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Chapter 1: The Researcher Meets His Volunteer

The humid air of Lustopia’s southern wilds clung to my skin as I descended the hidden stone staircase leading beneath the moss-covered hill. My boots echoed softly against the worn steps, each one taking me deeper into the earth and closer to my newest assignment. At twenty-eight, I was no stranger to the sensual dangers of monster girl research. I’d spent years documenting, inspecting, and—most deliciously—breeding with all manner of exotic females across the realm. Mermaids with their shimmering tails that could magically part into soft, eager human legs and dripping pussies. Harpies whose feathered bodies quivered when I filled their cloacas. Even the occasional slime girl whose entire gelatinous form could mold itself around my cock like warm, sucking honey.
 
But a lamia… this would be my first.
 
I pushed open the heavy wooden door at the bottom of the stairs, and warm, golden light spilled out to greet me. The underground lair was surprisingly cozy—far more inviting than I had imagined. Smooth stone walls were draped with soft woven tapestries in deep blues and silvers. A large hearth crackled with a gentle fire, filling the air with the scent of burning cedar and something sweeter, like wild honey and crushed herbs. Low, plush cushions and furs covered the floor around a low table already set with a simple meal: fresh bread, sliced fruits, roasted meat, and a pitcher of what smelled like lightly fermented berry wine.
 
And there she was.
 
Lami.
 
She rose gracefully from the cushions to welcome me, her movements fluid and sinuous even before her tail came into full view. Long, flowing blue hair cascaded down her back like a midnight waterfall, shimmering with an almost iridescent sheen under the lantern light. Her face was breathtaking—high cheekbones, full lips curved in a pleasant, cool smile, and those piercing blue eyes with vertical, snake-like irises that made her gaze feel both ancient and dangerously intimate. Her porcelain skin looked flawless, smooth as polished marble yet warm with life. Large, heavy breasts strained gently against the thin, silky fabric she wore, the deep valley of her cleavage drawing my eyes before I could stop myself. Her waist was slim and elegant, flaring out into wide, fertile hips that promised the kind of breeding pleasure every researcher dreamed of.
 
Below her human torso, her body transitioned into a long, powerful serpent tail of glossy blue scales that coiled lazily behind her. The scales caught the firelight, shifting between deep sapphire and electric cyan. It was beautiful… and undeniably alien. I felt a flicker of hesitation. I had bred mermaids before, their fish tails parting magically into perfect human legs and slick, welcoming cunts, but a lamia’s lower half was far more… permanent in appearance. Would she even have a pussy I could properly penetrate? Would the scales interfere? My cock twitched at the thought, half curious, half uncertain.
 
Lami’s cool smile widened slightly, as if she could read every filthy thought crossing my mind. Her snake-like pupils narrowed with amusement.
 
“Don’t worry about it, researcher~” she purred, her voice smooth and slightly husky, carrying a faint sibilant hiss that sent a shiver down my spine. “I can shift forms just like the mermaids you’ve bred before. You’ll see soon enough.”
 
Heat rushed to my face—and to my groin. She had addressed my unspoken concern so casually, so confidently. My cock thickened inside my trousers at the promise in her tone.
 
“I’m Dickard Brieder,” I said, stepping fully into the warm lair and closing the door behind me. “Monster researcher, assigned to study and… facilitate lamia-human hybrid breeding. It’s an honor to meet you, Lami.”
 
She inclined her head, blue hair sliding over one bare shoulder. “Lami. Twenty-nine summers. Ripe, fertile, and very willing to assist in your research.” Her vertical pupils flicked down my body, lingering openly on the growing bulge between my legs. “You look strong and healthy. Good. I like that in a mate.”
 
The word “mate” rolled off her tongue with delicious intent. My pulse quickened.
 
She gestured gracefully toward the low table. “Come. Sit. Share a light meal with me first. We have time. The inspection can wait until we’re both comfortable.”
 
I joined her on the thick cushions. The air was warm, scented with her presence—something clean and faintly musky, like cool river stones mixed with sweet feminine arousal. We ate and talked. She asked about my previous work with mermaid girls, her cool blue eyes sparkling with genuine curiosity as I described how their tails would shimmer and split open to reveal soft pink folds already dripping with seawater and slick. She laughed softly, a low, sibilant sound that made my balls tighten.
 
“I can do something similar,” she murmured, spearing a piece of fruit with a delicate claw and bringing it to her lips. “Though my serpent half is… more involved. You’ll feel it when the time comes.”
 
Every word from her carried a subtle, lewd promise. My cock was now fully hard, pressing uncomfortably against my clothing as I watched her full breasts rise and fall with each breath. Her nipples were faintly visible through the thin fabric, stiff little peaks that begged to be sucked.
 
After the meal, Lami poured us each a cup of the berry wine. It was light, sweet, and slightly tart on the tongue. We drank slowly, the fire crackling beside us, the cozy underground space wrapping around us like a lover’s embrace. The conversation flowed easily—her life in the underground lair, how she enjoyed hunting small game in the forests above and brewing her own herbal alcohols. I told her about the thrill of discovering new monster girl anatomies, the intense pleasure of successful breedings, the way some girls’ bodies were perfectly adapted to milk every drop from a human cock.
 
As the wine warmed my blood, my gaze kept drifting to her body. Those heavy breasts. The elegant curve of her waist. The powerful blue-scaled tail that occasionally shifted with a soft, dry rustle against the furs. I wondered how it would feel coiled around me. How tight her eventual pussy would be. Whether her cool reptilian skin would contrast deliciously with the wet heat I knew waited inside her.
 
Lami set her empty cup down and leaned forward slightly, her massive breasts pressing together invitingly. Her snake eyes locked onto mine with cool, predatory hunger.
 
“I can feel your excitement, Dickard,” she whispered, voice low and intimate. “Your scent has changed. You’re eager to begin the official breeding inspection.”
 
My cock throbbed hard at her words. “I am,” I admitted, voice rough. “Very eager.”
 
She smiled again, that pleasant cool expression now laced with unmistakable arousal. Her long blue tail gave a slow, sensual flick.
 
“Then let us move to business,” she said, rising gracefully from the cushions. Her hips swayed as she moved, the transition from human torso to powerful serpent body somehow both elegant and deeply erotic. “The inspection begins now.”
 
The warm air of the lair suddenly felt thicker, heavier with anticipation. My heart pounded as I stood, already imagining peeling away what little clothing she wore, spreading her open, and exploring every inch of her exotic lamia body with my hands, my mouth, and eventually my cock.
 
Lami’s vertical pupils dilated with clear hunger as she watched me approach.
 
“Shall we begin, researcher?” she asked softly, her cool voice promising pleasures both familiar and deliciously alien.
 
I swallowed, my erection straining painfully against my trousers, every sense alive with the scent, sight, and promise of the gorgeous lamia before me.
 
“Yes,” I breathed. “Let’s begin.”




Chapter 2: Naked Inspection and Full Body Examination

I stood there in the warm glow of Lami’s underground lair, heart hammering against my ribs as the moment I had been anticipating finally arrived. The air felt thicker now, charged with the scent of cedar smoke, sweet berry wine, and the faint, clean musk that seemed to rise naturally from her cool porcelain skin. My cock was already painfully hard from our conversation, straining against the front of my trousers like an eager beast scenting its mate.
 
Lami’s cool, teasing smile never left her lips as she reached up with graceful hands and began to shed her simple clothing. The thin, silky fabric slipped from her shoulders first, sliding down her arms with a soft whisper and pooling at the base of her serpentine tail. Her breathtaking humanoid upper body was revealed in all its glory.
 
Her massive breasts spilled free, heavy and full, swaying gently with the motion. They were perfect—large, rounded globes of soft, yielding flesh capped with dusky pink nipples that had already stiffened into tight little peaks from the cool air and the heat of my gaze. Her slim waist flared dramatically into wide, fertile hips that promised an ideal cradle for breeding. Every inch of her porcelain skin looked flawless under the lantern light, smooth and luminous, almost glowing with an inner coolness that contrasted sharply with the warmth radiating from the hearth.
 
I was utterly mesmerized. My mouth went dry as I drank in the sight of those heavy tits, imagining how they would feel overflowing my palms, how her nipples would taste when I sucked them deep into my mouth. My eyes traced the elegant curve of her spine down to where her human torso blended seamlessly into the long, powerful blue-scaled serpent tail that coiled lazily behind her on the furs.
 
But even in my awe, a practical researcher’s question lingered in the back of my mind. The serpent lower body was magnificent—glossy sapphire scales catching the firelight—but how exactly would we fuck? Would her cloaca be hidden beneath those scales? Would it even feel like a proper pussy?
 
Lami noticed my hesitation immediately. Her vertical snake-like irises narrowed with amusement, and she let out a soft, sibilant chuckle that sent a shiver straight to my balls.
 
