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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.

 


Disclaimer

What follows is a work of fiction. Any
resemblance to persons living or dead is purely coincidental.
Places mentioned by name are entirely fictitious and purely
products of the author’s imagination, and are not meant to bear
resemblance to actual places or locations.
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Emily was first to notice the goings-on across the
street. A moving van backed up and four college-age young men got
out of their vehicles and descended on the small truck.

—Did Aaron manage to get the house rented out?

Rebecca followed Emily’s gaze.

—He must have. I know he was going to list it.

Emily tentatively sniffed the air in the room. She
opened the front door to air out the overpowering stink of penis,
ejaculate and moist vagina from yesterday’s cock-and-come-filled
festival.

She cast an envious glance in the direction of the
house. Her curiosity was piqued by the various stages of undress
the young men took on as they sweated their way into the house
carting the heavy furniture.

Wendy, no stranger to the heat of college-age
encounters in shopping malls, went 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 sweaty boys
heaving the furniture into the house. She decided they would need
something substantial after the heavy lifting was finished.
Casseroles it would be.

Rebecca closed the door and pulled the blinds.

—We’ll go together.

When everyone left the living room, she lifted the
curtain to watch the young men. The sound of their laughter and the
horsing around moved something primitive in her. She couldn’t have
explained it if wanted to.

She went to find her short-shorts.

When their men left for work, the women grabbed lawn
chairs from the rear of the house and made a production of setting
them up on the front lawn. They weren’t in the least shy about
strutting their stuff in bikinis.

At the last minute, Rebecca rejected a bikini bottom
and instead forced herself into her favorite pair of shorts. She
checked herself in the mirror before going outside. She knew the
shorts would put her on display in a way that she couldn’t put a
stop to even if she wanted - especially if the right man happened
to come along.

 


From across the street, the boys waved and whistled
enthusiastically at the woman arranging chairs on the front lawn.
They ignored the catcalls. Instead, they began evaluating the
physiques of the boys. It didn’t take long. They were all in good
shape.

Tight abs, wide chests and strong backs all helped to
contribute to the glowing comments made by the women. If they could
hold up score cards, each of the boys in turn would receive a ten
following a very careful examination.

The taller of the four crossed the street. He
appeared to have been sent by the others to check out the women. He
asked politely for cold water. His eyes wandered over the three
women and halted on Rebecca. In that instant, she knew.

Rebecca sighed audibly when the boy concentrated his
gaze on her. She didn’t want to appear to be in competition with
the others, but she was pleased that the man had anointed her alone
of the three.

She offered a reward. Her foot slid up the lounge
chair to raise a knee. Coyly, she rocked it back and forth,
revealing her crotch to the boy and then blocking it briefly from
view. She waved to him like that until he spoke.

—Can I get some water, please?

Her knee halted wide, revealing her crotch if the boy
chose to look. He did.

Perhaps it was because Rebecca was so openly sexual
that he had directed the question to her. Rebecca stopped the back
and forth and put herself on full display to the boy. It took no
effort or thought on her part. It happened by rote. She wasn’t even
aware that she was doing it.

She shifted in her chair, pushing her hips up at the
boy. She hoped he saw what might be possible beneath her shorts.
Her top forced her breasts to swell against it.

—Of course you can.

She lifted both legs high to give the boy what she
hoped was a nice view of what she had going on between her legs.
The shorts tightened against her vulva. She made sure the outline
was plainly visible to him if he wasn’t scared to look.

She detected the beginnings of a hard-on beneath his
shorts. His cock looked to be a nice size if the beginnings of his
erection was any guide.

Rebecca led him to the back yard and the garden hose.
She bent at the waist to turn the tap. She watched him douse
himself with the water pouring out of the hose. Her nipples
thickened and poked through the thin fabric of her top.

Unexpectedly, he directed the hose in her direction.
Rebecca screamed in mock terror.

—Are you cold?

She looked coyly at the boy.

—No.

—Well then, you must be too warm.

He squirted her again. Her shorts were soaked. The
cold water exposed the outline of her shrunken lips beneath them.
He made no secret of looking. It pleased her, too, to know she
could still attract the look of a much younger man.

There was no doubt that there was the beginnings of
an erection growing under his shorts. The wet material clung to the
outline of what looked to be a perfect, young cock beneath
them.

—Do you always treat women who do things for you that
way?

Rebecca shifted her eyes to the growing erection. Her
tongue flicked over her lips. Her eyes moved to meet his. When she
was sure she had his attention, she licked her lips again and
looked down at his growing hardon.

 


 


Selfish Rebecca had enough of cock-teasing. She was
damned if this boy of a man was going to turn her on and then do
nothing about it.

—Come on in and I’ll get some ice.

She almost dragged him into the living room.

Before even opening her mouth to speak, she dropped
her wet shorts and leaned over the back of the sofa.

—You’re going to have to be quick. I don’t want the
others to know.

He stood there, as though he didn’t know what to do.
His eyes burned into her, unable to move anywhere but from her
breasts covered by her top to the pussy staring out from between
her thighs.

—You don’t have to be shy.

Rebecca pulled down her top and dropped to her knees
in front of him.

—All I want is some of this.

She extracted his wet cock from his shorts and yanked
them down around his ankles. She rubbed hard nipples the length of
his stiff prick and halted at his balls. They came away wet.

She dragged them roughly against his young, full bag.
The balls were tight up against the throbbing base of his cock.

—You’re close, aren’t you?

He only grunted and grew even harder as her hands
cupped his balls and pulled at them.

—Give it to me. Now.

Her mouth opened to take him in. His erection didn’t
make the full journey. It stopped short while he exploded over her.
The boy’s semen ran down over her face and onto the top of her
breasts.

She knew he’d stay hard. How could he not, given what
stared him in the face?

Rebecca stood up, turned around, and bent at the
waist. Her wet, swollen vulva bulged out between her thighs. She
took his hand and rubbed it against her.

—See how it’s swollen and wet like that?

He could only grunt.

—Would you like to have it for your own?

The boy grunted again.

—You can come in it if you want.

Rebecca reached for his cock, stiff and hard already.
It pointed straight at her swollen lips. She grabbed onto the back
of the sofa to steady herself and directed his cock into her.

Overcome, he leaned against her and squeezed her
breasts so hard she thought he’d end up leaving hand prints.

Her vulva opened wide at the touch of the tip of his
cock. The rest slid in unopposed, and the boy began to rock his
hips back and forth.

—Hold still.

He did as he was told. She liked that. It would merit
further attention in the days to come.

Rebecca shifted her own hips back and forth. She
allowed her hips to rotate in a circle while she accepted his cock
in her engorged pussy. She loved the sensation of new cock. She
loved knowing that she was going to force him to deposit his fresh,
young load of eager semen into her pussy.

—Come in me. Just come. Push yourself all the way
into me. I need to feel your cock coming in me.

He leaned over her, collapsed on her back and came in
a needy, gasping struggle to hold onto her. His hands squeezed her
breasts again in mindless ecstasy. She reached between her legs,
grabbed at his balls and helped get his full load into her between
her thighs.

—Are you finished?

Rebecca turned around to face him and went down on
her knees in front of his cock. She licked her lips in anticipation
of the taste of come and and her own pussy juice on the boy’s cock.
She moaned at the taste of his fresh come on her lips and she
sucked the cock into her mouth.

Across the street, the boys were yelling and pointing
at the two of them, plainly visible in the window. The two women
out front had no idea what the boys were doing or what was going on
in the window behind them.

—Yes.

Rebecca stayed down on her knees. She had to taste
what was left of this fresh, young load of come. She sucked him
into her mouth in a greedy slurp and smacked her lips at the fresh
taste of the boy.

She had just discovered young come, and it was very
good. She thought she might like more.

She began tucking the boy’s cock out of sight. She
couldn’t quite get him into his shorts. Instead, she continued
sucking at him until he unloaded again.

The boy tasted so new and fresh and good. She licked
her lips again, savoring the flavor of young come.

She finally got his shorts up and his cock tucked in.
She bent over in front of him and pulled up her own shorts. She
pointed her still-swollen pussy right at him, wiggled her ass and
pulled up her shorts.

—If you can get hard, you can have it again. Can
you?

The boy dropped his shorts, Rebecca dropped hers, and
she fell on her back and pulled the boy on top of her. She never
even had to grab his cock and slide it in. The cock found her pussy
all on its own, with no help from her.

Rebecca crossed her ankles over the boys back,
locking him in position between her thighs. She rolled her hips,
matched her rhythm with his quick moves, and milked him dry with
her pussy.

—I like it that you come so fast. Your cock feels
nice in me. Come on. We have to get back out front or the women
will wonder what we’ve been doing in here.

She led him to the back of the house.

—Come for a drink of water any time you feel the
urge. What’s your name?

—Will.

—You’re welcome to come back any time, Will.
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Wendy noticed Rebecca’s extended absence.

—Where the hell have you been? If I didn’t know you
preferred older men, I’d say you were getting to know our
neighbors.

—He’s too young for me. Maybe some of you like the
young stuff.

Rebecca smiled at Wendy, remembering their shopping
mall conspiracy. She wiped the taste of Will off of her mouth with
the back of her hand. When no one was looking, she tasted it. The
boy tasted so fresh and virile.

