
        
            
                
            
        

    



Your Busty Doll


A Free Use Story by Jordan
Farcourt


 


It’s nearly 2:00 AM, and you’re lying awake in bed. Your
apartment is dark and quiet; some neighbors were fucking each other’s brains
out for a while there, keeping you up with all the banging and moaning… But
they stopped around midnight, and yet you’re still awake.


15 hours ago, you were transported into an alternate universe.
The mysterious Doctor Charles brought you here, promising a new world where you
could live out your deepest, darkest fantasies. In this reality, every adult
woman with “D-Cup-Plus” breasts is totally sexually available, to you or any
other man who cares to “use” them. They’ll let you do anything you want, and
many will do so with a smile on their face.


April’s smile… That’s
all you can think of, as you stare up at the ceiling. Your best friend
Michael’s stepmother, a bimbofied housewife with a big heart and even-bigger
tits. In your old reality, she was a kindly mother figure and a secret,
embarrassing crush. In this one, she’s your fucktoy.


Well, not your toy. That’s the problem, really, and
probably what’s keeping you awake tonight. You don’t actually possess her, in
any sense of the word… A fact that became clear earlier that afternoon.


When you and April arrived back at Mike’s place, there was
already a car in the driveway. You recognized it immediately: the sports car
belonged to Peter, Mike’s dad and April’s husband. You could also see a bicycle
on the porch, which you knew belonged to Mike’s younger sister Carol.


You approached the front door, hand-in-hand with a cum-stained
MILF supermodel who was wearing lingerie you bought her only an hour earlier.
She was truly a human fuckdoll… But not yours. She had a family, and
they were waiting inside.


April gave you a kind smile as she made her way up the steps.
“Would you like to stay for dinner?”


You didn’t. You didn’t want to go inside and make small-talk
with her husband, son, and daughter. You didn’t want to watch her get fucked by
the men who actually had a claim to her. You didn’t want to be the odd one out,
the guest.


And so you politely declined and went home, retreating to your
empty apartment… But now, as you lay here without a woman in your arms, you’re
regretting that decision.


There’s got to be a way to make her mine, you think. According to Charles, this world should be my paradise.
So why can’t I have what I want?


You remember Doctor Charles, staring at you in the otherworldly
doctor’s office. His gaze was penetrating, even through his sunglasses. He
knew everything about me, about my fantasies… So this world should provide,
you think. Maybe I CAN have whatever I want… I just have to ask. Maybe...


But experimentation will have to wait: right now, you’re too
tired to move. So you lie there for a while longer, coming up with plans for
tomorrow until sleep finally takes you.


 


 


 


            The
following morning, you approach Michael’s house with a spring in your step.
There’s no bike on the porch this time, and no fancy sports car: only your
friend and his stepmom are home.


Instead of knocking, you try the doorknob and find it unlocked.
Then you step inside, walking into the living room like you own the place.


            Just
like yesterday, Mike is sitting on the couch playing video games… And just like
yesterday, April is kneeling between her stepson’s legs, grinding her naked
body all over his crotch.


            “Hey!
John!” Mike looks more happy than surprised as you enter. Even in your old
reality, you often wandered into his house on weekend mornings. “Two days in a
row, huh? You should’ve just stayed the night.”


            April
gives you a nod, and makes a muffled noise that sounds something like the word
“hello;” it’s difficult to tell with your friend’s cockhead in her mouth. She’s
suckling on his tip while squeezing her fake tits around his shaft, working
dutifully to get her beloved stepson off.


            “Take
a seat man,” Mike says, his eyes back on the game. It’s an online shooter this
time, and he’s in the middle of a competitive match.


            Instead
of joining him on the couch, you walk over and take a closer look at his
stepmom. You still can’t believe how strange and alluring her new body is, even
after spending all of yesterday around (and inside) it.


She was already beautiful and well-proportioned in your old
universe, so it’s no surprise that you don’t see any evidence of liposuction or
facial reconstruction. What changes there have been, though, are obvious; her
breasts, buttocks, and lips have all been pumped up, one way or another. They're
not cartoonishly large, but they've been changed enough that any
stranger would assume this loving housewife to be a porn star or a
particularly-trashy celebrity (back in your previous reality, anyway).


Snapping out of your trance, you realize that you're just
awkwardly standing over your friend while he plays his game and enjoys his
stepmother's ministrations.


He glances up at you, raising an eyebrow. “C’mon, you’re making
me nervous. Sit down already. I’ll be done this match soon, so if you wanna
join...”


"No thanks, I'm not really in the mood. Do you mind if
I—" you begin to say, but quickly stop yourself and remember the mission
you’re on today. This is MY world. I need to act like it.


"I'm going to take your mom for a while," you
continue, cringing slightly in fear of his reply. You can only pray that you
were right about all of this… If this reality doesn’t work the way you
think it does, then you’re being a huge asshole. You take a deep breath...


With a small sigh, Mike pulls April's head off his glistening,
spit-slick cock. "Yeah, okay. Don't take too long, though… I've only used
April once today."


...And you let the breath out. Holy shit. I DO have more
power here...


As April rises from the floor, you can see remnants of the
earlier use Mike mentioned: there’s cum dripping from the underside of her
breasts. As she moves, a big glob lands on her stepson’s pants. He wipes it off
absent-mindedly, returning to his game.


April steps out of her son's way and stands in front of you,
giving you a sweet, innocent smile. If it weren't for the nudity, the semen,
and the added cup sizes, this would be just like any other day at Mike's place.
You're half-waiting for her to ask if you want cookies.


"Well, I guess I’m all yours," April says calmly, her
casual attitude only making you harder. "What would you like to do to
me?"


 


Well, that's even better than cookies, you think.


 


You came to Mike's house to get one thing, and you aren't
waiting any longer for it. "Bend over for me, April," you tell her,
pointing at the open space on the couch.


She nods, leans over, and places her hands on the backrest, just
to the right of where Mike is sitting.


"It's been a while since you've demanded me like
this," she says thoughtfully. "Usually you and Michael are so good at
sharing." Her impossibly-round butt sticks up in the air invitingly as she
arches her back and looks over her shoulder at you. "Boys will be
boys," she says cheerfully, giving you a little wink.


"I'm just a bit on edge, I guess. It's been a… Weird couple
of days," you reply as you approach April, slowly running your hands over
her beautiful behind. "I really need to fuck something, so I can forget
all about it."


"Oh, you poor thing," April murmurs. "If fucking
me is what you need to do to get your mind off things, you just go ahead and
pump as much cum as you want into me, okay?"


That's all the prompting you need. After giving her gorgeous ass
a light smack (which only makes her squeal happily), you unzip your pants and
remove your rock-hard cock. Grabbing her thin waist with one hand and your
member with the other, you slide the entire length inside her wet pussy in one
smooth motion. She squeals louder, bracing herself against the cushion.


As you begin to fuck her, Mike leans forward slightly, lifting
his back off of the now-shuddering couch. He's completely unbothered by his
stepmom being whored out like this—Surely it's something he sees on a
day-to-day basis.


Increasing your pace, April starts to gasp and moan softly. Her
stepson responds by reaching for the remote and turning the volume up several
notches, before returning to his game. Without slowing down, you address him:
"You're sure you're okay with me using April like this?" You give her
ass another slap.


He shrugs. “Well, she was in the middle of blowing me, but
whatever… She's yours to fuck. I can just have her later, anyway.”


“And you don’t mind watching?”


“Nah, dude. Happens every time we order pizza. April’s a total
smokeshow… She’s gonna get fucked, all the time, everywhere. Don’t get me
started on my asshole friends,” he jokes, elbowing you.


You just grunt in reply, focusing your attention back on his
gorgeous stepmom. It's clear that she's close to orgasm, and you feel as though
you're about to go off as well.


You continue thrusting into her and she soon climaxes, moaning
and clenching her already-tight pussy around your cock. That's all you can
take, and moments later you're shooting a thick stream of cum inside her. You
grab onto her butt with both hands and thrust in as deep as you possibly can,
releasing your seed into her perfect body.


Once you finish unloading and pull out, she loses her grip on
the couch, slumping downwards toward Mike. Her heavy breasts press against her
stepson's leg as she lies face-down, her lower half on the floor and her
soaking-wet hole dripping with your cum.


You collapse onto the couch beside her, giving her ass a final
squeeze as she lies panting between you and your friend. Mike just continues to
play the game, ignoring the fact that his bimbo stepmom is rubbing her tits
against his leg.


