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Aubrey looked back at the handiwork of the
craftsmen with glee. She’d gotten the idea one night whilst surfing
porn and it just seemed to go all too well with her gloryhole room.
Perfectly suited for breeding if one asked her, so long as there
were a few tweaks. The room didn’t look like much at first, just
walls with cutouts in them, some of the cutouts with black leather
shackles hung over. Inside the holes were benches in some, loads of
padding for comfort.

What she’d envisioned was the chance for
anonymity and the opportunity for curious players to enjoy picking
and choosing their partners. She could already envision men walking
about and looking over exposed pussies offered to them, their
owners legs shackled up to spread open the inviting holes. Women
kneeling behind waist high holes in a gloryhole fashion. Men
shackled up against the wall, waiting patiently for a woman to
breed with them, while others laid out upon benches, a wall halfway
over their torso to prevent them from seeing who was playing with
their cock. Vulnerable and open to all to play.

It just made her panties sopping wet thinking
about it. The good thing for her was that she had some potentially
upcoming playtime in an appointment in the near future. Turning the
fans on to vent the fumes of the varnish, she strolled quickly out
of the room and headed to her office to meet the incoming
couple.
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“Yes ma’am, we can accommodate those
requests.” Aubrey offered her professional smile to the couple.
They were here to celebrate their last hurrah before the birth of
their first child. The wife’s hand never left the top of her
swollen tummy. A tummy that they weren’t quite sure contained the
husband’s child and the couple was perfectly fine with that. For
all they knew, the husband could have a biological child elsewhere
in the world. They were, after all, some of her first guests and
represented everything Aubrey had hoped would happen; guests so
happy with their experience that they returned time and again.

“Have you heard of our new attraction?”

“No!” The couple exclaimed in unison. Their
delight was palatable. Aubrey took note that the husband’s cock was
visible against the smooth material of his slacks.

“I think it would be right up your alley.
Male or female, you can choose to be the one offered or the one
picking and choosing your mate. You could setup at a gloryhole and
pleasure whomever cums, or maybe stretch out on a bench and let a
random stranger have their way with you.” She paused, feeling their
desire increase.

“When will this attraction be open?” The wife
finally asked.

“Tomorrow morning.”

They both nodded slowly.

“I think that’s a sign us up for tomorrow
morning if there are available slots,” he finally replied.

“There are, I’ll add you in now.” She turned
to start putting their names into her program.

“There…uh…aren’t any open attractions right
now? I mean I know it’s late in the evening and all…” the wife
asked.

Audrey raised an eyebrow. “Maybe. Any
particular requests?”

“God, I just want to get eaten out by a
woman,” she sighed in hope.

“Mmm, I’m game for just about anything.”

“Well…so long as you’re okay with playing
with a nympho fertility ranch owner I think we can arrange
something.”
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