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The news called it AS-217. It was a surprise, an object hidden for years behind the sun, now revealed as it made its elliptical turn toward the outer solar system. And that line it traveled would take the object between Earth and the moon. The talking heads on the morning news - one of them a very pretty and petite woman named Megan something, the other a brown-haired man with precise hair named Pat Deveraux – reported that some saw this discovery as a talisman of doom. Scientists at NASA and others at private aerospace companies concluded the asteroid did not present much of a threat besides worrying the ill-informed masses.

"It's nothing scary, there's no doomsday. You might see some falling stars and even a black spot move across the face of the sun around noon Eastern time on Monday," Said one of the NASA representatives, his shirt collar unbuttoned to show he was as business casual as the rest of the world. "It's going to be a show the universe puts on for our benefit, but no harm will come, I can assure you."

"I can assure you," Sam repeated, fixing his own buttoned collar and wrapping a tie around his neck while the television droned on from the other room.

"I think it sounds exciting," Claire said, clicking the volume down until Dr. Button-Down was mouthing silent words.

"It's just a big rock, Claire. If you want to see something exciting, we can go to the demolition derby this spring."

"You have no sense of wonder," she chided. She had known that side of Sam before she married him. Not a man of curiosity or wonder was Sam Brighton. He was stable, and she liked that part of him. Had needed that part of him when they met. If it seemed a little rote and dull now, that was the price one paid for stability. The alternative was constant excitement and that was chaos. Sam was tried and true after six years of marriage and she expected he would be tried and true for thirty more.

"Have you seen my satchel?"

"By the door," she told him, sipping her coffee. It was from one of those automatic machines with the cups, but not bad for all of that. She watched Sam collect his bag and whirl around again, patting his pockets for keys in a ritual to confirm he was forgetting nothing.

"Alright, I'm off," he said, secure in the knowledge that he was prepared for the day ahead. Claire didn't point out that it was she that placed the bag by the door, and she that made sure his keys found their way to the table near the entry where Sam would inevitably look first. Stable, but a scattered mind, she corrected herself. "Love you," he said, two words thrown over his shoulder on his way out, barely free to slip inside before the door shut and the lock whirred to isolate Claire again. Better than nothing at all.

"Love you," she said to the empty house. Not quite empty. She had her laptop and the camera attached that would connect her to work. Since the pandemic, she had been working from home, freelance design after the company she started with went under. She had an eye for graphic design and all the time in the world while Sam was at the office to do her work. Not only was she good at it, but her rates were also creeping up as demand grew. She didn't tell Sam when it happened, but she had crossed a rubicon where now she made more money than her husband. As the weeks went by, it was becoming quite a bit more.

The door opened and Claire was surprised to find her husband standing in the entrance of their home.

"Did you forget something?"

"I did," he grinned. He shut the door with the heel of his foot and left the case beside it. "Mullins is on leave this week and I don't have to be in until 9:30. I have half an hour before I have to go in."

"Oh," Claire said, a noncommittal sound. She was looking forward to getting going today. There was an ad campaign for a protein bar she was working on and she had some good ideas she wanted to lay out for her client.

Sam was rubbing himself through his dark pants. She saw by the curve of his hand that he had an erection. "I thought we could have a little fun. I miss your mouth on me."

"Sam, I-"

"No arguing, baby. I want to see the dirty girl that I married on her knees. Opening wide like the little slut she is."

Claire's pussy stirred. She liked when he talked dirty. And her work could wait. She hoped that if she sucked him off fast enough that she could get a little action, too. Some quid pro quo. He had a nice cock and he knew how to use it. That was another reason Claire married him.

"Why don't you come here then," she purred, slipping off her chair. Her robe bunched beneath her when she moved, showing off her decision to wear only panties and a tee beneath the robe. She opened it once she was on the floor and shrugged it off her shoulders. She had chosen not to wear a bra, one of the benefits of working from home. Her tits were healthy Ds, and it was her red hair and her pronounced chest people first noticed about her. Her nipples were hard, standing up proudly and evident beneath the tee. Her motor was started and she was horny as hell.

"Is this what you want?" he asked, opening his pants. His erection was pointed at her and she took him by his pole, tugging him closer.

"Mhm," she murmured. "Just what the doctor ordered."

"You are a naughty girl."

"I might need a spanking after," she said before sucking his swollen tip between her lips. He groaned. The swell of him in her mouth had her aching for more. She attacked his pole with lips and tongue and drew him deep, to the back of her throat while she gripped his ass. He was pumping, fucking her face, and she knew before his grunting warning that he was going to cum. He exploded in her mouth and she swallowed his load with wet sounds.

"Thanks, baby," he grinned, drawing his rod from between her lips.

"You have a little more in the tank? I'd like to feel that cock of yours inside me."

"Maybe when I get home," he said. "That was amazing, though. You really are a dirty girl."

She brushed her teeth after he left, rinsing the last taste of him out of her mouth. She knew that it was unlikely he'd give her what she wanted. Sam was like most men. When he was done, he was done. Her needs were secondary. She waited until his car was gone for several minutes before she disrobed and slipped into the bathroom, turning the faucet on, a flow of high-pressure warm water. She placed her feet on the tiles, angling beneath the stream until it was flowing over her pussy. Her fingers teased while she rolled her hips under the drumming of the faucet and soon she was gripping the side of the tub with one hand while she came with a loud cry. Why not cry out? There was no one else in the house to hear it.

Reynolds laughed and nodded, rubbing his well-groomed and very dark beard. His hairline was receding, but that was a hell of a beard, Claire had to admit. He was filling most of the screen in her laptop window like some kind of Orwellian monitor.

"This is some good work, Claire. Are you sure we can't bring you on full-time?"

"I appreciate the offer, but then I couldn't have all the fun of auditioning for you for the next project."

Reynolds laughed again. He had the deep, resonant laugh of someone who was holding onto thirty pounds more than he needed. Claire found him to be a nice guy, and he liked her work. The offer to come on board their marketing firm was one he had made in the past. She didn't want to tell him that she was topping six figures on her own now, and it was more likely that she'd hang her own shingle than jump on board with someone else.

"Well, we like this. Let me take it to our clients. You know, you could be pitching with us instead of just hearing the results."

"You know me, Dan," she said, jovial, but with a little bite. "I am a results kind of girl."

He waved and was gone. That had gone well. Reynolds bought her for work regularly now, and with the rest of her clients, she was building quite the portfolio. Maybe she would run it past Sam. She could have her name at the top of the stationary. And she was making enough, and with enough steady clients, that maybe they could run off to Europe for a couple of weeks. Have time for more than a quickie blowjob in the morning before he stole away to work the job, she added without thinking, that paid him less than hers.

He was, after all, a man. And would not take well to being reminded that he was not the actual breadwinner of the family. And Claire loved him, that was the other thing. She would never hurt him, not for all the world.

Lily was her name, and she dressed like she was about to wander the more affluent neighborhoods of New York, despite the suburban location of the office. Today she was wearing a mauve sweater that followed the lines of her lithe body. Her ass looked great in the black pants that ended above her ankles. It wasn't until lily started interning at Bayers Pharma that he really appreciated the turn of an ankle. He understood now why they were practically pornographic in the old days. He wanted to follow that thin ankle up her equally thin leg, to kiss up her firm belly and suck her hard nipple into her mouth. She had a round face and full lips, and dark hair that flowed in a straight line like silk down her back, wrapped in a ponytail tastefully bound at her shoulders to make a curtain of that dark brown silk. At present, this young and nubile intern was making herself a cup of coffee using a mug she brought from home rather than the Styrofoam cups stacked beside the Keurig.

"Good morning," Sam said, leaning close to her ear when he spoke. She started, almost spilling coffee on the counter. She smelled sweet, a light fragrance coming off her hair. He suspected that hair would feel like silk, too, running through his fingers when he dragged his hand through it.

"Hey," she said, swiping at the counter to clean the drops of coffee that escaped when he surprised her. He could almost see her tense when he approached. Maybe it was fear, or maybe she was just a pretty young thing that didn't quite understand her place here yet. But that's what a guy like Sam was for. To remind a pretty young thing like Lily just what that place was in the hierarchy. And it wasn't getting relevant work experience or bullshit like that. A fine piece of ass like her? She was going to marry rich. Spend the rest of her life getting surgical touch-ups to keep her looking hot until she hit her forties and started to look like some kind of freakish doll due to all the plastic surgery.

"You're almost done for the semester, huh?"

"Yes," she said and turned to face Sam. He was close to her, close enough that he could take one small step forward and kiss those bee-stung lips. She sipped her coffee and folded her arms under her chest. With the form-fitting sweater, he could make out the delicious curve of her tits. He bet she looked great in a bikini. He would pay to see that. Maybe she had an OnlyFans to pay the bills. She sure had the body for it.

"If there's anything I can do to help in your final days, I'd be more than happy. You know, something in a more private setting."

He didn't fully expect her to respond, not get on her knees at a word like his wife. He had her trained up right. He might even follow through and give her a good dicking when he arrived home.

"I'll let you know," Lily said, slipping away from him by sliding across the face of the counter and twisting out the door of the break room. He watched her go, watched those slim legs of hers and the sway of her ass. You only get what you ask for, he said to himself.

The morning blowjob and the encounter with Lily in the break room had him all wound up. Being horny all over again led to some bad decisions, and he was about to make another one. He filled his coffee cup and aimed for the desk of Amy Hauptman. She was not the nubile young thing Lily was. She was leaning on middle age, but she was trim with small breasts and full lips that stretched a little too wide. She had gorgeous skin, though, pale and creamy, and he liked the way her pussy gripped him when he was inside her. She was not ugly, but maybe she had been in high school, or maybe she had a weight problem back then. Whatever the reason, she was quick to comply with Sam's demands for some work time fun.

