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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
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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
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One

 


 


Rebecca was doing her
usual thing with three cocks filling three holes. She happily
accommodated the three men as evidenced by her grunting, groaning,
sucking, fucking and enthusiastically accommodating every inch of
cock the men could deliver. At the end of her first orgasm, when
she became capable of thinking again, inspiration struck.

She spit out the cock
in her mouth. Somehow, she managed to talk the sweaty, grunting men
out of her and off of her. Immediately, she found herself
simultaneously doused by three cocks full of copious quantities of
squirting, sticky come. The hot, white seed assaulted every useful
part of her sweaty body. She waited until they finished, grabbed a
shirt and wiped herself down.

She found her phone in
the pile of clothes on the floor and called Wendy.

—I’ve got it! Put some
panties on and get down here.

 


Following their last
adventure in a foreign country, the girls landed on their feet and
their backs in a mid-sized city trying to stay on the low-down.
Their high-speed go-fast ran out of gas before it could be run
aground on a Florida beach. The girls managed to climb aboard a
Mexican drug lord’s yacht to be rescued.

Eight weeks later,
having expressed their gratitude with greedy mouths and legs spread
wide, they ended up fucked out, coked out, and almost blacked out
by the hospitality of their hosts. For their efforts, they ended up
being deposited on the high end of the Golfo de California at the
beginning of Highway 8.

They managed to hook up
with a bunch of college boys occupying an old, beat-up school bus
headed north. The lads fully intended to make good their escape
from debutantes and drunken debauchery in the beach town. Little
did the guys know it at the time, but escape was the last thing
they would get.

The bus became the
rolling castle of cock for the women.

The girls sucked and
fucked their way through each and every boy at least twice, and
some thrice. Just as the boys had deposited in them, the women
found themselves deposited on a street corner in Phoenix. All they
had to show for the past two months was the shirts on their backs
and the bikini bottoms covering their suntanned little asses.

Then there was the two
bags of cash worth a million each that they somehow managed to get
their hands on while they were fucking the shit out of their
personal drug lords. They managed to keep that a closely guarded
secret, unlike the special college-boy space between their legs
that they had shared with one and all on the bus.

Life was good.

Not wanting to take
their chances so close to the Mexican border and Sinaloa, the
headed for the bus station and paid cash for two tickets to ride
all the way to nowhere.

Only half-way there, at
a small diner in some one-horse shithole, they hooked up with a
couple of bikers headed north to begin their summer season of
employment working the bike runs.

They were happy riding
bitch with the guys. They treated them well, except for sleeping on
the ground on their overnights and showering in truck stops. Not
short of money, the girls laid out some serious cash on a large
camper van. They stuck with the bikers, though, and followed their
lead north to a large bike run in the Dakotas.

They bid their new
friends a fond farewell and turned right to head into the Bakken
oil field. They holed up in a trailer park full of roughnecks and
riggers.

It was cock heaven.
They gave it away every night, and started over the very next day.
The parties they threw had more horny men, come-starved women,
cocks and clean-shaven pussies than a Canadian peeler bar.

When they tired of
that, the women kept on moving every couple of months, finding new
adventures, new men and thicker cocks.

Eventually, as it often
does, life managed to catch up. After torrid affairs for both of
them with two wonderful men, they were kicked to the curb one more
time.

Enough was enough. It
was long past time for payback.

They circled back and
took up trailer park residence in the town known to hold the NSA’s
servers nearby. It ended up becoming a good place to pick up gossip
tidbits about Supreme Court justices, senators, congressmen and
associated media asshats long known to be eagerly kissing
government ass.

Getting the good stuff
began when they began to put out for the self-important server
maintenance dweebs.

 


All the while, and
still unrealized, the women were growing more homesick. Neither
would admit it to the other. They held out for as long as they
could. After a particularly exhausting cock-and-come long weekend,
Rebecca finally broke down.

—I don’t know about
you, but I’ve had enough.

—You say that now, but
just wait a week and see how you feel.

—I called Aaron
yesterday.

—And?

—And he says if we both
show up, he’ll talk.

—Both of us? He must
have sent Emily packing.

—Or she sent him
packing. What are we waiting for? Let’s pack up and hit the
road.

Packing up for them
meant closing the doors on the camper, starting the engine, and
selecting D on the shifter column.

Three days later, they
rolled into the outskirts of the old home town. They hooked up with
Aaron in the coffee shop six blocks from their former residence.
The meeting went well, and they agreed to give it a try once
again.

Aaron never told the
girls he had bought the place. It was a surprise to both when he
led them down the exact same street, to the same house, and helped
them bring in their luggage.

They carried the money
bags themselves.

In bed that night, with
Rebecca and Wendy back in their rightful places on either side of
the man, they remarked on their good fortune, thanked their lucky
stars, and went to work demonstrating to Aaron that he should have
never deserted them.

When Aaron left for
work, he walked with a new limp. His limp dick, exhausted and sore,
was extremely grateful for the next eight hours of respite.

In the kitchen, Rebecca
was entertaining herself with deep thought. Wendy interrupted her
daydreaming.

—Do you think it will
work?

—It’s up to us. We’ve
been the ones to fuck everything up. I still like the man. You must
too, or you wouldn’t be here.

—Let’s go check out the
mall.

They stripped off their
panties, put on short skirts and went trolling.

 


In their absence, the
mall had seen a major makeover. The change rooms had disappeared.
There was nothing the same. Even the benches Wendy used to tease
the boys had been replaced with a giant chess board populated by
aging baby boomers.

—This sucks. Oh,
look.

She pointed at Emily
and waved to get her attention.

—How have you been?
What have you been doing?

—Paul and I have been
seeing each other. We were just reminiscing about all of us in that
house and how much we enjoyed it when we finally figured out we
missed you all.

—Really? In that case,
you’re in luck. We’re all back together. In the same house. Give us
a chance to feel Aaron out. If he’s okay with it, perhaps we could
all get back together.

Paul and Emily moved in
that very week.
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Rebecca didn’t know
what time it was. All she knew was that it was still dark. She
reached for the warm spot in the bed. Her hand bumped against a
smooth, hard stomach with just a bit of sexy peach fuzz to intrigue
her.

Then she remembered.
She had gone to bed alone.

She got up to pee and
crawled back into bed and snuggled tight against the man. In the
darkness she wondered which one had crawled into bed just for the
pleasure of sleeping with her.

Her hand creeped
between the man’s legs and discovered the source of the heat
radiating out from him. It was his cock. More specifically, it was
his testicles.

Rebecca slid down in
the bed beneath the sheets, took the testicles in her hands and
placed a cheek against them.

—Mmm. Nice and
warm.

He needed a shave.

—Nice and prickly,
too.

Her hand moved along
the length of the cock. It stopped at the head and circled around
it. It felt mildly familiar to her. Still half-asleep in the warm
bed, it dawned on her.

That cock belonged to
Paul.

She took him in her
mouth and worked the head with her tongue. Her efforts elicited a
groan to go along with a thickening cock that didn’t stop getting
longer, either.

Rebecca rose up and
hovered over Paul’s erect penis, fully intending to straddle it.
Either he was dead to the world, or pretending like he never had
before in their history.

