew Emily would be upstairs
wandering around, he’d leave his bedroom door open, waiting for the
girl to walk by. He would stroke his cock, letting his massive
hard-on tower over him. He pretended not to know she was watching
him fondle his balls and stroke his cock.

He never let himself come. He knew that would be a
measure of satisfaction for Emily. He knew she wanted to be the one
to empty him. He knew it would drive her to distraction and force
her back on her knees, begging to have it. It was never long before
she would be at him as though she had never left.

When it was over, and Paul permitted her to return to
her normal position on her knees sucking his cock, Emily made
certain Paul’s cock pointed in her direction and no other. She was
happy. If Wendy noticed or didn’t, it was of no consequence.
Whether it would remain constant, she didn’t know.

The sweetest little bit of fluff was Rebecca. She was
closer to her own age, and Emily knew why Aaron had become
instantly attracted to her when they met. It was oozing out of her
every pore.

It was the scent of her. And when Aaron came all over
the woman, the combined scent of the two drove her crazy.

It was the way she looked at Aaron. It was the way
they treated each other. It was in the touching and the talking and
the laughter they shared. It was in everything about them when they
were together. Emily envied Aaron for his relationship with
Rebecca, and she was just a little jealous of her because of
it.

If she could have sat on Rebecca’s face while Aaron
fucked her up the ass and then have Paul fuck her mouth at the same
time, she’d have done it in an instant and been in cock and pussy
heaven right here in this house.

 


Rebecca usually never ventured downstairs until after
Aaron left for the day. Today was no different. She put on her old
short-shorts and a shirt and headed down to scrounge some
breakfast.

Emily was already there. She liked to prepare Aaron’s
breakfast for him before sending him off to work.

—You know you’re spoiling that man in a way that I
refuse to.

Rebecca wasn’t quite sure if she meant the breakfasts
Emily prepared for him, or the ass-fucking the man was giving the
girl on a regular basis.

—I don’t mind. I like doing it. He came along at just
the right time in my life and I’m grateful to him for it. He treats
me well. I appreciate that, and I won’t forget it.

—I know how you feel about him, Em. It’s been obvious
from the start, when I saw the two of you interacting in the
hospital. That’s why I marched across the street and invited you to
move in with us. If I didn’t think you were sincere, I’d have done
something, anything, to prevent the man I love from being hurt by
you.

—I know, Rebecca.

—I also told Aaron that under no circumstance was he
to lie to you about his feelings, or about anything else, for that
matter. I wouldn’t let him be dishonest with you. If he ever hurts
you, I personally will kick his ass.

—What are you saying?

—I’m saying that I’ve grown to love you, too, just as
Aaron has in the short time we’ve both known you.

The girls hugged. A treaty of sorts had been agreed
to. A kiss on the cheek from Rebecca moved to Emily’s lips. Emily
didn’t pull away. She liked finally having the woman’s mouth
explore hers. She was only too eager to explore every square inch
of Rebecca.

Rebecca became even more daring. Ever since she had
spied on Emily offering her rear end to Aaron in the house next
door, she wanted to explore the young woman’s ass. She wanted to
know what the girl had going on back there that she didn’t.

She ran her hands behind Emily and worked her robe up
to finally get her in her grip. She cupped it, lifting, testing.
My god, she thought. Emily’s rear was firmer than even she
imagined it to be.

The girl flexed for her. Rebecca audibly gasped.

Emily knew her chance at Rebecca was standing right
in front of her. She had to take advantage of the opportunity or
suffer the consequences of unrequited desire in this ever-growing
stable of her lovers.

When Rebecca’s kiss turned passionate, she returned
the fervor. Desire coursed through her body. Saliva ran from her
mouth and smeared across Rebecca’s lips when her hands cupped her
ass. She liked the way the woman squeezed her.

She was literally leaking - no, drooling - from both
ends of her body for the woman.

In a way, it surprised her.

 


Emily’s robe opened on its own, exposing her nipples.
Rebecca’s own erect nipples poked out behind the thin material of
her shirt. Emily began unbuttoning her blouse. Her tongue flicked
across her lips in eager anticipation. She closed in and moved her
hands to the ass she coveted so much and began her work.

Rebecca’s rear teased Emily from the first time she
saw the woman. When it was covered in the shorts she had on this
morning, she couldn’t take her eyes off of it. She thought it
rivaled her own, which Aaron and Paul had already confirmed was the
best they had had up to now.

She wondered why she had never heard them remark on
Rebecca’s trim, finely-tuned and obviously firm and shapely rear
end. The woman’s legs alone were a direct competitor to hers, and
having them end and begin at that ass only increased her desire to
get her hands - and anything else she could - on it.