"Morning, Amy," he said, leaning against the wall of her cubicle.

"Morning," she answered. She had a red skirt on, loose, but it showed off some of her legs. Nice. Not the slender, runway legs of Lily, but nice all the same. He was already getting stiff.

"I thought we might sneak off for a second. It's been too long. I miss you," he said, voice low and secret.

"It has been a long time. I see how you are around that intern. I'm not some consolation prize," she scolded, but even as she said it, her voice wavered. She ran a hand through her light hair, almost white, and tucked it behind her ear. She wouldn't meet his eyes. He knew once she looked at him, felt his strength staring down at her, she would comply.

"She's just a teenager," he said, though he knew it was a lie. Lily was twenty-two and ripe as a Georgia peach. "Sure, I flirt a little, but you know how I feel about you, Amy. And things with Claire have been terrible." Another lie. But Amy liked that she was his safe harbor, the woman who understood him. "I'm so lonely right now," he added.

Now she did look up, and her light blue eyes met his, deep and brown. Her shoulders drooped and her posture slacked. He had her.

"Alright," she said, "but quick. We can't get caught. I wish you would come up with an excuse to leave for a weekend or something. Spend some time together that isn't just... you know."

"I do know. But like you said, we have to be quick."

They had a routine. She would go into the women's room and make sure the coast was clear. He would follow a few minutes after. It was cleaner in there. They would lock the door and she would lean against the tiled wall, hands pressed flat against it. Then he would lift that red skirt over her ass. He was curious what he might find. Amy, for all her mousiness, enjoyed an exotic taste in lingerie. That turned him on. Maybe he'd have her wear no underwear at all one day. Amy slipped into the bathroom and Sam waited. He thought about Amy sitting in her chair with a bare pussy, all because he had asked her to. He was hard as a rock when he followed into the bathroom. And he was right. Entering her, he decided he really had missed her.

AS-217 was all over the news. How close would it come? Could it hit Earth? Had the scientists been lying to us all along? Was this the end? That was the loonier side of the television dial. The more reasonable voices were excited, practically coming out of their chairs to tell the world that this was one of the largest celestial bodies to pass between the Earth and the moon. There might be some cell phone signal interruptions, and even a satellite or two might get crunched, but overall this was a nonevent. Interesting to the nerds who followed such things, but not a matter of concern for the rest of the world. And, keeping up its end of the deal, the rest of the world largely shrugged at the passing of the asteroid.

Claire was in the shower. Her red hair in a thick, wet rope at her back while she looked up at the faucet, enjoying the cascade of hot water. The event that would become known as The Event slammed into her and buckled her knees. It was instantaneous and unconscious. One second, she was standing under the shower. The next, she was on the floor, one knee covering the drain, the other leg sprawled beside her. Her hand rested on her belly just above her navel. It was like a current of electricity passed through her and scrambled her brains for a second. It never occurred to her that this might be the work of AS-217. And so she got back to her feet, promised a visit to her doctor if anything like that happened again, and finished her shower. By the end, she was whistling.

Sam rode an exercise bike at the office. It was his break and he liked that Bayers had a gym on the fourth floor. Besides, a couple of the girls from seven came down to work out around the same time. One of them had impossibly big tits, and he liked seeing her doing her yoga. He was careful not to be caught watching so this little entertainment could continue. He didn't bother to hit on her. She was widely known to be one of the partner's side pieces and it wouldn't do to piss in that pool.

The Event rolled through the building. Both she of the massive mammaries and her yoga partner collapsed onto their mats. Sam fell off the side of the stationary bike, landing hard on his right shoulder. There would be a bruise there the next day. When he was aware of his surroundings again, the two women were already on their feet, coming to him to help him up.

"Are you okay?" Big Tits asked.

"Yeah. Just got dizzy. What about you two?"

"Fine," they said, almost in unison.

"What was it, you think?" Bit Tits asked. "The asteroid or something?"

"Maybe. Maybe we all get superpowers now," he teased. This close, her tits looked even better.

She was pacing again. Carving a row between the front door of the house to the back hallway. If she followed it down she would find a guest room, a bathroom, and the master bedroom. She almost laughed at the idea of the 'master' bedroom. Because what was on her mind was old-fashioned masturbation. Maybe it should be the mastur-bedroom. Another giggle. And god her tits were just aching for someone to touch them. Just like her pussy was aching to be filled. And it felt like her clit was swollen well past anything she experienced before. It was jockeying for attention with the rest of her sexual organs while her brain struggled to keep pace. Sam would be home soon. She didn't just want to tickle her bean until she came. She wanted to fuck.

She managed to take the last two calls of the day, but she was wildly aroused for that, too. And Claire might not have been alone. The last call was a foursome, and wasn't that a yummy idea, with one other woman on the call. She was a chubby woman with very red lips. About halfway through the forty-minute call, Claire was sure she detected some looks on the chubby woman's face that suggested she might be jilling herself. Her cheeks were flushed and there was an odd rocking motion within her frame. Claire thought she might be riding her fingers.

After the call ended, Claire did the very same thing. She retired to the bathroom and used the old faucet trick. It felt good, maddeningly good, and she came in a blinding orgasm that left her clawing at the sides of the tub and seeing stars for a long minute. But the impulse to fuck came back in mere moments. She didn't want to rub herself again. She wanted Sam's dick.

The door opened around ten-'til-six, his usual arrival time. As soon as he was fully inside, she was on him. Claire wrapped her arms around her husband and kissed him fiercely, forcing her tongue into his mouth and clawing at his back. He made a grunt of surprise, and then he was kissing her back with a similar intensity. She tugged his shirt free of his work pants and felt her hands on his bare back. She broke the kiss to taste the flesh of his throat and his shoulder, pushing his button-up and tie up. Sam struggled, laughing, to loosen the tie and unbutton his collar and finally free himself of the clothing. Claire kissed his chest, following the trail of fine dark hair down to his navel. Her tongue circled his belly button and darted in while her hands explored him, squeezed him, clawed at him.

She had never been so hungry for Sam, and his quick erection told her he was up for some play. She reached between them and grabbed his cock, stroking it with a tug.

"Ow!" he said, but he was laughing, too.

"I want you so bad," she growled. "Come on, baby."

She rose to her full height, turning while never releasing her grip on her husband's dick. She pulled him along behind her with the world's shortest, meatiest leash. He followed with no complaints. When they found the bedroom, she turned him around and forced him back on the bed with a shove.

"What the hell's gotten into you?" he asked, but Claire didn't answer. She was wet and hot and she wanted that cock inside her before another word was spoken. She'd abandoned underwear before the afternoon turned to evening, so she had only to lift the loose skirt of her dress as she climbed atop her husband. She rose on her knees, angling his rod at her seam, and she slid languidly down his cock. Her eyes fluttered and her mouth gaped at the pure ecstasy of it all. His dick was what she needed, and now she could think straight again. She was so deliciously horny as her hips began their arc against Sam, rolling his cock from her canal to her clit. He threatened to pop free of her pussy's grip on him, but she held him fast.

"That's a little hard, honey," he said between deep breaths.

"Shut up," she fired back. "Just let me fuck you without all the talking."

He laughed a little, and then she found a rhythm that silenced both of them. His length pressed against her clit and then slid deep inside her. Like that, over and over, increasing in speed. For an instant before she came, Claire worried his cock might break in half. She'd heard of that happening. But he held, even as he cried out, and shot his load into her liquid heat. She rocked harder and held his shoulders, hard enough to leave more bruises on his right shoulder.

"Eat me," she grinned, rolling onto her back. Her dress was practically a belt at this point. "I want you to lick all that cum right out of me."

"You know I don't-" he began, but was silenced by Claire's kiss, a ravenous thing that sucked the words from his tongue.

"I don't care what you don't do, baby. Right now I want your tongue on my clit and I'm going to fuck your face."

His face registered shock, but he climbed down the bed between her legs and began the good work of eating her out. Claire ruffled his hair with her hands, bending her knees and widening her thighs to give him all the access he needed. And while he licked her, she twisted and sighed and sucked her finger. It felt so good to have him lick her like this. She wondered why it took so long for them to try it. She was close to reaching some conclusion about these new feelings and then his tongue slipped and found a valley inside her hood that led up to the electric nerve of her clit and she climaxed, tossing back her head and screaming with a passion she'd never shown before.

His hand cupped his dick and balls, getting the soap in every nook and cranny. The water was nice and hot and he was still riding the high of yesterday's sexual romps. Claire had been feral, and it was great to feel like his sex life at home rivaled his escapades at work and beyond. Hell, if she kept this up, he might not have to look elsewhere at all. He spun in the big shower, craning his neck up to the waterfall outlet, letting the water rinse the soap down his nude body. It felt good, good enough that if he wasn't careful he'd miss his usual departure time. Traffic had a way of swelling around 8:30 until it was a parking lot and then, as quick as the swell came, it would subside again. In that way, he thought, rush hour traffic was like a big dick. It swelled, blew its load, and shrank again. He was still chuckling over this observation when the glass door opened and his wife slipped into the shower.

"Morning, handsome," she grinned. Her hands found him, pulled him to her body, and into a deep and slow kiss. "I woke up and found you missing. Naughty boy. I didn't tell you I was done with you yet."

"I need to get ready for-"

His protests were easily dismissed by another kiss. Claire's grip was on the back of his neck and she was holding him with surprising strength.