She wasn’t able to stifle the moan that escaped her
lips.

—What was that for?

Rebecca ignored her. She was busy reveling in Will’s
virginal reaction to her. It excited her to wonder just how many of
the college boys were inexperienced.

The boys disappeared inside. The disappointed women
relocated their chairs to the back yard and returned to the air
conditioned indoors.

Eagle-eyed Emily noticed something on the back of the
sofa.

—What’s that? It looks like a stain.

Rebecca responded almost too quickly.

—It’s only coffee.

Could it be from Will? He must have started to unload
before she managed to get him into her. Funny that she hadn’t
noticed it or felt his cock shudder. She remembered she had a
pretty firm grip on his testicles. She felt it when they tightened
against the base of his cock. Maybe that was how he felt when he
came.

Rebecca visibly shuddered at the memory of the boy
and the raw power of the cock swinging between his legs that he
didn’t yet understand. She was secretly glad that it would be hers
and hers alone to attune to the boy’s needs, as well as to
hers.

It was strange that she didn’t feel the boy
ejaculate, because she loved that powerful feeling of life so much.
He must be as quick as a little bunny. She smiled at the thought.
She licked her lips. The taste of the boy was resilient, to say the
least.

—Now what are you smiling so smugly about?

—Not a thing. Let’s go shopping. I want to pick out
some new outfits.

At the mall, Rebecca allowed the girls to charge on
ahead of her. She stopped for lingerie and bought some new tights
in a variety of colors that she knew would emphasize her shapely
ass and what she had between her legs. In the process, she forgot
about how they permitted her clitoris to so wonderfully expand
beyond the material and push and rub when she was aroused.

She caught up to the women in the concourse.

Rebecca had forgotten about Will’s grasping hands on
her breasts when he exploded into her. Red welts had appeared
across the top of her breasts where his long fingers had dug into
her. She meant to put some concealer on the marks. In her
admiration of the young man’s enthusiasm for her, she forgot.

Emily knew what she had done. It was written across
the tops of her breasts in braille.

—You’re a bitch, Rebecca.

—What?

She tried the innocent routine. When she looked down
at herself, she finally saw the marks. Rebecca’s face turned red to
match.

—You are such a fucking bitch.

They turned on her like a pack of hungry wolves.

—You fucked him.

—That was his come on the back of the sofa. I’m going
to check when I get home.

—So that’s what took you so long.

Rebecca surrendered. She had no choice. She had been
caught red-handed, or in this case, red-chested.

—I would have been faster, but he came three times.
Even so, it wasn’t that long, was it?

—Three times? Three times? You couldn’t have put him
back into his pants and sent him on his way after the first, could
you?

—No. His cock was too hard to tuck back in.

—It wasn’t too hard to put back in you, was it?

They laughed and giggled at the absurdity of it.

—Young, dumb, and full of come.

—Me, too. I can’t wait to be full of it again.

 


Once home, Rebecca went searching for the spare key
to the house across the street. She found it and tucked it into the
pocket of her shorts. She wasn’t taking any chances on one of those
bitches doing the same thing.

Rebecca crossed the street and knocked on the
door.

—Can I come in?

His face was red.

—Am I making you uncomfortable?

—No. Yes. Just a little.

—Why?

—I came so soon. I wasn’t any good for you. I came
before I was even in you.

Rebecca sat down on the sofa and raised her knees to
reveal the outline of her pussy under her shorts.

—I never even noticed.

That was the truth.

—Besides, practice makes perfect. Don’t feel so bad.
Show me your room.

She was beginning to feel like a den mother to the
boy already. She’d have to change that. She took the boy’s hand and
let him lead her to his room.

—We won’t have much time. I have to get back for
dinner.

She slid her snug little shorts down. As always, she
was naked under them. When she got a look at Will’s cock straining
against his pants, she marveled at his eagerness for her.

—I like that you’re hard for me. I’m already wet for
you.

She placed his hand on her vagina. She felt her heat
increase as his hand moved over her wet pussy.

—See? Rub it.

Her hand stayed on his. She showed him the slow, easy
rhythm she liked.

—That’s what I like when you touch me. Can you
remember the rhythm?

—I think I’ll need practice.

—I think you might be right.

Rebecca stretched out on the bed. Her arms were over
her head. Her feet moved up and her knees parted. Will couldn’t
tear his hungry eyes away.

—Do you remember what I showed you when you had me
leaning over the sofa?

—You kept your legs together to show me how swollen
you got.

—Watch.

Rebecca forced her knees together and pulled them up
tight to her chest. She was so fucking wet she could hardly bear
it. The boy’s much cooler breath blowing across her engorged lips
made it worse.

—Touch my vulva if you want.

Rebecca’s eyes closed. When he touched her, she
groaned and tried to push herself against Will. She didn’t know if
he was doing it on purpose or not, but he was driving her nuts.

—Get between them. I want to show you something.

It didn’t help her when Will did as he was told.

—Do you know what a woman’s clitoris is?

—Yes. I’ve seen pictures.

—Take a look for mine.

He found it and gently slipped a wet finger around
it. Rebecca almost came. She was glad she didn’t, because she would
have most likely squirted all over the poor boy.

—It’s huge. Are you all right?

—I’m fine. Stroke it with a couple of fingers the
same way you do to your cock.

—With the same rhythm you showed me?

—Yes. Here, I’ll show you again.

Rebecca put her hand on the boy’s and directed his
fingers. She began to moan in time with his motion.

—You’re doing fine, Will.

He had to tell her.

—I’m going to come.

—Can you wait a bit?

—No. I’m trying to. I can’t.

Rebecca sat up and directed his already spurting cock
onto her belly.

—I like that, Will.

—I’m sorry I came so soon. I wanted to last
longer.

—It’s all right as long as you tell me. You wouldn’t
want to waste it on the sofa, would you? Especially when I’m
around.

Rebecca wiped Will’s come off of her belly and
smeared it over his testicles and along the length of his cock.
There was a lot of it to spread around.

—I want to suck you off, Will. Is it all right?

Will didn’t answer. He was busy watching the woman
lick his wet balls all the way up to the tip of his cock. When she
got there, he blasted into her mouth.

—Mmm. More. I need all of you. Keep coming. Give it
to me.

He couldn’t believe the noises she made the instant
he bucked into her mouth.

—I think we both liked that.

—I think you might be right.

Rebecca pulled Will up to lounge beside her on the
bed. She tousled his hair and rubbed his chest. Her hand moved to
his hard cock and stopped there. She rubbed, back and forth. She
couldn’t believe how comfortable she was with this boy beside
her.

She closed her eyes and inhaled his scent. It was
fresh. Young. Innocent. She knew that when she got started on him,
he wouldn’t be so innocent any more.

Perhaps she wouldn’t be, either.

 


Rebecca had fallen into a relaxed sleep with the boy
beside her in his bed. She woke with a start and gripped his penis.
He hardened instantly at her touch.

—What time does the house quiet down?

—Quiet down?

—What time do you all go to bed?

—It varies quite a bit.

—Well, the next time your friends are all asleep,
turn on the front light and I’ll give you another lesson in
pleasing your woman.

A questioning look formed on Will’s face.

—My woman?

—You have my permission to use me any time you want.
That makes me your woman, Will. Do you think you might like
that?

Will was hard again. Rebecca ignored the young cock
brushing up against her thighs and bent to pull on her shorts. She
was still so swollen between her legs she didn’t think they would
cover her. She wanted the boy so bad her clitoris was stuck out
like a hitchhiker’s thumb.

—Next time, you’re going to finish me. Do you think
you could do that?

She hadn’t had a chance to straighten up before his
rapidly jerking hand emptied his cock all over Rebecca’s still warm
thighs again. She squealed with delight at how easily and quickly
his ejaculate spurted out of the end of his cock. She helped him
finish with her own hand.

She was going to love this boy.

She wiped herself with the bed sheet.

—I’ll take that as a yes. Sweet dreams, Will.

She bent down, kissed the tip of his come-covered
cock and tugged at his scrotum.

—Save some more of it for me, will you?
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Somehow, Rebecca managed to close the door and make
her way home. All the way across the street, her clitoris rubbed
against the snug material of her shorts. It almost forced her to
her knees in the middle of the road. No sooner did she get in the
door than she began squirting.

It was a good thing no one else was home to see the
wreck that walked through the door. She’d have nothing to explain.
She drained and collapsed on the sofa.

She was a fucking mess. Even she knew it. She tried
to hold her hands steady. She couldn’t. Her body shook. Her knees
bounced up and down. She was despondent. She put her face in her
hands and burst into tears.

It was all that wonderful boy’s fault for being so
innocent. Why couldn’t he have been the college fuck champion? That
would have made it a lot easier for her to reject him.

As it was now, Rebecca was in trouble, and she didn’t
know what she was going to do about it. She’d just met the boy this
morning, and by late afternoon she was sneaking across the street
to his house for more of him. She couldn’t keep away.

It was almost reminiscent of her first meeting with
Aaron.

She needed her head examined.

She turned on the water, stripped out of her wet
clothes and took a long, warm shower. By the time she finished, she
was squeaky clean in and out.

