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The Lout

Iheard a sigh. And then mutterings. It took my ears time to piece together what my lout of a husband said as he scurried by, unwilling to stop and look at me as he said them.

“I’m going to be short paying Felix again.”

“What?” My lips pressed together tightly, and I stood up from behind the counter and chased after him into the back, where he’d fled to. I didn’t expect anyone to enter the smithy, not with the sun fluttering low on the horizon. We’d already sent Felix home for the day.

I didn’t let him get away. “It’s the third time in as many months. How can’t we afford to pay him, again?”

Albert finally turned around, knowing I wouldn’t just let it go. Once a somewhat handsome man, he’d bulged in all the wrong ways over the past decade. Not even a blacksmith’s muscles survived more than a decade of heavy drinking and indolent slothfulness. He scratched his thinning hair, patchy beard bundling up as his lips tightened.

By comparison, my own slow dip into the late thirties barely added a crease to the corner of my mouth. And I’d heard it all before. Men called me breathtaking, and even if modesty behooved me, I’d confidence enough to agree with them. Joining my attention to health with the blessings the Goddess bestowed upon me, I’d remained the vivacious, elegant – and dare I say, sexy – woman all within the village turned their heads toward whenever I walked by.

As tall as my husband due to a stoop he’d picked up midway through his thirties, I’d long legs and curvaceous hips wrapping around into an ‘ass to die for’ – or so I’d heard commented dozens of times by dozens of men. My fortune didn’t end there. I carried a pair of pendulous, heavy breasts unmatched by any of the hundreds of other women in the village, which strained tightly against the fabric of my blouse. With a stunning face the Goddess likely should have marred in some way to even my blessings with a just a touch of imperfection, I’d earned us far more clientele in our mediocre smithy than my husband deserved. All with just a wink here, a smile there, a soft set of fingers on the arm for the more recalcitrant negotiators.

They always melted easily enough. I wanted to melt Albert right here and now.

“It’s just not been good business this month,” he said, shrugging.

A lie. It pealed as loud as any hammer blow.

“Lord Augin asked us to reshoe all six of his horses just last week. He always pays more than well for the work he asks of us. Don’t lie to me, Albert.”

Which was it this month? Booze, gambling, or something new? I couldn’t determine it, in part because my husband refused to look me in my eyes. Afraid he’d see the scorching ire in my verdant gaze.

“I’m not lying, Cassandra. It’s just how it is. Felix will understand. He’s a good lad.”

Far better than you.

“And if he doesn’t? Albert, he’s handling more than his share of the actual work around here. More than he should, for the pay he’s getting. And our clients love him. He works hard, is always on time with orders, and he’s earning their respect and admiration. What if he decides to request a loan from Lord Augin to start up his own smithy? He’d be competition, then.”

“Ha!” Albert snorted. “And without your flames, he’ll learn the hard way just how laborious it is tending a smithy all on his own.” He shook his head as if my thought lacked any sense.

My jaw tightened at Albert’s dismissal of my concern. Yes, it was true. Thanks to a modicum of training from years back, when I’d considered the path of a sorceress before abandoning it in favor of marrying a man I loved at the time, I could light the flames of our forge with nary an issue. We’d utilized my magic and his determination to become the premier smithy of Londas. Yet, I could feel that title slipping away. My flames remained, but it was Felix’s brawny arms that completed the second half of our crown nowadays. If he left…

“It will be fine,” Albert said. “I’m just a bit short this month. Now, come to bed.”

He made obvious eyes at my bosom, licking his lips like a dog waiting impatiently for a treat it expected. My frown twisted even further. If anything would lead the first wrinkles beneath my eyes, I’d find them here.

“I’ve some clean up and such to handle still,” I said tightly. “And Rue needs sung her lullaby so she can get to sleep.”

“Can’t that wait?” he complained. “I’m thirsty.”

“No, it cannot wait.” Crossing my arms over my breasts, I turned my back on him and stomped back out to the customer area of the smithy. His soft whine followed me, though I heard his footsteps departing out the side door leading to our home just next door to the smithy.

