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"Oh my god, you look amazing, Lyric!" Erin exclaimed as we walked towards the parking lot. I felt a warm flush spread across my cheeks as Erin's eyes roamed over my figure, taking in every toned inch of my body. Her gaze lingered on my defined arms and abs, evidence of the hours I spent perfecting my calisthenics routine.

My skin prickled with excitement as I noticed Erin's eyes tracing the curve of my hips and the smooth contours of my thighs. I had always been proud of my athletic build, but Erin's gaze made me feel like a goddess. The sleek fabric of my form-fitting workout gear clung to my curves, emphasizing the feminine shape that I had worked so hard to achieve.

"I mean, I know you've sent pictures, but damn chick, you're really something else. All from push-ups and running?" Erin's tone was filled with genuine awe, and I couldn't help but feel a surge of pride at her words. It had taken me years of hard work and dedication to get my body to this point. She'd been there every step of the way, cheering me on when I sent her lewd progress pictures.

I nodded, biting my lower lip as a hint of shame tingled through me when I flexed my arms for Erin's admiring gaze. I knew I was far from perfect, but in that moment, I felt confident and sexy. My eyes traveled down Erin's own gorgeous figure, taking in every inch of her curves. She was the epitome of natural beauty, with soft curves that flowed seamlessly from her full bust to her slim waist.

"Yeah, I've been hitting it pretty hard lately. But calm down, you look fucking hot, too," I replied, emboldened by her visceral reaction to her attraction to me. It was hard not to feel a sense of validation for all the effort I had put into my body.

Erin was blessed with an hourglass figure that would make any head turn, soft curves that flow seamlessly from her full bust to her slim waist, before flaring out again at her hips, and long, toned legs that seem to go on forever. Her beauty is subtle and understated, with a gentle, natural grace that seems to radiate from within. Her soft, beautiful black hair was a cascade of soft waves, framing her face in a way that accentuates her delicate features before falling into place around her shoulders.

Erin smiled at me, “So, what do you want to do tonight?"

"I've got to be somewhat responsible say that we're going to have to go to sleep pretty early tonight. I imagine you're exhausted from your flights, but I'd be down to take things as they come tonight. Maybe a movie when we get to the hotel?" I asked with a smile.

"Mm, a movie in bed?" she asked teasingly.

"Technically two beds, just in case," I answered, my cheeks flushing.

The rest of the brief walk to the car was quiet, and that seemed to bother Erin a little bit. Once we were in the car Erin spoke up, her voice soft and sincere, "Lyric, I want to be honest with you. I know we've been flirting online, but I want to make it clear that I really do like you, not just because I'm a size queen either. You're a genuinely good person, and I don't want to lose you as a friend."

"Erin, you're my best friend. Honestly, you're probably the only person I can truly call a friend. So I guess I'm scared that talking like we usually do would possibly feel like too much, now that we're in-person," I admitted.

Erin gently cupped my chin and turned me so that I was facing her, "We'll figure out if we're meant to be in a relationship by the end of this trip. It's been four years since I've met you, Lyric. Let's not stress over what happens if it doesn't work. We just keep on the way things have been. But if they do work..."

As our eyes met, I felt an intense connection between us. Surely, she wasn't the type of chick to claim to like something that she didn't. She'd given me all the permission in the world through our messages, and then reaffirmed that she wanted this by her own admission.

I decided to test that waters, "Then we better get to the hotel soon, otherwise you'd be taking this cock in the backseat like a cheap whore."

"Mm, if it wasn't for the jail time we'd get, I'd love that so much, Lyric," Erin assured me.

I started the car and pulled out of the airport parking lot, a wide smile on my face. We arrived at the hotel and I took care of checking us in while Erin stood by my side. The way the older gentleman behind the counter looked at us made me wonder if he thought we were a couple.

Fuck, I certainly hoped we looked the part. Once we had our key cards, Erin and I made our way to the elevator. Our hands brushed against each other's as we stepped in, causing us both to nervously smile at one another. The anticipation was palpable as we waited for the doors to close.

