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Chapter 1

I was beach-combing through another day, running a metal detector over and around the surf to find lost rings, loose change, or whatever turned up. After a few days of vacation, I'd seen the sights, and was just bumming around. It's important to let go sometimes and just see where boredom takes you. I was a part-time programmer, finished a good project, and was flush with cash and between assignments. Although I was getting a little close to 30, I still had stamina, but not necessarily the good looks that would have allowed me some companionship on this solo trip. I mean I’m not ugly or anything, just kind of average. I had all my hair, some contacts that concealed my nearsightedness, but I still got lonely. So I was walking the surf-line, my mind a

near blank, just listening to the headphones as I hunted for buried treasure.

 Aside from the roar of the waves, the only sound was the occasional squawk from the metal detector. The detector made a loud buzz as I came over what looked like a lumpy rock, but the box showed it had some metal in it. One thing you learn about beach-combing is that you can't go on first appearances, so I popped it in the sack and kept on going. It was about 6 inches across, and the largest thing I had for the day. After a while, my bag got a bit heavy so I called it a day, then went back to the motel.


Dumping most of the haul in the tub, I ran some water over it while I sorted things out. The large lump turned out to be some sort of container, so I started chipping away at the barnacles. Whatever it was, it had been there a long, long time. In short order, it turned out to be a bottle. I finally managed to separate the top from the rest of the bottle. It had been sealed with lead, which explained the signal that helped me find it. There were strange characters stamped into the lead, so I very carefully stripped the seal and put it aside. Suddenly, the cork twisted and popped off! I'd put so much force into it that I fell backwards in a perfect one-point landing.
I didn't expect to see anything other than something dried and decayed. Instead, there was a very beautiful woman standing in the tub. No smoke, no mirrors, just one second she wasn't there, and the next she was. I felt something like a feather duster ruffle my hair, and felt a strange sensation on my scalp.

"What is thy bidding? Three wishes I can grant, ere I depart"

I started chuckling softly, which seemed to puzzle her. Answering her unasked question, I said 
"You're a genie?"


"A Djinni,” she corrected me, “but you're close. I have been imprisoned for a thousand years, and you have freed me. By the commands made by Solomon, three wishes you are granted in recompense" she said. I started to think. This was like winning the lottery, but three times over. What do you wish for? I thought of all the things people had wanted in the past: money, fame, women...women?  And I thought about all the consequences of choosing poorly. The trick was to frame the wishes in such a way that it didn’t backfire on me. In a way it would be like programming. Well, not that I hadn’t mused about 3 wishes (who hasn’t?) She seemed to sense my confusion. Her eyes narrowed, and I felt that strange sensation on my head again. She smiled slightly, knowingly.


"Some forethought, that does you well. I can wait, and long have I waited, but wait not too long" She smiled in an almost evil way. "I am bound to the bottle, and should someone else take it, your wishes would be forfeit" 


Hmm…that did complicate things. Just the thing I'd need: Someone from housekeeping to come in and take it away after cleaning the room.


"Okay, as a condition of all three wishes, I want not to attract too much attention. Let me have what I want without other people trying to take it away from me" She nodded solemnly. 
"Such foresight serves you well. Name your wishes"


"Well," I said, "I guess my first wish would be to be independently wealthy." She frowned slightly. Not really impressed.


 "I guess that's not really original," I mused, "you probably hear that a lot" Her eyes rolled slightly, so I knew I'd hit the mark. 


"The Number one wish. We get that all the time"


"You have numbers for wishes?" 


"Please. Number 1, wealth; number 2, power; and number 3…more wishes."  She then wagged her finger. "No one gets number three. It goes downhill from there" That got me thinking. I wondered what I should ask for. I didn't say how wealthy, so I had to ask.


"Do I have to say how much money?" I queried


"I've looked into your thoughts. You’ll have enough money for whatever you want, but no more. You'd be wise to not flaunt it too much. It's a double-edged sword. But whenever you want money, it'll be there" Her form seemed to be changing slightly. The cut of her clothes seemed to be changing, and her speech pattern was shifting away from the ‘pseudo-Shakespearean’.

"Thanks. Uh, wish number two. I want to be good-looking. Nothing real obvious, but enough to attract a woman's attention"


Again, she gave me that slight eye-roll. 


"As you wish. One number five coming up!" I felt the strangest feeling, like I'd momentarily become a rubber band. I felt…stretched somehow. When I looked into the mirror, I was changed. It was nothing drastic. I mean people would still know it was me, but I looked, well, better.