If Felix leaves, we’re ruined, I again thought as I cleaned up the store. Some seventy percent of their clients came to him now, knowing they could avoid delays or mistakes Albert’s unwieldy, oftentimes drunken hands caused. Many of those who did still bring their work to her husband did it due to old friendships.

We can’t survive if Felix leaves. I just have to hope he won’t leave us when he hears the news tomorrow morning.
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The Man I need

Felix shook his head. “I can’t do this anymore.” Those words reverberated throughout the smithy we stood alone in just after dawn, and I could tell he didn’t wish to have said them. Yet, the effect was all the same.

My heart sunk as swiftly as a stone tossed into a well. A well so deep it took me five seconds to hear the splash at the bottom. Sweat clung to my palms as I looked at the tall, muscled blacksmith shaking his head. I’d revealed the news to him the moment he walked in, always arriving just after sunrise – before even my husband, who simply had to roll out of bed and walk next door. A man who appreciated punctuality.

And getting paid, apparently.

“It’s just a small difference this month, Felix,” I said, wincing at the very words filtering from my mouth.

He noticed it too. “This month. Last month’s pay barely reached half of what I was due for my work. Everything was supposed to get squared away this month. Instead, I’m learning the day of my pay that I’m getting stiffed again.”

I cringed a bit as he folded his arms, powerful muscles rippling under the tightness of his dark tunic. He was right, of course. There was no excuse. And yet… I couldn’t let him go. Albert might not deserve a roof over his head, but our little girl did. No nine-year-old should suffer because of her father’s indolence.

“Felix, please. I’m asking you to stay. Just… one more month. You’ll see. I’ll make sure you’re paid as you deserve.”

He swept a hand through his thick hair, muscles along his side lean and powerful stretching before my eyes. Such a man. He’d strong, hardworking hands, dark eyes that glinted and caught the very sparks his hammer made upon the molten steel. I’d watched him over the past two years, in ways unbecoming of a married woman. Enamored by the tight flex of his jaw whenever he lagged or made a mistake, and doubly so by the whiteness he bared when he grinned at a job well done.

The former strained itself across his chiseled jaw, and I could tell he wasn’t happy to say the things he did.

“I can’t stay without getting paid, Cass. Three months. I’ve been patient. I’ve been understanding. But I don’t really have a good enough reason to trust that things will change.”

“I know. I know you have.” My heartbeat raced. “There must be some way we can work this out.” My tongue flitted out to wet my lips, and a half-formed idea slipped between them. “Some way.”

Felix’s gaze narrowed, a glimmer of understanding under a pile of confusion shining through. I watched, feeling an elation I’d never felt before, as his mouth parted slightly. He didn’t speak, didn’t move. My eyes trailed down his strapping torso until it arrived at a sign louder than any shout. I licked my lips again, the thought fully formed. Taboo, salacious, wanton.

I wanted him to stay. No matter what it took.

Taking advantage of his momentary stupor, I sidled closer to him. The windows to the storefront remained barred, yet the door was unlocked. Anyone could have walked in. Somehow, that heated up the first furnace lit within the smithy that day. No magic required.

“I don’t…” He trailed off, and I could practically taste the heat of desire rolling off him in my direction. What exactly was he imagining, I wondered?

Like the other men of Landos, I’d felt his gaze lingering on me numerous times before. In a closer proximity to me than any man than Albert over the past couple years, he’d plentily drank his fill of my alluring form. I’d caught him gaping when I bent over, my pillowy butt straining against my skirts, or on the hottest summer days when I unbuttoned some of my blouse and let him – and I did let him – peer at my forbidden mountains when I brought him a glass of water. I wouldn’t lie. Knowing I still possessed the beauty to captivate such a stunning man electrified me. It had then. It definitely did now, as the unspoken illicitness of my suggestion smoldered in the air.

“Please, Felix. We can work something out. I just know it.”

“A deal. What are you offering? Tell me.”

I shivered at the authority in his voice. I’d lit a furnace. I couldn’t back down now, not before I fed it something to melt within its mouth. I was a blacksmith’s wife, after all.

“I could offer… services,” I said, a nervous trill to my voice. While I might possess all the looks of a femme fatale, I’d only been with one man other than Albert – a clumsy, groping affair in my teenage years.