The only thing that remained dirty were her
thoughts.

That magnificent boy remained with her. She relived
her actions of the morning when she seduced him in the living room,
almost in front of her friends. If she had cried out, they would
have heard her.

That she had gone across the street uninvited only
made her realize how much the boy had gotten to her. He was going
to be a terror for women by the time he got it together and knew
what he was doing. She shuddered at the heart breaker he’d end up
becoming.

She shuddered even harder and longer over memories
only hours old as she masturbated. Even then, satisfying herself,
she couldn’t get the boy out of her thoughts.

 


Rebecca already knew she wasn’t going to fall asleep.
She couldn’t get the boy out of her mind. She couldn’t get her
behavior with the boy out of it, either. When she saw him walk
across the street, it was too late.

What was it about him, even from that distance? She
had ho idea. She only knew she had to have him. Why, she didn’t
know.

This wasn’t an entirely new sensation for her. Once
before, her sexual appetite had taken control when she first met
Aaron. It was in her very own kitchen, with her boyfriend and
Aaron’s wife in the next room. She became overwhelmed
instantly.

Her sexual flirting with a virtual stranger had
shocked her. Her behavior, her voice, her state of mind all worked
against her. My god, even her middle had begged him to fuck her
right there in the kitchen.

A week later, he did fuck her, in his own kitchen,
with his wife and her boyfriend out on the patio. She hadn’t been
innocent then, either. She had teased him constantly until neither
of them could stand it any longer. She had bent over in front of
the man, flipped up her skirt, and offered up her wet, swollen
vulva to him. She didn’t care how he took it.

This time was almost exactly the same. When she laid
eyes on the boy up close, she knew. She knew it was going to start
all over again.

And it did. Much to her chagrin. And much to her
liking, too. She couldn’t say no to the lust flowing in her. She
permitted it to take over her entire body. She had forced it on
Will, too.

The young man was completely compliant in her hands -
and anything else he was in that belonged to her.

 


Rebecca found herself in the living room. She had no
idea how she got there. She had no idea how she had ended up on the
sofa, staring out the window at the boy’s house. It was shrouded in
darkness, as hers was.

Suddenly, a beacon flashed. The front light came on.
There was something she had to remember about that-

What was it?

Rebecca’s day had passed in a blur. She barely
remembered three hours ago, never mind what she had promised in the
heat of late afternoon. Wait, no, it hadn’t even been hot today.
What was it?

The light flashed, insistent.

Now she remembered. She had told the boy to turn on
the front light when, no, if, he wanted her. She raced upstairs to
put on a long t-shirt. She left her panties on the floor where she
discarded them.

She didn’t take time to allow her eyes to adjust. She
stumbled up the stairs from memory and entered the first room. She
tripped on a chair and fell into bed beside the boy. Her aching
foot didn’t dim the desire for his cock.

She reached for him in the darkness and began
stroking. He rolled onto his back and she climbed on. If she
didn’t, she knew she’d explode. She exploded anyway, riding his
cock like a mad woman on a bucking horse.

He came when she did. She thought he must have been
practicing while he waited for her. When she climbed off of the
boy, his shrunken cock slipped out of her. She tried reviving him
with her talented mouth, but she got nothing more from him.

She reversed her steps across the street. The boy’s
come didn’t stop running out of her the entire way. She scooped a
handful and tasted him.

He didn’t taste the same as he did earlier in the
day. Rebecca knew, because she had had him come in her mouth enough
times to know by now.

It was only the first day.

 


 



 


 


Four




 


Later that night in her own bed, Rebecca relived one
more time the events of the day. Not all of them, of course. She
ignored the shopping, and the good-natured verbal abuse the women
had flung at her to see what would stick. As it turned out, a
lot.

Her thoughts lingered on the quick sex she had given
the boy in her living room. It was the same sofa she sat on now,
where she had waited for the light to blink across the street only
a short time ago.

She had rushed across to satisfy the boy’s urges.

No. She had rushed across to satisfy her own urges.
Her own desires. Her own fantasies. She had rushed across for a
form of release.

Her own.

It all confused her.

The boy’s response to her frantic fucking shocked
her. He barely acknowledged her presence in his bedroom until he
came in her. Then he merely rolled over and went back to sleep.

Something wasn’t right.

She put it out of her mind and fell into an uneasy,
dreamy sleep. When she awoke in the morning, it felt as though she
never slept at all.

Rebecca wandered downstairs and discovered the girls
on the front lawn watching the boys throw a Frisbee.

Did they have to be so obvious?

She saw Will across the street. She waved and
motioned for him to come around the back.

—Looking for more water, young man?

It was Wendy doing the asking. The boy smiled and
said hello as he hurried past the women. She was not amused. She
was also jealous.

Will strode into the kitchen and confronted
Rebecca.

—What happened to you last night?

—What do you mean?

—I turned on the light like you asked. You never
showed up.

Now she was really confused. Then it dawned on her.
There were four bedrooms in the house. Obviously, in the dark, she
had wandered into the wrong one. That explained what she thought
had been Will’s luke-warm reception.

It also explained the taste that was so wildly
different from the come she had sucked out of him in her living
room.

Instantly she was relieved, and then shocked that she
had even thought for a minute that the man in the room had been
Will. Next time, she’d be more careful about who and what she
allowed between her legs.

—Hang on a minute. I want to get dressed. You can
come upstairs if you want.

He followed her to the bedroom. She disrobed and
opened her dresser, taking her time to decide if she wanted panties
or not. Instead, she chose a bra.

—Help me with this, please.

He stood behind her reflection in the mirror and
fastened it. He watched her fit it to her breasts.

—They’re nice.

He reached for them. She allowed Will to fondle her
through the sheer material. Both nipples rose, welcoming the eager
touch. She permitted him to do what he wanted. The ache he
instilled in her breasts coursed down to her center.

Her stomach involuntarily tightened at his touch. Her
hips shifted forward and then rolled to meet the reflection in the
mirror.

—Thank you. I’m glad you noticed.

She took his hands and placed them on her stomach.
When they moved back to her breasts, she smiled and began to
hum.

She reached into the drawer.

—What color?

—I like the light blue. This is the first time you
let me see you naked.

—It is, isn’t it?

She took off the bra and bent at the waist to remove
the panties. Just as Rebecca hoped, the boy moved and brushed a
hand against her swollen, warm middle. She wanted his touch there.
She wanted to feel the slow swelling of it, to know that it would
engorge and flood with her wet and fill the space between her
legs.

She absent-mindedly wondered if Will did.

—That was nice.

He pulled his hand away.

—Don’t. Put it back. I like to be touched there. I
like it when you do it.

The boy was a quick study. He found the rhythm she
had shown him yesterday. She bent over the dresser and placed her
weight on her forearms. He had the perfect practice area right
where she wanted it for him.

—Would you like to do something else?

—Won’t your friends be wondering what I’m doing
here?

—Let them talk. Even if they knew what you were
doing, they’d just make something else up anyway.

—Can I look at you again?

She smiled.

—You are looking at me, Will.

—No, I mean between your legs. Will you let me see
you there again?

Rebecca hesitated, but only for a second.

 


—I haven’t had a shower yet.

Rebecca considered.

—Neither have I.

So that was the musky smell emanating from the boy.
She liked that very much, too.

Her hesitation didn’t last long.

She lay back on the bed. Her feet slid up. She lifted
them off the bed and spread her knees. They went to his shoulders
automatically, as if she had done this dozens of times before. In
fact she had, just not for him.

She pulled a pillow beneath her head and got a nice
view of Will’s face. He looked just like a boy caught with his hand
in the cookie jar. The look didn’t last long. His mouth, mere
inches away from her center, exhaled breath that wrapped her in its
warmth. It almost felt hot.

—You smell good.

—Oh.

At least she managed to get one word out.

Rebecca was taken aback. No man ever said anything to
her about her woman’s scent being good. If anything, almost all of
them raised their head from between her legs and moved on. Aaron
had been one of the exceptions, but he never commented on how she
smelled down there. And even if he had, she was damned if she
wanted to remember it now anyway.

Will stayed put. She sighed. What had she found for
herself? A boy who didn’t know anything? Or was he the beginning of
a man intent on learning to satisfy his lover?

He continued to rub her, slowly, gently, almost
lovingly, it seemed. She moaned at his touch.

—Oh. Will. That feels so good.

Rebecca pushed up against his hand. He pulled back,
but only for a second, then went on with his gentle stroking.

Rebecca moaned again, louder.

The intensity increased, finally turning to groans.
She wanted to grab his hand and press it harder against her. She
wanted to force him to rub her faster and faster.

She did neither. She was afraid he’d stop. His
teasing had her on the very edge of orgasm. His steady, rhythmic
stroking of her lips and her clitoris was certainly, surely going
to take her past the edge and deep into orgasm.

—You’re bringing me close.

—Really?

Rebecca didn’t notice the surprised tone in his
voice.

—Really. Really. Really. Close. God, Will.

He pulled his hand away, but not before she managed
to press herself hard against it in need, in desperation.

Her hips broke free, lifted off the bed and began
bucking uncontrollably, moving from side to side, searching for his
hand, wanting to find it, needing it.