"You still have a wish. Don't waste it, but I really would like to catch up on the last thousand years. What's your pleasure?"


What next? I had money, and good looks. I wondered how far the changes had gone. I'd never been happy with my cock. It was average, but I wanted better. In fact, I wanted…

I looked up and she was a changed woman. Not happy at all. In fact, she was downright pissed. I had a feeling that I was about to make a mistake.


"Do you REALLY want a number four? In all these millennia, why do I always get the ones who want a number four?"


"What's a number four?"


"Spare me. You want the biggest cock in the tribe, the city, the world. Oh, in all this time, the same request over and over..."


"How long have men been asking for—"


"Ever since you started to believe in Magic. Or rather your evolutionary ancestors!" My Wish-Grantor was at the start of a rant she’d obviously been holding inside for a long time.
"MEN!" she laughed. "My first three wishes I ever granted. Uruk, the Neanderthal. Tens of thousands of years asking for the same thing." She looked at me "He wanted a cock as long as his spear. So he got it. Every time he got hard, he passed out from blood loss. No woman would get near him. He was the laughing stock of his tribe. But did anyone remember him? No! Every couple of centuries, it's the same request. At least the sizes got smaller, but every once in awhile, someone would come up with a new wrinkle. King Priapus. Have you heard of him?" 


"As a matter of fact..."


"Prostate problems, so he always overcompensated."


"In fact, the medical condition Priapism is named after him"


"It serves him right. So do you STILL want a number four? Do you REALLY think that's what women want?"


"Well, what I really want is the cock of every woman's dreams" That stopped her in her tracks. 


"What did you say?"


"I said I want the cock of every woman's dreams". That seemed to surprise her. Maybe I've won the lottery after all.


"Now that's a challenge"
 It seemed to be her turn to think. I could almost hear the wheels turning inside. Her face changed expressions every few seconds, which was entertaining in itself. Finally she straightened and pointed at me.


"Okay, here you are. Every time a woman looks at your cock, it will change to whatever she's fantasized about. Size, shape, staying power, anything she’s ever wanted." 


She grinned.


"FINALLY, we get something WE’VE always wanted!" She made a small wave, and I felt nothing. She looked down at my cock. I still felt nothing.


"Are you sure you did something?" 


But she only grinned again, and slowly faded away.

Chapter 2

I guess that was it. I didn't feel any different, but I was getting hungry, so I changed into some good clothes and went out for dinner. The local strip of restaurants and shops was just up the way, and I felt like walking. As I looked down the sidewalk, I saw a middle-aged woman go by. We made eye contact, the usual thing, I thought. Some women just want a casual glance, just to let them know you're paying attention. But this time, the eye contact went on just a little longer. She smiled, and then went on by. I was slightly surprised, and turned back as she passed, and watched her quickly turn her head back from watching me pass. Maybe this did work out after all. 


I saw a younger woman, maybe in her twenties, go by. She gave me a quick once-over, but her gaze settled around my crotch. Slowly her eyes crept up as if something had their undivided attention. I felt strange things happening, and looked down to see my penis start to grow. I looked back and saw her get flustered—looking, and not looking, then looking again. With a frightened smile, she quickly walked away, her hand covering her face. A minute or so after she walked away, I felt the change start to subside. Soon I was back to normal, whatever that was.

I reached the restaurant and walked inside. Usually, if you're at a restaurant and alone, they have a private competition to see how close they can get you to the kitchen door. I've traveled, and it's an international conspiracy. But to my surprise, the waiter smiled, and I got a seat up front. I could see the door, the cashier, everything! In fact, I'd say things were looking up. Maybe I could trade on my good looks after all.

Over the course of dinner, I saw a few women come in; usually with some other man or group of women. I usually get a glance, and sometimes a smile, but that's it. But this time, all the women without men gave me a frank, blatant look, and a couple of times, I felt the now-familiar stirring below, as they smiled and walked on. Eventually, even the attached women gave me a look. One even winked. I finished dinner, and opened my wallet to pay, when I noticed that there were more bills than usual. I pulled out the tab, then a tip. Dinner had been good, and I felt generous The surprise came when I checked what I had left. It was the same amount. I thought to myself “Hmm, a bottomless wallet. Well now, that could be interesting.” I put an extra fiver on the tip, and made my way out to the night life.