Holy shit… This is the life, you think, running a hand up and down April’s thigh. I
should take what I want more often.


 


 


 


As you lie there panting, you realize that although your
immediate lust has been satisfied, the intensity of it all has only stoked your
passion further. Now that your friend's perfect fuck-doll of a stepmom belongs
to you, it's going to be difficult to resist going too far.


Then again, why bother resisting at all? April is mine now… Just
like so many others, if I want them.


You gently grab April by the arm, lifting her off her stepson's
lap and moving her face over to your soft, sticky member.


"Go on. Clean up after yourself," you say, lowering
her mouth onto your cock. She smiles and nods before diving in, rubbing her
plump, fake lips up and down your sensitive shaft. With each stroke she pulls a
little bit of cum off of you and into her mouth, where she swirls it with her
tongue briefly before swallowing.


You look over at Mike, whose eyes are lingering on his stepmom
as she slowly and carefully cleans your shaft.


“So, aren't we going to play a game? I'm in the mood now,” you
say with a grin.


"Uh… Y-yeah, I guess," he replies, sticking his
rapidly-hardening cock back in his pants and doing up his fly. He grabs a
controller and passes it to you, setting up split-screen. Since that mode’s
cooperative, you figure that you'll have no problem playing it while April
pleasures you... As long as Mike isn't too distracted to pick up the slack.


You play for a half hour or so, your hands reaching down to
grope your new toy's breasts whenever you're between battles. She continues to
lick and gently suck your cock, which rises back up to its full length over
time. Just when you're about to tell Mike to pause so that you can fuck his mom
again, there's a knock at the door.


April hesitates, looking up at you as you she lifts her mouth
off your dick. "Do you mind if I get that, dear?"


You nod your head and grab hers, pushing her mouth back down onto
your shaft. "Mmmph… Ohay thmmen," she mumbles, taking you into
her throat as she shifts her eyes towards her stepson. "Mmiphael?"


Michael sighs, pauses the game, and goes to answer the door. His
stepmother continues to deepthroat you happily as you let your hands fall to
your sides, enjoying her skillful work.


            Mike
soon returns to the living room, followed closely by a middle-aged brunette
woman. She's fairly unremarkable in appearance, with shoulder-length brown
hair, rectangular glasses, and a dark blue sweater. She's clearly not a D-cup,
and therefore not as interesting as the blonde bombshell between your legs.


"Hi there," she says, looking down at the naked bimbo
choking herself on your cock. April attempts to lift up and respond, but you
place a hand firmly on her head, forcing her back down.


"Sorry, but she's a little busy," you say to the
woman, extending your free hand toward her. "I'm John, Michael's
friend." You nod to Mike, who’s sitting back down beside you.


"Nice to meet you," the woman says, shaking your hand
just inches above April's rapidly-bobbing head. "I'm Gina. April asked me
to come by for tea today, but..." She glances down at your toy with a
lighthearted smile. "Well, it's nothing new. Last time I was over, the
mailman was busy with his cock up her ass… I guess that's what it's like to be
one of the most popular cumdumps in the neighborhood, huh?"


"Thanks for understanding," you reply. You can see
April smiling slightly through the blowjob, flattered by her friend’s words.
"I'll be done with her mouth soon. I'm sure it's alright if you make
yourself at home in the kitchen… Isn't that right, slut?"


"Mmphmmh, ho aphed," April manages, the rapid
thrusts of your shaft into her throat preventing even her from speaking
clearly. Gina nods, walking away into the kitchen.


As the woman leaves, Mike turns to you. "Are we gonna keep
going, or what?" he says, pointing at your controller. You're not sure
whether you want to keep playing, reluctant to take your hand off of April's
head. Watching as Mike returns his phone to his pocket, an idea pops into your
head.


"Just a minute. I need your help with something," you
explain, reaching into your own pocket and pulling out your cell. Then you open
up a video messaging app, signing in before passing the phone to your friend.
"I'm gonna go all-out for a minute, really fuck your stepmom's mouth hard.
You mind filming it??"


"Yeah, okay," he replies in a somewhat bored tone,
taking your phone and lining up the shot. "Do you want both of you in it,
or..?"


"Nah, just her and my dick is fine. Make sure you get all
of that bombshell body, though."


As he begins to record, you grab April's head with both hands,
thrusting upwards as you pull her head down on your cock. Your forceful
movements are jerking her whole body, her breasts catching your eye as they
bounce up and down. You continue plowing her throat for several seconds before
the intense stimulation, combined with the fact that you're on camera, sends
you over the edge.


Yanking her off your shaft, you push her backwards with one
hand, using the other to stroke yourself rapidly. Aiming at her tits, you begin
to cum, splashing her breasts with several long bursts of sticky white semen.


Despite your rough treatment, she smiles up at you lovingly,
holding her tits together to better catch your load. A few stray droplets land
on her fat lips, and are quickly licked off.


"Aaand cut," you hear Michael say, lowering the phone
and holding it out to you. "There you go, it ran out of time."


"That's okay. I got everything I needed. Thanks Mike,"
you reply, taking back your cell and tucking away your member as you watch
April lift her breasts higher to lick some of your cum off. "And thank
you, April. I’m done for now… Your friend's waiting."


She nods, rising to her feet. A long rope of jizz hangs from her
nipple, refusing to drip off. "Any time, dear! I'd better go see to Gina…
Oh, I think I left my clothes in the kitchen again..."


She bustles off to the other room, running a finger along her
breast to scoop the precariously-hanging cum off her nipple. She happily licks
it off as she goes after her friend.


"Okay, ready to get back into this game yet? We're kind of
in the middle of something," Mike says, playfully faking an irritated tone
of voice.


You shake your head. "Just a minute. I've got to send this
clip..." You scroll through your contacts list, wondering which of your
acquaintances will most appreciate your work of art.


Finally, you come to a decision: everyone you know. After all,
why limit yourself? Might as well let everybody in on this. You put in
Michael's home address (along with a winky face) as the title of the clip, then
hit 'send to all.'


"Okay, that should do it," you say, pocketing your
phone and picking up the controller. "Let's get back to business."


Mike nods, unpausing the game. You don't get to play for long,
though: minutes later, there's yet another knock on the door.


"Goddamn fucking… I'll get it," Mike says with a heavy
sigh, ignoring your chuckling as he makes for the door.


Waiting patiently for him to return, you lean over to glance
into the kitchen. April's sitting at the table with Gina, now properly dressed…
As far as this reality goes, anyway. She’s wearing the gold skirt/suspenders
combo you bought for her yesterday, and the cum on her breasts is still plainly
visible between the tiny strips of glossy material.


"And how's your son doing?" you overhear April ask
Gina, as they both take a small sip of coffee.


"Oh, Bradley? He's just fine," Gina affirms with a
small smile. "He was actually asking for you."


"Really? You should have told him to come over with you. He
knows he's more than welcome here, right?"


"Oh, of course," Gina chuckles. "He's just been a
bit preoccupied with one of the new neighbors that moved in… Shirley, I think
her name is. She’s an E-cup, all-natural. Sometimes Bradley won't come home
until two or three o' clock in the morning… Spends more time in her bed than
his own."


"Good for him," April says excitedly. "It’s so
important for a young man to have a nice cumdumpster nearby."


"Mmm, Shirley's just about the best thing that's happened
to Bradley," Gina agrees, taking another sip of her tea. "I just hope
he doesn’t work her too hard. My boy has a few fetishes, I hear..."


"That’s perfectly normal. My Michael particularly likes it
when I dress up in my maid outfit for him. Oh Lord, the week he turned
18..."


As the two girls share a laugh (and you gain some intel on your
good friend Mike that you would have never guessed), you hear footsteps from
the other end of the hall. Shifting your gaze away from the kitchen, you turn
back towards the front hall.


Michael is back, with a small crowd of young men (and one woman)
in tow.


"Hey John, your work buddies are here," he announces.
"Not really sure why, but it's okay, I guess..." He glances at them,
clearly a bit uncomfortable with having so many strangers in his house.


"Oh yeah," you reply, standing up to greet them.
"I sent out an invitation to come and play with your stepmom. That’s cool,
right?"


"Oh! Yeah, totally," Mike replies, looking relieved.
You're somewhat amused by how his discomfort with having strangers in his house
instantly washed away when he learned they were just here to use the household
slut. "Sounds good, I can't wait to finally get some."