Felix’s hands lifted slowly from his sides. My breath caught as his calloused fingers alighted upon the highest of the many buttons trailing down my blouse. I stood there, affixed as a statue to its plinth, waiting, wondering… hoping.

“Services of what kind?”

His words caused me another shiver. My heart beat a furious crescendo within my breast, and long entombed desires sprang up through the cracks within their sarcophagus. And all the while he waited, unblinking, silent, waiting for me to speak aloud my sordid deal. The heat of his fingertips practically scalded the skin beneath my dress.

“I’ve seen the way you look at me,” I said, in a meek bid to regain some semblance of authority in our negotiations. “You know what kind.”

I lifted my chin ever so slightly, holding his gaze, knowing he must see the anticipation within them bubbling up like boiling water. I clenched my jaw tight as he slowly undid the first button, revealing fair skin just above my collarbone. His gaze fell lower, a ravenous hunger rippling through their darkness.

“I’ll still hear you say it, so there’s no confusion about what I’ll receive if I stay.”

Swallowing dryly, I let my gaze trend down his long torso, until I could see the furious erection the Goddess had gifted him straining tightly to free itself. My pulse pounded in my neck, at my wrists, clamoring like a prisoner knowing his day of freedom approached, the guards heading his way.

“My breasts,” I said. “Yours, to grope or kiss or suck whenever you like. I’ve seen you stare hungrily at them often.”

“Everyone stares at them like that,” Felix said. His fingers trailed lower, then undid two more buttons. He took his time, drawing out each instance, letting his rough thumb rub against my soft skin. As he undid the lower button, hints of my massive cleavage spilled out. His thumb poured molten heat into me as he rubbed his thumb back and forth over the tops of both orbs.

“But only you would get to touch them,” I said, shivering beneath his touch.

“Whenever I want?”

“S-so long as we won’t be found out.”

Felix’s eyes flicked back up to mine for but a moment, only to return to my buttons afterward. “What else of you will I own?”

Own. I shivered. Goddess.

“You can play with the rest of me, of course,” I hurriedly said, strangely fearful that he might not realize it.

He undid another button, and the weight of my breasts against my blouse felt like a tidal wave crashing against a faltering levee. “I’ll want to kiss my woman.”

Something about that, strange given that I’d just offered him my body to grope or run his mouth across, seemed unimaginably taboo. I blushed at the realization, as though I was some adolescent girl getting butterflies in her stomach over the prospect of a kiss.

“You can.”

“Then kiss me.”

“N-now?”

Felix’s eyes flashed with maverick intent. “We’re about to do far more than that.”

“But my husband could arrive any minute,” I protested, glancing toward the door.

“We both know Albert is an hour away, at least. We need a way to seal this deal of ours. So I can know you speak the truth.”

My heart pounded, conflict raising itself like a geyser within my chest. Did I really want to do this? Could I really do this? My eyes raised as Felix leaned in, fingers still on the next button on my blouse. He didn’t take the kiss, but instead lingered close enough that our breath burned across the other’s face. I understood.

I moved forward the remainder of the distance, and the first kiss I’d shared with a man other than my husband violated me with such electricity that I nearly fell to my knees. Our lips melded, hot, breathless, yearning need combining into a storm of passion. I felt his hands undo another of my buttons, one of them inserting themselves into my blouse, passing by the defenses of my lingerie without issue.

Yessss, I thought as his large hand consumed my breast, finding my nipple as hard as stone. He pressed forcefully against it, groping with the need of a man who’d imagined doing so for many long years. I leaned into it, and the vibrations of my sultry moan echoed against his lips.

Now you can do it whenever you like. That thought burst with heat throughout my body.

But then he pulled back, hand retreating, not going further as I wished. He let the kiss linger a moment longer, but that too ended far too soon. As I physically cringed at the absence of his touch, his hands returned to my button. Once undone, little would keep my breasts from spilling out like loaves of bread rising in the kiln.

“What do you plan to do for me?” he asked. “We didn’t cover that part yet.”

“My hands and mouth and breasts are yours,” I swiftly swore, needing this to continue. Needing him. “Anywhere you require them go, they will.”