Finally, with a ding, the elevator began to ascend, and we were alone. My pulse quickened as I nervously took the lead and gently pushed Erin against the elevator wall. We shared a moment of deep eye contact, a silent conversation happening between us before we leaned in closer. Our lips met, and it was like a spark igniting a flame.

I couldn't believe how exhilarating it was to finally act on the attraction that had been brewing between us for so long. Erin's lips were soft and pliant against mine, responding eagerly to my every move. The heat between us was palpable, our bodies pressed so close together that it was hard to tell where one ended and the other began.

As we kissed, I felt my arousal building, the desire to feel Erin's naked body against mine almost too much to bear. But as much as I wanted her, I knew that we needed to take things slow, to savor every moment of this newfound intimacy.

We kissed deeply and passionately, our bodies pressed against each other in the confined space of the elevator. Before we knew it, we reached our stop with only having made three strangers mildly uncomfortable when the doors opened only for the individuals to decide against getting in. We made our way down the hallway to our hotel room, the anticipation of what was to come almost too much to bear.

Once we were inside, Erin wasted no time in taking my hand and leading me to the bed. We fell onto it together, our lips quickly returning to the same deep embrace they shared in the elevator while our hands set to work exploring and learning each other's bodies.

As our passion grew, I felt my body respond to her touch, the tension coiling tighter and tighter inside me. I knew that I wanted her, wanted to feel her body writhing beneath mine as we shared the most intimate of pleasures. But for now, all that mattered was this moment, this perfect moment where we were lost in each other, lost in the heat of our desire. I couldn't wait to see what other pleasures lay in store for us in the coming hours.

It was everything I had ever wanted, and more. The way Erin moved against me, the softness of her skin, the way her breath caught in her throat as I touched her... it was all so perfect. Erin broke our kiss and asked with a voice dripping with suggestion, "Would you mind if I changed into something more comfortable?"

"I'd never say no to something like that," I said. "Especially if you're doing what I think you're doing." She looked back over her shoulder, a smile pulling at her lips as she caught me shamelessly enjoying the sight of her ass.

"Maybe I am, you'll see," she said as she went into the bathroom.

For the next few minutes as I lay there while I heard her taking a quick shower. Considering the fact that she'd been on two flights, I wasn't going to complain about giving her some time to get ready. If anything, it was time to process the surreal event. Erin and I had been friends for years. No matter how much teasing happened between us online, I never truly expected her to feel this way about me. But she did, and she wasn’t making it a guessing game.

I heard the door open and Erin walked back into the room, she was dressed in a matching black set of semi-transparent of lingerie, and a pair of black and white striped thigh-high socks. Her body was flawless, from the small swell of her breasts beneath the fabric to her toned legs.. The way the moonlight filtered through the window, casting a soft glow over her skin, only made her more alluring. She had a rare natural beauty about her that didn't need to mask herself with makeup.

It was a moment of pure enchantment as Erin walked towards me, the way her lingerie hugged her curves and the way her socks made her legs look even longer and more toned. It was as if time had slowed down, and all that existed in that moment was the two of us, alone in this hotel room. I couldn't help but stare at her, transfixed by her beauty.

"You look amazing," I said softly, almost reverently. Erin crawled back onto the bed and straddled me, pressing her lips against mine once more. Her kisses were passionate and intense, as if she were trying to convey all of her desire for me in that one act. I returned her ardor with equal fervor, my hands roaming over her body as if I were trying to memorize every curve and contour.

"Sexy enough to get stuffed with your cock?" Erin's playful words made my heart race.

As soon as she crawled onto the bed beside me, I felt my body respond, my desire for her growing stronger with every passing moment. We were kissing again, our tongues exploring each other's mouths with a newfound hunger. I could feel her soft curves pressing against my toned body, her hands tracing the lines of my muscles as she explored every inch of me. When her hand brushed against the bulge in my shorts, I gasped, feeling a bead of precum leaking out into my panties.

