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		"T hat fucking asshole," I cursed, still furious with my now ex-boyfriend. As soon as I caught him fucking those two bimbos, I just left. I jumped in my car and started to drive. I didn't even know where I was going.

		The real sting came from the fact Miles and I never had sex. It wasn't that I was against sex. I wanted to have sex with the right man. And until I caught him cheating on me, I had thought Miles was that man.

		And it wasn't just that I caught Miles cheating. It was that I completely changed my life for him. I dropped out of college. I planned to move across the country to be with him. And the moment I arrived, I found him in bed with two chicks who seemed to share a single brain cell.

		The worst part was when he finally noticed me staring at him with shock on my face, he gave me a smirk. "Join in, Annie. Welcome to my harem."

		Harem? I knew what that was, but I didn't really believe that they existed. But the two women he was with seemed eager to add me as a fourth wheel. But it all just left me feeling gross.

		So I got right back in my car and started driving. It was too far to go home. Not that I really had a home to go to. Dropping out of college caused a falling out with my family. They told me I was making a mistake. It turned out they were right.

		But I didn't get very far before my car started to sputter. It was an old car my family gave me when I went off to college. It was only supposed to last me until I finished school, but the long drive across the country meant it had seen more miles than it probably had left in it.

		"Don't die on me now," I said as I entered a small town that didn't seem to show up on the maps on my phone. Even though this was a place where people obviously lived, I didn't want to get stuck here.

		But my car had other ideas. It kept sputtering and I did everything I could to baby it until I was able to pull into a service station.

		The man at the station seemed nice enough. But the moment he opened the hood, with either smoke or steam pouring out, he pointed at the engine with both hands, and pretended to shoot it, even making gunfire sounds.

		"It's that bad?" I asked.

		The man nodded. "The radiator is shot. The head gasket is blown. The whole engine is basically dead. It won't even be able to make it down the block."

		I couldn't help it. I just started to cry. First my boyfriend cheats on me. Then my car dies. I didn't even know where I was. This was the worst possible outcome I could imagine. Everything was going wrong.

		"Hey, hey, hey," the man said. "It's okay. It's just a car. But I'm guessing you don't have the money to fix or replace it and you have nowhere to go right now."

		I nodded my head as tears poured down my face. My breathing was stilted, racked with sobs. "And I walked in on my boyfriend cheating on me."

		"Wow, that's a rough one," the man said. "I probably shouldn't do this, but I can see you're in a tough spot. There's some people I know who can probably help you. I'm not saying they can fix everything, but Spencer is super smart and his wife, Gail, is the sweetest woman who ever did live. If there's anyone who can help you get yourself sorted, it's them. Would it be all right if I called them for you?"

		I just nodded my head. Any help was appreciated. And I was pretty sure whatever help was provided couldn't make things worse for me.

		He pulled out his phone right there and made a call. I wasn't even really listening to him. I was too busy feeling sorry for myself and crying as I leaned back against the side of my car. There were a few words that made it through my crying, but they seemed meaningless. "Mr. Winters... stray... in a bad way..."

		But a moment later, the man squatted down next to me, giving me space, but also getting down on my level. "Good news. Mr. Winters will be here in a few minutes. He'll help get everything sorted for you. Okay?"

		"Thank you," I managed to mumble as I fought back another sob.

		And even though this had probably turned into the worst day of my life, I had to admit how it could have been worse. I wasn't injured. And while I felt awful, I wasn't sick. I was just stuck in a strange town, with my car broken down, without any money, and without the man I thought I loved to help me.

		The man handed me some tissues so I could wipe my face and make myself more presentable for this Mr. Winters. I knew nothing about him, obviously. But I didn't want to be a complete wreck when he arrived.

		I normally wasn't such a mess. I was someone who could take care of myself. If I wasn't, I never would have considered the move across the country. However, everyone had their breaking point and I had apparently just reached mine.

		Just as I was able to wipe away the last of my tears, a car pulled into the service station. Instead of pulling up to the pump to fill the car with gas, the driver pulled right up next to where my car sat with the hood propped open, still giving off a little bit of smoke or steam. At least it wasn't on fire, but it still looked plenty dead.

		The car was a rich blue. And it only had two doors. It was a sports car, but I didn't hear much noise from the engine. Did that make it electric? I didn't know. I didn't know anything about cars. Maybe if I did, I could have avoided my current fate.

		The car door opened and out stepped possibly the most handsome man I had ever seen before in my life. He was built like a bodybuilder, but with a grace and kindness to his movements that immediately put me at ease. He was a protector as opposed to someone who meant harm. I could sense that about him immediately.

		"Mr. Winters," the service man said, greeting the newcomer with a smile and a handshake. "Thanks so much for coming."

		"It sounds like we have someone in need," Mr. Winters said. "A damsel in distress, so to speak."

		"I wouldn't go so far as to call myself a damsel, but I'm in distress," I said, stepping up toward the two men, finding it difficult to look Mr. Winters straight in the eye. My gaze kept dropping, looking down. "I'm Annie, Annie Smith."

		"I wish I could say we were meeting under better circumstances," Mr. Winters said. "Annie, that must be short for something."

		"Well, yes," I said, admitting the truth about my name. "My given name is Annika, but I prefer Annie. I always have."

		"That's just fine." Mr. Winters had a deep voice that practically resonated in my chest. I could feel it as much as hear it. That only made him more attractive, although I was well aware that he was already married. And considering how I had just been cheated on, I wasn't about to even consider such a relationship with him. Besides, if I had to guess, he was about ten years older than me, which wasn't a deal breaker, but at twenty, that just felt like a lot to me.

		"So I was told you might have a solution to my predicament, or at least the ability to help," I said, trying to keep my interactions with Mr. Winters as focused on my goal of getting back on my feet as possible.

		"Yes, that's tight. My wife and I have a room you can stay in until we find a way to get you back on your feet and on your way. My wife Gail has always been quite the helper."

		"I can't ask you to do that." I wanted to say no. I wanted to explain to Mr. Winters that his offer was already too much. Not that I had many options.

		"You're not asking," he countered. "I'm offering. And this is only temporary until we get you in the right situation."

		Normally having a young man like Mr. Winters make such an offer, or as young as he appeared to be, would be a red flag. But the fact he was married helped. And the fact I didn't have any other options. My car was dead. I didn't have the money to fix it. The best I could currently do was sleep in it, but it wasn't like there was even room for that. It had all of my belongings in it for my move across the country. Only now I didn't have a place to stay, other than with the Winters.

		"Considering the situation, I accept your offer, Mr. Winters," I said, holding out my hand.

		"Call me Spencer," he said as he wrapped his big hand around mine and shook it. He was so much bigger than me, so much stronger. And yet, I really did feel safe with him, despite the obvious difference in power.

