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“You’re finally awake!”


Opening your eyes, you find yourself sitting in a small room
with white walls, three chairs, a sink… It’s a doctor’s office, much like the
one at your local walk-in clinic. However, you soon notice two unusual things
about it.


First, the window on the wall opposite you. The view isn’t much
to look at; in fact, the view is completely black. There’s nothing but
total darkness beyond the small pane of glass.


Second, there’s a man sitting in one of the other chairs. He’s
wearing a white coat, so your first instinct is that he’s the doctor… But he’s
also wearing blue aviator sunglasses, which seem a lot less doctor-esque.


“I must’ve given you the wrong dose,” he sighs. His accent is
somewhere between British, Australian, and a text-to-speech program. “I’m
always doing that. Your head’s a lot smaller than I expected… I should really
double-check next time.”


“Wuh… Huh?”


“Oh, terribly sorry. I’m Doctor Chxzbkldkxr.” His name
trails off into a burst of static. “Please call me Charles.”


“This is… Not real, right?” You rub your forehead, trying to
remember how you got here. “Am I dreaming?”


“No, but also yes. Just follow my lead for now, yeah? Answer the
questions, and you can be on your way. You’ll have plenty of time to try and
sort this out after you’ve landed.”


“...Yeah, okay. Sure.” You lean back, your tired mind happy to
just go along for the ride. The way he said “landed” was a little ominous, but
that can wait.


“Do you remember who you are?”


“...No,” you mumble. “I don’t think I can. That’s…”


“Completely normal,” Charles says with a grin. “Your name is
John Doe, and you’re a 22-year-old college student from California. Your grades
are fine, your job’s fine, your family’s fine… Everything’s pretty much just fine.”


“Okay, but… ‘John Doe?’ Seriously?”


“I swear, that’s your real name. But don’t focus on your old
life… I want to talk about your new life.”


“Is this, like, witness protection?” You lean forward. “Are you
with the FBI or something?”


Charles laughs. “I wish! Those guys get to wear suits. But
witness protection isn’t a bad metaphor for what you’re about to experience.
I’m going to drop you into a new life, in a new world. Don’t worry… You’ll
still have your family and friends and all that. It’s a… Well, you’ve seen
science fiction movies. You know about parallel universes, yeah?”


“Uh… Sure,” you reply uncertainly. “So everyone’s gonna be a
cowboy or something?”


“Or something,” he chuckles. Then he leans forward, and you can
feel him staring at you from behind the aviators. “Tell me… What is your
deepest, darkest desire?”


“What?”


“You don’t have to say it out loud. Just hold it in your mind…
Your most secret wish, the daydream you’d never tell anyone about. Everyone’s
got one… Or a dozen… But today we’re focusing on the one. The biggest one.
Do you have it?”


The way he said “biggest” triggers a memory. In it, you’re
hanging out with your oldest friend, Michael Summer. You’re playing video games
in his living room, like you have every weekend since you were kids. Mike is
losing, and you geat ready for the finishing blow… But then you’re distracted
by movement in the doorway.


A beautiful woman is walking past, wearing nothing but a towel.
She’s tall, brunette, and stacked: her huge tits are barely contained by the
plush white towel, which threatens to slip off with every bounce. It’s
Michael’s stepmother, and your longtime crush… April.


She meets your gaze, then scurries out of sight. “Oops, sorry! I
didn’t know John was over,” she calls out from around the corner. “I’ll get
dressed.”


“Okay Mom,” Mike replies, not really paying attention. The
moment of distraction has cost you dearly, and he’s making a comeback.


You turn your eyes back to the TV, but your mind is still on
April and her incredible rack. God, if only I could feel them… If only I
could just… Take her. Fuck her. Make her mine, whenever I wanted…


Then you shake your head, clearing away the perverted thoughts.
They were nothing but idle fantasy: April was almost twenty years older than
you, married, and your friend’s mom. Sure, she was technically only Mike’s
stepmom, but she’d been in both of your lives since you were little kids. She
was off-limits.


You’d never get to feel those perfect breasts, let alone make
love to her. You’d never even try. But whenever you saw a busty woman, your
mind seemed to jump back to that naughty place. Young or MILFy, perky or saggy,
real or fake, your wish was always the same: What if I could have that
woman, those tits, at my beck and call?


Back in the present, Charles snaps his fingers. “Got it.”


“Huh? Got what?”


“A baseline for your new reality. We’ve already found a matching
one, and we’re on our way there.” He gestures at the window, which is still
completely black.


“I… I don’t understand,” you groan. Your head’s beginning to
hurt, and the room is spinning. But Charles is still talking, while staring off
into the black void outside:


“Right, looks like they set the limit at ‘D-Cup-Plus…’ Not a
very technical measurement of breast size, but whatever. Must be a cultural
thing. All adult women with big tits are… Well, not ‘property’ exactly, but
some men sure treat them like it. Natural or unnatural, doesn’t matter. The
moment they’re over 18 and cross that D-cup boundary, they’re ‘free use…’ Open
season. Always fuckable. You’re going to love it.”


“I… I don’t understand--Oh God, my head…” The room is
getting brighter by the second, as though someone has a spotlight aimed at your
face.


“Try not to overthink things, John. You’re about to get
everything you ever wanted… Just accept it.”


“Ugh… I… Okay.”


“Now, picture a place. Somewhere safe, somewhere you’ve been
before. That’s where you’ll land.


You grasp around your addled mind for a place. The moment one
comes to mind, your vision turns completely white.


 


 


 


Your foot lands softly, cushioned by the well-trimmed grass of
Michael’s front lawn. His father spends what little free time he has gardening,
and it shows: the otherwise-average suburban home is surrounded on all sides by
an immaculate lawn punctuated with flower beds.


You look up, blinking at the bright sunlight. It must be
approaching noon, which means Mike's father will be at work, and his younger
sister at school. He, and more importantly his stepmom, should be around here
somewhere.


Heart racing, you climb the steps to the front porch. Your mind
is careening out of control, filled with images of Michael's mom, April. Tall,
flowing brown hair, bouncing butt, and of course full, all-natural breasts...
She was beautiful when you first met her in middle school, and hasn't aged a
day since. You can't wait to see her, and if all of this is truly happening…


You take a deep breath and knock, but your hand is so shaky and
limp that you barely make a sound.


Then you steel yourself, clearing your throat and straightening
your back. You were just teleported here! The chances of all this being
bullshit are shrinking by the moment… So get in there and have some fun,
dammit!


You knock again, this time with more success. You hear
footsteps, then the door unlocking. It opens to reveal Michael, who smiles when
he sees you.


"Hey, John! How's it going, man?"


"Good," you reply, continuing to gain confidence.
"You busy? I was...uh, around, so I thought I'd come see if you want to
hang out."


"Sure thing, I've got a few hours. Come on in." With
that he waves you inside, leading you to a well-furnished living room… The same
room from your memory in Charles’s office.


You know it well from the many hours you've spent playing video
games on the big flat-screen TV, making occasional trips to the adjoining
kitchen for junk food. Not much has changed over the years: a bowl of chips is
on the coffee table, some game or other sits paused on the screen, Mike’s
stepmom is kneeling on the floor in front of the couch, completely nude...


 


Wait.


 


You stand awestruck, taking in the sight. It's definitely April,
and she's definitely naked. This isn't the woman you remember, though. Her hair
is blonde, her lips are plump, and her breasts are even bigger and rounder than
before. As you stare at her new, obviously-fake rack, you notice a trickle of
white fluid running down them. The thick white stuff is dripping onto the wood
floor, where a small puddle is forming.