With a teasing smile, she reached down toward the junction where her human hips met the serpent body. Then, as casually as if she were removing a living scaly skirt, she “slipped off” the lower half.
 
The powerful blue tail seemed to shimmer and retract, scales folding and melting away like liquid sapphire until it simply… detached. In its place stood a pair of perfect, fully human legs. Thick, juicy thighs that looked soft enough to sink my fingers into, flaring into a big, soft, heart-shaped ass that jiggled slightly with the movement. Between those plush thighs nestled a cute, puffy pussy already glistening with arousal, the outer lips plump and smooth, the inner folds a delicate pink that peeked out invitingly. Her mound was completely hairless, the porcelain skin there just as flawless as the rest of her.
 
My breath caught in my throat. It was like she had been wearing a living, scaly garment the entire time, and now she stood before me completely human from the waist down—tall, curvaceous, and dripping with readiness. The transition was seamless and utterly convenient. My cock throbbed hard at the sight of her thick thighs, that big soft ass, and the cute little cunt already shining with slick nectar.
 
“See?” Lami purred, her voice low and husky, that faint hiss making my spine tingle. “Just like the mermaids. No need to worry, researcher. My body is made for this.”
 
She stepped closer on those perfect legs, hips swaying with natural seduction. The faint scent of her arousal hit me—clean, slightly cool, with an exotic reptilian undertone that made my mouth water. I could see a thin string of her clear juices already stretching from her pussy lips to the inside of one thigh.
 
“Touch me,” she invited softly, spreading her arms slightly so her heavy breasts lifted and bounced. “Inspect every inch. This is what you came for.”
 
I didn’t need to be told twice.
 
My hands moved to her massive breasts first. They were even heavier than they looked, overflowing my palms as I cupped and squeezed them firmly. The cool porcelain skin was incredibly soft, yielding under my fingers like warm silk over firm flesh. I kneaded them slowly, watching the way they deformed and bounced back, the weight of them making my cock twitch with every squeeze. Her nipples hardened further under my thumbs as I circled and pinched them gently, rolling the stiff peaks between my fingers until Lami let out a soft, pleased hiss.
 
“Mmm… your hands are warm,” she murmured, her snake eyes half-lidded with arousal as she watched me explore her. “So much warmer than my body. It feels good.”
 
I ran my palms over the rest of her cool skin—down her slim waist, over the wide flare of her hips, tracing the perfect curve of her ass. Everything felt flawless, smooth, and deliciously cool to the touch, like holding polished stone that had been left in shade. Yet beneath that cool exterior, I could feel the heat of her living arousal building.
 
Lami turned slowly for me, giving me a full view. When she bent forward slightly and arched her back, her big soft ass presented itself beautifully—two plump, rounded cheeks that parted just enough to reveal the tight pink pucker of her anus and the glistening slit of her pussy below. I groaned softly at the sight.
 
“Spread your legs,” I instructed, my voice rough with lust.
 
She obeyed without hesitation, planting her feet apart on the furs. Her thick thighs flexed, and her cute pussy opened slightly, revealing the slick, shiny inner folds and the tight entrance that was already weeping clear nectar. Her asshole winked above it, a delicate little star that looked impossibly inviting.
 
I dropped to my knees in front of her, bringing my face close enough to feel the cool air radiating from her skin mixed with the warmer, wet heat emanating from her holes. The scent was intoxicating—faintly musky, clean, with that exotic reptilian note that made my head spin.
 
First, I examined her vagina in detail. I used both thumbs to gently spread her plump outer lips wider, exposing the delicate pink petals inside. Her pussy was beautiful—neat, puffy, and already dripping. The entrance looked tight, the inner walls a soft, glistening pink that clenched visibly under my gaze. I ran a finger along her slit, collecting her slick on my fingertip. It was slightly cooler than a human woman’s juices at first touch, but as I rubbed it between my fingers, I felt the warmth hidden deeper inside.
 
“Deliciously wet already,” I murmured, pressing one thick finger slowly into her cunt.
 
Her inner walls were velvety and incredibly tight, gripping my finger with a cool, silky pressure that quickly warmed as I pushed deeper. The texture was exquisite—smooth with subtle ridges that seemed to ripple gently around the intrusion. I curled my finger, stroking her inner walls, feeling the way her pussy fluttered and produced more slick to coat my digit. Deeper still, the heat intensified, turning from cool to deliciously warm and welcoming.
 
Lami watched me with amused, aroused snake eyes, her vertical pupils blown wide with pleasure. A soft hiss escaped her lips as I added a second finger, stretching her open.
 
“So tight…” I groaned, pumping my fingers slowly in and out, listening to the wet, lewd sounds her pussy made around them. “Even in this form, there’s a serpentine grip to you.”
 
I withdrew my fingers and brought them to my mouth, tasting her. Her nectar was mildly sweet with a faint citrus tang—exotic and addictive. My cock leaked pre-cum into my trousers at the flavor.
 
Moving lower, I spread her big ass cheeks wider with both hands, exposing her tight pink anus fully. It was a perfect little ring, slightly cooler to the touch when I brushed a slick finger over it. I circled the rim gently, feeling the tight muscle flutter under my fingertip before pressing inside.
 
Her asshole was even tighter than her pussy, the ring of muscle clenching hard around my invading finger. Inside, the walls were silky smooth and hot, the temperature contrast making my head spin—cool entrance giving way to warm, gripping depths. I worked my finger in and out slowly, exploring the texture, feeling how her body responded with little ripples and squeezes.
 
Lami’s breathing had grown heavier, her massive breasts rising and falling as she watched me finger both of her holes with professional thoroughness mixed with raw hunger.
 
“Your holes are perfect,” I told her, voice thick with lust as I continued to pump one finger in her cunt and another in her ass. “Slightly cooler on the outside from your reptilian nature… but so fucking wet and warm inside. The contrast is incredible.”
 
She let out a low, pleased moan, her thick thighs trembling slightly as I scissored my fingers inside her. Her snake-like eyes stayed locked on mine, filled with amused arousal and clear invitation for more.
 
I could have spent hours like this—kneeling before this gorgeous lamia, squeezing her heavy tits, spreading her perfect ass and pussy, fingering her tight, temperature-contrasting holes while she watched me with those exotic vertical pupils.
 
The inspection had only just begun, and already my cock was aching to replace my fingers.




Chapter 3: Deep Kissing, Fingering, and First Orgasms

The inspection had left me rock-hard and aching, my fingers still slick with Lami’s exotic nectar and the faint, clean musk of her ass. I rose slowly from my knees, eyes locked on her breathtaking form. She stood tall on those perfect human legs, thick juicy thighs glistening with her own juices, her big soft ass still slightly spread from my earlier examination, and her cute pussy visibly pulsing with need. Her massive breasts heaved with each breath, nipples stiff and begging for attention. Those exotic blue eyes with their vertical snake-like irises watched me with cool amusement mixed with raw, building hunger.
 
Passion ignited between us like dry tinder catching flame.
 
Without a word, I pulled Lami into my arms. Her cool porcelain skin pressed against my warmer body, the contrast sending sparks racing across my nerves. My hands roamed greedily over her wide hips and the plush curve of her ass as I leaned in. Our lips met in a deep, hungry kiss.
 
Her mouth was cooler than a human woman’s, soft and yielding at first, then eagerly responsive. I groaned into the kiss as her full lips parted, inviting my tongue inside. Our tongues danced—mine hot and insistent, hers cool, smooth, and sinuous, flicking and coiling with that faint serpentine grace even in this human-legged form. The taste of her was intoxicating: faintly sweet from the berry wine we’d shared earlier, with an underlying exotic tang that made me press harder, devouring her mouth like a starving man.
 
Lami moaned softly against my lips, the sound a low, sibilant hiss that vibrated through our joined mouths. Her cool hands slid up my chest, fingers digging into my shoulders as she pulled me closer. Her heavy breasts squished warmly against my torso, those stiff nipples dragging across my shirt and sending jolts of pleasure straight to my throbbing cock. I could feel the coolness of her skin through the fabric, a delicious chill that only made the heat pooling in my groin burn hotter.
 
We kissed for what felt like an eternity—long, wet, sloppy make-out session where our tongues tangled and explored. I sucked on her lower lip, then plunged my tongue back into her mouth, licking along the roof and dancing with her sinuous one. She responded with equal hunger, her cool tongue wrapping around mine in a way no human tongue ever could, squeezing gently before releasing in a teasing rhythm that mimicked what I imagined her pussy would do to my cock later. Saliva mixed between us, dripping down our chins in lewd strings as the kiss grew messier, more desperate.
 
My hands never stopped moving. I squeezed the big, soft cheeks of her ass, spreading them apart again so the cool air of the lair brushed against her exposed holes. One hand slid lower, fingers tracing the slick seam of her pussy from behind. She was drenched now—juices coating her thick thighs in shiny trails.
 
Breaking the kiss just enough to breathe, I growled against her lips, “I need to feel you again.”
 