		"All right, Spencer," I said. "I accept your offer."

		Spencer looked from me, to my car, and then to his car. "Obviously I don't have a lot of space for your belongings. Grab what you can carry. I'm sure your car and everything in it will be safe here."

		"Sure will," the service man said. "I'll roll it into the garage. We've never had a break-in before. I'm pretty sure our police department spends most of their time eating donuts than actually having to work."

		I got the joke, but I had found such stereotypes to be damaging. And not just to the police. It went both ways. But I wasn't going to say anything. Spencer chuckled, but it was more just to placate the service man than showing his actual agreement.

		"Sure, let me just grab my suitcase and purse," I said. It was hard to believe I had been sobbing only a few minutes ago.

		Spencer opened the passenger door of the low-slung sports car. Then when I returned with my suitcase, he took it from my hands, opening the trunk to store it away. I sat down in the car, suddenly impressed with the luxury of the vehicle. Leather seats, a large infographic screen on the dash, and more buttons and dials than I could keep track of. This was a rich man's car. But while many men would buy such a car to reinforce an image they wanted to project, I could tell this fit perfectly with the man who moments later climbed into the driver's seat.

		I waved to the service man, never having gotten his name, as Spencer fired up the engine and pulled out of the service station lot. There was no doubt I was being trusting, of both Spencer and the service man, but I didn't see myself having much choice. I was stuck and just needed some temporary help to get myself back on my feet.

		The drive across town was peaceful. The setting sun flickered through the overhead trees. There was so much greenery and a certain bucolic quality to the place. It wasn't rural, but it wasn't far off either.

		But what really impressed me was how big the houses were. Once we were away from the service station and the commercial district, I felt as if we were traveling through an idyllic suburban community. And every house had a handcrafted quality, all of them similar, yet different from each other. This was the kind of place where families lived.

		"Thank you again for all of this," I said, breaking the silence.

		"It's not a problem. Gail and I have space and you are in need of help. It's really the least of what we can do."

		I looked out the window and saw a man who had to be about Spencer's age playing with a kid on a front lawn.

		"Do you and Gail have kids?" I asked, just curious.

		Spencer shook his head as he turned a corner. "Nope. That just hasn't been in the cards for us. We'd both love to, but it's complicated."

		"I understand," I said. I felt too young to be thinking about having a family. Finding the right man was required and Miles had proved himself not to be that man. Not that I was looking for that immediately. There was plenty of time for that in the future. The distant future.

		Before I knew it, Spencer pulled into the driveway of a house that seemed even bigger than its neighbors. Most of the houses were two stories, probably with a basement as well. He pulled up right behind a big SUV.

		For the briefest of moments, I wondered why Spencer drove his sports car instead of the SUV to get me. He had to know I would come with luggage. I had to leave almost everything behind at the service station. However, as he stopped the car, I realized why. He parked directly behind the SUV, blocking it in. His driving the sports car was simply practical.

		"Here we are," Spencer said. "Welcome to Casa de Winters. I hope Gail has finished getting ready. I would have brought her along, but I didn't want to keep you waiting and Gail is a woman who needs time to get ready to leave the house."

		I nodded along, not really understanding. I knew women were known for needing time to get ready, but I had always been more along the side of no nonsense. Back when I had still been in college, I often rolled out of bed and hurried across campus with only a few minutes to spare. A quick brush of the hair and a clean top was often all I needed before I was sitting at a desk, taking notes or completing a quiz.

		But that was over now. Technically, I could return to college at the new semester, because I was taking a leave of absence. However, I wasn't itching to return. There was a reason I had seen Miles as a better opportunity than college, even though he turned out to be a cheating liar.

		I clutched my purse as I climbed out of the car. It wasn't easy, what with the seats being so low. But I managed, thankful I wasn't wearing a short skirt or dress. If any neighbors had been watching, they would have seen my panties. But pants left me happily covered, without fear of losing my modesty.

		"There she is," a woman on the porch practically squealed at the sight of me. I looked up to find myself staring at the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. She had flawless skin, long, blonde hair, and a bosom that certainly put my lack of curves to shame. And the dress she wore was incredibly sexy, complete with a hem that barely reached her thighs and a neckline that seemed to be on strike, leaving a deep line of cleavage bare.

		"Hi," I said, greeting the woman, who seemed to be Spencer's wife.

		"It's so nice to meet you," she said, practically skipping down the stairs, as if she couldn't contain herself. "I'm Gail. I hope you don't mind being put up by us for a little while. It's such a shame your car broke down. We're so sorry it happened."

		"Thank you," I said, not sure what to make of Gail's effusive greeting. The woman was sweet, but clearly there was a lot of energy behind her. There was just a bubbliness that made me want to smile, even after everything that had happened.

		"Please, come on in." Gail placed her hands on my shoulders and guided me up the stairs from behind. I didn't even have a chance to look back at Spencer, but I heard him walking up the porch stairs behind us. "I don't know if you're hungry or not, but I have food ready for you, if you want."

		It didn't take me long to answer. I hadn't said anything back at the service station, but I was feeling hungry after that emotional roller coaster of a day. "That would be lovely."

		Gail smiled as we walked through the doorway and into the house. "Then come on back. I'll get you settled in and you can tell me all about yourself."

		Gail practically pulled me through the house, taking me straight through the impeccably clean rooms. The living room was neat and tidy, with comfortable looking furniture. The dining room had a regal quality to it, making it perfect for entertaining. And then the kitchen featured a clean and warm ambiance that somehow looked both lived in and professional at the same time.

		I found myself sitting at the kitchen table, my purse set aside. Gail busied herself in the refrigerator. I noticed there was a pot on the stove, already cooking.

		"I hope you don't mind clam chowder," Gail said. "And a nice cold glass of milk."

		"Sure, that's fine," I said. "I'm not picky. I'm just thankful for the helping hand."

		"What kind of people would we be if we didn't help a nice, fine, young woman like yourself?"

		I didn't know what to say to that. Compared to her, I didn't think of myself as particularly young. Gail had to be only a couple years older than me, maybe twenty-two or twenty-three.

		Before I could answer, Spencer saved me, walking into the kitchen. "I checked on the guest bedroom upstairs. Everything should be fine. Even though we don't get many guests, Gail still regularly cleans it. There's no dust or dirt up there."

		"That's right,' Gail said. "I keep a clean house for my man, because he deserves it."

		Spencer pulled Gail into a side hug, showing his appreciation. She gazed up at him with complete adoration. It was nice to see at least someone had found their soulmate. I was apparently still looking for mine.

		Although, I had to say, seeing Gail interact with her husband left me wondering just what the dynamic between them was. It didn't seem particularly even. Gail seemed like a domestic goddess with her cooking and cleaning. And while I hadn't tried her cooking just yet, her cleaning was on point. But with a man like Spencer around, who epitomized masculine handsomeness, I could understand how such a dynamic came to be. Not that Gail was in any means below standard. She was absolutely gorgeous. But it was easier for me to see Spencer as the man of the house.