As you stand in the doorway like a deer in headlights, Mike
slides past you and sits on the couch in front of his stepmother. Then he picks
up a controller with one hand, and unzips his fly with the other.


"John’s here," he says, looking down at her. "You
don't mind making some extra lunch for him, do you?"


April leans back, seeing you in the doorway. "Of course
not," she replies, smiling. "Hi, John! How are you doing?" As
she talks, she reaches into Mike's pants and takes out his flaccid member,
stroking it gently.


"I'm, uh… I’m fine," you stammer back. There's no
doubt now: none of this has been a trick. April, and presumably any
large-breasted woman, is free for any man to use… Even her own stepson.
"Have you… Er… Done something with your hair?" By the looks of
things, Mike's dad has been spending more than a little money on his wife's
appearance.


"Yes, thank you!" She beams, quickening her hand as
Mike's cock hardens. The movement causes more of the semen, presumably Mike's,
to drip off of her tits and onto the floor. "Peter got bored of regular
'ol blonde, I guess, so he had me go platinum. I got my lips done too; they
were shrinking a little. What do you think?"


The moment she finishes speaking, Mike takes one hand off his
controller and places it on the back of her head, pulling her towards his
groin. She readily accepts his entire length into her mouth, her full pink lips
bobbing up and down on his cock while she maintains eye contact with you,
waiting for an answer.


"Uh... I like them. You look great," you say, feeling
the crotch of your jeans getting tighter by the moment.


Your growing boner only intensifies as you hear her respond, her
mouth still full of her stepson’s cock: "Thmnphank yoph!"


That, along with her continued eye contact, makes it clear:
she's so accustomed to servicing men that she's developed a knack for talking
while sucking on cock.


For a split-second, you worry about her and Mike seeing your
erection… But then you realize the ridiculousness of that concern. His eyes are
already back on the game, as he enjoys the blowjob and waits for you to sit
down.


According to Charles, my sick fantasies created this world, you think. I might as well enjoy it. Taking a deep
breath, you sit down to the left of Mike, opening your fly and freeing your
erection.


Although April is somewhat busy taking her stepson’s cock into
her throat, she gets the message immediately, reaching out with her right hand
to stroke you up and down rapidly. Although you feel a sudden and intense wave
of pleasure, you try to fit in, doing your best to act casually while your mind
and body cry out.


Mike's grip on his stepmom’s head begins to tighten, pulling her
up and pushing her down faster and faster. With only one hand on controller,
all he can do in-game is walk around. You notice him wandering towards an
enemy, but by the time your scattered mind can think to warn him, he's already
stumbled right into a battle.


"Shit, can you take this? Kinda busy," he says,
offering you the controller. "Just for a sec."


With a shrug and a nervous grin, you take over. You won't be the
best substitute player, with April's hand pumping away at your cock… But you've
played games like this before, and at least you don't have your hands full
face-fucking your own stepmother.


As you begin fighting the monster—some sort of rock turtle—it's
difficult to keep your eyes off the scene beside you. April's tits are bouncing
as Mike increases his pace. Then he stops suddenly, shoving her puffy lips down
all the way to the base of his shaft. You can see her throat pulsing as she
swallows again and again. Mike groans, throwing his head back.


After a few moments, he smiles and turns back to you and the
game. "Thanks… Oh, hey, you got it," he says, as the enemy falls and
your party cries out in victory.


You hand him the controller just as his mother leans back,
letting his softening penis out of her mouth with a small 'pop.' She turns her
attention to you, continuing to jerk you off while smiling sweetly. "Would
you like the same, John? Or would you rather fuck another hole of mine?
Anything's fine, dear."


Your cock twitches in excitement upon hearing this woman you've
lusted after for so long nonchalantly offer her body to you. You can do just
about anything with her, and no one will mind or find it strange… The
possibilities are rushing through your head as April remains kneeling in front
of you at the foot of the couch, slowly tugging at your shaft with her hand and
awaiting your commands with an eager smile.


After a moment’s consideration, you decide that you want a
titfuck from April's brand new breasts. They're a bit sticky at the moment, so
you glance around for something to clean them up with.


Just as you're about to give up and wipe off Mike's cum with
your own jacket, something pink catches your eye. Through the doorway
connecting the living room with the kitchen, you spot a neat stack of clothing
on the dining table. There isn't much there, and every garment is a
somewhat-tasteless shade of pink. You realize that it must have been what April
was wearing before her stepson wanted her naked.


"Would you mind grabbing your clothes?" you kindly
request, smiling down at the kneeling blonde.


"Hm? Oh, of course not," she replies, getting up off
the floor and walking into the kitchen, her plump ass swaying from side to side
with every step. Even Michael, who's being kept pretty busy by his video game,
glances up at his stepmother's beautiful behind. You see his still-exposed cock
stiffen slightly, before he turns back to the difficult battle that has him so
absorbed.


April returns from the kitchen carrying high heels, a
bright-pink thong, and a matching strip of cloth that must be an
incredibly-skimpy tube top. She kneels in front of you, still holding the
clothing.


"Clean yourself up with your clothes, baby," you
command, trying to sound authoritative.


She chuckles slightly as she begins to wipe off the jizz, making
a mess of her top. "'Baby?'" she repeats with a small laugh, as she
continues cleaning herself. "I've known you since you were just a kid,
John… I'm not exactly one of your little girlfriends," she says with a
grin, dabbing at the last of the cum before placing the clothes on the floor
beside her. "Am I clean enough for you, sweetie?"


You nod and grab her by the shoulders, pulling her closer and
placing your erect shaft between her tits. She squeezes them together with her
hands, then begins to slide them up and down on your cock. Brushing her shining
hair back with a flick of the head, she looks you directly in the eye, licking
her lips as her heavy breasts bounce on and off your lap.


Taking a moment to look around and enjoy this heavenly scenario,
you come to an odd realization: she's putting a lot of enthusiasm into this.
The situation is clearly very normal for her, as she seems quite casual about
what she's doing, and her son is barely taking notice at all. Still, she really
seems to care about doing a good job in pleasuring you. Shouldn't she be more
or less indifferent? Charles didn’t say anything about all busty women becoming
nymphomaniacs, or anything like that.


You ponder the specifics of this new world, with what little
brain power you have to spare as she rubs every inch of your cock. After
several moments, you decide that there's no harm in simply asking her.


"Do you enjoy serving me, or your son, or… Anyone?"


She looks slightly taken aback, hesitating for a moment with her
answer. "Yes, I enjoy it," she says eventually, still stroking her
body up and down your shaft. "That’s a strange question. Why do you
ask?"


"Well, isn't this kind of thing just… Normal? I bet it
happens all the time, and it's not like you have a choice in the matter. I'm
sure most big-breasted girls don't ever pay any mind to how they're used, but
you're so enthusiastic about it… I was just curious as to why, I guess."


"Well… Sure, a lot of women don't have much to say about
how they're every man's cumdump. That's just how the world works for us chesty
gals, like it or not," she confirms with a nod. "But I don’t see it
that way. Just because we don’t have a choice doesn’t mean we can’t enjoy
ourselves. I take pride in my work," she giggles, pushing her breasts all
the way down on your cock and licking some pre-cum off the tip.


"It’s sorta like cooking," she continues. You get the
distinct sense that people don’t ask her about this kind of thing very often,
and she’s happy to talk about it. "I cook for my family every day to keep
them fed, but that doesn't mean it isn't fun. Besides, my husband and my baby
boy here are so much more relaxed when I do every… Little…
Thing..." She kisses your glistening cockhead after each word, punctuating
her point with bursts of pleasure. "...To make them feel good. There's no
doubt my son and my husband fuck plenty of D-Cup-Plus women at work or school,
but those girls are probably too busy to give them any extra-special attention.
I think it's important to give them that at home, from someone they love.
Wouldn't you agree?" 