She circled a hand
around the thick shaft and rubbed the head back and forth against
her clit. Rebecca was just about to mount when the bed sunk and she
rolled back. She automatically adjusted her hips and stuck her ass
out to position her swollen, empty pussy just over the head of
Paul’s cock.

 


Emily and Aaron
observed Rebecca’s performance from the doorway to the bedroom.
There was barely enough light through the window to present them
with a dark silhouette of a woman climbing on top of a sleeping
Paul.

At the sight of the
other woman, Emily’s hand automatically reached for Aaron’s cock as
though to protect it. A breath of air escaped from her when she
gripped a half erect penis.

The sight of the woman
getting ready to mount an erect cock was obviously having an effect
on him, too.

Emily left to get the
lube. Aaron’s cock grew stiff and hard against his belly in the
seconds it took her. She lubed both hands and massaged the length
of his cock. On the head, she squeezed out just a bit more and
smoothed it over the mushroom, leaving a thick coating.

She liked the reaction
she was getting from him. His breathing had became ragged. His cock
throbbed as she held it in her hand. When she squeezed it, it grew
even harder and thicker.

Aaron moved onto the
bed, intent on positioning himself behind Rebecca. He almost didn’t
make it. He got there just as she began to move down on the cock.
He grabbed her hips roughly and lifted her off of it.

A sharp intake of air
and a squeal later and the tip of Paul’s cock escaped Rebecca’s
pussy. It didn’t escape her for long. Something hard and warm
brushed against her rear and buried itself deep in her ass.

At the same time, hands
grabbing at her hips pushed her roughly down and deep onto Paul’s
cock.

—Oh god. Oh god. Oh
goOooohhhhhhhh-

She couldn’t breathe.
She couldn’t inhale. She couldn’t exhale. She was impaled on
something. Anything. Yes. That was it. What was it, what was
it-

Her hips began rotating
back and forth. She felt them deep in her gut. Filling her. Her
stomach was distended with cock. She had too much. Her hand felt it
in her. Her ass was full of cock. If there was another one, she
wanted it in her mouth.

It was all Rebecca
could do to keep from collapsing in a well-fucked heap.

 


Rebecca’s first orgasm
began with a long, loud wail. It woke Wendy in the bedroom down the
hall. She scurried out of bed into the hallway, wanting to know
what the hell was going on. When she heard the noise again, she
knew.

She raced down the
hall, checking rooms, looking for the room. Finally, she saw them.
She was pissed. Those fucking perverts had started without her.
They’d pay, she’d see to that.

Wendy pushed Emily out
of the way in her haste to get to the tangled mess of flesh and
humanity piled on the bed.

—Bitch. You’ll pay for
not coming to get me.

—I know. I did it on
purpose. I can’t wait for you to start in on me, too.

—Keep out of my way.
There’s something I need to do.

Wendy struggled to get
the nightgown over her head. Her back arched. Her breasts thrust
forward.

Emily grew even wetter
at the sight of Wendy. She had no idea how that woman could do it
to her time and again. Each time it was like starting all over.

Emily pulled up a chair
and straddled it, since there was no cock left for her. She didn’t
want to miss out on any of this, cockless or not.
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Wendy almost didn’t
make it into position.

The cocks were already
beginning to do their jobs. Satisfied, smug looks appeared on the
faces of the two men. They had this bitch back, right where they
wanted her, where she belonged.

—You’re ours now. We
own you.

Her words came out a
whisper.

—I know. I
know.IknowIknow-

—We own your pussy. We
own your ass.

—Noooooooooo.

The men held the
squirming woman still, preventing her from moving.

Behind her, Aaron
grabbed her tits and squeezed. Rebecca exhaled. She couldn’t draw a
breath to replace it. She had too much cock in her to take another.
Her lungs had been replaced with cock.

He squeezed again and
forced the last air out of her. He pinched her nipples, hard.

—Who owns you now?


—Youdoyoudoyoudoooooooooo-

Rebecca finally
collapsed.

Wendy was in an awkward
position to catch her. Her knees and thighs were on opposite sides
of Paul’s head. The position committed her to turning the threesome
into four. She only just managed to catch the girl.

When Rebecca fell,
Wendy was in the middle of lowering her sloppy wet pussy onto
Paul’s face. She caught the girl’s slack body before it slid onto
the bed with cock still inserted. She secured Rebecca’s position in
front of her and finished easing herself onto Paul’s face.

Her hips wiggled and
adjusted over his face. She reassured herself that her swollen
labia fit on either side of the bridge of Paul’s nose. She held
herself there and began rocking back and forth. Her clitoris slowly
started to peek out. As it did, it slipped back and forth on the
tip of the man’s nose.

She contracted over
Paul’s nose just as Rebecca began to come around.

 


Emily wrapped her arms
around them both to keep the women from tumbling over. Rebecca
managed only a weak thank you.

Annoyed by her
interference, Wendy slapped Emily. She returned the favor and the
women descended into a screaming fit. In the middle of it, Wendy
was overtaken by orgasm. Emily’s grip tightened.

This time, there was no
slapping anyone away. Wendy’s orgasmic fit ran its course. Her wide
open pussy drooled over Paul’s face. She hugged Emily and rewarded
the girl by sucking one of her rock-hard nipples into her
mouth.

She rolled the taut
nipple against the roof of her mouth with her tongue and then
clamped down on it with her teeth. There was no way she was
willingly going to let it escape.

A shared moan resulted
from the sound of the sucking noise Wendy’s mouth made when Emily’s
thick nipple slipped out in spite of her toothy grip.

Had there been a spare
cock just sitting around, Emily knew at that moment that she wanted
it to take her from behind.

Rebecca’s body twitched
post-orgasm. She pleaded with the men to pull out of her. She
wanted time to recover her senses and her composure.

—So you’ve had enough
cock?

—No.

She quickly corrected
herself.

—Yes. Yes. Enough. Too
much. Don’t move, don’t move in me. Please don’t move in me.

They wanted her to
suffer. They forced her, making her suffer. The men moved in
unison. Their cocks expanded. The heads tightened in Rebecca’s
openings. Huge loads of come began flowing.

Her stomach rippled in
time with the cock depositing its load into her pussy. Her hips
took on a mind of their own and began rotating. She couldn’t halt
them. She was trapped, held in position by the two men intent on
punishing her by fucking.

She loved it. She loved
them.

—Don’t stop. Please.
Stopstopstopnodon’tgogogogogo-

Her second orgasm began
and she started to scream. When her screams stopped, Rebecca began
squirting.

She couldn’t stop, even
if she wanted to.

 


She didn’t want to.

The spasms occurring in
her body continued to force her mouth to erupt in incomprehensible
gibberish. There were no sentences. No words. Only grunts and
squeals issued forth. That, and the huge squirting orgasm that
completely overtook every last one of her senses.

—Mmmuhhuuuuck. Enough.
Ooooooh. Nooooooooooooo.

Legs tensed. Hips
contracted and jerked uncontrollably.

Her incoherence reigned
until her body turned to jelly. She became unable to hold herself
up. The contractions wouldn’t halt, no matter what she did.
Everything she tried, including begging and pleading, didn’t work.
Huge loads of come deposited in her ass seeped out past a cock that
felt as though it had taken up permanent residence in her ass.