		"Here's your milk," Gail said once her husband had finally released her.

		The frothy glass of white looked perfect after an awful day. I usually wasn't much of a dairy person, but I wasn't going to say no to the people who were only trying to help me.

		"Thank you," I said before taking a sip. But the moment the sweet, white liquid hit my lips, I forgot to say anything else. I just kept drinking, draining the glass before I even realized it.

		"Was it good?" Spencer asked, even though I was sure he knew the answer already. He had to have seen the glass of milk empty almost instantly.

		"It was divine," I said, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. "The best milk I ever tasted."

		"The best milk you ever tasted?" Gail asked, a slight smile on her lips. "I'm sure the milk producer would love to hear that."

		Spencer chuckled at his wife's comment. She giggled, too. And before I knew it, I was laughing, joining in, even though I had no idea what was going on.

		Spencer refilled my glass from a glass bottle in the refrigerator as Gail used a ladle to scoop clam chowder into a bowl for me.

		"Dinner is served," Gail said as she placed the bowl in front of me.

		I licked my lips, taking a deep breath in through my nose, enjoying the olfactory sensations the bowl of soup sent me. And then I picked up my spoon and collected my first bite.

		I shared the basics of my story with Gail and Spencer between spoonfuls of soup. And I drank down another two glasses of milk. I couldn't remember the last time I had consumed so much dairy, but I wasn't complaining. It was all so good.

		But by the time I ate my second bowl of clam chowder, I was definitely feeling the effects of something. I felt almost dizzy, my mind not working as it should. It was almost like a food coma, but instead of feeling tired and lethargic, it was the opposite. I was filled with energy, which made my stomach rebel, because it was so full and I felt like bouncing around.

		Both Gail and Spencer had remained with me in the kitchen as I ate. They asked basic questions about my past and what my goals were. I had to admit, now that Miles was out of the picture, I couldn't really think of what my goals were. He had been my goal after I dropped out of college.

		After I told them everything I could think of, it felt as if a weight had been lifted off my shoulders. It turned out I probably just needed someone to talk to, to share my burden with.

		"Oh, you poor dear," Gail said, her voice soft and sensual. "Don't worry. Spencer and I will get you situated. You might even find you like living around here and want to stay."

		I doubted that. Now that Miles was out of the picture, it seemed prudent to return to school as soon as I was allowed back. And I only planned to intrude upon the hospitality here for as short a time as possible. As soon as I could secure transportation for myself and my belongings, no matter what that amounted to, I would.

		"How about I show Annika here to her room," Spencer said.

		I grew flustered upon hearing my given name. Everyone called me Annie. Spencer knew that, but he must have forgotten. And given everything he and Gail were doing for me, I was willing to put up with him calling me Annika occasionally.

		"That would be great," I said, brushing off my annoyance. "It's been a hell of a day and I'm tired."

		Spencer led me from the kitchen and up the stairs to, not the second floor, but the third floor. They had an absolutely gigantic house, especially compared to the dorm room I had left just a couple days ago.

		When we arrived at the guest bedroom, I discovered Spencer had already brought up my suitcase. It sat on top of a low dresser, the lid flipped up. It was a little weird to know that Spencer had opened my suitcase, but again, I pushed that worry away. I was tired and I was pretty sure he was just being helpful.

		"I'll see you tomorrow," Spencer said. "Good night."

		With the door closed, I let out a cathartic sigh. Then a yawn. It was early for me to go to bed, but I could sense I would fall asleep on my own soon enough. I might as well make it official. I dug into my suitcase, pulling out the tank top and shorts I liked to wear to bed and changed into them. After that, I climbed under the covers and quickly fell asleep.
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		I woke up after a night filled with sexy dreams. It was weird. I was a virgin. Sure, I'd had a few slightly sexy dreams, but never anything so vivid and almost lucid. And I never expected such dreams while sleeping as a guest in someone else's house.

		Even as I sat up, leaning back against the soft pillows piled up against the headboard, I felt a throbbing low in my belly, an ache for something far more than I had ever experienced before. But I wasn't going to give in. I wasn't going to start masturbating in the Winters' house.

		It was midmorning by the time I finished showering and getting dressed. It took me a little longer to get ready than it usually did. One, I kept trying to shock my body with a jet of cold water, turning the handle in the shower to cold, but then I had to warm myself back up, because I always hated cold showers. And two, my bras weren't really fitting. I tried every single one I had in my suitcase, with the cups of each one being too small. I ended up pulling out a halter top with built in support to wear instead.

		I felt nervous when I stepped into the kitchen to ask about breakfast. Even though I didn't have much in the way of breasts, I almost always wore a bra. It seemed more socially acceptable than not. But when I found Gail there, her big breasts completely unrestrained in her tight fitting dress, I stopped worrying about it. I knew she wasn't wearing a dress from the way her nipples poked against the dress fabric.

		"Good morning, Annika," Gail chirped with a smile. "How about some breakfast?"

		"Thank you," I said, glad to find the kitchen filled with a lovely aroma. "I'm starving."

		I opted to ignore Gail's use of my given name over my preferred Annie. At some point, assuming I remained here for long, I would have to remind them to call me Annie. But until my future became more known, I didn't want to bite the hand that fed me.

		"Good," Gail said, finishing whatever she was cooking at the stove. "Because I made extra. There's always lots of food in this house. It's been that way for years. I've always wanted extra mouths to feed, but Spencer always relocated the strays to new homes before anything could happen."

		My face remained placid, not knowing how to respond to that. The mention of strays reminded me of the conversation I partially overheard yesterday, when the service man was talking on the phone with Spencer. But with the way Gail said it, my mind immediately went to cats. Stray cats. That at least made more sense.

		"Now you have a seat and I'll make sure you're tucking away a healthy breakfast in no time. They say it's the most important meal of the day."

		Before I knew it, there was a glass of milk placed in front of me. And Gail was cooking scrambled eggs with a dash of milk to keep them fluffy. Soon I had a full spread and my stomach was only too happy to eat down all that delicious food.

		Although, like last night, I started to feel light headed as I ate. It was weird. There was something about it that felt wrong, but at the same time, it felt really nice. Even though I was stuck, I had the super pretty Gail helping to take care of me and an equally attractive Spencer taking care of all of the logistics.

		"You're an amazing cook," I said.

		Gail giggled. "You're too kind. Maybe someday I'll fill you in on the secret ingredient."

		"I've never been much of a cook," I admitted. "In college, I either ate in the dining hall or I used the microwave."

		"That's no good," Gail said. "Don't worry. I'll teach you everything I know about cooking. But first, I was wondering if you could help me with some of my cleaning chores today. With the two of us, we can get it done twice as fast."