Will climbed between her legs. His weight forced her
down on the bed, holding her there. He slid into Rebecca’s warm,
wet cunt all at once. It was like his cock had been there dozens of
times and knew the way.

She wrapped her legs around the boy, crossed her
ankles to lock them in place and tightened her knees. She wanted to
glue her hands to his ass. Her fingers gripped. Her nails dug in,
wanting to make sure he didn’t slip away from between her
thighs.

Her mouth fastened itself to the boy’s neck as if
that part of him might escape from her, too.

Will wasn’t sure if he should move in her. The way
she had her legs locked around him limited his movement. He decided
to let Rebecca do the work. She was the expert, after all.

Rebecca slowly began her uncontrollable orgasm. It
was all Will could do to stay on her. Her complete release began
with hips bucking against him again and again. They rolled and
rocked and lifted and dropped like a roller coaster ride.

Somewhere in the middle of it, Will felt something
move. Her insides felt like they were opening and closing around
him. He felt them pulling at him. It felt like her mouth on him
when she sucked his cock.

The contractions began along the length of his cock.
Will’s entire body began to feel like this woman was trying to suck
him completely between her legs.

She couldn’t deny it. She was. Her insides had gone
on automatic. She had no control over herself now.

Rebecca’s moaning began anew and didn’t stop until
her pulsing, contracting vagina halted its sucking at him.

Slowly, he got over the shock of her hard and fast
and quick orgasm.

—What was that?

She was too exhausted by the simple sex to answer him
right away. Will had mastered her. She couldn’t believe it.
Exhausted, she lay with him, her legs still spread wide. Her thighs
continued to twitch, exhausted by holding on to him. Her legs
ached. There was blood under her fingernails from scratching at him
in her uncontrolled ecstasy.

—What was what?

She wondered what part had intrigued him so, when
every last minute of it had her full attention.

—What was what?

—Inside you.

—I felt my vagina contract around you. Could you feel
it too?

—Yes, it felt like your mouth was on me.

To be sure, she worked her way down to his limp cock
and took it in her mouth. On the way, she discovered that her
entire body had taken on a satisfied ache.

—You mean like this?

—Yes. Only more like silk.

Rebecca almost fainted. He had just compared her
vagina to silk. Next thing she knew he’d be carrying her up the
stairs. When had she arrived in heaven?

—You’re a special man, Will. Don’t ever lose that.
Now come on. I want you to meet some friends of mine.

Sated, Rebecca struggled to get out of bed. She felt
satisfyingly complete.

Unlike her, the boy bounded out of bed and went in
search of his clothes. He handed her the bra and panties she had
discarded for him. When she sat back down on the bed and rolled
back to pull them on, she caught him staring between her legs.

—Is that mine?

He was asking about what was coming out of her.

—Yes. I like it very much. Watch.

She squeezed Will’s come out from between her legs.
She shuddered as she felt a sticky glob of Will’s come slip out of
her and run down the crack of her ass.

—Is that enough for you?

His grin said it all.

—It is for now.

 


Rebecca led Will by the hand to the front lawn. The
girls had deserted their prime viewing area and were across the
street, playing Frisbee - or something resembling it — with the
boys.

—It looks like they’ve forgotten all about us. Would
you like to go back upstairs?

—Yes.

He picked her up and carried her.

That was the last straw. She had to kill him or marry
him. She was already fucking him.

She kicked her feet and giggled like a girl in
love.

By the time the women returned, Rebecca and Will had
casually fucked themselves into a late breakfast in the kitchen.
Sitting beside him, she felt like a young girl again. It was as
though the past years had been erased and she had been transported
to her late teens.

The girls paraded in to witness the two kids sitting
at the table.

—Holy shit. Look at her. She’s blushing like a
schoolgirl. I think they were holding hands.

—Never mind her. Look at him.

Will’s neck was fresh out of her mouth. The huge welt
Rebecca mindlessly ended up giving him stuck out against his white
skin. Will blushed a bright red.

They knew enough to stop. They didn’t want to ruin
Rebecca’s high.

—Who won the game?

—The game we were playing had no winners or losers.
It was only a preliminary match.

Will whispered into Rebecca’s ear. She explained what
they were trying to do at the house. He blushed again.

—Oh. Like what we’ve been doing here.

—Sort of.

Rebecca could only imagine the comefest that would
gush forth when Emily and Wendy landed the three boys across the
street at the same time. They wouldn’t be able to walk for a week -
neither girl nor boy, that is.

—Well, kids, I have to change.

—We’d bet you do, girl. The way you’ve been looking
at that boy, I’d say you needed to change five minutes after he got
here.

It was her turn to blush with pride.

—Don’t let them pick on you, Will. They’re just
jealous.

—I won’t. I’m coming to help you pick an outfit.

Will picked Rebecca up in the kitchen and carried her
up the stairs again. She looked over his shoulder and stuck out her
tongue at the open-jawed women left behind.

On the way up the stairs, Rebecca squeezed Will’s
ass. She looked over her shoulder and stuck out her tongue again.
She reached to give it another squeeze just for spite, but she
couldn’t quite reach it.

Wendy looked at Emily.

—Did you see that bitch run across the street last
night?

—Oh please. Tell me more.

—The poor girl crossed the street in nothing more
than a long t-shirt. I know, because I caught a glimpse of her bare
ass under it. After about ten minutes she was on her way back. She
stopped to grab a handful of the come running out from between her
legs. She smelled it, and tasted it. At least, I think she took
time to smell it.

—I wonder if it was like one of those soft drink
taste tests.

—Well, there are four of them over there. I’d call
that temptation, especially on a dark night.

The women giggled at the thought. And the
possibilities.

—I wouldn't put it past her. Nothing gets past that
girl. Especially a cock that she wants. Something like that was how
Aaron ended up in the situation we’re in.

—You’re happy though, right?

—I am most of the time. But I wouldn’t mind having a
bit of fresh young come running out of me, either.

—We’re going to do something about that. Just give it
some time.

 


 



 


 


Five




 


Rebecca tried yet again to ignore the light across
the street. She couldn’t, even though it wasn’t switched on. The
siren call could be heard even from her upstairs bedroom. She tried
to fall asleep before she knew Will would even have the light
on.

She always woke in time to go downstairs and watch
from the sofa. She couldn’t resist. The light was like a magnet, a
pole star, a beacon that she used to try to find her way.

Except, she didn’t find her bearings. She only found
confusion and despair.

Like last night, for example.

She had gotten up, eagerly anticipating Will’s call
to her. She didn’t rush across the street. She didn’t want him to
think she only wanted him for one thing. She also didn’t want him
to expect that she would jump when he called, either.

She took her sweet time.

She also wanted to look and feel good for the boy.
She brushed her teeth. She brushed her long dark hair. She put on a
little blush in case he turned the lights on. She brushed the wide
landing strip to force it to stand out. Finally, she picked out a
pair of her new tights and a shirt to go with them.

She knew she wouldn’t be needing a bra.

By the time Rebecca finally crossed the street and
climbed the steps into Will’s place, she was looking and feeling
sexy as hell - even if she did say so to herself.

And that was when her problems all began.

She was a bad girl.

Twice now, Rebecca walked into the darkened house
long after Will had fallen asleep. The second time, she again made
her way to the first bedroom and entered. She listened for the
boy’s even breathing. In the dark, she pulled down the sheets and
sat on the edge of the bed. She rolled the boy onto his back.

She reached between his legs for his testicles. She
gripped him firmly with one hand. With the other, she stroked him
until he stiffened in her hand. She waited for the throbbing she
knew would begin when his testicles tightened against the base of
his cock.

When the pulsing started, she held the boy’s hardon
straight up and jerked him until the flow of white semen began. She
matched her stroking and tugging at his testicles to the long, hard
spurts of come ejaculating from the come machine in her hands.

It was all she could do to refrain from letting the
come spurt into her open mouth as she watched the thick strings of
come settle back onto her hands. The young cock stayed hard in her
hand, but she pulled the sheet back up and went on the the next
bedroom, where she did the same.

She never fucked them while they slept. She never
sucked their cocks. She never let a drop of come touch more than
her hands.

It was the power. That’s what got to her.

She never opened the door on the third bedroom. It
was right across from Will’s. She didn’t want to take a chance on
disturbing him. She didn’t want him to come out of his room, if he
happened to be awake, and find her at another door.

Tonight, she walked through the door and closed it
behind her.

 


The boy’s room had a nice smell to it. Musky, but not
anything like Will’s scent. The man scent was completely different
in this bedroom. She eased the sheets down. The boy was already on
his back, as though waiting for her.

She reached between his legs, searching for his
testicles. She found them. Her sharp intake of breath turned into a
gasp. At first she thought she might have woke him, but he only
rearranged his body, as though offering his cock to her when she
touched him.

The boy was hairy. Thick hair covered a pair of
massive balls that would have hung under his cock were he standing.
She cupped them. They lay heavy in her hand. She fondled and lifted
and gently tugged.

When she had her fill, her other hand moved to the
boy’s shaft. Her hand circled and stroked and pulled. He grew
full-size in a matter of seconds. This one was hung. Rebecca’s
fingers felt for the head. It too was a giant, a virtual
mushroom.