"Can I take your shorts off and try something, please?" Erin whispered, her eyes sparkling with anticipation.

I nodded eagerly, feeling my heart pounding in my chest as she pulled down my shorts, revealing my boyshorts that could barely contain my massive cock. Erin's eyes widened as she saw the sheer size of me, and I couldn't help but feel a surge of pride at her reaction.

"O-Oh my fucking god," she breathed, climbing on top of me. Her hand reached down between us, and I felt my cock brush against my toned stomach as she positioned herself on top of me. With a nervousness that only added to the excitement, she began to move back and forth, her body pressing against mine as she explored the sensations of our bodies coming together.

Erin rolled her hips gently back and forth on my bulge, causing her to moan softly. Her panties slid against my bare shaft, massaging her lips through the fabric. Erin's movements were slow and deliberate, her hips gyrating in a tantalizing rhythm that sent shivers down my spine.

She looked down at me, raking her teeth over her lip. “You feel so fucking good against me, Lyric.”

It was hard to feel anything other than horny. My words didn’t flow with as much care as I usually tried to treat them with, “And you look so fucking hot on top of me, baby. But whenever you’re ready to kick this off, you should sit on my face and try to deep-throat me, yeah?”

“That would be so fucking hot, but can I leave my panties on?” she asked.

“Why wouldn’t I let my naughty little slut enjoy her kinks?” I answered.

Erin then repositioned herself so that she could could sit on my face. I reached up to hold onto her hips and keep her from sinking herself down onto me yet. Instead, I took a second to absolutely savor the sight of Erin’s beautiful body from this angle. It only took a moment to commit her perfection to memory, and then I moved my hands to rest on her ass, gently pulling her down.

As Erin lowered herself onto my mouth, my tongue teased against the wetness of her panties. "I bought these just so you could ruin them with me," Erin moaned.

I closed my eyes and focused on the feel of her panties against my tongue, licking and teasing at the fabric as Erin moaned above me. Her words sent a shiver of pleasure through me, and I eagerly complied with her request, tracing the outline of her sex with my tongue.

As she leaned forward, I pulled her closer, savoring the weight of her body against mine. The fabric of her panties grew slick with her juices, and I could feel her heat radiating through them. My cock throbbed in response, aching for release.

Erin's fingers traced along the length of my shaft, and I groaned as she teased the sensitive head. I wanted nothing more than to bury myself inside her, to feel her tightness gripping me as we moved together in perfect harmony.

As she leaned in to clean the precum from my tip, I couldn't help but moan with pleasure. Her touch was electric, sending jolts of pleasure through my body. I wanted to taste her, to feel her hot wetness against my tongue, but for now, I was content to let her have her way with me.

"I don't know why, but ever since we started talking about this stuff online, I've been obsessed with your cock. It's still so fucking hot to me, and eleven and a half?" Just saying the words caused her body to quiver. Erin continued, "I think I want to try taking every last inch in every one of my holes, Lyric. So, how about we make some music?"

Erin's words hit me like a bolt of lightning, igniting a fire deep within me that I didn't even know existed. The thought of her wanting every inch of my cock was enough to make my heart race and my body ache with desire. And then, before I could even react, she was on her knees before me, taking me into her mouth like a woman possessed.

Her mouth was a temple of pleasure, each movement causing my senses to overload with the most delightful sensations. Erin was a master of her craft, a true artist who knew how to work her way around a cock with finesse and skill. As she took me deeper into her mouth, I could feel my control slipping away, my body trembling with the intensity of my arousal.

And then she began to grind against my face, her pussy drenched with desire as she pushed me further towards the edge of bliss. The combination of her mouth and pussy was almost too much for me to handle, but I was determined to match her every move.