		I wasn't sure how to broach the topic before now. With the Winters taking me in, I wanted to give back in some way. And since I doubted I would find paying work on my first day, I was glad that Gail had suggested that I help out around the house. And if I was here long enough for her to teach me a few things in the kitchen, all the better.

		As soon as I finished breakfast, I helped Gail clean up the dirty dishes. She washed while I dried. That was the easiest method, because even there, I was a little lost.

		And after that, we went room by room, cleaning everything. We dusted. We vacuumed. We mopped. We did everything to keep the house spotless.

		By the time lunch rolled around, I already felt exhausted. We had cleaned the whole house in just over two hours. It was impressive. But then again, by spending all that time each day cleaning, it all went much faster, because there was never that much dirt or dust to clean up.

		"You sure do drink a lot of milk around here," I commented at lunch. Gail and I were eating sandwiches at the kitchen table. We were both drinking milk.

		"It's good for you," she said. "I never had such a nice womanly figure until I started drinking this milk."

		To make it clear what she was talking about, Gail ran one hand down her flank, following the incredible curves of her body. It was not just that Gail had tremendous breasts that almost seemed to defy gravity. She also had a narrow waist and wide hips that would make any man pant with desire. There was a reason why she was married to Spencer. They were the same, both incredibly gifted with their bodies.

		"Well, it is good," I said. "I've never had milk like it."

		"I'm sure you haven't." Gail winked, but I didn't get her meaning. There was so much I didn't understand about life and other people. I had thought meeting Miles was the best thing that ever happened to me. Online, it was so easy to talk to him. He wasn't the best looking man in the world. He couldn't hold a candle to Spencer. But looks didn't matter when I thought I had found my soulmate. It turned out that I hadn't though. He just wanted me to be one of many women in his harem.

		I wanted to make a sick face at the thought of joining a harem, but I didn't want Gail to think it had anything to do with her. I did that sometimes. I got lost in my own head and forgot how there were other people around. Not to mention something else I noticed about Gail as we talked while cleaning the house over the course of the morning. She made herself sound normal enough, but it quickly became clear to me that she was completely inept when it came to anything outside of her wifely duties.

		As a college student, I had been aware of the bubble I had lived in. It was like there was nothing happening off of campus. Meeting Miles had changed that a little, but not enough for me to gain a worldly perspective. But even then, I was generally aware of current events, even if they did not seem to directly affect me on a daily basis.

		However, Gail was completely oblivious to current events. If I had to guess, she couldn't even tell me who the current political leaders were. She knew what she needed to know to get by in her daily life, but she spent her day primarily cooking and cleaning. I wasn't sure if there was much else going on between her ears.

		However, as my lunch seemed to settle in my stomach, the haze that had grown in my mind since first arriving in the Winters' home last night grew stronger. And with it came a coiling of heat in my belly, the likes of which I had never felt before. I had been horny before, or what I thought of as horny. It was a part of life for a young woman like me. But now, something different had awakened within me and it had become difficult to control.

		I could feel my nipples getting hard. I could feel myself getting wet between the legs. The burning desire, the ache for something more, only seemed to grow and grow. And if I didn't do something about it soon, I feared I would break, losing control.

		"I'm sorry," I said, interrupting whatever Gail had been saying.

		"What? Why? What's wrong?" She was so concerned that her hand came to rest on my own, sending a tingle through my body.

		"I need...," I started, but I wasn't able to finish the sentence before I was forced to swallow what little saliva was in my mouth. My mouth had gone dry. "I need a shower."

		Gail smiled at me, giving me a knowing look. "It's okay to tell me what you really need. I'm a woman. I understand."

		I gaped at her, unwilling to fully accept her meaning. Was she talking about sex? About masturbation? People didn't talk about that openly. At least I didn't.

		"Go on," Gail said, encouraging me. "Tell me. Tell me what you're feeling."

		"I'm horny," I said, the words rushing out of my mouth before I could stop them. My eyes went wide and I clapped my hands over my mouth as the truth was laid bare.

		But Gail wasn't upset by my bluntness. If anything, she seemed even more excited than before. "Well, you've already had a nice breakfast and lunch. That was the last thing you needed. And now you're going to need something more. And that's where I come in."

		"What do you mean?" I asked.

		"Oh, you are a dear," Gail said with a hint of a giggle in her voice. "Even with all that milk, you're still hanging on to those outdated, puritan ideas. Come on."

		And just like that, Gail grabbed my hand and pulled me up from my seat. She led me upstairs, not to my bedroom, but to the one she shared with Spencer. All along the way, I tried to form words, but none really came out. I should have pulled my hand free from hers, but I let her lead me. As much as I was horrified about what was happening, I was also curious. And my arousal grabbed onto the curiosity and pushed it to the forefront of my mind.

		"Just have a seat on the bed," Gail said when she finally released me.

		I stood there, unmoving. Gail sat down first and patted the edge of the bed beside her.

		"This isn't right," I said. However, it wasn't the actual act of whatever Gail had in mind that bothered me. My body ached for her sexual touch. No, it was the idea of cheating. Miles had cheated on me with those two bimbos. I couldn't do it, even if I wasn't the one cheating. It was Gail. I couldn't let her cheat on Spencer.

		"You don't have to worry about that," Gail said. "Just have a seat, Annika. I'll make you feel so good."

		Could I stop worrying, just like that? I didn't think it worked that way. Yet somehow, Gail's words did give me a sense of relief. It did not completely chase away my concern, but it helped.

		However, in place of that worry rose a flash of anger. "Don't call me that," I snapped. "Annie. Call me Annie. Please." That last bit came out more like I was pleading, almost begging.

		"But Annika is such a pretty name," Gail said, reaching out and gently taking my hand. The smallest of tugs led me to sitting down beside her. And from there, she had so much more access, her hands slowly moving over my body, pausing on my thigh, then my hip, and then again on my hand.

		"But..." I just didn't know what to say. Here was this supremely sexy woman and she was fully focused on me, seducing me.

		"Shh," she cooed. "You don't need to worry. You're safe in my hands. I just want you to feel good."

		I said nothing, but my head moved in an almost imperceptible nod. But that was all Gail needed to continue. She had my permission. Her hand squeezed my thigh, pulling my attention back to her. Her touch felt warm and wonderful. It was just a simple touch, but it felt amazing. And then Gail's other hand came up, gently cupping my chin and directing my gaze toward her.

		Our lips met in a simple kiss, but one that still filled my body with electricity, making me feel as if I was about to melt into a puddle on the bed. I didn't understand the feeling, but I wanted it to continue. My lips parted and Gail's tongue darted into my mouth, pushing against mine, kissing me more deeply than I ever thought possible.