With asses in hand and greedy hands fondling,
squeezing and testing, their four nipples could only do what they
had to. They finally touched, nipple to nipple.

The shock was instantaneous, although it began slowly
enough. Neither noticed it at first. When hardened nipples brushed
against one another, a wave of tension, a mild current of
electricity, began building. The sudden release began at the tips
of their breasts and coursed throughout their entire bodies.

They separated instantly, not sure what had just
happened. The joined again, and the sensation began anew. This
time, they allowed the slow buildup it run its course. It was near
orgasmic, this force field that suddenly enveloped them. When it
stopped, they still clutched at one another.

The women disentangled. Their nipples were sated,
softened and relaxed at the tips of their breasts. The sexual
energy that had begun when their nipples touched was gone,
completely exhausted from their bodies.

Emily looked into Rebecca’s eyes. They touched.
Together, they walked to the huge bed. They fell into a deep,
contented, relaxing sleep in each other’s arms.

When they woke just after noon, they kissed
passionately and fell into an even deeper sleep.

 


When Rebecca and Emily finally came around, they
locked in another passionate embrace before tumbling out of bed.
Four nipples again met one another, and the same burst of sexual
release coursed through their bodies.

—Did you feel that? I think our nipples might be
fused.

They giggled like schoolgirls.

—Not yet, but they will be.

They went downstairs, hand in hand.

—What’s for dinner? We’re starving.

Three people sitting around the table applauded and
congratulated them.

Rebecca and Emily pulled their chairs as close as
they could get and began feeding each another. The rest of them
stared in awe at this new-found abandon on Rebecca’s part.

Rebecca grew uncomfortable with the staring.

—After yesterday, I’m certain Emily thinks I’m a bit
of a slut. I’m not going into details. I’ll only say this. I’m in
love with this woman.

Aaron dropped his fork. Paul stopped chewing. Wendy
was first to break the silence.

—I knew it.

She looked Rebecca in the eyes.

—You lucky bitch. That goes for you, too, Emily.

Wendy’s gaze shifted to Aaron.

—Let them have their space and you’ll learn how much
those two women love you, too. I promise.

She wasn’t finished.

—Give Emily a break. Paul, if you want ass, you can
have mine any time you want it while fantasizing about Emily’s cute
little tush. That goes for you too, Aaron. You both need reminding
that I’m available, since neither of you have noticed that I still
live here.

It was true. Since Emily’s arrival, Wendy had been
annoyed that the men were passing her up in favor of the girl’s
ever increasing libido driven by their stiff pricks. She had gone
back to trysts at the gym and the anonymous change rooms in the
malls around the city. She was fed up with it and wanted something
more in her life.

She wanted her men back.

 


Aaron ended up removing his things from Rebecca’s
bedroom and settling into his own. He considered moving across the
street into his former home, then thought better of it. He knew he
should show his support for the two women, at least at the
beginning of their new-found relationship.

Even if he was jealous of both of them.

Paul took the whole thing in stride. He knew he’d
miss Emily’s wanton sexuality. He’d miss her fine ass and her mouth
greedy for his come, too. He refused to let it bother him. Instead,
his thoughts turned to Wendy, Aaron’s wife. He daydreamed of the
possibilities and found himself half-hard thinking about them.

Wendy admitted she had a problem. The sex with
strangers she sought out was beginning to make her feel like a
whore. As much as she enjoyed the sensation that came over her when
strange men were jacking off and covering her with sticky come, as
much as she enjoyed chasing their stiff cocks, she was just as
grateful when they tucked their pricks back into their pants and
buggered off.

Occasionally, she discovered one that could last for
more than a couple of orgasms. She returned for them, but
eventually found the lack of emotional attachment wanting in
her.

Now Emily and Rebecca had paired, and she began to
think more and more about how much she had missed the attention of
the two men in her household. What had become merely a flophouse
for her would no doubt be returning to its former glory as a
welcome place for her to live, love and be satisfied once
again.

She looked forward to it, and damned if she wouldn’t
make it happen all by herself if she had to.

 


 



 


Ten




 


Wendy moved into her new role as mother-provider
slowly. No way did she let the men bowl her over with grateful cock
and welcome come - even if she was grateful and they were
welcome.

She took her sweet time. She wanted the men to
develop a fresh attraction to her on their own. She knew if she
didn’t come across that eventually the men would find solace
elsewhere, and not from Emily and Rebecca in their newfound love
for each other.

No, she had to discover for herself what would work
with each of them separately.

She knew she couldn’t compete on looks alone, even
though her body was in its best shape ever. She couldn’t allow
herself down the path of comparing her body with those of Emily and
Rebecca. That would be a path to misery.