"I need my sweet man to go down on me again. I am getting used to your tongue in my pussy. I may keep you home so I can feel it there all day."

Claire pressed down on his shoulders, forcing him onto his knees in the shower. The tile was rough against his skin, and the water was striking the side of his face, making it hard to keep his eyes open. His wife was concerned with none of that. She gathered his wet hair in her hands and held his face to her pussy.

"That's it," she sighed. He looked up from his position on the tile to the swell of her breasts and the view of his wife's ecstatic face between them.

His tongue snaked out to run the length of her slit. Claire was quite vocal in response to his tongue's journey. The arousal she expressed had him aroused now, too, and he held her by the backs of her thighs. His enthusiasm for the surprise cunnilingus grew. He lapped at her folds and then inside them, finding the swollen clutch of nerves there, and tickled it with the tip of his tongue, making quick motions up and down the surface of her clit.

"Fuck yes," she groaned. Her hips started their own motions, gyrating against his tongue while he licked her. She held him fast, keeping his mouth and tongue focused where she liked it best.

While Sam enjoyed her abandon, he was struck by just how big her clit felt under his tongue. Usually, that little bean had some give to it, but this was hard as a rock, like a pebble under his tongue covered by a sheet of flesh. Still, he sucked and teased until Claire was riding his face, using the back of his skull for her grip, until she was shrieking in the tile shower. When she was done, she pushed him back on his knees and patted his cheek.

"There's a good boy."

Sam preferred to keep his attention on the girls at the office, but it was hard to ignore the men that day. It was like they'd all been through the wringer. As if the whole of Bayers Pharma's male population decided to go on a bender. Shoulders were slumped and bags were dark beneath tired eyes. There were a few that looked slightly better, but oddly smooth. Sam thought of rocks polished over time by the constant current in a stream, the hard lines sanded down into something soft. Those who had these softened angles to their faces looked more alert and less haggard.

Sam was sure he was among the more exhausted-looking. Once he arrived at work, he put his things on his desk, he was happy to have an office today more than most days, and then he made his way to the men's room where he could give himself a careful once-over in the mirror. Yep, he looked like hell warmed over. He didn't bother to turn when the door opened and closed. Probably some poor sap in the same state he was in. He wondered if suddenly all the wives at home decided to fuck the shit out of their husbands and boyfriends and lovers in some kind of sexy symmetry.

"You look pretty enough," the voice snarled behind him.

Looking up, he saw Lily staring at him from behind in the reflection. Her head was tilted down slightly so that her eyes were shadowed, but still clearly staring at him like he was a piece of meat bent over the sink of the men's room.

"Lily? What are you doing in here?"

She strolled to the door and casually flipped the lock, securing them both inside.

"I saw you sneak in. What can I say? I missed having you eye-fuck me in the break room this morning. I thought maybe we'd stop with all the dancing around and you could give me what I really need."

She started for him now, her slender legs made more shapely by the stilettoes she wore, and a small back skirt covered her shapely ass. The top was white, low-cut to show off the impressive rack she had despite her rather slim frame. Sam never thought he'd be in the position where the nubile intern was coming onto him and he was genuinely too tired from his wife's attention to do anything about it. That didn't stop Lily from stalking toward him. She gripped his tie to pull him close.

This close, she smelled like she was fresh from the shower. There was a richness to the scent of her hair, and her green eyes pinned him in place while she held his tie in her fist.

"You are a vile little man," she spat, "but I want to see if all the big dick energy you swing around can be backed up. You want a taste of my peach, honey?" She punctuated the question by licking his lips.

Despite his several rounds with his wife, Sam surprised himself by getting hard all over again. Having this gorgeous young woman treat him like a bad boy made him want her all the more. He had never marked himself as one for a humiliation kink, but if Lily wanted him to beg, he would certainly beg for it. He wondered if she was fully shaved and he hoped he would soon find out.

"Yeah," he managed. He was sweating. "I want it."

She smirked. She spun him around and hopped on the counter of the men's room sink. All of this was done without ever releasing her hold of his tie, using it as a leash to give him no freedom. Her heels hooked around his ass and pulled him close. When she spread her legs to draw him in, he saw that she wore no underwear. And she was as shaved as he expected. All that was visible in the shadow of her brief skirt was a trim and beautiful pussy with nary a curly, dark hair to cover it. He also noticed that it glistened when the light found it. The fact she was so wet only fueled his want of her, and that was a mighty thing for Sam to realize. He was already drooling for the girl.

"Don't say another fucking thing. Unbuckle your belt. Let me see what we're dealing with."

He complied. He had no shame in revealing his very hard penis to her and the way she smiled suggested she was not disappointed.

"Good boy," she purred. "Now I just need to know if you know where to put that thing?"

"Fuck yes," he gasped. Despite the rough handling of his wife, he was ready for Lily. He had fantasized about her many times. When his wife's mouth was on his cock, it was Lily he was thinking of. Ever since she strolled into the office with her tartan skirt and black leggings, showing off her cute ass and the unexpected heft of her breasts. And now she was his. Or was he hers?

She urged him into her pussy by digging her claws into his exposed ass. When he sank into her, an unerring insertion that he silently congratulated himself on, Lily cried out. It was an animal sound like she had been starving for his dick. Once it was inside her, her hands climbed his back and she held him tight. Yes, she was definitely the one in charge here, and that was just fine with Sam. In fact, he found he kind of liked how the women in his life had become demanding so suddenly. It meant he was going to have to stay hydrated, he thought with a smirk, and then was distracted by another firm thrust of Lily onto his rod. He had imagined she might feel good, but he could never have anticipated just how good. Her pussy was tight and slicker than a baby seal. She must be pierced, he thought, on account of the feeling of something very hard rubbing against the top of his shaft. It felt nice, though, and he resolved to get a look for himself once he had eked a climax out of her. She must be close, the way she was bucking on the sink counter, her long brown hair whipping with the motion of her head. He pushed her top up to reveal her tits. Her skin was tan and young and supple, and her big breasts bounced in white cups. He pulled the cups down, exposing her natural tits. Her nipples were pink on top of her tan tits. They were firm but giving under Sam's fingers as he teased them, then cupped her chest.

"Fuck," he groaned, "I'm gonna cum."

"Cum in me," Lily hissed. "I want to feel your load inside me."

A million reasons not to do such a rash thing flew through his mind, but all of them were dismissed with rapidity. He wanted to cum. Needed to cum. And so he did. He abandoned his grip on her tits to hold her hips, driving himself into her to his fullest length, exploring the greatest depths he could plumb. His eyes rolled up, his mouth hung open. He tensed, once and twice, and then he was dribbling the last of his goo, staggering back from the sink.

Lily giggled, one foot resting on the edge of the sink. Her pussy was on full display in that position, a pose one could achieve only through yoga, Sam believed. He could see a trickle of his cum leaking from her pussy.

"Good boy," she laughed, drawing the cups of her bra back up and straightening her clothes. She hopped nimbly from the sink and in a matter of moments she was presentable if a bit flushed. "You were almost as good as you let on."

Sam mumbled something, but it was hard to pick words out. He felt cum-drunk, only even dopier than normal. His brain felt like someone had poured concrete between his ears. He stared lustily after Lily as she arranged herself, wondering if she might be good enough to give him a taste of her pussy again. He should ask, maybe he could fuck her again that afternoon. He hadn't bothered to pull up his pants when Lily pranced to him and kissed him sweetly on the cheek. She patted his dick like it was a loyal pet.

"You take good care of that for me. I may want it again later."

"Yeah, sure," he grinned, his words coming as slow and stupid as his thoughts.

After she was gone and even the sweet scent of her faded, Sam managed to work his way to the sink where he washed. First his dick, then his face and hands. He refastened his belt and staggered to the bathroom door and out, back into the rows of cubicles and his office beyond.

If asked, Sam would not have been able to say what he did all day. He knew he sat before his computer, maybe even clicked through some websites, but nothing stuck between his ears. It was like Lily had literally fucked his brains out. He was eager to get home and find some rest. Hopefully, Claire wouldn't be as needy as she was the night before. And that morning. His watch buzzed and let him know that the day was done, so he grabbed his work attaché and fumbled toward the elevators.

He was at his car when he heard Amy, she of the poor self-esteem and easy morality. She was calling for him, singing his name through the parking garage. "Sa-am. Sa-am. I have something I need, Sam." The click of her heels made a steady beat to that song. Sam knew if she found him he would have no choice but to do as she asked, and he didn't want to go home with Amy's stink all over him. What would Claire say? What would she do to him? With her assertive side peeking through the past couple of days, he might find himself on the business end of a frying pan or rolling pin. The thought made him laugh, but a sinking feeling accompanied the laughter.

"Sa-am," Amy called again.

He hurried to his car, the twin beeps as it unlocked offering some sanctuary. He locked the doors and burned rubber to get out of the space. When he turned the right corner of the garage toward the exit, he saw Amy standing near the elevators, her blue top low-cut to show off her pert breasts. Her head was lowered and she was smiling. She gave him a wave that said Catch you tomorrow, tiger.


Claire jerked the pot off the stove with a hiss of a curse. Normally she found the act of making dinner to be an exercise in zen. It was a way to cap the day and allow the stress to wash away. And it was something she could do for Sam. And maybe that was the real issue. She was beginning to question whether her relationship with Sam was what she wanted. She was the one making the money, right? And so why she should be the one who walked around on eggshells, careful not to upset his tender feelings? Another grumble as the timer for the stove went off, indicating the store-bought lasagna was finished cooking in its tray.