Chapter 3

Picking up my things to go, I went back to the hotel, to look up some ‘night life’ on the old laptop.

Taxi drivers take you where they're paid to direct you, and the locals might not be forthcoming on

what's hot in town, but on the Internet, everyone's a tattletale. I soon had a few recommendations, and I went outside and hailed a cab to go check them out. Surprisingly, I was picked up right away, gave the lady my destination, and within a few blocks I found myself in front of a hip, thumping structure full of trendy types eager to get inside. Several attractive women were entering. I sauntered up to the entrance, giving the usual querulous glance at the bouncers, but this time I didn't get any flak, and they just waved me in. After all the times I’d tried to get in places like this before, and told I wasn’t ‘good enough’, revenge felt sweet.
As I entered the doors, I looked around, and saw a fairly good mix of women and men, in fact more men than women. This is usually a good thing; I've found that until women have a choice of men, they don't dance. This explains why most clubs don't get hopping until late. The dance floor had a pretty good population of curvaceous bodies gyrating to the music.

I made my way down to the dance floor, and saw more than one hopeful glance my way, then a coy retreat and smile. Sometimes you can tell some women want to dance because they're already moving in time, even though they're alone. 
I went up and asked one to dance. She had long brunette hair, deep brown eyes, and a body that wouldn't quit. She was barely wearing a top that emphasized a very nice set of breasts, easily a good handful each.  She looked to be in her mid-twenties, and had that sparkle in her eye that said she was fairly intelligent. I like the intelligent ones, because they come up with a lot more interesting ideas in the bedroom, or the bathroom, or the kitchen.  She brightened and said 'yes.'

I'm not the best dancer in the world, but she didn't seem to care. She was doing enough dancing for the both of us, her hips sliding back and forth while she gave me the most devilish smile. I tried a few moves, concerned I looked silly, but she seemed to appreciate it. Her nails gleamed in the flashing lights, and long slim fingers waving around in time to the music. She had a kind, full set of lips that she began to lick as she peered at me over her lashes. I was getting the kind of signal a blind man couldn’t miss. It was obvious I was going to get lucky tonight.
Soon the song was over, she lightly touched my arm. "I'm Sally. I'm here with some of my friends,

and we're having a bachelorette party. You wanna join us?" She smiled in a seductive way, and I felt a now-familiar stirring down below. Her gaze darted down, and stayed a sec. I felt my cock start to strain against my pants, and her cheeks reddened, but she didn't look away. Then, suddenly aware that she was staring, she motioned me to follow her. As I walked across the dance floor to her table, strange things were happening. I'd pass a woman, and my member would grow, shrink, or change shape (never thought about that before) almost instantly.

More than a couple of heads turned, and I got the hairy eyeball from a boyfriend or two. Of course, with the pulsating sound and lights, it might be hard to tell. From some of the looks, I thought I'd need to invest in some looser pants. We came up to the table, and five spectacular women were there. There was a momentary flutter in my shorts as I got the once-over, though I couldn't really tell who was looking (do women really look that much? And how do they do it without us noticing?)

I tried to follow the names, but they went to fast. I caught an Amy, and a Karen, but the rest were
giggling and nudging each other. Guys came by to talk, and occasionally the odd girl would go off to dance with one of them. 
I made small talk with Sally, who was becoming more interested in me the more we talked. She was a nurse at a hospital in another city, and had flown in for the event. She wasn’t seeing anyone at the moment, and maybe might be looking for someone.  She smiled and held her arms up in a way that told me she was interested.  Although she was a little disappointed that we didn’t

 live anywhere near each other, I had the feeling that we were both interested in some fun.

 She moved closer to me, and I could feel the odd twinge as her gaze darted to my crotch. Sally’s friends were having a good time. The drinks were flowing, and the ladies were feeling real good by the time I came over. I bought another round of drinks all around, and this was a hit with the heavenly creatures surrounding me. 

We did some more dancing, and flirting, and wound up holding hands with Sally. The night wore on, and a couple of the women went off (the bride and the head bridesmaid), which left us just 4. Amy, another bridesmaid, followed them soon after, so it was just Karen, Sally, and the third woman, Jan. All three were just a little tipsy, a little flirtatious, and a little disappointed that more men hadn't come by.