“And that is all?” he asked coolly, somehow smothering the desire in his eyes behind a veil of dark iron.

“I-I’m… married,” I breathlessly explained. “There’s a limit to what I’m capable of providing.”

“Is that right?”

I could sense his next words, but I could not allow them their existence. “My breasts lactate, still,” I hurriedly spouted. “Ever since I had Rue, milk flows freely from them if… if I’m properly aroused. You can have that, too, whenever you like. E-even if Albert is here.”

The hunger flared to life within Felix’s gaze. Or the thirst, more aptly. He undid the final button needed to then slip my shoulders out of my blouse. I hastily slipped my black brassiere off, revealing my most powerful weapons to him brazenly. The points of my nipples protruded so stiffly it hurt.

“I have a lot of milk to give,” I said, a final bid to earn his agreement to stay.

Felix’s fingertips traced my breasts, exploring their heavy weight. “Let’s put that to the test, then.”

“Then you agree?”

“We’ll see.”

His mouth sealed away my response, and I found myself spun around as his hands latched onto my hips. He pushed me back, my butt bumping against the counter as he leaned into me with his roaring hunger – and I back into him. Years without satisfaction, often replaced with derision toward the man I’d given up so much for, spurned me forward. Wantonly, greedily, I accepted the strong hands as they clutched onto my enormous breasts.

“Let me please you,” I panted as our lips parted, eyes wide, breath short.

“Later. I can tell how pent-up you are. I’ll fix that. You’ll never worry about feeling that way again.”

His hands kneaded into my breasts, working them like firm dough. Their round shape melted before his powerful hands, and I moaned as he brought his mouth to one’s nipple.

“I’m thirsty,” he said, tongue roving around my nipple.

“Take all you need,” I hissed passionately, bending back, needing to steady myself against the counter with my hands. Fullness swelled within my breasts, a tingling charge that consumed them.

His mouth fell onto my nipple, pushing in my breast. He bit softly, then slightly harder, hands squeezing my orb together from both sides. A guttural groan bounced throughout the room as he drank what I offered. Unlike Albert, who clutched me like a child when I would let him enjoy himself, Felix’s powerful hand planted itself upon my lower back as he drank my milk. And his eyes never moved from mine, staring unblinkingly at me as he took what I offered.

No. What he owns.

That perilous thought sent me to a bliss I’d not experienced. Milk leaked from my other swollen nipple, and the young blacksmith noticed. Removing his mouth with a soft plop from my first breast, he moved over the second. Lapping up what had already spilled, he consumed my nipple there too, and I gleefully quivered at the electrifying sensations upon my nipple.

“Hike your skirts up,” he commanded, drawing his mouth from my breast for a moment.

Alarm, trepidation, and a yearning I struggled to smother purled through my mind. “I-I mean it. We can’t have sex. Anything else, I swear. But not that.”

“Hike up your skirts,” he repeated, never breaking eye contact.

Uncertainty still tolled within me, but I obeyed. Clutching my dress, I hiked my skirts up to my thighs. I watched his hands closely, ready to let go if they made for his belt buckle. Both a sigh of relief and desire trilled through me as his hand ran across the smoothness of my inner thigh. Relieving me of my undergarments swiftly, I quivered and bit my lower lip as he returned his mouth to my breast for another drink.

“Lay back.”

I’d only a moment to register his words before he lifted me, laying me across the counter as easily as if he’d manipulated a sheaf of parchment. He climbed one knee onto the counter beside my splayed form, still barraging my breasts with his attention. Yet, I’d only thought for the fingers venturing up my inner thighs, alighting my body, causing my breaths to stilt and shudder.

“You’re soaking wet,” he said, taking a brief opportunity to whisper into my ear.

“Yes!” I moaned, anticipation barreling through me as his fingers graced the boundaries of my slick folds. “For you! For you!”

His mouth bit softly on the lobe of my ear, then my throat, then back upon my breasts. “How you’ll be every day.”

His thumb found my clit easily, massaging it. I immediately sucked in a deep burst of breath, and I realized just then how long it’d been since I’d felt even a glimmer of what I felt now, losing the battle to my first orgasm before it’d barely even begun.