Lami’s vertical pupils were blown wide with arousal, her cool cheeks flushed with a faint bluish tint. “Then touch me, Dickard,” she whispered, voice husky and sibilant. “Finger my tight holes while you kiss me.”
 
I captured her mouth again in another deep, hungry kiss as my hand moved between her legs from the front this time. My fingers found her cute, puffy pussy immediately—hotter now from our making out, slick beyond belief. I rubbed two thick fingers up and down her slit, coating them thoroughly in her nectar before pressing them slowly into her tight cunt.
 
Her inner walls welcomed me with that perfect contrast: slightly cooler entrance giving way to deliciously warm, velvety depths. She was so fucking tight, the walls rippling and gripping my fingers like silky muscle. I curled them upward, stroking that sensitive spot inside her while my thumb found her swollen clit and circled it firmly.
 
At the same time, my other hand reached behind her. I spread one plump ass cheek and pressed a slick finger against her tight pink anus. The little ring fluttered under my touch before relaxing enough to let me push inside. Her asshole was even tighter, the silky heat inside contrasting sharply with the cooler rim. I worked both holes simultaneously—two fingers pumping steadily in and out of her dripping pussy, one finger sliding deep into her ass, curling and scissoring gently to stretch her open.
 
Lami moaned loudly into our kiss, the sound vibrating through my mouth. Her hips began to buck instinctively, pushing back against my invading fingers and grinding her clit harder against my thumb. Juices flowed freely from her cunt, coating my hand and dripping down her thick thighs in warm, sticky rivulets. The wet, lewd squelching sounds of my fingers fucking both her holes filled the cozy underground lair, mixing with the crackle of the hearth and our heavy breathing.
 
Her human legs trembled, those juicy thighs flexing as she rode my hands. Even without her full serpent tail, she still had that serpentine grace—her body moving in fluid, rolling waves that made her massive breasts bounce heavily between us. She coiled one of her legs around my calf, the strong muscle of her thigh pressing tight, holding me close as if afraid I might pull away.
 
Our tongues continued their frantic dance—cool against hot, sinuous against demanding. I sucked on her tongue, tasting more of that exotic sweetness while my fingers plunged deeper, faster. I added a third finger to her pussy, stretching her tight cunt wider, feeling the way her inner walls fluttered and clenched around the intrusion. In her ass, I twisted my finger, exploring the hot, gripping channel and pressing against the thin wall that separated her two holes.
 
Lami’s moans grew louder, breaking our kiss occasionally so she could hiss and gasp against my neck. “Ahh… yes… deeper, researcher… your fingers are so warm inside me…”
 
Her body responded beautifully—hips bucking wildly now, juices squirting lightly around my plunging fingers with every thrust. The cool-yet-burning pleasure rippled through her inner walls; I could feel it clearly as her pussy and ass squeezed rhythmically around me, the temperature contrast making every contraction feel electric.
 
I kept kissing her through it all—deep, messy, saliva-swapping kisses that left both our chins shiny and dripping. My cock was leaking pre-cum heavily, trapped and throbbing in my trousers, desperate to replace my fingers, but I wanted her first orgasm on my hand. I wanted to feel her come undone from just my fingers working her tight, exotic holes.
 
Lami’s breathing turned ragged. Her vertical snake eyes fluttered, half-lidded with overwhelming pleasure. Her massive breasts heaved against my chest, nipples dragging across me with every buck of her hips. Her leg coiled tighter around mine, thick thigh muscles flexing as she chased her peak.
 
Then it hit her.
 
Lami’s first orgasm crashed through her body like a wave. She cried out into my mouth—a sharp, sibilant hiss mixed with a throaty moan—as her inner walls suddenly rippled with intense, cool-yet-burning contractions. Her pussy clamped down hard around my three fingers, pulsing and milking them in powerful waves while hot juices gushed out around my hand, soaking my wrist and splashing onto the furs below. Her asshole clenched rhythmically around my invading finger, the tight ring fluttering wildly as the orgasm tore through her.
 
I didn’t stop. I kept curling my fingers, stroking that sensitive spot inside her cunt while grinding my thumb firmly on her swollen clit. Her hips jerked uncontrollably, grinding against my hand as she rode out every shuddering wave of pleasure. More slick nectar flooded my palm, the exotic citrus-like scent of her arousal filling the air and making my head spin with lust.
 
Our kiss never fully broke. Even as she came, our tongues continued their lazy, messy dance, swallowing each other’s moans and gasps. I drank in every sound she made, every tremor of her cool body against my warmer one.
 
When the peak finally began to ebb, Lami sagged slightly against me, her thick thighs trembling, her big soft ass still clenching around my finger. Her cool lips brushed mine in soft, aftershock kisses as she panted, vertical pupils glowing with satisfied arousal.
 
But I could already tell—this was only the beginning. Her body was still hungry, her holes still fluttering around my fingers with residual spasms, begging for more.
 
I pulled back just enough to look into those exotic snake eyes, my fingers still buried deep inside her dripping pussy and tight ass.
 
“…You’re fucking incredible,” I growled, voice rough with need.




Chapter 4: Oral Worship – Pussy Eating, Anus Licking, Facesitting, and Golden Nectar

Lami’s first orgasm still pulsed around my fingers, her tight pussy and ass fluttering with aftershocks as warm juices coated my hand. Her cool body trembled against mine, massive breasts heaving, those exotic snake-like eyes half-lidded with satisfaction. But the hunger in her vertical pupils told me she wasn’t done — and neither was I.
 
I gently withdrew my fingers from her dripping holes, bringing them to my mouth to lick them clean. Her nectar tasted even better now — sweet, faintly citrusy, with that unmistakable reptilian undertone that made my cock throb painfully in my trousers. I needed more. I needed to taste her directly.
 
Without a word, I dropped back to my knees in front of the gorgeous lamia. My hands gripped her thick, juicy thighs, spreading them wider as I buried my face between her perfect legs.
 
The scent of her exotic lamia pussy hit me first — warm, wet, and intoxicating. I pressed my mouth against her glistening slit and devoured her with long, hungry licks. My tongue dragged slowly from the bottom of her cute puffy lips all the way up to her swollen clit, savoring every drop of her slick. She tasted divine: mildly sweet with a bright, exotic citrus tang that danced on my tongue, mixed with the clean, slightly cool flavor of her reptilian nature. I groaned loudly into her cunt, the vibration making her hips twitch.
 
Lami let out a soft, sibilant moan, her cool hands threading through my hair. “Yes… just like that, Dickard… eat my pussy…”
 
I licked her with broad, flat strokes, then pointed my tongue to spear deep between her folds, fucking her tight entrance with it. Her inner walls were still sensitive from her orgasm, rippling and squeezing around my invading tongue. More juices flowed freely, coating my chin and dripping down my neck in warm, sticky trails. I sucked gently on her clit, then harder, alternating between long licks and rapid flicks that had her thick thighs trembling around my head.
 
Her big soft ass jiggled slightly as she rocked against my face, grinding her wet pussy harder onto my mouth. I reached up with both hands to squeeze her heavy breasts, pinching her stiff nipples while I continued to devour her cunt like a starving man.
 
After several minutes of feasting on her delicious pussy, I moved lower. I spread her plump ass cheeks wide with my hands and pressed my tongue against her tight pink anus.
 
The taste was different — slightly musky, clean, with that same exotic reptilian note, but warmer and richer inside. I rimmed her hungrily, circling the tight ring with the tip of my tongue before pushing inside. Her asshole fluttered around my tongue, hot and silky, gripping me with surprising strength. I groaned at the flavor, savoring every subtle nuance as I licked and probed deeper, my nose pressed firmly against her dripping pussy so I could still breathe in her intoxicating scent.
 
Lami hissed in pleasure, her voice growing breathier. “Mmm… you’re so thorough… licking my ass like that… it feels so good…”
 
Her praise only made me more eager. I alternated between her holes — long, sloppy licks up her slit, then diving back down to rim her tight anus, drinking in every taste and texture her body offered. Her juices mixed with my saliva, making everything slick and messy. My face was soaked, chin dripping, but I couldn’t get enough.
 
Then Lami gently pushed my head back. Her snake eyes glowed with wicked amusement as she looked down at me.
 
“My turn to take control,” she purred.
 
She turned and lowered herself onto my face, straddling me in a perfect facesitting position. Her big soft ass settled over my mouth and nose, her wet pussy grinding directly against my lips while her tight anus pressed against my tongue. The weight of her thick thighs and plush cheeks enveloped me completely, smothering me in the most delicious way. The heat and wetness of her cunt smothered my mouth as she began to grind slowly, sliding her slick folds over my tongue and lips.
 
I licked and sucked eagerly, my hands gripping her wide hips to pull her down harder. Her exotic nectar flooded my mouth with every roll of her hips. Then, without warning, I felt her body relax.
 