She checked herself out in the full-length mirror in
her bedroom, claiming her body’s assets and disavowing
liabilities.

Her breasts were still magnificent. There wasn’t a
scar visible indicating that she had surgery. Her nipples alone
were worthy of an Italian renaissance marble sculpture. In fact,
they were better.

Swollen in desire, they became fat and thick. Their
length at least doubled. The aureolas wrinkled and thickened on the
crown of her breasts. The dark color that forced them to stand out
against the white background of her skin even turned her on. They
pointed perfectly and directly at whatever appeared in front of her
- man, cock, balls, pussy - in any order.

To reassure herself, she pinched each of them. What
appeared on the crest of her breasts confirmed everything she knew.
She caught herself grinning at her magnificent tits in the mirror
and shook her head at the audacity.

Her stomach was still flat. The workouts at the gym
and the jogging took care of that. She didn’t have a spare inch on
her abdomen. If she stood just so, she had a six-pack.

The small pooch beneath only barely concerned her. It
was almost insignificant. Besides, there were some men, she knew,
who liked that on a woman. To them, it was sexy, and meant that she
wasn’t a perfect piece of meat to be devoured and forgotten.

Although, she did enjoy being devoured by her
men.

She turned her upper body and examined her back and
shoulders. There weren’t any faults there, either. The butterfly
muscle across her upper back still stood out. Her upper arms and
shoulders were just muscular enough. When she flapped her arms,
there was no loose skin to jiggle.

Wendy’s eyes went to her legs. She started at her
ankles. They were trim and fed into a gently expanding calf muscle.
There were no cankles on this bitch. Her upper thighs still had
that outer ridge that looked so good when she sat and crossed her
legs.

Her inner thighs were a treat. Standing, she had just
a bit of a space there. She turned slightly and bent at the waist.
Her large vulva filled the space. She knew that when it became
engorged, it pushed out past her thighs. When she had a man hot for
it, it looked like it could ripple and wave like a blanket waiting
for a picnic to begin.

Her knees might be a little on the knobby side, but
men liked that, too.

It was time to take a hard look at her ass. She moved
closer to the full-length mirror and examined its reflection
carefully, almost minutely. She twisted her torso from one side to
the other, searching for the best angle and the most light.

 


Wendy wasn’t disappointed. Shapely. Almost as firm as
when she was younger. She hadn’t worked it at the gym perhaps as
assiduously as she should. She would change that immediately.

She spread her cheeks and checked the opening. It
looked like a kiss waiting to be given - or taken. She smiled at
the thought. Only a slight wrinkling presented itself. That
surprised her, given Paul’s proclivity for her ass before Emily
showed up. She thought the bulbous head of his cock might have
stretched the opening beyond reclamation.

She was testing a method of reducing cellulite she
had heard about on a medical show. It involved stroking the area
with the back of a brush, or something solid, and pulling upwards
along the afflicted area. She’d been using the method on one area
just below her ass, and it was beginning to work. She’d have to
apply it to the other.

When it was all said and done, Wendy admitted to
herself that the best thing that she had going for her was her
double-jointedness.

Loud screaming coming from the bedroom across the
hall occupied by Rebecca and Emily interrupted Wendy’s inventory.
The screams followed her down the stairs and out the door.

She headed for the gym.

An ovary-busting routine of squats, dead lifts, and
step-squats would now be included in her workouts. She’d turn her
ass into a firm, warm, welcoming and fuckable place to be desired
by her two men, or orgasm while trying.

 


Wendy’s newfound enthusiasm for the gym surprised
even her regulars. She cut out almost completely the assignations
in the men’s showers. It became a rare opportunity for a man to get
his cock in her face. It was only when several of them commented on
her newly-tuned ass that she allowed herself a celebratory orgy of
come.

She barely noticed the copious amounts streaming over
her that she had once ordered the men to accumulate. When they
finished with her, there wasn’t a spot on her body that was free of
come. Her only refusal was her closed mouth, the vagina she covered
with her hand, and the nice, tight, new ass she had forcefully
clenched in her defense of the territory.

In other words, she was ready for an assfucking. And
cock. And all the come she could suck, fuck and squeeze out of the
two men she had allowed herself to love and fuck
unconditionally.

What remained for her to determine was how she would
seduce them.

Emily and Rebecca were practically running around the
house naked in their newfound admiration for each other. They had
much to admire, too. Taught bodies. Fine breasts and hips. Rebeca’s
ever swollen vulva and extended clitoris. Nipples that were forever
pouty in sexual tension. Long, tanned legs running up to pussy and
ass and tits and all of it at once.