“Fuck!” I cried, struggling not to curl in around the source of my pleasure like a folding flower.

“It’s barely even started,” Felix whispered, thumb giving me no respite.

My head lolled back the moment he inserted two fingers into my tight pussy, and then I saw stars. Thick and deep, they explored my body, all the way until his knuckles brushed against my folds. As my vision returned, I looked at an upside-down view of the door and our shuttered windows. And as he began to work his fingers in slow rhythmic thrusts, I could not lift it.

“Goddess, yes! Why did I wait so long for this?!”

Felix sped up, each thrust piling through me until I felt I might lose my mind. The brim of madness subsumed me, and I could not cease the intensity of my growing moans and pleas for more. Unbridled, raw lust spilled out from every orifice, soaking his fingers in heat and wetness, bouncing throughout the room in the sultry moans I could not contain. When he redoubled his efforts upon my breasts, I shrieked and convulsed into another orgasm.

Another followed just a couple minutes later. Tirelessly, with the great stamina he’d built up as a blacksmith over the past few years, he forced me over the edge again and again. I’d no self-control, no resistance. If I could have spoken, I knew the wanton utterances – the taboo request – I’d have pleaded for.

Fuckkkk meeeee!

Yet, I was not so gone that my ears, even pounding with the rush of blood and ecstasy, did not hear the footfalls. My eyes kept enough of their cone of vision to see the shadow behind the crack in the shutters of our window. A panicked gasp escaped me.

“Wait, waitttt!” I hissed. “Someone’s… coming!”

“Yes, you,” Felix said, grinning at me, not diverting his gaze from my face. His middle finger suddenly pressed into a new area within my tight walls, and I clamped my teeth together as the hardest orgasm I’d felt so far bled through the gaps in my teeth.

My head fell back. I saw the shadow pass over to the second window, the one closest to our door. I could barely lift my head, much less my arms. Felix either didn’t realize or didn’t care. And I couldn’t stop him.

Instead, my lecherous body came again, tightening and then exploding at the exact moment the individual outside would have reached the door. Had the door opened, my husband, or perhaps a villager with a request in the early morning, would have found my half-naked body splayed out on the counter like a wanton whore, completely consumed in the throes of passion with the younger man dominating me so easily.

And it was easy, I realized. I’d wanted this, I must have. I’d barely negotiated a thing. I’d practically handed myself over to Felix, ready for his sublime talent for bending metal to bend me to his whim. Heat scorched my cheeks as I realized it. Realized what kind of woman I truly was.

It might be for the best if Albert and the rest of the village realized it too.

But the door did not open. I saw a shadow pass by the window on the opposite side of the door. Someone passing by, not entering. Not seeing me for the depraved, dominated woman Felix had revealed me as.

And I almost felt… disappointed. It fluttered within my breast, a poignant, confusing thing for me to realize, and looking upon it caused me to blush crimson. But I’d no time to think, for Felix remained in motion, sending fire through my breasts and my pussy in a coordinated assault upon my self-control. The bestial throes that wracked me next sent tears to my eyes.

“I’m cumming!” I shrieked, in a voice so loud that the passerby might have heard it.

Felix held me there, letting us both feel the trembling pulsations of my orgasm. He took his mouth from my nipples, stained with the milk that had escaped his thirst, and kissed me again. I wrapped my arms around his neck, holding him there, our tongues roving around the others passionately. All the while, his fingers absorbed the embers of my shuddering.

His hands moved down to my nipples, massaging, tweaking, and teasing them further. Keeping my body smoldering hot, my mind in a lustful haze. Absorbed in his work like a true craftsman, I dug my nails into his back, clutching him as if I might lose him forever if he let go.

“You’re going to cum for me every single day,” he breathed into my ear, his hands sinking into my breasts.

“Yes! Anywhere, anytime!” My hands weakly lost their grip, but I managed to keep them wrapped around his neck. “I’m yours!”

“I want to cum deep inside of you.”

“M-my throat?” I asked, knowing he didn’t mean there, but hoping to maintain at least a semblance of decency – if that were even possible at this point. “You could take me like this, grab onto my breasts, fill me like your plaything.”