A warm stream of her piss began to flow.
 
It surprised me at first — hot, steady, and surprisingly exotic in flavor. The taste was citrus-like, bright and tangy with a faint sweetness, nothing like the bitter or acrid urine I had expected. It was refreshing, almost like a warm, slightly salted citrus drink mixed with her natural feminine essence. I gulped it down eagerly, swallowing every drop as it poured directly into my mouth from her cute pussy. The unique taste made me addicted instantly — I drank greedily, sucking gently on her piss-slit to draw out more while my tongue continued to lap at her clit and rim her ass between swallows.
 
Lami moaned loudly above me, grinding harder as she released her golden nectar. “Drink it all, researcher… my special gift for you… ahh, you’re swallowing so eagerly…”
 
The warm piss filled my mouth again and again, the citrus tang exploding across my tongue. I gulped noisily, the sound lewd and wet, some of it spilling down my cheeks and neck because she was flooding me so much. The sensation of drinking straight from her while she facesat me was intensely intimate and deeply arousing. My cock strained desperately in my pants, leaking pre-cum in thick beads.
 
She rode my face through her piss play, smearing her wet pussy and ass all over my mouth and nose, using me as her personal throne. I licked and drank everything she gave me — her slick, her piss, the musky flavor of her tight anus — lost in the delicious sensory overload.
 
After she finished emptying her bladder, Lami lifted herself just enough to turn around. Her eyes were dark with lust as she looked down at my piss-and-juice-soaked face.
 
“Now… let’s do this properly,” she whispered.
 
We moved into a passionate 69 position on the soft furs. I lay on my back as Lami straddled my face again, this time facing the other direction. Her dripping pussy and ass hovered over my mouth while she leaned forward toward my aching cock.
 
I immediately buried my face back between her thighs, resuming my hungry worship — licking her clit, sucking her folds, and occasionally dipping down to rim her tight anus while she recovered from the facesitting.
 
At the same time, Lami freed my throbbing erection from my trousers. My cock sprang out, hard and leaking, veins pulsing with need. She gave a hungry hiss of approval.
 
Her long, flexible snake-like tongue flicked out first, tasting the pre-cum beading at my tip. Then she took me into her mouth.
 
The sensation was incredible. Her cool lips wrapped around my shaft as her sinuous tongue coiled around my cock multiple times — once, twice, three times — like a living, squeezing sleeve. The flexible length of her tongue stroked and massaged every inch of me while she sucked with ravenous intensity. The dual sensation of tight suction and the coiling, rippling pressure from her snake tongue made my hips buck involuntarily.
 
Lami moaned around my cock, the vibration traveling straight down my shaft as she bobbed her head, taking me deeper into her throat. Her tongue continued its expert work — squeezing, stroking, and teasing the sensitive underside while she sucked hard enough to make wet, slurping sounds fill the lair.
 
I groaned loudly into her pussy, the pleasure making me eat her even more aggressively. My tongue fucked her tight cunt while my hands spread her ass cheeks so I could alternate between licking her clit and rimming her anus. The 69 was messy, wet, and perfect — her exotic juices and residual piss mixing with my saliva on my face, while her hungry mouth and coiling tongue worked my cock with expert, predatory skill.
 
Her snake tongue coiled tighter, stroking me in rhythmic waves as she sucked with hungry intensity, clearly determined to milk me dry. I could feel my balls tightening already, but I fought the urge to cum, wanting to stay lost in this oral worship as long as possible.
 
The underground lair echoed with the wet sounds of our mutual devouring — slurping, licking, sucking, and soft sibilant moans. Lami’s thick thighs trembled around my head as I continued to feast on her pussy and ass, while her ravenous blowjob pushed me closer and closer to the edge.
 
I was completely addicted — to her taste, her scent, her golden citrus nectar, and the incredible feeling of her snake-like tongue coiled tightly around my throbbing cock.




Chapter 5: First Vaginal Breeding – Explosive Human-Form Release

The 69 had left both of us panting and desperate. Lami’s exotic juices and the lingering citrus tang of her golden nectar still coated my face and tongue, while her snake-like mouth had worked my cock to the brink of madness with those coiling, squeezing strokes. My shaft glistened with her saliva, throbbing angrily and leaking a steady stream of pre-cum. I couldn’t wait any longer.
 
I flipped Lami onto her back on the soft furs, her perfect human-legged form spread out beneath me like an offering. Her long blue hair fanned around her head like a halo, those vertical snake-like irises glowing with raw hunger as she looked up at me. Her massive breasts heaved with every breath, nipples stiff and glistening from earlier attention. Her thick juicy thighs parted wide, revealing her cute, puffy pussy — swollen, dripping, and flushed a deeper pink from all the oral worship.
 
I positioned myself between her legs, my rock-hard cock nudging against her slick entrance. The head of my dick slid up and down her slit, coating itself in her warm nectar. Even after everything we’d done, her pussy still felt slightly cooler on the outside, a delicious reptilian contrast that made my balls tighten in anticipation.
 
“Fuck me, Dickard,” Lami hissed softly, her cool hands reaching down to spread her plump outer lips wider for me. “Breed me in this form first. Feel how tight I am for you.”
 
I groaned and pushed forward.
 
The moment the head of my cock breached her entrance, I knew I was in trouble. Her pussy was impossibly tight — a velvet vice that stretched around my girth with exquisite resistance. The outer lips parted smoothly, but inside, her walls gripped me like living silk, cool at first touch before rapidly warming to a slick, burning heat. And there it was — the lingering serpentine muscular grip. Even without her full tail, her inner muscles rippled and squeezed in rhythmic waves, milking my cock from the moment I entered her.
 
“Fuuuuck…” I growled through clenched teeth, sinking deeper inch by inch.
 
Her cunt felt like it was custom-made to ruin me. Velvet-wet heat enveloped every ridge and vein of my shaft, the walls undulating with those powerful, coiling contractions that seemed to pull me deeper and stroke me at the same time. The temperature play was maddening — cool entrance giving way to scorching, slippery depths that clutched and released in perfect serpentine rhythm. Juices squirted out around my cock as I bottomed out, my balls pressing against her big soft ass.
 
Lami arched her back with a pleased hiss, her massive breasts bouncing heavily. “Yes… fill me… you’re so hot inside my cool pussy…”
 
I braced my hands on either side of her head and began to thrust. At first I tried to go slow, savoring the incredible sensation, but her body wouldn’t allow it. Every time I pulled back, her walls clamped down hard, refusing to let me go easily. When I slammed back in, those serpentine muscles rippled along my entire length, milking me relentlessly.
 
The wet, obscene sounds of our fucking filled the cozy underground lair — loud, squelching slaps of my hips against her thick thighs, the slick gush of her juices every time I drove deep. I fucked her harder, deeper, losing myself in the velvet-wet heat and those merciless squeezing contractions.
 
Lami’s thick legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me in tighter. Her strong thighs flexed with every thrust, her big soft ass cushioning each impact as I pounded into her. I leaned down and captured one of her heavy breasts in my mouth, sucking hard on the stiff nipple while I railed her cunt. She moaned and hissed, her cool hands clawing at my back, leaving faint red trails.
 
The pleasure built far too quickly. Her pussy was too perfect — too tight, too wet, too actively milking. Those serpentine ripples traveled the full length of my cock with every stroke, squeezing the head, stroking the shaft, and massaging my balls when I bottomed out. The contrast of her cool outer skin against the burning inner heat made every thrust feel bestial and primal.
 
I started fucking her with rough, bestial intensity. My hips snapped forward like a piston, slamming my cock balls-deep into her gripping pussy again and again. The furs beneath us grew soaked with our combined fluids. Her massive tits bounced wildly with each powerful thrust, slapping against her chest and my face as I growled and rutted into her.
 
“Take it… take every inch of my cock,” I snarled, voice rough and animalistic. “Your lamia cunt is milking me so fucking hard…”
 
Lami’s snake eyes rolled back slightly, her mouth open in a constant hiss of pleasure. “Harder… breed me deeper… I can feel you throbbing inside me…”
 
I lost all control within minutes. The relentless squeezing, the velvet-wet heat, the way her inner walls coiled and rippled around me like a living serpent — it was too much. My balls drew up tight, the pressure building to an unbearable peak.
 
With a guttural roar, I buried myself to the hilt one final time and exploded.
 
My orgasm hit like a thunderclap — helpless, massive, and completely uncontrollable. Thick, hot ropes of cum erupted from my cock in powerful jets, flooding her womb in heavy, pulsing bursts. I came harder than I had in months, each spurt accompanied by a brutal thrust as her pussy continued to milk me with those merciless serpentine contractions. Wave after wave of semen pumped deep into her, filling her tight channel until it overflowed, creamy white cum leaking out around my shaft and dripping down to her tight anus.
 
Lami hissed loudly in pleasure, her inner walls clamping down even harder as she felt me flooding her. Her thick thighs tightened around my waist, holding me deep while her cunt rippled and fluttered around my spurting cock, drawing out every last drop.
 