With all that available for the men to watch and
fantasize over, Wendy became forced to re-evaluate her position.
She decided that clothing was her best option.

She covered up.

She covered up everything.

She wore stockings - specifically sheer stay-ups -
over her long legs. They were practically invisible. She took a
trip to the mall in search of new skirts and dresses - longer
skirts and dresses. She’d be damned if she would reveal one more
inch of her thighs than was absolutely necessary.

New bras and panties were the last to appear in her
shopping bags. She decided to let the natural rise of her breasts
and sheer cup material do their own work. She selected a variety
that would accomplish that.

Panties were a conundrum. G-string? Mini? Granny?

Crotchless was definitely out. There was more than
enough naked crotch running around the house. It was her intention
not to add to it in any way.

And granny did no one any good.

 


 



 


 


Eleven




 


Emily and Rebecca ended up with the run of the house.
They became the entertainment, their antics more fun to watch than
anything on television. Eventually, the constant sight of the two
women in the throes of mutual attraction and unbridled passion
became too much.

The men found themselves sated by the constant sight
of fine-looking asses, gently jiggling breasts and long legs held
askew. Even occasional slurping sounds emanating from beneath the
table during a meal no longer generated curious looks.

In other words, Emily and Rebecca were fucking the
shit out of each other as only two women could. The endless moans,
groans, squeals, grunts, and screams of passion coming from all
parts of the house attested to that. Constantly.

It became boring to listen to and watch. Run of the
mill. Ordinary. It was nothing outstanding - at least, that’s what
the other residents told themselves. More likely, it was knowing
that neither of them was getting any from two gorgeous women, and
weren’t likely to get any into the foreseeable future.

Emily had claimed Rebecca for her own, and was
happily reaping the benefits. She kept her constantly on edge and
aroused by every means at her disposal. Emily and Rebecca’s actions
eventually took on a level of normality for the rest of them in the
house.

It came as a welcome relief for Wendy.

Her shopping was done. She had all the chaste outfits
she thought she would need put away in her closet and dresser. She
was raring to test her mettle.

Usually, Wendy didn’t wear a lot of makeup. She
didn’t need it. She’d never spent a lot of time in the sun.
Consequently, her face was unwrinkled. She would put on a bit of
shaded lip gloss, brush her gorgeous dark hair, pinch her cheeks
and venture forth on her gorgeous legs, her feet shielded by a pair
of tippy fuck-me sandals and straps that wrapped around her
ankles.

There was a time when she enjoyed seeing her feet
high above her head overtop of a man between her legs fucking the
hell out of her. She liked to wave her ankles in case anyone she
knew might be watching.

Now that she had a trapped audience, she upped her
game just a bit. She darkened her eyebrows, brushed on some eyelid
shading, outlined her lashes, and colored her lips. They were a
draw anyway, normally full and pouty. What she did only emphasized
them a little more to draw attention to them.

She grew out the hair between her legs. Her recent
bikini wax took care of the hair around her vagina. She did her own
trimming and changed the triangle into a nicely-shaped, bushy,
upside-down heart. She’d go with it, and if it needed any thinning,
she’d take care of that, too.

She wondered who would be the first to succumb to her
newfound charms.

 


Wendy wasn’t certain when the atmosphere in the house
changed. The men began dressing up a bit as the two lovers
continued to chase each other around the house in their
ever-varying levels of disarray.

The men must have thought that they were improving
the place in light of the dressing down the two girls were giving
it. They hadn’t seen Wendy yet.

When she sat down at the dinner table, all eyes were
on her. She was dressed the way she would have been in her own
home. Since she was in her own home, the practicality of it was
obvious. Her hair was in place, but it didn’t look overly
managed.

Her makeup, such as it was, looked casual. Her thin
sweater outlined the perfect breasts contained in the filmy bra
underneath. Only a bit of nipple poked through the restraint. Her
skirt didn’t rise alarmingly above her thigh when she sat. Her
panties were firmly in place, never to be revealed unless someone
looked right up her skirt.

They’d have to be on their hands and knees to do
it.

In other words, unless you dropped a fork, bent over
and took a good look, you’d never see what might be revealed
between her lovely legs. Even then, a good view was unlikely.

Rebecca, ever mindful of Wendy’s proclivities in the
mall, raised a foot under the table and probed between her legs.
Wendy parted easily for her, let her get her feel, and tightened
her legs against the withdrawing foot.

—Wendy, you’re wearing panties.

She looked around the table and smiled demurely.

—Yes, I am. And I’ll continue to do so into the
foreseeable future. It was getting a bit drafty in here.

Emily and Rebecca went back to finger-fucking each
other. Oblivious to their surroundings, their moans drowned out the
conversation the rest of them were having.