When that final
realization hit her, she stopped caring and released herself to the
multiple orgasms erupting from her middle and passing through every
last inch of her body and skin.

She gave up her
attempts to get the men to allow her to have time to recover from
the powerful forces coursing through her body. She knew now they
wouldn't. They were bent on punishing her for leaving them in the
first place.

She surrendered. They
could do anything they wanted with her, to her.

The only thing for
Rebecca to do was to permit herself to succumb to the cocks fucking
her through the night. She was glad Wendy and Emily both were here
beside her to share in her terror, her fears, her pain, her
absolute unforgiving, immeasurable pleasure the men relentlessly
forced her to experience.

She passed out. How
many times it had been, she didn’t know. When she woke, come was
running out of her again. No sooner had she felt relief that it
might be over, than they moved in her at the same time. The
exploding cocks brought her to another fit of screaming and another
huge, unbearable, loving, happy and lengthy orgasm.

Her voice became
hoarse. She couldn’t talk. It was all Rebecca could do to bring
herself to grunt when the cocks moved and came in her.

Her eyes rolled into
the back of her head and she passed out one final time. Her body
continued to twitch. Cock had overcome her. She was a willing part
of them now, an extension of the wonderful cocks that both men had
used to fill her with their warm, creamy come.

 


 



 


 


Four




 


Emily and Wendy removed
a completely exhausted Rebecca off of the still hard and still
erect cocks of her men. In their eagerness, they practically dumped
her onto the bed beside them. Huge amounts of creamy, sticky come
drained out of her and pooled in thick rivulets on the bed beneath
her hips.

The women were too
eager to get to the cocks that had so violated their friend and
brought her to such exquisite orgasmic delight. Jealous, they bore
silent witness to the come creeping out from between Rebecca’s
legs.

Two pair of spread legs
held high in the air, open and welcoming arms, engorged lips, and
two soaking wet snatches presented no resistance. The men entered
them at will. They were completely open and wanting and free to do
with the women as the men pleased.

Their unspoken offer of
wide open legs, moist pussy and eager, sucking mouthes said it all.
These women offered pleasure undeniable to them. They would please
themselves and no one else. They were completely satisfied that
they had taken their fill of Rebecca.

They knew they could
have her any time they wanted now. She would be a willing slave to
cock. She’d end up swilling their come whenever they wanted her to.
She wouldn’t be able to refuse after the total fucking Rebecca had
willingly accepted.

Like string puppets,
Wendy and Emily danced on the cock of their choice. The climbed off
of one and back onto the other. Juices flowed and mixed with come.
The men bit back when they clawed and squeezed and scratched and
dug in their nails.

Blood flowed and soaked
into sheets already soaked in Rebecca’s squirts and the massive
amounts of come that had leaked out of the woman who had first
gained their permission to share the cocks.

They felt lucky to be
allowed to do the same.

 


Aaron looked at Paul.
It was time.

Ankles were grabbed and
women were roughly rolled over and forced onto their stomachs.
Willingly, legs parted. Fine assed tipped into the air. Spit helped
to ease the way for hard cock and eager come that would soon be
launched on a journey down long, thick cocks.

A single inch at a
time, one by one, cock slipped into willing, wet pussy. A single
inch at a time, taking their time, the men reached with their cocks
into warm, snug, receptacles that had taken their cocks hundreds of
times.

By the time they ended
up full-length and hard in the women, both had deposited a load of
semen, almost simultaneously.

Even Rebecca’s more
than capable, willing body hadn’t been able to force them to empty
their come reserves. They had plenty to share still. They forced
deposits with every thrust of uplifted ass.

By the time they
finished with the women, come covered hips, asses, thighs, pussies,
knees and stomachs. It was no small amount.

Emily and Wendy never
bothered to get out of bed to clean up. They whispered to each
other that it didn’t matter. It was no different than any other of
their fuckcapades with these men. In truth, they eventually
admitted that they were too fucked out and exhausted to expend the
effort to even climb out of bed.

Sheets substituted for
towels. They wiped themselves and fell asleep in each others’ arms
on top of piles of wet and sticky bedding that they were too weak
to wipe off.

Rebecca still lay
beside them where they had tossed her. She moaned and twitched only
a little now.

 


—What are we going to
do with those bitches?

—We’re going to fuck
them until the cows come home is what we’re going to do. But first
I think we should force them to pay for the last few years, don’t
you think?

—I agree. Here’s how
we’ll start.

 


They began slowly. The
first was a simple thing. They began doing their own laundry -
everyone’s of course. That was no big deal, but it was only the
beginning. They cooked and cleaned and washed windows and cars and
anything not nailed down. They cut the grass, hosed the driveway
and patio, rearranged furniture, anything to keep busy and away
from the women.

For the most part, they
did it without being told or asked to.

That took care of the
weekend. Weekdays were no problem. They were gone all day. The
women were left to their own devices. By Wednesday, they were
beginning to wonder where their cocks had gone.

By Friday, Aaron and
Paul had it down. A sweaty game of hoops in the front yard,
followed by a one-at-a-time stripdown at the top of the stairs had
the women following them into the showers.

Hard, horny cocks
waited for them. Hard, horny cocks got stroked and squeezed and
tugged and sucked and they begged for more. The women didn’t get
any more. After jerking off over the women and depositing huge
reserves of semen over each of them, cocks were put back in clean
shorts and the men went to scrounge for food in the kitchen.

Emily, Wendy and
Rebecca literally ended up scratching their heads, wondering what
was happening. Following a meeting in a bedroom, Emily forcefully
threw them on their backs, tore off their shorts, and, one at a
time, devoured each woman all by herself.

She saved Rebecca for
last. She loved that the woman had such a large clitoris. She
treated it like she would any other cock. She teased it, licked it,
sucked on it and stroked it, just the way she loved doing those
things with a man.

When Rebecca came with
Emily’s mouth sucking on her pussy, she patted the girl on the
vagina and switched her attention to Wendy.

It wasn’t long before
Rebecca’s face was between her legs in payment.

When the mad rush to
share orgasms concluded, they hugged and snuggled together in
Emily’s bed. They spread their legs to allow fresh, dry air to
circulate.

—What are we going to
do about our men?

—If we don’t do
something, we’re going to end up in a whorehouse.

—No, we aren’t. We’re
already in one. But we’ve got to do something.
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Both sides became
intent on winning a war neither wanted. It became a sort of
imagined justice to get one side to capitulate. Both sides played
the no sex game. The women turned their hand jobs into a
challenge.

They would manipulate a
man to stand just so, point his cock and jerk him until he let fly.
The entire time, they remained behind their man, reaching between
legs or around hips to exercise the straining cock.

Sometimes, one or the
other would give a helping hand to cup and tug and scratch at
testicles, but they never permitted that to happen often. The men
were so eternally horny to come that it never took the girls long
to satisfy the desire to shoot loads of come in any direction they
chose.

The women had agreed
that whichever woman got a man to squirt the farthest, got to suck
on one of their pussies. The game became so successful, the horny
women drew lots to see whose turn it was each time.