You waggle a finger back and forth, pursing your lips.
"Sorry, but she's mine for a while. Me and my guests have dibs," you
tell him. Mike takes the news surprisingly well: he nods and gives you a
thumbs-up before heading upstairs, leaving you and your coworkers some space.


Five people have showed up, all from your job at the local
mall's department store. Kevin, Reg, Eric, and Miles are all still in uniform.
Cindy (the lone female) is stark naked, save a pair of high heels. Tiny
rivulets of cum trickle down the insides of her long legs, and more semen can
be seen sticking in her orange-red hair.


"Hey guys," you say, giving them a wave. "Just
got off work?"


Eric nods. One of his arms is wrapped around Cindy, cupping her
ample behind firmly. “Yeah, we were gonna go see a movie, but when we saw your
message…” He grins. “We all agreed that this would be more fun.”


Cindy coughs theatrically, her bare chest jiggling. "All
of us, Eric?"


"Okay, okay. Four of us decided, then we brought Cindy’s
tight butt along," he chuckles. Then Cindy jumps slightly, and you realize
that Eric’s just slipped a finger into her asshole. "That better?"
Cindy moans quietly, then nods.


"It's a bit of a drive, and I thought we'd get bored,"
Miles chimes in with a smile.


You clap your hand on his shoulder. "Poor, deluded Miles.
Didn't you watch the video? I've got more babe around here than I know what to
do with. No need to bring more... No offense, Cindy," you add.


She waves at you dismissively, barely paying attention as Eric
fingers her ass and begins to nibble on the nape of her neck.


"Alright guys," you proclaim, pointing to the kitchen.
Then you ask a question you would never have imagined speaking out loud before:
"Who's up for a gang-bang?"


Your suggestion goes over well, as everybody but the flirting
pair files into the other room. Eric remains behind with Cindy, laying her
face-down on the couch and unzipping his fly.


"You go on ahead," he says, climbing on top of the
redhead and giving her bare ass a light slap. "I'm not done with this
little beauty."


"Aww, Eric," Cindy purrs, looking back over her
shoulder at him. "If you're going to be such a sweetheart, you should come
fuck my ass after every shift!"


With a smile and a nod, you reluctantly turn away from the pair
and follow your coworkers into the kitchen.


You're greeted with an entertaining sight: Reg is lying on the
dining table, his hands squeezing April's firm, impossibly-round butt while she
rides him. As her breasts sway past his face, you see him bite into her nipple,
grinding it gently between his teeth until she cries out. Her outburst is
somewhat muffled, though, since Kevin's kneeling on the table in front of her,
balls-deep in her mouth. Miles, the tallest of the group, is standing off to
one side and groping April's free breast as she jacks him off rapidly.


In the midst of all this, April's friend Gina is sitting at the
crowded (and luckily quite sturdy) table, sipping her tea.


As you watch the show, you notice that the layers of cum you
left on April earlier are being shaken off by all this excitement, dribbling
all over the table and the surrounding area. Gina isn't spared of the
collateral damage, either: there are drops of your seed scattered all over her
face and top, and you even spot one blob floating around in her tea.


"Oh, April, did you want to go to the spa next
weekend?" Gina suddenly asks, turning her gaze to her friend who's
currently being screwed six ways from Sunday.


In response, April mumbles out a completely incoherent string of
words mixed with the gagging noises of being deepthroated… But to your
surprise, Gina responds with a nod.


"Of course we'll get the deluxe package," she
says, apparently having understood her cocksucking friend perfectly.


Has she really become so used to talking to April while she's
being used that she can understand her muffled, mid-blowjob speech? Thinking
about it, you imagine this would have to be common—If women couldn't talk and
understand one another even with cocks rammed down their throats, then this
world wouldn't be very efficient.


Gina brings up another question, to which April garbles another
incomprehensible response as Kevin's balls slap against her chin. You're
quickly becoming turned on by how she's carrying out a casual conversation
while being used so heavily, so you decide it's time to act.


You quickly drop your pants and climb up onto the table. Then,
crouching over April's rear end, your hands replace Reg's as you squeeze her
ass cheeks together. Rubbing your erection between them, you decide that Eric
in the other room has the right idea.


You line yourself up with your favorite slut's last remaining
hole, then slowly push inside. Her moans grow louder and she arches her back,
presenting her perfectly-sculpted ass to you as you force yourself deeper.


You continue in this way for several minutes, plowing April
mercilessly from all angles as she continues discussing things with Gina. Her
muffled voice and light laughter mixes with the sounds of her moaning, as well
as the slapping of flesh-on-flesh that’s filling the room.


At some point during the assault, Kevin shoots his load in
April’s mouth and then pulls out, allowing her a quick moment to breathe.


"Oh, don't worry about that, Gina. It's jus—Mmphfmnhn..."
She’s quickly cut off by another cock being stuffed down her throat: Kevin has
switched places with Miles, allowing him a turn with her fat pink lips and
tight throat.


Moments after the switch, Eric and Cindy walk in. They’re both
naked, now, and Eric’s half-erect cock is glazed with cum… The remainder of
which you can see dripping down from between Cindy’s ass cheeks.


As the girl hangs back, leaning heavily on the door-frame, Eric
walks up to the table and joins the rough gang-bang. He takes April’s free hand
and places it on his recovering member, which she immediately begins to stroke.


You glance around at the five of you, surrounding this woman,
filling her every hole while two innocent bystanders simply relax. One of them
is looking on indifferently, while the other is actively conversing with your
fucktoy.


It doesn’t take long for the sights and sensations to drive you
to the edge, and you can see that your coworkers are beginning to feel the same
way.


Pulling yourself from the tight warmth of April’s asshole, you
motion for your friends to do the same. They oblige, joining you in stepping
down from the table as they stroke their fully-erect shafts.


You reach out and grab April, flipping her onto her back. She’s
panting heavily, round tits heaving up and down. Every hole is wet with pre-cum
or her own arousal, and her hands are glistening as well.


Looking up at you and your friends, she smiles wearily. “You
boys look like you’re almost ready to hose me down. Make sure to let it all
out, okay?” She licks her full lips in anticipation.


You’re all more than happy to oblige, crowding around the table
and jacking off over April’s prone body as she reaches up and presses her
breasts together to form an attractive target. One by one you let loose, most
of the group aiming for her rack, coating it in layer after layer of cum as she
squirms and moans softly. After pumping one rope of semen across her nipples,
Reg aims higher, blowing the rest across her still-smiling face. You move away
from the crowd as well, climbing back onto the table to shoot your cum onto her
wet pussy. You make a complete mess of her crotch and thighs before pressing
your throbbing tip inside her, letting out the last few bursts inside.


As you feel your seed pumping out and splashing against her
insides, you can’t help but wonder how pregnancy works in this world. It can’t
be the same as back home, or else every big-breasted woman would be perpetually
knocked up. That subject is going to have to wait for a different time, though;
you’re far too busy enjoying the moment.


Pulling out once again, you look over April’s soiled body. Her
porn-star figure is dripping with the combined loads of five young men, and
it’s about as messy as you expected.


She sits up unsteadily, your cum pooling around her and dripping
onto the dining table. Your cohorts are already on their way out, milling about
and getting dressed. You stay with your toy a moment, sitting on the edge of
the table as you admire her exhausted, disheveled beauty.


“I hope you had fun, dear,” she murmurs, turning towards you.
“You and your friends really gave it to me… I haven’t been fucked like that in days.”


“Oh, you mean at that Mexican restaurant,” Gina chimes in with a
smile. “Every employee in the building decided to use you at the same time...
What a riot. It’s a good thing cum goes so well with Mexican food, mmm?"


After shaking your head with disbelief, you look back at April
and watch the semen running down her body, sticking in blobs to her curvy
features. Suddenly, you get an idea.


Turning to Cindy, who’s still standing in the doorway, you catch
her eye. “Why don’t you get over here and help this poor bimbo?" you ask,
beckoning her closer.


She smiles and climbs onto the table with you, her heels
clattering on the floor as she kicks them off. You take her by the shoulder and
push her gently towards April.


Cindy understands your wishes perfectly, immediately bringing
the older woman into an embrace. Then she lays April back on the table,
straddling her, kissing her cum-coated lips, and pressing her body down onto
hers. As they slide against one another, your sticky load spreads across their
pussies as your friends’ jizz forms stringy globs between their rubbing
breasts.