The two men looked at one another and silently agreed
that, at least for the present, Wendy was likely to be the more
fuckable of the three.

Sometime during dinner, each of the men asked her if
she’d like to go for a walk. She accepted from both.

Wendy’s appreciation of her newfound dignity
increased exponentially. She was quite pleased with her new
demeanor, and pleased as well by the reactions of the men.

 


Wendy never anticipated that she’d be asked to go out
with one of the men, let alone both. That they had asked at
different times during the evening completely took her by surprise.
After dinner, she went to her room to look through her workout
clothes.

She couldn’t wear any of that.

She searched through the closet for longish shorts
and a demure blouse. She matched a pair of runners with the outfit
and she was good to go.

Downstairs, the boys were in the midst of a heated
discussion, arguing over who was going to walk with her first.

—Don’t fight over me. I’m here, and the three of us
are due on the street right now.

She moved between them and linked arms.

—Now then, where are you taking me?

The men began arguing over their chosen destinations.
Unable to come to an agreement, they each began tugging at Wendy in
a misguided attempt to win her over.

Enough was enough. Wendy detached their arms and
returned to the house, alone.

The turn of events startled the two men. They didn’t
know what to do. Rather than try to fetch her, they walked together
to the patio six blocks away and consoled themselves with coffee
and donuts.

As far as Wendy was concerned, her first foray into
the new world within the house was going swimmingly for her. She
had men arguing over her, and she had men arguing where they would
take her.

Even one of the women had checked her for
panties.

Things were looking up, as the men continued to
wonder what the hell was going on in the house.

 


 



 


Twelve




 


Wendy didn’t waste any time after leaving the failed
attempt at a date with her housemates. She rushed up the stairs,
unbuttoning as she went. She searched frantically through her
closet for the sheerest long nightgown she could find.

She threw it back in the closet and looked for
another, not quite so sheer. Satisfied, she left her bra and
panties underneath so she wouldn’t look too slutty. She had no idea
what would happen next.

She stretched out her shapely legs on the sofa,
crossed her ankles and arranged her robe to reveal them to their
best advantage. She arranged cushions to arch her back and put her
breasts on display.

She waited.

Paul and Aaron were definitely confused by the
night’s events. They were in the midst of a heated discussion about
which of them had pissed the woman off. Neither would accept blame.
They were sounding like a couple of university juniors that
couldn’t get a date on a Friday night, and instead had gone out for
a beer to drown their sorrows.

—I could hear you two through the closed door. Why
are you still even discussing it? Come over here. There’s something
I want you to see.

Wendy remained arranged on the sofa, looking stunning
in the semi-sheer robe.

Paul’s cock started getting ideas all by itself.
Wendy smiled to herself. It was the first thing she looked for.

—What have you got there?

She licked her lips and fastened her gaze on the
man’s crotch.

—Something you used to like. A lot.

Aaron finally joined them. He too was overtaken by
Wendy’s appearance.

—You look amazing.

She parted her legs just a bit and thrust her breasts
in the direction of the men.

—You can look, but you can’t touch. We’re playing by
new rules now that those two fucking machines aren't interested.
We’re playing by Wendy’s rules.

—And what are they, exactly?

Her announcement had the attention of both men. Their
eyes moved from her breasts to her hips and along the length of her
shapely legs and back up to her pouty mouth.

Wendy enjoyed the attention. She knew the men hadn’t
been getting much relief since Emily and Rebecca had started to go
steady. And go steady they did. Even now, there were screams of
ecstasy echoing down the staircase. It was sure to advance her
cause.

The men didn’t know what to do with Wendy spread out
before them. Previously, they’d have looked at her sideways - much
like they were doing - and she would have been all over them with a
hunger for cock like Rebecca and Emily once had.

Not any more, apparently.

—What are you proposing, Wendy?

Wendy allowed her nightgown to shift, revealing even
more of her legs. She sat up and slowly crossed them.

She had their attention now.

She smiled inwardly at the ease with which she was
able to work the crowd.

 


She could be mistaken, but it looked to her like the
boys were coming around. All she had to do was keep up her game and
their cocks. That didn’t look like it would be a problem with these
two.

She leveled her breasts at the men again and licked
her lips. If she knew anything, she knew imagination could be a
powerful driving force, especially when it belonged to a man. She
worked them with her body, and her body liked the work.

Aaron and Paul retreated to the kitchen.
Miraculously, the fucking furor upstairs had quieted, at least for
a few minutes. Wendy could hear them whispering, but couldn’t make
out what they were saying.

When they returned, their pants were gone. Obviously,
they had decided to take the direct approach.