		My nipples were hard, aching, even though the rest of my body was covered up by my halter top and shorts. And Gail's hand seemed to know that, because it rubbed over the swell of my breast, feeling the soft flesh through the cotton material, before pinching one of my nipples through the fabric, eliciting a moan from my throat that could not be contained.

		"I can't let you cheat on Spencer," I blurted out, finally finding the words to express my fears.

		"This isn't cheating," Gail said simply. "We're just two women with needs. Even here, I can smell the arousal on you. You're wet and needy. And so am I. You just need to turn off that brain and let your body handle everything. It knows what it wants. You just have to let it happen."

		Could it possibly be that easy? It seemed impossible.

		When Gail saw how her words had pushed me close to the edge, but I had not yet given in, she continued. "Spencer and I have an understanding, if that helps. We both believe a woman needs other women. And even though he is retired and probably just out on the golf course today, he would still want to know that we're both getting the satisfaction we need."

		It only took me a moment for Gail's argument to fully sink in. If she did not consider this cheating on Spencer, then who was I to argue with that? And it wasn't like I was the one doing anything wrong. If there was someone in the wrong, it was Gail. She wasn't my responsibility.

		"I think you're ready now," Gail whispered, pulling away from me. "And so am I."

		I was still trying to catch my breath from that one kiss alone when Gail stood up from the bed and removed her dress, baring her big breasts to my eyes. My mouth hung open as she stood there in front of me, naked except for her heels.

		I had been impressed with Gail's appearance from the moment I first laid eyes on her. She was stunningly beautiful and sexy. Her big breasts hung off her body, showing no signs that gravity existed. There was no downward pull of them. And their size contrasted her narrow waist so nicely. Adding the complement of her wide hips, Gail had an ideal hourglass figure. Spencer was a truly lucky man.

		It took me several moments to see just how perfect her body was. Gail's skin was flawless, without a single blemish or scar. And her body hair was nonexistent. Even if her hair was not naturally blonde, no one would ever know, since there was nothing to compare it to.

		"Now let's get you out of those clothes and into your birthday suit."

		I didn't know what to do, but it turned out Gail had a plan. She reached out with her long-nailed fingers and slowly moved to disrobe me. First came my shoes, since there was no way my shorts could fit over my shoes.

		Once my feet were bare, Gail pulled at the waistband of my shorts. The button popped open and she pulled the zipper down, revealing my bikini panties beneath. The shorts fell to the ground and Gail smiled at what she saw there, standing only inches in front of me, almost pressed up against my body.

		But she showed little interest in my panties. Instead, she reached up, wrapping her hands behind my neck, finding the tie for my halter top. One pick pull was all it took for the two strips of fabric to come untied. A few more tugs and soon my halter top had joined the pile of my shoes and shorts.

		Even though Gail was already naked, I still held my hands up, covering my small breasts. But in my hands, they didn't feel quite so small anymore. I chanced a glance downward and could tell there was some sort of swelling or growth.

		"Drop the arms," Gail said. I acted on her words almost automatically. She reached up and flicked my nipples gently. They were already achingly hard, but that touch only made it worse.

		A throaty moan escaped my lips. If she didn't know how turned on I was already, she did now.

		Gail's final step was to remove my panties. She slipped her fingers beneath the waistband and slowly rolled them downward. It was the first time I had ever been exposed in front of someone like this. There had been doctor's checkups, but those were clinical and they rarely required this level of nudity.

		"There," Gail said with a satisfied smile and sigh. "So beautiful. So close to perfect."

		Perfect? I didn't think I was anywhere close to perfect, especially when I was in Gail's proximity. She was perfect. Her body was amazing, even if she came across as a bit sex-obsessed and dumb. But no one cared about a woman's mind when she looked this good.

		"I don't know what I'm doing," I finally said, digging up the courage to admit the truth.

		"It's okay that you've never been with another woman before," Gail said, running her hands over my shoulders. I kept looking down at her breasts. They were so big and wonderful looking.

		"No, I mean I've never had sex before." And there it was. The truth.

		"Don't worry about it," Gail said. "I'll teach you everything you need to know."

		Gail sat me down on the edge of the bed again. I let her. But she didn't just sit me down. She kept pushing until I was on my back, her butt and hips just on the edge.

		"I want you to feel good," Gail said as she ran her fingers along my pussy lips.

		I gasped at the sensation. There was a burst of pleasure that shot up my spine. I had never felt anything like it and I had assumed I knew about my body.

		"That's the idea," Gail said before she kissed me again, her tongue licking across my lips, teasing them open, while her fingers continued to explore the wetness that was just for her.

		And it was for her. I had never been this wet around a man before. I had never been this wet around another woman before. It made me wonder if I had been lying to myself all this time, thinking I was attracted to men when I was so very clearly attracted to this woman, to Gail. Did that make me a lesbian? Did that make me bi? I might have thought about it more, but Gail's fingers kept teasing me, kept pushing me, leaving me completely distracted by the aching pleasure now permeating my body.

		I moaned as Gail explored. Her tongue was still right there at my lips, probing my mouth. And her fingers were between my legs, causing me to buck against her touch, both eager for more and scared for what this was doing to me.

		There was no doubt about it now, though. There was a fire burning through me, one that needed to be quenched. And Gail was going to quench it. I was ready, if I just stopped worrying about what was happening, about what Gail was doing to me.

		"There you go," Gail said, pulling away from me, breaking the kiss, but bringing her lips to my ear instead, giving my earlobe a little nibble that sent another shiver down my spine.

		"I don't know if I can do this," I said, not sure if the words were meant for her or just me. But they came out.

		"I know you can," Gail said, her tone taking on an air of gentle authority. "You're already getting wetter. That's a good sign."

		I didn't know what she was talking about, but she had obviously done this before, with Spencer's approval no doubt. And, if what she said was true, then they did have an understanding, which meant I would not be the first woman Gail had seduced into bed, or whatever it was she had in mind.

		"It's okay," I said, trusting Gail more and more every moment.

		"Good girl." Gail gave me a gentle peck on the lips before crawling down my body, leaving a trail of kisses from my mouth down across my body. She spent such agonizingly amazing attention on my breasts, my back arching in response to the wet kisses and the cool air of the bedroom. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as the pleasure pushed through me at levels I had never imagined were possible before.

		"Mmm, that's nice," Gail moaned as she reached my pussy. I was not nearly as well landscaped as she was, but she didn't seem to care. "I just want to make you feel good."

		As Gail's face lowered between my thighs, I wondered what exactly she planned on doing. This was all so new to me. I had been curious before, but I had never delved deep into research. Even with all the answers at the tips of my fingers with the internet, I remained chaste in so many ways. But I didn't have long to wonder. Soon enough, Gail showed me exactly what she had in mind for me, for us.