The idea caused his eyes to smolder, and it sent a gush of heat through my womb seeing him respond so passionately to my suggestion. But he shook his head, a slow smile titillating me further.

“Next time. Today, I’m claiming you in full. Do you understand?”

No, the one fractured piece of decency within me still whispered. That’s the one thing you can’t do. You can’t. The pleasure, it will be too much.

“Felix, I… I…”

A door opened. Both our eyes widened. We looked in unison at the front door. It remained closed.

Then…

Felix helped me stand as we both looked into the back, into the forge itself. With a split set of curtains falling as a barrier, my husband, finally arriving, did not see us. The sounds of his heavy, sluggish footfalls resounded across the forge’s hard surface. Grumbling to himself about something I could not make out, I heard the clinking of metal as he gathered up his tools.

“We have to get ourselves decent,” I whispered, slipping my brassiere back into place, trying to redo my buttons.

Felix’s hands stopped me, and my heart leapt with trepidation. I looked at him, letting him see my fears, but he still did not let go.

“I do not accept your offer,” he said, bending forward to seize another kiss from me. “Not as it is now, anyhow.”

He released me, and my knees quivered out of exhaustion, anxiety, and fear. He walked around the counter and departed through the front door, not sparing a single look over his shoulder. The sound of the door closing behind him caused me more grief than any noise I’d ever known.
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My Solution

The sounds of my fury sizzled far louder than any molten iron did within our smithy. I’d had enough. The fool across from me only raised my hackles even higher, sharper.

“What if he doesn’t come back?!” I hissed at Albert, only ten minutes after Felix had left. Panic lacerated my skin in harsh, unyielding blows, and had since the moment he’d departed.

Albert waved a dismissive hand through the air. “He will. He’ll think it over, take a night’s rest, and come to his senses. We’ll see him here tomorrow, probably too embarrassed to even mention his little rebellion.”

“And if he isn’t?!” I seethed. It was all I could do to withhold the vitriol roiling about in my stomach, joined to the anxiety and trepidation caused by Felix’s departure. “What then, you fool?!”

Albert looked at me, frowning deeply. “Whatever is the matter with you? Felix will be back tomorrow, so calm your theatrics. You’ll see.”

He turned back to setting up his tools so he could create a set of nails old Roman had requested a week ago for a new shed. Already two days late from their initial promise date.

“No, you’ll see,” I snarled, such hate for the lout I’d wasted so many years beside that I couldn’t stand to look at him. Before he could ask after my meaning, if he even would have cared to inquire after it, I spun on my heel and stomped back to the front room. He didn’t pursue me.

I spent the bulk of the day alone. Few customers came in today, and those who did wisely left unmentioned the permanent scowl affixed to my face. Sundown carried the last of them out of the smithy, and I soon heard Albert depart the smithy through the side door without even once coming out to speak to me further.

Elbows on the counter, I dropped my head into my hands. The anxiety didn’t fade. Maybe it was a ploy of Felix’s. Maybe what I’d offered today was enough to keep him here. If I went home and slept on it, I might see him tomorrow, where we’d cement the ground rules I’d set up and, with luck, see to both our carnal fulfilment. I’d a body every man in Londas sought. And I’d skills tomorrow I could reveal to Felix that would curl his toes.

It's fine. It’ll be fine.

Yet, try as I might, as I cleaned up the smithy, I could not untwist the writhing knot within my belly. That I might not see him tomorrow, or the day after. That I might not again experience the passion I’d felt today, still emblazoned like a brand within my mind hours later. I wished for it, yearned for it… needed it.

Oh, Goddess, forgive me.

Once I finished cleaning the front area of the smithy, I made a quick set of preparations, and then I departed. Nightfall on the horizon, I did not take the quick path to the home next door. No, I’d only one place to head. It pulled me along like a wisp of fresh aromas would a starving beggar. I’d enough sense to avoid the road, slipping between houses so that my odd nighttime journey went unspotted by the night owls of Londas.

It was not long until I rapt my knuckles upon a door they’d never known, heart pounding, mind shifting like the tide between panicked and hopeful. Each second that passed bled through me like dry agony, a gasp of breath I couldn’t seize. It taunted me as I waited, holding me there, yet bringing forth one wretched thought – new and venomous.