Hearing footsteps approach, you tear your eyes away from the
wonderful sight. All of your coworkers have already lost interest and left,
leaving the three of you alone on the table. That’s where Michael finds you as
he walks in, glancing over as he moves to the fridge.


“Damn. You’re still keeping April to yourself, right?” he asks,
hidden by the door as he rummages around.


“Yeah, sure am,” you reply, watching as April and Cindy grind
against each other passionately. Your cum is sticking to their thighs, and
there must be plenty inside of both women by this point. “I’ve got another slut
you can use, though. I hope you don’t mind that we got her kinda sticky…”


Closing the fridge, Mike walks over to inspect the writhing pile
on the table, a carton of orange juice in his hand. As he admires Cindy’s
thrusting ass, he twists open the top, drinking directly from the container.


His stepmother sees this from the corner of her eye, breaking
off her kiss. “Michael, how many times? Use a glass, dear,” she says, a few
ropes of cum still hanging from Cindy’s mouth to hers.


“Sorry April,” he says, closing the carton and placing it on the
kitchen counter. “Mind if I borrow your friend here?”


She smiles at her son as Cindy moves off her, even more semen
dripping between their parting bodies. “John says it’s okay, so please use her
lots, baby. I wouldn’t want you going without a cum-dump.” Then April gives the
younger woman a pat on her bare ass, ushering her towards Michael.


            Your
friend takes Cindy by the hand, leading her upstairs. After watching her perky
ass disappear, you turn back to April and Gina.


            “I
think my dick needs a little break,” you chuckle, climbing off the table. “I’m
gonna watch some TV. April, how about you go take a shower?” Then you pause for
a moment, glancing at Gina. “Uh… I might be using her more after, so… Maybe you
can go with her? Stand in the bathroom while you finish your conversation, or
something? Is that… Okay?”


            Neither
of them seem surprised by the suggestion. “Sure, good idea,” April says,
springing to her feet. “I’d better mop the kitchen, too. So Gina, did I miss
anything interesting at book club last weekend?”


            “In
the book, no. In the club, absolutely. Margaret drank far too much, and made an
absolute scene…”


            You
leave the two women to chat and clean up, heading into the living room and
collapsing on the sofa. An hour of TV, maybe two, and you’ll be ready for
another round with your dream bimbo.


 


 


 


            Only
45 minutes later, you have April’s plump lips wrapped around your cock yet
again. She’s sucking you off while you watch a sitcom, though most of your
attention is on her bobbing head.


            Suddenly,
you hear footsteps in the front hall. There was no knock on the door; it must
be either your coworkers back for another round, or else—


           “I’m
home!” The voice belongs to Peter, Michael’s father and April’s husband. He’s a
tall man with dark hair, a typical middle-aged office worker. He soon appears
around the corner, loosening his tie. “Oh, hey John! Feels like I haven’t seen
you in a while. How’s life?”


"Pretty good," you reply, barely managing to keep your
composure while your cock bumps against the back of April's throat. "Amazing,
actually. Everything seems to be going my way today. What about you?"


"Oh, I'm pretty good. Busy day, but I got to come home
early, so I can't complain." He hangs up his coat, then points to the naked
woman between your legs. "Do you mind if I join you? Barely had time for
my secretary today."


You shake your head, still holding April’s down with one hand.
"Sorry, but I'm going to be using her for a while." She's beginning
to drool, the sticky mixture of pre-cum and saliva dripping onto your pants;
you can't bring yourself to care about the mess.


"Oh, okay. No problem," Peter says with a shrug.
"So, how're your studies going? You're still in school, right?"


"Yeah, I… W-wait a sec," you grunt, cutting yourself
short as you feel your orgasm approaching. Grabbing April with both hands, you
push your cock deep inside her, pumping wave after wave of cum down her throat.
"Oh God, fuck… Take it all, you fucking slut," you
shout, nearly laughing at your own words as you get carried away in the moment.


Releasing April’s head, you lean back and go limp. She lingers
for a moment and then pulls off your cock, taking her time as her wet, inflated
lips slide towards your tip. Finally, she releases you from her mouth with a pop
and smiles up at you. Her face is a mess, slimy with spit and seed. Even as she
licks some of the mixture off of her lips, there’s more sliding down her chin
and onto her round breasts.


"Thank you," she says, giving you a little wink.
Despite cumming seconds ago, you feel your dick twitch as she expresses genuine
gratitude for the load you just gave her. Then she turns her head, looking over
at her husband. "Welcome home, hon," she says, finally acknowledging
him.


"Hey baby," he replies, taking a seat in a nearby
recliner. "So John, what were you saying?"


"Never mind that," you chuckle, running a hand through
April's shining blonde hair as she continues to kneel obediently. Even after
you stole her away from Michael, you still can't believe how generous Peter's
being with his wife. All this priority treatment you're getting is going to
your head… You make a mental note to thank Charles for the unexpected bonus, if
you ever see him again. You're curious as to how far this treatment goes,
though, so you decide to make a special request.


"There's something else I'd like to talk to you
about," you say, looking back up at Peter.


"I'm all ears," he replies with a neutral expression.


You take a moment to consider your options before speaking. You
could ask him for anything, and he’d probably give it to you… But right now,
what’s most important is experiencing all that this new world has to offer. All
that this new April has to offer.


"I was just thinking… You should get some more procedures
done on April," you say finally..


Peter leans back in his armchair and crosses his legs, looking
his wife up and down. "Well, I'm sorry John, but I'm already quite happy
with how she looks. I don't want her getting too fake," he replies
apologetically, shaking his head.


You furrow your brow. After all that's happened, you're
reasonably certain of your level of dominance over Mike's family… At least
where sex is concerned. Maybe that's the problem?


"Well, uh, April's job is to please my sexual needs, right?
To do that, she needs to look as slutty as possible," you continue,
rephrasing your request as a statement grounded in the context of your
fucktoy’s duty towards you.


Peter strokes his chin, then begins to nod slowly. "Right,
right… Can't really argue with that. Well, if that's how you feel, I'll go and
call a friend of mine. He's a plastic surgeon, and I'm sure he can recommend
specialists for any other changes you might like to make to my wife. They
usually don’t have a problem with short notice appointments… We can probably
start tomorrow." With that he rises from his chair, making for the hallway
as he pulls out his cell phone.


Well, that certainly did the job. "Did you hear that, slut?" you ask, petting April’s
golden locks. "What do you think?"


She looks back up at you lovingly. "I think you’re right.
I'm yours, so I should be customized to your preferences. If you want anything
about me to be even the slightest bit different, you're more than
welcome to change it. Don't let anybody say I'm not hospitable!"


You wouldn't dare claim such a thing… Not when she’s still got
some of your jizz clinging to her lip. She's yours to use, there's no doubt
about that. The real question is: What changes do you want to make?


Peter soon returns, holding out his cell for you. Leaving April
kneeling on the floor, you zip up your fly, rise from the couch, and take the
phone.


"Hello?" you say, pacing around the living room as
Peter returns to his chair.


"Hi there! This is Dr. Karles Pearson," replies the
deep voice on the other end of the line. "I understand you want to make a
few changes to Peter’s lovely wife?"


"Sure do," you begin. As you talk, you give April your
hand, helping her up. She takes a seat on the couch, wiping some drool off of
her face. "You've done some fantastic work, but I can't help but think it
would be fun to make her a little less… Realistic."


"Okay, we can do that," he replies, sounding amused.
"How unrealistic are we talking, here?"


You sit down beside April, reaching over to grope her breasts
before running your hand down towards her ass. As you do so, she simply looks
at you with a relaxed smile. "How unrealistic can you get, Doctor? I want
fake. Not tastefully-improved, not subtly-enhanced—Fake. I want her
curves way, way beyond what any normal human’s packing."


You hear him chuckle briefly before clearing his throat.
"Alright, John. Send her in tomorrow around 10:00 AM, and I'll be more
than willing to push some boundaries for you. When I'm done with her, she'll be
head-to-toe bimbo. A living Photoshop, if you will."


"Amazing," you gasp, rubbing your crotch. "So, do
you need to talk to April now? Get her consent and stuff?"


"Hmm? Oh, no… No. It’s your decision. Anyway, have a good
evening… I hope you enjoy my work." With that, the doctor promptly hangs
up.


You're rather amused by how flabbergasted he was at the prospect
of getting April’s input—His response made it very clear that D-Cup-Plus women
must have little to no say in this kind of decision. That’s pretty nuts, but
not so crazy in the context of this reality… They’re treated like property,
after all, at least where sexual matters are concerned.