Wendy wasn’t expecting this. She’d been on the same
starvation diet that Emily and Rebecca had forced onto the men. It
never occurred to them to replace the two women with Wendy.

It did now. And they were hell-bent on getting her
into their beds and onto their cocks.

—Don’t tell me you two thought you’d be able to get
me to do your bidding by showing me your dicks in tandem. Where
have you been for the past week? You’ve been ignoring me until
now.

Dejection and rejection crossed their faces
simultaneously. It was beginning to look like they’d have to suck
it up and fantasize about what was going on with Emily and Rebecca.
They weren’t being invited into their bedroom, either.

Wendy took pity on them.

—Come here. I’ve got one mouth and two hands. Who
wants to get sucked off, and who wants a hand job?

She took a cock in each hand and inhaled. God, how
she’d missed this. She kept on frantically stroking the men.

—I have a pussy and an ass, too. Which of you wants
what?

Her stereo hand jobs were having their desired
effect. The poor men had been without release for so long, Wendy
thought they’d come before she was prepared. She slowed the pace
and settled back on the sofa to display her breasts and nipples in
the see-through bra.

She was definitely enjoying this.

Aaron wanted to give her a helping hand. She slapped
it away. Then she slapped his cock the way she used to. He sprung
up, instantly rock hard. She did it again and his cock began
pulsing.

—Are you getting close?

Not a sound escaped his lips. Instead, he erupted. A
huge jet of steamy come shot into Wendy’s hair. Another shot onto
her chest and streamed between her breasts. The third hit her
stomach and ran down into the upside-down heart.

She didn’t stop him. Instead, she stopped jerking his
uncontrollable cock.

—Point it where you want it.

She became so engrossed in watching Aaron control his
aim and watching the come shooting out of him, she forgot all about
Paul. He was anxiously pacing back and forth like an expectant
father, only he was expecting to eventually get his own turn at
Wendy.

He didn’t think it would be coming soon by the look
of it.

Wendy fixated on Aaron’s spurting cock. She had
forgotten how much she missed him, and it, when Rebecca came into
the picture to hog all the glory. She had grown to love the woman,
but she missed the come Aaron used to unload into her.

Paul had replaced him to some extent.

—It’s your turn, Paul.

She dropped Aaron’s shaft and her attention wandered
to Paul and that magnificent bulbous head on the end of his shaft.
When he too came all over her, she stood up, pulled the wet, sticky
robe off and left the men to wonder what had just happened.

She rolled her hips on the way to the stairs and
discarded her bra.

The woman had a grin on her face all the way up the
stairs.

 


Wendy closed her bedroom door and locked it. That was
a first for any of them in this house. Locked doors were unheard
of. Someone jiggled the handle during the night, but she didn’t
unlock it until morning.

The breakfast table was abuzz with conversation
concerning Wendy’s newfound power over the men. Rebecca and Emily
listened attentively to their bitching. They were happy with
Wendy’s control of events. In fact, they applauded it.

Wendy finally showed up, eager to defend her
reputation.

—Well, boys, what are you going to make me for
breakfast?

Aaron jumped up and went to the stove. With one out
of the way, Wendy got down on her hands and knees and scurried
under the table between Paul’s legs. Now it was her turn to do some
of the noisy slurping that had previously been done only by Rebecca
and Emily.

She dedicated her mouth and her hands to slurping up
the goods she so badly needed. When she began to get serious about
it, her head banged the table in rhythm with her mouth sliding up
and down on Paul’s hard-on. Paul came in her greedy mouth, and
Wendy’s head began banging even faster in time to his
squirting.

Aaron couldn’t take it. When he saw what Wendy had
going on under the table, he got down on his hands and knees. He
crawled towards his wife and climbed onto her back. Wendy pushed at
him in an attempt to get him off of her.

She wasn’t successful. He shoved his erect cock
between her legs and rubbed the huge length of it along her clit.
She gasped, but she remained intent on sucking off Paul.

When Paul’s cock slipped out of her mouth, her lips
closed. He pulled her head back onto his cock and forced himself
into her mouth.

Wendy groaned and continued her noisy cock
sucking.

Aaron finally managed to pull Wendy’s panties aside
and get the head of his cock into her. She changed her mind about
throwing him off of her and adjusted her hips to accommodate him.
He fit another couple of inches in. That was enough to do for him
what she had been doing for Paul.

Aaron fucked his wife like a dog while she continued
to suck off Paul. Two heads banged against the table when everyone
came in unison.

The all-round banging didn’t quit until Wendy’s
comefest exhausted every last drop from the men. They collapsed in
a tangle beneath the table.

—Who wants to be next?