With that she wraps her swollen lips around you, taking your tip
in her wet mouth as her warm, soft breasts envelop your shaft. Her adorably
nonchalant manner, combined with her well-trained ministrations, are almost
more than you can take. You let out a moan, feeling that you're about to
explode.


April notices immediately, letting your cock slip out of her
mouth and redoubling her efforts. Her giant breasts massage you rapidly, and
within seconds you're cumming, shooting dozens ropes of thick semen onto her
smiling face.


As you lean back, completely spent, you watch as she licks your
cum off her full lips. She's completely drenched, with several thick strings of
your jizz dripping off her chin and onto her new (and apparently improved)
breasts. After swallowing some of your load, she looks up at you with a warm
smile.


"Oh, John, I almost forgot how delicious your cum tasted!
It's been so long since you've given me the honor of letting me be your
cumrag." There’s a sly grin on her face now; she seems to know exactly what
to say to turn you on, even seconds after orgasm. "You really need to stop
by more often! I'm always happy to take your loads. Now… How about I get you
boys some lunch?"


You nod weakly as Mike gives a thumbs-up. "Sure thing, I'm
almost done with this level," he says, shuffling over a bit and tapping
his hardening cock against his stepmother’s soft lips. "I'm feeling a bit
stiff, though, so don't get dressed or clean up or anything."


"Of course not, sweetheart," April says, smiling up at
him lovingly and giving his cock a little kiss. Then she rises to her feet,
still dripping with your jizz. "You boys have fun. I've got some
sandwiches to make… I'll bet John is feeling pretty hungry after giving me that
much cum."


Your head is swimming too much to worry about anything like
hunger, but you give her a nod and a smile anyway. Slouching happily on the
couch, you take a look at Mike's progress and notice that he's just gotten back
to town. He saves his game, yawns, then looks over at you.


"You want to join in, or what?" Without waiting for a
reply, he throws you a controller. You decide to go with it, playing the RPG
with him while you recover your energy and clear your thoughts.


This whole thing couldn't be going better: seeing April naked
and covered in your cum used to be so far beyond your reach that it wasn't even
worth fantasizing about. Sitting here, playing a game with your friend
just like you have a hundred other times, you can scarcely believe that it just
happened. It only takes a glance into the kitchen to refresh the image of her
nude, sticky body… Naturally, you glance once every few seconds.


After ten minutes or so, April comes back through the kitchen
door. Her face is still coated in most of your load, with the rest decorating
her breasts. "Lunch is almost ready! Finish up soon," she calls out,
before returning to the kitchen.


Seeing her exposed rear end jiggling as she walks away again,
Mike springs up out of his seat. "You can go ahead and play solo for a
bit, or whatever. I'm gonna go bust in her," he says, tossing you his
controller and following his mother into the kitchen.


Quickly saving the game and shutting off the TV, you rush to
join them. Mike already has April bent over the kitchen counter, and he's
buried deep inside of her as she braces herself against the wall with one hand
and puts the finishing touches on your lunch with the other.


Taking a seat at the dining table, you realize with a start that
he isn't just fucking her: his cock is higher up, thrusting frantically in and
out of her round ass. April’s clearly a multitasking pro, holding the plates
steady as her stepson fucks her asshole. She finishes preparing three ham
sandwiches, lining them up neatly on the counter.


You figure most women in her position would have to be
skilled at multitasking like this… They’d never get anything done otherwise,
aside from being every man's cocksleeve.


Seeing that his stepmother has finished preparing lunch, Mike
pulls out and begins rubbing himself between her thighs. "Hand me your
sandwich," he orders her.


Without hesitating, April picks up one of the plates, opens the
sandwich, and holds it beneath Mike’s thrusting cock. Seconds later he shoots
his load all over it, coating the ham and lettuce with his semen.


            Groaning
with satisfaction, your friend then helps April take all the sandwiches (soiled
and un-soiled) to the table. Soon you’re all sitting together, enjoying a quiet
lunch.


You watch as April quickly and eagerly works her way through her
sandwich, despite the creamy white sauce visibly dripping from its edges. She's
done in no time, and as you and Mike continue to eat she licks her plate clean.


"Is there anything else you boys want?" she says,
smiling at you both sweetly and yet again licking stray drops of cum from her
lips. "More food? Me?"


"Yeah, actually," Mike says, his mouth full. "I'm
sure John's dying for a real fuck by now… And I think I managed to get
some mayo on my dick, somehow. Wouldn't mind a cleanup," he chuckles.
"Why don't you get down there and help us both out?"


April nods, then immediately drops below the table between you
and Mike. Then you feel her hand on your shaft, lining you up with her pussy.
You lower your hands below the table and grab her plump butt, pulling her
wetness onto you.


She lets out a quiet moan as you begin to bounce her up and down
on your cock. Looking across the table, you see that Mike is leaning back with
his eyes closed as his stepmother’s lips slide over him in time with your
thrusts. After a moment he leans forward, resuming his lunch.


You do the same, and you both finish your sandwiches while the
gorgeous bimbo bounces between you. Once your plates are clean (though not as
clean as April’s), you share a glance with Mike. A moment later you pull out,
offering your hand to help April up.


"Thank you, sweetie," she says happily, licking her
lips as she stands up beside you. "Are you two done with me, or…?"
You and Mike both shake your heads, practically in unison.


"Face-up on the table," you say, moving your plates
aside. She obeys with a smile, seemingly glad that you're not through with her
yet as she spreads herself out on the table. Her impossibly-round breasts stick
up in the air, and her head hangs off the edge opposite you, platinum-blonde
hair dropping halfway to the floor.


You waste no time sticking your dick back inside her tight
pussy, and on the other side of the table Mike does the same with her mouth. He
grabs her rack with both hands as he pushes his fat cock in and out of her
lips. You grab her legs, thrusting forcefully; when she moans into your
friend’s crotch, you pick up the pace even more.


It doesn't take more than a few minutes before your rough
threesome comes to a close. Mike thrusts forward suddenly, and you can just
barely see his semen leaking out of his stepmom's mouth. 'Just barely' is
enough to set you off, though, and you let loose inside of her with a loud
groan.


As April takes both of your loads she squirms on the tabletop,
squealing as best she can with her stepson's still-hard cock stuck firmly in
her mouth. Finally you both pull out, leaving her to lie exhausted on the
table, gasping and leaking cum from both ends as she recovers from the orgasm.


Michael yawns loudly, stretching his arms in the air before
tucking away his spent member. You follow suit, still watching the moaning
woman on the table. "You alright, April?" She might be your toy, but
that doesn't mean you can't be worried about her.


"Oh.... Oh, yes, of course dear," she replies
as she looks up at both of you with a smile.. "There's no need to be
concerned about me... Just another day of being passed around like the slut I
am! Don't ever worry about being too rough with me, okay?"


Hearing her say that, your dick is nearly back at attention
already. "Is that all you need for now?" She props herself up on the
table. "I've got a couple of errands to run."


"Sure, Mom, done for now," Mike says, beginning to
clean up the dishes. You continue to watch April as she gets up (somewhat
unsteadily), then walks into the living room to retrieve her
"clothing." She dresses quickly, pulling the tube top over her head
and sliding the thong up her legs. The moment it touches her pussy it begins to
darken, your cum soaking through.


Leaving Mike to clean up the kitchen, you follow April into the
living room, getting a better look at her new body. This is the first time
you've seen her clothed, but the difference is minimal: the thong leaves her
round butt entirely exposed, and her top is barely more than a band of cloth
wrapped around her chest and covering her nipples. Her breasts spill out from
the pink strip, both above and below, threatening to break free with every
movement.