You throw the phone over to Peter, who catches it clumsily.
"Is that all sorted, then?" he asks, pocketing his cell as he watches
you feeling up April’s nude body.


"Yep, sure is. She's booked for 10:00 tomorrow, so make
sure to take her in for me. Oh, and when she gets out, hands off, okay? I want
to break in April's brand new body," you say, tweaking her nipple.


Peter nods. "No problem. I'm sure Michael's pretty excited
about this too… He’s always wanted April to look a little more, uh, extreme.
I hope you let him have a turn when you're done," he says, smiling a
little.


            "Probably…
Uh, eventually," you laugh, running a hand up April’s thigh.


"Well, if I can't use April right now, I should get some
work done," Peter says. "Have fun, alright?"


As he leaves the living room, you focus your attention back on
the TV. You watch for a while as April moves in and out of the room, remaining
sticky and naked as she goes about her chores.


Eventually Michael returns, guiding Cindy to the door. Your
coworker looks dishevelled and has two or three cumshots splattered across her
face, but she seems happy enough as she leaves. Once she’s gone your friend
joins you in the living room, and you settle in to play some video games as the
afternoon turns to evening.


 


 


 


At around 6:30, you and Michael break off your game to get some
food. You’re standing in the kitchen, making small talk about college while you
wait for your frozen pizza to thaw. April leans over the sink, her huge breasts
flecked with suds as she washes some dishes.


Michael looks at her hungrily, drumming his fingers on the
counter. "I know you said she's all yours, but… Am I allowed to use her
yet?" he asks, looking at you pleadingly.


"Just wait a little while longer," you reply with an
excited smile. "I've got something in mind for tonight. Speaking of which,
is it okay if I sleep over?"


"Sure, no problem," he says. He doesn't seem to be
holding your controlling attitude against you at all; you guess that since it's
your absolute right to own his stepmom, it would hardly be fair for him to hold
it against you, no matter how desperate he may be. "As long as you don't
mind sharing a bed… The fold-out couch is kinda broken."


"How'd that happen?" you inquire curiously.


"Got a bit drunk during a party a few weeks back. Thought
it'd be funny to cram as many people as possible onto it—And, y’know, into
April. You can imagine the rest from there," he explains, a goofy smile on
his face.


"Not my baby boy's finest moment," April comments from
the sink with a small laugh, having overheard your conversation.


You share a laugh with the stepmother and son—It definitely
sounds like something Michael would have done in your old reality, minus the
orgy part.


A couple more hours pass as you eat, play games, and chat idly.
Eventually, April walks over with her arms crossed beneath her round tits.


"Alright boys, I'm going to bed," she says.
"Please try to keep it down, okay? Peter’s been getting up early for
work."


"Hey, you're not leaving without a goodnight kiss,"
you reply, getting up off the couch and walking over to her. Placing one hand
on her ass and the other on the nape of her neck, you pull her into a
passionate embrace. Your lips meet and your tongue dances around hers as she
relaxes into your arms.


Noticing that your pants are beginning to tent, she places a
hand on your crotch and breaks off the make-out session. "Oh, honey…
You're all stiff again. Shouldn't I take care of this before I go?"


You shake your head. "Don't worry, I'll be in soon to tuck
you in." Giving her butt a final squeeze, you let her go. April leaves the
room and climbs the stairs up to her and Peter's bedroom.


“Alright, I guess we should get to bed too,” you tell Michael.
“It's gonna be a big day tomorrow… And maybe I'll even let you in on the fun/”


"Damn, I sure hope so," Mike replies, shutting off the
TV. "I can't wait for Stepmom 3.0."


Heading to your friend's room, you both begin to get ready for
bed. Michael turns to find you stripping off all of your clothing, throwing it
into a pile beside his bed.


"Whoa, man," he says, quickly averting his eyes.
"You might be my friend and all, but there's no way I'm gonna sleep with
you naked."


"Don't worry, I'm just going to see April," you assure
him. He immediately looks more comfortable with your appearance; now
that your nudity is sexual in nature, it's no longer embarrassing. Good to
know.


You head off towards the master bedroom, stroking your cock idly
as you walk down the hall. As you approach Peter and April's room, you can tell
that their lights are out. You're about to knock, but decide against it: after
all, you're always welcome wherever April is.


Opening the door quietly, you tiptoe over to the bed. The couple
is lying side by side, Peter's back turned from his naked wife. Climbing slowly
over her, you straddle her chest, your hard cock lying across one of her
breasts. You rub it back and forth on her nipple; she moans, but doesn't wake.
Leaning forward, you press your cockhead against her lips. They immediately
part, allowing you to push your tip inside.


Then you slip in deeper, your shaft entering her mouth. She
begins to gently suck on you, her tongue stroking your underside as her lips
pucker, but it seems as though she's still asleep. Considering the fact that
she lives with two horny men, it's no wonder that she's used to pleasuring them
while only half-awake.


You grab the bed frame with one hand and her head with the
other, thrusting faster and faster. You're now fully inside her mouth, your tip
sticking down into her throat with every push. Though she continues to moan
occasionally, she remains asleep. Impressively, her technique is almost as good
as when she was awake, her tongue dancing around as she effortlessly
deep-throats your hard cock.


Not wanting to finish too quickly, you slide out of her, your
member soaked with her drool. As you pull away from her lips, she mumbles to
you, her eyes still closed. "G'night Mikey..."


Not only has she mistaken you for her son, but she also thinks
that you're done with her. You chuckle to yourself as you climb off, lying down
beside her and flipping her onto her side. Then you push your rod against her
ass, rubbing it up and down as her breasts press up against her sleeping
husband.


"Miiike… Oh..." she slurs, beginning to wake
up. Before she has a chance to realize who you are, you grab your stiff cock
and push it inside her asshole.


April cries out and attempts to turn over and look at you, but
you hold her firm butt with one hand and her shoulder with the other, keeping
her facing away. Pumping in and out of her slowly, you plant a kiss on her
smooth neck.


Her moans grow louder still as you reach around her body to rub
a finger up and down her pussy. "Oh, God, Mike, yes… Fuck your stepmommy’s
big, beautiful ass, just like that...!" She cries out before covering her
own mouth, realizing her husband is still asleep.


Surprised at her outburst, you lean over April's writhing form
to look at her husband. He shifts slightly before lying still, snoring quietly;
she didn’t wake him. April glances up at you, then looks shocked as she
realizes you aren't her stepson.


"Oh, John..." she whispers, looking back to her
husband. "I thought you were Mikey."


Stifling a chuckle, you pull out of her ass and slide out of
bed. "Nah… I just couldn't resist having another taste before I give you
back to him." You offer your hand to her and she takes it, rising to her
feet to follow you out of the bedroom. "Your stepson and I are gonna use
this old body one last time before it's gone."


She brightens up at the news, nodding enthusiastically and
wrapping herself around your arm. "Aw, that's so sweet! I love you
boys."


Leaving the master bedroom and heading back to Michael's, you
see that he's lying in bed facing the door. He's stark-naked as well, stroking
his cock and biting his lip impatiently.


"Hey, sorry for the wait, man. I saw her lying there, and,
well… You know that ass of hers. Of course I had to stick it in,"
you say with a shrug.


Shaking his head, he beckons his nude stepmother over. "No
worries, she's here now. I think I'll have the same." April climbs into
bed with him, flipping over to face you as she sticks her rear out toward her
stepson. He rubs his shaft up and down her crack for a moment before pushing
inside, causing April to gasp and arch her back.


As he begins to thrust in and out of his stepmother’s tight ass,
you jump into bed as well, lying face-to-face with April as she’s plowed from
behind. She leans forward to kiss you, while wrapping her hand around your
cock. Entwining your tongue with hers, you allow her to guide your member
closer to her waiting pussy. She's soaking-wet, her juices rubbing off on your
tip as she massages it against her lips.


Suddenly Michael thrusts into her aggressively, pushing her
mound up against you. As your bodies press together, you find your entire shaft
buried in her warm insides. Breaking off your kiss, she cries out loudly as you
and her son penetrate her from both sides. Her body tense and trembling, she
wraps her arms around you to pull you even closer.


"Fu… Fuh… Fuck, yes, fill me up… Make me yours,"
she blurts out, as her inflated chest bounces against your own. "My boys…
My beautiful boys, uuuuse meee..." Her words spur you on further,
and it seems like they're having the same effect on your friend as he picks up
the pace. 