		Gail's tongue was both soft and strong. She teased the folds of my labia, exploring the textures of my outer lips and the little bump of my clit. My hips bucked and twisted at her touch, wanting more, but not knowing if I could handle the pleasure that coursed through me, especially with Gail's weight pushing down on my legs, holding them in place.

		And as her tongue ran across my clit, her finger dipped down into my opening, teasing me, using all of her carnal knowledge to push me up to the edge, giving me a view of what was possible if I only reached out and embraced it. My hands gripped the bed covers beneath me as I writhed in ecstasy. The pleasure was unlike anything I had felt before. It was stronger, and better, and... I didn't even know anymore. I just knew that nothing from my life up until this point compared. Nothing was close.

		"You're going to make me cum," I moaned. I didn't know what else to say, but those were the only words I could force out of my mouth, over and over again, my entire being focused on that one point, on the woman between my thighs, pleasuring me.

		"That's the idea," Gail said, the words coming out muffled by her mouth being pressed against my pussy, her tongue still exploring and tasting me.

		"I... I don't know..." I couldn't form a coherent thought anymore, but Gail had no trouble reading between the lines, understanding what I needed even when I didn't understand it myself.

		My mind went blank as her tongue and fingers worked in unison, her plump lips wrapping around my clit and sucking on it, raking her teeth against the nub of flesh, adding to the pleasure that already threatened to tear me apart at the seams.

		"Cum for me," Gail moaned, pulling her lips away for just a moment, her voice sending a shiver through my body, awakening a primal urge in me to do exactly what she asked of me. "Cum for me, Annika."

		"Annika," I repeated, both because I liked the way my name sounded on Gail's lips, but also because I liked the sound of it on my own. I hadn't wanted anyone to call me by my given name, but Gail, even just now, saying it as she pleasured me, changed everything for me, as if the name was hers to say and she had every right to it.

		I could feel my body ready to explode. Every inch of me was tingling and electrified with pleasure that couldn't be contained any longer.

		"Cum for me," Gail whispered one more time.

		And then my world exploded. Pleasure washed over me, from the top of my head to the tips of my toes, tingling every inch of me in ways that transcended anything I could imagine before now. My arms and legs convulsed as I writhed beneath Gail. My hips bucked and my back arched. My body was not my own. It was a vessel for pleasure, feeding my mind nothing but orgasmic ecstasy. It was too much for me to handle, but it was glorious, making me feel wonderful in a way I never could have imagined.

		It took time to recover. I had never felt anything like that before, and my chest was heaving with exertion long after I came down from my orgasm. But it didn't help that my mind felt even more clouded and light, as if I was riding some sort of post-orgasmic high. It was nice though. I loved feeling that way. I felt so much more in tune with my body.

		"Mmm, I can tell you liked that," Gail said, her voice filled with seduction and sensuality. "And I'm going to have to teach you how to return the favor. I bet you're going to be a natural."

		All I could do was nod, still too out of it to fully comprehend what she meant. But it sounded good to me.
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		The days went on like that first day. Spencer was often out of the house early. I had no idea what he did. Somehow he had retired. That didn't make sense, but there was so much that didn't make sense anymore. My mind was just kind of stuck in a permanent fog, making it hard to remember details and facts about my life.

		And with each passing day, it got harder and harder to think about Miles or college or even my car. I just kind of adapted to life in the Winters' household. It was nice.

		Gail and I spent our mornings cleaning the house. I had never enjoyed cleaning very much, but it was so calming. It helped me stay in such a thoughtless frame of mind. I felt as if I wasn't just cleaning the house. I was cleaning my mind, too.

		Plus, she was teaching me to cook. Gail could be pretty ditzy, but I couldn't really complain. I felt pretty ditzy most of the time, too. So some of her cooking lessons didn't make a lot of sense, but I was getting better. I even helped Gail cook dinner now. I felt like a proper part of the household.

		But the most fun was the afternoons I spent in Gail and Spencer's bedroom. And she had been right. She taught me how to give her just as much pleasure as she gave me. Our afternoons were filled with orgasmic ecstasy, both of us screaming as we came, our bodies completely addicted to the feeling of cumming over and over again.

		But it wasn't just my body loving the pleasure. It was changing, growing, like a second puberty. It was most noticeable in my breasts. They just kept getting bigger and bigger. I probably should have been worried, but they felt so good.

		"Just wait until they start producing, Annika," Gail said one day as she gave me a little inspection.

		"Producing?" I asked. I had stopped even being worried about being called Annie anymore. I wasn't sure what it was, but it didn't even really feel like my name anymore.

		"When your milk comes in," Gail answered with a giggle. "All women like us make milk. It's just natural, your body's way of making sure we all are young and perfect, fulfilling our rightful roles in the world."

		I probably should have questioned Gail on that more, but the combination of my arousal and Gail's giggling distracted me.

		And it was not like it was only my breasts that were changing. To be honest, none of my clothing seemed to fit anymore. I had to borrow dresses from Gail. She was nice about it, even being encouraging as I discovered my old clothes no longer fit me. They were too tight across the chest and around the hips. More and more, I was starting to look like Gail, with similar, if less extreme proportions.

		Even my hair was getting lighter. It was hard to understand, but at the same time, I loved what I saw in the mirror every time I looked. And I definitely looked a lot more. For the first time in my life, I felt sexy and desired, even if only by Gail. But I liked it. I maybe even loved it.

		Then one day, everything changed.

		Spencer returned home early. I still didn't know where he went every day. It wasn't work.

		He stalked into the house, looking every bit the handsome man I had come to know him as. But where there was usually kindness in his eyes, there was something else. There was a ferocity to him that I hadn't seen before. It wasn't directed at me. I still felt completely safe around him, somehow knowing that he would protect me. I needed that, especially after all that had happened. There was at least one good man in the world and it was Spencer.

		"Is everything okay, Sir?" I asked. I didn't know where the sir came from. It just poured out of my mouth. Sometimes Gail called him sir. Maybe I picked it up from her. We had grown so close since I first arrived.

		Spencer turned his attention toward me. His gaze shifted down to my tits. They strained against the reddish pink dress Gail gave me to wear. She said it was from her early days, before her full-sized tits had fully come in. Even now, I couldn't completely tie the little strings at the bottom of the neckline, leaving a little more of my chest on display.

		I bit my lip as I stood there, trying to figure out what I should do. I felt so small and helpless around Spencer. He was so big and strong. And hot. He was so hot. And just looking at him made me wet with arousal. My cheeks and upper chest flushed with it, making my skin almost match my dress.

		"I think you're ready," Spencer said. "And just in time, too."

		"Ready?" I asked, not knowing the slightest of what he was talking about. That was happening more and more lately. And somehow, that made it all better. It, strangely, felt nice to not know, to be in the dark. It meant I could just react, which usually meant I reacted with something sexy. An added swish of my hips, a biting of my lip, anything to make it obvious how turned on I was.