I kept thrusting through my orgasm, short, rough, bestial pumps that forced more cum into her womb. My vision blurred from the intensity, my entire body shaking as I emptied myself completely inside the gorgeous lamia beneath me.
 
Even after the peak began to fade, her pussy continued its gentle milking rhythm, squeezing and releasing around my still-hard cock as if trying to coax out even more seed. I collapsed forward onto her, my face buried between her massive breasts, panting heavily while her cool skin soothed my overheated body.
 
Lami’s cool hands stroked my back, her voice a soft, satisfied purr. “Such a strong release… I can feel your hot cum so deep inside me…”
 
My cock twitched inside her flooded pussy, still buried to the balls in her impossibly tight, serpentine grip. The velvet-wet heat and those lingering contractions promised that this was only the beginning of our breeding session.
 
But for now, I stayed locked inside her, savoring the exquisite sensation of having just been helplessly milked dry by the most perfect lamia cunt I had ever experienced.




Chapter 6: Anal Claiming – Delicious Tightness

My cock was still buried deep inside Lami’s flooded pussy, twitching with aftershocks as the last weak spurts of cum leaked into her already overflowing womb. Her serpentine inner muscles continued their lazy, milking ripples around my shaft, squeezing out every drop like the greedy creature she was. But I wasn’t satisfied. Not even close.
 
I was still rock-hard, greedy, and burning with the need to claim every hole this gorgeous lamia had to offer.
 
With a low growl, I slowly pulled my cum-slick cock out of her dripping cunt. A thick glob of my seed followed, oozing from her stretched pussy lips and sliding down toward her tight pink anus. Lami let out a soft, sibilant hiss of anticipation, her vertical snake eyes gleaming with lust as she watched me reposition myself.
 
I gripped her thick, juicy thighs and pushed them back toward her chest, folding her in half so her big soft ass lifted invitingly off the furs. Her plump cheeks spread naturally, fully exposing the tight little star of her anus — still glistening with a mix of her juices and my cum. The sight made my cock throb violently.
 
“Time to claim this hole too,” I rasped, voice rough with raw hunger.
 
Lami’s cool hands reached back to spread her ass cheeks wider for me, presenting her anus like an offering. “Take it, Dickard… fill my ass. I want to feel you deep in my bowels.”
 
I pressed the cum-coated head of my cock against her tight pink pucker. Even after all the fingering and rimming earlier, her anus was still incredibly tight — the ring of muscle resisting at first, cool against my overheated shaft. I pushed forward slowly, watching the delicate star stretch open around my thick girth.
 
The moment the head popped past her resisting ring, the sensation hit me like lightning.
 
Lami’s anus was even tighter than her pussy — a scorching, silky vice that gripped the head of my cock with ferocious strength. Despite her cooler body temperature, the inside of her ass was burning hot, the silky walls enveloping me in smooth, rippling heat. Inch by inch I sank deeper, groaning loudly as her strong muscles rippled and squeezed around my invading shaft. The contrast was maddening: cool outer rim giving way to a furnace of silky, clutching flesh that seemed to pull me in deeper with every heartbeat.
 
“Fuuuuck… so tight…” I snarled, teeth clenched as I fed more of my cock into her bowels.
 
Lami moaned, a deep, throaty hiss that vibrated through her body. “Yes… stretch me… you’re so thick and hot inside my cool ass…”
 
I took her slowly at first, savoring every delicious inch. I watched her tight anus stretch obscenely around my shaft, the pink ring gripping me like a rubber band as I pushed deeper. Her strong internal muscles rippled in waves along my length — squeezing, massaging, and fluttering in that signature serpentine rhythm even in her human-legged form. The heat inside her ass was intense, silky smooth walls sliding wetly around every vein and ridge of my cock.
 
When I finally bottomed out, my balls pressed firmly against her cum-dripping pussy, I held still for a moment, just feeling her. Her bowels were completely filled with my cock, the tight channel molded perfectly around me like a custom sheath. The temperature play was exquisite — cool cheeks against my hips, scorching hot depths gripping my entire length.
 
Then I started moving.
 
At first my thrusts were slow and deliberate, pulling back until only the head remained inside her clenching ring before sliding back in deep. Each stroke made wet, lewd squelching sounds as her ass adjusted to my size. Lami pushed back against me eagerly, her big soft ass cheeks jiggling with every meeting of our bodies. Her strong muscles rippled harder around me, milking my cock with rhythmic contractions that made my eyes roll back.
 
Gradually, my pace increased. The slow, savoring strokes turned rougher, more forceful. I gripped her thick thighs harder, using them as leverage as I began to truly fuck her ass. My hips slapped loudly against her plump cheeks, the impact sending ripples across her soft flesh. I drove deeper, harder, pounding into her tight bowels with bestial intensity.
 
Lami moaned and hissed in pleasure, pushing back to meet every brutal thrust. “Harder… claim my ass… fill me completely…”
 
The sounds were filthy and delicious — the wet smack of skin on skin, the obscene squelch of my cock reaming her tight anus, her sibilant moans growing louder and more desperate. Her massive breasts bounced wildly with each powerful thrust, nipples stiff and begging for attention. I leaned forward, folding her even more, and captured one heavy tit in my mouth, sucking hard on the nipple while I railed her ass.
 
Her anal walls rippled and squeezed relentlessly around me, the silky heat stroking every inch of my cock. The contrast between her cool outer skin and the burning, clutching depths of her bowels drove me wild. I fucked her with rough, bestial strokes — long, powerful thrusts that buried my cock to the balls inside her ass again and again, claiming her completely.
 
Sweat dripped down my back as I rutted into her like an animal. Lami’s legs trembled in my grip, her thick thighs flexing as she took every inch. Her tight anus fluttered and clenched, the strong muscles massaging my shaft in waves that made my balls draw up tight.
 
I could feel another powerful orgasm building fast. Her ass was too good — too tight, too hot, too actively milking me with those serpentine ripples. The silky smoothness inside combined with the ferocious grip had me losing control again.
 
With a guttural, bestial roar, I slammed into her one final time, burying myself as deep as possible in her bowels.
 
My second orgasm hit even harder than the first. Thick, hot ropes of cum erupted from my cock in powerful, pulsing jets, flooding her ass deep inside. I pumped load after load into her clutching bowels, marking her thoroughly as mine. Each spurt was accompanied by a hard, involuntary thrust, forcing my seed even deeper into her guts while her strong anal muscles continued to ripple and milk me dry.
 
Lami hissed loudly in ecstasy, her body shuddering beneath me as she felt me filling her ass. Her tight ring clenched rhythmically around the base of my cock, squeezing out every last drop as I emptied my balls completely into her.
 
I stayed buried to the hilt inside her claimed ass, panting heavily against her breasts while the last weak spurts leaked into her bowels. Her silky walls continued their gentle, rippling massage around my spent cock, as if reluctant to let me go.
 
Lami’s cool hand stroked my hair, her voice a satisfied, sibilant purr. “Good boy… you’ve claimed both my holes now. I can feel your hot cum so deep in my ass…”
 
My cock twitched inside her thoroughly bred and claimed anus, still buried deep in that delicious, silky tightness. The underground lair smelled of sex, sweat, and our combined fluids. I had marked the beautiful lamia in both her perfect holes — and I already knew I would never get enough.




Chapter 7: Newlywed Weeks – Daily Breeding, Domestic Bliss, and Piss Play

The days that followed our first intense breeding blurred into a haze of raw lust, sweet domestic bliss, and filthy indulgence. For the next few weeks, Lami and I lived like newlyweds in the warm, cozy confines of her underground lair — fucking nonstop, barely able to keep our hands off each other for more than a few hours at a time.
 
Every morning began the same delicious way. I would wake with my cock already hard and nestled between Lami’s thick thighs or pressed against her big soft ass. She would stir with a soft, sibilant purr, her cool porcelain skin warming against mine as she pushed back, inviting me inside her. Some mornings I took her slow and sweet, sliding into her impossibly tight pussy while spooning her from behind, my hands cupping her heavy breasts as we rocked together gently. Other mornings the need was too urgent — I would flip her onto her stomach and rut into her like a beast, pounding her cunt or ass with rough, bestial thrusts until we both came screaming.
 
Lami proved to be an excellent huntress. She would slip out of the lair in the early hours, her powerful blue serpent tail (when she chose that form) or her strong human legs carrying her silently through the forests above. She returned with fresh small game — rabbits, birds, or plump rodents — already cleaned and ready for cooking. While she hunted, I helped around the cozy underground home: stoking the hearth, fetching water from the underground spring, and tidying the furs and cushions that had become our constant battlefield of pleasure.
 