She placed the baking sheet on cork coasters and threw the oven mitts beside it on the kitchen counter. On television, the newscasters were talking about some kind of phenomenon related to AS-217. Perhaps it had more of an effect on the planet than scientists first suggested.

"Then again, we may never know," said the man with precise hair and a too-white smile.

His female counterpart could not disguise her disgust. "That's just the kind of meaningless aphorisms we don't need, Pat," she snarled. "I think maybe you should sit there and look pretty and let me handle the rest of the broadcast."

Claire laughed. "You tell him, sister," she told the TV as the screen went from a shot of Pat looking stunned and helpless to a message stating the station was having technical difficulties. Sure, technical difficulties. The difficulty was that Pat was just as worthless as most of the men on television. And on her Zoom calls, Claire added. When you got right down to it, aside from their dicks, most men weren't good for much besides flexing and posturing. If Sam hadn't serviced her with enthusiasm and talent earlier, Claire might have thrown the dinner right out, just to spite him.

Her contemplation was interrupted as the front door opened and Sam skulked in, tossing his keys in the bowl by the door with a hollow ring.

"Hey, babe," he said. Claire had to admit he looked bad. There were dark circles under his eyes and his hair, usually arranged just so, looked mussed and haphazard.

"Rough day at work?" she prompted.

"Just tired. You kinda kept me up last night."

"So it's my fault?"

"What?" Sam hadn't expected this assault upon arriving home. But Claire was there, standing before him with her hands on her hips. Her eyebrows were raised, her mouth set, daring him to answer.

"I didn't mean that. I'm just tired, honey. That's all."

"Maybe you should just go to bed, then."

"Would you mind?" There was enough exhaustion in his voice to elicit some sympathy from Claire.

"Go on, then. And make sure you shower before you get between the sheets."

"Okay," he said with a hint of frustration, but he was in no mood to argue. He placed his attache by the door and shuffled first to the bedroom and then the attached shower. Claire waited to serve herself dinner until she heard the shower running. Something about having Sam do as she ordered turned her on.

As she ate, she thought about her heightened libido. She was usually satisfied with a fuck every week or two. Now she was already thinking about slipping into bed with Sam, making him eat her out. He had a very talented tongue. She would have him suck and lick until she was gripping the headboard and shuddering with another climax. She liked this new turn in her sex drive. It certainly felt good to cum, and even better to have Sam do just as she asked to get her off. Maybe that part was even more fun than the sex itself. As she considered his agile tongue, she shoveled some lasagna into her mouth. For store-bought, it wasn't half-bad.

His breath was coming slow and even when she crept into the bedroom. She left the dishes in the sink, which was unlike her. She might have Sam do that, too. Maybe washing the dishes would remind him just how much Claire did around the house. Teach him some respect.

While she watched him sleep, she disrobed. Her body felt quite good in the past few days. Her skin, always soft, now felt like silk under her fingers. Her red hair was full and alive. Her curves were admirable, and now that she was nude, she admired the full weight of her breasts and the fair skin of her flesh. Feeling sexy wasn't her usual mode, but she certainly felt it now. She felt her beauty and the power that came with it. And that power was erotic.

Her hand drifted between her legs, first following the lines of her folds and then dipping an exploratory finger inside. She was getting wet already, but that was not the source of her curiosity. It was the size and shape of her clit. It was swollen. Not the ordinary swelling when she was at her most aroused, this was something different. Her clit was thicker and longer, the size of half her pinky and roughly the same oblong shape. When she circled the perimeter of it, her spine rattled and her pussy loosed more of that sweet juice. This was the source of her newfound eroticism and it felt good to tease it and tickle the tip of the thing. She pressed against it, testing the firmness of this new protrusion. It was stiff but gave under the pressure. This teasing was delicious, but it awakened a hunger that demanded satisfaction.

She rounded the bed and slid into the sheets beside Sam. He stirred as she hugged against his side. She nuzzled his ear and took the lobe between her full lips, sucking and gently biting the soft flesh.

"Wakey-wakey," she purred.

His eyes blinked open in the dim light of the bedroom. He looked over to see his wife staring at him with bright, watchful eyes. Her hair spilled over one shoulder like a fiery mane. And Sam realized that's what Claire resembled most. A red-haired she-wolf climbing into bed beside him. She was both thrilling and dangerous. She took his cock in her hand and began slow strokes to coax him to attention.

"Don't you think you've rested enough? I need some attention, baby. And I know you know how to give me what I want."

"Claire-" he began, a tone of protestation that was cut short by her savage kiss. Before he could say more, she was shoving the sheets away and climbing atop him. His cock was getting hard in her hand, and now he was lost in the pleasure of it.

That same feeling that dogged him after his tryst with Lily was following him home. The more his lust grew, the less he could think through it. It was a fog that descended on his mind and made him unable to resist his wife as she guided his cock to her pussy. And, again, he was reminded of his time with Lily in the men's room and the feeling of something dragging across the surface of his cock with every thrust. He felt that with his wife, too. It was like she had another finger down there, stroking the top of his dick while she rode him. He knew it wasn't her hand, because she was cupping both of her breasts while she rode him, her head angled back while she savored the delicious turgidity inside her.

"Fuck that's good," Claire growled, lowering now, planting a hand on both sides of Sam's shoulders while her hips rocked harder, faster. "Don't fucking move. I'm close."

And he obeyed. He laid nearly still while Claire pummeled him with her pelvis, fucking him hard until she let out a series of guttural groans and clawed at the sheets beside his shoulders. Her hair spilled around her head and tickled his bare chest. When she lifted her head again, she was grinning, but it was one that scared Sam a little.

"I want you to suck my clit, baby. You made me cum so good, but I think we can get another climax out of my little guy."

Perhaps it was because he knew he was going to do it anyway, or maybe it was because some part of him liked being ordered around by his curvy wife. But regardless of the reason, Sam climbed from beneath his wife and settled between her legs when she rolled onto her back, her snowy tits pooling on her chest. Her skin looked beautiful in the darkness of the bedroom. She fairly glowed with health and strength. That was in stark contrast to the sick feeling Sam had in the pit of his stomach all day. And the weakness he experienced when faced with Lily and his wife through the course of the day. He barely had time to wonder if something might be happening to him when he found the surprise waiting between his wife's legs.

At first, he thought it must be her hand, a finger teasing her clit while he licked her. Then his tongue rounded the surface of it, found its contours, and he realized it was a part of his wife's pussy. It was her clit, he supposed, but bigger and longer. It wasn't much of a leap to suggest that it felt like a little dick hidden in his wife's folds, only it was big enough now that the tip protruded.

"Oh god yes, there," Claire moaned, guiding his head toward the swollen protuberance. She was practically mewling with pleasure.

That, and the curiosity to measure the thing with his tongue, led Sam to lap at the engorged clit more. He was used to sucking her clit between his lips when he ate her, and he did again but found that it moved deeper into his mouth than ever before. There was something erotic about the size of the thing, and he sucked and flicked his tongue over the tip of the oblong clit. It was as if he'd sparked her clit with a jolt of electricity. Claire bucked and cried out, but clung to his head, urging him on. He found a rhythm where he drew the clit into his mouth, eased back, and then down again. It was only when she spurred him with her heels to go faster that he realized what he was doing. He was performing a blowjob on his wife's shrouded mini-cock. And when that realization struck, he found himself cumming, too, the sound of his joy drowned by the explosive climax of his wife.

Driving to work was an exercise in fear management. For the past few days, the women at the office grew more aggressive with their male counterparts. Lily had used him twice more, once in the bathroom again, the other time in his office, locked and the blinds drawn. Amy caught him in the parking lot, and he fucked her from behind while she growled with animal lust. It sounded even to him like an excuse, but he truly couldn't help himself. When Amy staked after him on a Wednesday afternoon as work ended, she commanded him to stop and he did. It was as simple as that. When the women ordered him to do something, he felt compelled to obey. That was without the more carnal impulse of his desires.

Amy had taken to wearing a lot of sleeveless tops of late, and her arms were well-defined and muscular. Almost a man's arms, but still possessed of the lithe quality of a woman's form. Although Lily hid her body more than Amy, she, too, had developed a more pronounced musculature and apparent strength. And that strength turned Sam on.

His internal transformation was mirrored in the faces of the men who shared the office with him. Amy and Lily weren't the only women to have become more assertive and powerful. And the men in the office seemed to be moving in the other direction. Brett from the accounting department hardly looked like himself anymore. His skin was so soft and inviting, and Sam was sure he'd seen him wearing makeup the day before. In short, he was looking incredibly feminine. A lot of the men in the office were moving toward that end of the gender spectrum. Sam checked himself in the mirror for telltale signs of such a transformation that morning before work. He had noticed how he hadn't bothered to shave for a couple of days now, and his skin was no less smooth for the omission.

He parked and took the elevator up. Some of the men were there already, going about their work or fetching coffee for the women who had shown up. Some of the females didn't even bother at this point. Secretaries abandoned their posts and some of the lower-level staffers simply disappeared. He assumed that they felt the work was beneath them. And that part of Sam that shook when his wife commanded him to go down on her silently agreed. Women deserved to be lifted up, his changing brain told him, not disparaged by menial tasks. They were goddesses and lionesses.

The elevator doors slid open. Amy was waiting for him. Today she was in a sleeveless red top with frills around the collar showing off her cleavage and a tight black skirt that emphasized her terrific legs. Her wide mouth was split in a predatory smile.

"Good morning, Sam. Come with me, please."

"Can I put my attache in the-?"