Karen was a redhead with very kind lips, blue eyes, trim curves, and a little small in the chest, but still interesting in a sexy sort of way. Sort of a ‘girl next door’ look about her. She would gaze at me with a mischievous grin, especially when Sally wasn’t looking. She had a nervous habit of twirling a strand of shoulder-length hair when she didn’t have anything to say.

Jan was a bit older, maybe around 30, and looked like the sort of woman who gets pulled into the romantic escapades of her friends.  A little curvaceous, she had thick wavy hair, with sort of a Mediterranean look about her. Dark, olive-colored eyes, and dark hair, and a golden sort of skin that tans well. She seemed shy, yet slightly flirtatious, she was wearing a wedding ring, which put me off guard. But no husband seemed to be near, so maybe there was an element of danger and opportunity here. I blinked at the thought. Just a couple of hours, and already I was thinking of three women at once? Maybe I should have wished for a little less conceit, but it was too late now.  I’d just have to let the evening play out, and see what happened.
Finally, the crowd started thinning out, and Sally looked at me with a look that said my night might be luckier than I thought. Her hand slid over my leg, and I felt things happening again. Her eyebrows arched ever so slightly as her gaze went from my head to feet. I could see her pupils dilate slightly, and she fixed me with a predatory look. 

"Hey, how would you like to continue this party back at our motel?" she grinned. Wow!

What other answer was there than yes? I smiled, and took her arm, and the four of us walked out for a cab. I saw a few jealous looks as we got in. 
Apparently the plan was for everyone to hook up, but only Sally had found someone for the night. She took some good-natured ribbing, and I felt my pants expand and contract as they looked me over. After a while, the gazes started to get more and more obvious, as they looked down at me, and at each other. Soon it became sort of a game, as my waistline seemed to bulge and shrink with each gaze of one of the women. Soon it got very quiet as they paid more and more attention to me. I heard someone whisper 'lucky bitch', but there was quiet laughter as the cabbie drove us to where they were staying. 

"What's with your, uh..." Sally whispered in my ear. She seemed to be caught between embarrassment and excitement.


"You mean my cock? You wouldn't believe me if I told you" I whispered back. Her head swung around to look at her companions, and the rest of the girls seemed to be equally flustered. One started to say something, and stopped as the cab came to a stop. Feeling generous, I paid the fare, with a good tip, since I was pretty sure I was going to be amply repaid upstairs. The girls hustled out of the taxi and up the stairs to their hotel room. I followed Sally, and soon we were safe behind the door. As the door shut, Sally gave me a hug and a quick kiss, and then stopped. The other two were looking at me with weird expressions.

Finally they all sat down, and the interrogation began. "So what's with your cock?" Jan said, looking at the expanding area in my pants. This really threw the other women, as the normally
shy Jan took the lead. You could hear a collective intake of breath, as their surprised expressions showed how out of character the question was.


"Yeah, you get hard so fast," Karen said "but I can't tell how big it gets"


"What a problem to have", smirked Sally, which got some frowns from her friends.

I looked around, and felt a little nervous as 3 sets of eyes were gazing at me with more than friendly interest.  When you get a certain number of women and not enough men around, the balance shifts, and the women are in control. Not a problem, but something I'd probably have to get used to. They get a lot bolder, and more direct about what they want.

"So you're special in some way", Jan twittered. I smiled, and everyone else smiled back.


"Okay," I said, "I'll tell you, but I swear you're not going to believe me".


And then I told them the whole story, up to the time I left my hotel. I saw a few eyes roll, and some seemed enchanted by the story. I showed them the wallet, and they took a hundred out each, and then they saw how the same amount was still in my wallet. Finally, they started to look at each other, until Karen said "Ok, prove it"


"What?" I stammered.


"Take out your cock, and show us what it can do" she dared.


"Okay“ I reluctantly sighed, and opened my zipper. There was another intake of breath as I dropped my boxers and stood there, naked from the waist down. Freed from confinement, my cock started, well, pulsating. First it would swell up, then down, the shape would change, and it hung from the usual size to almost the floor. I could see their legs slowly begin to part, and their breath quicken, as my dick did stupid dick tricks in front of them. We discovered that whoever was the most interested would have my organ achieve their 'ideal' measurement, or their own personal fantasy. I didn't see much of a range in their desires, and I never got all that big, after the first few experiments. Guess all that stuff about 15" cocks wasn't terribly important after all. I silently thanked the djinni for showing me the wisdom of my choice. Finally, Karen broke the silence.