Giving her cum-soaked thong one final adjustment, she turns to
you. "Hey! Was there something else? I've already gotten dressed, but I
can strip again..." She seems slightly flustered, perhaps worried that
she's rushing out of the house before fully satisfying you. But she soon slips
into a more sultry tone, holding up her breasts and pressing them together.
"...Or you could fuck my tits in this top? Just tell me how you want to
degrade me, honey."


As tempting as her offer is, you have other plans. "No,
that's okay," you reply. "Do you mind if I tag along on those
errands? I could use some fresh air."


"Of course, dear. I'd love the company." Grabbing her
keys off a nearby shelf, she calls out to her stepson in the kitchen.
"John and I are going out, sweetheart! If you get hungry, there's cookies
in the box and apples in the fridge. If you get horny, I think Mrs. Blair
across the street has the day off."


Shouting your own goodbye to Mike, you follow April out of the
house and into her blue sedan. Buckling up in the passenger seat, you watch as
your scantily-clad driver does the same, the seatbelt pushing her
nearly-exposed tits apart. It’s a sight to behold: Mike’s stepmom, and your
longtime crush, dressed like a hooker and ready to serve your every whim.


 


 


 


As soon as the car pulls out of the driveway, you lean over and
kiss her deeply while groping one of her breasts.


"Hey, hey! I can pull over anytime you like, but you’re
gonna make me crash," she says, letting out a giggle as your fingers pull
away from her nipple. "You wouldn't be able to enjoy using me if we died
horribly."


"Sorry," you apologize with a sheepish smile.
"You're just too perfect. I know I just came inside you and everything,
but… Just being near you has me all hot and bothered again."


"Goodness, honey, that's quite the compliment," April
laughs with an embarrassed smile. "Well, don't you worry. You are
absolutely more than welcome to make me your cumdumpster again once we get
there."


"Uh, actually… I think I’ll take you up on that offer.
Would you mind pulling over?" Emboldened by your experiences so far, you
don’t even wait for her to reply before opening your fly and pulling out your
cock.


April parks the car at the first opportunity, then unbuckles her
seat belt and leans over. She grasps your erection firmly, stroking it while
giving you a kiss on the cheek. 


"Oh, you're so hard… How can I help you, sweetie? Anything
you want, just tell me what to do..."


Unbuckling your own seat belt and opening the door, you pull
away from her stroking hand to exit the car. She follows suit, walking around
to lean against the hood, her round butt flattening against the metal. You'd
think her exposed cheeks would be getting cold, but then again she's probably
used to this sort of thing by now.


As you go to join her at the front of the vehicle, you glance
around. You're still in the suburbs, somewhere between Michael's place and
downtown. You've probably passed by this intersection a hundred times on the
bus, but there hasn't been any reason to actually take note. A few people are
walking about on the sidewalks, passing by you (and your bimbo friend) as they
go about their jogging and dog-walking.


Stepping in front of April, you place your hands on her hips,
then lean in to kiss her. She enthusiastically returns your affection, her
tongue dancing with yours as you lock with her plump pink lips. Breaking off,
you lift her up, placing her ass further up the hood of the car. She lies back
and spreads her legs, looking up at you expectantly.


"Well, come on, dear. We've got to get moving if I'm going
to get anything done today," she says playfully, pulling her thong aside
with one hand while the other reaches up to rub a nipple through her tube top.
"Please, if you don’t mind… Fuck me harder than I’ve ever been fucked. Do
it fast, and rough, and shower me with your jizz as soon as possible,
m’kay?"


You hover in front of her excitedly, your cock hanging just
inches from her exposed pussy. Your friend's stepmom is offering yourself to
you in the middle of the street, lying on the hood of her car, as people walk
past every few seconds… And none of them are batting an eye. This is never
going to get old.


Grabbing your shaft, you lean forward and press inside, entering
her warm pussy inch by inch. She lets out a short moan before looking up at
you. Smiling kindly, she pulls her top upwards over her tits, allowing them to
slip free beneath the crumpled pink fabric.


"Does it feel good, John? Do you like using my body?"
she asks coyly, wrapping her arms around you. At her gentle pulling you bend
over her, bringing your mouth to her breasts. You begin to kiss them all over
while you fuck her faster and faster, stopping occasionally to nibble at her
erect nipples. "Oh, baby, that's it… Suck on those titties. They're all
yours."


Pulling away from her chest, you notice that a tall, dark-haired
man in a tracksuit has stopped beside the car. He's stretching out his
hamstrings as he watches you bounce April against the hood. Once he’s finished
stretching, he pops out his ear buds and pockets them while stepping towards
you.


"Hey, look who it is," he says cheerfully, looking
down at April. "Fancy seeing your fine ass out and about… Normally I'd
have to wait for the next office party." As he talks he reaches down and
places a hand on April's breast, groping it roughly.


"Ah… Hi there, Mr. O'Connor," April gasps,
squirming beneath his hand as you continue plowing her. "John, this is one
of my husband's coworkers. John is my son's friend," she says, looking up
at the man.


"Please, call me Ryan," he replies, flashing you a
smile. "I can't believe my luck, running into you... I've wanted another
taste ever since the Christmas party—Best gang bang of my life. You're quite a
hit around the office, y'know. People still talk about it."


"Is that… S-so...!"You can see she's trying to keep
her composure and act modest, but she isn't doing a very good job given all the
distraction. "I'm just happy I could keep you all entertained."


"Oh, you did more than that," Ryan says, climbing on
top of the car and kneeling over April. "I don't know if Peter told you,
but we got a secretary remodeled to look like you. She's gorgeous, great tits
and all… But it's just not the same as the real thing." Straddling her
head, he pulls out a surprisingly-long cock and places it against her lips.
"Looks like I'm gonna have a great story at work tomorrow. Suck."


Instantly April parts her lips, sitting up to swallow Ryan’s entire
length. She wraps her hands around him, pulling herself all the way to his
crotch. He pauses a moment to enjoy the sensation before pushing her back down,
placing his hands on the windshield as he thrusts into her willing mouth.


“Ah… You’re a lucky kid, you know that?” he says, looking over
his shoulder to watch you use April’s pussy. “If I had a bimbo like this at
your age, shit, I’d never have gone to college. But, y’know, stay in school and
all that.”


With a short laugh he turns away from you, focusing on pushing
his cock down April’s throat. Seeing her get used so mercilessly in the
middle of the street has brought you close to the edge. Within moments you’re
cumming, holding April’s hips tightly as you pump her full of your seed.


After one final thrust you pull out, your spent member dripping
white blobs onto the hood of the car. Her crumpled , sticky thong slips back
onto her pussy, barely managing to hide anything.


Happy and exhausted, you walk over to a nearby bench and take a
seat as you wait for April to finish up. It’s a little strange, watching
Michael’s stepmom… The woman you’ve always respected, maybe even loved… Getting
facefucked by a total stranger. But this is the way things work in this world,
for better or for worse. Raising a fuss will only make everyone suspicious that
you don’t belong here.


Seeing that you’re no longer pounding April against the hood,
Ryan pulls away from her mouth and hops back down onto the sidewalk, motioning
for her to follow. She gets up and stretches, before falling to her knees in
front of him.


Grinning down at her, Ryan stands perfectly still and allows
April to work her magic. She serves him enthusiastically, alternating between
using her hands, her tongue, her throat, and her bare breasts.