Emily became the prize
most desired by the other two. Her breasts were magnificent. Her
ass was definitely the firmest and tightest. Her juices were young
and fresh and tasted so good.

Her pussy was a
glorious treasure, one to be looked at and admired and touched. Her
clitoris swelled to a button-sized fullness that protruded just
enough when aroused for fingers or lips or nipples to touch. Huge
outer lips, when fully engorged, revealed a pair of dainty,
well-formed inner lips surrounding a lovely and enlarged, pink and
open funnel of love.

Her juices flowed
easily and copiously when she became aroused, providing ample
lubrication for any activity. Her wet came flowing like a river
filled with fresh spring rain, almost sweet to the taste.

Emily learned fast what
the women wanted, and what they liked. They liked to look at her
and touch her and arouse her fullness. Every time she bent for
them, the draw was instant. Swollen, engorged pairs of lips pulled
back with a fullness to provide a tunnel direct to her wet,
glistening insides.

Rebecca liked to tease
the younger Emily. When she bent for her to invite her touch,
Rebecca inserted a thumb, just as Arron had first done to her when
she had bent over for him in her kitchen.

She didn’t stop there.
Once her thumb had searched and landed on Emily’s g-spot, her now
well-lubed fingers curled onto her swollen clitoris and massaged.
There was no danger her hand would run dry. Constant lubrication
issued from Emily’s eager, open, fast-running river of sweet
juice.

Often in her orgasm,
Emily’s lovely legs collapsed slowly and eased her onto the floor.
Rebecca’s grip tightened to hold her up, all the while continuing
to worry her entire cunt, both in and out, with flicking thumb and
rolling, circling fingers.

Emily’s engorged pussy
drew them like busy bees to pollen. She took to sitting on the edge
of sofa when they were alone with her. She would bring her bent
knees up, press her thighs together, and hold them there with her
hands.

Her almost constantly
engorged and swollen, thick vulva protruded from her thighs to
invite one or the other or both to enjoy it as often as they
wished. They wished often. Emily would eventually fall asleep right
were she sat, too tired to climb the stairs because of the multiple
orgasms the women gave her with their mouths.

She’d lie there,
draining, closed and soft, finally able to gently breathe after her
multiple releases.

More often than not,
Rebecca and Wendy would end up helping a weakened Emily up the
stairs to share their bed.

 


The occupants of the
house eventually reached an impasse. No one was getting any pussy.
No one was getting any cock. Both sides were beginning to wonder
how to broker a truce without giving anything up.

On a sunny and hot
Saturday afternoon, Aaron ventured out to clean the trailer that
remained parked at the side of the house through two owners. It was
Emily who saw him go. She didn’t say a word to the others.

Like an alcoholic with
a yen for a drink, she wanted to see if she could convince him to
service her and her alone.

She knew what Aaron
liked to see. She slipped on a tee and a pair of thin, low-rise
panties. She pulled up the tee and checked herself in the mirror.
They hugged her hips and clung to her warm, damp middle. Just what
she wanted. She hoped it would be just what he wanted.

She eagerly bounced
outside to the trailer.

—I’ll help you if you
like.

Emily brushed her
breasts against Aaron too often for her own good. Her nipples
tingled and went fully erect. She was so horny for his cock that
they stayed that way. She hoped he’d notice. Her sweeping exposed
her crotch. She caught him looking.

She had him.

She bent over the
table, raising the shirt and exposing her tight little rear. The
vee outlined at the bottom of her panties provided a funnel direct
to the growing dampness. Her panties started to cling, outlining
everything between her legs. Because she had no control over them,
her lips enlarged and opened to reveal her inner.

Her swelling clitoris
only made matters worse as it forced itself into its erect state
and rubbed against her panties.

If she was a man, she’d
be all over it. Emily hoped that Aaron would be, too.

Aaron only managed to
resist the allure of the girl until he got a look at the growing
wet spot between Emily’s legs. He noticed it when she bent to wipe
the table. Since then, it had grown and had taken over the entire
crotch of her panties.

He knew he should never
have taken a look at the girl’s firm ass. Her panties clung to her
like a pair of tights, revealing the swollen outline of everything
under them between her legs. He suspected she chose the color just
for that.

Aaron eased himself
behind Emily and pressed against her. Hands moved to hips. He eased
her gently towards his growing erection. Emily reached back and
stroked it. With every fiber of her body she wanted him to touch
her.

His fingers burned
through her panties. She let out a groan so loud that she thought
the others might have heard it in the house. She dropped to her
knees and freed the cock attached to the man she loved so much.

She wanted it in her
mouth, fucking it. She was just about to get both hands around the
growing shaft when he grabbed them and held on.

—Don’t keep your cock
from me. I need it. Please, Aaron. Give it to me.

Aaron eased her panties
down. Knowing how much he liked to look, Emily bent to expose
herself like an animal in mating season. Her engorged, pink middle
stuck out.

Aaron’s cock, fully
erect, throbbed with desire for the girl.

Emily leaned over the
table on her forearms. She kept her legs together, putting her
pussy on full, engorged display. She wanted Aaron to enjoy the
image of her swollen vulva presented to him. She lifted a leg and
tried to rub her thighs together, but all she succeeded in doing
was to make herself even wetter, if that was possible.

She gave up and begged
him to fuck her.

He wouldn’t.

He teased her with the
tip of his cock. He inserted half of the head and then pulled it
out and away. Strings of her juices came with it. He rubbed them
off on her ass.

Each of them knew that
eventually, the pleasure they would end up taking from each other
would consume them when pussy and cock united.

Aaron started to blow
his load on the outside of Emily’s pussy. He wasn’t even touching
her. When Emily finally realized that it was come splashing against
her there, she squealed. The strength of his ejaculations felt like
a finger touching.

She squealed again when
she finally understood that Aaron had started to come just by the
turn-on her swollen, wet pussy had provided.

She knew she had to
keep him in her pussy’s sights. She shifted just a bit, bent her
knees, flexed her ass-cheeks and offered everything she had to him.
If he only wanted it, she would put it in front of him for the
taking.

Emily wanted him to see
everything that he hadn’t been fucking these past weeks. She wanted
him to see what he would be fucking today, right now, this very
instant. She wanted him to see her soaking wet and swollen and open
to his cock. She was ready to fuck, ready to take cock, ready to
give her entire cunt to him.

Aaron’s come was still
splashing against her thighs. It began running down her legs past
her knees.

—Fuck me, Aaron. Just
put the cock in and fuck me.

Emily tried reaching
back for his cock. He wouldn’t let her touch it.

—Come on. You know it’s
all I want. You know I need cock.

He rubbed the tip
against the length of her pussy again, still teasing, still
slipping only the head in, still coming out dripping, soaking,
bathed in pussy juice. He could smell her desire.

Every time, Emily’s
hips tensed. She groaned.

She was so open, so
swollen, so available and so wet that the cock slipped into her and
began to disappear deep within the folds of her magnificent young
pussy.

—Stop your teasing.
Stuff it in. All the way. Come on. Oh shit. You’re coming.

Aaron eased into the
girl an inch at a time, squirting along the deepness of her the
entire way. By the time he was in it up to the hilt, Emily’s pussy
was so full of come that it began to gurgle.