"Sally, I wonder. Do you think he's gonna last? I mean he goes up and down, and he's obviously interested. But this is driving me crazy. Do you mind if I take the edge off of him?" 

Sally looked Karen, obviously shocked at the suggestion. 
"That depends. How long will he last? I mean I was hoping to get my hands on that tonight" I wondered about that too.  Hoping to take the edge off myself, I spoke up.

"Well, the genie did say that I would be every woman's fantasy. She also mentioned staying power. That would probably mean I was good for more than once a night. Who knows? There's only one way to find out"

Sally looked a bit dubious. Karen looked at her imploringly. 

"I just want a quick BJ. He should be ok in a little bit" My ears certainly perked up at that.


"Well, I dunno. I guess. I wasn’t planning on sharing, you know. You want the bedroom first?"


"Of course, you don't think I'm going to do him in the living room?" She took me by the hand, and led me into the bedroom.

We went inside and she shut the door behind us, then she turned off the light. 

"Sit down," she murmured, and I felt two hands slowly push me back in the chair with my cock exposed, ready. It was kind of sexy. It was also totally dark and I couldn't see anything, but I could feel everything. She gave me a long, slow lick, and I felt it swell up to rock hardness in seconds. She opened her lips and I felt myself slide into her hot, wet mouth. Inch after inch seemed to disappear, until my balls rubbed against her chin. She had my whole shaft inside her mouth, and she was loved it. Her tongue danced against my cock, causing unbelievable sensations to travel up and down the whole length. She reached behind her, and removed her blouse and bra, and I felt her breasts brushing against the hair on my legs. Karen was good. No other woman had made me feel like this. She was fantastic, her lips sliding over me, lubricating everything as her head started to bob back and forth. If she was this good, I have no idea why she was alone with her friends that night. I felt something funny going on, and my eyes had gotten used enough to the darkness to make out what was going on. As I came out of her mouth, I got longer, and as I went in, I got shorter. Each time she bottomed out, my pubic hair brushed against her lips, but I was certain that the length I saw had to be too long for that. One hand was on my thighs, and one hand was on her pussy, rubbing away as she moaned over my rigidity.

I couldn't take much more of this, I was going to come. Already I was starting to leak pre-cum into her willing mouth, and she suddenly her moaning intensified.


"Mmmm! Mmmm!," she groaned and started to suck even harder. I had no complaints about that, but I could feel my balls swelling up, and swell up some more! In fact, my balls were getting huge. They  both felt about baseball-sized  and I was wondering how much she wanted my cum. Already I could feel the familiar fire start to tingle all along my hardness, and the pressure start to build. She shifted slightly to get a better angle, and I felt her nipples start to rub against me.

"Uh, uh Karen, I'm gonna cum—," I sputtered out in a whisper. Karen’s head bobbed frantically, sucking even harder. Well, considering all that was going on, she was going to get a mouthful.


And then I felt it. My balls were so big now I couldn't close my legs. I expanded so that my cock filled her mouth, and I saw her rapturously trying to swallow the waves of cum that were exploding from the end of my penis. Try as she might, she couldn't keep up. She was leaking out both sides of her mouth. She was having trouble getting all of me in. I could only sit there as bolt after bolt of pleasure ran through me like an electric current. I'd never come this hard, or this much. Soon a trail of cum was sliding down to her chest. She shifted again as it leaked down her cleavage. I couldn't see what was happening, because my balls must have grown to the size of oranges. She wasn't coming as far down on me as before. In fact, there was something slowly pushing my legs apart as she came forward each time. I attributed that to the fact of my enormous testicles, but I wasn’t sure. It felt like she was pushing her chest against me, the nipples still dragging across the insides of my thighs. She frowned in concentration, but it seemed like something was getting in the way. The space between her chest and my crotch was getting crowded, but I couldn’t see that well through her hair.

 Nevertheless, Karen was on me like a tiger, and I didn't know how she was taking it, but she seemed to be in heaven. Finally she stopped, spent and drained as I was. 


"Oh damn, that was the blow job I’ve always wanted to give. You came so much, and it tasted so good! I'm starting to believe your genie story."  Then she looked down and squealed in surprise. Her breasts, small and firm though they had been, had grown to a solid d-cup. The remains of my orgasm were collected in pools and ribbons of come, snaking down through what was formerly a non-existent cleavage.  A drop nestled just at the end of an erect nipple, ready to drop off to her sweaty skin. Firm, perky, and a good handful each, she tentatively reached out to touch them. She brushed her fingers over her nipples, hardening even more under her touch.
She wiped up the excess come with her fingers, and licked it off, giving me a hungry stare. As I watched, I could swear her breasts became even bigger. They hadn’t been anywhere near that large when she started. The two globes swelled slightly, as she ran her fingers over them.