Her cooking was divine. She roasted the game over the fire with fresh herbs she gathered, serving it alongside sweet, juicy fruits and crisp vegetables. The meals were hearty and flavorful, filling us with energy for the relentless breeding that always followed. After eating, we would bathe together in the shallow, naturally warm pool at the back of the lair. The water was crystal clear and pleasantly heated by geothermal springs. We soaped each other slowly, my hands lingering on her massive breasts, sliding over her slim waist and wide fertile hips, while she stroked my cock with her cool, slippery fingers until I was throbbing and ready again.
 
Then the real breeding would begin.
 
We fucked in every position imaginable, like newlyweds drunk on each other’s bodies. In the human-legged form she favored for comfort, Lami was a perfect breeding vessel. I bent her over the low table and railed her from behind, watching her big soft ass ripple with every savage thrust while her tight pussy milked me with those serpentine contractions. I took her against the stone wall, her thick thighs wrapped around my waist as I drove upward into her dripping cunt with rough, bestial force, her heavy breasts bouncing wildly between us. On the furs by the hearth, she rode me reverse cowgirl, her juicy ass slamming down onto my cock while I gripped her hips and thrust up to meet her.
 
Some nights I demanded her full lamia form. She would reattach her powerful blue-scaled tail, and I would mount her from behind, her serpent body coiling loosely around my legs as I pounded her scaly pussy or tight anus. The sensation of her strong coils combined with her gripping inner muscles always pushed me over the edge faster than I wanted.
 
But my absolute favorite ritual quickly became centered around her golden nectar.
 
Lami’s piss had become an addiction. The warm, citrus-like flavor — bright, tangy, and faintly sweet with her unique reptilian essence — was unlike anything I had ever tasted. I began incorporating it into our daily routine with shameless enthusiasm.
 
After dinner, while we sipped her potent homemade alcohol (a strong, herbal brew that left a pleasant warmth in the belly), I would pull her onto my lap and ask her to “prepare my drink.” Lami would smile with that cool, teasing expression, her vertical pupils narrowing with amusement and arousal. She would straddle my face or sit on the edge of the table, spreading her cute pussy wide.
 
Often I had her “drip” the drinks first. She would hold a cup of her brewed alcohol against her lower belly, letting the liquid trickle slowly down her smooth porcelain skin, over her mound, and directly onto her glistening cunt. I would lap it up eagerly from her pussy lips, my tongue dragging through the mixture of tart alcohol and her sweet, slick nectar. The combination was intoxicating — the herbal bite of the drink blending perfectly with her exotic citrus tang.
 
Then came the main event.
 
While she rode me — usually with my cock buried deep in her tight pussy or ass — Lami would relax her bladder and give me her full warm golden cocktail straight from the source. I loved it most when she was on top, her massive breasts bouncing as she ground down on my shaft. She would look down at me with those exotic snake eyes, hiss softly, and release.
 
A steady, warm stream of her piss would flood over my cock and balls, or directly into my open mouth if I leaned up to drink from her. The taste exploded across my tongue every time — rich, citrusy, slightly salty-sweet, and utterly delicious. I gulped it down greedily, swallowing mouthful after mouthful while she continued riding me, her tight walls milking my cock in those relentless serpentine ripples.
 
Sometimes the piss play turned rough and bestial. I would pin her down on all fours and fuck her hard from behind while she pissed freely, the warm golden liquid spraying out around my pounding cock and soaking the furs beneath us. I would drink directly from her cunt mid-thrust, lapping and sucking as the stream hit my tongue, mixing with her flowing juices in a filthy, delicious cocktail that left me feral.
 
Other times it was slower and sweeter. After a long, sensual bath, she would sit on my face and let her piss trickle gently into my mouth while I licked her clit. I drank every drop like fine wine, my hands squeezing her big soft ass as I savored the unique exotic flavor.
 
The weeks passed in this perfect cycle of domestic bliss and nonstop breeding. We ate like kings from her skilled cooking, drank her potent alcohol mixed with her personal golden nectar, bathed in the warm springs, and fucked like animals in heat. I took her pussy and ass in every position — gentle and loving one moment, rough and bestial the next, slamming into her with savage thrusts while she hissed and moaned in pleasure.
 
Lami never tired of it. Her cool body was always ready, her holes always wet and gripping, her massive breasts always bouncing for my hands and mouth. She seemed to enjoy my growing obsession with her piss just as much as I did, often teasing me by holding her stream until I begged, then flooding me with that bright citrus taste while whispering filthy encouragement.
 
“Drink me, my researcher… swallow every drop while you breed me…”
 
By the end of each day, we would collapse together on the furs, my cum leaking from both her holes, her body marked with love bites and handprints, the air thick with the scent of sex, her golden nectar, and our shared satisfaction. The cozy underground lair had become our private paradise — warm, safe, and endlessly erotic.
 
I had never felt so content, so addicted, or so thoroughly satisfied in my life. These newlywed weeks with Lami were pure heaven, and I knew deep down that no matter what the research eventually required, I would never forget the taste of her citrus piss, the grip of her serpentine cunt, or the sweet domestic bliss we shared between relentless, bestial breedings.




Chapter 8: Full Lamia Form Breeding – The Real Success

Weeks of nonstop breeding had passed in a blur of sweat, cum, and citrus-scented bliss, yet the standard human-form matings showed frustratingly low success for true hybrid conception. Lami and I had fucked like animals every single day — rough, bestial poundings that left her holes leaking my seed for hours — but the familiar signs of successful lamia-human breeding remained absent. Her belly stayed flat, her body unchanged beyond the constant horny flush we both wore.
 
One evening, after another brutal session where I had flooded her tight human pussy twice and her ass once, we lay tangled on the furs, my cock still half-hard and nestled between her thick thighs. Lami’s cool porcelain skin glistened with sweat and cum, her massive breasts rising and falling against my chest. She traced a clawed finger lazily over my shoulder, her vertical snake-like irises thoughtful.
 
“Human form is pleasurable,” she murmured in that smooth, sibilant voice, “but for a strong hybrid… we need more. My true lamia nature.”
 
She sat up, blue hair cascading over her heavy tits, and smiled with cool confidence. “Let me show you the real me again, Dickard. Full form. No holding back.”
 
My spent cock twitched instantly at the promise.
 
Lami rose gracefully and concentrated. With a soft shimmer of scales and rippling muscle, her powerful blue serpent tail reattached and extended. The long, glossy sapphire coils unfolded behind her, thick and strong, the scales catching the hearthlight in iridescent waves. Her human upper body remained — those perfect massive breasts, slim waist, and wide fertile hips — but now it flowed seamlessly into the majestic, muscular serpent lower half. She looked magnificent: exotic, powerful, and dangerously erotic.
 
She turned toward me, her tail flicking with anticipation. Then, with deliberate slowness, she spread her lamia pussy wide.
 
The sight stole my breath.
 
Her pussy in full lamia form was different — more textured and scaly than the velvety human version. The outer lips had a subtle, glossy scale pattern that shimmered blue, framing a slick, glistening entrance that looked both alien and irresistibly inviting. The inner folds were ridged with fine, flexible scales that promised an entirely new texture, yet they glistened with abundant, warm nectar. It was exotic, primal, and already dripping for me.
 
“Plunge in, researcher,” Lami hissed softly, her vertical pupils dilated with lust. “Breed me as I truly am.”
 
I didn’t hesitate.
 
I moved behind her as she lowered her upper body onto the furs, presenting her scaly lamia pussy and the powerful coils of her tail. My cock — rock-hard again from the mere sight — nudged against her textured entrance. The scales felt surprisingly smooth and warm against my sensitive head, like polished living armor slick with her arousal. I gripped her wide hips and thrust forward.
 
The moment I plunged inside, pleasure exploded through me.
 
Her lamia pussy was exquisite. The scaly texture dragged deliciously along my shaft — not rough, but ridged and gripping in ways her human form never could. Each scale seemed to massage and stimulate every vein and ridge of my cock as I sank deeper. The inner walls were incredibly tight, hot, and actively rippling with powerful, rhythmic contractions that milked me from the very first inch. It felt like fucking a living, sucking serpent — velvet heat mixed with textured scales that squeezed and stroked in perfect waves.
 
“Fuuuuck… Lami…” I groaned, bottoming out with my balls pressed against her scaled mound.
 
Before I could even begin thrusting, her powerful blue serpent tail moved.
 
The long, muscular coils wrapped around my body in a tight, vacuum-like embrace. One thick loop encircled my waist, another around my chest, pinning my arms lightly while a third looped around my thigh. The scales were smooth and warm against my skin, the pressure firm yet not painful — a possessive, squeezing hold that pulled me deeper into her. The vacuum-like grip made every breath feel shared, every movement amplified. I was locked against her, trapped in her coils while buried to the hilt in her textured lamia cunt.
 
The sensation was addictive beyond words.
 
