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“Make him come!  Make him come!” they started to chant.

Gaynor rocked her head over Devin, with Devin’s face twitching as he sought out the climax that was building inside himself.

Whenever his eyes opened, he was thrust back into the studio, being overtly reminded that hundreds of women were crying out for his release.

“Come, Devin,” one of them yelled, and he locked eyes with her.

He could see the burning desire inside her to witness him ejaculating into Mrs. Rose’s mouth.  He looked down to see Gaynor blinking up at him as she moved onto her knees and started to rub at his thighs.

The energy in the room was high.  It burned the air like electricity, and Jean knew that none of his words could heighten the occasion.  The action in front of them was all anyone needed.

“Shoot in her mouth!” a member of the audience said.

Jean looked at the sound of the voice but noticed instead that some of the audience were touching themselves too.  At first their hands were pushing into their crotch over their jeans, but one woman had reclined in her chair and her hand was down inside her pants, working her pussy.

“This is hot stuff, folks,” Jean said, and even he started to catch the fever, finding his cock growing in his suit pants.

Gaynor felt Devin stiffen and throb.  She made a thumbs up to the camera and it zoomed in on her face as her cheeks filled with cum.

“Mrs. Rose!” whined Devin, able to enjoy his climax this time around.

More of the audience took down their pants and sat with their legs splayed.  Jean looked out as several women worked their soaked pussies as they watched the carnage unfold.

Gaynor pulled back and giggled, with cum running over her lip and dribbling to the floor.  She sucked it back and swallowed, turning to her adoring fans.

“He came!” she said, after swallowing.

Devin was breathing deep and sitting wearily in his chair, but his cock was still hard.  Knowing that the eyes of many women were focused on his spent, stiff cock was getting him excited all over again.

“You said you have to up the stakes each time,” Jean began.  “What do you do after you suck his cock?”

“I take him in my pussy,” Gaynor said loudly, turning to the audience as she played them like a fiddle.

They cheered and even more of them downed their panties to toy with their pussies.

“Do it!” cried one woman, rubbing her clit with her panties around her ankles.

Jean clicked his fingers and pointed at her.  The boom-mic appeared above her head.

“What do you want to see?” he asked her.  “Should we continue to milk this poor, suffering man.”

“Yes!” cried the guest.  “Let him shoot inside you!  Give him that gift for me.  I need it!”

She rubbed herself and played for the camera, looking right into the lens and channeling the erotic energy that had consumed the audience.
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“Coming up, with have a guy who can’t stop ejaculating, and the beleaguered woman that has to put up with it!  We’ll see you after the break!”

Jean Carousel held his smile for the camera before the cut to commercial, then he turned to one of his runners and pulled a face.

“Where do they come up with this shit?” he asked.

The audience were too busy applauding to hear his jaded negativity.  They lived for television like this, and ‘The Carousel’ had made its name in wacky, risqué segments that the American public lapped up.

Backstage Gaynor Rose sat with her lodger Devin, rubbing his thigh and trying to calm his nerves.

“Just be yourself out there, okay?” Gaynor said.

“I just don’t get why you’ve brought me here, Mrs. Rose.  This isn’t going to fix things.”

“I think the world needs to know your plight, Devin.  Maybe there’s a cure.”

“I don’t need a cure, Mrs. Rose.  I like it!”

“You can’t spend your whole life ejaculating.”

“I don’t!  It’s only when I’m ... stimulated.  We talked about this.”

“Just make sure you show the audience what we mean, okay?”

Devin took a deep breath.

“You’re on after commercial,” an assistant wearing a headset told them.

Gaynor nodded and smiled, pinching Devin’s leg.  When no-one was looking, she wandered up over his thigh and started to rub his cock.

“Mrs. Rose, we go on soon,” Devin said.  “We can’t do that here.”

“I need you ready,” said Gaynor.  “They’re going to lap it up.”

“My cum?”

“No!  Well, yes, but not like that.”

“You don’t think it’ll be weird?  What we do?”

“Devin, this show once featured wrestling lesbian midgets.”

“The world might not be ready, Mrs. Rose.”

“Then I guess we’ll make the ‘Too Hot to Air’ DVD.”

Back outside Jean read his lines to the camera.

“Next up on The Carousel we have a woman at her wits end.  Gaynor Rose is your typical American housewife.  She’s a forty-three-year-old divorcee just trying to make ends meet by renting out a room in her house, but her tenant Devin is making things difficult.  Why, you ask?  Well, this nineteen-year-old stay-at-home has a problem that no-one’s been able to fix, and it’s a very naughty problem indeed.  Shall we bring them out?”

The audience whooped in agreement, clapping and enjoying themselves as the circus act played out in front of them.