Ryan closes his eyes and sighs as he finally reaches orgasm, his
thick ropes of cum catching April off guard and coating her face. Once his
balls are empty, she reaches up and squeezes the last drops out of him, licking
greedily at his glistening cockhead.


“Fuck, woman, that was really something,” he says, tucking away
his cock and helping April to her feet. “You’ve really got to start visiting
Peter for lunch more. Stop by my office anytime, okay?”


She smiles and nods, pulling her tube top back down over her
tits. “Sure thing, Ryan! I’ll see you soon,” she replies, absentmindedly wiping
a drop of cum off her top and sucking it down. She waves to Ryan as he resumes
his jog, quickly disappearing around the corner.


Once he’s gone, April turns and makes her way over to you.
"Well, that little stop took a bit longer than I hoped," she says
with a smile. "But it’s not your fault. This kind of thing happens all the
time… I'm just lucky he wasn't with his friends or something. Anyway, are we
good to keep going now?"


"I’m not sure if I could cum again if I tried," you
admit, standing up and groping her ass. "After another five minutes
looking at you, though… Ten minutes, tops."


She giggles as she heads back towards the car, your hand on her
ass the entire way.


 


 


 


            A
couple minutes of driving later, April pulls into a gas station and parks in
one of the empty car wash stalls.


"The car was filthy before you spilled your jizz on
the hood," she explains, giving you a flirty look.


Just as you’re considering whether to take April for another
spin, a stunningly-beautiful young lady comes walking out of the gas station to
greet you.


She's incredibly curvy: her firm breasts threaten to burst out
of her low-cut black uniform, and a short skirt hugs her round ass tightly. She
has long, straight black hair, pulled back into a loose bun, and her skin is
perfectly-clear apart for one small birthmark beneath her left eye.


"Welcome! Self-serve is $5.50, or I’ll give you full
service for $10." The way she says it has you hard almost instantly.


"Full service, please," April replies cheerfully,
interrupting your thoughts. After giving the young lady a single ten-dollar
bill, she turns to you. "I'm going to go to the grocery store across the
street. Would you like to come, or did you want to stay here with the
car?"


"I'll stay," you blurt out, almost before she can
finish the question.


"Okay, I'll be back in a few minutes," she says as she
slings her purse over her shoulder, the leather strap almost disappearing as it
presses between her protruding breasts.


As April leaves, you exit the vehicle and approach the beautiful
employee. She has her back turned to you, preparing to hose down the roof of
the car.


She barely has a chance to begin before you reach around from
behind, fondling her chest. With just a light tug on the low-cut top her tits
spill out, and you continue to grope them with one hand while pushing her skirt
up with the other. All the while she continues washing the car, humming to
herself calmly.


She's wearing a lacy purple thong, that stands in contrast to
the darker, more conservative colors of her uniform. The idea of her hiding
such sexy lingerie under her uniform fuels your lust even further, so you pull
the thong back until it's taught and then let go suddenly. It snaps back into
place with a 'smack,' the vibrations rippling through her bare ass cheeks.


"Oh!" She yelps, nearly dropping the hose in
surprise. Then she looks back at you over her shoulder, raising her eyebrows.


"Just a second," you say with a grin. "We
wouldn't want to get your uniform wet, would we?"


Understanding your intentions right away, she begins to unbutton
her top. With every button that she snaps open, her breasts jiggle and sway.
Throwing the top off to the side, she discards her skirt next, leaving herself
wearing nothing but the lavender thong.


She starts to remove that last piece of clothing as well, until
you put a hand on her hip and stop her. "Ah, um, do you want me to keep
this on?"


"Without a doubt," you reply. "Your ass looks
incredible in it."


"Aw, thanks," she says sweetly, before turning her
attention back to April's car. "Use me as much as you like, okay?"
With that she resumes washing, reaching for a soapy brush and rubbing it over
the hood and windshield.


You notice a dark patch of moisture spreading slowly across her
skimpy lingerie… And that wetness didn’t come from the hose. Her obvious
arousal, combined with her rhythmic grinding against your crotch, soon have you
at full attention.


You unzip your fly, letting your hard shaft spring out before
pulling aside her panties and pushing it inside her. She gasps at your sudden
entry, but continues washing like the hard-working employee that she is. As you
begin to thrust in earnest, the sudden vigor of your assault forces her to lean
forward further, splaying herself on the wet, soapy car.


As you ram your cock inside her, she slides up and down. She
manages to use this to her advantage, reaching the further-away areas that need
washing. Feeling her tight pussy around you and looking down at her wet,
nearly-naked body, it doesn’t take long for you to approach orgasm.


You steadily pick up the pace, grabbing her hips to pull her
close. You no longer allow her to slide away, fixing her in place as you spear
deeper and deeper. That gets her moaning, and not long after she tenses up and
cums around your cock.


That’s all that you can take. Pulling out of her wet hole, you
shoot several streams of thick cum onto her naked back. It’s one of the biggest
loads you’ve ever blown, reaching from her hair down to her perfect ass.


You step back and tuck away your cock, admiring your handiwork.
She flops over onto the hood of April's car, your seed mixing with the soapy
water that's pooling around her. Letting her rest, you decide to head into the
gas station to buy a drink.


Inside the small convenience store, you can see a busty woman in
her twenties being fucked from behind on the floor while eagerly chatting on
the phone. Another woman with a sizable chest, this one slightly older, stands
at the back of the store. At first she appears to be alone, but then you see a
young man crouched by her sandal-clad feet, no doubt doing something dirty to
them.


The sight of these women treating such things so casually will
never cease to excite you: even though you've just finished with a rather
immense release, you can feel your cock twitching slightly. Alas, you need more
time to let yourself recover a bit, so you find your soda of choice, grab it,
and head over to the cashier.


This employee, a college student with a relatively-flat chest,
is wearing far less slutty attire than the one you just fucked. She scans your
drink with a bored look… But that’s not the only thing on her face. She has a
splatter of cum across her cheek.


"How'd that happen?" you ask as she hands you your
change.


"Oh, this?" She scoops up some of the white substance
with her finger, looking at it like a bit of lint. "Some guys can't aim
right. Happens all the time."


"Really? You don't, I dunno… Bother to clean it up?"


"I mean, I could," she replies with a shrug. "But
like I said, it’s pretty common. I’ve got hot coworkers, and a D-Cup-Plus
roommate, so… Yeah. Keeping cum off of me and my stuff is kinda a full-time
job."


"Wow. Sounds… Rough."


"Eh, I don’t mind," she says, handing you the soda.
"It’s just cum."


Her nonchalant attitude is more than enough to bring your member
back to attention once again. There’s just something about it that’s
inexplicably hot: women who aren’t even busty enough to be “free use” are still
so different in this world.


With a smile and a nod, you bid farewell to the facialized
cashier and make your way back outside. You find that the employee you used has
gone back to work, still wearing nothing but her panties as she rinses the suds
off April’s car. She's left herself covered in the white froth, which is
dripping down her curvy body and onto the pavement.


"Hi, John!" You turn to see April approaching with a
bag of groceries… And a fresh load of cum on her face. "Sorry I took so
long. I had to help out one of the guys stocking the shelves. He was so busy
that he hadn't been able to use a girl in over three hours, the poor
thing! He looked so relieved when I got on my knees for him."


"No problem," you reply with a chuckle. "I had my
own fun while you were gone."


"Oh, I can see that," April giggles, taking notice of
the employee's stripped down appearance.


As she begins loading groceries into the trunk, the soapy girl
walks up to you with a smile on her face. "All done! Thanks for
coming."


You give her ass a heavy smack, then wave after her as she scurries
off to serve the next customer… Leaving her uniform behind, soaking in a soapy
puddle.