Wendy wasn’t going to quit now that she had her cocks
back.

Rebecca and Emily looked at each another. Together
they slid their chairs back and reached in to massage damp g-spots.
In minutes, without a word from either, they began bathing the
messy, come-covered trio exhausted on the floor under the
table.

 


 



 


Thirteen




 


The entire atmosphere in the house changed when the
comefest under the table concluded. Laughter, tears, more come and
more squirt seemed to be just what everyone needed to understand
what had been going on for the past week.

Rebecca wobbled on her feet. She’d just had the life
fucked out of her and deposited in her. The come of two men ran out
of her and down her legs in a thick, sticky, stringy gob of
mess.

Her pussy was a nice, healthy pink. Where only
moments before it had been swollen and engorged, it was now fucked
out and relaxed. Even her clitoris had succumbed to the severe
fucking she had just received. It was back within the folds of her
vulva.

—Does anyone have any disagreement with what just
happened?

Much murmuring ensued. Not a sticky, wet,
come-covered person voiced an objection.

—So then, from that I take it you’re all happy.

—We’ll all be a lot happier when you stop talking and
go back to fucking.

—All righty then. Let the games begin again.

Emily glommed onto Aaron immediately. She bent to
grab him by the bag and pull him onto the sofa. The thickness of
his erection surprised her. She had somehow forgotten how huge this
man’s cock was. It would certainly fill her with more than Rebecca
ever had to offer.

She clamped down on him with her mouth and he erupted
without warning. She couldn’t keep up with the come coursing
through his cock. The surplus spilled out of her mouth and ran down
her breasts to her stomach on the way to her pussy.

It didn’t stop there.

Paul dragged Wendy to the floor. Even before they hit
the carpet, she managed to get a hand around his dick and point it
in the direction of her snatch. He teased her with it, slapping her
thighs and bumping it against her belly.

Wendy merely had to lift her hips off the floor and
point her crotch in the direction of Paul’s dick. He stuck himself
into her bull’s eye like a professional dart player.

When Paul crawled off of the woman - for she never
once attempted to push him out of her - he was spent. His limp,
sticky dick hung against his thigh. The remaining drops of come
leaked and ran down his leg. He had nothing left.

Emily encouraged Aaron to keep dumping load after
load into her. There was no way she was going to say no to him
again now that she had a fresh taste of the man’s cock and come. He
was delicious. He was a good fuck, too.

She offered up her ass to him.

When Rebecca saw that, she took over. She made a grab
for Aaron. She tumbled onto him just as he was about to plunge
himself into Emily’s tasty, firm little ass. Instead, his cock
ended up in Rebecca.

She cried out at the force of his entry. Her hips
bucked, almost knocking him out of her ass. He managed to hang onto
her hips. She rotated, undulated and copulated with her ass in a
fervor that Aaron had never seen. Even Emily watched in
fascination.

When Aaron came, he plunged into her time after time,
unloading hot come deep into Rebecca’s ass. When Wendy saw what was
going on with the cock in the woman’s ass, she knew the creampie
would be enormous. She was poised to haul the man off and watch the
fireworks as soon as Rebecca’s ass stopped heaving.

Wendy was back home in cock heaven.

So was Emily. Come ran out of her mouth, her pussy
and her ass.

Rebecca wasn’t far behind, and would soon catch up
with the rest of them when Aaron finally unloaded dessert.

Wendy was happy. She had a grin on her face
anticipating the size of the creampie she’d get from Rebecca’s fine
ass following Aaron’s massive come dump.

That night, no one went to bed to daydream about
cock, cunt, come or squirt. The five of them were exhausted from
the day-long fuckfest.

They fell into a deep sleep.

 


The women were the first to rise. They made their way
downstairs and high-fived Wendy for showing the initiative in
forcing the house into a more even state.

Emily rubbed her pussy.

—I’m sore.

Wendy had no sympathy for the girl.

—Well no wonder, you stupid bitch. You just spent a
day with two of the biggest cocks you’ve ever seen. You let them
stick it to you in every hole you own. You didn’t even bother to
charge rent.

It was true. Emily had to admit it. She had gone from
a steady diet of vagina to a day-long orgy of cock and come. In the
process, she discovered she missed the come-filled cocks of both
men.

Rebecca’s hand reached down to rub her own as well.
Wendy took her shot.

—That goes double for you.

—I know. I’ve just had the brains fucked out of me. I
can’t think straight. When I close my eyes, all I can see is
spurting cocks and sloppy vaginas drinking it. You women are
fucking perverts. You know that, right?

Emily went to the front window and opened the drapes
to allow some light into the dim room. She sniffed the air and
opened the front door in the hope that the stink of men and women
and fucking would dissipate.

