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Once upon a time there was
a piece of wood.

– Carlo Collodi,
Pinocchio

 


You’d think, by your husband’s
hundredth birthday, that all his experience would have made him an
exceptional lover. I don’t know what he was like during his first
ninety-nine years, but I knew what little to expect that
night.

I slipped my dress off and undid my
bra, letting it all fall to the floor at the foot of the bed. He
would have been too frail to do it himself. Then I stood there,
waiting, trying to be patient. I guess the least I could do was
show my Billy a good time for his big birthday.

He was drooling before his lips even
reached my left nipple. Bill liked to gum my nipples. It was more
amusing and disgusting than arousing, but it was a little kinky
when I thought how this man gumming my breasts would have been
robbing the cradle with my Grandma.

Now that’s hot.



When he was done with my nipples, he
looked up into my eyes with a hopeful glint. I forced a smile and
began carefully unbuttoning his shirt. Didn’t want to hurt the poor
guy. Ugh, that wrinkled, spotted body almost didn’t look human.
Then undoing his belt buckle. Seriously. Who wears belts? And then
unzipping his pants. He always got the silliest grin when I did
that.

I hesitated at his boxer shorts. It’s
important not to laugh, or cringe, when I pull them down. He gets
embarrassed. So I steeled myself and let them rip.

And there it was. The words “micro”
and “soft” had never been more appropriate.

I put his gnarled little penis in my
mouth and sipped on it like a sippy cup for a while. That always
seemed to make him happy, even if you couldn’t tell by his
software. Then I stood up and helped him shuffle over to the side
of the bed. He carefully sat down on the edge of the mattress, and
I helped ease him the rest of the way down, then slid his legs
over.

 


 


“Did you like that?” he
asked.

I bit my lip. “Yeah,” I said, staring
up at the ceiling. “It was really fun.”

“Would you like it better if I could
ride you hard and put you to bed wet?”

I laughed out loud, both at his
ridiculous cliché and in trying to picture it. Then I caught
myself, and turned to him lovingly. “But baby, didn’t you just do
that?”

His rheumy eyes gazed along the curves
of my body, then met my eyes. “No, Desiree. But I’m about
to.”

I stifled more laughter.
“Yeah?”

He nodded. “I’ve got a little birthday
surprise for you. Something one of my star employees developed a
couple years ago.”

Okay, my curiosity was beginning to be
tickled. “Something that can ride me hard and put me to bed wet,
huh?”

There was something vacant in Bill’s
eyes for a moment. “That’s right. It rode the developer so hard, it
killed her.”

A chill ran through my body. It had
never occurred to me to be frightened of the richest man in the
world. He was too decrepit and vulnerable and dependent on me. I
suddenly wondered what he was capable of.

He smiled a little. “It won’t kill
you, of course. Your body is far stronger than Shelly’s, and we’ve
refined her creation. Besides, I’ll be in the driver’s seat. It
will only do what my mind tells it to do.”

I swallowed hard. “Oh? And what will
your mind tell it to do?”

Billy leaned in close to whisper in my
ear. “Fuck every inch of your body, all at once.”

So I was intrigued. “How do we get
started?”

He pointed to the closet. I got up (it
would have taken him too long) and opened the door. And there he
was, standing there in all his glory. “MacroStud” it said on the
label at the tip of his enormous cock. “Some Assembly
Desired.”

“Indeed,” I thought to myself. And I
had found the assembly I desired. The android shell didn’t resemble
my Bill in any aspect. He looked more like a giant Ken doll.
Rippled muscles from neck to calves, but not bodybuilder huge. A
clean, handsome, square-jawed man with chiseled facial features,
short but thick hair that would be fun to run my fingers through,
lips that made my thighs weak, and what could I say about the
penis? Already hard, sublimely smooth but ribbed, and a size that
might kill me like its prototype had apparently killed its creator.
But I was aching to take the chance.

“What do I do?”

“You just have to take the label off,”
Bill answered.

I had it off before he’d finished his
sentence. MacroStud’s green eyes came alive.

“Home,” Bill said, and the artificial
body walked toward him, maneuvering past me even as I pressed by
body forward to make him graze my breasts with his chest as he
sidled by. At the edge of the bed, MacroStud turned his back to
Bill.

“Open,” Bill commanded.

I didn’t see any change from my
vantage point, so I went back around to the other side of the bed.
The back of MacroStud had slid away, leaving a hollow shell into
which Bill could climb. The inside was filled with a material that
would conform to Bill’s skin, and that material consisted of
countless sensors that would stimulate his corresponding nerve
endings.

“Can you help me into it?” he
asked.

And I was eager to oblige, flying
across the mattress and almost wrenching his leg off as I pulled
his foot toward the waiting foot of MacroStud.