She's bound by the rules of this world to serve you, but if you
didn't know any better, you'd say that she's got some kind of fetish that
happens to line up with the arrangement. As you slide in and out of her tight
hole, you can't help but wonder if she was into this sort of thing before you
changed the universe to make it a reality.


It's a moot point now, though. She's yours and she loves it; no
need to worry about the past. You and your friend continue to take April for
what seems like hours, fucking her like desperate animals while she writhes and
squeals in orgasm once every few minutes. With the intensity of the
stimulation, you and Michael don't last much longer, but neither of you are
willing to pull out even after unloading inside her.


Panting and trying to regain your breath, you address Mike over
his stepmother's shoulder. "Hey… Shouldn't we get… S-some sleep?" you
gasp between thrusts. "April has s-surgery… Tomorrow."


"I'm not… Pulling out… First," he replies with a
smirk. Mike’s always been the competitive type, and apparently that applies in
the bedroom as well.


April laughs, giving you a peck on the cheek. "Don't worry,
John. We'll fall asleep when we're ready. Just keep using me until you drift
off, sweetheart."


Nodding happily, you grab her hips and soldier on. You keep
fucking her until the very moment the darkness of sleep clouds your
recollection.


 


 


 


You open your eyes to a bright new day, a ray of dappled
sunlight passing through the tree outside the bedroom window and onto your
face.


It's not the sights that you're focused on, though: it's the
warm, wet feeling between your legs. Looking down, you see the blankets rising
and falling as someone sucks your cock enthusiastically. Reaching beneath the
sheets, you stroke the anonymous head, running your fingers through the short
hair.


Short hair? This can't be April. So who is it?


 


You clear your throat, shifting partially upright. "Uh…
Good morning?"


With one final lick, the mystery-girl releases your shaft. Then
she crawls up out of the sheets and comes face to face with you, her nose
barely an inch from your own. After several seconds of silent staring, you
begin to recognize her.


"Oh, hey! Uh, Anne, right? From Grade 12 Math?"
you ask awkwardly.


She giggles and nods, before swiftly moving in to kiss you full
on the lips. After a moment of hesitation you reciprocate, running your hands
down her curvy body as you explore each other's lips.


Before you know what's happening, she's sinking her other lips
down onto your cock, taking you all the way inside. Breaking off the kiss, she
places her hands on either side of you, squeezing your shaft tightly as she
bounces up and down.


Making eye contact once again, she gives you a kind smile.
"Yeah, doofus. I'm glad you remember that class… I lost my virginity in
it, after all." She giggles again, biting her lip and arching her back
with pleasure in a manner far too alluring for words. "I was one lucky
girl… Breasts filled out right when I hit 18. Didn’t have to wait a day before
fucking all the hottest boys. And the one I wanted the most, at least in
Math, was..."


“Me,” you gasp, half-question and half-statement. When she nods,
you take hold of her hips and begin to thrust in time with her movements. “How
could I forget? But, um… What are you doing here?”


"Oh, Mike invited me. He said you guys needed a cocksleeve…
His stepmom’s at the doctor, or something? He's making breakfast, so hurry up
and cum so we can go eat."


"Keep moving your hips like that, and it won't take
long," you assure her.


"Damn right it won't. It's been a while since you've fucked
me, John, so I'll forgive you for not remembering how awesome I
am," she boasts with pride, her confidence only making you hornier.
"Now why don't you show me what you’ve got? Blow that massive load as deep
inside of me as you can, ‘kay?"


It isn't long before you oblige her: within a minute you're
shooting several thick ropes into her tight pussy. She moans as your semen
fills her up then drips down her thigh, taking a moment to enjoy the sensation
before leaning forward and kissing you a second time.


"There we go, hotshot," she purrs, pulling away
and letting you slip out of her. She playfully flicks the tip of your cockhead
with a mischievous grin as it begins to soften. "You've really gotta
invite me over more... Anyway, get up. I'm starving."


Nodding to her, you climb out of bed and follow her. Passing the
upstairs bathroom, you hesitate as you realize the state you're in: apart from
the bedhead and grungy appearance, you're stark naked, and your softening
member is dripping with cum.


You catch up to your nude friend and embrace her from behind.
"Hey, Anne? I'm kind of making a mess… Shouldn't we take a shower?"


She shrugs, pressing her butt against you. "Nobody's gonna
care. Besides, you'll be dirty again in no time. Who knows how many sluts
you're gonna be ramming yourself into on the way to the doctor's office? Hell,
knowing you, you'll probably be fucking me again in a few minutes, so
that'd defeat the whole purpose." She reaches back to run a hand down your
side, then fondles your naked balls playfully. "If whores like me can
brave the outside world with layers of cum across their body, why can't you
handle this? You scared, big man?"


Her teasing attitude definitely hasn't changed since high
school. Anne smiles as she wiggles her torso in your arms, trying to escape
your hold. "Hurry up, would you? You're gonna make me die of hunger if you
keep this up!"


Nodding to Anne, you reluctantly allow her to pull away,
following her as she heads downstairs.


As you step into the kitchen, the heavenly smell of bacon fills
your nostrils. Michael stands at the stove, wearing nothing but a long apron.
Hearing you and Anne behind him, he looks over his shoulder, flashing you both
a grin.


"Finally. Grab some plates and get over here,
lovebirds," he says, pointing to the cupboard.


After a minute of bustling and preparing you sit at the table,
looking across at your naked friends. As they eat happily, you can't help but
stare at Anne's perfect breasts, which are hanging freely while she tucks into
her bacon. It isn't long before your stomach protests, though, grumbling loudly
and forcing your attention back to your food.


"So, Mikey, what's going on with your stepmom?" Anne
asks, glancing over at your friend. "Why’s she at the doctor's? It’s not
serious, is it?"


"Nah, nah. John made Dad send her in for more surgery and
stuff," your friend replies, waving his fork towards you. "I guess
she wasn't 'bimbo' enough for him!"


Anne raises an eyebrow at you, and you reply between bites:
"Well, I mean, there's plenty of busty girls I could use… I guess I wanted
April to stand out a bit more. Besides, I kinda love the idea of making her a toy
for me and Mike, especially, uh… Against her husband's wishes." You
chuckle nervously, hoping your words make sense to them. You’re in uncharted
waters, and you don’t want to say something out of place.


"Hey, I'm not complaining," Mike replies, smiling at
you. "I'm getting hard just thinking about what you're doing to her… Anne,
you mind?"


Anne rolls her eyes and slips her arm beneath the table. You can
see it stroking up and down as she continues to chat with you: "Boys and
their toys… You guys haven’t changed a bit. So, when’s April supposed to be out
of surgery?”


“Pretty soon, actually,” Michael says, finishing up his food and
leaning back to relax and enjoy the handjob. “Dad’s at work, so I’m supposed to
go pick her up in about half an hour. You two coming with me?”


You nod eagerly. “Wouldn’t miss it for the world,” you reply as
you gather up your dishes and head over to the sink.


“I’ll come if you guys still need me,” Anne says as she pushes
out her chair, crouching beneath the table and kneeling down between Michael’s
legs.


“Mmm… Tempting, but nah. I think I’ll just bust in your
mouth now, then save the rest for April,” he replies, reaching down to run a hand
through her hair. “What about you, John? You want her for the ride over?”


"I'm with you, bud. April deserves our full
attention," you say as you wash the dishes. "Sorry, Anne, but the new
toy gets priority."


"Mmnoh pobhem," she mumbles from beneath the table,
managing to speak even with a cock stuffed down her throat. "Ah gopha
wohk aheewah—Mmph!" Her muffled speech is cut off abruptly as
Mike begins to cum, holding her head tightly between his legs. After just a few
seconds he pulls out his chair, letting his wet cock fall from her lips.


"Mmm… Thanks, Anne. You can study here or whatever, just
lock up if you leave before we get back, okay?"


Moving out from under the table, she nods at him, still visibly
gulping down his load. "Hey John, it's pretty warm out today. Should we
just go au naturale?"


His request startles you, but on reflection it makes a lot of
sense: if women can walk around in completely indecent outfits, why shouldn't
men be able to as well?


"Sure thing," you reply. "I didn't bring a change
of clothes... Besides, I'm sure we'll be whipping it out again the moment we
see your stepmom."


"Damn straight," he says with a laugh. "Come on,
we'll take April’s car." With a final wave to Anne, you follow him out of
the kitchen and out into the world.