		"Your paperwork arrived from the program," Spencer said. "I can't put it off any longer. You're already fucking my wife every day. It's time to complete the process."

		I swallowed hard, suddenly worried that Gail had lied to me about the whole cheating thing. But Spencer knew, so either she told him, which didn't register in my foggy mind as something that she would do, or he simply knew because he was smarter than the both of us put together, even before I gave up critical thinking for constant arousal and desire.

		"What are you going to do to me?" I asked.

		"After we sign the paperwork, I'm going to fuck you," he answered. "You have no idea what it's been like these past few days, to have you in this house and know I can't have you yet."

		"But..." Only I didn't know what to say.

		"Sit down and I'll explain."

		I sat down. We were already in the kitchen, so I sat down at the table. Spencer sat next to me, pulling out a stack of papers. The moment I saw them, the words and numbers swam in front of my eyes. It was only then that I realized my mind wasn't up to the task of reading anything complicated. I needed lots of white space. Plus pictures, if they were available.

		Right then it sank in. No matter what happened, I wasn't going back to college. I couldn't. As long as the happy fog continued to live in my head, there was no way I could be anything other than a housewife. And the truth was, I wanted that now. I even understood how Gail had been training me for this, teaching me to clean and cook. And have lots of sex. My future husband would love that about me, along with my new curves. I loved that last bit, too.

		"It's time to come clean to you," Spencer said. He ran his hand through his hair, leaving a tuft sticking up that gave him a rakish appearance. It made him all the better looking in my eyes.

		"About what?" I asked.

		"Gail and I are the founders of Project Enduring Household. You may or may not have heard of it. The program was designed to improve birth rates and do something with the fact there are twice as many women in this country than men."

		I nodded my head, although there wasn't a whole lot of understanding going on. But his words rang a distant bell somewhere inside of me.

		"I came up with the idea and Gail was my first subject," Spencer continued. "She used a synthetic version of the milk you've been drinking to turn her into the woman she is today. And her milk, in turn, helped create all the women who took part in the program, adding an extra wife to every participating couple's relationship."

		The milk. It was the milk that was doing this to me. It had to be. I knew it tasted different. It tasted better, admittedly. But that was because it wasn't cow milk. It was human milk. It was Gail's milk. I hadn't seen her milk herself, but that didn't mean she didn't do it. It just meant she did it away from me, when I wasn't around her.

		"After a few years, the program was working well. Gail and I retired. We weren't needed anymore, because it was self-sustaining. But we still cared about the work. So when we moved here for our retirement, we made sure to help out around town. We created our own version of the program to make this place more idyllic. And it worked. Every marriage in town now consists of a man, two wives, and as many kids as those women can pump out together."

		"But you don't have a second wife," I said, following Spencer's train of thought, even if I understood very little of it. He was such a smart man. I didn't know how I had ever managed college before. I felt absolutely dumb in his presence.

		"That's right," Spencer said. "I've been tempted a few times. We created a program for strays. Those are women like yourself who came through town and got stuck or just needed a little extra help. Some of Gail's milk and it only took a few days before they were ready to be shipped out, sent to another household to become a second wife."

		"I'm a stray?" I didn't really mean it as a question, but his words sunk into me, connecting with that first encounter in town. I didn't really remember it anymore, but I remembered hearing the word. I had been called a stray.

		"That's right. Only this time there isn't someplace else to send you. And to be honest, I think Gail has become rather attached to you. She told me that first night, after you went to bed, that she wanted to keep you. And truth be told, I want to keep you, too. You are by far the sexiest stray we've ever had."

		I swallowed hard, fighting back against my desire to preen. Spencer thought I was sexy? I kept a giggle from escaping my lips, but I still wiggled my hips on the chair, grinding my ass against it as a spike of arousal hit me.

		"So I wanted to come clean before you sign the paperwork. We have to do this with all the strays, officially entering them into the program. That way I can legally take a second wife. That's only possible through Project Enduring Household. And on the coming clean note, how old would you say I am?"

		"Um," I said, trying to buy time as my mess of a brain tried to think of an answer. "Like, maybe thirty or something."

		"And how old do you think Gail is?"

		That was easier, just because I spent so much time with her. And we looked so similar. She could only be a couple years older than me. "Like, twenty-two or twenty-three."

		"I'm sixty-seven and Gail is sixty-three. That’s a lucky side effect of drinking the milk from Gail's tits. It's like a fountain of youth. Gail and I both look and feel like our younger selves, albeit much more attractive. That's the genius of the program. The only problem has been that Gail couldn't take advantage of the fertility boost from the milk. We haven't been able to have kids, until now."

		"Why now?" I asked, still amazed by Spencer's true age. He was old enough to be my grandfather, but he looked to only be a little older than me.

		"Because of you," Spencer said.

		It only took me a moment to figure out what he was talking about. I might have spent most of my day in a happy and sexy fog, but I wasn't completely dumb. Not yet at least.

		"You want me to become your second wife?" I asked. I looked up to see Gail standing in the doorway, holding onto the frame, as if her legs were barely able to support her weight. She was emotional, but about what, I wasn't yet sure.

		"That's right," Spencer said, standing up from the table and moving to Gail, wrapping one of her arms over his shoulder and supporting her weight, helping her walk into the room.

		"Do you want this?" I asked Gail.

		"Oh, you silly little Annika," Gail said, the words coming out slowly and with the authority of an upper class lady. "We've been waiting for you, haven't we, Spencer?"

		"That's right," Spencer said.

		"But why didn't you tell me?"

		"We all know you weren't comfortable with that idea when you first arrived," Spencer answered. "You had just been cheated on by that idiot, Miles. And you were a virgin with a puritan complex. But I knew Gail's milk would eventually open you up a little. And has it ever. I wasn't shocked when Gail told me about your first afternoon here. I wasn't expecting the sex to start so soon."

		I was left speechless. I didn't know what to say. A part of me was still terrified. I wanted this, but that didn't mean it was the right thing to do. I couldn't just throw everything away, could I?

		But as I sat there, looking from Spencer to Gail and back again, I felt the now familiar spike of arousal. I looked down, finding my lap partially obscured by my growing tits. Who knew? Maybe they would grow until I couldn't even see my knees while sitting anymore. That would be kind of hot, especially if they were full of milk. The same milk that had turned me into this hot shell of a woman.

		And it wasn't just that they were offering me a place in their household, a permanent member as Spencer's second wife. They were offering me a chance to start a family. And even beyond that, they were offering me what might amount to immortality. If Gail could look that good at her age, I could only imagine how much fun it would be to look almost permanently twenty years old, always young and hot and sexy.