The size of her, the
tightness of Aaron’s cock, combined with the huge amount of come
she could hold and the huge load Aaron deposited, collected and
gathered deep inside at the tip of his cock. When his come tried to
escape past the head, it slurped and gurgled inside of her.

They burst out laughing
until Emily began to orgasm. When her ass finally stopped
twitching, she had the hiccups. She couldn’t stop them.

Her vagina contracted
around Aaron's erection every time she hiccuped. The contractions
didn’t stop until Aaron eased the cock out of her just as slowly as
he had pushed it between her legs.

Huge gobs of come and
pussy juice came out attached to his cock. He wiped it on her ass
and slapped her, hard. Emily got down on her knees and licked the
cock clean.

In her rush to get back
to the house before the others noticed she was gone, she forgot her
panties. Copious amounts of Aaron’s gooey come mixed with her
juices began to escape her pussy and rain down from between her
legs. Each time she hiccuped, ever more flooded out.

The massive load Emily
allowed Aaron to deposit in her wasn’t finished escaping the
confines of Emily’s trim little pussy just yet. She still had to
get past Wendy.

And that didn’t
happen.

When Wendy saw the girl
trying to sneak in the front door minus the panties the three of
them had agreed to wear, she knew where she’d been and what she’d
been doing. It was obvious when she saw the glistening strings of
come rushing down her thighs.

She grabbed Emily and
put her over her knee. There was so much come running out of her
pussy that it flowed onto her own thighs. That son of a bitch Aaron
was the only man she knew that could pump come like that into a
woman.

She spanked her hard
little ass. Combined with the hiccups and Aaron’s come still
flowing like a river, Wendy’s slapping turned her bare ass the
exact same color as her swollen vagina.

Emily kicked her legs.
She couldn’t get Wendy to stop.

—You little bitch. You
just couldn’t wait, could you?

—I needed him. I love
him. You’re the ones who are the bitches. I know you love him, too.
When Paul gets home, you’d both better be doing the same to
him.

Aaron had enough. He
was half hard from watching the two women struggle. He dragged
Emily off of Wendy and shoved his cock into her face.

—If you’re jealous,
it’s all yours if you want it.

Wendy dived onto the
cock only long enough to suck it hard. She rolled onto her back,
raised her legs, and Aaron slammed the cock into her. Emily
squeezed his balls until he couldn’t hold back. He ended up
splashing his load into Wendy’s insides.

Both women ended up as
fucked up hot messes at the breakfast table the next day. Neither
of them showered, washed, rinsed or brushed the taste of Aaron’s
come out of her mouthes. They had sore asses, sore pussies and
sore, stiff jaws from the cock they had so eagerly sucked off.

 

They hummed in stereo
while Emily poured fresh coffee for everyone. The stink of their
all-night lovemaking with Aaron followed her around the table like
cheap perfume.

Rebecca slapped her
hard on the ass. Wendy rubbed it. Emily finally collapsed into her
chair.

—I can’t move a fucking
muscle. Aaron ran out of come around four in the morning and
started eating me. I couldn’t stop coming for him. I tried to raise
the dead before coming down here. He pushed my hands away and told
me to go see Paul.

—Not on your life, you
little cunt. That man is mine now.

Rebecca wasn’t about to
give Paul up.

He got up and ran out
of the room. Laughing and giggling, all three of them ran after
him. When they finally caught him, in honor of being the first
among them to exhaust Aaron’s come, they let Emily take Paul’s
first load anywhere she wanted. When he finished shooting, the two
women shooed her away and kept the poor man for themselves.

Emily climbed in beside
Aaron and slept snuggled against his toasty body. She felt warm and
safe.

She remained in her
well-fucked state for the next week.

 


Paul continued to do
double duty for Wendy and Rebecca. They were patient with him. They
knew they both loved him too much, but there was no fight. They
shared. They loved. They fucked and sucked.

When they had exhausted
him, they too arranged themselves on each side of him and reached
across to one another.

The two women drifted
off to sleep holding hands.
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The atmosphere in the
house changed for the better overnight. The men were first to up
the ante with shorts and shirts neatly pressed on weekends. When
they arrived home from work, the first thing they did was
change.

Weekends were casual,
but the torn, faded t-shirts were tossed. No wrinkled shorts showed
up pulled from the laundry bin. Rooms were kept neat, tidy and
clean. When they dropped food, it got cleaned up right away. They
shared the house cleaning duties with the women. Whatever tasks
they hated, another would pick it up and run with it.

It worked well.

The women were a little
slow on the uptake. They weren’t accustomed to the men in their
lives being such neat freaks. In the beginning, it annoyed them,
but when they saw that their work around the place was more evenly
distributed, they caught on fast.

The women began
dressing for the men. It started a contest among them. Three woman
had only two men to woo. Tops stayed buttoned. Skirts lengthened.
Stay-ups covered long, smooth, sexy legs. They looked even longer
when the occasional dark top was intentionally displayed covering a
sweet thigh.

Bras went under
blouses, even though none of the women needed one by a long shot.
Nipples were taped. Sandals began to sport heels and high ankle
straps.

Even Wendy went back to
wearing panties. They weren’t ordinary panties, though. She bought
frills, lace, black, white, sheer, dark, crotchless and a selection
of g-strings for when she wanted to be daring and not sport a
completely naked vagina.

The three of them even
made a pact that they hoped their men would like. They started to
allow hair to grow between their legs.

At the end of the first
week, the sexual energy in the house almost knocked the walls out.
Although, even if it had, the roof wouldn’t have dropped. There was
still that much energy beneath it.

They began inviting
each other out to dinner. Two, three, four, sometimes five people
went out together, shared the experience with each other, had
drinks, laughed, teased, told bad jokes and got along.

Many nights, they
strolled home holding hands.

 


The sex improved. It
wasn’t all jumbled up in a bed with women and men competing for
cock or cunt. They shared. They helped. They petted. They stroked,
sucked, licked, fucked and collapsed in a pile of happy bodies.

Come and and female
juices mixed together and ended up willingly shared.

That’s not to say that
there wasn’t any mad fucking going on. There was lots of it, but it
was taken to a higher level by prim and proper looking people
turned into perverts by the clothing that kept everyone
covered.

There were plenty of
ripped blouses, torn panties, broken zippers and come-stained
clothes to even things out. In other words, they were fucking like
bunnies trying to discover what was hiding under the clothes all
over again.

It just took them
longer to get naked.

 


Even when the women had
the brains fucked out of them, they still covered up in filmy robes
with intriguing new bras and panties under them when they went
downstairs to recover. They made certain that it could be
discovered again with Emily or Paul or Aaron.

Emily had the best of
it. She got to wear her clothes for the men and for Wendy.
Sometimes, if she was very fortunate, she got to undress Rebecca.
When that woman opened herself up and displayer her clitoris to
her, Emily was in heaven.

She made sure Rebecca
knew how much she appreciated it, too. In return, Rebecca eased
Aaron to her bedroom to share the giant cock they both loved to
have ejaculating into them.