My face was slick with her juices and my own saliva, a heady mixture of scents and flavors that only served to heighten my desire. I could feel the familiar pressure building within me, the flames of pleasure burning brighter with each passing moment.

I gripped her thighs tightly, my body writhing with pleasure as I tried to hold back my impending orgasm. But Erin was relentless, driving me towards the brink of ecstasy with every movement she made. I knew that I wouldn't be able to hold back much longer, and I warned her as best I could, even though my voice was muffled by her pussy.

But she didn't seem to care. In fact, she seemed to relish the idea of making me lose control, of pushing me to the very limits of pleasure. And as she took me deeper into her mouth, I finally gave in to the overwhelming sensations, my body convulsing with pleasure as I came hard in her mouth.

Even as the hot jets of cum pumped deep into her throat, Erin was determined to swallow every inch of me. Her fingers dug beneath my hips and she pulled herself forcibly down onto my cock as it continued twitching. With all eleven and a half inches fully down her throat, Erin held herself there while her right hand shot between our bodies, down to her pussy. Her fingers furiously rubbed her clit and I could feel her whimpering moans vibrating around my sensitive cock in her throat.

Erin's hips lifted away from me suddenly, and before I could even wonder why she deprived me of my treat, I was showered with a gush of my best friend's hot nectar. When Erin finally released my cock from her mouth, she let out a long sigh before spreading her thighs and resting her hips on my chest.

We lay like that for a minute or two, just basking in the aftermath and catching our breath as we processed everything that just happened. But… my cock didn’t want to soften. As I lie there, with her dripping snatch just inches from my face, I couldn’t think of anything other than my best friend’s tight pussy. My body hungered for her, craving the sensation of her tight pussy clenching around me as I filled her with my seed. I couldn't help but imagine the way her body would writhe beneath mine, her eyes wide with pleasure as she succumbed to my every command.

It seemed that Erin shared my lust, for her smile was wicked and wanton as she gazed up at me. "I'm starting to think we're going to be fuck buddies forever," she purred, her voice low and sultry.

I couldn't help but chuckle at her words, the sound rich with desire. "We'll see about that," I teased, though the thought of never being able to explore her body again made me ache.

Erin's giggle was pure sin as she replied, "And what would you do if I said no?"

My answer was swift and certain, my tone brooking no argument. "Then I'd have to tell you to get on your back, spread your legs, and look me in the eye while I ruin you."

The desire that burned in her eyes was unmistakable as she rolled off of me, her body open and willing. I crawled on top of her, the heat of her skin searing against mine as I guided myself to her dripping entrance. But her panties were still in the way, and I couldn't resist the urge to tear them aside, making her cry out in a mixture of shock and bliss.

And then I was inside her, buried to the hilt as she moaned my name. The sensation of her slick walls clenching around me was almost too much, and I had to fight to maintain control as I began to move within her. With every thrust, I felt myself slipping deeper into the primal hunger that had been awakened between us, knowing that there was no going back from this raw, animalistic desire.

Our eyes locked, a heated gaze that made my body hum with anticipation. I leaned over Erin, positioning my hands near her head, so that I could taste her lips. Our kiss started slow, but my hips rolled in a tantalizing rhythm. Erin's fingers reached for my hair, pulling me closer as I fucked her harder and harder. The room filled with the sound of our skin slapping together, a symphony of pleasure and passion.

"Oh, Lyric," Erin moaned as I touched her just the right way, causing her to cry out in ecstasy. "I-I'm going to fucking come!"

Her body quivered and shook beneath me as I brought her closer and closer to the edge. I reveled in the power I had over her, the way she was completely at my mercy.

But our moment of passion was rudely interrupted by the sound of someone banging on the wall, followed by a gruff voice yelling, "No one fucking cares!" I glared in the direction of the noise, my irritation growing.

"Aw, poor thing," I purred down to Erin. "Jealous that he can't make a woman scream like I can?"