"Shut up and come with me," she admonished. So he did.

He was already aroused. She had chosen a pair of very high black polished heels that morning, and her ass rocked as he followed along behind. Her legs were her best feature, and she displayed them to the upper thigh in the brief and form-fitting skirt. He passed Lily, who dropped him a wink as he moved past her.

"See you after lunch," she promised.

"Mine now," Amy growled at Lily, snatching Sam's tie and jerking him along, pulling him with it like a pet on a leash.

She led him to Sam's office and tugged him inside, closing the door behind her. She hiked her skirt, and Sam saw that she hadn't bothered with panties that morning.

"Get on your knees, Sam," she directed, pointing at the floor with a finger. Her nails were very red, and Sam idly wondered if it was intended to match her top or if that was a happy accident. Regardless, Sam dropped to his hands and knees. Now, Amy curled her finger in a 'come here' gesture. Sam crawled across the floor of his office to Amy. A woman he had once seen as a mere pity fuck, and now he could no more resist her than he could resist his need for the air he breathed. As he came close to her, he could smell the scent of her lust. And he could see that her clit was swollen and elongated, splitting the seam of her pussy and pointing at him like an accusatory finger, albeit a small one.

"I want you to suck it," she instructed. He did not need clarification. Claire wanted the same. The growth of the female clit brought with it a desire for that clit to be teased and licked and sucked. It was a source of erotic pleasure like Sam had never encountered. He had to admit that he found swollen clits especially tasty. Whether it was his wife or Amy, bending to his knees and taking their mini-phalluses into his mouth, sucking them, made him feel intensely horny and wiped away the worry and anxiety that plagued him otherwise.

As he wrapped his lips around the thin protrusion, Amy ran fingers through his hair and gathered it into her fists holding and guiding him while he performed what he saw as a natural duty. The changes in his mind and body were a source of fear, a sense that his world was turning upside down and he was powerless to stop it. Until he was on his knees, pleasing the woman who had ordered him to do so. In these moments he found peace. He attended the engorged clit with abandon, his whole world that finger-like protuberance. Amy rewarded him with the sounds of ecstasy which meant he was performing his duty perfectly, and that, too, made Sam feel whole and happy.

When Amy came, he was alerted by a splash on his face, a squirt of hot and wet and sticky fluid. Amy shoved his head away by his hair, releasing her grip on him. She looked down at him, staring up from between her legs with slow drips running down his cheeks and chin. She laughed.

"You are such a pretty little slut," she told him. That made him happy. "I'll let Lily know I'm done with you."

Amy left his office with no further word or look back at him. She had used him and left him. He wished it had been Claire. At least she held him and cuddled him after she ravaged him. If only he had the will to resist the other women at work, but that seemed well beyond his control.

Claire promised Sam a weekend all to themselves. He suspected that meant they would spend most of it in bed, or the shower. Or in the living room. Or wherever Claire decided to have Sam please her. She sent him off to work with a pat on his ass and a kiss that had her tongue exploring his mouth. His lips felt more full when she kissed him, and she liked the softening of his edges.

She was often lost lately in a wash of new feelings. Her lust for Sam was difficult to contain. Especially now that he was looking smaller and weaker in her eyes. She could identify that desire in herself, a powerful urge for him to be even softer. Girly, even. And with that realization came the parallel awareness of her own body. There was no question she was getting stronger. When she undressed to shower, she could see a new definition in her arms and legs. Nothing grotesque like that of some bodybuilder, but she was bigger. The cords of her muscles moved under her skin like she had been spending every morning at the gym instead of trapping Sam between her thighs.

And speaking of that delicious geography, there was the not-so-little matter of the growth between her legs. It began as a clit, but what could she call it now? It was growing by the day, becoming a dangling bit of flesh she could scarcely ignore. And not only because it brought her such incredible sexual pleasure.

She pondered the what-to-do of it all while standing in the kitchen, debating breakfast. She was hungry, but the thought of making it for herself felt... wrong. A chorus played behind her on the television. The pretty news anchor, now looking buff and beautiful, was joined by a second female anchor, poor Pat having been ejected from the news desk. Claire imagined him getting coffee for the two women at the desk, and the thought made her large clit twitch with anticipation.

"It has been confirmed," the new anchor was saying, "that the asteroid, now called the Tiresias asteroid by scientists, has caused unusual effects on our population. Women the world over are displaying attributes most commonly associated with men, including increased muscle mass, aggression, and dominance. Some biological changes are being examined, and we will report those as more information comes available. Although if you're like Megan and I, you ladies will know what we mean." And she dared to wink at the camera. That drew a laugh from Claire.

Before she shut the television off, shrugging off breakfast in favor of some work, she heard Megan say, "And be sure to check your men. We aren't the only ones changing. And they are looking cuter by the day if I do say so myself."

After some light catch-up from calls the day before, Claire moved to the living room, staring out the window at the dawning day, her hand idly rubbing her stomach. She could feel hard muscle beneath her fair skin. She enjoyed waking early, but now she was hungry and Sam was still in bed. A spike of anger flitted through her. How dare he be asleep when she needed something? How was she supposed to make a living for them if he was sleeping the day away and she had to do all the work around the house?

"Sam!" she cried, not moving from the living room. He could come to her.

He stirred. She could hear him calling her name, but she refused to answer. He needed to learn that when she called, the intention was for him to attend to her, not bray like a mule to ask what she needed. Finally, his chattering stopped and she heard the floorboards groan while he made his way out of the bedroom.

"Is everything okay?"

"Everything's just fine, honey. I'm hungry, though. And I want you to make us breakfast."

"Oh," he said. Then, "What do you want?"

"Bacon and eggs and toast. Nothing too difficult."

"Yeah, alright," he said, still wiping the sleep from his eyes. But he was moving, starting to explore the cupboards for pans.

An idea struck Claire and she giggled to herself at the image it conjured. While Sam was arranging the counter with pans and the raw ingredients of their breakfast, Claire opened the pantry and removed one of the pair of aprons hanging from hooks in there. This one was peppermint striped and said Something Sweet Is Cooking. You got that right, Claire thought and closed the pantry.

"Wear this," she said, holding the apron out to Sam. "We don't want you to get bacon grease on you."

He hesitated, but he did not refuse. He was a good boy like that. Especially lately. All she had to do was give him an order in her new and more stern voice and he would quickly comply. She watched him wrap the apron around himself and her eyes widened.

"Sam, stop right there. Do you see what I see?"

"What?" he said, looking down at himself.

He must have seen as his face turned a deep red. "That's just the shirt," he muttered.

Claire approached and ran her fingers over his chest. Sam's eyes fluttered. The apron had done what his looser-fitting clothes could not. They highlighted the soft growths on Sam's chest. She hesitated to call them breasts just yet, but this was not the firm chest of the man she married. Claire tugged the apron down so that it draped over Sam's waist, the strap meant for his neck dangling between his legs. The tee he wore to bed was a plain gray, featureless and baggy. No wonder she hadn't noticed. But now she lifted that, too, and there were his budding boobs. They were small, no doubt about that, but very real. And his nipples were gloriously hard, jutting from the tips of his new breasts by half an inch. She took one of those nipples between her fingers and squeezed it. Sam squealed, but not in pain. His eyes were rolling up in the way she saw so often lately when he became a needy little slut for her.

"You like that, baby?"

Now she bent to his chest and sucked at the small breast. She bit down on the nipple. Sam sighed deeply and his posture sagged.

"I'll take that as a yes. We'll have some fun with those in a minute. Now finish my breakfast." She gave him a swat on the ass for good measure. That, too, felt more padded. Yes, Claire would need to investigate his body carefully once breakfast was done.

She watched as long as she could. Sam flitted about the kitchen in his apron, his body's alterations displayed by the hug of the apron. His ass was certainly bigger and wider, and she was transfixed by his cute little tits. And there was a new thinness to his waist, too. Not quite an hourglass figure, but the beginnings of one. His body was inviting in a way that Claire had never known. It begged to be touched and teased. It begged to be dominated.

Sam woke in sweatpants, as was his usual bedtime attire. Claire's eyes were on his ass, covered by the soft fabric. When she could no longer restrain herself, she moved to him, and fast. He gasped when her arms snaked around his waist and seized him. She felt his new curves in that embrace. Claire's new clit was throbbing between her legs, drawing her to her husband like he was some kind of sexual true north. Her hands ran up his chest, gripped his budding breast, and squeezed. That drew another soft sigh from Sam.

"I want you to suck my clit," she whispered in his ear. Sam whimpered. "I'll take that as a yes."

She pushed her husband to his knees and lifted her summer dress in the same lithe motion. Her clit wasn't just apparent, it was undeniable. She hadn't bothered with panties, so it was not hidden beneath cotton or satin. It was at least four inches long and had grown in circumference, too. It was smooth and made up of soft lines, but there was no denying it looked like a cock being birthed from her pussy.

It was large enough that Sam could take it in hand, and stroke it with a mix of wonder and surprise. His hand on her shecock felt heavenly and Claire's head rolled on her neck while he tested its shape and size with his caresses.

"I told you to suck it," she growled. The lust inside was too great to keep at bay. She needed his mouth on her and she needed it now.

Sam obeyed. He first sucked the oblong tip of the thing, taking it into his mouth, but shallow at first. Now it was Claire's turn to whimper as her husband teased her with expert attention. He was familiar with such an appendage, Claire thought. This was all still new to her. It reminded her he hadn't fucked her in a few days and hadn't suggested they should. Claire was too focused on having him lick and tease her clit. Now that it was larger, Sam was actually fellating her. He still applied liberal usage of his agile tongue, but now he sucked the full length of her shecock into his mouth and held it there, gripping it with thumb and forefinger around the base of the thing while he pleased Claire.