.


"Damn, it finally came true" She leaped up off her knees and hugged me, kissing my mouth and cheeks with joy.


"What came true?" I asked her.


"Oh it's silly," she said, blushing. "Something from when I was in 8th grade".


"8th grade? You were giving me the ultimate suck, and you were thinking about 8th grade?" I had to smile at that.


"I told you it was silly". She reached down and hefted her left breast slightly. Her eyes closed for a moment, and I thought she wanted to be alone with the twins for awhile. They moved in that special liquid way that perfect breasts do when they’re fondled.

"When I was in the 8th grade, and I was getting interested in boys, Amy told me that boys liked big boobs. She was already a c-cup, and I barely had anything. And boys were always around her, so I wanted to know what the big secret was. And she told me. She said that if I wanted to make my boobs grow, that I should suck on a boy's dick, and if I swallowed his cum, my boobs would get bigger. She said she'd done it, and what did I know? I was still almost a kid.

"So I tried it with my boyfriend. I took him in my mouth, and he came almost at once. I swallowed it down, and waited to see what would happen. When nothing did, I went back to Amy, and asked her why it didn't happen. She told me it might take a few times, and that made sense, 'cause hardly anyone grew that fast. So I tried it a few times, and started liking it. The boys came around to me, and even though my boobs didn’t get any bigger, I found out I liked giving blow jobs. The feeling of total power, and total attention, was really sexy." She started buttoning her blouse, or at least trying to. Somehow the buttons wouldn’t connect very well, and it took some effort to get even the few she managed to stay on. From the strain on them, I wouldn’t put bets down if the top would hold the night. Soft, curving flesh peeked out between, above, and to the sides of her clothes. She didn't bother with the bra. It wouldn't have worked anyway.


"So I guess that every time I have my way with a guy, I think about that. And you made it happen. I'm big, but not too big. And won't they be surprised!" She hugged me once more.


"Looks like you're back to normal, stud. Or wait, there it goes again" She was right. Though I had come what felt like buckets, I was already getting hard and horny again. I grabbed my boxers and slid them back on. Karen made the best of it, and came outside. The other ladies laughed a bit, then they stopped.


Sally looked over at the door as it open, and exclaimed in shock.


"Holy shit, Karen. You've got TITS!" Karen just beamed.


"I know." She turned, and struck a pose, smiling the whole time.


"How?" 


"This magic cock. I always wanted bigger boobs, and his come just filled me up. I felt my chest expanding from the moment he started, and he's delicious! You know how you're not sure if you're going to like the taste? Well, his pre-cum was scrumptious, I couldn't get enough. And my nipples aren’t inverted like they used to be, I've got real nipples" 


The next few minutes were a lot of hugging, talking, examining, and furtive looks at their own breasts, and my cock. Already hard, it was starting to make its presence known yet again.  Sally finally looked at me, and grinned. I could see the wheels turning again, and wondered what she would come up with.

"I'm next, ladies. And it’s about time. I hope you’ll last longer than last time with Karen." 

And taking me by the hand, she led me back to the bedroom.

------------------------------------------------------------

Part Two
While Karen was all business, Sally wanted to slow things down a little. She wrapped her arms around me, and brought me to her lips. We kissed passionately, and her body molded slowly to

mine.  Our hands began wandering over each other, discovering, squeezing, and enjoying the newness of each other. Our hands made short work of buttons, zippers, and shoes. Our clothes seemed to fall away to the floor, and we sort of fell on the bed. I started kissing my way down her body. 

"That's right! That feels so good! You were driving me crazy out there. I was so ready, and Karen got real noisy. So did you—"


I looked up with a questioning look. She smiled, and pushed me back down to caress and lick her hardening nipples.


"Oh yeah...the neighbors probably figured it out, and, oh" she shuddered as both breasts swelled slightly. "Don't stop doing that, but that doesn't matter. Keep on going down". I grinned to myself as I trailed my way down past her navel to her hot, wet center. Her lips were already open, and she was soaking. Her clit had already swelled, and I gave it the attention it deserves. Her hips began to shake with each lap up and down every inch of her, and her hands wrapped themselves over the back of my head. I slipped one questing finger into her pussy, and began slowly massaging her g-spot. She began to buck under my touch, then suddenly sat up. 