What if it’s already too late? What will I do then?

The door opened before I could come to grips with what such a horrid future might entail.

“Cassandra,” Felix said, looking me over without an emotional response. He’d bathed himself at some point in the day, now wearing a white tunic that hugged his muscles tightly. I basked in them for only a moment before I found my voice.

“Felix, hello,” I said, perspiration on the back of my neck prickling my skin like a thousand needles.

“Is there something you need?”

Just looking at him charged my body with a reminder of our previous interaction. My body buzzed yearnfully for another go. No, not just another round like back at the smithy.

“I’d like to come inside,” I said, mustering the courage I needed. The walls crumbled within me.

Without pause, Felix stepped out of my path, and I – a touch of confidence sparking with new life due to his allowance – stepped into his abode. Built with the help of the village when he’d come of age a few years ago, it was a fine place, sturdy and well-built. But I’d no interest in seeing his bedroom or anything else of his home. Not tonight, at least.

“I’ve reconsidered our deal,” I said, looking him in the eye.

“Have you?” He raised an eyebrow, surely noticing the twin peaks protruding from my dress. And understanding how he could see it.

“Yes.” This time, I undid the buttons of my blouse, taking it slow, enticing his gaze to follow along as I revealed my lack of a brassiere. I’d more to reveal, as well.

“I’m… glad,” he said, momentarily tongue-tied. I reveled in his response, emboldened and charmed and far too fucking aroused to wait any longer.

I stepped up to him, then slid by him. He’d a small couch beside a low table with the remnants of a mostly finished meal atop it. Excitement tingled within my fingertips as I placed my hands on the back of that couch, presenting my ass to him. I didn’t need an ounce of foreplay to soak me. Not tonight. From the moment I’d made my decision, my anticipation for this exact moment inflamed my body.

“Fuck me, Felix,” I said, purring as I looked over my shoulder at him. I waited, presenting myself as the perfect pet he could dominate. “Ravish me. Tonight. Tomorrow. In the morning, in the afternoon, in the evening.”

“I won’t unless I can have all of you.”

I licked my lips, and the words found their way to freedom. “You can have all of me.”

My toes curled in delight as he worked his erection – which I’d spotted the moment I showed up at his door – free. The massive spear he revealed put Albert’s to shame. Elation and excitement overcame every other thought. I wiggled my ass for him as he moved nearer, inviting, willing, subservient to his lustful release. I’d no foolish expectations about the place he’d lay his seed. I’d no objections. Not anymore.

As soon as he hiked up my skirts around my lower back, he hissed with his own delight. His hand roamed across my bare ass, squeezing and tending to its ampleness.

“It’s yours,” I said, thrilling in the lust bellowing within his eyes. “Whenever you want it. However you want it.”

His fingers checked my folds, found them slick and inviting. He understood and didn’t waste any time.

“You’re mine,” he whispered, running a hand up my back as he angled his cock for his first thrust into my tight tunnel.

“I’m yours,” I agreed, biting my lip as I felt him nestle in close.

The first promised thrust pierced me to my core. He came in exactly as I’d needed, firm and filling. All the way in, not stopping until he hollowed me out. My eyelids fluttered at how deep he reached. I had never realized I possessed such depths, or that something might venture to them.

“Goddess,” Felix groaned, his hand pressing down hard upon my back.

I ducked my head, seeing only the floor, grinning to myself as my walls trembled and vibrated against his enormous cock. After a few moments sunk deep inside me, he pulled out, beginning to thrust with a rhythm that caused us both to sing our passion in pants and grunts and pleas to the Goddess Herself.

He sped up, and his force as he buried his cock into my slick folds caused the couch to creak and scratch against the floor. All conscious thought fled me. The sounds of our messy copulating echoed throughout his home. My hips thrust without my control, chasing to meet each thrust so that the loud slaps of our skin joined the cacophony.

We turned into animals, primal passion our only meal. I cried out louder with each thrust into me. I needed every fucking one of them.