I started fucking her with raw, bestial intensity. My hips snapped forward hard, slamming my cock deep into her scaly pussy again and again. The wet, squelching sounds of her nectar mixed with the dry rustle of her scales filled the lair. Each thrust dragged my shaft over those ridged scales, sending sparks of pleasure shooting up my spine. Her inner walls responded with powerful, rhythmic contractions — squeezing, rippling, and milking my entire length in waves that made my toes curl.
 
Lami hissed loudly in pleasure, pushing back with her tail to meet my brutal thrusts. “Yes… harder… breed my true pussy… feel how it grips you…”
 
Her coils tightened around me in rhythm with her cunt, the vacuum embrace making me feel like I was being sucked deeper into her body with every stroke. I rutted into her like a wild animal, growling and snarling as I pounded her scaly lamia pussy with savage force. Her massive breasts swayed heavily beneath her, brushing the furs as I railed her from behind. I reached around to squeeze them roughly, pinching her stiff nipples while my hips slammed forward relentlessly.
 
The texture was driving me insane — those fine scales stroking every inch of my cock, combined with the scorching heat and the merciless milking contractions. Her pussy felt alive, actively working to drain me, the ridges massaging my shaft while the tight entrance clenched around the base like a ring of muscle.
 
Our mating turned fully bestial. I fucked her with deep, powerful strokes, my balls slapping wetly against her scaled mound. Lami’s tail coils squeezed tighter, the vacuum-like pressure forcing me to stay buried deep as she rocked back to take every inch. Her sibilant moans and hisses grew louder, more desperate, mixing with my guttural growls.
 
Sweat poured down my back despite the coolness of her scales. The underground lair echoed with the filthy sounds of our intense breeding — wet squelches, the slap of flesh on scales, the rustle of her powerful tail, and our shared heavy breathing.
 
I lost all sense of time. There was only the exquisite, addictive sensation of her textured lamia pussy milking me, her coils holding me in that tight vacuum embrace, and the overwhelming urge to pump her full.
 
Finally, the pressure became unbearable.
 
With a bestial roar that echoed through the lair, I slammed into her one final time, burying my cock as deep as her body would allow. My orgasm hit like a volcanic eruption — thick, hot ropes of cum exploding from my cock in powerful, endless jets. I pumped her full, flooding her scaly lamia womb with load after heavy load of thick semen. Her powerful contractions milked me relentlessly, drawing out every spurt as her tail squeezed me even tighter in the vacuum embrace.
 
Lami hissed sharply in ecstasy, her entire body shuddering as she felt me flooding her depths. Her scaly pussy rippled and clenched around my spurting cock, as if drinking in my seed.
 
We stayed locked together, my body wrapped in her coils, my cock buried to the hilt inside her textured, gripping lamia pussy. Thick cum leaked out around my shaft where her scaled entrance stretched around me. Both of us panted heavily, instincts screaming the same truth.
 
This time… the breeding had succeeded.
 
I could feel it in the way her body welcomed me, in the deep, satisfied ripple of her inner walls, in the instinctive knowledge that passed between us as I remained locked inside her, still pumping weak spurts of cum into her womb.
 
Lami’s tail loosened just enough to let me breathe freely, but she kept me held close, her scaly pussy still gently milking my cock as we basked in the afterglow of our most intense, successful mating yet.




Chapter 9: Pregnancy Bliss – Hornier, Wetter, and Lactating

The days after our successful full-lamia breeding blurred into a deeper, more intense haze of pleasure. Lami’s belly didn’t swell dramatically at first, but the signs were unmistakable within a week. Her scent changed — richer, more fertile, more addictive. Her vertical snake-like irises glowed with a softer, possessive light whenever she looked at me. A simple test with the herbal reagents I carried confirmed it: she was pregnant with our hybrid young.
 
From that moment, everything intensified.
 
Lami became significantly hornier. The cool, composed lamia who had greeted me with pleasant smiles now craved my cock constantly, her body burning with a constant, needy heat that made her hiss and coil around me at every opportunity. Her bladder also grew noticeably weaker. She leaked small spurts of her warm citrus piss during moments of arousal, especially when she came hard. And her breasts — those already massive, heavy globes — swelled even larger, becoming fuller, heavier, and more sensitive. Soon, tiny beads of sweet pre-birth lactation milk began to form at her stiff nipples, glistening like pearls of liquid ivory.
 
I couldn’t decide which I loved more — her rich, creamy breast milk or her frequent, warm citrus-scented piss. Both had become my new obsessions, and Lami delighted in feeding both addictions.
 
Our sex grew even more primal and fluid-soaked, a constant erotic shower of milk, piss, cum, and slick.
 
One lazy afternoon in the underground lair, Lami pushed me down onto the thick furs and straddled me in her human-legged form, her swollen breasts swaying heavily above my face. Her cute pussy was already dripping, the lips puffy and slick from constant arousal. She guided my hard cock to her entrance and sank down slowly, taking every inch into her impossibly tight, still-serpentine-gripping cunt.
 
“Ahh… yes…” she hissed, her voice thicker with pregnancy need. “So deep… filling your pregnant mate…”
 
She began to ride me with long, rolling motions, her wide hips grinding in slow circles before lifting and slamming back down. Her massive, swollen breasts bounced heavily with every movement, and soon the first drops of her sweet milk began to leak from her nipples. They dripped onto my chest in warm, creamy rivulets — rich, slightly sweet, with a faint creamy undertone that reminded me of honeyed cream. I reached up and squeezed her heavy tits firmly, milking them as she rode me. Thick streams of breast milk sprayed out, splashing across my face and chest in erotic white showers.
 
I opened my mouth eagerly, catching the falling drops on my tongue. The taste was heavenly — warm, sweet, and nourishing, flooding my senses with pure Lami. I drank greedily, sucking one swollen nipple deep into my mouth while she continued bouncing on my cock. I nursed from her like a hungry beast, swallowing mouthfuls of her rich lactation while her tight pussy milked my shaft with those relentless contractions.
 
But Lami’s weaker bladder soon made its presence known.
 
As her pleasure built, she began to leak. Warm spurts of her citrusy piss escaped around my buried cock, splashing hotly against my balls and soaking the furs beneath us. The bright, tangy scent mixed with the sweet smell of her milk, creating an intoxicating cocktail in the warm air of the lair.
 
“Drink me… both ways…” she moaned, her vertical pupils blown wide with lust.
 
She leaned forward, pressing her leaking breasts against my face while grinding harder on my cock. Milk continued to drip and spray from her nipples onto my tongue and cheeks as she rode me faster. At the same time, she relaxed fully and let her bladder go.
 
A powerful, warm stream of her golden piss gushed out around my cock, flooding over my shaft and balls in a hot, steady flow. The citrus-like flavor exploded in my mind even before I tasted it — bright, tangy, slightly sweet, and utterly delicious. I reached down with one hand, cupping her pussy where it stretched around my cock, feeling the warm piss spray between my fingers. Then I brought my hand to my mouth, licking her golden nectar mixed with her slick and my own pre-cum.
 
The combination was filthy and perfect.
 
Lami rode me harder, her thick thighs flexing as she slammed down onto my cock again and again. Milk sprayed from her bouncing breasts in rhythmic jets every time I squeezed them, coating my chest and face in sweet, sticky whiteness. Her piss flowed freely now, a constant warm shower that soaked my groin, the furs, and everything between us. The fluids mixed in erotic rivers — creamy milk running down my body to join the tangy piss pooling beneath my ass.
 
I growled and thrust up into her with rough, bestial force, meeting every downward slam of her hips. The wet, squelching sounds were obscene — milk slapping against skin, piss spraying and splashing, her drenched pussy making loud, sloppy noises around my pounding cock. Her inner walls rippled and squeezed with pregnancy-enhanced strength, milking me relentlessly while she drenched me in her fluids.
 
“More… give me more,” I snarled, sucking hard on one nipple until a thick gush of sweet milk flooded my mouth. I swallowed noisily, then switched to the other breast, drinking deeply while I railed her cunt from below.
 
Lami hissed in ecstasy, her body trembling as another orgasm built. Her bladder released again in a powerful surge, flooding my cock and balls with another hot wave of citrus piss. I drank what I could directly from her leaking nipple and from the streams running down her body, lapping at her skin like an animal while she soaked me.
 
Our mating turned fully primal. I flipped her onto her back and mounted her roughly, pounding into her pregnant pussy with deep, savage thrusts. Her swollen breasts bounced wildly, spraying milk in messy arcs with every impact. I leaned down and latched onto a nipple, nursing greedily while I fucked her hard, my hips slamming against her wide fertile hips. Piss continued to leak and spurt from her with every brutal thrust, the warm golden fluid mixing with her slick and my precum to create a slippery, fluid-soaked mess between us.
 
I couldn’t get enough of either fluid. I drank her sweet breast milk in long, hungry pulls, then pulled out briefly to lap directly at her pissing cunt, swallowing her citrus nectar straight from the source before plunging back inside her. The tastes blended on my tongue — rich creamy milk and bright tangy piss — driving me into a feral frenzy.
 