She cast a glance across the street. A moving van was
in the process of backing up to the house.

—Did Aaron rent the place?

Rebecca took a look.

—He said he was going to.

Emily continued observing the activities. Four young
men stepping out of the van piqued her curiosity.

Wendy rushed to the kitchen and turned on the oven.
She hummed happily as she collected bowls, measuring cups and
spoons and placed them on the counter. She wondered if it would be
a couple of casseroles, or only something as simple as mac and
cheese as comfort food.

She returned to the window to watch the boys as they
moved the heavy furniture into the empty house. She decided they
would need something substantial after the heavy work was
finished.

Rebecca closed the door and pulled the blinds.

—We’ll go together.

When everyone deserted the living room, she lifted
the curtain to watch the college-age men. Sounds of laughter and
the horsing around moved something in her.

She went in search of her favorite shorts.

###
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Eroticum

In the beginning

Rebecca has it all - a boyfriend and romantic
partner, a comfortable home, and good friends and neighbors. Still,
somewhere deep inside, she slowly begins to become aware that she
is lacking something in her life. Her sense of disaffection only
increases when her comfortable existence is threatened by a man
igniting an intense hunger that she has never before experienced.
Adult content.

 


Eroticum 2

Mall of love

Rebecca finds herself uneasy with her
newfound freedom. An attempt to become pregnant and return a sense
of normalcy into her debauched life fails. Her subsequent recovery
is hampered by the emergence of a woman competing with her for the
affection of the love of her life. Will she force herself to make a
choice, or will she accept circumstance and fall in love all over
again? Adult content.

 


Eroticum 3

End of the beginning

College students unload their moving van
across the street. The woman relocate their lawn chairs and their
libidos to the front yard to watch the antics of the scantily-clad
eye candy. Hilarity ensues as the women present a tempting target
for the actions of a successful few who overcome any objections the
women have and take over the house and the emotions of those in it.
Adult content.

 


Eroticum 4

Ticket to ride

Our lovers re-unite to come full circle to
the place where it all began. Random acts of kindness result in
random acts of love in the conclusion to this four-part story
concerning the lives of five people that revolve around each other
to the benefit of all. Adult content.

 


Eroticum 5

Make it and take it

Neighbors helping neighbors is the theme in
this adventure tale of love and lust. The new couple next door
require help moving in. A volunteer construction worker agrees to
help out, and the games, already in progress, begin for real. Adult
content.

 


Eroticum 6

Breast friends

Love is tested when needy men take matters
into their own hands and grab as much as they can before the women
revolt. All ends well when great minds think alike to achieve a
satisfactory and fulfilling conclusion to this dairy fairy tale.
Adult content.

 


Eroticum 7

Good neighbors

Gym workouts are difficult enough when you
know what you’re doing. When you’re trying to fake it to get the
attention of the hottie next door, all sorts of problems raise
their ugly head. Adult content.

 


Eroticum 8

Love me good time

Rebecca is still searching for love until she
finally discovers it in the young man she allows to put the moves
on her. Perhaps she’s putting the moves on him, too, or maybe
they’re equally guilty of shared attraction and unbridled passion
culminating in a finale so strange, so weird, that no one is sure
what happened or where it all went wrong. Adult content.

 


Eroticum 9

Good neighbors, better friends

Road trips abound. New friendships ensue. All
roads lead to a final reuniting of old friends and new
acquaintances. Adult content.

 


Eroticum 10

Pedaling ass

Rebecca crashes in to a tree on a bicycle
trail and ends up in the arms of an older man intent on healing
her. Much to her dismay, the man fails, and she must hire someone
to defend her against the charges that ensue when she ends up
covered in blood in the bed of a murdered man. Adult content.

 


Eroticum 11

Love just is

 


Emily is beside herself when Aaron leaves.
Unsure of what to do with herself and feeling deserted, she finally
accepts that he is gone for good and begins her life all over again
beginning with graduation and a successful job. A new man in her
life provides the impetus to change her life around and grow up.
Adult content.

 


Eroticum 12

This is the end

The conclusion to the festival of warm
bodies, immature adults and sexually frustrated women ends the
tension as everyone gets on with their lives and grows up in the
process. Adult content.

 


Eroticum 13

One for all

Samantha allows herself to be bamboozled by
Paul into thinking she could be pregnant by him. Wendy opens her
arms and welcomes the woman into the generous bosom of her family.
Samantha learns that pregnancy is an impossibility and takes
matters into her own hands. Will she depart for what she thinks is
a greener pasture? Only time will tell. Adult content.

 


Eroticum 14

Lovers’ Leap
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