“America, meet Gaynor and Devin.”

The duo was ushered out onto the set by an assistant, with the audience cheering and booing in equal measure.

Devin looked up sheepishly from under his brow, realizing that some of the ire from the crowd was directed at him.

“What have I done, Mrs. Rose?” he asked.

They were shown to their seats by Jean who immediately went on the offensive, sensing the audience’s desire to see Devin scalded.

“What have I done, he asks,” Jean said, looking back to the audience.  “Devin, you have a problem, is that correct?”

Devin looked at Gaynor who touched his thigh gently, rubbing it back and forth.  The erection that she’d roused earlier was in full bloom.

“I ... I guess,” he said.

“He guesses,” Jean said, in that patronizing tone that he’d perfected over the years.  “You think it’s not a problem that poor Gaynor here has to mop up after you?”

Devin was silent.

“Explain to America what your problem is.”

Devin took a breath.  “I ... I keep having multiple orgasms.”

The audience gasped on cue, even though they were acutely aware of the show’s direction.

“All the time?” asked Jean.

“Only when I get excited,” said Devin.

“So, we can’t expect one now?” Jean said, and from his looks backstage it was clear he was annoyed.

“Not unless I’m excited.”

Jean touched his earpiece, hearing a voice demand that he get Devin to come.

“And you’re at the end of your rope, Gaynor, right?”

“Oh, yes, Jean,” Gaynor began.  “It’s a full-time job now, you know.  I get up and have to change his sheets immediately, then before breakfast he’s usually popped again.  Sometimes he’ll ejaculate again before lunch, or during and—”

“During lunch?” Jean asked.

Gaynor nodded.  “All over his sandwich.”

“All over his—he’s not wearing anything?”

“It doesn’t make sense for him to,” explained Gaynor.  “Anything he dresses in gets filled with cum.”

“Thank you for making the effort today, Devin,” Jean smiled, and the audience laughed.

Devin shifted uncomfortably in his seat.  His raging erection was threatening to pop any second, but he didn’t want to embarrass himself.  He had no idea that it was Gaynor’s specific intention that day.

“Are you uncomfortable now, Devin?”

Gaynor tickled up along his leg.  He nodded.

“Is this typical, Gaynor?”

“Oh, yes.  He’ll pop any second, I guarantee it.”

“Be sure to let us know, Devin,” the host said.

Devin clenched his hands into the arms of his chair.

“Is it happening now?” Jean said, looking around the studio to make sure the action was being recorded.

The camera zoomed in on Devin’s crotch, and the thick tent inside it became apparent to the audience who gasped and cheered.

“He’s coming!” one of them shouted.

Devin’s brow furrowed and Gaynor’s pulse quickened.  She clenched his thigh and nodded.

“Let it all out, Devin.”

He shuddered and cum started to fill his pants, blasting up out of his hard cock.

The audience began cheering, which even Jean found strange.  Gaynor nodded with a smile, like a proud pet owner.

“There he goes,” she said, looking at him lovingly.

Devin’s ropes blasted against his pants until they started to darken at the crotch.

“This is all real, folks,” Jean said, as quick-zooms targeted Devin’s crotch.

“He’s packing!” a member of the audience cried, and Gaynor felt her pride swell.  She knew Devin was gifted down there.

“How can we be sure he isn’t faking?” asked Jean to Gaynor in a low whisper.

“Look,” Gaynor said, and shea leaned forwards and reached her hand into Devin’s pants.

The audience breathed in as a collective, with cameras capturing their shocked expression as Gaynor’s hand emerged, covered in sticky, hot cum.

“See?” she asked, webbing it between her fingers for Jean.

Jean had seen a lot on this show, but he’d never seen a woman fish cum out of someone’s pants and show it to the audience.

“Lick it!” one of the crowd yelled, and cheers followed it.

Jean, looked around and gauged the audience, realizing that they were keen to see Gaynor feast on the mess.

“Can you?” he asked.  “For the folks at home.  To prove it?”

Gaynor didn’t know what it would prove, but she was just as eager to please as Jean was.  She brought her fingers to her mouth and slurped up Devin’s cum, sucking along her digits and tasting his bitter-sweet seed.

“Wow,” Jean said.  “How does he taste?”

Gaynor looked up to the right and hummed.  “Like salty caramel.”

The audience laughed and started to clap, with some of the members of the crowd visibly excited by the sinful exchange.

“Go with it, Jean,” the woman in his earpiece said.

“How do you feel, Devin?” Jean asked.

“Embarrassed,” he answered honestly.

It earned a fawn from the audience whose opinion was beginning to shift.  They saw Devin’s plight and how the impromptu climaxes affected him.  They hadn’t yet realized that Gaynor was the instigator of them.
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