		"I'll do it," I said. I probably should have asked for time to think about it, to consider all of the angles. But I didn't want to think about it. My mind had actually grabbed onto something else entirely.

		My gaze darted down to below Spencer's waist. Even with all the sex dreams I had been having each night since I arrived, I hadn't directly thought about Spencer's cock. Until now. Now it was stuck in my head, my mouth watering, my pussy almost throbbing.

		"Are you sure?" Spencer asked.

		"I'm sure."

		Spencer helped Gail onto the other chair before taking his own seat again. Gail took the stack of papers and scooted them across the table. I reached out and took them, staring down at the words and numbers in front of me.

		Spencer handed me a pen. I signed on the dotted line. I didn't actually bother to read the paperwork. I probably should have, not knowing what I was really signing, but I trusted Spencer. And the whole point of becoming his second wife was so he could take care of me and fuck me full of babies. I hadn't realized this was what I always wanted, but I wanted it now and I doubted I would change my mind.

		"Welcome to the family, Mrs. Winters," Spencer said.

		I smiled, not realizing how simple it would be or the fact that I would be taking Spencer's name. But it was done. This was who I was now. And as scary as it all could have been, I had no fear. Any worries or concerns that might pop up would be handled by Spencer. And beyond that, I had the beautiful and sexy Gail to help me.

		"What now?" I asked.

		Gail giggled and Spencer chuckled. Their laughter led me to giggle, too.

		"Now we consummate this marriage," Spencer said. "I want to fuck that virgin pussy of yours."

		Before I could say or do anything, Spencer swept me up into his arms. He carried me upstairs to his bedroom. To our bedroom.

		"I have an order in for an extra large bed," Spencer said as he set me down.

		Gail had followed us upstairs and now stood in the doorway, watching. One hand squeezed her big tits, teasing her nipples, while the other darted beneath the short hem of her dress, rubbing what I knew was a bare pussy. She, like me, wasn't wearing panties. Neither of us wore any underwear.

		Spencer stood over me, looking down at me. The ferocity I saw earlier was still there. And now it definitely was directed at me. He was like a predator with his prey in his sights. I was his prey. My sexy body was all he desired.

		He reached down with his big, strong hands and grabbed the hem of my dress. He peeled it up, revealing my wider hips and almost bare pussy. Whatever hair had grown there before was slowly disappearing, all thanks to the copious amounts of Gail's milk I drank.

		Spencer revealed more and more of my virgin body with each movement, pulling my dress up. I arched my back to make it easier for him. When he uncovered my tits, he paused for a moment, carefully observing them as my chest rose and fell with each breath.

		And then he pulled the dress off of me completely, leaving me only wearing a pair of heels.

		I gazed up at Spencer with love and adoration. I knew love wasn't supposed to work that way, especially after having my heart broken by Miles. But the milk made it possible. It was a chemical effect, something far beyond my ability to understand, even before my mind had been dulled.

		Gail entered the room and helped her husband disrobe. Our husband. That would take some time to get used to. But even as Gail participated, she remained off to the side. The two of us had already shared plenty of intimate moments. But now it was Spencer's time. It was my time with my new husband.

		I just laid back and posed my body, doing my best to look as sexy as possible. When Spencer's cock was freed, I gazed upon it with hunger and desire. He was big. He was so big, I was left wondering if he could fit inside of me. That had to be another benefit of the milk. He had not just been made to appear young, but he had been given a bigger cock.

		"I'll take it slow since this is your first time."

		I smiled as Spencer positioned himself at my entrance. Gail's fingers had probed my pussy, but this was the first time something so big would enter me.

		My eyes widened as Spencer pushed the head of his cock past my outer lips. I moaned as he kept pushing, slowly inserting his hard cock into my wet and waiting pussy.

		The pleasure was more than I had imagined. I thought I knew pleasure from my trysts with Gail, but the simple movement of Spencer's cock inside of me was enough to drive me wild with desire. I squirmed beneath him, the pleasure almost too much to bear.

		But then he stopped. Spencer held himself there, waiting. And then I realized what it was. He had met resistance. He was about to officially take my virginity.

		"Do it," I moaned. We had already come this far. I would be disappointed if we stopped now.

		Spencer returned to his work. A moment later, I felt a popping sensation. There was a moment of pain, but that was soon chased away by a wave of overwhelming pleasure.

		"Oh my," I moaned. "Spencer. Fuck, that's amazing."

		Those would be the last words I would say for a while, because Spencer started fucking me properly after that. He thrust in and out, making me moan and scream. I writhed beneath him as he fucked my pussy hard and fast. He was going to cum soon and there was nothing I could do to stop him.

		But I didn't want him to stop, either. His cock was amazingly big and hard. I had never felt so full before, not in this way. I was glad I was finally getting to experience it.

		It only took another minute for Spencer to lose control. His hips moved in a steady rhythm, thrusting his cock in and out of my pussy, making me moan and scream as he grunt with the effort. His body tensed and a moment later he let out a roar of his own, thrusting deep inside of me and releasing his cum into my body.

		"Fuck, you feel amazing," he moaned as he bottomed out inside of me, his cum shooting deep into my womb.

		I kept screaming until I lost my voice. My entire body was on fire with pleasure and ecstasy, a perfect blend of those two emotions that left me on cloud nine. My body tingled and my skin felt electrified with energy. I was cumming, too. His orgasm had triggered my own, a cascading series of pleasure waves flowing through me with the force of a tsunami.

		But we weren't done there. Even after Spencer had filled me with his seed, he was still hard. And I was still horny. This time, however, with our marriage properly consummated, Gail joined in. She stripped out of her dress and climbed up on the bed. She licked our husband's cock before he once again thrust it inside of me.

		My screams were drowned out by Gail's lips on mine. She kissed me as Spencer pounded my pussy. Through all of it, I was able to reach out and use my fingers to tease and pleasure Gail. She was my best friend. She was my fellow wife. And I wanted to make sure she received just as much pleasure as I did.

		We fucked for hours, Spencer showing off his incredible stamina. Gail could go for hours, too. They were like animals, going at it over and over again. I tried to keep up, but even though I was now officially a Winters woman, I still had a ways to go.

		But that was going to be the fun of it. My body would keep growing and changing, especially once my pregnancy started to show. And I had no doubt that Spencer had just knocked me up. He was such a virile man and my body was primed to receive his seed.

		And all the while, my mind would continue to focus on what was important. I was turning into a bimbo. There was a time when that might have scared me, but not anymore. Now I loved it. It was so nice to have a mind that could focus on the important parts of life. Gail and I would cook and clean for our husband. And we would serve him with our sexy bodies. After that, there wasn't much room for more. But that was the fun of it. It was better being a bimbo, especially when I got to share such a wonderful man with an equally sexy bimbo. I thought I had a lemon of a life, but instead, it was turned into lemonade.
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