 


 


 


As you walk down the driveway, a peaceful morning in the
suburbia of this altered reality greets you. Across the street, a middle-aged
brunette woman with sizable breasts is tending to her garden in nothing but a
white tank top, while her bare behind is being speared by an enthusiastic young
man.


Another busty girl, this one in her mid-twenties, exists that
same house and climbs down the front steps. She's wearing nothing but black
thigh-high stockings, red heels, and oversized sunglasses; the rest of her
cum-glazed body is exposed for all to see.


"I'm heading out Mom," the young lady calls out to the
gardening woman. "I should be back in time for dinner."


"Have a g-good day, honey," the woman stammers as
she's being pounded from behind. 


Unfortunately, her daughter only makes it a few steps before a
man from the neighboring house barrels through his front door in a hurry, cock
already in hand. Upon seeing this, the barely-dressed girl instantly falls to
her knees and opens her mouth, remaining like that as the man approaches
her—This must be a common occurrence.


Groaning with pleasure, the man immediately spurts out a large
load all over her face. She swallows the ropes that land across her lips and
tongue, while the rest stains her face and sunglasses.


Then she gets up and smiles towards the gentleman who just used
her for target practice. "Right on time as always, Mr. Howe."


"Of course," he says with his own smile, cupping the
girl's breasts and giving them a light squeeze. "You’re my muse,
Alexandria. I could never let you leave home without my mark."


"I think it goes well with my complexion. Thank you, as
always," the curvaceous Alexandria replies. "I should be home by
5:00. I have some paperwork to do; is just a footjob alright, or will you need
something more involved?"


"Ah, we'll see," Mr. Howe answers with a smile.
"Your ass is looking tempting today, so maybe some anal."


"Fair enough. See you later!"


"Take care, dear," the man says politely as she walks
off, not even bothering to wipe the cum off her sunglasses. You're wondering
how she can even see properly, but judging by how she quickly sidesteps for an
incoming nude woman on a bike, you figure it must be an acquired skill… A new
norm, like all the others you keep running into in this reality.


"Alexandria's a great fuck," Michael says as you
approach April's car. "I don't use her a lot, but she’s definitely worth
trying out. You ever take her?"


"Uh… No, don’t think so," you reply, sliding into the
passenger seat as Mike takes the wheel. Alexandria… A gorgeous young woman, who
walks around wearing nothing but shoes, stockings, and cum… Yours to use,
whenever you want her. It’s enough to get you hard almost instantly.
"...Not yet."


As your imagination continues to wander, Michael sets off for
the clinic. Five minutes into the drive, you're practically shaking with
excitement: your darkest fantasy is coming true. Your friend's mother is so
devoted to pleasing you that she's willing to go to any length.


Sitting naked in the passenger seat, your cock twitches just
from thinking about what's waiting for you. Fighting the urge to cover up, you
glance nervously over at Michael… But if he's noticed your erection, he doesn't
care in the slightest. Still, though, being nude in public is going to take
some getting used to.


Pulling up in a pleasant area just North of downtown, Michael
parks the car outside a large white building. You recognize it from your old
world: it used to be an office building with a cafe and a corner store on the
ground floor, but it seems that's no longer the case.


A bright, inviting storefront dominates the facade, the windows
full of posters and mannequins depicting women with exaggerated figures. Girls
of all shapes and sizes are on display, but the majority are thin-yet-curvy
blondes, just like April. A bold neon sign above the main entrance reads
“Pearson's Perfections.”


Hopping out of the car, you can't help but feel exposed: it's a
warm day, but being naked in the street is still pretty drafty. Your discomfort
fades a little, though, as pedestrians bustle past you and your friend without
a second glance. Two naked young men is hardly a rare sight, it seems… Maybe
you'll get used to it after all.


As you approach the building, you see two mannequins on the
sidewalk, kneeling on low pedestals which flank the door. On the left is a
dark-skinned model, dressed only in a bright red thong which disappears inside
its impossibly-large ass. Its over-inflated lips are pursed into a perfect “O,”
while its lifeless eyes stare straight ahead. The mannequin on the right is a
busty Asian woman, wearing a skimpy nurse outfit while it holds a pose
identical to its counterpart.


As you and Michael approach the door, your friend breaks off and
heads over to the black model. You're startled to see her look up at him and,
at the sight of his cock, open her fat lips slightly wider


Holy shit… They’re real, you think, as Mike places a hand on the back of her head and
pulls her mouth onto his shaft. He thrusts forward a few times, before pulling
out and walking away from her without a word.


Judging by the dismissive way he treated her, you're guessing
these women are some kind of free samples. Not wanting to seem out of place,
you step over to the Asian model and place your hardening cock between her
lips.


Pushing inside gently, you expect to bottom out at some point,
but you never do: your entire length sinks into her throat with almost no
resistance. It seems like this human mannequin has no gag reflex at all.


As you look down at her with surprise, she returns your gaze and
gives you a cute little wink. After a few deep thrusts, you reluctantly pull
out of her mouth; it wouldn't be right to keep April waiting, after all. With a
nod and a smile, you leave the kneeling woman behind and head inside.


The lobby of Pearson's Perfections is nothing short of decadent.
Stepping onto the marbled tiles, you marvel at the ultra-modern interior. It
looks like something out of a sci-fi movie, and not the Mad Max kind either: it
seems like every surface is bright, reflective, or transparent.


As you and Michael wander inside, a sweet voice calls out from
the side of the room: "Welcome to paradise, boys!" Looking over, you
see a curvy, topless woman sitting behind an equally-curvy counter. "Are
you here for an existing client? Or just an orgasm?"


Mike walks over to her, leaning across the countertop. Groping
at her exposed tits with one hand, he kisses her full on the mouth. You still
find it funny every time you see one of the side-effects of this whole “free
use” thing… Greeting a stranger of the opposite sex can get pretty damn
intimate here, even by European standards.


"Hey there," your friend says, giving the
receptionist's nipple a final tweak. "I'm here for April Summer."


"Oh, April! What a nice lady… You must be her stepson,
and…” She glances down at a clipboard. “...And John. Well, boys, April just got
out of surgery. I didn't know how long you'd be, so I sent her to the lounge.
Go down the hall and take the first right; you can't miss it." She lets
out a small giggle. "Or her, for that matter. Wow."


You and Michael thank her, then head for the waiting room. You
pass a few employees on your way there: some are doctors wearing classic white lab
coats, while others are nurses in ultra-skimpy outfits. They're more lingerie
than uniform, barely covering their nipples and slits, and allowing a glimpse
of both here and there. With employees like this wandering around, you
feel slightly more at home in your nude state.


In a matter of moments, you're standing outside the lounge.
Brimming with anticipation, you and Michael stand side by side and peer through
the glass door. A voluptuous Hispanic nurse is sitting on a couch, chatting
with… With…


Well, she's not the April you know. She’s not even the bimbo
April that you met in this reality. No, the woman sitting on the couch is
pop-culture sexuality personified.


Her flowing, shoulder-length hair is an even shinier platinum
blonde than before. Her lips are fat and pink, remaining slightly parted even
when she isn't talking. Her curves are pushing the boundaries of what's
physically possible, a skinny waist sitting atop her big round bubble butt.


The main event, however, is clearly her enhanced rack. If Doctor
Pearson is an artist (which you're beginning to think he is) then April's new
breasts are his masterpiece. "Bigger than her head" would be an
understatement: each smooth, round globe must be pushing a foot in
diameter. They look incredibly heavy… But they aren't sagging under the weight,
and neither is April: she must have had some muscle work done as well. You've
seen massive breasts in porn before, but these are something else, without the
veiney, plasticey, asymmetrical appearance that characterizes most giant tits.
Quite the opposite, they look supple and yielding, bouncing slightly as she
talks and laughs with the nurse.


The nipples catch your attention as well; while they're
obviously bigger than they were before, they also have a bit of an 'inny' look,
which seems deliberate. You can't help but wonder what the doctor had in mind
there, but you're sure you'll find out soon.


Picking your jaw up off the floor, you share a mischievous look
with Mike before putting your hand on the door handle. A woman with the body of
the cartoon and the mind of your friend's mother is sitting just a few steps
away… This is gonna be fun.


You push the door open and stride quickly towards April. Mike is
even more enthusiastic, racing ahead of you and right up to his stepmother.
Without a word, he climbs onto the couch, straddling her massive tits.