Rebecca’s hands trembled. She wanted to finish the
job she started. She wanted to stroke and suck and fuck this one
almost more than anything else.

And then there was Will, just across the hall.

Rebecca pulled the sheet up and returned to her lover
across the hall a little too hastily.

 

She dove on Will. She tore the sheet from his bed.
She tore the buttons off of her blouse. She reached down to the
crotch of her tights and tore them open. She grabbed the boy’s
perpetual hard-on and choked it.

She sucked and stroked and pulled and cried and
screamed and sat on his cock and started over.

—Will. Will. Oh god. Will.

—Becca. Are you all right? What’s wrong? What did you
do?

She loved him. She loved Will. She loved everything.
And she was going to ruin it all by coming.

She screamed.

—Don’t let me come don’t let me
comedontletmecome-

Will wrapped his arms around her and pulled her down,
forcing his cock even deeper into her. She bounced and shook and
begged and tried to push herself off of the boy. Nothing
worked.

—Will. Will- let me go. Let me go.

It was too late. Rebecca came in one long giant
squirt. Her fluid flooded over him. She tried to climb off of him
again, but he had his arms around her. She couldn’t move. He stayed
in her, heard her suffering, heard her beg and plead with him to
take his cock out of her.

He couldn’t. He wouldn’t.

—Never. Ever. You belong on me like that.

Rebecca came again and again. Without the brief
relief of having him pull out of her, she began hovering on the
edge of consciousness. Her words didn’t make any sense. Nothing
made sense.

It became impossible for her to breathe. She couldn’t
move. She couldn’t stop moving. Her eyes rolled into the back of
her head and she would have fallen off the bed if Will hadn’t kept
hanging on to her.

When she came to, he asked again.

—Are you finished with me yet?

She almost made no sense.

—No. Nonononono. Not finished. Nonever. I love you
loveyouyouyou.

Rebecca went limp in Will’s arms. He gently eased her
onto the bed beside him. He took a cool, damp cloth and wiped the
perspiration from her. Then he started to kiss her body. He stopped
at Rebecca’s belly button and kissed the sweat out of it.

He kissed his way down and up her legs. He kissed his
way around her thighs. His tongue tickled her ribs. He kissed her
breasts and her nipples. He stayed in the wet spot. He couldn’t
escape it. It was huge.

Rebecca woke in Will’s arms. She began sobbing.

—Becca. What is it?

—I’ve ruined everything.

—What? How? Why would you think that?

 


Rebecca pulled herself out of the soaking wet bed. In
the mirror she saw a stranger looking back at her. On the bed, she
saw a boy slowly turning into a man.

She felt so humiliated. Her tights were torn and
soaked. She couldn’t believe she had begged Will to love her. She
couldn’t believe that in her uncontrollable state she had told Will
that she loved him.

She had ruined every single thing about the two of
them. She had nothing left.

She took off her tights and threw them in a
corner.

—Do you have a long shirt I can wear?

She stood in front of the boy, naked. She covered her
middle with her crossed hands. She wished she had worn a bra.

Will helped her into his shirt and led her out to the
living room.

—Come on.

—Where are we going?

—I’m taking you back across the street where you
should be for now.

—For now?

—Yes. For now, I’ll be staying in your room with
you.

—But but-

He smacked her bare ass. Hard.

—Get it together, girl. Did you not think I’d hear
you telling me how much you love me? Do you not think that I have
feelings for you, too?

—But-

He gave her another one for good measure.

—That hurt.

She rubbed her ass and giggled.

—It was meant to. Now let’s get you to bed.

—Your mattress-

—My mattress is soaking wet. You’d be drier if you
went for a swim.

—I want to sleep in your bed.

Will wasn’t sure he believed her.

—You do? I’ll have to find some some dry sheets
somewhere.

He returned with two sheets and a comforter stolen
from his roommates.

—You get to make the bed.

—Woman’s work is never done.

Will came back a second time with two mugs of coffee.
He climbed into bed beside Rebecca and they talked until
daylight.

In the morning, Rebecca returned to the mirror. The
woman who stared back was tired. She didn’t look to be in her late
teens any more, if she ever did to Will. She decided Will’s shirt
looked good on her. She’d have to ask if she could keep it. She
ignored the rest of what was in the mirror.

She searched for her shoes in the mess on the floor.
They were nowhere to be found. Then she remembered. For some reason
she took them off in one of the bedrooms.

How stupid could she be?

Rebecca scrambled to locate her shoes in the bedroom
across the hall before Will finished his shower.
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Will fell easily into the routine of turning on the
light over the front door when he knew his roommates were asleep.
He made sure to keep the inside lights off to have the house in
absolute darkness.

No way did he want to miss out on his treasure across
the street. She was beautiful. The first time he laid eyes on her,
on the lawn chair, she looked at him like she had something for
him.

Some kind of switch tripped in him.

The other two were gorgeous, too, in their own way.
But it was the one on the end that caught him out looking at her so
intently. She seemed surprised.

He was young, and inexperienced. He knew that. Right
away, though, he thought that inexperience revealed itself to the
woman from the beginning.

The woman. That’s what he called her at first. The
woman. And she was a woman. Older, but not older looking. She
looked young and fresh and interesting and exciting and was she
available and how would he approach her?

He didn’t have to. The woman took charge right from
the start. He became a bystander, watching everything from
somewhere else, yet still in the same place. He couldn’t believe
his luck.

He couldn't believe this woman.

She had so much patience. She obviously knew he was
inexperienced by the way she treated him.

Rebecca. He practiced saying her name in his mind.
Rebecca. Becca. Will wondered if she’d mind. Becca. Rebecca. He
liked Becca. He liked Rebecca, too. He decided he’d use them
both.

What was the word? Smitten? He was definitely smitten
if he was saying her name to himself and picking out nicknames.

Physically, she was the most beautiful woman in the
entire world. The first time he saw her completely naked, reflected
in the mirror before she covered her breasts, she must have felt
his hard-on. He didn’t want her to. He was too embarrassed by
it.

She didn’t mind. Somehow, she knew to take matters
into her own hands. He grinned at the joke. But it was true, she
did. She never once talked down to him, or made fun of his youthful
ignorance, or ignored his feelings.

Sometimes, even before their relationship got serious
- was it a relationship? He’d have to ask her what she thought of
it. Sometimes, he saw her looking at him. He wondered what she was
thinking, if it was about him, or them, or us.

Yes, it was definitely us. They had somehow moved
into this about us without even thinking.

Will was happy, and scared, too. He worried about
everything, and nothing.

He decided he would enjoy spending time with the
woman for as long as it would last.

He hoped it would be a long time.

 


Rebecca knew she had to sit down by herself and
figure out just what the hell was going on with her. Except, it
wasn’t only her. It involved Will, too.

Where the hell had this boy-man come from? How had
she let him go from being a boy-toy to a person she liked and
wanted and was beginning to need?

What was with that?

How had she allowed him to slowly begin insinuating
himself into the daily aspects of her life? Then she realized it,
like a bolt of lightning out of the blue.

She hadn’t.

It had just happened.

The more she thought, the more she knew she didn’t
want it to stop.

At first, she tried to stop it on her own. That first
night, when she crossed the street to the darkened interior of the
house, she stopped at the wrong bedroom. She knew. She knew it
wasn’t his room.

At least, that what’s she told herself in the weeks
since it happened. She wasn’t so sure she knew.

The second time it happened, she did it on purpose.
She repeated her performance of that first night, but rather than
crawl into the boy’s bed and climb onto him, she only cupped his
young, smooth scrotum.

She felt the strange balls tighten in her hand. With
her other, she felt his cock lengthen and thicken. All she had to
do was circle her fingers around his cock and he was hard, easing
along his belly. Using both hands in unison, she felt the growing
tension at the back of his cock. The huge vein started its
uncontrollable pulsing and he shot over his stomach.

She never let his come touch her.

She did the same thing to the boy in the darkness of
the second bedroom. He throbbed longer in her hand when he came,
and much more intensely. His load was bigger, too. She never
touched it, either. Only his cock and balls.

That night, she crawled into Will’s bed with an
enthusiasm that surprised even her. The total darkness had
enveloped her and permitted her to be the wild, mad, crazy
fucking-woman that she knew she was on the inside.

When she left, the poor boy was exhausted. Even more
surprising to her, she had completely and finally exhausted
herself, too. She literally had to force herself out of the boy’s
bed and away from his warm, sleeping body that had become so
comforting to have beside her.

She kissed him sweetly on the cheek.

She struggled to get out of the dark house and into
the freedom the street and the house across it provided. When she
got to her room, she closed the locked the door. She didn’t want
anyone to hear her cry.

She was terrified.

 


Terrified or not, she dragged her rear out of bed
first thing in the morning and cooked breakfast for the entire
house. She made sure Wendy, Paul, Emily and Aaron got their asses
out of bed to eat it, too.

Wendy noticed immediately. She wasn’t even surprised.
They had developed a genuine liking for one another since their
shared experience at the mall that day. She whispered to her while
she filled plates at the stove.