“One small step for a man,” he said as
he slid his right foot into MacroStud’s right foot. “One giant leap
for mankind,” Bill finished as he placed his left foot in, followed
by me pushing him to a standing position, fully encasing him in his
new sex toy.

“Watch your hands,” Bill
said.

I moved away.

“Close.” And in an instant the
backside of the small, wrinkled body I’d known too well was
replaced with the muscular, tight backside of my new beau. The
trophy wife had her trophy husband.

I sat stock still on the edge of the
bed, my torso and knees raised, my legs spread-eagled, waiting for
anything, breathless, not knowing what to expect.

And he began to turn around. Two slow,
clockwise steps, my eyes fixed on his ass that, as it revolved,
gave way to a Pinocchio profile, and then I was looking at the long
nose itself, almost touching my own nose. He had clearly told lots
of lies, and I was ready to do some lying with him.

To my initial disappointment, his long
cock was eclipsed by the edge of the bed as Bill bent down and his
green eyes stared into my crotch. His Ken face smiled, and out of
his Ken mouth darted a Gene Simmons tongue that slid forcefully
down through my vaginal walls. My torso fell flat against the
mattress as my mind reeled, drinking in the pleasure as his
enormous tongue did things no human tongue could do, curling and
rotating on a swivel, pleasuring parts of my vaginal tunnel that I
didn’t know existed, making me cry out in surprised ecstasy as a
climax snuck up on me and hit me hard.

I was still in its throes when I
realized his tongue was out and he was looming over me, his
incredible penis hovering just over my anxious opening.

I braced myself, but nothing
came.

He bent down to the side and opened up
a drawer in the nightstand. His hand came out with a pair of red
panties. He tossed them onto my breasts.

“Put them on.”

It didn’t occur to me to refuse. I was
ready to do anything to have that big cock in me. I sat up in bed
and examined the panties, which turned out to be the image of an
apple front and back. Also on both sides were wide holes through
which both my orifices would be easily accessible.

Fucking computer geeks. Nevertheless,
I transformed myself into Bill’s corporate rival, ready to play his
sex game without further delay.

I slipped the holy apple panties up
along my legs and lifted my ass to pull them up snug. Before my
butt fell back against the mattress, MacroStud was on top of me.
230 pounds of steely but smooth muscle drove me into the mattress,
and I wrapped my legs around the power, drinking in his green eyes
with a hunger I’d never known. My hands grabbed both of his butt
cheeks and squeezed with all my strength as the head of his penis
nuzzled by trembling labia, nervously but excitedly anticipating
the largest cock I’d ever known.

And there it was. I caught my breath
as it slowly forged its way into me, pushing against the walls all
around. I found myself crying out like a cheesy porn movie. I’d
never thought those movie cries might be based on real
experiences.

“Fuck you!” Bill shouted.

“Yes!” I agreed. “Fuck me!”

“Fuck you, Apple!”

I didn’t know how to respond to that,
so I just enjoyed his penis hitting the end of my line, then
picking up the pace, pumping me harder and harder. And just as I
felt the climax fluttering, bubbling up, he stood up. That raised
me up in the air like I was a candy apple on his stick. He spun me
around on his stick with his powerful arms, getting me back on the
mattress with me in doggy style.

It was surprising, disconcerting, and
a little dizzying. But I loved it! I braced myself on all fours,
waiting for whatever he was going to do next.

What he did was pull his penis out of
my vagina and shove it into my anus. That was a new thing for my
anus, and a part of me was uncomfortable and scared for a moment.
But just for a moment. It hurt, but in a thrilling, animalistic,
amoral way. After the first pump, when I almost got pushed onto my
face by the unexpected force, I was working my ass in unison with
his thrusts.

“Take my worm, you Apple bitch! Take
my big, fat worm!”

And his Apple bitch did just that. I
took all that I could. I didn’t realize then how much of his shaft
was still left out in the cold. But I took it right to my apple
core, which was soon splattered with a shot of semen.

As he slid out of me, I collapsed
happily onto my stomach, savoring the lingering
sensations.

“That was amazing,” I said.

There was only silence.

“Amazing,” I said again.

Still silence. I turned around to look
at him. He was looking down at his penis, deep in thought. Perhaps
marveling at his new body.

I grabbed his butt cheeks again and
pulled myself up to him, then knelt on my knees to face his cock.
No more sippy cup. This thing would be like blowing a muffler’s
exhaust pipe. Which wasn’t going to stop me from trying.

I started with long licks from the
base of the shaft to the head, taking several trips to cover the
whole circumference. Then I began sucking on the tip of the head
like he had often sucked on my tit, slowly opening my mouth wider
and wider to try to suck on more and more of the head. It got
bigger, to the point that I could barely fit the entire head in my
mouth, my tongue trying to work its way around it as best I could,
but I was beginning to feel inadequate.





Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/13962
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

cover.jpg
by
Rohyn
McCoy

The Erohotica Series
Novella Four