They knew they both
loved Aaron. They accepted it. There was a rivalry between them,
friendly, loving, fucking, come-filled sharing and swollen pussy,
an appreciation for all of it.

They both worried that
it wouldn’t last.
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The women never
discussed birth control.

Wendy was on the pill,
and as far as she was concerned, would never go off of it. At her
age, it wouldn’t bode well for her body, not to mention the diapers
and the wrinkles. Although, the young men pushing carriages in the
park on weekends would certainly be a welcome diversion.

Rebecca’s concern was
Emily. She had told her that when she began sleeping with Aaron,
she wasn’t on birth control. Up to then, she hadn’t had a lot of
sex. She was able to control her sexuality. With careful
calculating and by taking her temperature, she knew almost to the
hour when she was ovulating.

When Aaron arrived on
the scene, all that changed. She became a slave to his urges. She
encouraged him to fuck her sideways any time he wanted. And he
wanted a lot. She wanted to let him a lot. He fucked her up, down,
backwards and sideways.

So far, she had avoided
becoming pregnant.

With Paul, it was
different. Emily never let him near her when there was a chance of
an egg getting in the way. There was no way she wanted to spar with
Wendy over a child by Paul.

Aaron, however, was
another matter entirely.

The first time she
thought she was pregnant by Aaron occurred on a day when she knew
she should have said no. As always with the man she loved so much,
she couldn’t. She never did. Emily knew she was playing with fire.
She knew that a pregnancy would probably ruin it not only for her,
but for all of them in the house.

She never took a pee
test the first time. She was terrified for a month until her period
began anew. Twice after, she used the sticks. They showed negative
both times.

She didn’t know what
she’d do if she actually became pregnant.

So she went on the
pill. Reluctantly.

And became even more
hot for Aaron’s fine bones - the ones in his body, and the boning
his magnificent cock gave her.

 


Emily considered
broaching the subject of becoming pregnant with Aaron. She wasn’t
entirely sure where in the hierarchy she fit. He was her lover, to
be sure, and she loved him dearly. She wasn’t sure just how Aaron
would take it, considering she was younger than Rebecca.

And Aaron was a lot
older than both of them. He already had children. Perhaps that was
why Wendy never talked about having more.

Emily put it out of her
mind for the time being and enjoyed playing dress-up with the rest
of them. Light summer dresses thin enough to see silk panties
through, calves made gorgeous by high sandals, painted toes and
matching nails - it was all good.

She thought the group
needed something to break the ice on weekends, so she proposed a
game night. The first one started with boring charades, moved on to
gin rummy, and finally settled on strip poker by candlelight.

—Now you get to see me
naked - if you win, that is.

Aaron looked up at her,
surprised and pleased that she remembered.

—I thought you forgot
all about that.

He smiled at Emily and
squeezed her knee.

—Rebecca, when Emily
and I met in the hospital, I killed some time in the break room
playing solitaire. Em took pity on me and we started playing strip
poker on her breaks. Only instead of actually stripping our clothes
off, we drew pictures of what we discarded when we lost a hand.

All eyes shifted to
Rebecca, not sure how she would take the revelation. Emily reached
for her, and she took her hand.

—Well, we all know how
it ended. I always wanted to hear how it got started.

—It wasn’t just one
thing, Rebecca. It was a lot of things. And I’m happy that you’re
here, too.

—I won a hand and
claimed her bra. Later, when I tallied the score, she hadn’t drawn
one on the score sheet. When I called her on it, she said she
didn’t wear a bra. Well, as you have all seen for yourself by now,
she doesn’t wear a bra.

—But I do. I wear one
to be prim and proper like the rest of you.

Rebecca squeezed Em’s
hand.

—Somehow, I think there
might be a bit more to the story than that.

—There is, and I’ll
tell you later if you really want to know. Now, who’s up for a game
of naked twister?

Clothes came off and
game night went on well into Sunday morning. Wendy didn’t make it
for breakfast. When she finally crawled downstairs, she looked like
death warmed over with a bad case of cock fever.

She smelled like it,
too.

The others never said a
word. They had been witness to her cries of passion all night. It
got so bad that Rebecca went to Emily’s room and crawled all over
her until she fell asleep.

Emily really, really
wanted a baby. She wanted one so bad, she began aching every day
for a chance to conceive.

 


Aaron wasn’t
unreceptive to Emily’s desire to start a family. He knew. He just
didn’t realize how badly she wanted one with him. He loved her.
There was no doubt in his mind. He loved Rebecca, too. He respected
his wife, Wendy too much to just drop that on her.

He asked the two women
to meet him at the coffee shop. He didn’t tell them what it was
about.

He checked out Wendy
and Rebecca as they strolled down the street in their summer
finery. They looked so good. The sun shone through the thin
material of their summer dresses. He could see the dim outline of
panties, something Wendy rarely wore any more.

God, how he loved these
women.

—So how about a twirl,
ladies?

Rebecca grinned. Her
skirt billowed and caught in her legs.

—This time, I’m wearing
panties.

—Is that what she did
to you? When?

—The first time we met.
In her kitchen. She went upstairs to change her soggy drawers and
came back down in a nice short number. For some reason, she
couldn’t keep the dress covering her rear. When she lifted her
skirt and let me look all I wanted, I had to have her.

Rebecca turned
beet-red.

—If you ever want to
know the full story, just ask, Wendy. In the meantime, what is it,
Aaron? Is everything all right? Are you all right?

—I’m fine. I don’t know
if you know this already. It’s a pretty small house for five
people, even when some of us use the trailer from time to time.

—She wants to have my
baby. Our baby. I need to know how the two women I also love - my
wife and my lover - feel about it, and if you’d be okay with it. It
will most definitely change the dynamics in the house.

He paused to let it
sink in. Wendy went first.

—I’ve never had a
problem with Emily. Yes, I’ve been jealous from time to time. It’s
only normal. She’s an old soul in a young body. I saw right from
the start how the two of you were together. You’re in love.

Rebecca didn’t
hesitate.

—I like her, too. She’s
smart and funny and she knows how to keep you in line. She knows
how to keep all of us in line - in more ways than I’m sure we all
know. She likes Paul, too. She’s slept with him when you weren’t
around, Aaron.

—I know. She told me
about it after it happened.

—Well? Wendy?

—I’m on Emily’s side.
And your side, too, Aaron. I agree, it will change the house, but
look how a simple thing like clothes has affected us. I think it
will be the best thing that’s ever happened to you. And to Em. And
to Rebecca. And me. I’ll bring it up with Paul when we get
back.

—We’ll leave it up to
you to tell Em. Already I can see the thermometers and the stack of
pee sticks in every bathroom in the house.

—She is going to be so
stoked. You’d better rest up, Aaron. You know what she’s going to
be like until you come through for her.

Aaron laughed
nervously.

—I know. The memory of
last weekend is still with me. It was a first. I don’t think it’s
going to be the last for a while.

—We’ll support you any
way we can. All either of you has to do is ask. When you’ve told
Em, we’ll say the same thing to her.

—If she still wants to
be in the house with all of us after she gets pregnant, if you
ever, ever screw around on her with anyone outside of us - if she
still wants us, that is - you’re dead meat, Aaron. That’s how much
we love Em. And you.