"Ooh, hi boys—Mmph!" She’s cut off as her
stepson shoves his cock in her mouth. Mike starts thrusting immediately,
throwing his head back with pleasure as he slides in and out of her fat lips.


"Fuuuck, John, she feels even better," he groans,
placing his hands on the back of her head. "Yeah… Take it deeper…"


Not wanting to miss out, you stand in front of the sitting bimbo
and spread her legs, exposing her pussy. You're pleased to find it soaking-wet:
it seems that just a few seconds of blowing her son was enough to get her
aroused. Grinning, you press two fingers up against her slit and watch her
squirm as you rub her juices around. Slipping them inside her, you can feel
that she's incredibly tight... This definitely isn't the pussy of a woman who's
been a cumdump for years, getting plowed dozens of times a day.


Removing your hand, you quickly line up your shaft and plunge
inside. April manages to squeal loudly around her stepson's rapidly thrusting
cock. She throws her arms out, attempting to pull you in closer, but with
Michael holding her down (and her new breasts in the way) it's a futile effort.
You reward the attempt, though, pushing deeper and deeper with every stroke.


Hearing a gasp to your left, you glance over at the nurse. She's
watching you all and fidgeting uncomfortably, biting her lip as her hand
reaches down between her tightly-closed thighs.


Seeing her staring, you give her a wink and then beckon her
closer. She shifts over until she's right up against Michael's leg. Your friend
looks down and simply grunts before focusing his attention back on April's
mouth.


In a flash of inspiration you offer your hand, still wet and
sticky, to the desperate nurse. She takes it hesitantly and guides it to her
mouth, beginning to lick off April's juices. Added on top of the tight pussy
you're using, the sensation as she sucks on your fingers is almost too much to
bear.


As you thrust faster and faster, you see Michael tense up
suddenly. He holds himself balls-deep in April's mouth, letting out a low moan
as she swallows again and again. After a few seconds he slides out, a thin rope
of cum stretching between her swollen lips and his equally-swollen cock.


Climbing down from atop her massive breasts, he slumps on the
couch. "Mmm… Fuck. Thanks April," he gasps, gently stroking his
softening erection.


Even as you continue to shake her entire body with your thrusts,
April looks over at Mike and gives him a loving smile. "Any time,
sweetheart. I'm glad you like the new me," she says, before stopping to
lick up some of her stepson’s semen. "Speaking of which, why don't you try
out one of my new special features?"


Michael looks confused, until April manages to lean over
slightly and push one of her tits towards him, offering up her nipple. After
that he catches on, taking it into his mouth as he wraps an arm around her
bouncing breast to steady it. He sucks gently for a moment, and then his eyes
go wide and he picks up the pace, clamping down vigorously as April moans with
pleasure.


You're pretty busy giving April the fucking of a lifetime, but
you can't help but notice what's going on. "Wait, Michael, are you… Is
she…"


Releasing her nipple with a pop, he nods at you while a
thin trickle of white runs down his mother's breast. "Yeah… It's
milk," he grunts. "Or... Something like that, anyway." The
moment he finishes talking, his head goes back down and he continues drinking
greedily.


The display is enough to push you over the edge, and without any
warning your cock is pulsing inside April. You release wave after wave of semen
into her tight hole while she cries out, beginning to orgasm herself as she
shudders under your and Michael’s attention.


Pulling your hand from the nurse's mouth, you grab April’s hips,
thrusting again and again to shoot your hot load as deep as possible into your
wonderful, flawless, built-to-please slut.


After a final pump, you pull out of April and slump on the couch
between her and the nurse. Seeing that the beautiful Latina still looks
somewhat desperate, you pull her head towards your lap. She gets the message,
leaning over to clean off your glistening shaft.


Not wanting to miss out on the fun your friend's having, you
grab his stepmother’s free breast and take her nipple into your mouth. As you
squeeze it firmly, it starts to pump out a warm liquid.


It's almost like milk, but you've never had milk that's
so… Satisfying. You can detect a hint of sweetness, but other than that
it's difficult to describe. Somehow, the taste of it is even more compelling
than the Hispanic beauty showering your cock with attention, and that's no
small feat.


April seems compelled herself, making little gasping sounds as
you and Michael suck on her breasts. "Aah… I'm glad you're enjoying
yourselves, boys," she purrs, running a hand through your hair. "This
isn't the only surprise for you, either…"


Seeing Michael pull off his mother's swollen nipple, you follow
suit. "What else have they done?" you say, wiping your mouth.


"Shouldn't we leave something as a surprise for
later?" April replies with a wink, showing off her extended eyelashes.


"Alright, you win," Michael pitches in, still groping
his stepmom’s rack with both hands. "Besides, I wanna get you home. Fuck,
this body… Thanks again, John. I owe ya one."


"My pleasure." With that, you lift the nurse's head
off of your lap, letting your glistening, half-erect shaft slide out of her
mouth.


She pouts slightly, fluttering her eyelashes at you. Pulling her
close, you kiss her passionately, your tongue dancing with hers as you feel her
soft breasts through the paper-thin fabric of her uniform.


While you make out with the nurse, Mike helps his mother to her
feet, your cum beginning to drip down her thigh as she stands.


"Come on, man, let's get out of here," he says,
wrapping an arm around April and tapping his foot impatiently.


Breaking off your kiss you stand in front of the nurse, who
looks up at you passively. Grinning like an idiot, you wipe your cock off on
her cheeks before tucking it away. This kind of power is never going to get
old.


Not wanting to keep your friend (and your fucktoy) waiting, you
follow them out of the waiting room. As you walk through the halls of the
clinic, neither you nor Mike can keep your hands off of April, stroking and
squeezing her naked body the entire way out. She simply smiles and giggles at
your advances, clearly enjoying the attention.


When you enter the main lobby, the receptionist comes out from
behind her desk to greet you. It turns out she isn't completely naked,
sporting a long black skirt with a slit up the side.


She smiles and waves to you all before turning to April.
"Hi there, hon, still looking gorgeous! I wanted to thank you again for
earlier," she bubbles.


"Oh, of course, it was no problem at all." April
replies, shaking her head.


"What happened?" Michael asks, still groping his
stepmother's ass.


"Well, my son-in-law came in to use a few of the staff,
like he usually does on his lunch break," the receptionist says. "Only
this time, I was the one who caught his eye. Now I'm a good, supportive woman,
and I love getting him off, but I was right in the middle of an important call…
And I'm not too good at cocktalking."


You stifle a laugh as she continues. Is that a real word
here?


"So anyway, he comes over, and of course he climbs up on
top of my desk, stroking himself like a madman," she says with a laugh.
"Just as I'm about to bite the bullet and start sucking him off, in walks April.
Needless to say, he spent his whole lunch break with her instead. What an
angel!"


"Oh, it was nothing, really," April says, blushing.
"I didn't even do it on purpose."


"Still, you saved my day," she says insistently.
"It wouldn't feel right if I didn't pay you back somehow."


"No, no, I couldn't accept anything, really. It's
fine."


The receptionist looks thoughtful, placing a finger on her lips.
"Well, if you say so, but… To make us even, at least… Would one of your
boys like to use me? Or both? Or… Anything you want, really. I would feel much
better."


April shrugs, then looks back and forth at you and Michael.


            "Rain
check," you both reply, practically in unison. Then you grab April from
either side, guiding her inflated ass towards the door.


            Before
the receptionist can protest any further, you call back to her: "Sorry, we
have other plans. But don’t worry… Sooner or later, we’ll be back!"


            With
that you leave Pearson’s Perfections, arm-in-arm with the most
ridiculous-looking bimbo you’ve ever seen. Even though you just pumped her full
of cum, your erection is growing with every step… And Michael seems to have a
similar problem.


            You’ll
be lucky to make it to the car before one of you breaks. Knowing April, she
wouldn’t even have a problem with you laying her down and spreading her out,
right here in the middle of the sidewalk…


            …There
sure is a lot of temptation in this world, you think as you help April into
the car. How do people get anything done?


            A
short argument with Michael: he wants you to drive while he has another turn
with April, but your Charles-given power soon convinces him… Besides which, he
also seems grateful that you’ve taken his stepmother’s fuckdoll body to the
next level.


            He
gets into the front seat while you climb inside the back. Thirty seconds later
you’re inside April as well, plowing her while your friend drives.


            "Cum
inside me, John," she moans, pressing her gigantic tits into your chest as
she strains to wrap her arms around you. "I… I love you..."


Of the many orgasms you’ll have today, this one’s the sweetest
by far.
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