— What’s wrong? Did you finally break that boy’s
heart? Or did he break yours? Which is it?

—No, Wendy. It’s something completely different.

—You’re in love with him.

It wasn’t a question.

—I knew it!

She exclaimed so loud the others heard.

—You knew what?

—I knew this woman couldn’t cook worth shit, is what
I knew. Look at those eggs. The bacon isn’t crisp. She burned the
toast.

Rebecca’s breakfast was perfect. She laughed and
smacked her ass.

—Don’t piss off the cook.

Wendy grabbed her hand and squeezed.

—We’ll talk later, okay?

Rebecca tried to choke back her tears, but not before
a single drop escaped.

—Are you sure you’re not pregnant?

Rebecca’s plate shook in her hands. She looked at the
others, to see if they had heard, and then back at Wendy.

A silent, Oh, god, moved over her lips.

She collapsed into her chair and stared out the
window. She couldn’t bring herself to eat. She remained like that,
in a trance, until the men had left. Emily went upstairs to go back
to bed.

Finally, she was alone with Wendy.

—Well?
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Will dragged the exhausted Rebecca across the street.
She took him upstairs and pushed him into the shower.

—I just had one.

—Yes, and now we’re going to have one together, the
way we should have at your place.

It turned long and cold when the hot water ran out.
She tucked Will into bed.

—I’ll be back in five.

In ten she had bacon, scrambled eggs, toast and
coffee for two on a tray.

—Becca. You’re not my slave.

—I know. Can I be?

—Have you been a good girl?

—Most definitely. When we’re finished, I want to
introduce you to some people downstairs.

—Do I have to?

—Yes. You have to.

When Rebecca and Will surfaced, they joined the rest
of them already at the table. Everyone looked at everyone except
Wendy. She concentrated on her friend.

—Well now, you two. You’re looking much better than
you did when you dragged your asses home this morning.

Wendy introduced Will to the household. Paul and
Aaron did a double take.

—So this is where you’ve been sneaking off to in the
middle of the night?

Rebecca didn’t hesitate. She took Will’s hand for all
of them to see.

—Yes. This in the man I love.

Aaron pushed back from the table.

—Well, I guess that’s that. Wendy, are you
coming?

There was no hesitation.

—No. I’m not.

She inserted her hand between Rebecca’s and
Will’s.

—I’m staying here.

The house was in turmoil for the next week. Emily was
brokenhearted that Aaron hadn’t asked her to move out with him. She
moved out on her own a few days later.

Paul knew he had lost Rebecca forever, and he moved,
too.

Only Wendy, Rebecca and Will remained to sort things
out. Will still had classes to attend.

It was now or never for Rebecca to explain what Wendy
wanted to do next door.

—Will, Wendy has a crush on one of your roommates.
She wants to get to know him better. Is it all right if I take her
over there later tonight and introduce them?

—It’s fine with me. You’ll be coming back, right?

—Oh yes I will. My feet will be a blur.

 


It was well past midnight when Rebecca pushed Wendy
ahead of her through the front door of the house across the street.
Wendy was in her usual state of undress. She had no panties on
under her skirt and her breasts were almost tumbling out of her
top.

—They’ll like me better this way.

—That’s number one over there.

She shoved her through the door.

—Don’t leave me alone in there. I need help.

—You’ve never needed help with a man in your
life.

—You’re probably right about that. I was looking more
for moral support.

They giggled.

—You never had any morals, either.

Wendy shrugged and went through the door. The young
man was fast asleep. Wendy crawled in beside him and went to work
on his cock. He came in his sleep almost immediately. She spit him
out on the sheet.

—He’s not the one. No wonder I saw you do the same
that night.

—You saw me do that? And you never said anything?

—Like I said, I thought it was more of a taste test.
Was I wrong?

Rebecca blushed.

—Mostly. But not all the time.

—Then let’s see what we’ve got behind door number
two.

Wendy repeated her actions with the next sleeping
college boy. She spit him out, too.

—So far, you’re two for two. You’d better make a
concentrated effort for number three, girl.

Wendy opened the door and closed it behind her.
Rebecca finally got tired of waiting for the woman to come out. She
opened the door and caught a naked Wendy in full-on fuck-me mode.
Come ran down her breasts. She was riding the boy’s cock like it
was the last one she’d ever get. Her hands clutched his balls.

—I’ll see you later. Right now I’ve got my cock horse
to ride.

The woman’s screams of ecstasy followed her all the
way to the front door.

 


Wendy struggled to ready herself for the walk across
the street. Will packed his books, and she helped to carry
them.

—Listen, buster. We’re not going steady and I’m not
carrying any more books for you.

—That’s not how it happens. The guy is supposed to
carry the girl’s books.

—That’s not happening either. Not as long as you and
Rebecca are a number, at least.

He laughed and ran ahead of her.

—Come on. Becca is waiting on us for brunch.

—Jesus. Only the young.

Rebecca had a full table for the three of them.

—Eat your hearts out.

—Lord no. I had my fill last night.

The two lovebirds looked at each other and
grinned.

—Jesus, you two. You’re a walking advertisement for
birth control.

Confused, Will looked at Rebecca.

—No, I’m not.

—Not what?

He was still confused.

—I’m not pregnant.

Wendy couldn’t believe what she was hearing.

—Will, has anyone had the birds and the bees talk
with you?

—All right, you two. Enough.

Rebecca was concerned about making the mortgage
payment on the house. With Paul and Aaron gone, income was at a
premium. Neither she nor Wendy earned enough on their own. In
another month, they’d be in default.

—What about my roommates? If they moved here, we’d
get their rent money. They’d have to contribute to the grocery
fund, too.

Rebecca looked to Wendy with the biggest grin she had
ever seen.

—So then, that would be a yes. Before we go any
farther, we need to work on the house rules.

—We have them on our fridge across the road. I’ll go
get them.

—Rebecca. Do you think this is going to be a good
idea? I know I’ll be happy. I’m already thinking of all the
opportunities that will be staring me in the face - and other parts
of my body. But you’re weak, and we both know exactly how that
works out for you.

Wendy gestured in the direction of the house.

—There are going to be three more males over here in
exactly twenty minutes. Where are we going to put them?

—We have room. If not, we’ll put the trailer at the
side of the house to good use.

They checked the rooms. A college boy would be happy
to have any one of them. They all had their own bathrooms, too.

—I think it’s time we went shopping.
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The boys moved in the next day. The move went like
clockwork, but for Wendy’s insistence that Beau move into the room
adjoining hers. By the time she finished discussing it with him,
pointed out the sliding door, and sucked him off, his bags were
unpacked and he was good to go again.

Wendy was happy.

She also had the rooms arranged for the rest of them.
Stinky was put in the one the farthest from all of them. The other
two were a tossup, so she went by the length of their cocks. The
longest she put closest to Rebecca.

There was no sense in cooking the books if everyone
knew, so she didn’t tell her.

The girls double-teamed the kitchen duties. They
asked the boys to provide a list of the things they didn’t like,
and cooked around them. They developed menus for each week based on
class schedules. Nothing went to waste. If the freezer wasn’t full,
the fridge and the cupboards were.

It was a win for everyone. Even Wendy remained happy.
She had to be, judging by the sounds coming from her bedroom.

Rebecca’s and Will’s relationship thrived now that
they were sharing their lives. Rebecca supported him as best she
could in his college courses. In fact, she came up with work areas
for all four of the boys where they could plug in, charge up and
hook up all of their devices.

Things were going swimmingly for all of them.

Until Rebecca caught a glimpse of Beau’s cock.

It wasn’t as though she had gone looking for it. He
was coming out of the shower, the bedroom door was open, and she
happened to be passing by. She gasped audibly.

—Oh my god.

The words escaped her lips even before she knew to
shut up.

The boy heard her, too. He turned and put the cock on
display.

She couldn’t get past the door. She couldn’t do
anything else. Beau had gripped himself and was furiously stroking
his cock for her. At half mast, it stuck straight out at her.
Rebecca locked eyes with Beau. He looked down at his cock, and then
up at her.

Her eyes switched to his cock. She couldn’t resist
it. She tried, but only for as long as it took her to crawl on her
hands and knees to it.

Beau put his hands on his hips, stood back, and let
Rebecca suck and gobble the come out of him. When he finished with
her, he pushed her mouth off.

—Get out.

She crawled towards the door. Unfortunately, she had
forgotten she slipped her panties down around her ankles in
anticipation of getting fucked. When her wet pussy glinted under
the light at Beau, he strode up to her, got down on all fours, and
mounted her like a bull.

Rebeca’s brain kicked into overdrive, imagining the
possibilities once Beau got a taste of her. The thickness. How hard
did it get? How big and fat was the head? When he came, what was he
like? And what would his cock feel like in her? The possibilities
were endless.

So was her imagination.

Bureau grunted. He was getting close. She reached
back between her legs, collapsed the rest of the way on the floor,
and tugged at his balls.

Beau came like a bull in a china shop. She felt the
boy’s come flooding into her and down her thighs. When he finished
taking her, she was as well fucked as she’d ever been.

—My god. My god. Can you come again?

She hadn’t let go of him. His hardon pushed between
her lips and entered her all of the way. Full of cock, she gasped
and pushed her ass hard against him. Her cunt swallowed him in one
gulp.