"No, not like this. I want you inside me when I come"


It was an offer I couldn't refuse. I started to crawl up to her, my cock growing slightly as it got closer to her thighs. She grabbed my cock, and worked it between her inner lips, and then
inside her. I felt myself change shape, but only got slightly longer. I began to thrust into her, and she responded by slamming back into me. Her hips rocked back and forth as she tried to ram more and more of me into her aching pussy. Then I felt something strange. A stirring below my

cock, and a swelling there. Soon, it almost felt like I had 2 cocks, one above the other. I felt her slow down, and rub against me, and the sensation of me getting slick with pre-cum, and growing below. Soon I felt myself rub against her ass, and she grabbed my shoulders. 

"Oh yeah, that's it," she whispered hoarsely, and grinded against me again. I felt the cool air of the air conditioner on the lower member, and looked down. I was buried to the hilt in her pussy, but saw what looked like a second, smaller cock growing out from beneath. Poised against her asshole, it slid in with no trouble, and I was inside her from both sides. I would have looked longer, but she grabbed my head, and brought me to her lips.


"Don't you DARE stop" she said fiercely, then moaned again. I slide into her, as she adjusted to having both of the holes filled. She worked her thighs around and around, trying to find the best way to stimulate herself with my extra member. Finally, she locked her legs around me, and rolled me over until she was on top. “I had all that time to think of what I wanted, if I could have any cock, or two cocks. I’ve always wondered what it would be like”

"Gawd, yeah" she whined, and began to rock forwards and backwards, as I move my hands up to her soft warm breasts, and began to stroke them. I was having a great time, with twice the stimulation, I thought I'd be coming in no time. Yet for all the great sex, I was still not coming. I don't know where I got this control, but I had an idea. Sally started bouncing up and down on me, her juicy body raising and lowering itself as she worked herself to a climax. I could barely hold her as she slammed wildly against me, her rhythm changing, and becoming more erratic, and I knew that we were going to come together.


Suddenly she was coming, going up and down so hard I was afraid I'd fall out of her, but I seemed to stay in. My balls swelled up slightly, then I was coming hard, pumping her full of my

cum. She was almost screaming in pleasure, but I quickly covered her mouth. She barely noticed, but it seemed she was going to come forever. She slowed down, then collapsed on top of me.


"That was fantastic. I've never come that hard. It was worth the wait". Then she slid slowly down, rubbing softly against my body, and my cock, which slowly lost its twin, growing softer and smaller until it was gone. She slowly slid off me and lay next to me, still breathing hard.


"I've always wanted to try 2 guys at once. And you did it. Well, not 2 guys, but 2 cocks. I don't know how it works, but I think I'm done for the night." She weakly gathered her things, and tiredly put them on.


"I'd better grab Jan before she gets away. She's shy, but we can't let her miss this." Reaching down, she gave me a squeeze. I started to get dressed, but she pushed me back.


"Don't bother Hun, you're just going to be taking them off again. I'll be right back. Or rather, she will," and giggling to herself, she slipped out the door.


I lay there, pretty tired, but strangely horny. I should be out for the count after all that, but maybe I had got my second wind by Sally being on top. I lay back, blissfully tired, but anticipating the approach of the third time.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

I heard some sort of argument, and someone mentioning 'Tony' several times. It got 

fairly quiet, and then a soft knock at the door. 


"Come in." I said. The door opened a crack, and two women could be heard saying 'go

in!'. Then Jan finally came in. She seemed to be a bit nervous.  Sally popped her lightly on her ass, and that made her stumble into the room. The other two women shut the door, giggling as they did so. Jan nervously approached me. She sat on the edge of the bed.


"I've never done anything like this before." She looked around. 


"You can't say a word to anyone about this. If Tony ever found out."


"Not a word," I whispered. "In fact, if you're uncomfortable, we don't have to"


She placed her hand over my mouth.


"No, I want to. I just have a different fantasy. I know what you did to Karen, and Sally seems pretty satisfied, but I want something else. Nothing fancy, just a baby"


"What?" I exclaimed. "Are you sure?" She nodded. 