She looked between her tits to see her girlish husband on her knees, sucking her. Another growl rumbled from her, a sound like erotic thunder. And then the climax came. She screamed, a full-throated cry of pleasure as her shecock tensed and pulsed in her husband's mouth. She leaked around the phallus, her pussy as wet as her shecock was hard.

"Take the bacon off the stove. It's burning," she told Sam. "And come to the bedroom. I still need you to fuck me."

It had taken time for Sam to get hard for her. He assured her it was not Claire, but something wrong with him. Sam had done some research in his odd moments in the office, moments when Amy and Lily gave him some peace, and he discovered a whole network of men on social media who were gathering a pool of information about the changes they experienced. In addition to the changes in the shape of their bodies - the thing Claire seemed most obsessed with given her joy in teasing Sam's new and very sensitive breasts - some of the guys on the web reported difficulty in getting an erection. And a subset of those said they were perfectly happy in losing that fundamental aspect of masculinity. They preferred being soft and pretty for their wives and girlfriends, and they considered a hard penis ugly and masculine.

Sam found that similar ideas occurred to him as he read these testimonials. He was doing his best to combat those urges, to remind himself that he was not some girly man who lived to please his wife, but then he would drift into a happy fugue thinking just that. When Claire dressed him in the apron and made him suck her burgeoning cock, it shoved him further down some path that he resisted.

While he managed to get his cock hard and find a home in her very slick pussy after the kitchen encounter, he never achieved an orgasm, though Claire did. It was strange to work inside her with her shecock rubbing against his. After she reached another screaming climax, she held and cuddled him, his head resting on her bounteous chest while she stroked his hair and told him what a good boy he was. It was easy in that moment to drift again, to allow himself the feeling of need. He desired nothing more than for Claire to take care of him. She would tell him what to do, and in return he would obey and please her. It felt as natural to think such things in their post-coital bed as it had for him to corner Lily in the breakroom only a week before. How quickly things changed, he mused.

The next day, Claire was up before Sam. He slept in his usual sweats and tee, checking his body for any new developments beneath them when he rose. His beasts were really coming in. He would need a bra soon, and the idea both shamed and thrilled him. Music played outside the bedroom, and he could hear Claire singing along to a song from their college days. It was nice to hear her happy, and a deep part of him swelled with an accompanying joy. He rose from the bed, and Claire must have heard him.

"Awake, honey?"

"Yes," he replied.

"Good. I thought I'd make breakfast for us both this morning. But I left some clothes on the bed for you. Put them on and join me."

He frowned, hunting on Claire's side of the bed. The only thing she left there was –

They were some of her clothes. That's what she meant. It was a pair of salmon shorts and a white top made of some kind of stretchy material so that it showed off the shape of the body beneath.

"Are you sure?"

Claire called back to him, a tone both teasing and sincere, "Do I have to come in there and make you wear them?"

No, she did not, he assured her, lifting the shorts from her side of the bed and rubbing the soft fabric between his fingers. To deny the sensual feeling of that fabric was to deny these new feelings inside him. He felt a lingering shame, sure. His old self had not been completely transformed by this whatever-it-was that happened in the wake of the Tiresias asteroid, but he knew he wanted to wear them, too. The two pieces of himself were at war. There was the one that demanded he retain his old self, to fight against this tide of femininity and weakness. And there was the other part of him. The one that adored the touch of this soft fabric and squealed at the thought that wearing it would please Claire. The male side of him raged and fumed and shouted. The softer side whispered and cajoled and made sweet promises. No rage can stand long against sweet whispers.

When he emerged from the bedroom into the belly of the house, he was bare-legged and bare-armed. The new thinness of his arms and legs was startling, but delighted him, too. That was nothing compared to the feeling of how the shorts and top clung to his changing body. The shorts showed off his new, wider ass and the top was like a second skin. His nipples were prominent beneath, as were the growing mounds on his chest. When he inspected himself in the mirror, he noted how delicate his fingers looked, and how his hair was shaggier than it should have been. It was growing fast, and the soft brown color of it fairly shone in the light of the bathroom. When he appeared before Claire, he held his hands behind his back, his new, small tits jutting out from his chest proudly.

Claire stopped in her cooking. For a long second, she was agape.

"Look at you," she finally said. "I never expected you to look so..." She hunted for the word.

"Girly?" Sam offered.

"That's one way to put it. Hot was what I was hunting for. You turn me on so much, baby. Have a seat at the table. I'll try to resist you long enough for us to finally finish a breakfast."

Sam slid into the chair. His legs weren't hairless, but even his usually coarse and dark leg hair had lightened and grown finer, giving his legs a smooth and feminine appearance. He folded his hands in his lap, squirming a little. There was a tingling in his ass that had him fidgeting and chewing his now-puffy lower lip.

When she was done, Claire placed a plate before each of them, piled high with eggs, bacon, and a pair of golden brown biscuits on each plate, a pat of butter melting on their tops.

"I expect this will be one of the few times I make breakfast for you," she chuckled. "Dig in."

Sam did. Everything was delicious. The savory bacon and the buttery biscuits. Claire added some cheese to the eggs, and with a little pepper they were divine. After they ate quietly and happily for a moment, Claire broke the silence.

"I know you've noticed all the changes lately. In me and in you."

Sam nodded.

"I thought we should talk about what it means. Let me start by saying I love you, Sam. And I hope this is just an evolution of our marriage and not some end of things."

"Why would it end?"

"Wait until I finish what I have to say, and then we can discuss that. Since I started changing, I have felt new feelings. And I know that for me to be happy now, I have to be the one in charge of this relationship. I need to be the one making the decisions for us. I can't imagine not being in charge."

Controlling me, Sam thought, but let that remain unspoken.

"And when I look at you this way, with those perky little tits and that peach of an ass, I know that I have to take care of you. To own you."

Sam squirmed. There was another tingle in his ass and a hunger for the conversation to be done so he could offer himself fully to his wife. There was no more debate in his mind. Watching her talk about her new urges, the way her hands gripped the table as she described them, the roll of muscles in her arms when she tensed to control her urge to come over the table and ravish him... He was hers. He did not doubt that.

"You'll be mine to love and care for and in return, you'll be the one doing the housework and the cooking and cleaning from here on. Most of all, your role will be to make sure I am happy." The last part came out in a lower, guttural tone. There was something undeniable primal about his wife. She looked like she would defend him with tooth and claw if need be. "Do you have any questions?"

"Just one. Can I suck you again?"

Claire's face shifted from stern to delighted. "Only if you crawl under the table, sweetheart."

He did. And they both loved it.


Sam left for work the following Monday in more of the clothes his wife selected for him. That meant a black skirt that fell to his mid-calf, low black pumps, and a pale pink top. Though the top wasn't particularly tight, it brushed over his chest and kept his nipples quite erect, which gave his appearance a more erotic appeal than it might have with a bra. Claire told him he would not be allowed a bra until it was absolutely necessary. She liked seeing his little boobs jiggle. His hair was kept loose, not long enough to be styled, Claire told him. He liked how he barely had to decide anything for himself. Claire picked his clothes and told him when and how he'd be styled and how he would behave. It made pleasing her so much easier.

A spike of doubt and shame accompanied him on the path from his car in the garage to the elevator, worried that he might seem ridiculous, no matter that he looked quite pretty in his dress and low pumps. This was, however, an admission, that he had abandoned his innate masculinity. In a way, he mused, this was a way in which his wife could mark her territory. 'Look at my boy,' the outfit said, 'see how I dress him so nice for me.'

His worries were allayed when he saw the rest of the office. While there were a few holdouts, most of the so-called men with whom he worked were either dressed in similarly feminine fashion or they had become so obviously girlish that their men's clothing only accentuated how they were changed. The women continued their transformation, as well. They were wrangling the men, asking them for coffee with pats on their asses, commanding them while the men cowed and nodded. Sam stepped off the elevator and watched the dynamics at work. He wondered if this was permanent or if the world's axis might shift back to a time when men were the dominant sex on the planet. He wasn't certain which fate he most desired.

He felt Lily before he saw her. A magnetic presence moving closer until he felt her strong arm wrapping around his waist, her pointed chin resting on his shoulder.

"You're looking pretty today, Sam. Almost good enough to eat."

"Thank you," he said. His voice sounded low and frightened to his own ears.

"I think I want a taste. Why don't you take me to your office? I want to show you something special."

He considered telling her that he belonged to Claire, that he would not stand to be treated this way, but he knew that he had no choice. Her power was innate and undeniable. She was likely stronger than Sam and certainly exuded a confidence he no longer felt. And the hand not snaked around him gripped his ass and squeezed, he let out a whimper that was filled with his weak want.

He led the way and closed the office door behind them, ensuring the blinds were turned and the doors were locked. When he spun, he kept his eyes closed so that he would not be tempted by Lily's elfen beauty, now enhanced by her ropey muscles.

"My wife, Claire-" he started, and then made the mistake of opening his eyes.

Lily was seated on his desk, her short skirt bunched while she spread her legs for him. Between her legs, her thighs thicker now but no less shapely and enticing, was a twisted blend of the masculine and feminine. He could still make out her trim pussy, but above it was an erect and thick cock. He could even make out a scrotum and the bulges he associated with his balls. Her pussy was wet, practically leaking lubricating juice, while the cock bent upward, the tip pointed at Sam in the closed doorway.