His second hand reached up to straighten my hair, then drop it over my shoulder. He bent against me, mounting me at a better angle for his hard thrusts, and grabbed ahold of one of my breasts. He squeezed the nipple between his fingers, pinching and pulling until my milk flowed freely once more.

“It’s going to waste,” I mewled playfully, wishing he’d put his mouth there again.

“There’ll be more, especially since I’m going to impregnate you here tonight.”

I gasped, yet it was only half-earnest. I’d known. I’d come knowing. I’d come wanting.

I shoved my face against the back of his couch, groaning so gutturally that anyone who’d heard would have mistaken me for a wildcat or other feral creature in heat. My hips quaked as I struggled to keep myself up, to avoid disappointing Felix with my lack of practice. I swore a thousand nights like this one, until perfection was all we knew together. Anything, so long as this carnal bliss never ended.

Faster and harder we fucked, the crescendo mounting to its final sonorous note. I let out a yowling moan as he hissed with pleasure, tightening my walls just as I felt his explosion’s imminence. We arrived there together.

“I’m cumming!” Our voices melded into one, then separated as we spoke different words.

“Fill me! Fucking breed me!” I begged.

“You’re mine, Cassandra! I’m going to!”

He flooded me, emptying his balls into my willing cunt. I screamed his name, begging him to breed me again, then saw nothing as my eyes rolled back. He pierced me and unleashed himself inside of me, filling me with torrent I’d no choice but to accept in full. Mind, body, and soul accepted the gushing torrent inside of me. In nine months, I’d give him his child.

I felt his second, third, and fourth spurts inside me, then the weight of his head upon my back. Hands tight on my breasts, we stood there, locked in place and panting lustily as we fought to remain standing. My grip on the couch grew weak, and the two of us sagged to the floor together.

“That was amazing,” I said once I’d heaved enough burning air to find my voice.

“The best moment of my life,” he said, giving to me a pride I’d not known in years.

We laid there together, and I did not return to my home until nearly the crack of dawn. We made love two more times, just to be certain I wouldn’t head home without his seed quickened within my womb.

I knew nothing but smiles as we clung to one another in between our bouts of sinful delight. I’d started my day paranoid about how I would provide for myself, for Rue, and carrying far too much resentment toward my sham of a marriage for far too long. I left Felix’s home, but not before he grabbed my wrist.

“This is your home now,” he said. “And Rue’s, if she needs one. I want you, Cassandra. To have you and hold you.”

“It’ll take some time, so it’s easy on Rue,” I said, but I quickly brushed aside any lingering fears. “But yes. That is what I want too.”

And I’d become a woman who took what she wanted now, who did not linger in an unloving home. Felix did not return to the smithy, as we’d originally discussed. Instead, he spoke to Lord Augin and gained himself that smithy he’d dreamed of running. Hardworking and now with ample reason to forge ahead, he needed only two years to establish himself properly as the premier smith of Londas.

Albert needed only half that time to completely run his reputation into the ground. I didn’t even lift a finger to hamper him. He did it all himself, eventually losing all but his most loyal of customers to Felix. Lord Augin himself, tired of the numerous complaints levied toward Albert for his shoddy work, restricted him to the most banal of creations.

It took time, more than I would have preferred, but before our son reached his fifth birthday, he, his half-sister, and I – pregnant with another child of his making - arrived at Felix’s doorstep. Where we were welcomed. And loved.

The village talked, of course. Albert hurled claims aplenty at us, though Felix and I’d both taken steps to ensure they could never be proven. And with Lord Augin’s respect and favor, he swept away the issue entirely.

Finally, I knew happiness when I woke up beside a man who loved me, who treasured me, who did not take me for granted. I rewarded him mightily, revealing a woman capable of so much more than lighting forges with her magic. When I called Felix the luckiest man in all of Londas, he disagreed only so that he could claim himself the luckiest man of any village, anywhere.

I curled his toes with the reward I gave him for those words.

THE END


AUTHOR’S NOTE

Thank you for taking the time to read my story. If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a review. It is immensely helpful!

To read more stories I’ve published on Amazon, check out the links below. There is much more to come.

To keep up with new releases and hear what I’m working on in the upcoming days and weeks, you can sign up to my newsletter.

Thanks so much,

Jenna Albright
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