The women walked back
to the house, laughing and giggling at the workout they knew Aaron
was going to get until Emily conceived. They wondered if she’d let
them help.

They were so turned on
at the thought of it, they grabbed onto Paul and hauled his sweet
cock upstairs. They didn’t permit him to leave until he’d had the
fucking of his life.
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Rebecca and Wendy sat
back to watch Emily prepare for the blessed event - and they
weren’t talking about birth. She had calendars and thermometers and
pee sticks galore. Notebooks, date books, baby books, and even Dr.
Spock populated her bedroom.

She planned date
nights, date days, weekend dates and movie dates - for all of
them.

And she hadn’t even
started fucking Aaron yet. That girl was going to end up killing
him by the time she was primed for pregnancy. The women bought
Aaron elastic suspenders for his pants and a bicycle helmet and
wished him luck.

He grinned at them like
a puppy that wasn’t quite sure what was about to happen.

With the mechanical
planning all done, Emily was good to go. She knew the exact day and
the exact hour she would conceive. She invited all of them to
accompany the ecstatic couple on a date night out for dinner.

They all went. They
were so turned on by what they knew was about to be accomplished
that they played footsie under the table with each other. Emily
broke ranks and briefly dived under the tablecloth to massage
Rebecca’s clitoris.

When Rebecca got home,
she found the note Emily had tucked into her panties. Tonight was
to be the night of conception, and she wanted Rebecca with her when
Aaron impregnated her. There were no rules. She could participate
in any way she wanted to.

Or, she could
decline.

Her choice.

 


Rebecca burst into
tears. She had become completely overtaken by Emily’s offer. She
didn’t know if she should accept, or decline.

Emily overheard her,
and came to offer comfort immediately.

—I’m so happy for you.
I can’t believe you left this for me. You are such a little
devil.

—Yes, but I’m your
devil. And Aaron's. I love you.

—In case you haven’t
figured it out yet, I love you and Aaron, too.

—I know. And I’m glad.
I told Aaron I invited you. He’s waiting for both of us.

—I hope his heart is
good.

—If it isn’t by now,
he’s a dead man.

They giggled like
schoolgirls and undressed for Aaron. The women bent in tandem and
presented two already extremely wet, sticky, swollen and gaping
vulvas to the eager man. Emily, always eager to accept him between
her wide and welcoming legs, looked back at Aaron’s burgeoning
hard-on.

He never touched it. He
never laid a hand on Emily. Instead, his throbbing penis, almost
with a mind of its own, homed in on her swollen, open and accepting
center. He penetrated in one long, slow movement, slipped himself
all the way in, and, waiting for Emily’s acceptance, held until she
was ready.

Without a word, Emily
rocked her hips against the man, and, feeling him entirely up
inside her, began using every trick she knew to extract Aaron’s
semen deep into her welcoming, fertile innards. She felt his seed
shoot into her and she matched it with feverish, uncontrollable
contractions around his cock in wet, swollen, fertile, needy
ecstasy.

Both hands snaked
between her legs and reached for his balls. She tugged and cupped
and pulled until she was sure he had done his job with her.

They remained locked in
loving embrace. Time after time he eased into her with his entire
length, pumping her, bathing her in his come again and again. When
his cock stopped pulsating, come ran down the backs of her thighs
all the way to her ankles. She leaned on the dresser for support,
but she wouldn’t move an inch. She held her position, subservient,
open, welcoming all the semen Aaron had to give her.

Aaron’s cock glistened
with Emily’s wet. Thick gobs of his own come stuck to the head and
shaft.

—Don’t forget
Rebecca.

How could he?

He looked from Emily’s
freshly fucked but still swollen pussy still on display and pointed
his cock at Rebecca’s sultry-looking fresh offering.

Emily stepped aside,
and left room for the woman to move to the exact same spot where
Aaron had fucked her willing, begging pussy.

Rebecca was ready to
offer Aaron anything. All she wanted in return was his cock in her,
spreading her lips, rubbing her, pushing, driving, pounding into
her.

He fulfilled her
unspoken wishes. He pushed the woman to the very edge, and kept her
there. He knew how to keep her on that edge. He knew how to tease
the woman. He was an expert at it. He knew how to make her beg and
plead for his cock and his come.

Wet was running out of
Rebecca in a river when Aaron finally pushed his cock between her
legs. He missed her pussy on purpose and slid through the wet
opening to rub past her lips. He stopped against her pussy.

She tried to stand, to
object, to stop him. He pushed her back down on the dresser, held
her there, only giving her enough space so she could watch his cock
rub her back and forth while the head protruded between her
legs.

She almost collapsed at
the sight. She watched his head rub at her, from the tip to the
very edge of the huge, swollen mushroom head. When a drop of
pre-come appeared on the tip, she squealed her encouragement.

Aaron was close, too.
She knew it.

Rebecca begged and
pleaded and ordered. When that didn’t work, she tried to grab his
cock and physically force him into her. He teased her, letting her
think she had been successful, letting the edge of the head rub
along the length of her lips.

Rebecca groaned, almost
screaming for Aaron’s cock. She stopped begging.

Emily was the one whose
orders Aaron obeyed. It was completely involuntary on his part.

Emily gripped Aaron’s
balls. When Rebecca saw that, she looked at her friend with a
diabolical grin. She knew she’d be the one to win, finally.

Instead, the girl
rubbed Rebecca’s thighs, soaking Aaron’s balls in her juices. She
pulled Aaron’s cock away from her thighs and forced it to beat
against her soaking wet pussy with slapping sound.

It made Rebecca even
more crazy for Aaron’s cock. She gave up on Aaron and began to beg
Emily instead. She pleaded with her friend, the words gasped
through ragged intakes of air.

Involuntarily, her
bladder relaxed and she released a steady stream. It steamed out of
her and ran down her legs to puddle on the floor. She didn’t move.
She stayed standing in it, waiting, waiting for Aaron’s huge cock
to begin it’s destiny to come in her.

Her wet was flowing
steadily now, almost a river of juice and piss and leftover come
from the last time she fucked Aaron and anything that could be
forced out of her.

Finally, with Aaron’s
come dripping out of her own pussy and running down her thighs,
Emily allowed Aaron to find relief in her friend and lover.

—Are you ready, baby?
Are you ready for it?

The couple answered in
unison.

Aaron bent over her
back, forced his hips back, pulling the length of his cock against
Rebecca’s thick, wet pussy. She couldn’t stop moaning. She stopped
attempting to form words. She couldn’t. She knew what was coming
now, and she was in pure, wet, open, swollen-pussy fuck mode.

Emily gripped Aaron’s
balls as he eased into Rebecca’s cunt. Her pussy slurped and
gurgled as he slid his cock into her being as slowly as he could.
Suddenly, he felt Emily’s hands grip his testicles.

He grunted.

Emily slapped his
ass.

He was off. He began to
come. Finally. Exclusively. Only for Rebecca. He forgot Emily was
even in the room holding onto his balls. He could only see Rebecca,
the love of his life, his one true love, her eyes reflected into
his by the mirror.