His grunting over her again only encouraged her own
grunting. Like the animal mounting her from behind, taking her,
fucking her, filling her, she came with him and collapsed on the
floor under his thrusting hips.

—Next time I’ll take you on your back.

—Next time, if there is one, you’ll take me the way I
want you to take me.

 


The day started for Rebecca like any other. Wendy was
off grocery shopping for the house. Beau didn’t start classes until
afternoon. They were kibitzing in the kitchen, killing time. She
handed him another coffee, and their hands touched.

Immediately, Rebecca’s imagination and sex drive went
into overtime. She excused herself to find her shorts. It took her
ten minutes to pick out a top. She knew she wouldn’t be needing
underwear.

Downstairs, she ran a pail of soap and water.

—I’m going to clean up the trailer. You can help if
you want.

—I’ll be right with you after I change.

Rebecca took one look at Beau in his tight t-shirt
and track shorts. She already imagined the look she hoped she’d get
of the lengthy cock she had let fuck her. Already her short shorts
were beginning to chafe, and she hadn’t even been with the boy
today.

The trailer was cramped. In the heat inside the close
quarters, Rebecca began to sweat profusely. Beau’s tight t-shirt
was soaked. She intentionally brushed up against Beau. Her crotch
slipped against his buttocks. Through the heat of the boy, and
through her own, she felt the firmness of his hips.

After that, she pushed herself against the boy as
often as she could find an excuse to get near him. Rebecca was on a
sexual edge that she hadn’t felt for a long time. The sexual
tension in the trailer was as high as the temperature.

They were almost finished. Rebecca bent over the
kitchen table, wiping it down. She looked up and saw Beau’s
reflection staring at her ass in her tight shorts.

The old words came back to her instantly.

—You can touch it if you want.

He reached between her legs and squeezed her, hard.
What started out as a moan ended in a grunt. Rebecca collapsed on
his hand. He gripped her hard again with his fingers against her
wet pussy. She closed her legs. Her thighs squeezed. She couldn’t
tell if the heat she felt came from his hand, or her pussy.

Rebecca struggled to unzip her shorts. Beau wouldn’t
take his hand away.

—I want to suck your cock.

She managed to get her shorts off before she went on
her knees to service the cock.

Her moan was louder than even she expected. His cock
was perfect.

Instead of sucking him off, she leaned back against
the table and surrounded him with her legs. The cock found its way
into her as her arms went around his back.

—Fuck me hard for as long as you can.

Beau fucked her very hard for a long time.

He rammed his cock into her until she started to lose
control. Sweat poured off of him and ran over her breasts and
belly. It pooled and drained past her pussy and ran into the crack
of her ass.

—Is that hard enough, you little cock teaser?

Her body was so sweaty he had trouble hanging onto
her. Her thighs bruised. Her hard ass had so little give that he
dug his nails into it to get a better grip on the bitch. She
slipped and slided and bounced and spasmed and came and came and
came with his cock pounding into her.

When her grunting stopped, his began. He filled her
with cock and come.

Rebecca’s legs gave out. They flopped around until
Beau got fed up and dragged them over his shoulders out of the way.
That got him a better grip on her ass. His pounding got faster and
harder and farther into her.

Rebecca was a fucking mess. She’d never been fucked
by an animal like this. He drooled, he spit, he bit, he chewed, he
slapped and he came. And came. And came.

When he finished with her, he pulled her up off the
table and planted her feet on the floor. She fell and couldn’t get
up. She was sill spasming.

—Go take a shower, bitch. You stink of cock and come
and pussy.

Rebecca couldn’t even get her clothes on. Naked, she
crawled on her hands and knees. Before she got out the door, Beau
grabbed her ankles and took her from behind. He deposited another
load of come and dropped her legs.

—That one was free. Now get going. You still stink.
Nice ass, by the way.

By the time she made it upstairs, she was so
exhausted by the pounding fuck at the hands and cock of Beau that
she barely made it into the bathroom.

One look in the mirror told her all she needed - and
wanted - to know.

 


Rebecca couldn’t lift her sweaty body off the floor.
She crawled carefully over the edge of the tub and turned on the
water. Her thighs were so sore and bruised she could barely feel
them. Her pussy was chafed raw. Her fingernails were covered in
Beau’s blood. Her ass wasn’t so flawless any more, either.

Through it all, Beau was still the best fuck she’d
ever had. If she died and went to heaven, this was it.

When she heard Wendy’s voice, she knew she was in
trouble.

Her thighs wouldn’t stop twitching. Her arms shook.
Her legs felt like they weighed a ton.

—What the hell happened to you?

Rebecca thought about lying for a split second. It
dawned on her that she’d be wearing the scars of this one for quite
a while.

—I just got fucked by your Beau. It was the best fuck
I ever had.

—Now you know why I don’t let him loose.

—Has he been fucking you that way too?

Wendy pulled up her skirt and showed Rebecca her
ass.

—Yes. Want to make something of it?

They burst out laughing until Rebecca disappeared in
the tub. Wendy pulled her up by her hair.

—Are you going to live?

—It’s doubtful.

—Are you going to let him fuck you again.

—No. He’d kill me. But what a wonderful way to
go.
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Rebecca was on a sexual edge that she had never
experienced before, even with Aaron. Every time she was alone in
the house with Beau, he forced her into using him to explore
it.

All right, so she had lied to Wendy. She was letting
Beau fuck the shit out of her.

She flashed him, sucked him, fucked him, jerked him
and let him ass-fuck her. Every time, when he finished with her,
she told herself she was finished with him. The next thing she
knew, her had her bent over the table, or a chair, or the counter,
or she begged him for his come.

Beau obliged. He made her his come bitch. Every time
he came, she was there to take it in whatever hole the man felt
like coming in.

She had days when he stuck his cock into her every
hour on the hour. It got so she started to run around the hose
naked when the two of them were alone. She wanted him to have
instant access.

He used it. He used her.

It got so that when she bent over, she never knew
which hole the boy would take. She only knew when his cock was done
with its teasing thrusts and he ended up penetrating one or the
other. He didn’t have a favorite. They were both his favorites.

Her mouth didn’t get any rest, either. She saw to
that herself when she sucked him off with an enthusiasm generated
by the taste of his come.

Beau was fucking the shit out of her like no one had
ever fucked the shit out of her before. And she let it happen.
Willingly.

Again and again and again.

Her middle adapted to the size of the boy. Beau’s
cock fit her like a glove now - or, rather, her vagina fit him like
a glove - and she was happy to have it almost to herself.

Wendy was happy, too. She had a steady diet of cock
with the two other enthusiastic boys. She was feeding them and
fucking them almost to the death. It seemed to her like she’d never
been so happily exhausted in her life.

Life in the house hummed along, with Rebecca giving
regular hummers and offering her pussy to Beau pretty much any time
he looked at her. She couldn’t get enough of his cock and his
come.

Life was good for everyone.

 


Rebecca’s desire for anything resembling a normal
sized cock diminished immediately from the instant she started
letting Beau’s giant part her thighs. The frequency with which she
offered herself to him increased. Instead of shorts, she started
wearing skirts to let him have the easy access his cock demanded of
her when they were out in public.

She let him fuck her against walls, in bathrooms, in
change rooms, in the front seat of her car. He came in her mouth,
her pussy, her ass, her hand and her armpit.

He made sure he was her come bitch. She couldn’t say
no. If she couldn’t speak, she nodded or grunted or groaned her
permission. Beau’s fuck bitch turned shades of black, blue, red and
pink from letting the man fuck her into stupidity.

If his come wasn’t running out of her, she went to
work forcing it to by fucking him. He never turned her away, unless
it was to fuck her in the ass, and she never turned him down, no
matter where he wanted to put his cock.

She let him bathe her insides in it, taking it, using
it, fucking, sucking, swallowing every last single drop of the
boy.

 


Will knew something was going on. He’d been seeing
less and less of Rebecca. When he looked over the balcony one
morning, he knew why. He saw her spread her legs for Beau and guide
his cock between them.

He went to his room to get the video camera and
recorded the event. When they finished, he loaded the video to his
web site and set up an account to accept pay-per-view. Three days
later, he had an exclusive web site, a home page of teasers, and
full-length videos of Rebecca and Beau available for purchase.

When he showed Rebecca, she shook her head.

—Poor boy. Come here.

He was smiling again.

—But not before you turn the cameras on.

Wendy convinced the boys to sign releases. The only
thing hard about it was their cocks. She refused to suck them until
they signed on the dotted line.

Cameras were installed and set up in every room. The
only restricted area, agreed upon by all, was the toilet. No one
was permitted to film anyone while they used it.

That changed when some of their more extreme
customers requested it. In six hours, they were all on camera, but
not without switches to kill the feed if one wanted.

No request went unfulfilled. They hoped every
customer went away happy. If not, they were welcome to return time
after time after time. Rebecca and Wendy became experts in video
chats. They used their experience to tease the customers just like
they teased the men in their life.

It wasn’t long before Wendy asked Rebecca to show her
how to squirt. Once she had requested that, their most popular
request was for stereo squirting. The two of them would lie back
and gush forth for the money.