"Goodness, she has a cute butt," April says coyly as
she unlocks the car. "You have good taste."


You nod in agreement, grinning like an idiot as you respond:
"She definitely wasn't bad… Not as good as you, though."


"I'm happy to hear that! I feel right at home with your
dick inside me," April says with an appreciative smile as she starts up
the car. Moments later you're pulling out of the gas station, headed towards the
next errand.


 


 


 


            Several
minutes later, you arrive at the local shopping mall. Exiting the parkade, you
walk side by side with April towards the bustling main corridor.


Everything's more or less normal, with the exception of the
female mall-goers' outfits. Every so often you spot a busty girl who's dressed
in club-wear or lingerie, and a few of them are wearing nothing but cum.


To your surprise, you notice a few women in the crowd who follow
this trend despite clearly being smaller than a D-cup. It looks as
though the whole free-use attitude might influence some small-breasted girls
quite profoundly… That cashier at the gas station was okay with being caught in
the crossfire, and a few of these women look like they might be sexually
liberated in other ways.


"Okay dear, I just need to head over to the hardware store
and the photo place," April says as you both join the crowd. "Why
don't you run off and have some fun? I'll give you a call on your cell when I'm
done." With that she walks away, her round ass bouncing with every step.
Just before she disappears, her massive cheeks swallow up the tiny pink thong.


You decide to wander around for a while, and do some
people-watching. Plenty of girls are getting fucked, and it’s not all
one-on-one: some of the busty women are being mercilessly gangbanged, and none
seem to mind very much. The most negative reaction you see is a girl who rolls
her eyes and plays a game on her phone, acting bored while two horny teenagers
double-penetrate her.


Other women seem to be actively enjoying themselves… Riding
their partners on benches or being pressed against walls, letting out moans
that echo over the chatter of the crowd. By the looks on their faces, they’re
more like April: actively enjoying their free-use-cocksleeve lifestyle.


As you take in the sights, seeing more exposed women than you
have in the rest of your life put together, a young couple catches your eye. An
average-looking guy about your age is walking towards you with his girlfriend,
a skinny brunette wearing nothing but a mini-skirt. They're holding hands and
gazing at one another, engrossed in conversation, until the topless girl sees
you staring at her.


"Hi there," she says, giving you a smile. "Need
something?"


You stand there awkwardly for a moment, mouth agape… But then
you find your confidence and beckon her out of the dense crowd and into an
empty corner. gesturing for her to follow as you step out of the dense crowds
and into an empty corner.


"I’d really like to fuck you… Uh, if your boyfriend's okay
with it."


The young man shrugs and shakes his head. "Of course. She’s
yours."


The brunette wasn't waiting for her man's permission, though:
she's already stripped off the skirt, and now she’s reaching for your crotch.
"Let's see what we’re working with," she says, licking her lips as
she sticks her hand down your pants and wraps her fingers around your shaft.


While she rubs at your crotch you embrace her, kissing her on
her bare shoulder and working your way up the neck. With one final nibble just
below her ear you pull away, looking her up and down as she strokes you.


Her breasts aren’t even half as big as April’s new juggs, but
she’s still quite beautiful. More importantly, though, her body is completely
yours to enjoy.


While you admire the girl, she unclasps your belt and slips down
to her knees, dragging your pants with her. Her stroking, combined with her
naked body, has gotten you painfully hard. Your newly-freed erection slaps her
lightly on the cheek as it springs out.


Grabbing your hips with both hands, she places her lips on your
swollen head and then begins to slowly push towards you. You moan softly as she
takes your shaft into her warm mouth inch by inch. To your surprise, she
manages to take your entire length, only pulling back after her lips gently
kiss your groin. She continues moving away until you slip from her mouth with a
pop, and then stands back up while still stroking your wet member.


“There we go, all ready,” she says with a wink. “Now, how do you
want to do it?”


You’re not particularly excited to lie down on the cold, dirty
tiles, so instead you guide the girl over to the nearest wall. Flipping her
around and placing a hand on her back, you bend her over gently. She braces
herself with both hands, spreading her legs and sticking her ass out. Placing
your tip against her pussy, you can feel that she’s soaking wet.


Grabbing her waist with one hand and your own cock with the
other, you guide yourself inside. Even with all the lubrication her mouth
provided, she’s incredibly tight; she throws her head back and cries out as you
push into her.


As you gently but forcefully thrust, you glance over to her
boyfriend. He’s clearly uncomfortable, fidgeting and fiddling with his hands.


That simple act causes you to lose your nerve. Are they in
love? Does he hate seeing her like this? Her tits are only barely big enough to
put her in free use territory, you think. And she can’t be much older
than 18. Maybe he started dating her BEFORE she was every random stranger’s
cumdump? That must be a tough pill to swallow...


The next time you glance over at him, he pulls out his cock and
begins stroking it.


...Or I’m an idiot, and he’s just horny.


But the damage is done, and your erection is flagging. “Uh…
Y’know, I just remembered: I’ve got a bimbo MILF waiting for me. You wanna take
over?”


Springing to attention, the boy nods eagerly, stepping towards
his girlfriend and putting a hand on her shoulder. She nods as well, so after
one final thrust you pull out of her and take a step back.


“Thanks,” the guy says, groping his girlfriend’s ass as they
head for the exit.


“Have fun,” you call after them. They’re practically running
now, no doubt headed for the back seat of their car.


Once they’ve disappeared, you glance around for another girl to
use. Just because you’re not ready to fuck a girl in front of her significant
other doesn’t mean that you don’t need a cumdump… And soon. Getting blue
balls in a world like this would just be SAD.


Stepping back into the flow of foot traffic, you grab the first
free use slut you see: a tall, dark-skinned woman in a skimpy red dress. Acting
with newfound bravery, you take her by the wrist and pull her out of the crowd.


She looks at you bemusedly, not resisting as you push her to her
knees, grab the straps of her dress, then pull them down from her shoulders.
Her huge, heavy breasts flop out on either side of your erection.


A small nudge is all it takes to guide her hands to her tits.
She wraps them around you, smiling a little as she rubs your cock. Unable to
hold back, you let out a moan and grab her shoulders, thrusting into her
cleavage.


As you fuck her tits, a young man about your age steps up beside
you. Without speaking, he reaches into his gym shorts and pulls out a
surprisingly-large cock.


Oh shit, you
think, still pumping into the black woman’s tits. Too late to find another
girl, and I don’t know if I’m allowed to ask this dude to stop. Guess I’m gonna
have to share after all.


Placing a hand on the woman’s head, the boy turns it towards
him. She looks up at him with a polite smile before parting her lips, holding
them open in a perfect “O.” Seeing her invitation, he shoves himself inside,
burying his long shaft to the hilt. Her mouth stretches to accommodate him as
he immediately begins thrusting in and out, pounding her throat as fast as he
can.


With only a few more pumps between the woman’s soft breasts
you’re cumming, shooting ropes of semen onto her neck and the side of her face.
The other guy doesn’t miss a beat, continuing to force himself into her mouth.


Recovering from your orgasm and stepping back, you see that she
looks strained but content as she does her best to accommodate the young man’s
impressive member. Now that you’re finished with her she turns her body towards
him, placing both hands on his ass to help him force his cock down her throat.


            Shaking
your head with disbelief, you continue down the hall. April probably won’t be
done for a while yet, so you’d better find some way to kill more time.


 


 


 


            You
wander the mall some more, glancing idly into the shops you pass. A fair number
of the stores have big-breasted employees wearing very minimal uniforms, being
fucked in more ways than you can count as they dutifully help customers out.