"Do you like it? I think it's just about the sexiest thing ever," she said with a happy giggle. Her hand stroked her shecock while she spoke.

He could not speak. He staggered forward, obsessed with the sight of the twin sexual organs between Lily's legs, an outrageous image but one that filled him with a deep lust. Trying to combat the allure of Lily in her new state was madness. He had to taste her, to be used by her. It was all that he wanted in the moment. He stumbled toward her posed so lewdly on the desk. It was like the bathroom all over again, Lily offering her new flesh to him and Sam heeding that call. When he reached her, he lowered, eyes locked on the slick tip of her shecock. Lily stopped him with a gentle touch of his shoulder.

"Oh no, pretty thing. I don't want you to suck my cock. At least not yet. I want you to bend over the desk for me. Has your wife not claimed you yet?"

He could have told her that Claire did not possess a full penis as Lily did, or that it had never occurred to him to even want that, despite the tingling of his ass when he became aroused. His eyes were wide as Lily slipped from the desk, her hand still on the shaft of her new sex. She rubbed it wantonly, and there was something liquid both in the way she moved around Sam and the way she expressed her hunger for him.

"No," he answered after a long moment. By then Lily was behind him, turning Sam to face the desk. With only a slight pressure at the center of his back, Sam found himself bending at the waist, spreading his arms over the expanse of his desk. His small, but growing, breasts pressed against the surface while his phone, his keyboard, and a few knick-knacks clattered to the floor as he fanned his arms wide. He didn't look behind him. He could feel Lily lifting his skirt, following the curve of his welcoming ass.

"You are such a sweet little treat, Sammy. I love that I get to take your virginity. I bet you're going to just love it. I bet you'll be a slut for it."

Fingers hooked on his panties. These were not his wife's underwear, but some bought special for him. His shrinking cock barely made a bulge now. He wondered if it might disappear altogether one day. He knew it no longer got hard, even after a wonderful and intensely sexual weekend with his wife. It was improper, perhaps, for him to think of Claire while Lily pulled the panties down his newly-shaved legs. Claire told him if h was to look the part in skirts, he would need to keep his legs nice and clean. Lily appreciated that with a caress of his thighs, her hand sliding between his legs. Then her fingers drifted to his ass and spread his cheeks wide.

"Oh, look at how ready you are."

Her finger circled his rectum, decorated by pearls of lubrication. This, too, was new. His hole was growing slick with his arousal.

"You're going to like this," Lily whispered again and plunged a finger into his ass.

He spasmed, tensed, and whimpered all at once. The feeling was unlike anything he'd experienced as a man. His rectum was intensely sensitive, and the penetration of it was glorious in its pleasure. The inner walls of his rectal canal were equally sensitive to the intrusion of Lily's finger, and he immediately thrust back against that penetration to send her finger deeper.

"I think my little pet likes this."

"God, yes, please," he begged.

"Tell me you want my cock, Sammy."

"Yes, oh fuck, I want it. Please may I have your cock?"

Lily laughed. "Since you asked so politely, how can I refuse?"

Her finger disappeared from his ass, and Sam felt a longing when it was gone. But then he felt Lily positioning herself behind him, pressing the fat tip of her shecock against that wet and needy hole. At first, she merely circled it the way she had with her finger. Even this made Sam weak in the knees. He had never wanted anything so much as he did this cock poised against his asshole. His fingers gripped the edges of his desk and he lifted his ass to Lily, presenting and offering himself to the futa goddess.

"That's it, boy," she said, "I know you have to have it. It's what you sweet boys are made for now."

There was no time to consider what she said. Lily pushed past his tight knot into the canal beyond. If her finger evoked pleasure, this was something beyond the far reaches of his sexual experience. This was perfection. This was all that he could have imagined and more. Her cock slid effortlessly past his wet knot and deep inside him. She was teasingly slow in giving her full length to Sam, his lust heightening with every centimeter she explored. Finally, she found herself flush with his ass, her cock buried deep inside the girlish man. Lily took his hips in her hands and gave one more hard thrust to plumb the furthest depths of his ass.

Sam's eyes fluttered while a line of drool crawled from the corner of his mouth to the surface of the desk. His mind was empty of all thought but this – more. With Lily's first pump, he understood what a man like him was good for. He wanted to please and fuck and worship. Beginning with Claire. He hoped soon she would have a package like Lily's so that his wife could fuck him like this. Lily was moving inside him now, drawing long and deep arcs from his entrance to the deeper recesses of his ass, and every one of those arcing thrusts erased more of the man he had been. It was not gone entirely, not yet, but it was silenced completely while Lily fucked him on his desk.

Her pace increased. He could feel the power of her thrusts, and her nails dug into the tender flesh of his hips where she held him.

"That's it," Lily said. "That's my good slut."

Her grip tightened until Lily was sure she'd pierced his flesh. He would have marks, maybe even blood decorating his skin when this was done. But that would be a worry for later. Now, he felt Lily seize and bury her rod inside him. Then came the pulses as her cock erupted inside. The heat of her cum warmed his canal. There was another pump, and one more, and then she was withdrawing from him, leaving a trail of sticky goo behind her.

"Fuck," she growled. "That was just what I needed."

There was no pretense of affection. Lily patted him on the ass, a 'good boy' gesture, and then she straightened her clothes and left. Sam breathed deeply with his tits pressed against the desk, his bare ass dribbling Lily's cum while his panties rested around his knees. It would be several minutes before he could collect himself enough to arrange his clothes and make his way to the bathroom to clean himself. All of it was done in a daze of joy and mindless hunger to be used again.

That daze lasted most of the workday. Amy found another boy to occupy herself, so Sam was left mostly alone. He spent much of the day shopping for more clothes on the internet. A few forward-thinking sites were advertising to men who found themselves in bodies that needed room in the chest and ass areas. He ordered a few things for home, but nothing he thought Claire might object to. In fact, a couple of items were the kind of lingerie that he liked to see on his wife before they had so neatly swapped roles.

On the drive home, a gloom sole over Sam. While he had enjoyed what Lily did to him, and awakened this new avenue of sexuality, unexpected guilt came with it. How had he allowed Lily to do that when Claire waited for him at home? Wasn't he hers? Surely she had known about his dalliances before the Tiresias asteroid. If she was fine with his catting around then, shouldn't she be equally understanding now?

He waited in the driveway before entering his house. He would have to tell her. Never before had he felt a compulsion to be so honest and direct with his wife, but he couldn't allow the fact of Lily's use of him to go unreported. He just wasn't sure how he would tell her, and if she would still want him after she knew some other woman had taken his anal virginity.

Claire was working at her desk when he came home. She rarely looked up at first, typing away on some email or proposal. She was smart and beautiful, and the shame of the tryst with Lily weighed on him more heavily. Finally, Claire was done, and she came to greet him. He realized he had been standing at the door the whole time, simply waiting for Claire to tell him what to do. When she rose, Sam took in the sight of his wife in all her transformed glory. Her hair was still breathtaking, long and red and soft. Her body's curves were accentuated by the muscles that now moved beneath her arms and legs, and even her breasts looked bigger and stood higher on her chest. Despite the increased strength and size, she was the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen. Maybe because of those things, now that his brain had been rewired by the Tiresias event.

She moved to him fast, embracing him, gripping his ass with one hand while breathing deep of his scent. She consumed him in that touch. Sam felt swallowed by his wife and found that the sensation pleased him. He was surprised, then, when she pushed him away, holding him by his shoulders at arm's length.

"I smell some whore on you," she hissed. For a moment, Sam was afraid she might strike him. Her face was screwed up in an expression of rage. "I suppose I can't blame you for that," she said finally, the tension draining from her.

"Thank you," Sam said meekly. "I couldn't help it."

"Of course not. You're a weak little slut. The problem is, your MY weak little slut and I don't appreciate someone else having their way with you." She sighed and nodded as if resolving something for herself. "That's it, then. You'll just have to stay home."

"What? But what about my job and-"

"Quiet," Claire said, and Sam immediately complied. "For one thing, I make more now than you ever did. We'll be fine financially. Second, I prefer having you here when I need you. You're of more use to me cooking and cleaning and doing all the things a proper boy like you ought to be doing. Won't it be nice being able to please me all day, every day?"

Sam considered his fate. He did like cooking and cleaning and keeping a good home for Claire. And if he wasn't allowed the temptation of being with Lily or Amy or one of the other aggressive women at work, he would be reserved just for Claire, for the love of his life.

"I'd like that," he said, and he believed it in his bones.

"I think we should celebrate this new direction, don't you?"

"Sure! Would you like me to make a special dinner or something?"

"I had something different in mind."

Claire reached a hand beneath the loose button-up she wore, into the form-fitting yoga pants that displayed her muscled thighs so well. With a fluid motion, she pulled free her new sexual organs. Claire had not only kept pace with Lily, she revealed to Sam an even bigger shecock and accompanying sac.

"I know it looks strange, but it feels so damn good," she groaned. It was growing in her hand, almost at its full length and already Sam's ass was sparking with that wet tickling sensation.

"I've been changing, too. I think you'll like it."

"Show me," she said, her voice gruff and needy.

Sam was aware that he repeated the motion he'd performed with Lily, a pose of supplication as he lifted his skirt and dropped his panties to his ankles, then bent over the back of the kitchen chair to reveal his dripping ass. The lubrication was oozing from his rectum.

"Oh fuck," Claire hissed, "I can feel how bad my cock wants to pound you, baby. You make me feel like an animal."

"Use me," Sam begged. "Make me your slut."

"With pleasure."