In six months, they were rich. In a year, if the
group stuck together, they’d be filthy rich.

They stuck together in a mess of come, female bodily
fluids, and squirt videos.

The money kept on rolling in.
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It was a slow day when Wendy threw a map of Bahia
Bufadora on the table at lunch.

—I’m tired of this shit. I’m moving. Who’s coming
with me?

Without even thinking, Rebecca held up her hand like
an eager schoolgirl anticipating a day off of classes.

—Are we selling the house?

—Boys? Do you want to keep living here without
us?

The question took them by surprise. They had never
considered being in the house without having willing pussies to
fuck. There was a mad scramble to understand how the lack of warm,
wet and constantly available snatch would affect their lives. The
scramble only lasted for a second.

—No.

—Then I guess we’re selling. Who wants to come with
us?

Only Will held up an eager hand, probably because
Rebecca had parted her legs and aimed the constantly soaking wet
pussy she possessed directly at him. Once she had his response, she
closed her legs and left him hanging, much as she had done when she
began sucking the cocks of the stable of boys she had attracted
into the house with her insatiable mouth and constantly engorged
snatch.

She knew she’d find fresh, fuckable cock, no matter
where she went.

—When are we leaving?

—As soon as we put the house up for sale. Boys, pack
your bags. You now have to find somewhere to live.

The trio flew into Bahia Bufadora. They rented a car
to began the hunt for isolated beachfront. On the third day, they
stumbled over an old airstrip. The glimmer of an idea began forming
in Will’s mind.

—I don’t have it thought through yet, but consider
this. We could put a building at the end of the strip, turn it into
a high-class whorehouse, and profit. Look at that beach. Look at
how isolated it is. Look at that expanse of ocean. We could provide
high-end fishing charters with boats crewed by scantily-dressed
women. They’d be lining up for the opportunity to get out of the
cold northern winters and probably work for room and board.

Will couldn’t stop talking. Once he got an idea, he
liked to run with it to see where it would lead.

—We could put up well-constructed yurts on
foundations for the temporary workers. Eventually, they could be
cleaned up and converted into a separate areas for exclusive
renters. Solar panels could provide power, with a small generator
for backup.

Rebecca had to admit that it sounded good to her.

—We’ll need a meeting with an architect, but first we
need photos of the area. Let’s walk to that rise.

Will and Rebecca took the pictures. Wendy stripped
down and dived into the water. When the two finished with the
photos, they joined her on the beach.

—See what I mean?

Wendy was too occupied to look. Instead, her gaze was
riveted on Will’s cock. She had never seen it before. Rebecca had
told her to stay away. Now it was getting her full attention.
Besides, it was time for payback for Beau.

Rebecca was far out in the water, enjoying the sun
and sea. Wendy took her opportunities where she could find them.
She reached for Will’s cock and waited for it to get hard from her
frantic stroking. She gripped his balls with a firm hand and gave
them a tug.

Will came to attention. He couldn’t help it with
Wendy’s mouth surrounding his head followed by the sucking sound as
she attempted to empty him before Rebecca caught her.

He tried pulling away from her when he got close, but
that only encouraged her to grip his hips and pull him deeper. His
semen squirted down her throat. She had his cock so deep in her
mouth she didn’t even need to swallow.

—Did she see us?

—I forgot to look when I started to come in your
mouth. I don’t know.

—Silly boy. I had you so deep I couldn’t even taste
your come. We’ll have to try this again later.

Wendy headed to the car to get dressed. Rebecca made
for the beach and settled in beside Will.

—Isn’t this romantic?

—Yes it is.

Will reached between her thighs and began the rhythm
he knew so well. He started with her thighs and then moved to the
outer lips of her pussy. Completely engorged, they displayed her
inner lips in all their glory. She climbed on top of Will and slid
down on him. She never once thought of Beau’s massive penis that
she had left behind.

On the drive back to civilization, Will thought out
loud about the project. He could see it all in his mind.

—Men will be lining up for the privacy. Some of them
will bring their mistresses with them. They’ll fly or boat in. Rule
number one: No phones, no computers, no cameras equals room at the
inn.

—What’s this going to cost?

—Wrong question. You should be asking what else we
can do with the site to make even more money from a location like
this.
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The fucking was becoming boring. Amanda didn’t take
instruction well. Rob had fucked himself out, thanks to Rebecca’s
roving finger up his ass. His cock was sore from Amanda’s
unschooled mouth.

Rebecca’s only recourse was to fuck David on the
return to port. She locked the door on the cabin, pushed him down
on the bed, and rode the shit out of the poor man all the way. When
the boat docked, Amanda had been locked up and David, Rob and
Rebecca were sleeping naked, sweaty and come-covered, on the
deck.

Wendy worked out some financing. Will worked up a
plan for an airplane. The freight runs began with an old,
float-equipped Otter aircraft. The pilot made ten trips a day. That
old Otter would slap and bang against the floating dock on a
schedule fit for a construction magnate. Or, fit for someone they
needed to get the job done.

In two weeks, all the material the threesome needed
was on-site. The pilot was rewarded with Rebecca’s greedy mouth
waiting by the wharf. He had never missed a load. Neither did
she.

At the end of it, Rebecca let him fuck her on the end
of the dock. She took a selfie of the two of them humping on the
float, and the Otter staggered off into the sky, never to be seen
again.

Construction began.

They went with an all-yurt facility. They were
perfect for their project. They could be linked together to produce
larger buildings.

Imported workers moved into the yurts. Wendy and
Rebecca set up the kitchen facilities and cooked for the
laborers.

The state and schedule of the project could be told
by the way Wendy and Rebecca dressed on-site. If things were going
good, they ran around in skimpy outfits and swam during the day in
their bikinis. Should construction slow and take a turn for the
worse, every article of clothing they could put on went over their
shoulders and covered their legs.

Consequently, construction delays were pretty much a
thing of the past by the time the project was complete.

 


Will was right. Leggy young women applied to the
facility hoping to get a job on one of three fishing boats.

Wendy and Rebecca were in a state of despair. They
had nothing to do but stand around and wait for clients.

Word of mouth spread and then the boys began to apply
for work. Rebecca and Wendy both poured over applications. Those
that hadn’t included photos were burned. The remainder of the body
types and faces they liked were put into a pile. They tipped the
pile off the table and picked the ones that drifted away the
farthest.

They were good to go.

The two women each took a yurt and began the hiring
process. Interviews for the guys were in full swing. When they were
done, they had the longest, thickest, hardest and strongest
come-filled cocks and testicles they could find now in their
employ.

Finalists got to gang fuck the two of them overnight.
In the morning, while the boys slept in, Wendy prepared breakfast
for all of them. Rebecca went back for those that could get it up
for her and had the shit fucked out of her a second time.

When she staggered out of the yurt, come was leaking
out of every open hole on her body, including both ears, like a
sieve. When she grinned at Wendy, the dried come on her face looked
like it was going to crack and fall off.

—Go for a swim, girl. You need one.

—What I need is medical attention. Is there a doctor
in the house?

—He wouldn’t do you any good. By now, he’d be at the
bottom of the pile of men you left in one of those yurts.

—Perhaps you’re right. I’ll see you for
breakfast.

Rebecca dragged her come-sodden ass down to the water
and ran into Will with a couple of the fish-boat debutantes,
reeking of fish guts. At the edge of the water, something huge
under a tarp caught her eye.

—Will, what’s this?

—It’s a high-speed go-fast. If we piss off the wrong
people, we’re going to have to make for the border. The only way to
do that around here is by boat. She’s fueled and ready to go at a
moment’s notice. All you have to do is grab the axe clipped under
the dash and use it to chop the ropes holding her down.

—Good to know.

 


Business started off slowly at first. Once
word-of-mouth got out, boats lined up at the floating dock.
Airplanes overran the facilities at the airstrip. Reservations were
taken. The fishing charters with the all-female crews were
favorites. Next was the fuck-fests in the yurts with mistresses,
lovers, whores and other degenerates the men had accompany them to
the isolated and primitive resort.

It was a cash-only business, and very successful
because there was no paper trail.

The Federales arrived every week to take their cut.
When they saw how lucrative the business was, percentages went up
every couple of months. That pissed off Rebecca. Wendy was beside
herself at the greedy government flunkies with their hands held out
who left with full pockets.

Only a year later, the three of them held a meeting
to tally up their cash reserves. At the end of it, after the last
guest had been checked out, they took the fishing boats out into
the bay, chopped holes in the hulls, and sank them.

They set fire to everything that would burn. If it
couldn’t be burned, it got put on top of the bonfire to melt. By
morning, they were on board the go-fast. They had walked away with
only the clothes on their backs.

And the cash.

Will chopped the lines, Rebecca punched the starter
after running the fans in the engine compartment, and they were
off.

The women took turns on the eight-hour run fucking
Will on the floor of the go-fast. It seemed like every time it
plowed through a wave, someone had an orgasm.

By the time they ran out of gas, they were sunburned,
dried out, fucked out and orgasmed out.

—Well, partner, what’s next?

—For a change, let’s try to find some nice boys and
settle down for a while.

###

 


 



 


 


Coming




 


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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