After a minute or so of walking, one window captures your
attention: it's full of bras, panties, and swimsuits. The sign reads
"DeeDee’s Outerwear." By your standards, this is a lingerie store; by
everyone else's, it's just a normal clothing shop that caters to D-Cup-Plus
women.


As you walk inside, you see that the large, brightly-lit store
is empty aside from you and the employees. There are five of them: a
middle-aged man sits behind the register, while four busty, completely-naked
girls are scattered about the aisles, stocking and reorganizing racks of
lingerie.


Upon your entrance, the nearest worker notices you and walks
over with a smile.


“Hi there, welcome to DeeDee!” She’s a tall brunette, with perky
tits that bounce along with her exaggerated gestures. “We’re having a
two-for-one sale on micro-tops.” She points towards a nearby rack. “Let me know
if you want me to try something on! Or if you just need to empty your balls,
don't hesitate to ask!”


Nodding, you look around and check out the merchandise. Maybe
I should get something sexy for April? Considering how well she’s been treating
me, she deserves a gift… And I wouldn’t mind seeing her in an outfit that I
picked out myself…


As you scan the racks, you catch a glint of gold among the
more-common reds, blacks, and pinks. Pulling the garment out, you like what you
see: it’s a pleated skirt, only a few inches long, dangling from the coat
hanger by two thin suspenders. The whole thing is made of a shiny gold
material, which catches the lights of the store brilliantly.


Looking it over, it’s obvious that this is a fitting gift for
April. You catch the naked brunette’s eye, and immediately she’s scuttling back
to you.


“Oooh, great choice! I love this one,” she says, taking the
hanger from you and unhooking the suspenders. “Is this for somebody special?”


“Yeah, it’s for my friend’s stepmom… She’s been such a great
slut today, so I thought I should reward her,” you reply as you watch the
employee slide the skirt up and over her firm ass.


She beams at you, hooking the suspenders over her shoulders.
They barely obscure her nipples, leaving her areolas visible on either side of
the thin fabric.


“Aww, you’re so sweet! Not many guys give us whores gifts for
just doing our part,” she says. “Anyway, what do you think?”


She twirls several times, the skirt whipping up to reveal her
pussy as her breasts struggle to break free of the suspenders. You see that
she’s excited to show off for you, some wetness visible between her thighs.


“Perfect. But I think we’ll have to take it for a test run. You
don’t mind, do you?” As you speak, your hands are on your belt, undoing it
before opening your fly (for the second time in the last half hour). Did
Charles do something to my stamina? I’ve been cumming all morning, and I just
want MORE.


“Um, no, of course I don’t mind,” she replies as she
watches your pants drop to the floor. "Make me your cumdump as much as you
want, okay?"


Now free of your pants, you grab her by the wrist and bring her
towards the cash register. The man sitting behind it sees you coming, moving
aside a stack of clothing to make room on the countertop. Giving him a nod, you
pick your new toy up and place her there, spreading her long legs.


Holding her by the thighs, you bend down between her legs and
run your tongue up her slit. She moans loudly, her arms shooting out to grab
the counter.


Seeing you eat the girl out just a few feet away from him, the
cashier beckons to another employee: a petite Asian girl with
disproportionately-large tits. Without a word of direction, she crawls beneath
the counter and unzips the man’s pants. Moments later, you can just barely hear
her slurping over the sound of the brunette girl’s moans.


You work your tongue further and further inside her, your hands
tight around her thighs. Once you’ve got her soaking-wet, you pull away and
climb up onto the countertop. Without a moment’s pause you plunge inside of
her, easily pushing through her tight opening. You pull one suspender aside,
groping her soft breast roughly as she continues to cry out in pleasure.


Glancing over to the register, you see that the man is watching
you both intently. His right hand is beneath the counter, tugging back and
forth. You find it hard not to laugh at his appearance: he looks as though he’s
jacking off to the sight of you fucking this girl. In some sense he is, of
course… He just happens to be using his co-worker’s mouth to do it.


Hearing a loud cry, you look back to the employee beneath you.
She’s squirming and screaming, and it seems your rapid thrusts are bringing her
to orgasm. A few moments later, she’s lying limp beneath you as you continue to
fuck her.


You don’t last much longer, though, and you know that you’re
about to explode. Unable to resist, you shoot your load inside, pulsing with
ecstasy as you fill her up. Halfway through you pull out, streaking her wet
pussy (as well as the brand-new skirt) with your cum.


Just as you’re about to climb off of the exhausted girl, she
wraps her arms around you and brings you into a short-but-deep kiss. When she
finally releases you, she gives you a wide smile.


“So, will you be buying this today?”


"Can I buy you instead?" you tease, eliciting a sexy
giggle from her.


"Oh, I like a man with a sense of humor," she purrs,
licking her lips seductively. "Stop by again and fill me with your cum
sometime soon, will you?"


"Definitely,” you reply as you hop off the counter. “Let me
just grab my wallet.”


With that you go to retrieve your pants, leaving her to strip
off your new purchase. By the time you return, the slightly-sticky skirt has
been cleaned, folded, and placed neatly in a gift bag. To your surprise, the
brunette is nowhere to be seen, and the Asian girl is now sitting behind the
register.


“Where did the other two go?” you ask her as you pull out your
credit card.


She giggles, wiping some drool off of her lips and glancing
downwards. “Oh, they’re right here.” Following her gaze, you lean over the
counter to see the man lying on the floor, straddling the brunette as he
thrusts between her tits. You can still see your semen dripping from between
her thighs, forming a damp patch on the floor.


Turning your attention back to the register, you finish paying
for your gift and thank the girl. As you go to leave, you can hear the man
grunting as he sprays the brunette with his own load.


 


 


 


            Hmm…
April said something about a photo store? You’re standing in front of a map
of the mall, trying to figure out where to head next. “Do you know if there’s a
photo store around here?”


            “Mmm…
Mm-mph.” The girl blowing you, a busty blonde teenager, shrugs unhelpfully.
You don’t exactly mind, though: you didn’t pick her for her navigational
skills. It’s a little too early for you to cum again, but the way she’s
cleaning your cum-slick shaft is making your knees weak.


            Another
voice pipes up beside you: “You talkin’ about the framing place?” It’s an older
man, the one who she was walking with when you stopped her… Probably her
father, but you don’t feel the need to ask. “It’s just down that hall, keep
going ‘till you see the department store. It’ll be on the right.”


            “Thanks,”
you grunt, running your hand through the probably-daughter’s hair before
pulling away. “Have a good one.”


            “No
problem, kiddo.” You walk away without another word, leaving him to help the
girl to her feet. You feel a little bad about it… But she’s probably
used to that kind of thing.


After some searching, you manage to find the right storefront.
Approaching the glass doors, you see that it's exceptionally crowded: two older
men brush past you, on their way out as you head inside. They’re grinning and
chatting with one another as they fasten their belts.


Stepping into the store, you see the source of the crowd: April
is kneeling on the floor, surrounded by a dozen men. She's taking turns
pleasuring each and every stranger, and the resulting lineup is taking up most
of the store.


From what you can see behind the wall of bodies, her face is
plastered with cum. Even more is dripping down her body, forming a white puddle
on the hardwood floor. In the brief moments where her mouth isn't full, she’s
smiling proudly and making sure to make eye contact with each and every man
before they use her as their cumdump.


The spectacle is initially shocking, but you know it shouldn't
surprise you. She's got an inviting attitude, a porn-star body, and
practically no clothing; of course she's attracted a few guys. As you watch all
these people use her, it's easy to understand how one or two men using a D-cup
woman in public can snowball into a whole gangbang… Or in this case, a
blowbang.