There was little tenderness in that first encounter. Claire shoved her cock roughly inside Sam's slippery ass, driving herself deep with all haste. Once she was inside him, she held herself in that position, grunting. She smacked one of his bare cheeks with a flat palm, and Sam yelped, but he felt a new charge of lube flood his rectal canal. He liked being spanked by his wife, he found.

When she began to truly fuck him, Sam again felt his world shift. There was no debate or reluctance, no doubt. He was his wife's slut and she would use him however she liked, and the fact of that was almost as good as the way she was fucking him with that fat cock of hers. She grabbed his shaggy hair, holding it like a leash, his head jerked upward while she railed him. He could even make out the less meaty slap of her balls against his ass. His scrotum was shrunken away to almost nothing, just as his penis was little more than a faint bulge against his pelvis, a means to expel his urine and nothing more. He wondered if he might develop an actual pussy, or if his body had ceased its evolution. Whatever may be, he decided, so long as his ass kept providing him with this kind of raucous sexual pleasure. He didn't cum the way he did before the event. There was no ejaculation, but rather a series of sensual explosions in his ass and belly that left him shaking and chewing his lip. He was wracked by a series of these, shuddering under his wife's thrusts.

"Your ass is perfect," she gasped. "I'm going to blow my load inside you, you filthy slut."

"Please," Sam replied, "give me all of it."

She did. Her cum filled him, more voluminous than Lily's. And her climax brought another for Sam. This one like an atomic blast between his legs and between his ears. When it subsided, he felt drunk with his wife's cum inside him, her cock shrinking as it pulled free of his eager hole.

"You can expect more of that later," Claire said, swatting his ass as she tucked her cock back in the yoga pants. "How about you make us something to eat? I'm starving after that."

"Yes, Claire," he said dreamily, stirring from his position bent over the chair.

"Also, I don't think Sam fits you very well anymore. I think I'm calling you Samantha from now on. That's not a problem is it?"

"No," he assured her. "I love it."

The strangest part was, he did.

A month after Samantha's name was changed by his wife and he gave up on life as a professional altogether, their lives changed again. Claire got a position at a prestigious design firm based on her excellent portfolio. It didn't hurt that she was also on one of the local community boards working to reestablish some normalcy in the wake of the Tiresias event. With men suddenly unable to serve their former roles, a lot of changes had to be made at all levels of business and government. They could remain in the workforce, but only in support roles. And they were often distracted by their dependence on women in the workplace. The urge to please was often greater than the urge to perform a task, which led to some uncomfortable situations where some slutty boy would forget he was in public at the sight of a particularly powerful-looking woman. Seeing your cashier at the grocery store drop to his knees and beg for a taste of the customer's cock took some getting used to for all involved.

Sam had no such worries. Once he left his office, he never looked back. He adored being a stay-at-home boy for Claire. One of the issues Claire and the others on the local board grappled with was how to find workers in a world where more and more men were simply incapable of higher-order tasks. It was something his wife grumbled about when she was at the desk in her office. Samantha had no solutions to offer her, but would rub her shoulders and assure her everything would be alright. He tried his hardest not to get distracted by the enticing muscles he massaged and most of the time he was successful.

Today was one of Samantha's favorites as it was shopping day. He liked dressing up for his excursions out of the house and found a sweet dress that showed off his legs. It was red and had a white collar. Claire bought all new clothes for him now that it appeared as if his body was done with all its changes. Once the figurative dust settled, he was a very pretty boy, as his wife often told him. His hair softened to a chestnut color and now fell straight and silken down his back to a point between his shoulder blades. His entire frame diminished so that he was slender and almost delicate with his thin arms and legs. His lips were full and inviting, his skin tawny. Some of that was his effort in sunbathing in the backyard. He liked the contrast of his tan flesh meeting Claire's fair skin.

While he grew more slender in some aspects, his hips and chest flared into a determined hourglass shape. His breasts reached a full C cup and stopped, while his ass grew wide and firm. When he wore his red dress, he showed off some of that cleavage and his ass bounced when he walked on his matching red heels. He had a black purse hanging from his right arm as he did the shopping, his very red lipstick catching the eye of the store manager, a seductive Asian woman whose arms were bared thanks to her sleeveless top. While he could not stop himself from imagining what it would be like to be seized by those arms and tossed roughly to the ground before his dripping ass was used, he quickly dismissed such thoughts. He knew if the manager insisted, he would be powerless to say no. He and Claire both understood he could not rightly refuse any woman who demanded his body, and so they minimized those opportunities by keeping him home as much as possible. And Samantha's devotion to Claire was absolute. He was content only having her cock inside him.

The store was filled with boys like Samantha. He was happy to see the manager's attention shift to a blonde boy who wore a miniskirt into the store. Before Samantha checked out, using Claire's credit card, of course, that blonde boy had been whisked into the manager's office. Samantha giggled. Maybe the blonde would get some coupons for his effort.

With hours remaining before Claire's return, Samantha put away groceries, changed the sheets on the bed, and prepared a dinner that would be simple to reheat. When Claire was due home in short order, Samantha replaced his red dress with a black lingerie set made for boys like him, a small cloth pouch hiding his shrunken penis, the back split to allow easy access to his new and cherished sexual organ – his rectum.

When the front door opened, he struck a pose on the bed with one leg extended, the other bent at the knee. At the last moment, he slipped one of his pink-tipped tits out of the cup for further enticement. He knew Claire loved his tits, and he loved how she played with them.

"Samantha?" she called. "Where are you?"

"In the bedroom," Samantha replied. His voice had lifted an octave since the Tiresias event. He sounded like a real girl, though he was not quite that.

Her footsteps were heavy through the house as she made the trek from the front door to the bedroom.

"What are you doing in here?" she said, but that was before the door was fully open. Once inside, Claire saw him on the bed and her face split into a knowing grin. "Does someone want wifey's cock?"

"Yes, please," he said, returning the grin. His ass was already leaking at the sight of his wife. She wore a blue business suit with a cream top beneath the jacket. He could see the high, full breasts straining that top, and the strength of her body coiled inside the rather plain suit.

He rose from the bed, stripping his wife, hands caressing and worshiping the lines of her arms and legs, the fullness of her breasts. He loosed her red hair from its ponytail into the wild mane that it fell into naturally. Claire merely stood, arms outstretched, while her husband adored her body and revealed it. When he moved her skirt down, he sighed at the sight of her cock coming into view. He was glad that she fucked him with it from the first, for it allowed his body to stretch to fit it. Now it was a sturdy phallus, eight inches long and delightfully thick. It was almost hard when he first slipped it free of the skirt, and one kiss of its tip and it was iron in his hand.

"Been thinking about me?" Claire teased while Samantha removed her bra, his hands reaching around to cup her tits, their size too great to hold in a single hand. Still, he plucked at her nipples, and Claire's cock throbbed and bounced with desire.

"Yes. Always," he said, moving around her nude body to face her. She was two inches taller now, and he was pleased to look up into her eyes, green and bright. He saw a familiar look of hunger there. While society might be in the business of righting itself, some things were understood. This was a more primal world than the one before the asteroid. When a woman got the look in her eye Claire had now, it meant there would be ravishing or violence. Some of the futa women would fight in public over the possession of some soft boy. Claire was in that state now. If someone were to challenge her ownership of Samantha at this moment, Claire would fight tooth and claw for her dominance. The idea turned Samantha on.

Claire took her husband in her arms, kissing Samantha's neck while she squeezed and tugged at Samantha's breast. Those kisses moved up Samantha's neck to his mouth. Her tongue invaded, explored, licked and flicked. It was like her hands were everywhere all at once. She gripped him, rubbed the smooth lines of his back, squeezed his ass. She was insistent and eager until she'd had her fill and shoved him onto the bed.

"On your knees," she commanded, and Samantha obeyed. "I like the panties."

He had no time to thank her. She was climbing the bed behind him, opening the slit in the seat of his panties with enough force to rip them wider. He would need a replacement, he thought, before he felt her arm circle his waist and his wife's big cock press against his ass, wet and slippery and desperate. When she entered him, there was no teasing or tenderness. She rammed her cock into him and he twisted and moaned at the invasion. He was at his happiest in these moments, when his wife's cock filled him and all other thoughts were banished. He could live mindless and happy the rest of his days if Claire kept her cock like this, filling his ass as it leaked around her girth. The pounding came next. Claire found a deep and quick rhythm while she pummeled his ass, her balls ricocheting off his bared ass. Samantha adored the way his tits bounced with the force of her thrusts, the sound of her flesh meeting his. She surprised him by stopping before she came this time. Instead, she withdrew and used a hand on Samantha's hip to roll him over.

"Suck me," she growled. "Now."

Samantha scrambled to his hands and knees before his wife, eyes locked on the glistening, upturned cock presented to him. While he preferred it in his ass, his mouth was a close second as homes for his wife's phallus went. He was able to grip it with both of his thin hands and take the fat tip into his mouth. He descended on the pole as far as he could, until the bell-end tickled the back of his throat and threatened to gag him. Claire seized his hair and held him, fucking his mouth with the same urgency with which she used his ass. He sucked and flicked his tongue along the sensitive skin of her shecock until he heard his wife making the grunting sounds he associated with her climax.

She came in his mouth, enough that it ballooned his cheeks and leaked around the seal he formed on her cock. He drank down what he could, but when she slid her cock free of Samantha's mouth, pearly white goo oozed from the corners of his mouth and coated his tongue.

"Good boy," she chuckled.

Samantha had a climax of his own. Cum-soaked and blissful, he silently agreed. He was a very good boy.
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