I increased the intensity of my thrusts, pounding into her with all the strength I possessed. Erin cried out in pleasure, her voice intentionally loud enough to annoy the person next door. I couldn't help but smirk at her perfect brattiness, even as I felt my own body approaching the brink.

"Don't stop," Erin begged, her eyes locked on mine. "Please, don't stop."

Erin's pleading gaze bore into me, her voice ragged with desire as she begged me not to stop. My body was aflame with the intensity of the moment, my craving to cum driving me wild with each passing second. The symphony of her screams and moans echoed through the room, pushing me closer to the brink of ecstasy.

As I plunged deeper into her slick warmth, Erin's body arched off the bed, quivering with the force of her orgasm. The sensation of her tightening around me only intensified my desire, and I knew that I was nearing the edge.

"If I don't stop, I'm going to cum," I growled through gritted teeth, my hips slamming into hers with increasing fervor.

"Fuck it," Erin moaned, her eyes locked onto mine. "Cum inside me, baby. I want you to breed me with that foot long cock." Her words were shockingly filthy, but they sent a jolt of electricity through my veins, and I let out a primal roar as I surrendered to the waves of pleasure crashing over me.

With each powerful thrust, I emptied myself deep inside her, feeling her body convulse beneath me as I filled her with my seed. The sensation of our bodies entwined in pleasure was dizzying, and I knew that I could never get enough of this intoxicating woman.

I couldn’t help but think of what might happen if I got her pregnant. But in that moment, as she quivered, moaned, and looked up to me with fulfillment twinkling in her eyes… did it even matter if I got my best friend pregnant? I wasn’t going to bail because of something like that. If anything, the thought of a life together with Erin was music to my ears.

As our bodies finally stilled, I remained entranced by the sensation of Erin's warm, supple flesh pressed tightly against mine. The heat of our passion lingered in the air like an alluring perfume, and I knew deep down that nothing would ever compare to the rush of desire that she could awaken within me. It was an indescribable feeling, leaving me with an insatiable hunger for more.

I could feel her heart beating wildly against my chest as she whispered, her voice soft and tender, "Lyric, I never thought that I could feel this way about anyone. But you... you're different. You make me feel alive."

Her words were like music to my ears, stirring something within me that I had never felt before. It was as if she had unlocked a part of my soul that I never knew existed. "Erin, you make me feel the same way," I said, my own voice filled with emotion. "I never thought that I could find someone who would accept me for who I am, and yet here you are."

In that moment, as we lay intertwined in each other's arms, I knew that this connection we shared was something truly special. It was a bond that went beyond physical pleasure and deep into the realm of the heart and soul. And as I gazed into her eyes, I knew that I would always crave the passion that only Erin could provide.

The only thing I would have wanted to make this night any better was a damn smoke. As if reading my mind, she chuckled and said, "I don't have any cigarettes, Lyric. But I think we both know that you don't need them anymore."

I smiled in agreement, knowing that the only addiction I craved was the rush of desire that only Erin could give me.

The End


Message from the Author

Thank you for reading this story. If you’re comfortable leaving a review or rating, it would be greatly appreciated. Until next time, please feel free to check out my Amazon page.

I’m supposed to plug my newsletter, but I really don’t use it all that often. Maybe if more people signed up?

I’m also semi-active on Twitter again. Social media isn’t my jam, but I’m there.

Still craving some more impreg futa action? Don’t worry, sweetheart, I’ve got you:

Fertile for the Futa: Triss and a MILF on the Job

Helping my boss's wife shouldn't have been nearly as exciting as it was. Then again, how could I have known that cheating with Bella would have been so easy?

Surely, my boss would find out about it and fire me, but that was a risk I'd be willing to take, especially when Bella was taking a risk by letting me...

Fertile for the Futa: Lacey and a Goth Waitress

Visiting home while on leave from the military shouldn't have been as dull as I expected it to be. Angel changed that for me though. She was the first woman I loved, but I never imagined she would actually be my last. Then again, I never would have expected her to lie to me about being on birth control...
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