It isn't long before another man gets his rocks off, shooting a
thick load onto April’s round breasts as she pumps her hand on his cock.


As she lets go and he turns around to nudge through the crowd,
and you see that he's an employee of the store. Judging by his age and general
air of “I’m too old for this shit,” he's probably the owner.


He walks past you and goes to the door, flipping the sign to
"CLOSED" before heading back behind the counter. It looks like
anybody who was slower than you is going to have to go somewhere else; this
must be the owner's way of thinning out the crowd, since they're clearly not
here for the photography supplies.


Approaching the group, you stand a ways off to the side and
watch April suck greedily on a particularly-large cock. Despite the fact that
she's busy working her fat lips on the lucky guy, she manages to notice you and
give you a wink.


She's forced to tear her gaze away from you, though, as the
well-endowed man suddenly grabs her head and pushes into her throat.


The scene's getting you pretty stiff, but waiting in line to use
April doesn't sound appealing. Glancing around, you spot a busty girl sitting
on a bench, wearing nothing but a tube top.


You walk up to her and take a seat to her right, unzipping your
fly. On her left sits another young man, and she's jacking him off while they
watch the show April's putting on. Her free hand is playing with her cell
phone, but the moment you nudge her she puts it away and begins to stroke your
cock as well.


"So, what brings you here?" you ask, placing a hand on
her bare thigh.


"Waiting for my boyfriend. I hate going shopping with
him," she admits with a sigh. "We can never leave until he finds the
hottest slut in the whole damn mall."


"Yeah, I've been there," you lie. "Who's this
guy, then?" You nod your head toward the man opposite you.


"No idea," she replies with a shrug. "Guess he
wanted to skip the lineup."


Looking over to April, you see her eyes gazing right back at
you. Given that she’s covered in even more semen than before, it's a wonder
she's able to keep her eyes open at all. The crowd's thinning out, but she's
still surrounded by more cocks than she can take care of at once. She maintains
eye contact with you as the big man pulls out of her mouth, strokes himself a
few times, then shoots his load directly onto her tongue. She takes it readily
and then licks some stray jizz from her lips, squeezing her breasts together to
catch the rest as it dribbles off her chin.


Smiling at her, you decide to put on a show of your own. Your
hand moves further onto the nearby girl's thigh, and before she realizes what's
happening you slip a finger into her exposed pussy.


"Ah… Hey," she mumbles, flashing you an
irritated look. You pay her no mind, staring at April while you finger the girl
faster and faster.


You sit there for several minutes, rubbing the girl’s wet slit
while she jacks you off. You’ve already finished so many times today, so it’s
not hard for you to slow down and enjoy yourself.


One by one, the men using April finish up and exit the store. It
isn’t long before the last man pumps his load into her mouth, leaving her
kneeling alone in a pool of cum as he walks over to you; he must be your
current partner’s boyfriend.


“Ready to go, Sally?” he says, standing in front of the girl.
His glistening cock is still hanging out of his pants, and he’s stroking it
gently.


“Just after I’m done with these guys,” she says, gesturing with
her head towards you and the older gentleman on her other side.


He nods and then leans forward, slipping his shaft into his
girlfriend’s mouth. “Good girl,” he mutters, as she noisily cleans him off.


Hearing footsteps, you lean to the side and look around the
pair. The other man has gotten up from the bench and is walking over to April,
who steps forward to meet him.


After he says a few words to her, she walks over to the cash
register and bends over the counter. The store owner rolls his eyes but says
nothing as thick blobs of cum slide off her breasts and onto the counter-top.
Slapping April’s round ass, the man thrusts inside her so forcefully that her
feet lift up off the floor.


Turning your attention back to the nearby couple, you notice
that their pace is increasing; the “cleaning” has progressed into a second
blowjob for the lucky man. Your fingers continue to slip in and out of her in
time with her boyfriend’s cock, her moans of pleasure just barely audible
behind the sound of his thrusts.


A few moments later he freezes, and you see her throat bulge as
she drinks his semen. She begins to climax as well, her pussy squeezing tight
around your fingers as she spasms.


The moment her boyfriend finishes, he unceremoniously pulls
himself from her, tucking away his spent member. She lies there panting, a
white trickle escaping her lips and working its way down her chin.


Now that her hand’s stopped moving on your cock, you find
yourself frustrated and looking for release. The teenager lies vulnerable just
inches from you, but April looks tempting as well as she jiggles back and forth
on the counter.


After a few moments, you come to a decision. Leaving the girl
with her loving boyfriend, you walk over to the counter and lean beside April
as the young man reams her.


"Hi John," she says cheerfully, glancing up at you.
"Just one more to finish off and then we can get going, okay?"


Stepping towards her, you begin to stroke your cock as you watch
her cum-splattered body sliding over the countertop. "Make that two
more."


For the first time since you came to this world you're jacking
off in earnest, your hand moving faster and faster as you stand over Michael's
beautiful, bimbofied stepmother.


"Of course, dear," April hums happily. "Dirty me
with as much of your cum as you want."


It isn't long before the young man behind her tenses up,
gripping April's waist tightly as he pumps his load inside. She moans with
pleasure as he thrusts several more times, squeezing out every last drop before
pulling out.


After giving her ass one final smack he turns to leave, politely
nodding in your direction. On the way to the door he practically runs into the
couple who you just left; they’re also on their way out. Walking beside them as
they exit the store, the man nonchalantly wraps his arm around the girl,
groping her exposed breast while she chats with her boyfriend.


Turning back to April, you feel yourself about to let loose.
Still bent over the counter, she looks up at you lovingly, giving you an eager
nod. "Go on, sweetheart… Let it all out. Cum for me."


With one final tug you explode, shooting rope after rope of
sticky cum onto her back. Groaning as you finish, your hands drop to your sides
and you lean heavily beside the cash register.


April, her body now an even-bigger mess, stands up unsteadily
and waits for you to recover. “Wow… You’re really on a roll today,” she
giggles.


Wrapping your arm around her, you both stagger towards the exit.
As you pass by the bench where you got a handjob earlier, you lean down and
retrieve the lingerie bag.


April raises an eyebrow. "Ooh, what's that?"


To your surprise, you feel your cheeks flush with embarrassment.
This woman is basically your sex toy now, but it's going to take a while to
stop thinking of her as "Mike's Sweet 'Ol Mom."


"I, uh... I thought I'd get you something," you begin,
stumbling over your words a bit. "Since, y'know, you've been... So nice?
With my cock, and stuff?"


You silently curse your awkwardness, but she seems delighted,
her hand flying to her cum-stained lips in surprise.


"Aw, John! That's so sweet! What did you get me?" She
practically snatches the bag away, pulling out your golden gift as you leave
the store. "Oh my God, it's beautiful! Thank you so much!"


With that she pulls away from you, throwing off her top before
leaning down to slip off her thong. Bunching up the soiled garments, she
squeezes herself into the brand-new skirt and suspenders.


"Perfect fit... How did you know?" Just as you're
about to reveal that you had an employee try it on, she provides an answer for
you. "Oh, of course you know my measurements... After all, you and Michael
stayed up all night designing these curves."


 


Well... That sounds like something you'd do.


 


You smile and nod, placing an arm around her waist to grope at
her half-exposed ass. "Time to get out of here?"


She nods, adjusting one of the straps as it threatens to shift
and expose a nipple. "I'm all done with my errands, so let's head home...
Unless you've got anything to take care of?"


“I can think of a few things… But they can wait until we’re
home,” you laugh, letting her lean on your arm as you head outside. “There’s no
rush.”


You’re mine now, you continue
silently. You, and every other busty woman in the world. Thank you, Charles.
I won’t let this go to waste.
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