Rebecca too had pushed
Emily out of the room in her mind. She only saw Aaron, the man she
loved like she had no other. Their eyes locked, Rebecca mouthed the
words ##Yes, I love you, too, and Aaron began pumping come into
her.

Their eyes didn’t part
until Aaron had unloaded every last drop of the love he had for
Rebecca between her loving thighs and open, accepting pussy.
Rebecca reached between her legs for the come that was spilling out
of her still open pussy. She tasted it, and let Aaron do the same.
She did it again, and so did he. It was almost like a ceremony
between them.

She slowly let his cock
slip from her fingers, turned into Aaron’s arms, and kissed him
full on the mouth. She tasted herself on him. She tasted him, too.
She shuddered against him, a post-orgasmic shudder of affection and
love and come and coming and Aaron’s cock in her.

Aaron pulled her
against him, not wanting to let go. Pretending to hold her up but
he was loving her, too, like that. He eased her to the bed and
gently put her beside Emily, the woman who most definitively was
the second love in his too short life.

He knew he had expended
every last drop he had in his body into Rebecca. She knew, too. She
opened her eyes and locked her gaze onto him. Neither could look
away.

Neither wanted to.

Emily, in her young
life, unaware of what had just happened, remained on her back. She
pulled her knees up to her stomach and stayed like that. Aaron
moved into position beside her and hugged her to him.

Rebecca slid her warm,
wet body against her completely drained, exhausted lover. He
reached a hand back and squeezed her thigh. She felt their juices
flow out of her. Massive amounts of Aaron’s come leaked from
between her legs.

She took his hand,
parted her thighs just a little and placed it against her to
prevent the flow from escaping.

—Yes. All of me.

It was all Aaron said.
Rebeca responded.

—Yes. All of you.

 


Two weeks after Aaron
had exploded past Emily’s swollen vulva and into her fertile vagina
all the way up to her cervix, she began peeing on her supply of
sticks. At week three, she had the consistent result she so badly
wanted with Aaron.

She rushed to show
him.

She peed on three more
and presented them to her housemates to bear witness.

Rebecca and Wendy and
Paul shared her unbridled excitement.

When Rebecca missed her
period, she didn’t think anything of it. It happened to her,
rarely. She was on the pill, after all, and happily immune from
that ever happening to her.

On the spur of the
moment, she took one of Emily’s sticks into her bathroom. She’d
never even tried one, and this was as good a time as any to see the
negative sign.

When she emerged, she
was as white as a sheet. And scared. And wondering what was going
on. Life as she knew it was now officially over - especially if she
actually was pregnant.

She found a calendar
and counted back. No matter how many times she counted, no matter
which direction she counted, she remained dumbfounded. If she was
actually pregnant, if the pee-stick didn’t lie, then most likely
conception occurred on the same night she had offered herself up to
Aaron with Emily.

Rebecca didn’t tell
anyone. Not even Wendy. She didn’t want to take anything away from
Emily’s happy excitement at her own pregnancy with Aaron.

Only, Wendy couldn’t be
fooled.

—You’re pregnant,
too.

—Yes.

—When are you going to
make your announcement.

—I think we should all
go to dinner tonight.

Wendy made the
reservation.

Rebecca suffered until
the evening was almost over.

When she finished, she
looked at Aaron. Everyone else was looking at Emily. She burst into
tears and hugged Rebecca.

—By Aaron? On our
night? Do you remember what we did?

—Oh, I remember it
well. You do know that this is all your fault, little Miss
Emily.

She explained to them
that Emily had invited her to participate in her conception. Well,
now she was a full-fledged participant.

Aaron turned as white
as a sheet.
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A month later, Wendy
began looking dejected. She moped around the house like a petulant
teenager. She became moody. Her answers to questions were one word,
two if she thought about it. Finally, Rebecca had enough, and took
it upon herself to chastise the woman about her moodiness.

—I can’t help it. I
think I’m pregnant.

— What?

—You heard me.

—How the hell did that
happen.

Wendy raised an eyebrow
and they burst into laughter.

—Oh, I think you know
perfectly well how it happens. When Paul saw Em preparing for the
event, he started banging me like a rag doll. He went at me night
and day. Did you know he’s got almost as much come in him as
Aaron?

Rebecca took her
friend’s hand.

—Yes, I do know.

—Something must have
happened with my cycle, or I forgot to take a pill. Shit.

—Here’s what we’ll do.
We’ll all go out to dinner. You can bring a pee stick along. At the
appropriate time, you’ll go into the washroom and come out to make
the announcement.

—Which
announcement?

—Which one do you
think?

—I haven’t told Paul
yet.

—Well, when we’re all
together would be as good a time as any.

—God, I hope I’m not
pregnant.

—Everything will be all
right. When do you think you conceived?

—Probably on the same
night as the rest of you horny little rabbits.

 


At dinner that weekend,
Wendy marched into the restaurant’s washroom. The rest of them
traipsed after her, following her to the cramped room. When they
heard the door on the stall close, they silently crowded into the
room.

When the tinkling
ended, Wendy stayed put, waiting. Finally, she sighed and burst
into tears.

Rebecca jimmied the
flip lock and pulled the door open. Surprised, Wendy dropped the
pee stick, stood up and slipped. Paul manged to catch her before
she tripped over her drooping panties.

—At least she’s wearing
underwear.

—What are you all doing
in here?

—We wanted you to know
that we love you, dear.

Paul reached to pull up
Wendy’s panties. Instead, she kicked them off.

—Fuck the panties. No.
Wait. Paul, fuck me.

She stumbled to the
counter, pulled her dress up and exposed one of the finest asses
all of them had ever seen - except for their own, of course.

—The rest of you, get
the fuck out.

Laughing and crying,
the group did as they were told.

Wendy was a mess by the
time she finally returned to the table with Paul in tow. Barefoot,
she had a single shoe in one hand. Her makeup had smeared across
her face. The buttons on her blouse were missing, leaving one
breast partially exposed. A long, thick, glistening glob of Paul’s
come leaked down the inside of one thigh, past the hem of her
dress.

—Paul, what did you do
to that woman in there?

—Only everything she
asked me to. How can a man say no to the woman he loves?

—If I was going to be
pregnant, I wanted to be damned good and pregnant. Do you have any
left?

Paul glanced between
her legs. The others laughed.

—Only what’s running
out of you, dear.

He reached for the wine
cork and put it in his pocket.

Their laughter
accompanied them all the way out of the restaurant.

 


Three women in their
household were pregnant. The chance that it had happened on the
same night was not an impossibility. The women had been living
under the same roof for years. What else could explain it?

For a week the men ran
around with self-satisfied, smug expressions on their faces.
Obviously, they were cocksmiths of the extreme order. Of course,
the three women already knew that. They’d been fucking the shit out
of them for years.

Why, only recently, the
men had fucked the shit into them, and in another eight months,
they’d get a chance to learn just how shitty three babies could
be.

It got so bad that the
three women had to cut them off to get them to lose the
attitudes.

The women had great fun
restoring privileges, one at a time.

Now, instead of
engorged vulvas, the men were experiencing swollen breasts. Sore
breasts replaced perky, hard nipples. Moody women and closed legs
presented impediments to be overcome.

In mere months,
everything would change again.

For everyone.

###
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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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