"Yes, Tony and I have wanted children for years. We've had tests, and Tony can give me children. We both want them so bad, but it just hasn’t happened.. We've tried everything. And I thought I could do it tonight. If you can do what you did to Karen, I'm sure you can do it for me"


"But wouldn't Tony know?" I queried.


"Not if I get what I want. I know they've told you how shy and all I'm supposed to be, but I don't have any problems in the bedroom. Tony’s never complained."


She started taking off her blouse, revealing a perfect set of tits. I was suddenly charged up and ready to go. Most normal men would be snoring on the floor by now, but after my wishes, I was no longer normal. I helped her with her dress, slid down her panties, and she pulled me above her down to the bed. Her tongue forced it’s way down into my mouth, and her hips ground against my leg. She suddenly broke her kiss, and looked at me with an intense expression.

"Do it. Do it now!" she cried.


I reached down between her legs, and slid into her. My cock hardly changed at all, a little bigger around, but no longer. Still, it felt great. She wrapped her legs around my ass, and began to pull me into her. Slowly our rhythm sped up, my thrusts getting harder, her breath panting in my ear, as I started to fuck into her. She certainly knew how to show a guy a good time. I started to see how she could have been married, while the other two were still looking. Despite her demure looks, she was a wild thing in bed. A certain sort of woman a certain sort of man would be proud to be a part of. Her pussy seemed to grab my cock, and pull it even farther into her. We were moving into each other with hard thrusts, as she moaned into my ear. Her hips met my every motion, sliding away and back again to swallow me whole. 


"Yes, yes, oh yes...put your seed in me. Knock me up stud, I want your baby, oh baby, fill me with your cum." She growled against me. Evidently she liked dirty talk, which is a good thing.


"Make me heavy with your child, I want to see my belly swell, fill my tits with milk—do it! Cum in me!"


I wasn't going to last much longer, and neither was she. I could feel my cock start to swell 

again, and my balls started getting larger too. Her gasps became ragged, and then she started again.


"I'm so close, cum with me, lover. Let me feel that cock explode inside me. Fill my pussy, fill it now! Oh, I'm going to come!" she moaned. As she grabbed my ass, I felt her shake and quiver onto me, and I came, shooting again and again into her. It felt like a fire hose inside her, as her eyes closed and she shuddered as I filled her with my seed. And then her belly began to swell against mine. Soon she looked pregnant, then very pregnant. I had to change angles to finish coming, because she was getting so big against me. Her breasts swelled up, then began to slowly glisten with milk. She seemed to come forever, until she had drained me dry. My balls felt like raisins, and after three horny women, I'm sure they looked that way too. She lay there, looking ready to drop, until she noticed her condition.


"I can't go home like this!" she shouted. "Oh shit, how am I going to explain this to Tony?"

She hung her head. Sally and Karen, alarmed by her shouting, knocked on the door. 


"Is everything all right in there? Jan, are you okay?"


I cleared my throat. "Well, let's just say the door isn't the only thing that's knocked up"


With that, they opened the door. 


"I don't believe it! Damn, Jan! You certainly don't waste any time" Sally said. Karen elbowed her, her new breasts shaking slightly. Despite myself, I found my cock growing again.


"Jan, I knew you wanted kids, but couldn't you wait 9 months? How are you going to explain it to Tony?"


Jan looked like she was beginning to cry. I wondered what I could do, so I placed my cock on her swollen belly. In response, semen began to flood out of her, soaking the bedsheets, but as it did, her stomach began to deflate, until it looked normal again.

One more for the miracle dick.

Jan hugged me. "I hope you left enough in me to have my baby in the normal way." 


"I think so. If this is a fantasy cock, it shouldn't do anything you wouldn't want."  Jan beamed. 

"So I'm going to have a baby, or maybe 2 babies. Who wants to plan the baby shower?" The women began talking to each other again, leaving me a 5th wheel. I started to dress, and was almost finished when Sally came back into the living room. She gave me a sloppy kiss, and hugged me tight.


"Thanks for all the things you did tonight. We have to get up early for the wedding tomorrow, or I'd keep you here for round two. Jan wants to do you again 'just to make sure', and both of us wouldn't mind a bit more on top. But I'm about to crash. Call me sometime, if you're  in my city". And kissing me again, she slipped a card into my wallet, and let me out the door. I hailed a cab, and went home, a well-fucked mess. I had to admit I was a happy one. Since then, I've learned a lot about how women regard a man's equipment, and it's been fun learning it. Maybe I'll tell you more of my adventures sometime.