Lami’s pregnancy made her even wetter, her pussy producing thick, abundant slick that mixed with everything else. She came hard around my cock, her walls clamping down with powerful contractions as she hissed and sprayed a mix of girl-cum and piss all over my thrusting shaft and belly. I drank it all, licking and sucking wherever the fluids flowed, my face and chest shiny and sticky with her milk and golden nectar.
 
We fucked for hours that day, switching positions constantly. She rode me again, drenching me in twin showers of milk and piss while I squeezed her swollen tits and thrust up into her. I took her from behind, watching her heavy, leaking breasts swing and spray milk onto the furs as I reamed her tight cunt and occasionally her ass. Every orgasm brought more fluids — more sweet milk gushing from her nipples, more warm citrus piss flooding out around my cock.
 
By the time I finally exploded inside her, pumping thick ropes of cum deep into her pregnant womb, we were both soaked. The furs beneath us were drenched in a puddle of mixed milk, piss, slick, and semen. Lami’s body trembled with aftershocks, her swollen breasts still leaking sweet milk onto my chest as I collapsed over her, still buried deep.
 
I licked lazily at her nipples, savoring the last drops of her rich lactation, then kissed her deeply so she could taste the mixture of her own milk and piss on my tongue. She purred happily, her coils (when she shifted to lamia form for comfort) wrapping loosely around us both.
 
In these pregnancy days, the line between sweet tenderness and rough, bestial rutting had completely dissolved. Every session ended with me drenched in her fluids, belly full of her milk and citrus piss, cock spent inside her welcoming body.
 
I still couldn’t decide which I loved more — her sweet, creamy breast milk or her warm, exotic golden nectar. But I didn’t need to choose.
 
I had both, constantly, in the most delicious, primal, fluid-soaked heaven imaginable.




Chapter 10: Egg-Laying, Final Farewell Breeding, and Departure

Six months had passed in a haze of pregnancy bliss, constant fluid-soaked breeding, and deepening affection. Lami’s belly had rounded beautifully, her swollen breasts constantly leaking sweet milk, and her weaker bladder turning every fuck into a warm, citrus-scented shower. But now the time had come.
 
One quiet evening in the underground lair, Lami’s body began the final stage.
 
She lay on the softest pile of furs near the hearth, her long blue hair damp with sweat, vertical snake-like irises wide with intense pleasure. Her massive, milk-heavy breasts heaved as contractions rippled through her. With a deep, throaty hiss that echoed off the stone walls, Lami began to lay.
 
The process was erotic beyond anything I had witnessed.
 
Her cute pussy — still flushed and sensitive from months of relentless use — stretched open slowly. The first leathery egg emerged, glistening with her slick and a thin layer of natural lubrication. It was beautiful: smooth, slightly flexible, with a soft blue tint that matched her scales. Lami moaned loudly, her thick thighs trembling as the egg crowned, the stretch visibly pleasurable. Her inner walls rippled visibly around it, and a powerful squirt of girl-cum mixed with warm piss sprayed out around the emerging egg, splashing across the furs.
 
“Ohhh… yes… it feels so good…” she hissed, her voice husky and broken with ecstasy.
 
I knelt between her legs, mesmerized, gently stroking her swollen clit as the first egg slid free with a wet, obscene sound. It was followed quickly by the second, then the third — three perfect, leathery eggs resting warm and safe on the prepared nesting furs. Each laying sent fresh waves of pleasure through Lami’s body. Her massive breasts sprayed thin jets of sweet milk with every contraction, and her bladder released in uncontrolled spurts of bright citrus piss that soaked my hands and thighs.
 
By the time the last egg was laid, Lami was flushed deep pink, her porcelain skin glistening with sweat, milk, and her own fluids. Her pussy remained beautifully tight despite the ordeal, the lips puffy and shining, still twitching with aftershocks. She looked more beautiful than ever — maternal, powerful, and utterly satisfied.
 
The laying left her hypersensitive. Every touch made her shiver and hiss with renewed arousal. She reached for me with cool, trembling hands.
 
“One final time, Dickard,” she whispered, voice thick with emotion and lust. “Before I must incubate. Fuck me properly… both forms. Fill me one last time.”
 
I couldn’t refuse.
 
We started in her human-legged form.
 
I laid her gently on her back and slid between her thick, juicy thighs. Her cunt welcomed me immediately — still deliciously tight, hot, and rippling with those familiar serpentine contractions despite having just laid three eggs. I pushed in deep with one smooth thrust, groaning at the velvet-wet grip that felt as perfect as our very first time.
 
We made love slowly at first, sweet and tender. I kissed her deeply, our tongues dancing as I rocked into her with long, sensual strokes. Her swollen breasts pressed against my chest, leaking warm milk between us. I drank from her nipples while thrusting, swallowing her rich, creamy lactation as she moaned softly into my mouth.
 
But tenderness soon gave way to raw need.
 
My thrusts grew harder, rougher. I gripped her wide hips and pounded into her tight pussy with bestial force, the wet slapping sounds filling the lair. Lami wrapped her strong legs around me, pulling me deeper, her massive tits bouncing and spraying milk with every savage impact. Her weaker bladder released again — warm streams of citrus piss flooding out around my cock as I railed her, mixing with her slick and my pre-cum in a slippery, erotic mess.
 
The pleasure built rapidly. Lami came first, violently.
 
Her entire body arched as a powerful orgasm tore through her. She cried out in a sharp, sibilant hiss, her inner walls clamping down like a vice around my cock. At the same moment, her breasts gushed breast milk in thick white jets, spraying across my chest and face. Her pussy and bladder released together in a powerful, squirting explosion — a hot mix of girl-cum and golden citrus piss that drenched my abdomen and thighs in a soaking shower.
 
I drank it all greedily.
 
Leaning down, I latched onto her spraying nipples, swallowing mouthfuls of sweet milk while lapping at the warm piss and squirt that flooded from her cunt. The combined taste — rich creamy lactation mixed with bright, tangy citrus piss and her sweet girl-cum — was pure heaven. I gulped noisily, face buried between her heaving breasts and against her gushing pussy, drinking every drop as she shuddered through her violent climax.
 
Only then did I let go.
 
With a deep, bestial roar, I buried myself to the hilt and pumped one last thick, hot load deep into her womb. Rope after heavy rope of cum flooded her, marking her one final time. I kept thrusting through my orgasm, short, rough pumps that forced my seed even deeper while her rippling walls milked me dry.
 
We stayed locked together, panting, fluids mixing between us — milk, piss, cum, and slick coating our bodies in a warm, sticky mess.
 
After catching our breath, Lami shifted.
 
She reattached her powerful blue serpent tail, becoming the full majestic lamia once more. Her coils wrapped around me possessively as I mounted her again from behind. Her scaly lamia pussy felt even tighter now, the textured scales dragging deliciously along my still-hard cock. I fucked her roughly in this form too — bestial, primal thrusts while her strong tail squeezed me in that familiar vacuum-like embrace. Her massive breasts swung beneath her, still leaking milk onto the furs as I railed her textured cunt.
 
Lami came again, hissing wildly, drenching me in another shower of milk and piss. I drank what I could, then filled her once more with a final, powerful load, pumping hot cum deep into her body while her coils held me tight.
 
When it was over, we collapsed together, tangled in each other’s arms and coils. I kissed her softly, tasting milk and piss and sex on her cool lips. We whispered sweet words in the firelight — promises to remember this time, this connection.
 
The next morning came too soon.
 
I dressed quietly while Lami settled into full incubation mode. She had arranged the three beautiful leathery eggs in a warm, protected nest near the hearth. Her powerful serpent body coiled protectively around them, her upper torso resting gently over the clutch. She looked serene and beautiful — a perfect mother guarding our future hybrid children.
 
I knelt beside her, stroking her long blue hair one last time. “I’ll never forget you, Lami. Your taste… your coils… everything.”
 
She smiled with that cool, pleasant expression I had fallen for on the very first day, her snake eyes soft with emotion. “Nor will I forget you, Dickard. Your heat. Your hunger. Come back someday… if research brings you this way again.”
 
We shared one final, lingering kiss — sweet, deep, and full of everything we had shared.
 
Then I rose, shouldered my pack, and climbed the stone stairs toward the surface. The warm underground lair faded behind me, replaced by cool morning air and dappled sunlight filtering through the forest canopy.
 
As I walked toward my next monster girl research assignment, a deep satisfaction settled in my chest. I had come to study a lamia and ended up enriched beyond any report I could write. Lami’s exotic body, her delicious citrus piss, her sweet milk, her powerful coils, and the intense, bestial pleasure we had shared would stay with me forever.
 
I already missed her.
 
But the world of Lustopia was vast, and more monster girls awaited.
 
With a smile and a lingering taste of citrus and cream on my tongue, I stepped forward into the next chapter of my research.
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